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ADVERTISEMENT 


The volume here ofTereil to the public contains 
all the works of Lord BjTon, carefully reprinted 
from the London cdllion published by Mr. Murray 
in 18JJ, ' with the critical, biographical, and his- 
torical notes entire, forming a series of anno- 
tations highly interesting to the man of letters, 
and often presenting to the general reader a 
most useful help to a correct interpretation of 
the poet. To this invaluable collection, now 
given for the first time in one volume, we have 
prelived the Life of Bvron by the author of 
"Annuls of the Parish," and other well-known 
works of undisputed originality. Mr. Galt has 
here recorded many Interesting details furnished 
by his personal knowledge of Lord Byron ; and 
if he sometimes assumes a tone of severe candour 
little according with our unmingled admiration 
nf the poet, he perhaps assists us in forming a 
truer estimate of the character of the man. Our 
author's cITorts as a reviewer, his parliamentary 
speeches, and other elfuslons in prose, are placed 
all together at the end of the volume, which 
finally closes with a very copious Index, one ar- 
ticle of which, we think, presents the most im- 
pressive Apology for Lord Byron, in tlie brief 
summary it alTords of a life of thiny-six years. 

The details of the plan adopted in the ar- 
rangoinenl of the poems, will be best explained in 
the words of Uie London editor ; from w hose ad- 
vertisements tliercfore we subjoin ample extracts, 
making such alterations only as the union of 
eleven volumes in one rendered necessary, 

“At the distance of eight years from Lord By- 
ron’s deatli, hi arranging his poetical works for 
this the first complete and uniform edition of 
them, it has been resolved, after inucii conside- 
ration, to follow, as closely as possible, tlie order 
of chronology. With a writer whose pieces do 
uot prominently connect liiemselves with the 


actual sequence of his private history, another 
course might have scented more advisable; but, 
in the case of one whose compositions reflect 
constantly the incidents of his own career, the 
dcvelopcment of bis sentiments, and the grow th 
of his character — in the case of a Petrarch, a 
Bums, a Schiller, or a Byron, — the advantages 
of the plan here adopted appear unquestionalile. 

“ Tile poetical works of Lord Byron, thus ar- 
ranged, and illustrated from his own diaries and 
letters — (to many of which, as yet in M.S., tlie 
Editor has had access),— and from the informa- 
tion of his surviving friends, who have in general 
answered every enquiry with prompt kindness, 
— will now present the clearest picture of tlie 
history of Ihe^man, as they must ever form the 
noblest monument of his genius. 

“Besides tlie juvenile miscellany of 1807, en- 
titled ‘ Hours of Idleness,’ and the satire of ‘ Eng- 
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers,’ first published 
In 1809, the first eighty-one pages of our volume 
embrace a variety of 000 . 15100 . 1 ! Pieces, many 
of tliem now first printed, written between 1807 
and the summer of 1810. Their contents bring 
down, tliercfore, the poetical auto-biography of 
larrd Bjtou, from the early days of Southwell 
and Harrow, to the time when he had seriously 
entered on the great work wliich fixed bis place 
in the higliesl rank of English literature. Here 
the reader is enabled to lake ‘ the river of his 
life’ at its sources, and trace it gradually from 
the boyish regions of passionately tender friend- 
ships, innocent half-fanciful loves, and lliat vague 
melancholy whicli hangs over Hie first stirrings 
of anibiUon, until, widening and strengthening 
as it flows, it begins to appear discoloured with 
tlie bitter waters of thwarted affection and out- 
r.igcd pride. No person, it Is hoped, will hisi- 
tatc to confess tirnt new light is thrown on sneh 


> la 17 volumes, ihc first six which cotuixl of '*JVooir'« 
fifotUft of Bj/ren,” which {| di(l not etiUT into our pUa lo reprint, 
our iotentiou beiiu; sUnply to ^ive iu ono coid|mcI Tolnmc the 
nuHt S[>prOhal eililHm of Bymn'i works ciunplfiv. Our readers 
ar« rr\|ursled to observe, ihsi (n til the rcfcrenceii lo Moore'* 
yiAice* ihroaftboat ibU work, the Tuhimce indicoLed are those of 


I Ur. Alurrty's edition, of tho Usl eleven of winch lliU voluiii* 
( cuiilaiiiing bcvUlev Lord Bynifi’s |>ro*luclii>iw iu prose ), Is a ror- 
I reel copy; .md this otwervaliun renders It perhaps tmnfce«Mry to 
I remark, that ihe Nographirtl ami hisloricjl Dotet are necesariiy 
I brought ilowu MU later tluui bj tSU. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


of these pieces as had been published previously, 
by tlie arrangement and annotation which they 
have at length received — any more tlian tliat, 
among the minor poems now for the first lime 
printed, there are several nliich claim a liigher 
place, as productions of I.ord Byron’s genius, 
than any of those with which, in justice to hun 
and to Ids reader, they are tlms interwoven. 
Composed entirely of verses written lietwecn the 
ages of fifteen and twenty-three, these early 
pages, — even considered in a mere literary point 
of view,— must be allowed to stand alone in the 
history of Juvenile Poetry. But every one of 
them is in fact, when riglitly understood, a 
chapter of tlie autlior's ‘confessions;’ and it Is 
by contemplating these faithful records of the 
progress of his mind and feelings, that the reader 
ran alone prep.ire himself for entering with full 
advantage on liie first canto of Childe Harold. 

“The role of arranging chronologically tlie 
poetical productions of Lord Byron is, of neces- 
sity, violated with respect to the romance of Childe 
Harold, Uic composition of which was begun in 
1809, and ended in 1818. The propriety of tlie ' 
course adopted must, however, be quite obvious. 
Commenced before, perhaps, the Author’s pow- 
ers had reached their utmost developement, tlie ' 
work was always, at wliatever intervals, — some 
of them considerable, — taken up by him as one 
which he desired and designed to render com- 
plete In itself ; the realisation of a plan and con- 
ception entirely novel and peculi.ir, — Uiat of , 
presenting in a continuous stream of verse, tlie I 
essence of tlie thoughts and feelings elicited from | 
his individual mind, during a succession of years, I 
and at dilfercnt stages, consequently, of his in- j 
tellcctual and moral licing, by the conlempla- ' 
tion of tliosc chosen scenes of cxtenial nature, J 
— whether in Uiemsclves extraordinarily bcauti- i 
ful or sublime, or raised to immortal interest liy I 
tbe transactions wbich they liad witnessed, and 
the personages with whose names they hud come 
to be incxtric.ably Interwoven, — wbicli it had 
been ids own fortune to traverse In the coursdj 
of Ids eartldy pilgrimage. Taken as a whole, j 
this Poem is, undoubtedly, the most original .and j 
felicitous of all Lord Byron’s senous ellorLs. It ’ 
opens tlie first specimen of an absolutely new 
species of composition ; — perliaps the only siicli 
spcchncn that Kiiropean literature liad received ' 
during a period of two centuries— in otlier words, 
since Shakspeare founded the Romantic Drama, 
and Cervantes the Uomantic Novel of*modern 
Europe. Of the gcner.al history of the Poem, it 
cannot be necessary to say much. The first j 


Canto w,as commenced, as Lord Byron’s diaries 
inform us, at Joannina in Albania, on the 31st of 
October, 1809 ; and the second was finished on 
the 98th of .March, in the succeeding year, at 
Smyrna. These two Cantos, after liaving re- 
ceived numberless corrections and additions in 
tlielr progress Ihrough Ihe press, were first pub- 
lished in London in .March, 1819, and iniiuedi- 
alely placed their author on a level with tlie very 
highest names of his age. The impression they 
created w,as more uiiirorm, decisive, and trium- 
phant, than any tlial had been witnessed in this 
country for at least two generations. ‘ I awoke 
one morning,’ he says, ‘and found myself fa- 
mous.’ In truth, he had fixed himself, at a 
single bound, on a summit, such as no English 
poet h.ad ever before .illained, luit after a long 
succession of painful and comparatively neglect- 
ed elTorts. Tliose who Irish to analyre with 
critical accuracy the progress of Lord Byron In 
his art, must, of course, interpose their study of 
various minor pieces, comprised in the pages 
1‘71-J06, between their perusal of Hie first and 
.second Cantos of Childe Harold, and that of Ihe 
third, which w.as finished at Dindati, near Ge- 
neva, in July, 18t(i, and records Hie auUior's 
mental experiences during his perambulations of 
the Netherlands, Hie Rhine country, and .Sw itzer- 
land, In that and the tw o preceding months — the 
poetical auto-biography of, perhaps, llic most 
melancholy period of his not less melancholy 
than glorious life,— that in w hich the wounds of 
domestic misery that had driven him from his 
native land, were yet green, .and lileedlng,at the 
touch. This Cantu w as ymblishcd, by iLscIf, in 
August, 181li ; and, nntw itbattuiding at once Ihe 
proverbi.al hazard of conllnuaUuns, and Hie 
oblocpiy which envious exaggeration liad at the 
time attached to Lord ByTon’s name .was all hut 
universally adnillled to have more tlian sustained 
the elevalion of the original flight of Cliilde Ha- 
rold. A Just and generous arUda, iyy Sir AValler 
Scott, in tbe Quarterly Review, not only si- 
lenced the few cavillers who had ventured to 
t^allenge Ihe inspirationtfthiimagoificenlC.anto, 
but liad a more pnwerful influence Ilian Lord 
Byron, gralcftilly as he ackwlwlcdged it, seems 
to have been awart Of, in rebuking Hie harsh 
prejudices which had anfortuiwt|d|^athered 
about some etfenjia^ohits of pe^ifhl cha- 
racter. 'fte Tourth', and by far tlia longdsl 
Canto, in Itself no doubi the grandest exertion 
of Ixjrd Byron’s genius, appears to have occupied 
Hie nearly undivided labour of half a year. It 
was begun at VenicoiJn June, 1817, and finished. 
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in the same city, in January, 1818; and, being 
shortly aflerwards published in London, carried 
the Author's fame to the utmost height it ever 
reached. It is at once the most flowing, the most 
energetic, and the most solemn of all his pieces ; 
and would of itself suflicicntly Justify the taste of 
the suniving afTecliou that dictated for the sole 
Inscription of his tombstone, — ‘ Here lies the 
Author of Cliildc Harold's Pilgrimage.’ It has 
been our object to do now for this great work, 
as far as our means might permit, what the 
Author himself would, of course, liavc svished 
to do for it, had he survived to see it produced 
in such a form of pubiication as the present. 
We have endeatoured to equip it with such a 
body of Notes and Iliustratious as may render Its 
often evanescent hints intelligible throughout to 
the general reader, of what we must already 
comsider as a new generation. From Lord By- 
ron’s own Letters and IMgrIcs, — from the writ- 
ings of Sir Cam Hobhoose, tlie truest and sin- 
cerest, as well as ablest of his friends, to whom 
the fourth Canto is dedicated in terms of the most 
touching kindness and manly respect, — and from 
various other sources, — we have collected what- 
ever seemed necessary to explain the historical 
and statistical allusions of tlie poetical Pilgrim ; 
and, though by no means desirous of overload- 
ing his pages with merely critical remarks, we 
have not hesitated to quote here and there a 
peculiarly striking observation, called forth by 
some signal specimen of grandeur of thought or 
grace of language, ere yet the first impression of 
such beauties had been dimmed by familiarity, 
from such contemporaries as Sir Walter Scott, 
Sir F.gerton Brydges, .Hr. Jelfrey, or Professor 
Wilson. The original MS. has furnished many 
raritt (ectioues, which may probably be interest- 
ing to an extensive class of the Poet's readers. 
One, and the most important, in order to avoid 
repetitions on the margin, we mention once for 
all here : in the first draught of tiie opening 
Cantos, tlie hero Ls uniliiraily ‘Childe Burmi.’ 
Some splendid fragments, which the author 
never worked into the texture of his piece,' will 
also be found iu the notes to this ediliun; nor, 
after tlie lapse of twcnlj jeaft, will tuiy one. It 
is presumed, complain that we have printed iu 
like manner certain complete stanzas, w hich Lord 
B> run was induced to n Ithhold from the public, 
only by tenderness for tlie teeUugs of individuals 
now beyond the reach of .satire.” 

At page 171 commence the Miscellaneous 
Pieces iu verse, produced by Lord Byron “ be- 
tween January 1811, when the first two Cantos 


of ‘ Childe Harold ’ were finally prepared for the 
press, and January 1814. Among the shorter 
elTusioos at the beginning, are the beautiful Songs 
dedicated to the real, or Imaginary, Thyrza; 
perhaps the most exquisitely graceful, as well as 
pathetic, of his love poems. These are followed 
by ‘ Remarks on the Romaic, or Modern Greek 
Language ; ’ written during his residence in the 
C^nchin Convent at Athens, in 1811 ; and then 
donic the satirical pieces, entitled, ‘ Hints from 
Horace,’ ‘The Curse of Minerva,' and ‘ fhe 
W altz ; ’ in which tlie progress of Lord Byron's 
skill in this w idely dilTercnt species of composi- 
tion may he distinctly, and Instructively, traced ; 
and which are now for the first time rendered 
generally intelligible, by the substitutions of 
names for initials or asterisks, and the accompa- 
niment of explanatory notes. 

“ The reader passes to the three earliest spe- • 
cimens of the Author’s romantic narrative — ‘The 
Giaour,’ written in April, and published in .May ; 
— ‘ The Bride of Abydos,’ written in November, 
and published early in December, 1813;— and 
‘ The Corsair,’ composed during tlie last thirteen 
days of tlie same month, and published In Janua- 
ry, 1814. These vigorous performances, so 
rapidly following each other, kept the public at- 
tention rivetted on Lord Byron at tliis, the most 
brilliant, the happiest period of his short career. 
He was enjoying the steady blaze of fame, and 
exulting in a strength, w hich now, in general es- 
timation, knew no rival. By a careful compa- 
rison of tlie original M.SS. and successive Editions 
of these splendid poems, the Editor has been 
enabled to collect a rich harvest of various read- 
ings, many of them curious, and not a few im- 
portant ; and tlie margin continues to present a 
running series of historical, biographical, and 
critical annotations.” 

From page 264 to page 334 will be found 
“ arranged, as exactly .as could be ascertained, 
ill the order In which they were written. Lord 
Byron’s detached poetical pieces produced be- 
tween the publication of ‘ The Corsair,’ In Ja- 
nuary. 1814, and the end of July, 1816, w hen 
he lelt Geneva for Italy. The tliiial Canto ol 
‘ Childe Harold ’ was composed, as has been al- 
ready mentioned, during the last two months oi 
the period Uius embraced. The contents of this 
part of the Volume are so misecUaneous. that we 
liave found it necessary to give our observations 
on tlie several pieces. In immediate connexion 
with each as It occurs. On the yvhole, the sec- 
tion of the Author’s Ufe to which these belong 
is, perhaps, the most deeply interesting of .all; 
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aad certainly there Is none which has been more 
clearly and touchingly reOecled in his pociry. 
Indeed, the course of his personal feelings may 
he traced with hardly less distinctness in the ro- 
mantic tales of ‘Lara,’ the ‘Siege of Corinth,’ 
‘ Parisina,’ and the ‘Prisoner of Chillon,’ than in 
the occasional Stanzas with which they are inter- 
mixed — even In the six rcmarlahle effusions 
expi essly originating in his separation from Lady 
BjTon. With regard to the first of those Do- 
mestic Pieces, — the ‘ Fare thee well,’ we have 
seen, since llie sheet containing it was sent to the 
press, the originai draught of it; and, bad it 
falien under our notice sooner, we should hare 
presented the reader with a fac-simile. The ap- 
pearance of tlic MS. confirms, .and more than 
confirms, the account of the circumstances under 

/ w hicit it was xvritten, given by Mr. Moore ( see 
page J06, note). It is blotted all over with the 
marks of tears. We have also observed, that 
the motto from ‘ Christabel ’ which now stands 
at the liead of ‘Fare tliee well,’ did not appear 
there until several editions had been printed. 
Mr. Coleridge’s poem was, in fact, first publish- 
ed in June 1816, and reached Lord Byron after 
he had crossed the .lips, in September. It was 
then that he signified his wish to have the extr^tet 
in question aflixed to all future copies of his stan- 
zas ; and the reader, who might have doubted 
Mr. Sloore’s as.sertion, that Lord Byron’s hopes 
of an ultimate reconciliation with his Lady sur- 
vived even the unsuccessful negociation prompted 
by the kind Interference of Mad.amc do StaCl. 
when he visited her at Copet, will probably now 
consider the selection and date of tliis motto, as 
circumstances strongly corroborative of the bio- 
grapher s statement 

* A dreary loa now (low* between^ 

Bill ni'iihcr heat, nor fruct, nor thunder, 
wholly do away, 1 ween. 

Iht marks of ilntt which once hath been? ’ 

“The saddest period of Lord Byron’s life was 
also, we see, one of the busiest. His refuge and 
solace were ever in tlie practice of his art ; and 
the rapidity with which he continued to pour out 
verses at tills melancholy time, if it tended to 
prolong some of his personal annoyances, by 
giving malevolent critics fresh pretences for mak- 
ing ids private affairs the subject of public discus- 
sion, b.as cerlamly been in no respect injurious to 
his poetical reputation. 11 w.as in reviewing 
some of the pcsforinances included in this part of 
the volume, that Sir Waller Scott threw out the 
following observations, not tlic less interesting 
and instructive for certain modest allusions to 


I that great author’s own experiences as a popular 
poet ; — 

‘“We are sometimes,’ he says,’ ‘tempted to 
blame the timidity of those poets, who, possess- 
ing powers to arrest the admiration of the pub- 
' 11c, arc yet too much afraid of censure to come 
' frequently forward, and thus defraud themselves 
of their fame, and the public of the delight 
I which they might afford us. Where success has 
been unexpectedly, and perhaps undeservedly, 
obtained by the capricious vote of fashion, it 
may be well for the adventurer to draw his stake 
and leave the game, as every succeeding hazard 
will diminish the chance of his rising a winner. 
But, they cater ill for the public, and give in- 
dllTercnt advice to the poet, — supposing him 
possessed of the highest qualities of his art, — 
who do not advise him to labour, while the 
laurel around his brows yet retains its freshness. 
Sketches from Lord Byron arc more valuahle 
than finished pictures from others ; nor are we 
at all sure, that any labour which he might be- 
stow in revisal, would not ratlicr efface than re- 
fine those outlines of striking and powerful ori- 
ginality which they exhibit, when flung rough 
from the hand of the master. No one would have 
wished to condemn Michael Angelo to work upon 
a single block of marble, until he had satisfied, 
in every point, the petty criticism of that Pope, 
who, neglecting the sublime and m.’qtnificent 
character and attitude of his Moses, descended 
to bhime a w'linkle In the fold of the garment. 
Should it be luged that, in tlius stimulating ge- 
nius to unsparing exertion: we encourage care- 
lessness and hurry in the youthful candidates for 
literary distinction, we answer, it is not the 
learner to whom our remarks apply; they refer 
to him only, who, gifted by nature with the 
higher power of poetry, — an art as difficult as 
it is enchanting, — has made himself master, by 
application and study, of the mechanical process, 
and in whom, we believe, frequent exertions 
upon new works awaken and stimulate that ge- 
nius, whieli might be cramped and rendered 
tame, by long and minute attention to finish to 
Uie highest possihle degree any one of the num- 
l)er. It w e look at our poetical library we shall 
find, generally speaking, the most distinguished 
poets have been the most voluminous, and that 
tliose who, like (Iray, limited their productions 
to a few poems, anxiously and sedulously cor- 
rected and revised, have given theiii a stiff and 
arlilici.ll cliaracler, winch, far from disarndng 
crilicisni, has rather embittered its violence, 
while Hie Arislaich, like Achillei assailing Ilec- 
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tor, meditates dealing the mortai woand Qirongb ! 
some unguarded crrnice of the supposed impe- 
netrable armour, with which the cautious bard 
has vainly invested himself. Our opinion must 
be necessarily qualified by the caution, that as no | 
human invention can be infinitely fertile, as even 
the richest genius may be, in agricultural phrase, 
cropped out, and rendered sterile, and as each 
author must necessarily have a particular style 
In w hich he is supposed to excel, and must there- 
fore be more or less a mannerist; no one can 
with prudence persevere in forcing himself before ' 
the public when, from failure in invention, or 
from having rendered the peculiarities of his style 
over trite and familiar, the veteran ‘ lags super- 
flnoos on the stage,’ a slighted mute in those 
dramas where he was once the principal pet- 
sonage. To this humiliation vanity frequently 
exposes genius ; and it is no doubt true that a 
copious power of diction, joined to habitual care- 
lessness in composition, has frequently con- 
duced to iL yv’e would therefore be understood 
to recommend to authors, while a consciousness 
of the possession of vigorous powers, carefully 
cultivated, unites with the favour of the public, 
to descend into the arena, and continue their 
efforts vigorously while their hopes are^high, 
their spirits active, and the public propitious, in ^ 
order that, on the slightest failure of nerves or 
breath, they may be able to withdraw themselves ' 
hoDOurably from the contest, gracefully giving 
way to other candidates for fame, and cultivating 
studies more suitable to a (lagging imagination 
than the fervid art of poetry. This, however, is 
the affair of (he authors themselves : should (hey 
neglect this prudential course, the public will, i 
no doubt, have more indifferent books on their | 
table (lian would otlierwise have loaded it; and 
as the world always sciies the first opportunity 
of recalling the applause It has bestowed, the 
former wreaths of the writers will for a time be 
blighted by their immediate failure. But these 
evils, so far as the public is concerned, are | 
greatly overbalanced by such as arise from the | 
timid caution which bids genius suppress its ef- 
forts until they shall be refined into unattainable 
perfection : and we cannot but repeat our con- 
viction (hat poetry, beiO((, in its higher classes, 
an art which has for its dements sublimity and 
gnalfectcd beauty, is more liable tlian any other 
to suffer from (he labour of polishing, or from ’ 
tbe elaborate and composite style of ornament, { 


and alternate affectation of simplicity and artifice, 
which characterise the works, even of tbe first 
poets, when they have been over anxious to se- 
cure public applause, by long and reiterated cor- 
rection. It must be remembered that we speak 
of the higher tones of composition ; there are 
others of a subordinate character, where extreme 
art and labour are not bestowed in vain. But we 
cannot consider over-anxious correction .as likely 
to be employed with advantage upon poems like 
tliose of Lord Byron, which have for their object 
to rouse the imagination, and awaken the pas- 
sions.’ ' 

“With the exception of ‘Parlsina,’ the ori- 
ginal MSS. of the poems in (his part of the 
volume have been in our hands, and have fur- 
nished various readings worthy of befiig pre- 
served. For the use of some of these MSS., 
and for many other obliging favours, we arc in- 
debted to the Honourable Mrs. Leigh. 

“In the poems and occasional pieces begin- 
ing at page 334, and ending on page 413, toge- 
ther with the fourth Canto of ‘Childc Harold,’ 
the reader may trace the poetical, as well as 
personal, history of Lord Byron, from October, 
1816, when he left Sw1tierl.vnd, down to the 
beginning of 1820, by which time he had taken 
up his residence at Ravenna. They Include 
some example of almost every kind of poetical 
composition in which he ever excelled : ,among 
others, (he first, and perhaps greatest, of his 
dramatic efforts, ' and the earliest specimen of 
his comic narrative.’’* 

The poems beginning at page 413 and ending 
at page 489 were almost all written at Ravenna, 
in the years 1820 and 1821. The history of the 
composition and publication of each piece will 
be found in a special note introductory', or pre- 
face. 

“The reader must bear in recollection that 
(he fourth Canto of ‘ Childc Harold ’ was (ho 
performance which Lord Byron gave to the world 
next after ‘Beppo;’ and, in like manner, tliat 
the two first Canlos of ‘Don Juan’ appeared in 
1819; the third, fourth, and fifth in 1821. IVe 
need not recur to the grounds on which, in 
reference to these poems, the chronological ar- 
rangement has been departed from. 

“ For the use of Ijird Byron's original SISS. 
of several of (be poems, and for one set cf Stau- 
ras not before included in his works, we are in- 
debted to the courtesy of (he Countess Cuiccioli. ’’ 


■ Sec Quarterly Betriev, tul. ivi. p. I7S. 
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> Ueppo. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Then follow In succession, “ Heaven and 
Earth,” “ Sardanapalus,” ‘‘The Two Foscari," 
and “the Deformed Transformed." The two 
former were written at Ilavenna In 1821 ; the 
two latter at Pisa in 1822. 

Next in order are “ Cain,” w ritten at Ravenna 
In 1821; “tVerneV,” written at PLsa in 1822; the 
“Age of Bronze,” and “The Island,” written at 
Denoa in 1828; some occasional pieces, a set of 
Stanzas for music, given to tlie Countess Guiccioli 
sliortly before Lord Byron’s departure for Greece ; 1 
and the Lilies on his last Birth-day, January 22, 
1824. 

Tlie Last poem of all is “Don Ju.an,” tlie first 
and second cantos of which were written at Ve- 
nice in J818 ; the third at Ravenna, in October 
1819; the fourth and fifth also at Ravenna, in 
1821; the sixth, seventh, eighth, ninth, and 
tenth, were all written at Pisa, in 1822 and 1828; 
and the six concluding cantos at Genoa in 1823. 
“A Dedication, and several other stanzas hi- 
therto suppressed, are now given in tlie proper 
places ; and from two separate .MSS. of the Poet 
many curious various readings have been sup- 
plied. Tw o prose pieces, on the subject of Don 
Juan, one of which had not before been pub- 
lished, .ire also given. 

“In the notes to ihe shipwreck in Canto II. we 
have endeavoured to trace minutely the authori- 
ties which the Poet had before him when com- 


posing^that extraordinary description. Since the 
sheets w ent to press, l.ord Byron’s own copy of 
Erasmus’s Dialogues has been politely forwarded 
for our use in reference to that Canto. The 
delightful colloquy entitled “ Naufragium” must, 
as it is obvious from bis Lordship's pencil-marks, 
have been much in hts hands; and we may here 
give one passage, which, had our attention been 
called toil sooner, would have formed a marginal 
note to stanza xliv. Canto II. ' 

“ Lord Byron’s temporary suspension of tliis 
Poem when he bad finished C.anto the fiRh, and 
the circumstances under which he resumed a 
very favourite plan, twelve months afterwards, 
arc explained in the note introductory to the 
sixth Canto. 

.“ The extracts now appended to the siege, in 
Cantos VII. and VTII., wiU, it is prc iimed. In- 
terest, and perhaps surprise many readers. It 
will be seen tliat tliroughout this powerful pic- 
ture, the Poet has relied on a literal transcript 
of recorded facts, with precisely the same feel- 
ings which had produced the terrible verisimili- 
tude of his shipwreck in Canto II. ; and it must 
please every one to know that those traits of grace- 
ful humanity, with which Don Juan's personal con- 
j duct is made to relieve the horrors of a Russian 
sack, are only a faithful copy of what was done, 
in the moment of victory at Ismail, by a real 
I “ preux chevalier,” the Duke of Richelieu.”' 


s In llie precent votumr, Ihe extract alliiJetl to ia stven in tla 
propfr iilacc. Sefp. 710, 

« At the end of Uun Jnao. Ihe London edition OfNiUlo-t an Ap* 
pendii, $uppl)in^ tome Unios in the precediug volomee, and la> 


cluilioit tcreral minor pieces In verse of Tartoiit dales, some of 
Ihem not before primed sod rtcoTered too laie lo be iuserlrd in 
Ihe chronoioftical tntier. lo our volume, all thc«c occupjr retpc<^- 
Uvclr their proper places. 


Parit, tW7. 


Digitized by Google 



CONTENTS 


LIFE OF LORD BYRON, BY JOHN CALT, ESQ. ^ 

HTiorn rTio^ i 

CHAPTER I, AncientPincent.— Pedigree.— BIfih.—Tfoo- 
btf« Ut» tUOthcr. — Kjf<Y EdumiilU.— AiTt*JHi«nm tn IIk 

THig a 

CHAPTER II. Moral EfTrcU of locil Scrncry; i Peculla* 
riljr »n ToMe^-^Early Lore.— laipre»iuus ami Tnuil> 

Lom 

CHAPTER Ilf. Amral ai Xrwtiead.— PI imI It la Ruiru.— 

The oM IjH-d and lih Crtckcla.— The Eiri of CarlMIe 
becomes tl<e Gnardlao of Bfrun.— The l'o«'t's acute sense 
uf Ins owii (iefurKinl Foot— His mother conaultt a For- 

tumvleller 

CHAPTER IV. Piacwlal HatTQwr.— Pfoarraa ibrre.— Lore 
for Mits flhaworth.— Ills rraiHay.— Oratorical powers. . 
CHAPTER Y. Character at llarrnw.— Poetical Prediloc- 
tious.— Bjrnm atCiiubndse.— HU llonrt of Idleocsi. . li 

CIMPTEK VI. KITect of tlw Criticism in the 
Rcticss.— E nclUh B-r«ls and Scutch Revu>wcrs.— ||ii 

Sattety.— lutrnUoa to travel.— PnhlUhrs hU Satire 

Takes hU Scat in Uie House of L<inia.— Departs for Lla- 

bufi ; llteiicx to OILralur xiz 

CHAPTER Vtt. First Acijujlntancc rrlth Bvrnn 

bark turetlKT.— The Voyage 

CHAPTER Vlil. Dinner at die Ambassador's at CaKliarL 
—Opera.— DiaaHar of Byroo at Malta.— Mra. Stteucer 

, , tvii 

CHAPTER IX. Sails from Malta (o rrevesa.— Landa M 
Patras.— Sails a;iala.— Pataca liinci.— Arrival at Pre> 

veu.— Saluoa.— Joaonma.— Zjiaa. yvtii 

CHAPTER X. IlaliatZitii.— The River Acheron.— Creek 
Wine,— A Creek Chariot.— Arrival at TeucUen^.— The 

\ trier's Palace. jj 

CH.%PTER .\1. Audience ap|K)inted vilih Alt pjiliaw..- 
Oe»cri|»tion of the Viaier's Pei son— An Audience of Hie 

Vlaier of the Murea xxU 

CHAPTt.R XU. The Effect of Ali Pasltaw*t Character on 
Cord Byron.— sketch of the Career of All, and the Per - 
•everjisoc with wLkb he pursued Uic OhiccU of his 

Anui.lioo ........ xiUi 

CHAPTER Mil. Leave Joamilru for Preresa.- Laud at 
Fariarf.—AlUauU.— Byron's Character of the lubabi* 

nv 

Cff^PTER XIV. i.eate LTraikee.— Dangcfoos Paas In the 
Wuoda.— Catoona.— QuarreJ between ilte Guard a^ ike 
Pnmaico' U*e Village — Makaia — Cuiiria.— Miwoloaidii.' 

-ranuisos "7^ iirl 

Cfl.APTRR XV. Yosttizt.— Battle of Lepanlo.— Parna^ 
stts.— i.ivadia.— Cave of Trophuniua.— The Fouutalm of 
Ohlivioo ami Memory.— chzrouca.—Thfbes.—Aibena. «vili 

CHAPTER XVI. Athem.— Byron’s CharachT of the mo. 
dem Atbeotaos.— Vbit to ^lah.— Visit to the Cavern 
at Vary and Keratea.— Lost in the LafayrinUNi of the 

l*l**^- riii 

CBiPTER XVII. Proceed from Rarau^a to Cape Colonna. 

— Aameiaiioos cunnecied wiUi the Stfit — s«cood tlear» 
lac of (be Albanians.— Journey to Marathon.— EPret nf 
Mt AdvePtnrea on the Mlad of the Poet.— Return »a 
iAem.^f ioio Ibo Travffcew tbere.-Matd of aAsm lu 


CHAPTER XVIIL occupatktn of Athens.— Mount Pen- 
lidcitt.— We ili‘scrni| Into tlie CarerAs.— Return fo 
Alliens —A Cn'ek Contract of Marriare.— Various 
Atlieiiiaii and Alliaiiian ^tiprrstiUons.- Effect of their 

lmpre*>ion on Ihe Genius of tlie PocL 

CHAPTER XIX. Local nteasures.—Byroo'iCredan Poeitn. 
—Ills Departure from Alheiu.— Hcacriptlou of Evchiuk 
in the Corsair.— The Oproins of the t^otir— state of 
latrloilc Frrliiitt then Ui Gret-ce.— Soiyma.— Chanxc In 

LuniByrou'sMaauers. . . . T T 

CHAI^ER XX. Smyrna.— The Sport of the Ujerkt.— 
Juiimcy to Epheaiu.— The dead City —Tlie desolate 
Country.— The Ruius and Obtileraliun of Ihe Teui|de.— 

Tlie slight tmprcssiuo of all on Byrun. 

CHAPTER XXI. Eoibtirks for (^nslanltnotde — ToiKhci 
at Teiiedos.— VidUAlciandna Teoas —The Trojan Plain. 
—Swims the lldlestjoiit. —Arrival at Constautinu(ile. . 
CHAPTER XXII. Conitanilno|de. — Dcsaipllon. — The 
Dogs and the Dead. — Landed <il Toptiana.— The inaster- 
teu b(kgs.— The Slave UarkiL— The Seraglio.— The De- 

fccu io Ihe Ocscripiiou 

CIJ.VPTER XXIIl. Pi«{iulc with Ihe Atiihasiuilor.— Rc« 
flrclions Oil Byi uu'c Pride uf Rank.— Ab.miioii« his Urico- 
tal Travels.- Re*emharks In the Sal«rlte.— The Dagger 
Scene.— Zra — Reliirns to Athens.— Tour iti Ihe Mon a. 
— Daiigeruiiv Illneu.- Rrliirn to Athens.— The Adven- 
ture on which the Giaour U founded . 

CHAPTER XXIV. Arrival ill LoinJon.-Mr. 
trooage.— Arranges for Ihe Publication ofchilde Itarutd. 
—The Death of Mrs. Byron; bta Sorrow.— Ha Affaiv with 
Mr. Moore — Their Meeting at Mr. Ronera's House, and 
FriPTubhtp, ............... 

CHAPTER XXV. The Libel in Ihe ScourRe.-Tlie general 
Impression of his Characii-r.— Improvement In his Mao- 
Iters as his Uerii was acknowledi^ by ihc Public.— Ilte 
AddrcMin Mauagemrnl.— His hrst Speech In Parilaitient. 
—The PtibllcaiiuR of Childe Harold.— Us Reception and 

Effect. 

CHAPTER XXVI. .Sketches of Character.— lib friendly 
Uispodiions.— lulrodiice Prince K — to him.— Our last 
iDlci'view.— Ills cooliniied Kimlaess tuwanis me.— 

Instance of It to one of my Prieuds 

CHAPTER XXVH. Remarkable Coincidences.— Plagla* 

rlslu^ afbis Lordship. *.... 

CHAPTER XXVIH. Lord Byn>Q in ISiS.-The Lady s 
Trageiiy.— Miu Milbatike.— Gniwiug I'ncaAiRPts of Lord 
Byriu's Mind.— The Friar’s GhosL— The Xlarnige.— A 
Member of ibe Drury^Laue Commillee.' -Embarrassed 

Affairs.— The Se|>aralioD 

CHAPTER X.VIX. ReHecHoas oo his dofoestlo Veraei.— 
Uiosideratlon of his Works.— The Corsair.— Prubabitl- 
ties uf the Cluractrr and Incidenla of (he Story.— On 
the Difference between poetical Invention and moral 
Experience. Illustrated by the Dilfemtce between tbe 
Grnino of Sbakspeare atid Uiat of Byron. ..... 
CHAPTER XXX. Byrun determines to reside abroad.— 

• Vbits the Plain of Waterloo.— State of his Feelinat. . 
CHAPTER XXXI. Byrofl’a ReaMeiioe in BwHiertand.— 


asxiv 

xixvl 

iiaxii 

ill 

ilil 

ally 

sivii 

xlis 


U 

It 

Iviu 


Digitized by Google 


8_ 


CONTENTS. 


to Ihfl GUdcn.— Uiofred fouaded oo a ma- 
gteal Sacrifice, not on GuilL— Similarity between Sen- 
Umenls giveo to Manfred, and iIhmc cxpreaeed by Lord 

Byron in bU own Penon 

CHAPTER XXJUl. Slate of Byron in SwiixerUnd.— lie 
goce to Venice.— The Fourth Canio of Childe Harold.— 
naroinalian on bii own Condition.— Beppo.— Lament 
of Toaso.— Curioui Eiample of Byron's Metaphysical 

Lore 

CBAPTKR XXXlll. BemoTes to BaTfuna.-The Countess 



CHAPTER XXXIV. Residence in RaTenna.— The Caibo* 
oari — Byron's Part in their Plot— The Murder of the 
Military Coiimundant.— The Poetical Use of the luci* 
dent.- MariimFaliero.-RcflccUous.— The Prophecy of 

Dante 

CHAPTER XXXV. The Tragedy of sardanapalos consi- 
dered with Reference to Lord Byron's owu Circum- 

itanoes.- Cain 

CHAPTER XXXVI. Hcmotal lo Pisa.— The Lanfranchl 
Paiarf.— Atfsif wUti the Guard at Pisa— Hcotosal to 
Moule Nerv.— Junction with Mr. Iluot— Mr. Sbeliey's 

Letter 

chapter X.XXVII. Mr. Hunt arrircs in Italy.— Meeting 
with Lord Bvroo.— Tumu-ts in the House.— Aira^e- 
menb for Mr. Hunt's Family.— Extent of hii Obligations 
to Lord Byron.— Their CoiMftDery.—MeaPDeis of Use 

whole liii 

CHAPTER XX.WTU- Mr. SlieUey.— Shctch of his Life.— 

Hi* Death.— The Bomlng of his Body, and the Rcium 

of the Mourners • • luii 

CHAPTER XXXIX. The TWO Poscari.— Wemer.— The 
Detonned Transformed.— Don Juan.— The liberal.— 

Bemoses from Pisa to Genoa IXUi 

CHAPTER XL. Genua.— Cbaaae in the Manners of Lord 
Byron.— Residence at the Casa Saiuisi.— The Llbetal.— 
Rmarts UH the Poet's Worts in general, and on Hunt's 

Rtrieiures cu his Cluracter lari 

CHAPTER XLI. Lord Byron resoives to join Ifae Greets. 
—Arrises at CenhaloBie.— Grech Factious.— Sends EmiO’ 
til ihi» Grecian Chicb.— Writes to London aboot 
Ihf li PJii-- To Ma<ioconlJi<> on the Dlwensions.— Em - 
LofAt at Ust for Mi»aolouStii . . IaAtU 


CHAPTER XLII. LurJByrou'sCunyerMtlonsonBeUgioB 

wtiti Pf. Eenncdy. . . ♦ luii 

apter ai.iii. Vr,y>p; frotti Cephalonia.— Letter— 

.mm llm.l.1-1 111 jn »■ -(.rjiriiil Pi-clinp ul llieTurkl. 

— Kndtwtftuni of Lord U»rnn to mitigate thcHorron of 

tUAi'aiL imy 




CHAPTER XLIV. Proceedings at Mtssolonglii.— Byrons 
Suiiole Brigade.- Their Insubordination.— Dinereoce 
ysiih Colonrl .Stanhope.- Imbecility of the Plans for the 

liidcpeodcncc of Greece taixv 

CHAPTER XLV. Lord Byron ai^Krfoted to the Command 
of Three Thousaud Men to bcM^c Lepanto.— The Siege 
sbandoned for a Biocitadc.— AdTjuc^ Guard ordcre«l 
to orocccd.— Lord Byron's first Illness.— A Riot-— lie is 
ur^ to lease Greece —The Eapcdllion against Le- 
psnto abandoned.— Byron de|ccicd.— A wild diplutnatic 

scheme »“*'ii 

r.HAi*~n:.it XLVI. Tin; last lilgca atKl Death of Lord 
Bynm.— tils last Pucni Imii 


CHAPTER .M.vil. The FooerM Preparatioos and final 

Obse^juki. 


CHAPTER XLVlll. Character of Lord Byron n il 

Appendix.— Anecdotes of Lord BycOn aciv 


BYBQX'S WORKS. 


rag* 


HOURS OB IDLENESS t A SiaiiS OP POEBI. OEIGIMAL A!ID 
TMA!lSUTU>. 

* 

* 

Oo the Death of a young Lady. Cousin lo the Aolbor. and 

very dear lo him * 

To E . a 

To * 

Epitaph on a Friend. 5 

A Fragment * 

Un leaving Xewslead Abbey * 

Lines <ArlUen in Letters of an Italian Hun and an Euglhh 
Gentkroan by J- J. Rousseau s founded on Facts. . . 4 

Answer lo the Poregulu; 4 

Adrian's Address tu his Soul 4 

Traoslalioo from Catullus. Ad Lesbiam S 

Translation of the Epitaph on Virgil aod Tibullus, by Do- 

milius Marsus. 4 

Imitation uf Tibullus. “Sulpicia ad Ccrlnlbum". . . 4 

Trauslatioo from Catullus. ''Lugete Veneres Cupidi* 

oeKiue." etc. ® 

ImiLitgd from Catullus— To Elieo. . • 4 

Tran»id>iun truni Horace. “ Justum el tcoaccm." etc. . . • 

Prom AnacfcOQ. [(it/ut Xtfittvxf, x. r. X. ). 


Prom Anacreon. (MsgevuArmit tufixtj, t. X. |. . 
Prom the Prometheus Unctus of Jilschyius ( MsaVu' 
vi.WMV, X. T. L] 


To Emma. 


To M. .S. G. 


T.> >Im> unit-. 


TO die same. 


SLiPias to a Lady, with the Poems of Camodoi. ■ ♦ ♦ . 4 


Xlie first Kiss of Love. 

6n a Change of Masters at a great Public School. . 
To ihg Dnite of Dorset. 


Pragaaent. written shortly alter the Marriage of Miss 
Chawrorth. 


CranU. A medley. 


on a distant View of Ham)#. 


TOM. 


To Mary, on receiving her Picture. 


To Lesbia. 


1 *H.iro<ied to a young Lady, who was alarmed at the 
Sound of a Bullet hissing near her. .... 


last Adieu.. 


U 

14 


To a Lady who iwesented to the Author a Lock of flair 
braided wilh bb own. 


mcarofAlva A Tale. 


Tlie Episode of NUns and Euryalns. •••••' 
Traiulaiion fPum ihc Medea Of Ettrtptdcs 


K. e. 

Thouahu suggested by a c 

To a b»A»tlfai OuaitCf. 


The ConiHian. . ♦ • ♦ ‘ ‘ ' 

All occflMOoal Protopae to **Tbe ^beei of Pofthne’- 

On ihe Dfaib oflir. Fox. 


Ihc Tear ^ 

Reply loaome Vemes of J. U. B. Pigol, Esq. on the Cruelty 

of lus 

To die dghiug Slrcpbon 


Lachin T Cilr. 


To Romance. 

to .leg.i.1 Versa W ‘ 

Auitor. complaining that one of Ids Descripuons w*i 

rather loo warmly drawn. 

Elegy oo Newitead Abbey 


- Digii'- frd by Gougk 


8 8 




ro.\n~.M.s 0 


Hare 

A«iwrr to « beauUtol Poem. eotiUrd *'Tlie Common Lot" iH 
To • V.ody «bo preaeated ilie luthor wiih ibe velrel Bnod 
which bound Iver Trcmci (jlow flnt publiihed.]. . . Sit 
Rememlvaitcc ' Now Unit tiubli'hed.' 39 

p«(« 

OCCASIONAL PIECES t waiTTKV n I 8 H~U. 

Lines wrilteii beneatb a Pkhire 171 

Siii>«tiiiit« for au Epitaph I7i 

Tranolation of Ibe famous Greek War Song [Ac^rr *xr&;, 

Linct atlAwMrd to (he Rev J. T. Recbrr. oo bU advbiii? 

rtp. 1 . : ; 1 r ; i ; : : ^ : : r I72 b 

the Auttwir la mtxmore wLib 9ucietr. ....... 39 


The Death of Citmar and Ottt An 

■oo'a OMUO a. . .I? 7 V 39 

L'Amilitf e»C I'Amour tans ailei 41 

On Parting 473 

EpiUph fur Joseph Blackett, lale Poet and Sttuemaker. . 473 

Tl»e Prajrer vf Natore. i i I 1 ^ 42 

Pmi . ... .1 ku AI<>U.t. 473 

To SJwerd Noei Loor. n*v 4S 


Line* lo a Ladjr [ Um. Jiiistcw. ). . I I 13“ 


1 would 1 were a carclru CHM. 44 

.^ 1 , M'.pi. 1 a..v. VH P... vicil ^Z|N ' 1 A. . « 17a 

^'bcQ 1 iuv«t a youa^ntfrfooder. . ! ! ! ! ! T~. 45“ 


To Georf^, Earl l>eUwariv « . ,* . ~ . . . . 13“ 


To the Earl of ciaife^ I . T ; ' . . . I 15“ 


uarv writien onKaiB in jam lb ntc ctinrchfarti or 

; Jrvut!' -."elc.l 176 



^ (ABTiCLi Oil m "Ilnru or li»Ltvt. 4 !<." rina rai 

SianxasI “And ihoo art dead." etc. 1 I77 

EumOCMI lUtuw.l. 47 

Slanras ["If sometime*." elc. ] HI • 

— ^ 

On acomciian Heart wntrtiwa* uroaen. ! ! ! ! ! T |7g 

OCCASIONAL TIECSS s wiiTTtv m |ao7>-ll. 

Line* to a t.adr weenlna | 7 *| 

Tlie AiUe«T'#rittett noder the ImpresKioa that tbe Anlhor 

*• The Chain 1 gave." elc. From the Turkish Hi 

wouitj RMo mt { Nuw ftrtt ^idbiiAT.]. I ; ; nn 


Toa vain l.ady (N'uw br»l piib.Uhed.j 50 


, io Aniic [ .Nuw &r»l|MiHi«bnl. 1 51 

- ijC» I. I ol 

Addn-o, *(>okrn at the opening of Drury Lane Theatre, 

.i tnt l V C). r ,h. 1 hi i)iV2 i-fl 

^.ibe Ai>UiurolJRofliaf:i N'^trmltig ’"Sad is my Tcr»e. 

Parenibelical Address, by Dr. Plagiary liu 


Verse* found in a Summer House at Itales-Owen. . . . liu 

Od blHBV^ U PU 1 MV Rl U puwtdiod.y. ~. ~ I I : 51” 

Mailial, Lib. 1. I'pig. 1 lAii 

l^areweii to tua Mute t Sfiw nr«t~ niibnahed. 1 . . ! ! ! 5P 


Toan Oa\'atNewatead fNow firUptiblUbed. ] 5 d 


On revivitinit fTifrow 52 


fpiUph oo Ji4in Adanu of Southwell, a Carrier, wito died 

1 r.mslati<in of a Romaic IxtveSung iMt 


stiii/ 3 « ( “ TIhmj art not false." etc. ’ 481 

To nr Son. S3 

Farewell 1 if ever focMlesl Prayer S5 

BriRbt be tbe Place of (by Soul 53 

When we two parted 53 

To a rouihful Frieod 53 

Unes toacribed upon a Cup formed from a Skull. ... SI 

B2(CLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH RRYIbWERS ; A Saviai. S3 

OOCA^pNAL PIECES i WRITT» IS <«0»->iai0. 

WeK* Ihon art happy! 74 

laarripfinn oo the Hooumeot of a Newfoundland Dog. . 74 

To a Lady, on being asked my Reason for quilliog Eng' 

land in tbe Spring 75 

Krtiiiiid me not. reiiiind meoot . . 7.t 

On being a«ked what was the "Origin of Love". . . . 182 

Slan*ai[“ Rcmcmlier IHm.“ etc.] iKi 

On Lunl Thurlow’s Poems. taj 

To Ihoina.* Moore. Written the Evening before hi* Visit 
lo Mr. Leigh lliinl In Cold Rath Fields PrisiNi. ... 183 
Impromptu (“When from Uie Heart wheroSomiw sits **| 183 

Sunnd. to Genevra oa 

Sonnet, lu the same Ik3 

From the Portuguese (“Tu ml chainaa’’] 155 

Anolhcr Version |83 

RESAHtson the Ronsic. or MoDinn Gam LANcuAOttt 
with Specimens and 1 ranslalkms 151 

HINTS FROM HORACE |Fl 

There was a Time. 1 need not name r.n 

wL And wilt thou weep when 1 are low 7 7 ^ 



tbe Goblet again. A song 


r ¥gtanzaj lo a Lady, on leaving England 75 

THE WALlZl AN APOfTBOrOIC IltnN am 

Unes written loan Album al Malta 78 

To Florence O . 7 g 

eoinpoaed durtog a Thunder-storm 79 

Stanias wrlHen on paaMng the AmbracUn Gulf. ... 79 

Tbe Spell ia broke, Ihe charm is Down 

Written after swimming from Sestus to Abydot. .... 50 

■aU of Atbeos. ere we part 

CaiLRE HAROLD’S PILGRIIIAGB. 

Pairaci lo tbe first and second Canto si 

To lAJITnt 

THE GIAOnR; A FBAauENTor A TcRKisn Talc. .... 2il 

THE imiOE OF ABTDOS: A TlBBI.HB TALB. 

DcniCATlOB 230 

Canto 1 230 

Canto H 230 

THE CORSAIR: A TALI. 

• 

Dioication 241 

Ci.NTO 1 tt5 J 




ODE TO NAPOLEON BCONAPAIITE 334 -I 


Ctnenri Foonn 

LARA : A Talc. ' 



Canto I v>7 

Himuu. Non* nUBUUHFOBlIlL <33 

Canto II an 1 



t 


Digitized by Google 


10 


CONTKNTS. 


FftlW 

IIKPBKW MKLODIK^ . , • 

Sbtf watkt in i ; b-3Miir . . . V ... iKD 

The ll.itu Uh.' M oriarth MinMnJ swer?. « ■ > .... 381 

If ttm I'itjli Worlii. . . » 281 

Tii.- wild . lay 

' oil I wcc[i fi»r thewff. ■ ■ ‘ 1 ^' • 281 

Oil JtinJ.ui s Honk*, .f.. • 2Si 

'ict>bUa*i PaujjUiif. » ^ 382 

,. tHi i ioaidrd away te Bkiom • • 3S2 

v jiT Soiil it (lark. 282 

\ *a«r ibfc wepp .... 2E£ 

Tby PiY« arc diine. . M5 

.song gf Saul before hia to»t BitUr • 883 

8ai»r. . - - - .... 283 

•*All U Vanltf, Hilli ibe Prcaclicf . • 2&I 

WbfM ColdncM wrapg tbit tulfcnftg Clay. . . . . . • 38i 

Vwonof Pflhlunar - 22U 

Sun of the Sicwileti 2SS 

>Vcre my Puioin a* fatoe at iltqu dtfciu*>Mt to be. • • • 883 

Henid « Lament for Marlimoe. . 285 

0« the Day of the Dolructkm of Jennalem by TUut. . . 2&S 
ftr Ibe RItcm of Babylon we sat doutii aod wept. . • . S8b 

The Doatruclion of Sennacherib 286 

A Spirit past'd before me 2ffii 


THE SIEGE OF OOliINTM . . 388 


rtk’e 

■vins for the 

.S4i. \>e'lJconunfe^a nmos. ■ • '»•"* 

on ;bo iUo; of ildfSi far tunoo. • 

' Huimnce tuny !Kibtf'U*o del Mttn y Tama ilc Albaroa. . S. 3 
K vi'i'y ni'Hirnfol JUltad on Iko Sii-ge aud Cwn|tte»l of 

A»iania . • • • ■ ■ ~ 

Sonrltu 61 Vittorfr 1^ Pef 3.*»A 

Tramljllqnfmttt^ljl^Ui. 09* >tio -3S* 

UA>FU£I), A nUAUA-nC f’OUI. 331 

Till-; LAMENT OF “5 

BEPPO. A VEMSTUn .STO» . . . 3S8 




ODE ON VE.NICB 

TIIK MORGANTE MACGIORE OF PL LCt. 

CiWTO 1. . . ’. 

TUB PHOPUECV OF PASTE 

Casto 

G*sth II ♦ 

cawto 

Oi^TO IV •• • 


PAttlMWA. 


299 


orriSIONAL PIECES t WHtTIW IS 1817— 11>. 


HOMESTIC PIECES— 1818. .......... - SQfi 

Pare ihpo well IQfi 

A Sketch am 

Sljniaa to Augoila I “ Wlten all arouml/* etc.] 308 

MUotaa to Auggrta f*'Tltuuah tbc Day of my DftliBy'i/' 

etc.?. aaa 

Bpiaode to Augotta [ •*My Slater i nty tweet .SUier ! ” ete. ] US 
Unca on liearinn Ibat lady Byron wag ill 311 


HONODT ON THE DEATH OP THE BIGHT IION. K. B. 

SHEHIDAN. S»I>MS AT DltlMI LA.II TMAW . . . 311 

THB PMSOKER OP CHILLOS SIJ 

Ttra ornuM an 

OCCASIONAL PIECES . WHITTKH IM IMt-lWg. 

The Dcrira Drive i an ooBobbed Itluiiaody SM 

WimlArfif Poctica.— Unci composed on Uic ocettion ol Ufa 
RoyaI HiglincM the Prince Regent being teen standing 
between the cofBua of hmiiw vill. and tlurlea 1.. In the 

royal Vault at Windaor . . . . &22 

siantag for Music f ‘ '1 aneab not. I tf acc not,'* etc. 1. » . S23 
\ddrrs8 Intended to be recited at the Caledonian naeeting. sa 

Frasmrot of a» HpiaHe to Thoipas Moore S2S 

<kmdolator 7 Add^ss to Sarah, CouahM of Jen«y, on the 
rriiice Aegeot'g returning her picture to Urs. Mee. . . 2S 

To Bci&baxAar ^ 

Elegiac Stanzas on Uie Death of Sir Peter Parker, Bart. . 3U 
Stanzas for Music p’Tbvrc'a not a Joy Uic World can 

823 

.sufjiigforMogIc ( ‘*TtiercbeBoneot Bcanly'g Paughterg*'] 823 

On .Napoleon's Escape front Elba 323 

ode front the French [ ** Wc do not cune thee. Waterloo*'! 323 
From the Frencli [ ** Must thoo go, ny glorioui Chief? " J S2Z 
On Ibe Star o( **Tbe Legion of Honour." {From the 

French. I ■ S2Z 

Kapoleon'i Farewell, f From the French.!. S*7 

p;fMinr<«>ment o p the Peed of Senaratiou, in the April ot 

4816 52B 

naekniiM 328 

Oburcbiirs Grare; a Fact literally rendered 529 

Protoetbens 529 

A Fragment C '*Coold I rtaonot.'* etc. } . ttO 

Sonnet to Lak>» l.i»Man . . ■ 350 

f.t r Music f *• Bright be the Place of Uiy .soul. 'l. . 3S1 
fo r Music f ** They aar that Hone to HatJiitoc&s ” | 331 
^ To Tfaomjg Moore. SSJ 



[‘* Tobftok the Kejder. ’clc- ]. . 

Eoislli' ftom Mr. Hurray to Dr. PolWori. ["Dear Doeb^p 

1 have read your Play "I 

Rnhlle to Ur. Murray. 

I “My dear Mr. Murray . . 

i.ttics in Ur. Murrav. 

T *' Strahau, Tonsoo, Liniot oi mo 



To Tliomas Moore, f" What arc yon doing now 7' ]. : 

Epilapli for WUHam 

SooDcUu George Uic Fburlh, on the repeal of lx>nl Edward 


Fitzgerald s 

Epigram. From the French of HiilhlOres 

On my woddiog-Day ’ 

Epigram. [ ‘In digging up yoor Bones, Tom Paine"). • 
SUuzas. {“When a Man haUi no Freedom,'’ etc}. • . 
Epigram. t‘»Tlie Worid is a Bmidieot Hay" j. . > . 

The Irisli 

ftn tin- Birth of John William RiuQ Hoppoer 


PBANCESCA op RIMINL 

STANZAS TO THE PO » - « ■ • • 

STANZAS winres ois th8 Road iSTwawi FLOaanca aso 
PISA 

TBE 8L0BS; A LiTBiAIT EctOCCB. 

MARISO PAUERO, DOGB OF VERICB; AS HiCTORICAl. 

Tbacidt 

ApauNDii. 

Tint viSiON OF JUDGMENT 




OCCASIONAL PIECES i wBITTM W IMO-24. 

Stanzas. [Could Loye for erer”) . . . 

The Charity Bail 

Epigram on my Wedding-Day 

On my thirly-ihlrd Binb*ilay 

Epigram, on the Brasiers' Company having resolved to 

present an Addrea to Queen Caroline 

Lines to Mr. Murray. 

in- WEN AM) EATITH ; A 

«;>nnA\APAr.t'S; a TSiGEPY . , ■ . 

THE TWO FOSCAIU; AN tllCTOaiCAL TBACBDI. • . . . 


442 

413 

418 

463 

IfiZ 

4S3 


4&S 

189 

Ifil 

489 


ifla 

905 

310 


Digitized by Gou,* - 


E I |g§llggg III gg ll liggg M s 


CONSENTS. 


ii 


DEFORMVD THAIffiPORlIED; k DlAVi 


CAIN I i MvmtT 

Amnoix 

WERXEK : oa TU l^^iTtnr^^TBAfi^T 

TUB A1 :E of BRq^^~ ^ 

THE iSLAItth < 

OCCASIONAL M^SMtnresi?i 

EfMfcranii. . . * . *♦ 

cpiUfii. . . . . . ." 

SUD7U t to a Hiadgo jir.^Vy)v first pllbll^b«d]. . . 

Tbe cui«|ae»t: a ^ j ^ i| |Hi c iit . ' 

Lioe-s lnscrRted~'‘*lltoi.tbls Oay 1 ^^{*kte my Uilrtj'alxth 
Ye.ir". . . .^V . . . ^ 

FBACMENT . . ^ 


DEDICATIOW TO ROBERT aOCTHRT. BW 

DON JUAN. CiSTQ 1. 

Caito II 

CfcWTO IlL 

Ckum IV 

Cawq V . > . 

AprawDia TO gAHTQ V 

PBEViCa TO CAKTOS VI. VII., AND VIII. , 

Canto vi 

Canto vii. 

Canto Vill 

CANTO IX 


fAfe 

m 

Sts 

ei9 

6U 

BBS 


Canto X 

Canto XL . .... . 

Canto 111 

CANTO MH 

CANTO XIV 

Canto XV 

CANTO TVI 


TESTIMOJnES OP ACTtmRR. 


677 

m 

en 

m 

m 

6za 


680 

103 

22Z 

Z2ft 


LETTER TO THR EDITOR OP ««1IT CRAKnunTilRR'S 
&EV1KW* 

OHSRJtVATIONS CPON AX ARTICLE IX 

-.A 

RLACkWOOD'jTj^ 

EDlMiCUGH MAOAZI.NE, >(k \.\1X. 

, AICUST.1819.— ^ 

r Xosv lirtit imbllMMO] 

REvrtiW OE wDRimrflitB^ eoems. 

....... 

REVIEW OE GELI/S afiOSKAKIV. . 


PARUAMEXTAHV SPEECHiS. '/ 

Uu the Eranie'WorlL Rill. 

On ilie Homan CatlvoUc ^alma. . . . 
Oil SlAjur Carlw-riclU's PellUoiL . . . 

f 

A FHARMEXT. 



LETTER TO MB. MCRBAT O.N BOWLm'S STlIlCTnilF-'i 

^ 1 UM PUPS. 

Z25 SRCJINn I.RTTBB TO MB. MrUNAY ONt THlt ftAIIB 

^ SIJBiECT. 

721 

806 . LNPEX. . . 



MO 

930 

94S 


Digitized by Google 






Digi Ul tn jy Google 




Digitized by Google 



Digitize by Google 




Digitized by Google 




Digitized by Coogle 


TIIK 


r'. 


LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 

nv JOHN G.VI>T, KSQ. . ' 



INTHODIICTION 


My present task is one of considerable difficulty ; 
but I have long had a notion that sonae time or an- 
other it would fall to iny lot to perform it. 1 ap- 
proach it, therefore, without apprehension, entirely 
in consequence of having determined, td my own sa- 
tisfaction, the manner in which the biography of one 
so richly endowed as Lord Dyron should treated, 
but still with no small degreeof diffld^ce; for there 
is a wide difference between determining a rale for 
oneself, and producing, according to that rule, in 
work which shall please the public. His Lordship 
was a public character, and contemporaneous histo- 
rians may only add what they have observed and heard 
of him, to the opinions previously printed ; and even 
in doing so, they must be under a restraint arising 
from the respective views which they intend to take 
of the subject. 

It has happened, both with regard to the mam and 
the poet, that from the first time his name caine be- 
fore the public, there has been a vehement and con- 
tinual controversy coocerning him ; and the chief dif- 
ficulties of the task arise out of the heat w ith which 
the adverse parties have maintained their respective 
opinions, and the dislike every man has to encounter 
the unjust praise, or censure, which whoever touches 
this subject must prepare himself to endure. More- 
over, there has b^n something like a property as- 
siiru^ in the reputation of Lord Byron by some of 
those who were in affection, but not in judgment, hi.< 
friends. They mingle his poetical merits with his 
personal conduct, and claim a degree of respect for 
him, which many who arc willing to concede to the 
poet, refuse to the man. From this injurious par- 
tiality an avidity to catch at unintentional errors 
has proceeded, and the attempts be just Is to be un- 
fair, and to offend. 

The circumstances in which he was placed, until 
his accession to the title and estates of Ilia ancestors, 
were not such as to prepare a boy that would he fa- 
ther to a prudent or judicious man. ^or, according 
lo the history of his family, was his blood without a 


taint of suilenness, which distjualified him from con- 
oilinting the good opinion of those whom his innate 
superiority must have often prompted him to desire 
for friends. He was branded^ moreover, w ith a per- 
sonal deformity, and the grudge against Nature for 
inllicting this defect, not only deeply disturbed his 
happiness, but so generally affected his feelings as Ml 
imbitter them with a vindictive sentiment, so strong 
as, -at times, to exhibit the disagreeable energy ofmis- 
anthropy. This was not all. Ue enjoyed high rank, 
and was conscious of possessing great talents, but 
his fortune was inadequate to his desires, and his ta- 
lents were ;iot of an order to redeem the dellcicncles 
of fortune. It likewise so happened, that while in- 
dulged by his mother to an excess that impaired the 
manliness of his character, her conduct was not such 
as to merit the degree of affection which her wayward 
fondness inspired. 

It is impossible to reflect on the boyhood of Byron 
without sorrow. There is not one point in it all 
which could, otherwise than with pain, have affected 
a young mind of sensibility. Ilis works bear testi- 
mony, that while his memory retained the impres- 
sions of early youth, fresh and unfaded, there was a 
gloom and shadow upon them, which proved bow 
little they had been really joyous. 

The riper years of one so truly the nursling of pride, 
poverty', and pain, could only be inconsistent, wild, 
and impassioned, even had his natural temperament 
be^n moderate and well disciplined. But when it is 
considered that, in addition to all the awful influences 
ofv these fatalities, for they can receive no lighter 
name, he possessed an imagination of unbounded ca- 
pacity — was inflamed with those indescribable feel- 
ings which constitute, in the opinion of many, the 
very elements of genius — fearfully quick in the dis- 
cernment of the darker qualities ol character — and 
surrounded bf l|Mqitation— his career ceases to sur- 
prise. It ^vc been more wonderful had he 

proved an amhM and w'ell conducted man, than the 
questionable and extraordinary being who has alike 
provoked the malice and interested the admiration of 
the world. 

I Posterity* while acknowledging the eminence of 
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his endowments, and lamenting the habits whid) his 
unhappy circumstances induced, will regard it as a 
curious phenomenon in the fortunes of the individual, 
that the progress of his fame as a poet should have 
been so similar to his history as a man. 

(lis first altenipts, though displaying boMi origina- 
lity and power, were received w itb a contemptuous 
disdain, as cold and repulsive as the penury and neg- 
lect which blighted the budding of his yotith. The 
unjust riihctile ih the review of his first |)oems, ex- 
cited in his spirit a discontent as inveterate as the 
feelings which sprung from his deformity : it aflected 
more or less all his conceptions to such a degree that 
he may be said to have hated the age which had joined 
in tlie derision, as he cherished an antipathy against 
those persons who looked curiously at his foot. Childe 
Harold, the most triumphant of his works, was pro- 
duced when the. world was kindliest disposed to set 
a just value pn his talents ; and his later prodimtions, 
in which the faults oiihis taste appear the broadest, 
were written when his errors as a man w«e higlirst 
in the public voice. 

These allusions to the incidents of a Hfe full of can- 
tr.arieties, and to a character so strange as to be al- 
most mvslcrioiis, suflicieutly show the difficullies of 
the task I have undertaken. But the course 1 intend 
to pursue will relieve me from the necessity of enter- 
ing, in any partiailar manner, upon those Jebateable 
paints of his personal conduct which have been so 
much d«i:ussed. I shall consider him, K 1 can, as his 
chariicter wiU be estimated when contemporary sur- 
mises are forgotten, and when the monument he has 
raised to himself is conicmplated for its beauty and 
magnificence, without suggesting recollections of the 
eccentricities of the builder. , 


CHAPTW I. 

Anclrnt Descent pediarre.— BIrtli.— Tmobles of his Mother.— 

Berlf Bducallou. — Acces-ioo to the Title. 

The English branch of the family of Byron came in 
with William Hie Conqueror ; and from that eta Uiey 
have continued to be reckoned among the eminent 
families of the kingdom, under tlie names of Buron' 
and Biron. It was not until the reign of Henry II. 
that they began to call themselves Byron, or He Byron. 

Although for upwards of seven iumdred yeark dis- 
tinguished for tile extent of their (wssessious, it does 
not appear that, -before the time of Cliarles I., they 
rank^ very highly among the lieroic families of the 
kingdom. 

Erneis and Ralph were the companions of the Con- 
queror ; butiuitiquaries and genealogists have not de- 
termined in wlial relation lliey stood to each otlier. 
Erneis, who appears to liavq been the most consider- 
able personage ofthc two, held numerous manors in 
the counties of York and Uncoln. Indbc Doomsday. 
Book, Balph, the direct ancesWr of the poet, ranks 
high among the tenants of tli« crown in Notts and 
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Derbyshire; in the latter county lie resided at Ilores- 
tan Oistle, from w Inch he took his title. One of the 
I-ords of Horestan was an hostage fhr t(ie payment of 
the ransom ofRicliard Cceur de Lion; and in the time 
of Ed w ard 1., the possessions of his descendanU were 
aiiemented (perhaps for that service) by the addition 
of the lands of Hoclidale, in Lancashire. 

In the w^ars of tlie three Edwards, the De Byrons 
appeared with some distinction ; and tliey were also 
noted in the time of Henry V. Sir John Byron joined 
Henry VII. on his landing at Milford, and fought gal- 
lantly at the battle of Bosworth, against Richard III.; 
for which he was afterwards appointed Constable of 
Nottingham Ca.stlc, and Warden of Sherwood Forest. 
.At his death, in 1488, he was succeeded by Sir Nicholas, 
his brother, who, at tlie marriage of Arthur Prince 
of Wales, in liiOl, was made one of the Knights of the 
Bath. 

Sir Nicholas died in 1540, leaving an only son. Sir 
John Byron, whom Henry VIII. made Steward of 
Manchester and Rochdale, and Lieutepant of the Fo- 
rest of Sherwood. It was to him that, on the disso- 
lutibn of the monasteries, the cburcli and priory of 
Newstead, in the county of Nottingliam, together 
with the manor and rectory of Papelwick, were granl- 
ed. The abbey from that period became the family 
seat, and eonlinucd so till it was sold by the Poet. 

Sir John Byron left Newstead, and his other pos- 
sessions, to John Byron, wliom Collins and other 
writers have called his fourth, but who was in -fact 
his illegitimate, son. He was knighted by Queen 
Elizabeth in 1579, and his eldest son. Sir Nicholas, 
served with distinction in the wars of the Netlw- 
lands. When the great rriiellion broke out against 
Charles I., he was one of the earliest who armed in 
his defence. After the battle of F.dgehill, wliere he 
courageously distingui.shed himself, he was made go- 
vernor of Chester, and gallantly defcndta that city 
against the Parliamentary army. Sir John Byron, the 
brother and heir of Sir Nicholas, was, at the corona- 
tion of James I., made a Knight of the Batli. By his 
marriage with Anne, the eldest daughter of Sir Richard 
Molyneui, he had eleven sons and a daughter. Tlie 
eldest scrvednnder bis uncldin the Nellierlands; and, 
in the year 1641, was appointed by King Charles I. 
governor of the Tower of ^ndon. In this Situation 
he became obnoxious to tlie refractory spirits in the 
Parliament; and was in consequence ordered by fhe 
Commons to answer at the bar of their House certain 
charges -wliich, the secMries alleged against him. But 
he refused to leave his post without tlie king's coni- 
mand; and, upon this, the Commons applied to the 
Lords to join them in a petition to the king, to re- 
move him. The peers rejected the proposition. 

Oil the S4th of Oo«^ir, 1645, Sir John Byron was 
created Lord Byron of Rochdale, in the county of 
Lancaster, with remainder of the title to bishrothers, 
and their male issue, res|>eelively. He was also made 
Field-inarshal-generai of all his Majesty s Forces in 
Worcestershire, Chesliire, Shropshire, and North 
AVales : nor were these trusts and honours unwon. 
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for‘theB>Tons, dofingtheciril war, were emirtently 
d i St ingQi sited. At the battleof Newbury, seven ofthe 
brothers were in the field, and all actively engaged. 

Sir Ridiard, the second brother ofthe first lord, 
WHS knighted by Charles 1. for his conduct at the 
battle of Kdgehitt, and appointed Governor of Appleby 
Castle, in Westmoreland, and afterwards of Newark, 
which he defended with great honour. Sir Richard, 
on the death of his brother, m 1652, succeeded to 
the peerage, and died in lft79. 

His eldest son, William, the third lordj married 
Elizabetli, the daoghter of Viscount Cliaworfh, of 
freland, by whom lie had five sons, four of whom 
died young. William, the fourth lord, his son, was 
Gentleman ofthe Bedchamber io Prince George of 
Denmark, and married, for his first wife, a daughter 
of tlie Earl of Bridgewater, who died eleven weeks 
after their nuptials. Uis.second wife was the dongh> 
ter of the Earl of I^rtland, by whom he had three 
sons, who all died defore their father. His third 
wife was Frances, daughter of Lord Berkley, of 
Stratton, from whom, the Poet is descended. Her 
eldest son, tVilliam, born in 1722, sdcoeeded to the 
family honours on the death of his father, in 1736. 
He entered tlie naval service, and became a lieutenant 
under Admiral Baicben. In the year 1736 he was 
made Master of the Stag-hounds; and, in 1765, he 
was sent to the Tower, aind tried before the House 
of Peers, for killing bis relation and neighbour, Mr. 
Chaworth, in a dud fought at the Star and Garter 
Tavern, in Pall Mall. 

This Lord William was naturally boisterous and 
vindictive. It appeared in evidence that he insisted 
on fighting with Mr. Chaworth in the room where 
the quarrel commenced. They accordingly fought- 
without seconds by the dim light of a single candle'; 
and, although Mr. Cliaworth was the most skilful 
swordsman of the two, he received a mortal wound ; 
but he lived long enough to disclose some particulars 
ofthe rencounter, which induced the coroner’s jury 
to retnrn a verdict of wilful murder, and Lord Byron 
was tried for the crime. 

Tl>e trial took place in. Westminster Hall, and the 
public curiosity was so great, that the Peers’ tickets 
of admission were publicly sold for six guineas each. 
It lasted two days, and, at the conclusion, he was , 
unaniniously pronounced guilty of manslaughter. On 
being brought up for judgment he pleaded his privi* 
lege, and was discharged. 

in addition to his revengeful disposition, he' was 
disUnguisbed for his prodigacy: His attempt at the 
abduction of the celebrated Miss Bellamy, the actress, 
c-annot be extenuated; and the coolness with which 
he ofTered her a settlement to become his mistress, 
immediately after his marriage to another,. is a sin- 
gular instance of heartlessness. 

His brother, the grandfather of the Poet, was the 
fck'braled “Hardy Byron ; ” oc, as the sailors called 


' him, ** Fouiweather Jack,” whose advffntures ahd ser- 
vices are too well known to require any notice here. 
He married the daughter of John Trevannion, Esq. 
of Carhais, in the county of Cornwall, by whom he 
had tw'o sons and three daughters. John, the eldest, 
and the father of the Poet, was bore in 1751, edu- 
cated at Westminster school, and afterwuards placed 
in the Guards, where his conduct became so dissi- 
pated that his father, the admiral, though a goo<t- 
natured man, discarded him long before Ids death. 
In 1778, he acquired extraordinary eclat by the seduc- 
tion of the Marchioness of Carmarthen, under cir- 
cumstanceswhich have few parallels in the licentious- 
ness of fashionable life. Ilie meaaiiess with which 
he obliged his wretched victim to supply him with 
nvoney would have disgraced the basest adulteries of 
(he cellar or garret. A divorce ensued, the guilty 
parties married; but within two years alter, ^ch w’as 
the conduct of Captain Byron, that the ill-fated lady 
died literally of a broken heart, after having given 
birth to two daughters. 

Captain Byron then married MiVs Catherine Gor- 
don^ of eight, a lady of honourable descent, and of a 
respectable fortune for a Scottish heiress, the only 
motive he-had for forming the connexion. She was 
(be mother of the PoeL 

Although the Byrons have for so many, ages been 
among the eminent families of the realm, they have oo 
claim to the distinction which the Poet has set up for 
them as warriors in Palestine, even though he ^ays~* 

Near (owen John o( llorestaa slumbers ; 

for unless this refers to the Lord of Horeslan, who 
was one of (he hostages for the ransom of Bichard I., 
it will not be easy to determine to whom he alludes ; 
and it is possible that the Poet has no other autho- 
rity feh* tliis legend, than the tradition whieh he fbund 
connected with two groups of heads on the old panels 
of Newstead. Yet the account of them is vague and 
conjectural, for it was not until ages after the cru- 
sades that the abbey came into the possession of the 
family : and it is not probable that the figures refer- 
red to any transactions in Palestine, in whieh the 
Byrons were engaged, if they were put up by the 
Byrons at ail. They were probably placed in their 
present situation w hile the building was in po$sessk>a 
of the churchmen. 

One of the groups, consisting of a female and two 
Saracens, with eyes earnestly fixed iipun her, may 
have been the old favourite ecclesiastical story of Su- 
sannah and the elders ; the other, which represents a 
Saracen with an European female betweeivhim and 
a Cliristian soldier, is, perhaps,\an ecclesiastical alle- 
gor)^ descriptive of tlie Saracen and the Christian 
warrior contending for the liberation of the Church. 
These sorts of allegorical stories were common among 
monastic ornaments, and the famous l^end of SC. 
GeCrge and the dragon is one of them. ' 
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Into tbe dohiestie circumstances of Captain and ' 
Mrs. Byron, if ii'ould be impertinent to institute any 
particular investigation. The)' were exactly such as 
might be expected from the sins and follies of a li> 
bertinc. 

The fortune of I^frs. Byron, consisting of various 
property, and amounting to about was all 

wasted in the space of two years; at the end of which 
the unfortunate lady found herself in possession of 
only 150i. per annum. 

Their means being thns exhausted’, she accompa- 
nied her husband, in the summer of 173G, to France, 
from which she returned to England at the' close of 
the year 1787, and on the22d of January, 1788, gave 
birtli, in Holies Street, London, to Her first and only 
child, the Poet. The name of Gordon was added to 
that of his family, in compliance with a condition 
imposed by will on whoever should become the hus- 
band of ^he heiress of Gight. The late Duke of Gor- 
don and Colonel Duff, of Fetteressd, were godfathers 
tothediild. 

In the year 1790 Mrs. Byron tbok up her residence 
in Aberdeen, where she was soon after joined by 
Captain Byron, with whom she lived in lodgings in 
Queen Street ; but tlieir reunion was comfortless, and 
a separation took place. Still their rupture was not 
final, fur they occasionally visited -each other. ITie 
Captain also paid some attention to the hoy, and had 
him, on one occasion, to stay with him for a night, 
when he proved so troublesome that he 'was sent 
home next day. 

Byron himself has said, that he passed his bo)'hood 
at Marlodge, near Aberdeen ; but the statement is 
not correct ; lie visited, w ith his mother, occasionally 
among their friends, and among otiicr places passed 
some time at Fettercsso, the sent of his godfatlier. 
Colonel Duff. In 1798, after an attack of the scarlet 
fever, he passed some time at Ballater, a summer re- 
sort for health and gaiety, about forty miles up the 
Dee from Aberdeen. Although the cin'Uiiislances of 
Mrs. Byron were at this period extremely straitened, 
she received a visit from her husband, the object of 
which was to extort more money ; and he was so far 
successful, that she contrived to borrow a sum, which 
enabled him to proceed to Valenciennes, where, in 
the following year, he died, greatly .to her relief, 
and the gratification of all who were connected with 
him. 

By her advances to Captain Byron, and the expense 
she incurred in furnishlug the fiat of the house she 
occupied after his death; Mrs. Byron fell into debt to 
the amount of .300/., the interest on which reduced 
her income to 135/.; but, mucli to her credit, she 
contrived to live without increasing her embarrass- 


ments, until tfae death of ber grandmother, when 'she 
received 1123/., whicli enabl^ her todiscbai^ her 
pecuniary obligations. 

Notwithstanding the manner in which this un- 
fortunate lady was treated by her husband, she al- 
ways entertained for him a strong affectioii; and 
when the intelligence of his death arrived, her grief 
was loud and vehement. She was indeed a woman 
of quick feelings and strong passions; and pro- 
bably it was by the acuteness of her sensibility that 
she retained so long the affection of her son, towards 
whoid it cannot be doubted that her love whs unaf- 
fected. In the midst of tlie neglect and penury to 
which she was herself subjected, she bestowed upon 
him all the care, the love, and watdifulness of the 
tenderest mother. 

In his fifth year, on the 19th of November, 1792, 
slie sent him to a day-school, where she paid about 
live shillings a quarter, the common rate of the re- 
spcct/ible day-schools at that time in Scotland. Byron 
lias described the master as a dapper, spmee person, 
wkh whom he made no progress. How long he re- 
mained with him is not mentioned, buf by the day- 
book of the school It was at least twelvemonths; for 
on the 19lh of November of the following year there 
is an entry of a guinea luving been paid for him. 

From this scliool he was removed and placed with 
one of the ministers of the city churches, and to whom 
he formed some attachment, as be speaks of him with 
kii/dness, and dercribes him as a devout, clever little 
man, of mild manners, good-natured and pains-ta- 
king. His third iiistnictor was a serious, saturnine, 
kind young mao, the son of a shoemaker, but a good 
sdiolar and a rigid Presbyterian. It is somewhat 
curious, in the record which Byron has made of his 
early years, to observe the constant endeavour with 
which he, the descendant of a limitless pedigree, 
attempts to magnify the condition of his mother's 
circumstances. 

This man attended him untH he went to tbe gram- 
mar-school, where his character first began to be de- 
veloped; and some of his schoolfellows still recollect 
him as a lively, warnvlieated, and higli-spiritcd boy, 
passionate and resentful, but withal affectionate and 
oompaniotiabie : this, however, is an opinion given 
of him after he had become celebrated; for a diffe- 
rent impression has unquestionably remained among 
shine, who carry Uieir recollections back to bis child- 
hood, By them he has been de.scribed as a malig- 
nant imp; find generally disliked for the vindictive 
anger he retained against those with whom he hap- 
pened to quarrel. 

By the death of William, the fifth Lord, lie suc- 
ceeded to tlvc estates and titles in the year 1798; and 


deUrerer ol Uw PrinccM of Egypt U an alkgory of the wffiTings of 
the Church, which N lypittetl a-* the danshler «»( ilriren Inia 

the wildcmesi, ainl expoMMj to tUstruclion by 0»e dragon, the an- 
cient emblem, over all titc EaiU, of hD|x.Tlal power. The BUliop 
of Cappaditcia manrull.v wiihUooiJ the aUctnpIs of the emperor, 
and ultUuaiely auccecUed m procurtaig an itO|N'nal rccogntlion of 


the c:hurch in Eeypi. We Kara advirted to this merely to show 
ihcdetiruH in wliicli the le;ci>ds of the Churcli were sometimes 
imbodi"d: and the illuminated mi.'Mb— even the man^books, irf 
the early stages of printing, atmixlantly prove and iiiusiratelhe 0 
opinions expressed. 
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in the autumn of that year, Mrs. Byron, with her son. 
and a faithful servant of the name of Mary Gray, left 
Aberdeen for Newstcad. Previously to their depar- 
ture, Mrs. Byron sold the furniture of her humble 
lodging, with the exception of her little plate and 
scanty linen, xihich she took with her, and the whole 
amount of the sale did not yield sivsmty-fivs 
l*0t7IDS. 


CHAPTER II. 

Moril HlSrcti of local Scenery ; a I'rciiliarity In Ta<te.— Carly Love. 

— ImpreatlonaaudTrSdUioai. * 

BsFOBB 1 proceed to the regular narrative of the 
character and adve nture$ of Lord Byron, it seems ne- 
cessary to consider the probable ^fects of his resi- 
dence, during his boyhood, in Scotland. It is gene-^ 
rally agreed, that while a schoolboy in Aberdeen, he 
evinced a lively spirit, and sliarpness enough to have 
equalled any of his schoolfellows, had.be given suffi- 
cient application ; and l)e was, undoubtedly, delicately 
susceptible of impressions from the beauties of nature, 
for lie retained recollections of the ^nes whidi in- 
terested his childish wonder^ fresh and glowing, to 
his latest days. ISor have there been wanting plau- 
sible theories to ascribe tJie formation of lus poetical 
character to the contemplation of those romantic 
scenes. But whoever has attended to the innuential 
causes of character wifi reject suoh theories ak shal- 
low. Genius of every kind belongs to some innate 
temperament; it does not necessarily imply a parti- 
cular bent, because that may possibly be the effect of 
circumstances; but, without question, the peculiar 
quality is iubom, and .particular to the individual. 
All hear and see much alike; but there an undelina- 
ble though wide difference between the ear of the 
musician, or the eye of the painter, compared with the 
hearing and seeing organs of ordinary men; and it is 
in something like tliat dilTerence in w'hicb genius conr 
sists. Genius is, however, an ingredient of mind 
more easily deaeribed by Uscffect than by its qualities. 
It is as tiie fragrance, iiidcpcudcnt of the freshness and 
complexion, of tlie rose ; as the light on tlie cloud; as 
the bloom on the elieck of beauty, of which the pos- 
sessor is unconscious until the charm has been seen 
by its influence on others; it is the internal golden 
flame of theppal ; a something w hidi may be abstracted 
from the thing in which it appears, without changing 
the quality of its substance, its form, or its aflinities. 
I am not, therefore, disposed to consider the idle and 
reckless cliildhood of Byron, as unfavourable to the 
development of his genius; but, on the contrary, in- 
clined to think that the indulgence of his mother, leav- 
ing him so much to the accidents of undisciplined im- 
pression, was calculated to cherish associations w’hicb 
rendered them, in the maturity of bis powers, ingre- 
dients of the spell that ruled his destiny. 

It is singular, that with ail his tender and impas- 
tiooed apostropli^s^ to love, Byron has in no instance. 


not even in the freest passages of Don Juan, joined it 
with sensual images, elegantly as he has described vo- 
luptuous beauty. The extravagance of Shakspeare’s 
Juliet, wlien slie speaks of Romeo being cut after deaUi 
into stars, that all the world may lie in love with 
night, Is flame and ecstasy compared to the icy meta- 
physical glitter of Byron’s amorous allusions. The 
verses beginniog with ^ 

Sh(* walk* In hrantjr like the ligitt 

Of eastern dime* and stairf skies. 

is a perfect example of what 1 have conceived of his bo- 
diless admiration, and objectless enthusiasm. The 
sentiment itself is unquestionably in the highest mood 
of the intellectual sense of beauty ; the simile is, how- 
ever, any. thing but such an image as woman would 
suggest. It is only remembrance of some impress.ion 
or imagination of the loveliness df a twilight applied 
to an ol)ject that awakened the same abstract general 
idea. The fancy which could conceive in its passion 
the charms of a female to be like Uie glow of the even- 
ing, or the general effect of the midnight stars, must 
have been enamoured of some beautiful abstraction, 
rather than aught of fle^ and blood. Poets and lovers 
have compared the complexion of their mistresses to 
the hues of the morning or of the evening, and their 
eyes to the dewxlrops and tlie stars; but it has no 
place .iii the feelings of man to think of femole charms 
iii the sense of admiration which the beauties of the 
morning orevening aw'al^en. It is to make the simile 
the principal. Perhaps, however, it may be as'well 
to defer the criticism to which this peculiar ebafacte- 
ristic ofByron’s amatory effusions gives rise, until we 
shall come to estimate bis general powers as a poet. 
There is upon the subject of love, no doubt, much 
beautlfhl composition throughout his works ; but not 
one line in all the thousands which shows a sexual 
feeling— all is vague and^ passionless, save in the 
delicious rhythm of the verse, and in pure volup- 
tuousness. 

But these remarks, though premature as criticisms, 
are not uncalled for here, even while we are speaking 
of a child not more than ten years old. Before Byron 
had attained that age, he describes himself as having 
felt the passion. Dante is said as early as nine years 
old-to have fallen in love with Beatrice; AUieri, who 
was himself precocious in the passion, considered such 
early sensibility to be an unerring sign of a soul fornv- 
ed for the fine art$; and Canova us^ to say^that be 
was in love when but live years old. But these in- 
stances, however, prove nothing. Calf-love, as it is 
called in the country, is common', and in Italy it may 
arise earlier than in the bleak and barren regions of 
Lochynagar. This movement of juvenile sentiment 
is not, however, loi'e— tliat strong masculine avidity, 
whidi, in its highest exoitemeot, is unrestrained by 
the laws alike of God and man. In triilli, the feeling 
of this kind of love is the very reverse of the irrepres- 
sible passion : it is a mean, shrinking, ktealthy awe, 
and in no one of its aymptoins, at least in none of 
tliosc which Byron describes, has it the slightest re- 
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Bemblance to that bold energy which has progipted 
men to undertake improbable adventurer. 

He was not quite eight years old when» according 
to his own account, he formed an impassioned attach’ 
went to Mary Duff *, and he gives the following ac- 
count of his recollectitins of her, nineteen years after- 
wards : 

have been llfinking lat^ a good deal of Alary 
Duff. How veiy odd that 1 should have been so de- 
votedly fond of that girl, at an age when 1 could nei- 
ther feel }>nssion. nor know the meaning of the wK)rd 
and tite effect! My mother ured always to rally me 
about this childish amour, and at last, many >ears af- 
ter, when I was sixteen, she told me one day^ ^0 By- 
ron, 1 have had a letterfrom Kdinbiirgh, and your old 
sweetheart, Mary Duff, is married to Mr. C***.' And 
wbat was my answer? 1 really cannot explain or ac- 
count for my feeling at that mon>ent, but tliey nearly 
threw me into convulsions, and alarmed my mother 
so much, that after 1 grew better she generally avoid- 
ed the subject— to me— and contented hrt*se!f with 
telling it to all her acquaintance.” But w'as tliis agi- 
tation the effect of natural feeling, or of something in 
the manner in which his mother may have told tlie 
news? He proceeds to inquire. Now wbat could 
this be? I had never seen her since her mother’s faux 
pas at Aberdeen had been the cause ofher removal to. 
her grandnx)ther's, at Banff. AVe ■ were both the 
merest children. I had, and have been, attached fifty 
times since that period ; yet 1 recollect all we said to 
each other, all our caresses, lier features, my restless- 
ness, sleeplessness, my tormenting my mother’s maid 
to write ibr me to her, which she at last did to quiet 
me. Poor Nancy thought I was wild, and, as I could 
not write for myself, become my secretary. I re- 
member too our wall^, and the happiness of sitting 
by Mar}\ in the children’s apartment, at tlieir house, 
not far from U>c Plainstones, at Aberdeen, ^ hiie her 
lesser sister, Helen, played with the doll) and we sat 
gravely making love in our own way. 

How the deuce did all this occur so early? where 
could it originate ? I certainly had no sexual ideas 
for years afterwards, and yet my misery, my love for 
that girl, were so violent, that . 1 sometinres doubt, if 
I have ever been really attached since. Be tliat as it 
may, hearing ofher marriage several years afterwards 
was as a thunderstroke. It nearly choked me, to tlie 
horror of my mother, and the astonishment and almost 
incredulity of every body; and it is a phenomenon in 
ray existence, for I was not eiglil years old, which has 
puzzled and will puzzle me to the latest hour of it. 
And lately, I know not why, the recollection ( not the 
attachment) has recurred as forcibly as ever : I wonder 
if she can have the least remembrance of it or me, Or 
remember pitying her $ister Helen, for not having an 
admirer too. How very pretty is the perfect image 
of her in my memory I Her brown dark hair and 
fiazel eyes, her very dress—I should be quite grieved 
to see her now. The reality, however beautiful, 
would destroy, or at least confuse, the features of the 
lovely Peri, which then existed in her, and still lives 


in my Imagination, at the distance of more than six- 
teen years.” 

Such precocious affections are, ns already mention- 
ed, commoo among children, and are .something very 
different from the love of riper years; but the extract 
is curious, and shows how truly little and vague By* 
ron’s experience of the ]>assion must liave been. In 
his recollection, be It observed, there is no circum- 
stance noticed which shows, however strong t(>e mu- 
tual sympathy,. the slightest innuence of particular 
attractibn. He recollects the colour of her hair, the 
.hue of her eyes, her very dreSs, .and he remembers her 
as a Peri, a spirit ; nor does it appear that his sleep- 
less restlessness, in which the thought of her was ever 
uppermost, was produced by jealousy, or-fcar, or any 
other concomitant’of the passion. 

There is another most important circiioistance in 
what may be called the Aberdonian epoch of Lord By- 
ron’s life. 

That, in bis • boyhood, he was possessed of lively 
sensibilities, is suflicientlv clear; that he enjoyed the 
advantage of. indulging his humour and temper with- 
out.restrnint, is not disputable ; and that his natural 
temperamenl made him sensible, in no Ordinary de- 
gree to the beauties of nature, is also abundantly ma- 
nifest in all his productions; but it is surprising that 
tills admiration Of the beauties of nature is but an in- 
gredient in Byron's poetry, and not its most remarka- 
ble characterifitic. Deep feelings of dissatisibetiorr 
and disappointment are for more obvious; they con- 
stitute, indeed, the very spifir of his works; and a spi- 
rit of such qualities is the least of all likely to 
arisen from the contemplation of magnificent nature, 
or to have been inspired by studying her stornts or 
serenity.. Dissatisfaction and disappoinlmeot arethe 
offspring of moral experience, and have no natural 
associations with the forms of externa) things. The 
habit of associating morose sentiments with any par- 
ticular kind of scenery only-siiows that the sources 
of the suUenness arose in similar visible circum- 
stances. It is from these premises I would infer, 
that the seeds of Byron’s misanthropic tendencies 
were implanted during the silent cages” of hi9 
childhood, and tliat tlie effect of mountain scenery, 
which continued so strong upon him after he leXt 
Scotland, producing the sentiments with which he 
has imbued his heroes in the wild circtnnstances it> 
whidi he places them, -was mere reminiscence and as- 
sociation. For although the sullen tone of his-mind 
wasnotfully hroughtbut untilhe wroteChildeHarold, 
it is yet evident from his Houhs or 1dle:<bs8, that 
he was tuoed to that key before he went abroad. 
The dark colouring of his mind was plainly imbibed 
in a mountainous region, from sombre heaths, aud 
in the midst of rudeness and grandeur. He had no 
taste for more cheerful images, and there is neither 
rural objects nor village play in the scenes he- de- 
scribes, but only loneness and the solemnity of moun- 
tains. 

To tliose who are acquainted with die Scottish dia- 
racter, it is unnecessary to suggest how very probable 
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it is that Mrs. Byron and her associates were addicted 
to the oral legends of the district and of her ances- 
tors, and Uet the early fanc)’ of the Poet was nou- 
rished witl) the shadowy descriptions in the tales o' the 
olden time : at least this is manifest, tliat although 
Byron shows little of the melancholy and nwurning 
of Ossian, he was yet evidently iolluenced by some 
strong bias and congeoialily ,of taste, to brc^ and 
cogitate on topics of- the same character as those of 
that bard. Moreover, besides the probability of his 
ifnagination having been early tinged with the sullen 
hue of the local traditions, it is remarkable that the 
longest of his juvenile poems is an imitation of the 
manner of the ilomer of Morren. 

In addition lo a natural temperament, kept in a 
state of continual excitement, by unhappy domestic 
incidents, and the lurid -legends of the past, there 
were other causes in operation around the young 
Poet, that could not but greatly aBiect the formation 
of his cliaracter. ^ 

Descended ofadistingui6hedfamiiy,countiogamong 
its ancestors the fated line of the 'Scottish kings, and 
reduced almost to extreme pover^', it is highly pro- 
bable, both from the violence of her temper, and the 
pride of blood, that Mrs. Byron would complain of 
the almost mendicant coudition to wluch she was 
reduced, especially so long as there was reasOn to fear 
tliat her son was not likely to succeed to the family 
estates and dignity. Of his father's lineage, few tra- 
ditions were perhaps preserved, compared with those 
of his mother's family; but stiU enougtr was known 
to impress the imagination. Mr. Moore, struck w itli 
this circumstance, has remarked, that ** in reviewing 
the ancestorsi both near and remote, of Lord B)Ton, 
it cannot fail to be remarked how strikingly he com- 
bined in his ow n nature some of the best, and per- 
haps worst, qualities that lie sc^ittered through the 
various cliaracters of his predecessors.” But still it 
is to his mother’s traditions of her ancestors that 
should be ascribed tiie conception of the dark, and 
guilty beings in vthich he delighted. And though it 
may be contended that there was little in her conduct 
to exalt poetical sentiment, still there was a great 


* Wsipulc. had tUIiH Newslead. gives in his usual bluer, 
sarcastic inaanrr. the MhmtniraceininT ofii i 

•* A« I returned I uw NewUrad amhAllhori^e ; I IHte b«»fh. The 
Innner n the'Terr Abbey. The great cut wiitdow of (he ebnn-h 
remains, ami coanrcls with the house ; Die lull enUre. Ute refec- 
tofy entire, the cluiacr utiiuuchei]. with UiegDCjent ci>trrn uf Uu: 
cnaven>, and their arms on il : it has a private chapel ((iilte pi;rrcel. 
the Park, which U 91 III chaociDg, has not been-ao raixrli'iiopixH 
tsned. The present Cord hu lost large sum#, and paid |tart in 
old oaka •, five ttHMaand pounds of whidi been cut near the 
bouse, fn recomjicnse, he has iHiiit two baby fort#, to pay hU 
OMiOlT in castin fur damage done to the navy, apd planted. a 
bamlJiil of Scotch firs, that look like plongliboys dresuMl in, old 
family liverimfur a public day. In ibe luH ik a vrry good coUcc- 
of ptciure*. alt aiitinals. The refectory, now tht great draw- 
hu-nxKn. is fblt of Byroos; the vaulKH) nx>f remaining, but Use 
Wiwkms bare new dreudk making fur them by a Venetian tailor." 
On Ibis puaage an Rdinlmrgh reviewer lias the {ullowlng remarks 
— o>< nbadiur one wbohadauiavUbly abused Byron a/cw years 
bfhnt— 


deal in her cooditioa calculated to affect and impel an 
impassioned disposition. Pew situations were more 
likely to produce lasting recollections of affectioii 
than that in which Mrs. Ryron, with her only child, 
was placed in Aberdeen. Whatever might have been 
the violence of her temper, or the improprieties of 
her after-life, the fond ami mournful caresses with 
which she used to hang oVer lier lame and helpless 
orphan, must have greatly contributed to the forma- 
tion of that morbid' sensibility which became the 
chief characteristic of bis life. The time he spent in 
Aberde^ can only be contemplated with pity, min- 
gled with sorrow; still it must have been richly 
fraught With incidents of inconceivable value to the 
genius of the Poet. 


chapter III. 

Arrivkl at Newilekd.— Find ft tn rulos.— The old Lord and hi# 
CrickcH.—Thw Karl of Carlfale becomri the Guardian of Byron. 
—The Pocl'» acute sense of hU-ow n defurmed Fool.— Ills kl other 
coiivuHi »Fortipic(eUer. 

Mbs. Bybon, on her arrival at Newstead Abbey, 
with her sori, found it. almost in a state of ruin. Af- 
ter the equivocal affair of the duel, the old lord lived 
in absolute seclusion, detested by hi.s teiiaiitry, at 
war with his i^ighbours, and deserted by all his fa- 
mily. He not only suffered the abbey to fall into de- 
cay, but alienated the land which should have kept 
it in repair, dnd denuded the estate of the timber. 
Byron has described the conduct of the niorose pedr 
in very strong terms : 

“After Ins (rial he shut himself up at >'ewstead, 
and was in the habit of feeding crickets, which were 
his only companions. He made them so tame that 
they used to crawl over him, and when ttiey were loo 
familiar, he whipped them with a wisp of straw : at 
his death, it is said, titey left the house In a body.”' 
Ilowoer this may have been, it is certain that 
Byron came to an embarrassed inheritance, both as 
respected his property and tl»c character of his race; 
and, perliaps, though his genius suHered nothing by 


"This k a carHcu but hapjiy ficm;ri|»(ion of one of Die noblest 
mansions in FnslanU ; and it will now be n-aii with a far deeprr 
interest than when it was wrttb n. WaJpole saw the nt-at of tl>e. 
Uyroos, old, ni^jcalic, and vertcralile : but ho miw nuDini^ of Uiat 
maalc beauty which fame sheds over the habtlalliios uf groins, 
'and which DOW inani In every turret of Newstead .Abbey. He saw 
il when de,ay was doing its wm-k on the cKdster. tl»c refectory, 
and the cba)»rl. and all its Ixjooun seemril mouldering into olili- 
vl6n. He could not know (hat a voice was suon to go forth Bum 
those anikioc cluklers diat sh<jii(d be heard through all future 
ages, and cry, ‘Sleep np, more/ tu all the house WluU-ver may 
be Us future fate, Newrstuad Ablioy nimt lienccfor h be a memo- 
rable abode. Time may sliest Jt$ wlkl flowers on the walls, ami 
let the (ux in iijion tltocoiirl.yanl and tho clumbers. Itmay eveu 
pass Into the hands uf uolcllej'ed pride, or plrlwian opulence, 
.(who arc tlicre to abide with the fox and wlhl Oowrrs 7> — but it has 
been the raaovion of a ml^ily poet. Us name is a«ociaied lo 
ries that canout pcrUIi.*' 
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the circumstanre, it is td be regretted- that he was 
still left under the charge of his mother; a woman 
without judgment or aelf-command, alternately spoil> 
ing her child by indulgence, irritating him by her : 
self-will, and^ What was still worse, amusing him by 
her violence, and disgusting him by fits of inebriety. 
Svinpathy for her misfortunes would be no sufficient 
apology for concealing her defects; they undoubtedly 
had a material inHuence on her son, and her appear- 
ance was often the subject of his childish ridicule. 
She was a short and corpulent person. She rolled in 
her gait, and Would, in her rage, sometimes endea- 
vour to catch him for the purpose of indicting pu- 
nishment, while be would run round the room, 
mocking her menaces and mimicking her motion. 

The greatest w eakness in Lord Byron’s character 
was a morbid sensibility to his lameness. He feK it 
with as much vexation as if it had been ^dieted ig- 
nominy. One of the most striking passages in .some 
memoranda which he has left of his early days, is 
where, in speaking of his own sensitiveness on the 
subject of his de/ormed foot, he describes tlie feeling 
of horror and humiliation that came over him when 
his moUier, in one of her fits of passion, called him a 
“lame brat.” 

Hie sense which he always retained of the inno- 
cent fault in his foot was unmanly and excessive ; for 
it was not greatly conspicuous, and he had a mode 
of walking across a Toom by which it was scarcely 
at all perceptible. I wa.s several days on board the 
same ship with him, before I happened (o-^liscover 
the defect ;'^it was indeed m well concealed, that it 
was a^ doubt whether his lameness was the effect of 
a temporary accident or a malformation. 

On their arrival from Scotland, Byron was placed 
by his mother under the care of an empirical pre- 
tender of the name of Lavender, at ^iottingham, who 
professed the cure of such cases; and that be might 
not lose ground in his education, he was attended by 
a respectable schoolmaster> who read parts of Virgil 
and Cicero with him. Of this gentleman he always 
entertained a kind remembrance. Nor wps his . re- 
gard in this instance peculiar; for it may be said to 
have been a distinguishing trait in his character,' to 
recollect with affection all who had been about him 
in bis youth. The guack, however, was an exception> 
who (from having caused him to suiter much pain, 
and whose pretensions, even young as he then w'as, 
he detected) he delighted to expose. On one occasion, 
he scribbled down on a sheet of paper the lettersofthe 
alphabet at rauilum, but in the form of words and 
sentences, and placing them before I>avendar< asked 
him grnvely, what language it was. ‘‘Italian,” was 
tlie reply, to the infinite amusement of the little sa- 
tirist, vflio burst into a triusyihant laugh at the suc- 
cess of bis stratagem. 

It is said that about this time, the first symptom' 
of his predilection for rhnning show'ed itself. An 
elderly lady, a visiter to his mother, had been indis- 
creet, enough to give him some oBence; and slights 
he generally resented with more energy than they 
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often Reserved. ' This rene^le personage enter- 
tained a singular notion respecting the soul, which 
she believed took its flight at death to the moon. 
One day, after a repetition of her original contumely, 
be appeared before his nurse in a violent rage, and 
complained vehementiy of the old lady, declaring that 
he could net bear the sight of her x then be broke 
out into the following doggerel, which be repeated 
over and over, crowing with deligbt : 

In Nottingham coualy, llicre Uv(j at S»aa Green, 

Aa cuned an old lady as ever was soen; 

And when die does dir. wbicii 1 hope will be MOO, 

She finuiy believes shg will go to the mooo. 

Mrs. Byron, by the accession of her son to the fa- 
mily honours and estate, received no addition to her 
small income; and he, being a minor, was unable to 
make any settiement upon her.- A representation of 
tier case w as made to government, and in consequence 
she was placed on the pension list for 300/. a year. 

' Byron, not having received any benefit from the 
Nottingham quack, was removed to London, put un- 
der the care of Pr. Bailey, and placed in the school 
of Dr. Glennie, at Dulwich; Mrs. B\Ton herself took 
a house on Sloane Terrace. Moderation in all ath- 
letic exercises was prescribed to the boy, but Dr. 
Glennie liad some difficulty in restraining liis actirity. 
He was quiet enough while in the house with the Doc- 
tor, but no sooner was he released to play, than he 
showed as much ambition to excel in violent exercises 
as the most robust youth of the school; an ambition 
common to young persons who liaye the misfortune 
to labour under b^ily defects. < 

>Vhile under the charge of Dr. Glennie, he was 
playful, good-humoured, and beloved by his compa- 
nions ; and addicted to reading history and poetry far 
be)ond the usual scope of his age. In these studies 
he showed a predilection for the Scriptures; and cer- 
tainly there are many traces in his works wliich 
show' that, whatever the laxity of liis religious prin- 
ciples may have bem in after-life, he was not unac- 
quainted with the records' and history pf our religion. 

During this period, Mrs. Byroa often iudiscreetly 
interfered with the course of his education; and if 
his classical studies were in consequence not so ef- 
fectually conducted as they might have been, his mind 
derived some of its best nutriment from the loose de- 
sultory course of his reading. 

Among the books to which the boys at Df. Glen- 
nie’s soliool had access, was a pamphlet containing 
the narrative of a shipwreck on tiie oo^t of Arracao, 
filled with Impressive descriptions. It bad not at- 
tracted much public attention, but it was a favourite 
with the pupils, particularly with Byron, and fur- 
ni^ed him afterwards with the leading circumstances 
in the striking description of Ihe .shipvifreck in Don 
Juan, with the aid of his grandfather’s adventures. 

Altliough the rhymes upon die lunar lady of Notts 
are supposed to ^ve been the first twitter of his 
muse, be has said himself, “ My first dash into poetry 
was as early as 1800. It was the ebullition of a pas- 
sion for iny first cousin, Margaret Parker. I was 
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then about twelve, she rather older, perhaps a year." 
And it is curious to remarK, that in his description 
of this beautiful ^rl there is the same lack of animal 
admiration wludi we have noticed in all his loves; 
he says of ber,-^ 

I do not recolle<^t scarcely any thing equal to tlie 
transparent beauty of my'cousin, or to the sweetness 
of her temper, during the short period of our inti- 
inacv ; she looked as if she Imd been made out of a 
rainbow, all beauty and peace." This is certainly 
poeticaHy expressed; but there was more true love in 
Py gmalion's passion for his statue, and in the Parisian 
nuiden's adoration of the Apollo, r* 

^^ hen he had been nearly two years under the tui- 
tion of Dr. Glennie, he was removed to Harrow', 
cliiefly in consequence of bis- mother^s ioterferepcc 
with his studies, and especially by withdrawing him 
often from sdM>ol. 

During the time he was under the care of Dr. Gfen- 
nie, he was more amiable than at any otitex period of 
his life; a circumstance which justifies the snpposi- 
tion, that had he l>een left more to the discipline of 
ttiat respectable person, .be would have proved a stea- 
dier man; for however much his heart afterward.^ 
becaine incrusted with the lepro^ of selfishness, at 
this period his feelings were warm and kind. Th- 
wards his nurse be evinced uncommon affection, 
which he cherished as long as slie lived., lie pre- 
sented her with his watch, the first he possessed, and 
also a full-length miniature of bimseif, when he was 
only between seven and eight years old, representing 
him with a profusion of curling locks, and in his 
funds a bow and arrow. The sister of this woman 
had been his first nurse, and after he had left Scotland 
be wTote to her, in a spirit which betokejied a gentle 
and kind heart, irrfprmiug her with much joy of a 
circumstance highly important to himself. It was to 
tell her that at last he had got his foot so far restored 
as to be able to put on a common boot, an event -wUicli 
he was sure would give her great pleasure; to him- 
self it is difficult to unagine auy incident which could 
have been more gratifyhig. 

1 dwell with satisfaclion on these descriptions of 
bis early dispositions; for, although there are not 
wanting instanc.es of similar warin-heart^uess in bis 
later years, still lie never formed any nttaclimeiits so 
puife and amialde after he went to Harrow. The 
change of Ins life caiue over him, and when the vege- 
table period of boyhood was post, the animal passions 
mastered at) the softer affections of his character. 

In tlie summer of 1801 heaccompanied his mother 
to Cheltenham; and while he resided there, the \iews 
of the Malvern hills recalled to his memory hit enjoy- 
ment amidst the wilder sceneryof Aberdeenshire. The 
recollections were reimpress^ on hjs heart, and in- 
terwoven w ith his'strengthened feelings. But a boy 
gazing with emotion on the hills at sunset, because 
they remind him of the mountains where he p.sscd 
hisch/Whood, is no proof that he is already in heart 
and nnagination a poet. To suppose so is to mistake 
(be materials for the building. 


] The delight of ByTon in cobteihplatlng the Malvern 
j hills was not iiccause they resembled the scenery of 
Lochynagar, but bec-iuse ft]ev awoke Trams of thought 
I and fancy, associated with recollections of that scene- 
ry'. The poesy ofthe feeling Jay not in the beauty of 
Uie objects, but in tlie moral effect of the traditions, 
to which these objects served as talismans of tiie me- 
iuory . n»e scene at sunset reminded Irim. of the 
Highlands, hut it was those rcminisctmccs whicli si- 
milar scenes recalled, Hiat constituted the impulse 
w hich gave life and elevation to his reflections. There 
is not piore poesy In the sight of mountains lluin of 
plains ; it is the local associations that throw enchant- 
ment over all scenes, and resemblance that awakens 
them, bindjiig tliem to new connexions: nor does this 
admit of much controversy; for mountainoiut regions, 
how ever favourable to musical feeling, are but liltle to 
poetical. 

The Welsh have no eminent bard; the Swiss have 
no renown as poets; nor are the muunlainous regions 
of Greece, or of the Apennines, celebrated for |>oetry. 
The Higlilands of Scotland, save the equivocal bas- 
tardy of Ossian, have produced no poet of any fame; 
and yet mountainous countries abound in local le^ 
gends, which would seem to be at variance w illi this 
opinion, were it not certain, though I cannot explain 
thecause, that local poetry, like local language, dr local 
melody, is, in proportion to the interest it awaken.s 
among the local inhabitants, weak and ineffectual in 
its influence on the sentiments of the general world. 
The Bans dcs Vaches, the most celebrated of all loc.'il 
airs, is tame and common-place— unniclodious, to all 
cars )>ut those of the Swiss forlorn in a foreign land. 

While in Cheltenham, Mrs. Byron yonstiited a for- 
tuneteller respecting tlie destinies of her son, and ac- 
cording to her feminine notions, .she was very cunning 
and guarded with the sibyl, never suspecting tliat she 
might have been previously known, and, uncpnscious 
to Jiei‘self, an object of interest to her. She endea- 
voured to pass herself off as a maiden lady, and re- 
garded it as no small testimony of the wisdom of tlie 
oracle, that she declared her to be not only a married 
woman, but tbe mother of a soii who was lame. Af- 
ter such a marvellous proof of second-sightedness, it 
iiiay easily he conceived with what awe anff faith she 
listened to the prediction tliat his life should be in 
danger from poison befork he was of age, and that he 
should be twice married ; the second time to a foreign 
lady. AVhether it was this same fortuneteller who 
foretold that he would, in his twenty-seventh year, 
incur some great misfortune, is not certain; but con- 
sidering his unhappy English marriage, and his sub- 
sequent Italian liaison with the Countess Guiccioli, 
the marital prediction was not far from receiving its 
arcomplishment. The fact (ff his marriage taking 
place in his twenty-seventh year is at least a curious 
circumstance, and has beep noticed by himself with 
a sentiment of superstition. 


II 
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Placed at Harrow.— FroRrm ihrrr.— Love for MI0 CbaWortlj.— 

IIU readiug.— Oraloncal Powen. 

In pn.<!S>n^ from the quiet academy of Dulwich 
Grove to H>e public school of Harrow, the chanpc 
must have been greal to any boy — to Bjrron it was 
pnnisimient; and for the first year and a tolf he Iwted 
the place. In the end, how ever, he rose to lie" a lea- 
der in ail the K]>orts and mischiefs of his schoolfel- 
lows; but it never could be said thal be was a popidar 
l)oy, however much he was distInguUlied for spirit 
and bravery; for if he was not quarrelsome, he was 
sometimes vindictive. Still it could not have been to 
any inveleratcdcgree; for undoubtedly, in his younger 
years, he was susceptible of warm impressions from 
gentle treatment, and his obstinacy and arbitrary hu- 
mour were perliaps more the effects of unrepressed 
habit than of natural bias : they were the prickles 
which' surrounded his genius in the bud. 

At Harrow he acquired no distinction as a student : 
indu'd, at no period w as lie remarkable for steady 
application. Under Dr. Glennie he had made but 
little progress; and it was chiefly in consequence of 
his backwardness tlwl he was removed from lus aca- 
demy. . Wien placed with Dr^ Drury, it was ^ith 
all intimation thal he had a cleverness about him, but 
that his education had bt*en neglected. 

The early di.slike which Byron fell towards the 
Ear! of Carlisle is abundantly well known, and he 
had tlie magnanimity to acknowledge that it was in 
some respects unjust. But the antij>athy was not all 
on one side; nor will it 1m* easy to parallel the con- 
duct of the earl with that of any guardian. It is but 
justice, therefore, to make the. ptiblie aware that the 
dislike began on the part of Lord Carlisle, and ori- 
ginated in some disto.ste which he took to ^Irs. By- 
ron’s manners, and at the trouble she gave him on 
account of her son. , 

'' Lord Carlisle had, indeed, much of the Byron hu- 
mour h) him. Ills mother was a sister of the homi- 
cidal lord, and possessed some of the family pecu- 
liarity: she was endowed with great talent, and in 
her latter days she exhibited great singularity. She ! 
wrote beautiful verses and piquant epigrams; among 
others, there is a poetical etTusion of her pen addressed 
to Mrs. Grcville, on her Ode to Indifference, which, 
at the time, was much admired, and has been, with 
Other poems of hej* ladyship, published in Pearce’s 
collection. After moving, for a long time, as one of 
the most brilliant orbs in the sphere of fashion, she 
suddenly retired, and, like her morose brother, shut 
herself up from the world. While she lived in thi.s 
seclusion, she became an object of the sportive satire 
of the late Mr. Fox, who characterized her as 

Caritole, reduce in pride sod ngt. 

I have heard a still coarser apostroplic by the same 
gentleman. It seems they had quarrelled, and on 
his leaving her in the drawing-room, she called .after 
him, that he might go about his business, for she did 
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not Care two skips of a louse for him. On coming to 
the hall, finding paper and ink on the table, he wrote 
two lines in answer, and sent it np to her Ladysliip, 
to the effect that she always spoke Of what was run- 
ning in her head. ' 

Byron has borne testimony to the merits of his 
guardian, her son, as a tragic poet, by charaetfrizing 
his publications as paper books. It is, however, said, 
that they iievertbeless showed some talent, and that 
The Father’s Revenge, one of the tragedies, wassiib- 
initted to the judgment of Dr. Jolmson, w ho did not 
despise it. 1 . 

But to return to the progress of Byron at Harrow ; 
it is certain that, notwithstanding the affectionate 
solicitude of Dr. Drury to encourage him, he never 
became an eminent scholar; at least, we . have his 
' own testimony to that effect, in the fourth canto of 
Childe Harold'; the lines, however, in which that tes- 
timony stands recorded, are ainongstthe weakest he 
ever^ienned. 

May he wlio will hi* recollection rake. 

Aoil (juote In clastic rapturrs, and awake 
Tilt* trills w ilh l.aiUii echucs ; I abliorr'U 
Tun Dui-h to comjuer, for Uir (wet’s sakr,- 
. , ThedhU'd.dall Itwwii forred down word by word, 
la my repoxnuit yuuUi w\Ui pleasarc m fcoord. 

And, as an apology for the defect, he makes the fol- 
I lowing remarks in a note subjoined: 

I “ I w ish to express that we become tired of the 
, task before we can comprehend the lieauty; thal we 
i learn by role before we can gel by heart; that the 
freshness is worn away, and the future pleasure and 
advantage deadened and destroyed by the didactic an- 
ticipation, at an age when \»'e can neither feel nor. 
understand the |)owcr of compositions, whirii it re- 
quires an acquaintance with life, as well ns l.atin and 
Greek, to relish or to reason upon. For the same 
reason, we never can be .Twnre of the fulness of some 
of the finest passage.s of Shakspeare (*(o be, or not 
to he,’ for instance), from the habit of having them 
hammered Into us at eight years old, a.s an exerci.so 
not of mind but of memory; so that when we are old 
enough to enjoy tliein, the taste is gone and the ap- 
I petite palled. In some parts of tlic continent, young 
persons are leught from mere common authors, and 
do not read the best classics until their maturity., I 
certainly do not speak on this point from any pique 
or aversion towards the place of my education. I 
was not a slow or an idle boy ; and I believe no one 
could be more attached to Harrow than I have always 
been, and with reason : a part of the time passed 
there was the liappiest of my life; and my preceptor, 
the Rev. Dr. Joseph Drury, was thebc.st and worthiest 
friend I ever possessed; whose warnings I have re- 
membered but too well, though too late, when I 
have erred ; and whose counsels I have hut folIowTd 
wlien I have done well and wisely. If ever this Im- 
perfect rerorii ot my feelings towardshim should reach 
his eyes, let it remind him of One whp never thinks 
of him but vlth gratitudh and veneration; of one 
who would more gladly boast of having been his pupil 
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if, by more closely following bis Injunctions, he could 
rellect any honour, upon his mstructor.*’ 

Lord Byron, however, is not singular in lus opi* 
nion of the mutility of premature classical studies ; 
and notwithstanding the able manner in which the 
late Dean Vinoent defended public education, we have 
some notion that his reasoning u[>on- tins point will 
not be deemed conclusive. . l^lilton, says Dr. Vincent, 
complained of the years that were w asted in teaching I 
the dead languages. Cowley also complained that 
classical education taught words only and not things; [ 
and Addison deemed jt an inexpiable error,, that ’ 
boys with genius or witliout were all to be bted {>oets 
indiscriminately. As far, then, as respects the edu- . 
cation of a poet, wa should think lliat tlie nantes of 
Milton, Cowl^, Addison, and Byron, would go well 
to settle the question; especially when it is recol- 
lected how little Shakspeare was indebted to the 
study of the classics, and that Burns knew nothing 
of Uiem at all. I do not, however, ndo))t the opinion 
as correct; neither dp I think that Dean Vincent took 
a right view of Ute subject ; for, as discipline^ the 
study of the clashes may be higitly useful, at the same 
time, the mere hanunering of Greek and l..atin into 
Englrslt cannot be very conducive to the rcGncment 
of taste or the exaltation of sentiment. .Nor is there 
either common sense or correct logic in the follow ing 
obsenations made on the passage and note, quoted by 
the . 7000)01005 author of Childe Harold's Monitor : 

** This doctrine of antipalhie.c, contracted by the 
impatiemre of youth against the noblest authors of 
antiquity, from the circumstance of having bpen made 
the vehicle of early instruction, ^s a .most dangerous 
doctrine indeed; $ince it strikes at the root, not only 
of all pure taste, but of al) praiseworthy industry. It 
would, if acted upon (as Harold by the mention of 
the continental practice of using infcj-iur writers in 
the business of tuition would seem to recommend), 
destroy the great source of the intellectual vigour of 
our countr}’nien.” 

This is, undoubtedly, assuming too inucb rfpr those 
. who have objected to the years wasted in teaching 
the dead languages, do not admit that the labour of 
.acquiring them either improves tlie taste or adds to 
tbe vigour of the understanding ; and therefore, be- 
fore tltt soundness of the opioion of Milton^ of Cow>- 
ley, of Addison, and of many other great men, can be 
rejerlcd, it falls on those who arc of Dean Vincent’s 
<^inion, and that of Childe Harold's Monitof,Xo prove 
, that ihe study of Uie learned languages is of so much 
primary importance as they claim for it. 

But it appears tlut B)Ton's mind, during theearly 
period of bis residence at Harrow, was occupied with 
auother object than his studies, and which may partly 
account Cor his inattention to them. He fell in love 
with Mary Qiaworth. “ She was,” he is represented 
to have said, several years older than myself, but at 
my age boy.s like something older than tlicmselves, as 
they do youuger later in life. Our estates adjoined, 
bnt owing to the unhap(>y circuni8tance.s of the feud 
(the a/Tair of tlie fatal duel), our families, as is gene- : 


rally the ease with n^'ghbours, w ho hapiien to be near 
relations, w ere never on terms of more than coniinun 
civility, scarcely those. She was the beau ideal of 
all that my youdiful fancy could paint of beautiful ! 
and 1 have taken all my fables alKuit the celestial na- 
ture of women from the perfection my imagination 
created in her. I say created, furl found her, like 
the rest of her sex, any thlBJ^t oDgelic. 1 returned 
to Harrow, after my trip t^Beltenham, more deeply 
enamoured than ever, and'passed the next holidays at 
Newstead. 1 now>' began to fancy 1113'self a man, anil 
to make love io eaniest. Our meetings were stolcru 
ones, and iny letters passed through the medium of a 
confldant. X gate, leading from Mr. Cha^ orth*s 
grounds to those of my mother, w as the place of our 
interviews, but the ardour was all on my side; 1 was 
serious||l^ was volatile. She liked me as a younger 
brother, and treated and laugiK'd at me as a boy ; she, 
however, gave me her picture, and that was some- 
thing to make verses upon. Had 1 married MisS Cha- 
worth, perhaps tlie wliolc tcnour 'of iiiy life would 
have lieen dilTerent : she jilted me, however,, but her 
marriage proved any thing but a bappy one.” It is 
to this attachment tliat we are indebted for the heu i- 
tiful poem of the Dream, and for the slanzas begin- 
iiing 

oil, had my fate been jnlncil U) llkiDc! 

Although this love affair a little interfered with 
bis-Greek and J^tin, his tinie was not passed without 
some ntterAion to reading. Until he was ciglileen 
years old, he had never seen a review j but his gene- 
ral information was sc^extensive on modern topfes, 
as to induce a suspicion tliat lie could only have col- 
lected so much information from reviews, as he,w a.s 
never seen reading, but aliyays idle, and in iiiischiet, 
or at play. He was, howc^, a devourer of books; 
he read eating, read in hied, read when no one else 
read, and had perused all sorts of books from tbe time 
he Orst courd spell, but bad never read a review, and 
knew not what tbe name implied. . 

It should be here noticed, that wliile he was at 
Harrow, his qualities were rallier oratorical Uian poe- 
tical ; and if an opinion had then been formed of the 
likely result of his character, the proguostication 
would have led to tbe expectation of an orator. Al- 
together bis conduct at Harrow indicated a clever, 
iMit not an extraordinary boy. He formed a few 
frtend&hips there, in which bis attachment appp.ars to 
have been, in some instances, remarkable. Tlie late 
Duke of Dorset was bis fog, and he was not consi- 
dered a. very hard taskmaster. He certainly did not 
carry with him from Harrow any an^ei|patioii of tliat 
splendid career he was destined to 


CHAPTER V. 

Ctisrscler at Jlarrow.— roelicil PirdllecrtODs.— Bjtoo at Cam- 
bridge.— HU “ Hours of IdlriicM.’* 

In reconsidering the four years which Byron spent 
at Harrow, while we can clearly trace the deu’Ioji- 
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m^nt of the sensH)iltU^ of tris '^araeter, aod an 
increased tension of his susopptibifity, by wtiich im- 
pressions l>ccaine itiore delicate, it seems impossible 
not to perceive hy the records «liich he has himself 
left of his feelings, that somcllung morbid was in- 
duced. upon them. Had he not afterw ards so rnagni- 
llcently distinguished hi^etfas a poet, it is not pro- 
bable that he vrotild'|i£c been recollected by his 
schoolfellows as bavli^pSoen in any rcs()ect different 
from the common lierd. His activity and spirit, in 
Uieir controversies and quarrels, were but the oat- 
^brCctktngs of that temperament which the discipline 
of riper years, and the natural awe of the world after- 
wards reduced into his hereditary cast of diaracter, 
in which so muchinisauthropy was exhibited. 1 can- 
not, however, think that tlicre was any thing eitlier 
in tiK nature of his pastimes, or of his studies unfa- 
vourable to the formation of the poetical character. 
Ills amusemcnt.s were active; his reading,' tlioagh 
without method, was yet congenial to his unpas- 
sioned imagination; and the pliantom of an enthu- 
siastic atiacliment, of whicli Miss Chaworth was not 
tJie only object (for ft was altogether intellectual, and 
shared with others], were circumstances calculated 
to open xTirlous sources of rcneclion, and to concen- 
trate the elements of an energetic and original mind. 

But it is no easy matter to sketch what may have 
been the outline of a >*oung poet's education. The 
vsupposition that poets must be dreamers, because 
there ig often much dreaminess in poesy, is o mere 
hypothesis. Of all the professors of metaphysical dis- 
cernment, poets require the Hnest tact ; and contem- 
plation is with them a sign of inward abstract re- 
llcction, more than of any process of mind by which 
resemblance is traqed, |ind associations awakened. ' 
There is oo account qf any great poet, whose genius 
was of that dreamy kind, whidi hath its being in haze, 
and draws its nourishment from lights and shadows; 
which ponders over the mysterjes of trees, and in- 
terprets the oraelcs of babbling waters. They bare 
all been men — worldly men, different only fromothers 
ib reasoning, more by feeling than tndpclion. Di- 
rected by impulse, in a greater degree than other men, 
|K>ets are apt to be betrayed into actions w hidi make 
them singular, as compared by tivosc who are less 
inhiginative; hut the efTects of earnestness should 
never be confounded with tl»e qualities of talent. 

7io greater misconception has ever been obtruded 
upon the world as philosophic criticism, than the 
tlicory of poets h^ing different from other men of Irigh 
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endowment, sive in the Single drcnmstance of the 
objects to wiiidi their taste is attr.icted. ' The most 
vigorous poets, those who have influenced longest anti 
arc most quoted, liave indeed been all men of great 
shrewdness of remark. To adduce many instances 
is unnecessary. Are there .tny symptoms of the ge- 
latinous diameter in tlw- compositions of Homer ? 
The London Gazette does not tell us things inorb like 
facts than the narratives of Homer do, and it often 
states facts that are much more like frlions than his 
most poetical inventions. 5>o much is this the case 
w ith the works of all the higlier poets, that as they 
recede from ’that worldly standard which is found in 
the Epics of Hnracr, the^' sink in the scale of poets. 

In what does the inferiority of Virgil, for exahiplq, 
con.sLst, but in his having hatched fancies in his ron- 
templations whirti the calm mind rejects as absurdi- 
ties ? Then Tasso', with his enchanted forests and his 
other improbabilities ; arc they more than diitdish 
tales? tales, loo, not in fancy to be compared with 
those of that venerable drynursc, Mother Bunch. 
Compare the |>ocU> that baW)le of green Gelds with 
those who deal in the actions and ^wssions-of men, 
and itmustl>e confessed that it is. not those who have 
looked at external natiu’c who arC the true poets, but 
those who have seen and conshlered most aiwut the 
business and bosom of man. It may l>e an advantage 
that a poet should have tl»e beneCt of landst'.ipes and 
storms, as children are the better for country air tind 
cow’s milk; but the true scene of tlieir manly work 
is in the populous city. Inasrmich as Byron wms a 
lover of solitude, hr was deficient as an bbsers’cr of 
men. * 

The barrCnest portion, as to materials for biogra- 
phy, in the life of this interc.sting poet, is the period 
lie spent at the University of Cambridge.* Like that 
of most young men, the major part of his time was 
passed between the metropolis and the university. 
Still it was in that period he composed the different 
poems which make up the little volume of The Flours 
of Idleness ; a work wliich will ever be regarded, 
more by its consequences than its importance, as of 
great influence on the character and career of the 
i'oet. \ 

It has been supposed, I 'see not bow* jnstly, that 
there was affectation in'the-tillc. It is probable that 
Byron intended no more by it than to implythat its 
contenfs were sketches of Icisuir. This Is the less 
doubtful, as he was at that i>eriod particularly sensi- 
tive concerning the 0 (>inion that miglit be entertained ' «» 


*' Do (he (Ip or totxlalnR lonrue, 

Air ktitas <*l vrSuiiM.’ni* tnil <]U<Mluo& 

All repIkAiluii prompi aoa rr«-<aii ^iroog. 
for (i|i> aid wake aimI ^l^rp, 

Vo iD&ko ilM weeper l«oi|h— lbs tougher wn-pl 

» Wlijlst at C 3 ml>rltls<^ be k<*{»t a younp l>car in bis ^►01® for 
some lime, aud It Is re|>ort«ltliat-hc lokl Ihe maslor, wlicu leav- 
in;; Uii* orfl-'ftr, he itiU-n^TU that lib bear idiijutS ait fur a f< Uovs- 
slill>. Til (hr \ biten uf Trinity Ihc room uf Lord V} run b durw n, 
-ind f.tUcd %roi»*a 



TUE LIFE OF LORD BYRO.N. 


of hn works. fi«fQre he made Uie coUectiotu many | 
of the pieces had been rirculated, and he bad ^ntliered | 
opinions as to their merits with adegree of solicitude i 
that can only be conceived by lliuse who -were ac- | 
qaainledwihi the constantly excited sensibility of his | 
mind. When lie did publisli tlie collection, nolhiog I 
appeared in the sty le and form of the publication that 
indicated any arrogance of merit. Oo the contrary, 
it was brought forward with a degree gf. difUdenec, 
whicii, if it did not deserve the epHhet of modesty, 
could iocar nothing harsher than that of bashfalness. 
It was printed at the obscure inariiet-tewn pip^ of 
Newark, was altogether a very homely rustic work, 
and no attempt was made to bespeak for it a good 
name from the critics. It was truly an innocent af- 
fair and an unpretending performance. But notw ith- 
startding these, at least seeming qualities of young 
doubtfulness, they did not soften the aus(<rrf nature 
of the bleak and blightinfr criticism which was tiieii 
characteristic of Edinburgh. 

A copy was somehow communicated to one of the 
critics In that city, and was reviewed by him in the 
Edifiburgb Review in an article replete with satire 
and insinuatioDs calculated to prey upon the author’s 
feelings, while the injustice of.thcestiniate whicli was 
made of hrs talent and originality, could not but be 
as iron in his heart. Owing to the severe impression 
which it left, it ought to^lie preser%ed in every me- 
moir which treats of tite development of his genius 
and character : for this reason it is tqsertiKlin this 
editioov as an appendix to the Hours of Idleness. « 

The criticism is ascribed fo Mr. Francis Jefl'rey, an 
eloquent member of llie Scottish bar, arid w lio w asat 
that time supposed to be Hie editor Of Kdiobui^h 
Review. That -it was neither just nor fair is sufli- 
ctently evident, by the (^gree of artiftcial point w ith 
which it has been drawn up. Had the poetry been 
as insignilicant as tlie critic affected to consider it, it 
would hare argued little for the judgment of Mr. Jef- 
frey to take so much pains on a work W'hicli he con- 
sidered worthless. But the world has no cause to rg- 
pine at the severity of his strictures, for'thiy untpies- 
tiopably had tbe elTect of kindling the indignation of 
Byron, and of instigating him to that retaliatkni w hidi 
be so spiritedly inflicted in htsssiriro^of English Bards 
and Scotch Reriewers. / 

U is amusing to compare the fcspectire Kteraiy 
reputation of the poet and the critic, as they are esti- 
mated by tlie public, now that the one Is dead, and 
^he other dormant. The>6ice of all Jhc age acknow- 
^dges Byron to have been the greatest poetiCtM ge- 
nius of his time. ^Ir. Jeffrey, though still enjoying 
the renown of being a shrewd and intellieent critic 
of the productions of others, has established no right 
to tlie honour of being an original or eminent author. 

At the time when Byron published tbe satire al- 
bded to, be had obtained no other distinction than 
the collie reputation of being a clever, careless, dis- 
UHtcdstOdeiit. But his dissipation was not intense, 
nor did it ever become Imbitual. lie affected to be 
inndi more so than he was : his pretensions vrerc : 
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moderated by constitutional tnc^tpacity. His health 
was not vigorous; and his delicacy defeated his en- 
deavours to show that he inherited the recklessness 
of his father. He atTecleil oxtravagdnre and efeen- 
tricity of conduct, without yielding much to the one, 
or practising a giVat deal of the other. He was seek- 
ingjiotoriety; and his attem|>ls to obtain it gave more 
method to his pranks and follies tliati belonged to the 
results of natural iiOpulsc and passion. He eviiHTd 
pccasioiial instanct>s of the generous sjiirit of youth ; 
hut therb was in tlicin more of ostentation, tliaii of 
that discrimination which dignifies kindne6.s, and 
makes prodigality jimuificence. Nor were hrs at- 
t.irhments. towards those with whom he preferred to 
associate, characterised by any nobler sentiment than 
seJC-intluIgence; he was altadied, niore from the 
pleasure he Iiimseirreceivetl in their society, Hum from 
am’ reciprocal enjoyment tliey had with him. Ashe 
I become a iium of the. w orld, his early friends dropped 
I from him; althougli it is evident, by all the conjeiii- 
rporary records of- bis feelings, that he cherished for 
I them a kiod, and even brotherly, affection. This se- 
cession, the common effect of Hie new cares, hopes, 

I interests, and wislies, wJiich young meh feel on en- 
j tering the world, Byron regarded as .something ana- 
logous to desertion ; and Hie notion tainted his mind, 
and iririlated that liereditai;)* sullepness of humour, 
which constituted an ingredient so remarkable in the 
composition of his more mature character. 

sAn anecdote of this period, characteristic of his 
eccentricity, and tlie means which he scrupled not to 
employ in indulging it, deserves to be mentioned.* 

In repairing N'ewstead Abbey, a skull wa% found In 
a secret nicbe of t)ie walls. It might heve been that 
of the monk wbirh haunted the house, or of one of 
his pw n ancestors, or of some victim of the morose 
race. It was converted into a goblet, and used -at 
Odin-like orgies. Tbobgh the affair was but a whim 
of youth, more odious than poetical, it caused some 
talk, and raised around the extravagant host the haze 
of a niystm, suggesting fantasies- of irreHgion and 
liorroK The inscripHon on the cup is not remark- 
able eilherfor point. or poetry: 

start not, nor. fieem ibjr fled ; ' 
lu melcholtl tbe oqIv ikuil 
Prom «hlch, imUke a livifis.ke'Sd, ‘ * 

XVtutcrrr flow* is noTcr (hill. 

I t loved, 1 ttuafTd like ITw’e; 

1 died, but earth nt) hon«s re*h(ti t 
Pin nn~th(io eanvt not inlnre mat 
Vhc nonn hath kwlrr lip* than thine. 

Better to hold the *|WrkHRginwpe ' / 

tbanniirK the carUiwomi*««Uaif brood, 

And drCle in Uie Rotilrt'a shape 
Jhednok of giMUth«ti rq)Ule*\(ond. 
vybereonco roy vrii perchOTce luib tbooc, - 
In aid ntotben let roe *biuei •' 

Andwhou, ait*: ourtirJtmareaoDe. • . ' * . 

What nutiter nbkUtiitc Quo nine ? 

Quaff white tl»oo can*l->ano(her race, 
when iK.)U aod Uilne like n>e are *pei|, , 

Uair mcoe thee teiNQ earth'* embrace 
AfM> rhyme artd revet with the deod. 
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Why noL? tinoc Ibrotigb Ule*«U^le<lB]r. 
Onr heada nlch aad cIteoCs prod^ ; 
Redeem'd from ^ontta and waidng clay, 
Tbi« chance li ibein, to'^'df OK. • 


CHAFTER VI.' 

l^fleef of the Criliciamrio the EdiDhurgh RcTlew.— Ktiglidi Danl§ 
and Scotch Reviewers -“llw 8aUely.~-lnlCMilon to Travel.— 
Pubhshes his hatlre.— Takes hi* Seat io the House ol Lords.— 
DepaHs for Lisbou : Ibcocc Io Gibraltar. 

The impressioa which the critict^ip of the Edin* 
burg Review produced upon the juvenile poet was 
deepoud envenon>^. Bui the paroxysms did not en- 
dure long ; strong volitions of revenge succeeded, and 
the grasps of his ntiud were filled, os it were, with, 
writhing atjders. All the world know;, that thi.s 
uriQuenchflble indignation found relief in the coiopo- 
siti.oii of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers; a sa- 
tire which, in many passages, equals, In fervour an^ 
force, the most vigorous in the language. ^ 

It >^'<18 dtiriug the summer of l80g, while the poet 
was residing at Tvewsfead, that English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers” was principally written. He be- 
stowed more pains upon it than perhaps on any other 
of his works; and, though di0erent from theiir all, it 
stillexhibitsstrongindicationSuftheiitisanthrepy witli 
which, after quitting Camibridge, he sivowed himself 
^ possessed. It is painful to reflect, in oonsiderisg 
the splendid energy displayed in the poem, that tlic 
uiqirbvoked malice which directed him to make tlie 
satire so general, was perha|» tlie main cause of that 
disposition to wither his reputation, afterwards so 
fervently - roused. He could pot but expect, that, in 
stigmatizing with contempt and ridicule so many per- 
sons by name, some of ^em wooJd retaliate. . 
could be complain of injustice if they did ; for his at- 
tack was so wilful, that tite rage oflt can on|y be ex- 
plained by supposing he was instigated to ^Mhc one 
fell swoop,” by a resentful conviction, that his ini> 
pillory in Uie Edinburgh Review liad ampsed them 
ail. 

I do not conceive, that the generality of the satire 
can be well extenuated ; but if was not a vety heinous 
offence. Tlie ability displayed in it is a sufficient 
compensation. The beauty of the serpent’s skin ap- 
peases, the aversion to its nature. 

Rut, without regard to the merits ordelinquenej 
of the.poem, to the acumen of its anioiadversions, or 
to the polish of the lines, it possesses, in the biography 
of the author, a value of the most interesting kind. 
It was the first bunt of that dark, diseased ichor, 
wbicii afterwards coloured Ids effusions; the over- 
flowing suppuration of that satiety, which rendered 
Childe Harold, in particular, so origiiNtl, incompre- 
hensible, and antisocial ; and bears testimony to tive 


• Lnrd B)T»n luM to Iii* frinul flapUih Ueduiii dial li<> had 
liiBlitiilcd a nem nnler aI the old Abbey ond coihiitulcd hinisrif 
<;rand llASler AblM>t of die Skull. . Black guwna were {H-ocurcil for 


State of bis feeJingeat that iinpoftadt epod), while he 
was yet upon the threshold of the world, and. was en- 
tering it withe sense of failure andpreinataredis- 
gnst. Foe, notwithstanding 6>8 own unnecessary ex- 
]K)sitions couching his dissipation, it is beyond cod- 
troversy, that at no time could It be said that he was 
dissipated. That he indulged in occasional excesses 
is true; but his habits were never libertipe, nor did 
his health .pf emit him to be distinguished injicen- 
tiousness. The declaration In which he first discloses 
his sobriety, contains more truth than all tns preten- 
sious^to his fatlver’s qualities^ took my grada- 
tions in the vices,” says he, in that remarkable con- 
fession, with.great promptitude, but they were not 
to my taste ; for my early passions, though violent in 
(he extreme, were eoneCotrated, and hated division 
or spreading abroad, i coufd have left or Iqst the 
whole world with, or for that whieh'I loved; but, 
though my temperament was naturally burning, 1 
could not ^are in the common libertinism of the place 
and time without disgust; and yet this very disgust, 
add my heart thrown back upon itself, threw me into 
excesses i)OTliaps more fatal than those from which 1 
j shrunk, as fixing upon one at a time the passions, 
w liidi,. spread amongst ituiny, would have hurt only 
myself.” This is vague and. metaphysical enough; 
but it bears corroborative intimations, that the im- 
pression which he early made upon me was hot in- 
correct. He was vain of bis experiments in profli- 
gacy. But they never grewto habitude. 

)\ bile he was engaged hi the composition oMiis so- 
tirCf be formed a plan of travelliog; but there was a 
greatshortcoroingiwtweei^tiie intrntionrand the per- 
formance. He first thought of Persia, ;<~he>after wards 
resolved to sail for India; and had so far matured -this 
project, as to write for information to the Arabic pro- 
fessor at (lianilH idge; :md to his tnotlwr. who was not 
then wltli him at >tw.stiad. to m(|uiro of a friend^ wdio 
bad resided in India, what things would be necessary 
for the voyage. He tonued his plan of travelling 
upon diffcrenl rca^n.s Irom those w Inch he afterwards 
gave out, and which have lx‘rn imputed to .him. He 
then thought tliat all men shmild in .some period of 
their llve.s travel; lie had ut that lime no tie to pre- 
vent him; lie ooMttvod lhat wlum he returned home 
lie might In; iiidppBBd to enter into political life, to 
which. his luivin^ travelled would l>e an advantage; 
and he wiiln-d to know tW world by sight, ond to 
judge of- men by experience. 

When his satire was ready for the press, lie curried ^ 
it with him to I.^>ndtin. He was then Jnst come of 
iige, or about lobe so; and one of his objects in this 
visit U) the metropolis was, to lake his seat in the 
House of Lords before going abroad ; but, in advancing 
to tills proud distinction, so soothing to the self-im- 
portance of youth,- he was destined to suirey a mor- 
I tiUcation which probably wounded him as dix’ply as 


I ihr irtctnlim r twclvo in nuinlwr' . the firan<l (na»(cr*< mwic- 
ntiAl from thp real, and ar certain ihne* a chapter wai 

■ held. Thejgublet H now in tbe posMMion pf Coluncl WTudbam. 
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this saressms of tfie Edinburgh Revicrw. B^ore the | 
me<>tinK of ParUamenU he wrote to his relation atiU 
guardian, the Earl of Carlisle, to remind him that he | 
should be of age at tl^ comme noemenf of the Session, j 
in the natural hope that his Lordship would make un 
offer to introduce him to the House^ but be was dis* 
appointed. He only received a formal reply, ac- 
quainting him witli the technical mode of proceeding, 
and ttie etiquette to be observed on such.occ.asions. 
Jt is, therefore, hot wonderful that he should ha>T 
resented such treatment, and he avenged it by those 
lines in his satire, for which he afterwards expr^ssetl 
his regret in the third canto of Childe Harold. 

Deserted by his guardian at a'crisis interesting, 
he Was prevented for some time from taking hfs seat 
in Pariinmeot, being obliged to procure ailidavits in 
proof of bis ^andfather's marriage with Miss Tre; 
vannion, which having taken place in a private chapel 
at Carhais, no regular certilicate of the ceremony 
could be produced. At length all the necessary Evi- 
dence having been obtained, on the of March 
1609, lie pre.sented himself in the House of Lords 
alone — a proceeding consonant to his character, for 
be was not so friendless nor unknown, but that be 
mitdit have procured some peer to have gone with 
him. U however served to moke his introdqption 
remarkaMc. • ■ , 

On entering the House', he was abashed and pale ; 
he passed the woolsack without looking round, and 
advanced to the table where the proper officer was 
attending to adminis^r the oaths. When he had 
gone tlirough tliem, the chancellor quitted his seat, 
and went towards him with a smile, putting out his 
bnd in a friendly manner to welcome him ; but he 
made a stiff bow, and only touclied with the tip of 
bis fingers the chancellor's band, who Imraediatefy 
returned to his seat. Such is the account given of 
this important incident by Mr. Dallas, who wait with 
him to the bar; but a characteristic circumstance is 
wanting. When Lord Kldon advanced with the cor- 
lUalitydescribed, he expressed with becoming courtesy 
bis regret that the mlM of. the House had obliged hhn 
to call for the evidence of hisgrandfather's'inarriage. 
Lord Byron says, in hh own account, ** I begged him 
to make no apolog\\and added (as he had show*n no 
violent hurry), ‘Your Lordship was exactly like Tom 
Tbuinb (which was then being acted), you did your 
duty, and you did no more.*'* 
l^e satire was published anonymously, and imme* 

, diately attracted attention ; the sale was rapid, and a 
new edition being called for, Byron revised it. The 
preparationg for his travels being completed, be then 
emtorked in July of the same year, with Mr. Hob- 
house, for Lisbon, and thenoe proceeded by the south- 
ern provinoea of Spain to Gibraltar. ** 

In the account of his adventures during this jouV- 
aev, he seem.s to have felt, to an exaggerated degree, 
the haxards to which be was exposed. But many of 
hn drscrif tions are given with a bright pen. Tfiat 
of ZAbon has. always been admired for its justnes.s, 
3od the mixture of force and famiharity. 


Wlut beauUet ()oili LUboa'a port uoloU ! 

, Ilcr.imasc HoaUni; on ihai nohleJkte, 
ivhicli pucU vainly (hvre with umh nf poM. 

But iKiw wbercon a Ihouupti lUJ ritle 
of mighty strenKih. since Albion wa» allied. 

JU>d lo Use Lusuns did her aid anutU i 
A nallou swoln vriU) iguurantv arid |iride, 

WIm lick ycl loaliie Ihc IuimI that wavr^ Um* iwonl 

To save them IVotn the wralb of Gaul's urnparing loni. 

But wh(»socntcrrlii wilhiii Ihls town, « 

1 hiSt, sheenJoa ccl^sllai M^riu to l>e, 

Disoxwolxte will wandenap and down 
'Mid many Uiiugs unsCjliffy' tu Mrangcec; - 
Tur but and palace like Clllilly : 

The dingy Jcnticns arc reared in dirt ; 

• No prrHMUxedfhlKh or mraa dffcitT 

Do^h care furelramirsa of Stirloul bmi shirt. 

Ttsougbatoot wUb Kgypt’a plague, uniempt. unwaah'd, unhurr. 

Considering the interest which he afterwards took 
in the affairs of Greece, it is remarkable that he 
should have passed through Spam,, at the period lie 
has described, w ithout feeling any sympathy w ith the 
spirit which then animated that nation. Intent, how- 
ever, on his travels, pfessing onward to an unknown 
goal, he paused not to inquire a.s to the earnestness 
of. tlie patriotic zeal of the Spaniards, nor once 
dreamt, even for adventure, of taking a part in tlieir 
heroic cause. 


CHATT^ER VII. 

First Ac«iualnUQce witli Byron.— tmlurk log«'lhif.— The Voyage. 

It was at Giliraltar that I first fell in w ith Lord 
ByTon. I had arrived tfiere in tlie packet from Eng« 
Iand,*tn indifferent health, on iny way to Sicily, with 
no intention of travelling. I only went a trip, in- 
tending fo return home after spending a few weeks in 
Malta, Su‘i|y, and Sardinia. 

At this time- my friend, the late ColonenVriglitV 
of the artillerv, was swreiary to die governor; and, 
during the short stay of the packet at the rock, he 
invited me to the liospitalities of his house^ and among 
other civilities, gave me admission to the garrison li- 
brary. * ■ 

The day was exceedingly sultry. The air was sick- 
ly; and if the wind was not a sirocco, it was a wither- 
ing levanter — oppressive .to the functions of life, and 
to an invalid denying all exercise. Instead of ram- 
bling over the fortilications, I was, in consequence, 
xonstrained to spend the hottest part of the day in the 
library; and, wlule sitting there, a young man came 
in and seated himself opposite to me at the tabic. 
Something in hi$ appearance attracted my attention. 
His dress indicated a Londoner of some fashion, 
partly by its neatness and simplicity, with just so 
much of a peculiarity of style as served to sliow-, that 
although he belonged to the order of metropolitan 
beaux, he was not altogether a i*oininon one. 

1 thought his face not unknown to me; I began to 
conjecture where 1 could have seen him; and, after 
an unobserved scrutiny, to spceulate both as to hi.s 
character and vocation. His physiognomy was pre* 
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possessing and intelKgenl, but ever and nnon his 
brons lowered and gathered; n habit, ns 1 then 
thought, with a degree of affertalidti in it, probably 
first assnmed for pietures(|ue effect and energetic ex- 
pression; but which I afterwards discovered was un- 
doubtedly the occasional scowl of s<une unpleasant 
reminiscence; it was certainly disagreeable — forbid- 
ding — bit still the general east of Jus features was 
impressed with elegance and character. 

At dinner, a large party asseiYfided at Colonel 
^Vright’s; among others the Countess of AVpl>tinore- 
land, with Tom Sheridan mid lus beautiful w ifg -, and 
it happened that Sheridan, in relating the local new sy 
of the jnorning, mentioned that I.ord II)Ton and 
Mr. Holihousc had come in from Spain, and were to 
proceed op the Mediterranean in tl\e packet. Uc was 
not acquainted with ciUier. 

Hobhouse had, some short time before I left Lon- 
don, published certain translations and poems,. rather 
respectable in their way, and I had seen the w'ork, so 
that his name was not Mtogelhcr strange to me. 
Byron’s was familiar— The Kdinbtirgh Keview had 
made it so, and still more the satire of English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers, but 1 w as not conscious of hav- 
ing seen the persons of cither. 

On the following evening I embarked early, and 
BOOB after the two travellers came on board; In one 
of whom I recognised the visitor to the library, and 
he proved to he I.ord Byron. In the little bustle and 
proews of embarking their luggage, liis l^Ordship af- 
fected, is it seemed to me, more aristocracy t|ian Iie- 
iitted his years, or the occasion; and then I thought 
of his singular scowl, and suspected hin> of pride 
and irascibility. The impression that evenin;^ was 
not.agreeable, but it was interesting; and that fore- 
head roarki the frown, was calculated to awaken cu- 
riosity, and beget conjectures. • . ' 

' Hobhon.*ie, with more of thecommonAr, madehiim | 
self one of the passengers at once; hut' Byron held 
himself aloof, and sut on the rail, leaning on the mi- 
7.m shrouds, ir\lialing, as it were, poetical syinpalliy 
from the gloomy rock, then dark and stem In the 
twiHglit. . There was in all alwul him that evcniivg 
mucli waywardness; he spoke petulantly to Fletchier; 
his valet; and was evideittiy ill at ease with himself, 
and fretful towards others. 1 thonght he would turn 
out an nnsalisfaciory shipmate; yet there was some- 
thing redeejnmg in tile tones of liisvoice, and when, 
sometimeafterhaviog indulgedhissullen meditation,, 
he again addressed Fletcher; so that, instead of find- 
ing liim illnatured, 1 was soon coarinced he was only 
capricious. 

Our passage to Sardinia was tardy, owing to cairns; 
but, in otlier respects, pleasant. About the Uu'rd 
day, B)TOn relented from his rapt mood, as if he felt I 
it was out of place, and became playful, and dis- 
posed to contribute his fair proportion to the ge- 
neral endeavour to while away tlie tediousness of the 
dull voyage. Among other expedients for that pur- 
pose, we had recourse to shooting at bottles. Byron 
supplied the pistols, and was the best shot, but not 


very pre^ninently so. In the eolms; the jolly-bodt 
was several times lowered ; and, on one of tiiose oc- 
casions, his Ixrrdsliip, with tlie.capUin, caught » 
turtle — I rathdh think two— we likewise booked a 
shark, part of which was dressed for breakfast, and 
tasterl wilhorrt relishv - / . 

As w'c approached the gulf of Cagliari, in Sardinia, 
a strong north wiird came from the shore, and we had 
n whole disagree.ibleday.<^ tacking; but next morn- 
ing, it was Sunday, we found outselve&ntanchor near 
the Mole, wl)erc we landed. Byron, with the captain, 
rode out some distance into the country; while I 
walked with >lr. Uol>hou^ about the town t we left 
our cards for the consul, and filr. -HUI, the ambassa- 
dor, who. invited us to dinner. In the evening we 
landed again, to avail ourselves of the invitation; and, 
on thig o<x:asioB, Byron and his companion dressed 
themselves as aid-dc-camps — a circumstance which, 
at tl>e time, appeared less exceptionable in the young 
peer tlian in ihe-commoner. 

Had'we parted at Cagliari, it is probable tliat I 
should have retained a much more favourable recol- 
lection of Mr. Hobhouse than of f^rd Byron; for he 
was a cheerful companion, full of odd and droll stories, 
which he told extremely >fvcU; be was al^ good-hu- 
moured and interiigent— altogether an advantageous 
specimen of a well-educated Ejiglish gentleiium. More- 
over, I was at the lime afflicted w ith a nervous dejec- 
tion, whidv the occasional exhilaration produced by 
his anecdotes and college tales often materially dissi- 
pated, though, for the mo.st they were more after 
the manner and matter of Sw-il't than of Addison. 

Byron was, during the passage, in delicate health, 
nnd'uponan abstemious regimen. He rarely tn.sted 
wine, nor more than half a glass, iningfled w ith wa- 
ter, when he did. He ate little; no animal food, but 
only bread and vegetahle.s. He reminded me of U>e 
gowl tliat picked ri(*e with a needle; for ft was ma- 
nifest that he had not acquired his knowledge of the 
world by always dining so sparely. If my.reineln- 
branc^ is not treacherous, he only spent one evening 
in the cabin with us — tl»c evening before we came to 
anchor at Cagliari; for, when the lights werejiiaced, 
lie made himself a nian forbid, took his station on 
the railing, lietween the pegs on witidi the sheets are 
belayed and the shrouds, and tiiere, for hours, sat in 
silence, enamoured, it may be, of the moon. All 
these peculiarities, with his caprices, and something 
inexplicable in the cast of lus metaphysics, while they 
served to awaken interest, contributed little to con- ^ 
ciiiate esteem. He was often strangely rapt— it may 
have been from his genius; and, liod its gyandcurand 
darkness been tlien divulged, susceptible of explana- 
tion; bat, at the time, it threw, as it wqre, around 
I him the sackcloth, of penitence. Sitting amidst die 
shrouds and rattlings, in the tranqailiity of the moon- 
light, churning an inarticulate melody, he seemed 
almost apparitional, suggesting dim reminiscences ot 
him wlu) shot the albatfos. He was as a mystery 
in a w inding-sheet, emwned with a halo. 

The influence of (he 'incomprehensible pluntasmn 
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which hovered about Lord Byron has been more or 
less felt by all who ever approached him. That he 
sometimes came out of the ctoQd, and was familiar 
znd earthly, is true; but his dwelling was antidst the 
murk and the mist, and the home of his spirit in tbe 
abysm of the storm, and tbe hiding-places of guilt. 
Ue was, at Uie time of which I am speaking, scarcely 
two-aud-twenty, and could claim no higher praise 
than having written a clever satire; and yet it was 
impossible, even then, to reflect ou the faia^ of his 
mind, as it was revealed by the easualtieS of conver- 
sation, without experiencing a presentiment, that be 
was destined to execute some ominous purpose. The 
description be has given of Manfred in his youth, was 
of himself. ' 

By apiritwxlk'it not with Ihe «oulsotm«o.' 

Kor lOiik'd upoQ the earth with liiicnan ejes ; 

The lliirst of ihf ir atnbili<>n waa not mine, 

Tbe itm of their eihtence wa« not mine. - 
My joy*, my grfeb, ny panloru, and n)y powers. 

Made me e stranser. Tboiisb 1 wore the form, 

1 had no aympalby wilh hreaUiltig lk’«h. 

My joy waj in the wilrIemrs4—lo breathe ’ • 

T he difSculr air of Ihe iced moualain's top. 

Where Uie bints dam ool build, nor ioaeci't wins 
, Flito'er the berbleas granite: or to pluofc 
Into Kie tutrenl, and to rr>ll along 
On ihc itwifl whirl of (be nrw breaking ware 
Of river, stream, or ocean In their flow— 

In these my early strengih exulted ; or 
To follow ihnnagh Uie night Ibe moving muoo. 

The stars, and their (]evclO]<meat t or catch 
The dartling lighlnlngi tlii my eyes grew dim'; 

.Or to ImA Hsirning on tbe scatter'd leaves 
While atiiumn wimU were at tbeir evening adog. 

Thc^ were my paslioies— and to be alone. 

For if Uie beings, of nlH>m I was one— ^ . 

Haling lo he so— croito'd me In my path. 

I felt myself degraded back to them. 

And was all clay igain. 


CIIAFFER VUI. 

Ekooer at Ihc ArabtMador’a— Opera.— Plsaater of Byroo at Malta. 

Mrs. Speocor Smllb. ' 

1 SHALL always remember Cagliari with particular 
pleasure; for it so happened that I formed there three 
of the most agreeable acquaintances of my life, and 
one of Them was with Lord Byron; for alUiougb we 
Lad been eight days together, 1 yet could not pre- 
viously have accounted myself acquainted with his 
Lordsfaip. 

After dinner, we all went to thetheatre, which was 
that evening, on account of some court festival, bril- 
liantly illuminated.^ llie ro}':d family were presept, 
and tbe opera was performed ^with more taste and 
nation tlian 1 had expected to meet with in so 
mote a place, and under the restrictions which ren- 
dered tbe intercourse with the continent then sadif- 
6cutt. Among other ronarKsble characters,. pointed 
oQt to us, was a nobleman in the pit, actiiaHy under 
the ban of outlawry for murder. I^ave ofteo woo- 
dered if the incident bad any effect on Uie creation of 


Lara ; for we know not in w hat small g^itns the (wn- 
ceptious of genius originate. 

But the most important occurrence of that evening 
arose from a delicate observance of etiquette on the 
part of the ambassador. After carrying us to his bos, 
wHiich was close to that of tbe royal family, in order 
that we might see the members of it properly, he re- 
tired -with Lord Byron to another box, an inflexion of 
manners to propriety in the best possible taste — ^for 
the ambassador was doubtless aw-are that his Lord- 
ship’s rank would be known to the audience, and 1 
conceive that this little arrangement was-adopted to 
make his person also know n, by showing him with 
distinction apart from the other strangers. 

When the performance v^as over, Mr. Hill came 
dowu with Ixird Byron to the gate-of the upper town, 
where liis Lordship, as we were taking leave, thanked 
him with more elocution than was precisely requi- 
site.. The style and formality of the speech amused 
Mr. Hobhouse, as well as others; and, when Uic mi- 
nister retired, he began to rally his Lordship on the 
subject. But Byron really fancied that be hod ac- 
quitt^ himself with graee and dignity, and took the 
jocularity of his friend amiss— a little banter ensued 
—the Poet became petulant, and Mr. Hobhouse walked 
on ; while Byron, on account of his lameness, and 
the roughness of the pavement, took hold of my arm, 
appealing to me; if he rodid l^ave said less, after the 
kind and 'hospitable treatment we had all received. 

Of course, though 1 thought pretty much as Mr. ilob- 
housedid, 1 could not do otherwise than civilly a.ssent, 
especially as his Lordship’s comfort, at the moment, 
seemed in some degree dependent on being confirmed 
in the good opinion he was desirous to entertain of 
his own courtesy. From that night 1 evidently rose 
in his good graces ; and, as he was always most . agree- 
able and interesting when familiar, it w ds w orth nl) 
while to advance, but by cautious circumvallatioos; 
into his intimacy; for bis uncertain temper made his 
favour precarious. . ’ 

T^next morning, either owing to the relaxation 
of his abstinence, which he could not probably well 
avoid amidst the good things of the amluissadorial 
table; or, what was; perhaps, less questionable, .some 
regret. for hts petulance towards liis friend, he was 
indisposed, and did not make bis appearance tilWate. 
in the evenhig. I rather sUspect, though there was 
no evidence of the fact, that Hobhouse received any 
concession which he may have made with indulgence; * 
for he remarked to me, in a tone that implied both 
forbearance and generosity of regard, that it was ne- 
cessary to humour him like a child. But, in whatever 
manner the retonciUbtion was accomplished, the pas- 
sengers partook of the blessings of the peace. Byron, 
during the following day, as we wM‘e sailing along 
the picturesque shores of Sicily, was in the highest 
spirits; ove^owing with glee, a;id sparkling with 
qudint sentences. Tlte champagne was uncorked and 
in the finest c4>ndition. 

.Having landed the mail at Girgend, we stretclied 
over to Malta, where we arrived about noon next day 

lit 
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«>all Ihe passengers, except the two frien^St being 
eager lo land, went on shore with the c^tain. '•Tliey 
remained behind for a reason — which an accidental 
expressionof Byron let out — niucli to my secret amuse*, 
ment; fori was aware they would be disappointed, 
apd tlie anticipation was relishing. They expected 
— at least he did— a salute from the. batteries, and sent 
ashore notice to Sir Alexander Ball, the governor, of 
his arrival ; but the guns w ere sulky, and evinced no 
re.spcct of persons yso that late in the afternoon, about 
the heel of tlieevening, tite two magnates were obliged 
to come oashore, and slip into the city unnoticed and 
unknown. ' 

At this time Malta xvas in great prosperity. Her 
commerce was flourishing, and the goodly clusters 
of its profits hung jij>e and rich at ever)' door, ^he 
merchants were truly hospitable, and few more so 
than Mr. Cliubot. As 1 had letters to him, he invited 
me to dinner, along with several other friends pre- 
viously engaged. In the cool of -the evening, as we 
were sitting at our wine, Lord Byron and JMr. Hob- 
hoiise were announced. His Lordkliip was hi better 
spirits tiian 1 had ever seen him. His apjiearance 
showed, as he entered the room, that they had iPet 
with some adventure, and lie cimckled with an inward 
Vnse of enjoyment, not altogether without spleen — 
a kind of malicious satisfaction— as bis companion 
recounted, with all becoming gravity, their woes 
and sunVriirgs, as an apology for begging a bed and 
morsel for tlie night. God forgive hk'I but I partook 
of Byron's levity at the idea of personages so conse* 
ijuential wandering destitute in the streets, seeking 
for lodgings from door to door, and rejected at all. 

^exl day, however, they were accoininodated by the 
Governor with an agreeable hou.se in Uie upper part of 
Valetta ; and bis l^ordsbip, as soon as they were do- 
miciled, be.gai) to take lessons in Arabic from amopk 
— I believe one of the librarians of the public library. 
His whole time, was not, however, devoted to study; 
fur Ite formed an acquaintance with Mrs. Spencer 
Smitii, the lady of the gentleman of that name, who 
had lieen our resident minister at Constantinople: be 
affected a {^siun for her; but it was only Platonic. 
She, however, beguiled him of Ills valuable yellow 
dianiQnd-ijng. She is the Florence of Chifde Harold, 
and merited the poetical embalmment, or rather the 
amber immortalization she possesses diere — being 
lierself a heroine. There was no exaggeration in 
saying, that many incidents of her life would appear 
improbable in fiction. Her adventures with the Mar- 
quis de Salvo form one of the prettiest ropiances in. 
the Italian language; every thing in her destiny was 
touebed with adventure : nor was it tiie least of her 
claims to sympathy that she had incurred the special 
enmity of S'apolcon. ' 

After remaining about three weeks at Malta, Byron 
embarked with his friend in a brig of war, apixnnted 
to convoy a fleet of small merciiantmen lo Prevestf. I 
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bad, about a fortni^t before* passedover wjth a padt> 
et pn her return from Messina to Girgenti, and did 
not fall in with Uiem again till the following spring, 
when we met at Athens. In the mean time, besides 
his Platonic dalliance with Mrs. Spencer Smith, By- 
ron had involved himself in a quarrel with an oflicer ; 
but it was satisfactorily settled. 

‘ His resideni'e at Malta did not greatly interest him. 
The story of its old chivalrous masters made no im- 
pression on his imagination ; none that appears iu his 
works rbut it is not the less probable that the re- 
membrance of the place itself xx'cupied a deep niche 
in his bosom : for 1 have remarked, that be liad a 
voluntary power of forgetfulness, which, on more 
than one occasion, struck me as singular : and 1 am 
led in consequence to think, that something un- 
pleasant, connected with this quarrel, may have been 
the cause of his suppression of alldirei't allusion to 
the island. .It was impossflde that his imagination 
could avoid the impulses of the spirit which haunts 
the walls and ramparts of Malta; and the silence of 
his muse on a topic so rich in romance, and so 
well calculated to awaken associations com'efning the 
knights, in unison with the ruminations of Childe 
Harold, persuades me that there nnist have been some 
spcciGc cause for the omission. If it were nothing in 
the duel, I sliould be inclined to say, notwithstanding 
the seeming improbability -of the notion, that it was 
owing (Dsomecurious modification of vindictive spite. 
It might not be that MalLi should receive no ccirbrily 
from his pPn; but assuredly he had met with some- 
thing there whicli made him resolute to forget the 
(dace. The question, as to what it was, he never an- 
swered; die re.sult would have thrown light into the 
lobyrliiUis of his character. 


CHAPTER IX. 

SalU (roni MSlU lo PrevcAa.— Laodi at PSTraa.— SaiU a^o.— 
PaaaeS Ithaca.— Arrival at Prdvm. 

It was on the ItMh of September, that Byron 
sailed in the Spider brig from Malta for Prevesa, and 
on the morning of the fourth day after, he first saw 
the oKiuiitains of Greece ; next day he landed at Pa- 
tras, aud walked for some time an>ong the currant- 
grounds between the town and the shore. Around 
him lay one of the noblest landscapes in the world, 
and afar in the ;iorth-east rose the purplQ summits 
of the Grecian mountains. 

Having reembarked, the Spider proceeded towards 
her destination ; the Poet not receiving much augmen- 
tation to lus ideas of tlie grandeur of the* ancients, 
frpm the magnitude of tlicir realms and states. 
Ithaca, which lie doubtless regarded with wonder and 
disappointment, as he passed its cUCTy shores, was 
tlicu in possession of the French. 


» Tlw (iftpenUi volume ot Madame la Ducheaac d'Abranlcs* nemolrv contain* a( full Icn^tli ihe advenlmr* of Mri. Speucer .Sinitli, 
ber eacape from Veuicc, etc., etc., etc. 
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CMiilefyfoUMfl*d,«n4pw»'d the barren ipet> 
where sad Peoclope o'ertook'd the wave ; 

And onward view '<1 Ibe mount, not ye^torgut. 

^ The lover’* refuge, and the LesbUn’i firave. 

Bui when be uw the evening star above 
^ Leticadla«fir>fMtaj«Mng rock ofwoc. 

* Abd tMH‘^ Ibe taat reaort of fnitUeu love, * * - 
Be felt, or deem'd be felt, no aoiiinON glow ; 

And at Ibe ibteljr veteej gl ided slow 
BfocaUi (he shadow of that ancieiii mount, 

He watch'd the bfUuwt’ nielaucholjr n<mv,- 
And, Mink albeit in thought aa he was wonl-^ 

|Ure placid arem'd bis vjr, aitd smooth bla |Mtlkl btUil. 

At se^’pn in the evening of the same day on which 
he passed Leucadia, the vessel came to anchor off 
Prevesa. The day was wet and gloomy^ and the o|>- 
pearance of the town was little calculated to bespeak 
cheerfulness. But the novelty in the costome and 
appearance of thelnbabitanta and their dwellings pro- 
duced aiv inusettiate effect on the iinagi nation of Byron, 
and we edn traica tfi<; vivid impressioo animating and 
adorning his deacripth>ns/ 

The wild Afhanijin. klrlled lo hUknee, 

With shawi-gjrl head aiKl omimcnted gun, ' 

And gold*nnhnddrr'd ganocol?, fair lo tet ; 

Ibe crlqiMia-fcarfed men of SUcedou ; 

The Delhi wiih his cap of terror on, 

And crooked glaive ; the lively, Aipple Greek, 

And swarthy Nubia’s muUlated son ; 

The bearderl Turk, that rarely deigiu lo speaks 

blaster of all around, too potent to be meek. 

Having partaken of a Consecutive dinner, dish after 
dish, with the brother of the English consul, tlie tra- 
vellers proceeded to visit, the governor of tite town ; 
be resided within the enclosio’eofa fort, and they 
were conducted towards him by a lon^ gallery, open 
on one side, and through several large unfuniislied 
rooms. In the last of this series, tlic governor re- 
ceived them with the wonted solemn civility of the 
Turks, and entertained them with pipes and coffee. 
Neither his ajjpearance, nor the style of the entertain- 
ment, weredistinguisbed by any display of Ottoman 
grandeur ; he was seated on a sofa' in the midst of a 
group of sliabby Albanian guards, who had but Httle 
reverence for the greatness of the guests, as they saf 
down beside them, and stared and laughed at their 
conversation with the governor. 

But if the circumsttmr.es and aspect of the place 
derived no importance from visible splendour, every 
object around was enriched w ith stories kiid classical 
recollections. The battle of AcUum was fought within 
the gulf# 

.Ambr^b’l gulf behold, where once wa* loit 
A world for wunun»lorely. harnilr** thing! 

* .Id jroDde* rippling bay. their naval IkhI 
Dkl many t Homan chief and Asian king 
■ To doubtful cunllict, certain slaughter bring. 

Look where Mie sccuthI Crur's tmplilrs ruwrf 
How, like the hands that rear'd them, withering ; 

Imperial anarclu, ikKititliig human woea! 

God! was tliy globe onigin’d fur such lo win and lose? 

. Having inspected the ruins of Nirppolis, which are 
more remarkable for ibeit desultory extent and scat- 
tered reftmants, than, for any remains of inagniflcenro 
or of beaiily, ■*, 
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Childe HaruM pass'd o'er tHaAy » muunlsubliuie, 

Through landv scarce nutio d in Idstonc talcs. 

Yet ill fameti Aliica mkIi |0vely dales 

An* rarely seen ; nor can fair Tetnpe lioa!it * * 

A charm Ihey know mu ; loved ramassus faih. 

Though classic ground and cousecraird uwhI. 

To malcb some spots itiat lurk williin Utis lowering Cua'.i. . 

- ’•»« ^ 

In this journey' he was ittill accompanied by Hr. 
Ilobhouse. They had provided themselves wiUi a 
Greek to serve as a dragoman. Witli this person they 
soon became dissatistied, in consequence of their ge- 
neral suspicion of Greek integrity, and because of the 
nedbssary intiuence which sqch an appendage acquires 
in the exercise of his office. He is the tongue and 
purse-bearer of his master ; he procures him lodging, 
food, horses, and all convcfiienciss; must stqiport his 
dignity with the Turks^a difficult task in those days 
for a Greek — and his manifold trusts demand that he 
should be not only active and ingenious, hut prompt 
and resolute. In the qualilications of this essential 
servant, tlie travellers were not fortunate — tie never 
lost 90 opportunity of pilfering; — he was, however, 
zealous, ^stling, and talkative, and withal good-hn- 
mouriNl; and having his mind intent on one object — 
making money — was never luzy nor drunken, negK- 
gent nor unprepared. 

On the 1 St of October they embarked, and sailed up 
the gulf to Salona, where they were shown into an 
emptyVai^ack for lodgings. In this habitption twelve 
Albanian soldie.j^s and on ofltcer were quartered, who 
behaved towards them with civility. On their en- 
trance, the officer gave them pipes aod coffee, and 
after tlicy had. dined in tlieir own apartment, he in- 
vited llicm to spend the evening with him, aod they 
condescended to partake of his hospitality. 

Such - incidents as theae. in ordinary brography 
would be without interest; but when it is considered 
how firmly the impression of tliem was retained in the 
mind of the Poet, and how intimately they entered 
into die substance of his reminiscences of Greece, 
theyacquire dignity, and become epOidial in the His- 
tory of.^he development of his intellectual powers. 

“ All the Albanians,” saysMr.Hobhouse, to whose 
travels IBave freely applied, ** strut very much when 
they w'alk, projecting their chests, throwing back 
their heads, and moving ver\ slowly from side to side. 
EHinas (ns the officer was called ) had this strut more 
than any man perhaps we saw' afterwards; and as tlie 
sight was then quite new to us, we could not help 
staring at the magisterial and superlatively dignified 
air of a man with great holes in his elbows, and look- 
ing altogether, as to his garment, like what we call 
a bull-beggar.” Mr. Hobhouse describes him as a 
captain, but, by thenumber of men under him, he could 
have been of no higher rank than a sergeant. Cap- 
tains are centurions. 

After supper, the officer washed his hands with 
soap, inviting the traVeliers to do the same, for they 
had eaten a little wi||ihim; he did not, however, give 
the soap, but put it on the floor w ith an air so re- 
markable, as to indnee Mr. Ilobhouse to inquire the 
meaning of it, and he was informed that there is a 
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superstition in Turkey against giving soap : it is 
thought it will wash away love. 

Next day it rained^ and tlie travellers were obliged 
to remain tinder shelter. The evening was again 
spent with the soldiers, who did their utmost to 
amuse them with Greek and Albanian songs and 
freaks of jofularity. ' 

In the morning of tlie 8d of Octol>er they set out 
for Arta, with ten horses; four for themselves and 
^vants, four, for their lu^age, and two for two 
soldiers whom Uiey w ere induced to take with them 
as guards. Byron takes no notice of his visit to Arta 
in Ghilde Harold; but.Mr. Hobhouse has given a mi< 
nute account of the town. They met there with no* 
thing remarkable. « 

The remainder of the journey to Joannina, the ca* 
pital then df the famous AU Pashaw, rendered 
unpleasant by the wetness of the weadier ; still it was 
impossible to pass through a country so picturesque 
in its feature, and rendered romantic by the traditions 
of robberies and conilicts, without receiving iqipfes- 
sions of tliat kind of imagery whicli constitutes tbe 
embroidery on the vestment of poetry. 

.The first view of Joannina seen in the morning 
light, or glittering in tbe setting sun, is lively and al- 
luring, The houses, domes, and minarets, shining 
through gardens of orange and lemon trees, and groves 
of cypresses; the lake spreading its broad mirror at 
the foot of tbe town, and the mountains rising abrupt 
around, all combined to present a landscape new and 
beautiful. Indeed where may be its parallel? the 
lake was tbe Achenisian, ^jouot Pindus was in sight, 
and the FJysian Fields of mythology spread in the 
lovely plains over which they passed Id approaching 
the town. 

On entering Joannina, tl\ey were appalled by d 
sp^taclc characteristic of the country. Opposite a 
butdier's shop, they beheld hanging from the boughs 
of a tree a man's arnif with part of the side torn from 
tlie body. — How long is it sinc.e Temple Bar, in the- 
very heart of lA)ndon, was adorned with the skulls 
of the Scottish noblemen who were beheaded for 
tiveir loyally to the son and representative of their 
ancient kings! 

Ihe object of the visit to Joannina was to see Ali 
Pashaw', in those days the most celebrated vizier in 
all the western provinces of tlie Ottoman empire; hut 
he was then at Tepellen6. The luxury of resting, 
however, in a capital, was not to be resisted, and they 
accordingly suspended their journey until they hud 
satisfied tlieir curiosity with an inspection of every 
object which merited attention. Of Joannina, it may 
be said they were almost llie discoverers, so little was 
known of it in England — r may say in AVestern Eu- 
rope-previous to their visit. 

The palace and establishment of AU Pasliaw were 
of regal splendour, combining with oriental poipp the 
elegance of tbe Occident, ,an(L the travellers were 
treated by the vizier’s oflicer-s with all the courtesy 
due to the rank of Lord Byron, and every facility was 
afforded them to prosecute their journey. The weif- 


thcr, however— the season being far advanced — was 
wet and unsettled, and they suffered more fatigue 
and annoyance than travellers for information or plea> 
sure should Ivave had to encounter. ' ' 

The journey from Joannina to Zitza is among the 
happiest sketdies in the pilgrimage of Ghilde Harold. 

He pays'll bleak Pindoi, Acherusia’s lake. 

And ieftibe primal pii]r of Uie land, \ 

And onwards did his further jdnrney take 
To fTMt Albania's chief, wbiwe dread commaoil 
U lawless law ; for with a bloody hand 
He sways a nation, turbulent and bold i 
Tct hrre and there some daring immiiialn band 
Disdaiii hli power, and from their rocky hold 
lluriibcirdctUnoe far, nor yield nnlea to gold. 

^ Monastic Zitxa 1 from thy ^tdy brow, 

Thou small, IpuI (avour'd spot of hojy ground I 
w bere'er we gfze, abovr, around, below, 
vvlial rainbow tints, whatmaglc channiare found ' 

Hock, r+ver, (urcst, mountain, ail abound ; 

And Unest skies ilut harmuitize the whole, 
iteneath, the distant torrem's rushing sound 
Tells whrrc Ihe volumed cataract duUi cull 
Between llujsc hanging rocks that shock yet please tbe sonl. 

In the course of this journey the Poet happened to 
be alone with bis guides when they lost their- way 
during a tremendous thunderstorm, and he has Com- 
memorated the circumstance in tbe spirited stanzas 
beginning— 

Chill and mmii b die ni^tly Ua«t. 


CUAPTER.X. • . 

Halt at ZlUa — The Rfver Adieron.— Greek Wine.— A Greek 
Chariot— Arrival at TepcIIcne.— The VUier't Palace. 

Thb travellers, on their arrival at Zitza, went to 
the mon.'istery to solicit nccominodation, and alter 
some parley with one of the monks, through a small 
gratiiig in a door plated with iron, on which marks 
of violence were visible, and which, before tlie coun- 
trv* had been tranquillized under the vigorous dotnt- 
jiion of Ali Pashaw, had been frequently battered in 
vain by the robbers vtlio then infested the neighbour- 
hood. The prior, a meek and lowly man, entertained 
them in a warm chamber w igh grapes and a pleasaut 
white wine, not trodden out by the feet, as he in^ 
formed them, but expressed by tbe band,. To tliis 
gentle and kind host Byron alludes in his description 
of ** Monastic Zitza,’* 

Amidst ibe grove Ibst crowns yuo'tnfled HIV 
which, were it not fur nuny » muuntaiu uigl' 
niriug in luRy ranks, and k>nier sliil, 

Might well iticK be deem'd of dignily ; 

The couVciiVs white walls glislcti fair on high: 
llgrc dwcIN the caloycr, nur rude U lie, 

Hot niggard of Lis cheer ; die po&ver by 
* Is wflcome still ; uur liccdle^ will he Hce 

From hence, ifhe delight kind Nature's shoei\ to see. 

Ilaviug halted, a night at Zitza, tbe travellers pro- 
ceeded on their journey next morning, by a road which 
led through the vineyards around tbe villages, and the 
view from a barren hill, which they were -obliged to 
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cross, is described with some of the fimt forcible 
touches of the Poet’s pencil. . . 

^DqAt aTMlhuge.enlargmsonibe»igbl, -* 

'* Saiuru'* TolcaKic amphiibfatre, 

Chimera* Alitf.fileDd from lefltorfgbl : * » 

Benealb. a Tall«r scemi to atir. 

Flocks plaj . tri-M nave, sireams flow, fhe axmotain fir 
Kodifiij^ above t behold black Acheron! 

Once cumrcrated to the sepulchre. 

Plulo! if this be hell 1 looK upon, 
doee shamed Flj'^ium's gates, roy shade shall seek for none 

The Acheron, which thejr crossed in this route, is 
now called the Kalamas, a considerable, stream, as 
largess die Avon at Bath; but towards the evening 
xUey had some cause to think the Acheron had not 
lost all its original horror, for a dreadful thunder- 
storm came on, accompanied with deluges of rain, 
which more than once nearly carried away their lug- 
gage and horses. B)Ton himself does not notice this 
incident in Chiide Harold, nor even the ad/enture 
more terrific which be met with alone in similar cir- 
cumstances on tlie night before their arrival ai /tUa, 
when his guides lost their way in the defiles of the 
iDountains-»adventures sufficiently disagreeable in 
the advent, but full of poesy in Uie remembrance. 

The first halt, after living Zitza, was at the little 
village of Mosure, where they were lodged in a miser- 
able cabin, the residence ofa pdor priest, who treated 
them with ail tlie kindness his humble means af- 
forded. From this place they proceeded next ux>rn- 
ing Uirough a wild and savage country, interspersed 
with vineyards, to Delvinaki, where it would seem 
they first met with genuine Greek w ine, that is, wine 
mixed w ith resm aud lime, a more odious draught at 
the first taste than, any drug Uie apothecary mixes. 

Coosidering how* much of allegory entered into the 
composition of the Greek mythology, it is probable 
that in representing the infant Bacchus holding ^ 
pine, tlie ancient sculptors intended an impartooation 
oi the circumstance of resin being employed to pre- 
serve new wine. 

Tlie travellers were now in Albania, , the native re- 
pon of All Pasbaw, whom they expected- to find at 
Libokavo; but, on entering the town, they were in- 
formed that be was farther up Uie country at Tcpel- 
leo^, or Tepalen, his ntftive plade. In their route 
friMn Libokavo to Xepaten they^ met w ith no adven- 
ture, nor did they visit ArgvTo-castro, which they 
saw some nine or ten miles off— a targe cit} , supposed 
lo contain about twenty thousand inhabitants, chielly 
Turks. AVben they reached Cezarades, a. distance of 
aoc more than nine miles, whtcli bad taken them five 
hours to travel, they were agreeably accommodated 
for the night in a neat cottage; and the Albanian 
landlord, iu w hose demeanour they could discern none 
of that cringing, downcast, sinister look which mark- 
ed the degraded Creek, received them with a hearty 
veicome. ^ . 

Next mohitng they rained their joumby,' aad 
bUted oae flight more before they reached Tepellend, 
ia approaching which they met a carriage, not inele- 
^tlr constructed after the German fashion, w ith a 
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man on the box driving four-in-band, and two Alba- 
nian soldiers standing on Uie footboard beliind. They 
were floundering on at a trot through mud and mire 
boldly .regardless of danger; but it seemed to the 
Englisli eyes of Uie travellers impossible that such a 
vetiicle should ever be able to reach Libokavo, to 
which it w as bound. In due time they crossed the 
river 1 ^ 08 , or Voioutza, which wasthen full, and ap- 
peared- both to Byron and his friend as broad as the 
Thames at Westminster; after crossing'it uh a «tone 
bridge, they came in sight of Tepeflene, when 

The nin had *Aik behind va*( Tonierit. 

And Laos, wtdoaiid flerre, cauK roaring byi 
The thfdes uf wonledulAhl were g .iheHng >t*r. 
wlu'ndowtVlhe^lccpbaukf.ninirNtg warily, 

ChAde llardid *aw. Ide nieiconi in the sky, 

The glittering minarets of TepaJi fi. 

Wliuse walls u'rriookihesiroani ; and, dravtbigoijili. 
lie Iteaitl the bu«y hum or.warrjor-nicii 
^ ■ SwrlUag Uie breeze (lul sigh'd along the lengtheoing glen- 

On their arrival they proceeded at once to the re- 
sidence of Ali l^ashaw, an extensive rude pile, where 
tliey witnessed a scene., not dissimilar to UkU which 
they might, perhajis, have beheld some hundred years 
ago in 'the castic-yard of a great feudal barun. Sol- 
diers, with tbeir arms piled against the wall, were 
j assembled in difTerent parts of the court ; several 
I horses, completely caparisoned, wereled about, others 
I were neighing under the hands of the grooms; and, 
for the feast* of the night, armed cooks were busy 
dressing kids and slieep. -Tlie scene is described with 
the Poet’s liveliest pencil. 

Richly caparlMQ'd, a rroAf raw 
Of artat^il ImnM*. and many st warilk^ ilorc, 

' Circled the wide exteodinj; court below ; 

Above, itrange gruu|M adorn'd ilic corridor; ... 

. And, oAiinifa Uiroogh the area’s rchotrii; dour, 

Rome high-eappM Tartar ipinT'd bis »teed away. 

The Turk, Uie Gm-k, Uh: Albanian, andlbe Moor, 

Here mluxled ia Uieir miny-hued arrjy, 

W'hilc Uicdcep war-drum a found announced the dote of day. 

■ ■ ■ Some rrcline in gruufik,^ 

« Scannius the tnotlcy scene that variesmund. 

There some ijrave Moslem to devotion *loop*. 

And some that smoke, and some that play, arc forod. 
riere the AlbanUa proudly (reads thognnnd; 

Half whlspei in;;, there the Greek b heard to prate. 

Hark! from the niowpie the nis'itly solemn niund. 

The Muezzin's call doth shake the ruinarrt ; 

. **Th^eUnv sod hut Cod:— loprajer— to, Ckid la sreat!” 

Tlie remarkable quietness and ease with wfjiitAi the 
Mahoinmedans say tlicir prayers struck the travellers 
as one of Uic most peculiar characteristics which they 
had yet witnessed of that people. Some of the graver 
sort begtm their devotions in tlic. places where they 
were sitting, undisturbed and unnoticed by those 
around them, who were otherwise employed. The 
: prayers last about ten minutes; they are notuttered 
aloud, but generally in a low* voice, sometimes with 
only a motion of the Ups ; and, whether performed in 
the public street or in a room, attract no attention 
I frem the bystanders. Of more than a huiulred of the 
guards in the gallery of the vizier’s mansion at Tepel- 
' Iciie, not more than five or six were seen at prayers. 
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The Albanians arc not reekoncd strict Mahommedans; 
but no Turk, liowever ^rellglotts* himself, ever dis* 
turbs the devotion of others. • - 

It was then the fast of Ramazan, and the travel- 
lers, during the night, were annoyed with the perpe- 
tual rroise of the carousal kept up in the gallery* ; and 
by the drum, and the occasional voice of the Muezzin. 

Jiui at (hia spason Raroauni’a f.iat 

ThrcMlsh the liHig rla)* Ha |irti.irice dkJ malnUki : 

* Rut n Urn ihr liiijtcriiifc IwiliithI hour waa 
Rer«l and fea^t «»um«d the mlo 
Now an waa bu>Ur, and Uic lorHlal Iraia 
I’fCi>aml and p(pn*ad Uk; pUut«)ii» boanl wUhini 
The Vacant Rallery now scorn'd made Jo Tain, 

Bui from tUe chainlirrt raine Die mio^Ung dia. 

And page and iUyo auoo wero posaiog out aud hi. , 


CHAPTER XJ. 

Aodienee appolijtftl will) Afl Pashaw.—Deacrlptioa of lhe*M]ier'a 
PenoD.— AD Audience of the Viiier of the Morea. 

Thb progress of no other |K}ct’s mind can be so 
clearly traced to personal experience, as that of By- 
ron’s. llie minute details in the Pilgrimageof Cliifdc 
Harold are the observations of an actual traveller. ‘ 
Had they l>een given in prose, they could not have 
been less imbued with llction. From this fidelity they 
possc.ssa value equal to the excellence of the poetry, 
and ensure for themselves an interest as lasting ^ 
it is intense. When the manners and customs of the 
inhabitants shall have been changed by time and the 
vicissitudes of society, the scenery and the mountains 
will bear testimony to the accuracy of Lord Byron's 
desf'riptrons. 

The day after the travellers’ arrival atTepellene was 
fixed by the vizier for ti>eir first audience*, and about 
noon, the time appointed, an officer of the palaoe with 
a white wand announced tothem' thaf his Highness 
was ready to receive them, and accordingly they pro- 
ceeded from their own apartment accompanied hy 
the secretary of tive vizier, and attended by their own 
dragoman. The usher of the white rod led the way, 
and conducted them through a suite of meanly fur? 
ni.shed apartments to the presence chamber. Ali w^en 
they entered wus standing, a courtesy of marked dis- 
tinction from- a Turk. As they advanced towards 
him, he seated himself, and re^juested them tC sit 
near him. The room was spacious and handsomely 
fitted, up, surrounded by that sf)ccies of c.ontinued 
sofa which the upholsterers c.all a divan, covered with 
richly embroidered velvet : In the middle of the floor 
was a large marble basin, in which a fountain was 
playing. 

in inArble-(iAv«(] ivrVilina, nhrrc a sprtoa 
Of UviDA water frum Uu; ftriirc ru»e, 

XViioM bubbImA did a graial rrcskncM fling. ' 

And M>ri vi>lii|ilnou9 coiiclies breathed repwM,i 
ALI reclined ; a man of war and woe*. 

Yet In bla ^iicamcuU |c cannot tnce, 

W bite CeuUeuoH her uikkr radUocc throws 
Alon;; that agrit Teneratde face, 

Tlt« deeds (tuil lurk beneath AmJ stain him with dbgrjcc. 


' ft UnM that fon hoa nr ienfthctiing beard ’ 

Ill suiU the pai^goi,U>«tt>elangto ](ooili; 

Love cooqurni age— «o Hafii hadi avert'd ; 

Z’ ' So sings the Tciad. and be diign in sooth— 

But crimes that scorn the temliT Voice of ruth. 

* Bcseemlngairnieu ill. but moKt the mao 
In years, have nurked him with a tiger’s. tooih ; 

Blood follows blood, and. through Uicir tiHirUl s|>an, 
la bloodier ads conclude those who w iUi Uood began. 

^>Tien this waswritU^n Ali Pnshaw was still living ; 
but the prediefion which it implies was soon after 
verified, and he clo.sed his .sterrtanilenergetir life with 
a catastrophe worthy of iti guilt and br<f>ery. ^ 
Mr. Ilobhouse describes him at Ihis audience as a 
short fat man, about five feet five inches in height ; 
with a very pleasing Rice, fair and round; and blue 
fair eyes, not settled into a Turkisfi gravity. His 
beard was long and hoary, and such p one a.s any olbei* 
Turk would have been proud of; nevertheless, he, 
w'ho was more occupied in attending to his guests 
tliao himself, neither gazed at it, smelt it, uor stro- 
ked it, according to the custom of hi.s coimtrvmen, 
when the^'. seek to fill up the jiauses in conversation. 
He was not dressed with tlie ustial magnificence of 
dignitaries of his degree, except that his iiigii turban, 
compo.sedof numy small rolls, was of goldcii-mtislin, 
and his ataghan .studded with diamonds. 

lie was affable in the entertainment of his guest.s, 
and ‘requested them to consider themselves as his 
children. It was on this occasion he fold I..ord By- 
ron, tliat he discovered his noble blood by the small- 
ness of his hands and ears.: a. remark which has 
liecoine proverbial, and is acknowledged not to be 
without truth in the evidence of pedigree. 

Tlie ceremonies on such visits are similar nil over 
Turkey, among personages of the same rank; and as 
Lord Byron has not described in verse the details of 
what place with him, it will not be altogether 
obtnifiihB'liere to recapitulate what happened to iny- 
.self during a visit to Velht Pashaw, the son of All, 
and whom his Lbrdship afterwards visited he was 
then Vizier of the Morea, and resigning at 'Pripollzza. 

. In the afternoon, about four o’clock, I Rir 

tlie seraglio with Hie vizier's physician, and Italian 
secretary. The gate of the palace was not unlike 
Uie entrance to some of the closes in Edinburgh, and 
the court within reminded me of Sinitbfield, in Ix>n- 
don but it was not surrounded by such lofty build- 
ings, nor in any degree of comparison So well con- 
structed. We ascended a ruinous staircase, which 
led to an open gallery, where three or four hundred 
of the vizier’s Albanian guards were lounging. In 
an antechamber, which opened from the gallery, a 
number of Officers were smoking, and in the middle, 
on the floor, two old Turks were seriously engaged 
at chess. ^ 

My name being sent in to the vizier, a guard of 
ceremony was called, and after they had arrangfxl 
themselves in the presenre-charaher, I v»as admitted. 
The doctor and the Secretary having, in .Uie mean 
i time, taken off their shoes, accompanied me in to act 
as interpreters. • 
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The preseDce^chamber was about forty feet square, 
showy aad handsome ; round t|w walls were placed 
sofas, which, from being bovered with scarlet, re^ 
minded me of the woolsacks in the House of Lords. 
In the farthest corner of the room, elevated on a 
crimson velvet cushion, sat the vizier, wrapped in a 
superb pelisse : on his head was a vast turban, in his 
belt a dagger incnisted' with jewels, and on the little 
finger of bis right hand be wore a solitaire, which 
was said to have cost two thousand five hundred 
pounds sterling, in liis left hand he held a string of 
small coral beads, aioomboloio which he twisted back* 
wards and forwards during the greater part of the 
visit. On tbe tt^baside him lay a pair of richly or- 
nannented LondoD-toade pistols. At some distance, 
on the same sc^, but not on a cushion, sat Memet, 
the Pashaw of IfapoU Roipaohi, whose son was con- 
tracted in marriage to the vizier's daughter. On the 
floor, at the foot otlbis pashaw, and opposite to the 
vizier, a secretary was writing despatches. These 
were the only peraon&in the room who had the ho- 
nour of being seated; for, .according to the etiquette 
of Uiii viceregal court, those who received ^e vfder^s 
pay were not allowed to sit down in bis presence. 

On my entrance, his Highness motioned io me to 
sir beside him; and, through the medium of the in- 
terpreters, began with some commonplace courtly in- 
significancies, a {Irelude to more interesting conversa- 
tion. In his manners I found him free and urbane, 
with a considerable tincture of humour and drollery. 
Among other quesiiiyis, be inquired if I bod a wife; 
and being aoswerpd m the negative, he replied to me 
himself in Italian, that I was a happy man, for he 
found bis v^y troublesome : consi^ring ^eir pro- 
bable nUndMC«, this wail not unlikely. Pipes. and cof- 
fee were intbemean time served. ibe pipe presented 
to his Highness was at least twelve feet long; the 
mouthpiece was formed of a single block amber, 
about the sise of an ordinary cocumber, and fastened 
tq the shaft by a broad hoo^ of gold, decorated with 
jewels. While the pi|>cs and coffi'c >^ere distribu- 
ting, a musical dock, which stood in a niche, began to 
play, and continued doini:; so until tliLs ceremony was 
over. Tlic coffee was lileralh- a drnji of dregs in -a 
very small china cup, placed in a i;old<‘n socket. Hts 
ni^oess was sened with his coffee by PashawJley, 
his generalissimo, a giant with the tall crown of a 
duD'COloured beaver hat on his head. In returning 
the cup to him, the vizier elegantly eructated in bis 
face. AAer the of the pipes and coffee, the 
attendants with^w., afld his Highness began a Jund 
of political in which, though making use 

of an interpreter, be managed to ocaivey his ques- 
tions with d^dicacy arid address. . 

On my rising' to retire, his Hwbness informed me, 
with laore polite oendest^sioii than a Cheistiafi of a 
thousandth part of hjs'autfM^y would have done, that' 
during my stay at TripoHash borsm were at my com- 
mand, and goazds.wjio would acoonq>any me to any 
pan of the country 1 might choose to visit. 

Next morning he sent a complimentary message; 


importings tliat be bad ordered dinoer to be prepared 
at the doctor's for me aqd two of his officers. . The 
two officers were lively fellows; one of them in par- 
ticular seemed to have acquired, by instinct, a large 
share of Uie ease' and politeneas of Christendom. 
The dinner surpassed all count and reckoning, dish 
fbUowed dish, till 1 began to fancy that Ihe cook 
either expected 1 would honour his Highness's enter- 
tainment as Caesar did the supper of Cicero, 'Or sup- 
posed that the party wert not finite beings. During 
the course of this.amazing service, the principal sing- 
ers and musicians of tbb seraglio arrived, and sung 
and played several pieces of very sweet Turkislt music. 
Among others was a sqng composed by the late un- 
fprtunate sultan $elim, (he air of which was plea- 
singly pathetic. I had beard of Uie sultan's poetry 
before,' a small collection of which has been printed. 
It is said to be interesting, consisting chiefly of little 
sonnets, written after be was deposed; in which he 
contrasts the tranquillity of his retirement .with the 
anxieties ofTiis former grandeur. Afqer the songs, 
the servants of the officer^, who were Albanians, 
danced a Macedonian reel, in which tliey exhibited 
Several furious specimens of Highland agility. Hie 
officers then took their leave, and I went to bed, 
equally gratified by the hospitality of the vizier and 
the incidents of the entertaiaroent. 


CHAPTER XII. 

The E/Teci of All Psihaw'i Character ua I<unl Byron.— Sketch of 
the career of AU. and the PccscTcrance wUb wbicli be punued 
the Ohlecfai of hU AtobiUnu. 

Although many traits and lineaments of Lord 
Byron’s own character may be traced jn the portraits 
of his heroes, I liave yet often tiiought that All Pashaw 
was the model from which be drew several of their 
most remarkable features ; and on this account it may 
be expedient to give a sketch of that stern personage; 
^f I am correct in my conjecture— and the reader 
con judge for himself when the picture is before him 
— it would be 0 great defwt^ according to the plan of 
this work, liotto do so. ^ ; 

Ali Pashaw was born at Tepellen^, about the year 
1750. His father was a pashaw of two tails, biit 
possessed of fiule- Influence. At bis death AH suc- 
ceed^ to no inheritance but the botfse in which he 
was born; and it was his boast, in the plenitude of 
his power, tliat he began his fortune with sixty paras, 
about eighteen pence sterling, and a ihusket. At 
that time the country was niudt infected with cattle 
stealers, and the flocks and herds of the nei^bouriug 
villages were often plundered. 

Ali collected a few followers fTOm among the re- 
tainers of his father, made himself master ,ilrst of one 
village, then of another, omassed money, increased 
his power, and at last found himself at the head of a 
considerable iiody of Albanians, wborn he paid by 
plunder: for he was then only a great robber — Uie. 
Rob Roy -of Albania ; in a word, one of those inde* 
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pendant fre<^booters who divide amonj^ tliemseives so 
much of the riches and revenues of the OttomaD do- 
minions. 

hi following up this career, he met with many ad- 
ventures^ hut his course wa^ stiU onward, 'and uni- 
formly distinguished by enterprise and cruelty. His 
enemies expected no mercy when vanquished in the 
field; and when ac^dentally seized in private, they 
were treated with equal rigour. It is reported that 
he even roasted alive on spits some of his most dis- 
tinguished adversaries. 

When Jic had collected money enough, he bought 
a pashoirc; and being invested with that dignify, he 
became still more eager to enlarge his possessions. 
He continued in constant war with the neighbouring 
pashaws; and cultivating, by adroit agents, the most 
influential interest at <jOnstaiitinop)e, he finally ob- 
tained possession of Joannina, and was confit:med 
p<ashaw of the territory attached to it by an imperial 
firman. .He tlien went to war with the Pashaws of 
Arta^ of Dclrino, and of Ocrida, whom he subdued, 
together with that of Triccala, and established a pre- 
dominant influence over the Agas of Thes$aly. The 
Pashaw of Vullona he |)oisoncd in a bath at Sophia ; 
ond strcngtliened his power by marrying his two 
sons, Mouctar and Vdhi, to the daughters of the suc- 
cessor and brother of the man w hom he had murder- 
ed. In the Bride of Xbydqs, l.ord Byron describes 
the assassination, but applies it to another party. 

Urcnned anil Wrriah io tlie baih. 

' He. vrheu Uic huiitrr'fl spurt was up, 

But Qlile a bruiher'i wrath 

To quenrb hU thirst h»d such p cup: 

Tlir bira't a bribed ailpiHlant bore— • 

. Mrdraok one draught, our needed more. 

During this progression of his fortune.s be bad 
been more than once called uponio furnish his quota 
of troqps to the liiiperial armies, and had served at 
their head with distinction against the Hdssians. He 
knew his countrymen, however, too well ever to trust 
himself at Constantinople. It was rqiorted that he 
bad frequently been offered some of the highest of- 
fices in Uie empire, but he alw'ays declined them, and 
sought for power only amongt the fastncs.ses of his 
native region. Stories of the skill and courage' witli 
whieii he counteracted several machinations to pro- 
cure his head, current and popular throOghout 
the countr}', and among the^Greeks in genera) he was 
certainly regarded as inferior only to tlic grand vizier 
himself. But though distrusting and distrusted, he 
always in the Aeld fought for the sultan with great 
btavery, particularly against the famous rebel Pas- 
wan Oglou. On bis return from that war in 1798, 
lie was, ill consequence, made a pashaw of three tails, 
or vizier, and was more than once offered the ulti- 
Plate dignii/ of grand vizier, but he still declined all 
the honours of the metropolis. The object of liis 
ambition was not temporary power, but to found a 
kingdom. 

Ue procured, howeverv pashalicsfor his two sons, 
the younger of whom, Velhi, saved suOicieni mone>’ 
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ill his first government to btiy the pasbalic of the 
Morea, with the dignity of vizier, for which he paid 
seventy-five thousand pounds sterling. His eldest 
sorif Mouctar, was of a more warlike turn, with less 
ambition than his brother. At the epoch of which I 
am speaking, he supplied his father's place at the 
head of the .\lbani.ins in the armies of the sultan, in 
which he greatly distinguished himself m the cam- 
paign of 1809 against the Russians. 

The difficulties which Ali Pashaw had to encounter 
in establishing bis ascendanev', did not arise so mudi 
from the opposition be met with from the neighbour- 
ing pashaws as from the nature of (he people, and of 
the country of which be was determined to make him- 
self master. Many of t^ plains and valleys which 
composed his doininious w ere occupied by inhabitants 
who had been always in rebellion, and w-ere never 
entirely conquered by the Turks, such as the Chime- 
riotes, the Suliotes, and the nations living amongst 
the mountains adjacent to the coast of Hie Ionian sea. 
Besides this, the woods and hills of ei’ery part of his 
dominions were in a great degree possessed by for- 
midable bands of robbers, who, recruited and pro- 
tected by the villages, and commanded by diiets as 
brave .ind as enterprising as himself, laid extensive 
tracts under contribution, hurning and plundering 
regardless of his juri.sdiction. Against these he pro- 
ceeded with the most iron severity; they were burn- 
ed, banged, beheaded, and empaled, in all parts of 
the country, until they were either e.\termiiiated or 
expelled. • ^ . 

A short time before the arrival of Lord Byron at 
Joannina, a large body of insurgents who infested the 
mountains between that city aod Triccala, were de- 
feated and dispersed by Mouctar Pashaw, who cut 
to pieces a hundred of them on the spot. These 
robbers had been headed by a Greek priest, who, 
after the defeat, went to Constantinople, and procu- 
red a firman of protection, with which he ventured to 
return to Joannina, where the vizier invited him to 
a conference, and made him a prisoner. In deference 
to the firman, Ali confined him in prison, but used 
him well until a messenger could bring from Constan- 
tinople a permission from the Porte to authorize him 
tp do wbat he pleased with the rebel. It was the 
arm of this man which Byron bdield suspended from 
the bough on entering Joannina. 

. By these vigorous measures, Alt Pashaw rendered 
. the greater partof Albaniaand the contiguous districts 
safely accessible, which were before overrun by ban- 
dits and freebooters; and consequently, by opening 
the country to merchants, and securing their persons 
and goods, not only increased his own revenues, but 
improved the condition of his subjects. He built 
bridges over the rivers, raised causeways over the 
marshes, opened roads, adorned the country and the 
towns with new buildings, and, by many salutary re- 
gulations, acted the part of a just though a merciless 
prince. 

In private life he was no less distinguished for the 
same severity, but he afforded many examples of 
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strong sffeciioar The wife of his son Mouptar a 
great favourite with the old maq. Upon paying her 
a visit one momiog, befound her in tears. He ^iies> 
tioDc4 her 8e\-eral times as to the cause of her grief, 
she at last reluctantly acknowledged that it arose 
from the diminution of her husband's regards. He 
in<|uired if she thought he paid attention to other 
women; the reply was in the afSrmative; and she 
lated that .1 lady tA the name oft^hrosyne, the wife of 
a rich Jew. hadheguiledhcr other husbands love; for 
she bad seen at the both, upon tl)e liiii^cr ot Phrosy^e, 
a rich ring, which had lk‘lotl^ed to Mouctar, and which 
she had often in vain entreated him to give to her. Alt 
immediately ordered tlvc lady to be seized, and to be 
tied up in a sack, and cast into tlio Inkc, Various 
versioDS of this tragical talc arc met widt in all parts 
of the country, and tlic fate of Phrosyne is embodied 
in a ballad of die most loucliing pnihob and melody. 

That the cliarartcrof this intrepid and ruthless war- 
rior made a deep impression on the mind of Byron 
cannot be jptestiooed. 'flip scenes in whiidi be acted' 
were, as the Poet traversed the country, every w here 
arouDd.him;.ahdhis achievements, bloody*, dark, and 
brave, bad becocne themes of song and admiration. 


CHAPTPJl XIII. 

Lerce JfMinntpafocPrcTgia.— Laixi Faniri.— Atbaota.— Byron'i 
Cluracler of the, Inbxlu lan ts. 

HAVI5C gratified their curiosity with an inspection 
of every object of interest at Tepellene, the' travellers 
returned to Joannina, where they again resided se- 
veral days, partaking of the hospitality of the prin- 
cipal inhabitants. On the 3d of November they bade 
it adieu and returned to Salona, on the Gulf of Arta; 
where, in con^quence of hearing that the inhabitants 
of Carnia were in arms, and that numerous bands of 
robbers had descended from the niountainsof Ziccola 
and Agrapha, and had made their appearance oii the 
other sf^ of , the gnif, they resolved to proceed by 
water to Prevesa,and having presented an order which 
they had received from Ali Pashbw, for the use of his 
galliot, she was immediately fitted out to convey them. 
In the course of the voyage they suffered a great deal 
of alarm, ran some risk, and were obliged to land on 
the mainland of Albania, in a bay Called Fadari, con- 
tigous to the mountainous district of Suli. * Tliere 
thqr procured horses, and rode to Volondaroko, a 
town belonging to the vizier, by the primate of which 
and his Highness's garrison they were received with 
aU imaginable cirility. Having passed the night 
there, they departed in the morning, which proving 
bright and beautiful, afforded them interesting views 
of the steep romantic environs of Suli. 

^ Land of Albania! >fbef« IikanOer roM. 

• Theme ol the jrooss. and beacon of ihe wiae, ^ 

And be his luraetake whoie oh.lMnied foes • 

.Shrank from his (le^« of cblvatnms emprise ; 

, Land of Albania ! W me bend mineeyes 
On thee, tKou nisged mirM of aarafie men) 


The cross descends, ibf minkrcU ar»c. 

A&d Ihe pale credent siKirkle, in iheglen, 

ThiAxish many a crpTesi grove vrittiln'carii city's Kew - 

Of the inhabitants of Alban ia— the Arnoouts or A 1- 
banese— Lord B)Ton$ays, they reminded liim strongly 
of the Highlanders of Scotland, w hom they undoubt- 
edly res^ble in dress, figure, and manner of living. 
VT^ie very mountains seemed Caledonian with a 
kiiKler climate. The kilt thougii white, the spare 
active form, tMr dialect Celtic in its sonnd, and their 
hardy habits, all carried me btick to ^lorven. No 
nation are .so detested and dreaded by Uieir neigh- 
bours as the Albancse : the Greeks liardly regard 
them as Christians, or the Turks^as Moslems, and in 
fact they are a mixture of both, and sometimes nei- 
ther. llieir habits are predatory : all arc.arjned^ and 
the red-shawled Ai;nnouts, the Montenegrins, Chime- 
riotes, and Gedges, are treacherous ; the others differ 
somewhat irtgarb, and essentially in diaracteri As 
far as my own experience goes 1 can speak favour- 
ably. I was attended by. two, an Infidel and a Mus- 
sulman, to jCoDS^ntlnople and every other part of 
Turkey which came within my observations,, and 
more faithful in peril and indefatigable, in service 
are no wjbgre to be found. The Infidel was named 
Basfiius, the Moslem Dervish Tahiri; the former a 
man of middle .age, and the latter about my owp. 
Basil] was strictly charged, by Ali Pashaw in person 
to attend us, and Dervish was one of fifty who ac- 
companied us through Ihe forests of Acarnania, to 
the banks of the Acheloiis, and onwards to Missp-* 
longhi,^ There I took him into my service, and 
never had occasion to repent it (ill tlie monieiri of 
my departure. ' 

. **Mi'hen, in 1810; after my friend Mr. Hobhoi^ 
left me for England, I was seized witli a severe fever 
in tlif Mores, these men saved my life by frightening 
away my physician, whose throat they threatened to 
cut if 1 was not cured withiu a given time. To this 
consolatory assurance of posthumous retribution, and 
a resolute refusal of Dr. Aoinanelli's prescriptions, 
I attributed my recovery. I had left m> last remain^ 
ing English servant at Athens; my dragoman was 
as ill as myself, and my poor Arnaouts nursed me 
with an attention which would have done honour to 
civilization. • 

They had a variety of adventures'; for the M 01 -* 
lem, Den ish, being a remarkably handsome man, was 
always squabbling with the brands of Athens; in- 
somuch that four of the principal Turks paid me a visit 
of remonstrance at the convent, on Uic subject of 
his having taken a woman to the hath— whoip he had 
lawfully bought, howew— a thing quite contrary to 
etiquette. . < . ^ 

Basil! also was extremely gallant among his own 
persuasion, and had Ihe greatest veneration for the 
Church, mixed with the highest contempt for (hurch- 
men, whom he cuffed upon occasion, in a most hete- 
rodox manner. Yet he rteyer passed a churdi with- 
out crossing himselft and I remember the risk he 
ran on entering S(. Sophia, in Stamboul, .because it 

IT 
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had once been a place of his worship. On remon- 
strating with him oo-his inconsistent proceedings^ he 
invariably answered, ^ Our church is holy, our priests- 
are thieves and then he' efossed himself as usual, 
and boxed the cars of the first papas who refused to 
assist in any required operation, as was always found 
to be n^cessarywherea priest had any influence with 
the Cogia BasU ot his village. Indeed, a more abqn> 
doned race of miscreants cannot exist, than the lower 
orders of the Greek clerg>’. 

“When preparations were made for my return, 
my Albanians were summoned to receive their pay. 
Basjli took Itis with an awkward show of regret at 
my intended departure, and marched away to his 
quarters with hisbag of piastres. I sent for Dervish, 
but forsome time he was not to be found ; at last he 
entered just as Signor Logotbeti, father to the d-de- 
vauf Anglo-consul of Athens, and some other of hiy 
Greek acquaintances, paid me a visK. Dervish .took 
tl>e money, but on a sudden dashed it on the ground; 
and clasping his hands, whi.ch he raised to his fore- 
head , rushed out of the room weeping bitterly. From 
that moment to tlie hour of my embarkation he con- . 
tiflued bis lamentations, and all our efforts to. con- 
sole him only produced this answer, .^He leaves me.' 
Signor Ixigotheti, wlio never wept before for any 
thing less thdn the loss of a paras, melted ; the padre 
of tho. convent, my attendants, my visitors, and I 
verily beiieve that even Sterne’^ foolish fat scullion 
would have left her <jsh-ket|le to sympathize with, 
the unaffected and unexpected sorrow of this barbO' 
rian. ^ 

“For my part, when I remembered that a short 
time before my departure from England, a noble and 
m||t intimate osspninle- had excused himself from 
taking leave of me, because he had to attend a rela- 
tion ' to a milliner's,' 1 felt no less surprised than 
humiliated hf the present occurrence and the past rc- . 
collection. . • ^ , 

, . “ The Albanians in general (I do not mean the cul- 
tivators of the earth in the provinces, who have also 
tliat appellation, but the mountaineers) have a fine 
C4ist of countenance ; and the most beautiful women 
I have ever beheld, in stature and in features, we saw 
levelling the road broken down by the torrents be- 
tween Delvinaki and Libokavo.. Their manner of 
w'alking is truly theatrical, but Uiis strut is probably 
the effect of the capote or cl^k depending from one 
shoulder. Their long Jiair reminds you of the Spar- 
tans, and their courage in desultory warfare is un- 
questionable. Though they liave some cavalry amongst 
the Gedges, I never saw a good Arnaout liorsenian, 
but on foot they are never to be subdued." 

The travellers, having left Volondorako, proceeded 
southward till they came near to fhe sea-side, and 
passing along the shore, under. a castle 'belonging to- 
Ali Pashaw, on the lofty summit of a steep rock, tliey 
at last reached ISicopoljs again, the ruins of which 
they revisited. 

On their arrival at Prevesa, they bad no choice 
left but that of crossing C.arnia, and the country 


being, as already mentioned, ovkmin with robbers, 
they provided themselves with a guard of thirty-seven 
soldiers, and procured another galliot to take them 
down the Gulf of Arta, to the place whence they wert 
to commence their tend journey. 

Having embarked, they contioued sailing with very 
little wind until they reached the fortress ofVonitza, 
where t)>ey waited night for the freshening of the 
morning breeze, with which they again set sail, and 
about four o'clock io theafternoon arrivedat L traikee. 

At this place there was only a custqm bouse and a 
bsrracK for troops close to each other, and sur- 
rounded, except towaiids the water, by a high wall. 
In the evening the gates, were secured, and prepara- 
tions made for feeding their Albanian guards ; a goat 
was killed and roasted whole, and four fires were 
kindled in the yard, around which the soldiers seated 
thpmselves in parties. After eating dnd drinking, 
the greater part of them assembled at the largest of 
the fires, and, whilst the travellers were themselves 
with the elders of the party seated on the ground, 
danced round the blaze to tlieir o-wn songs, with as* 
tonishing Highland energy. 

ChiUk Harold at a lilfir dbtance atood 
And view’d, but not diapteiaed, the reveirk, 

' Nor baled hannkai mirth. iKmever rock : 

In acrith it was no vulgar aii;ht to aee 
Their barbaroiia, yet their not inde<xnt glee ; 

And. aa the flamea alons their facea gleam'd. 

Their geaturea nimble, dark eyes flaaMog free. 

The long witd Locks Uutto their girdles atream'd. 

While Urns In concert they thb lay halfsang, hklftcream'd : 

" I talk not of mercy, I fklknol of fear; 

He ueiilicrmasi know who wonid aerve the vider ; 

Since the days of our PrPi>het. the creaceui ne'er a«w 
A chief ever glorioua like AU Faihaw.’* 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Leave Ciralkee.— llangvrous Paaa In the Woo*ls.—<:atot)nt.— 
t^arrd between the f.tiard and the Primate of the VUiagt.— 
lUkda.— Gouria.— UUsolungbi.— ParoaMua, 

Having spent the niglit at Utraikec, Byron and his 
friend^ continued their Journev' southward. The re- 
ports of liie slate of the cquntr>' induced them to take 
ten additional soldiers with them, as their road for 
the first two hours lay through dangerous passes in 
the forest. On approaching these places fifteen or 
twenty of the party walked briskly on before, and 
when they had gone through the pass halted until the 
travellers came up. In the woods two or Uiree green 
spots were discovered on the road-side, and on them 
Turkish tombstones, generally under a clump of tree.s, 
and near a well or fountain. 

Vr'ben they had passed the forest they reached an 
open country, whence they sent back the ten men 
whom they had brought from L traikee. They then 
passed On to a village called Catoona, where they ar- 
rived by noon. It was their intention to have pro- 
ceeded further that day, but their progress was in- 
terrupted by an affair between their Albanian guard 
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and theprfni^U of the village. As th^ were lookiog 
ftboutf while horsn wer^ collecting to carry their 
luggage, one of the soldiers drew his sword at 
primate, .the head Greek magistrate;— guns were 
cocked, and in an instant, before either l^rd fiycon 
or Mr. Hobhouse could stop the affray, the prhuate, 
throwing oif bis shoes and cloek, fled so precipitately 
that he roiled down the hill and dislocat^ his shoul- 
der. It was o’ long time before they could persnade 
him to return (0 his bodse, where they lodged,^ ami 
when he did return he remarked that he cared com- 
paratively little about bis shoulder to the loss of a 
purse with fiftem sequins, which dropped put of his 
pofliiet during the tumble. The hint was obvious. 

. Catocma is inhabitedhy Greek's only, and is a rural, 
well-built village. The. primate's house was neatly 
fitted up with sofas. ■ Upon a knoll, in the middle of 
the village, stood a school-house, and from that tpo: 
the view was very extensive. To the west arc lofty 
mountains, ranging frohi north to south, nedr the 
coast; to the east a grand romantic prospect in the 
distance, and In the foreground a green valley, with 
a considerable river windmg through h long line o)‘ 
couhtry. 

'Fbey had some difficulty in procuring horses at 
Catoona, and in consequencewere detained till past 
eleven o'clock the next morning, and oiily travelled 
four hours that day to Makala, a well-built stone vil- 
lage, containing about forty houses distinct from each 
other, and inhabited by Greeks, who: were a little 
a bove thecondi ti o u of peasants, being eqg^ed in pas- 
turage and a snail wool-trade. 

From Makala they proceeded through tive woods, 
and in the course of their journey passed three new> 
made graves, wbicli Albanians, pointing at as 
they rode by, said -they were robbers." In the 
course of the journey they liad a distant view of the' 
large town of Vraikore, on the left bank of the Aspro, 
but they did not approach it, crossing the river by a 
ferry to the village of Gouria, where they passed the' 
night. 

Leaving that place in the morning, they took an 
easterly direction, and continued to ride across f 
plain of cornfields, near the banks of the river, in* a 
rich country; sometimes over stone causeways, and 
between the hedges of gardens and olive-groves, antil 
they were stopped by the sea. This was that fruitful 
region formerly called Paracheloitis which, according 
to classic allegory, was drained or torn from Uie river 
Achelods by perseverance, n/ios Hercules, and pre- 
sented by Urn for a nuptial present to the daughter 
of Oeneus. ^ ' r 

The water at which they had now arrived was ra- 
dier a salt-marsh than the sea, a sliaUow bay stretdv- 
ing from tlie inouxh of the Gulf of Lepanto into the 
la^ for several miles. Having dismissed their horses, 
they passed over in boats fo Natolico, a town which 
stood in the waiter. Here they fell in with a hospi- 
table Jew, who made hlinself remembered by saying 
that be was honoured in their having partaken of his 
little misery. 
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Natolico, where they staid for the night, was a 
well-buitt town-; the houses of timber, chiefly Of two 
stories, and about six hundred in number. Having 
sent on their baggagein boats, they proceeded them- 
selves tothetown ofMissolonghi, so celebrated since 
as having suffered greatly during tlie recent rebellion 
of the Greeks, more particularly as the pface where 
Lord Byron died. 

Missolonghi is situated on the south side of the 
salt-marsh or Shallow, along the north coast of the 
Gulf of Corinth nearly opposite to Patras, ft Is a 
dull ^nd unhealthy place. The marsh, for miles on 
each side, has only from a foot to two feet of water 
oii it, but there is a channel f(H* boats, marked out by 
perches. When I was there the weather was ex- 
tremely wet, and I liad no other opportunity of s^ing 
the chat^cter of the adjacent country than during the 
Intervals of the showers. It was greed and pastoral, 
with a short skirt of culti>*ation along the bottdm of 
the hills. ' 

Abrupt and rapid as the foregoing sketch- of the 
journey through Albania lias, l^n, it is e^ent from 
the novelty of its circumstances that it coukt not be 
performed without leaving deep impressions on the 
susceptible mind of the Poet. It is impossible not 
to allow that for more of the wildness and romantic 
gloom of his imagination was derived from the inci- 
dents of this tour, than from aU the previou%expe- 
rience his life. The scenes be visited, the cha- 
racters with whom he became familiar, and above 
all, the chartered feelings, passions, and prindples'of 
the inhabitants, we^e greatly calculated to supply his 
mind with rare and valuable poetical materials. It 
is only in this respect that the details of his travris 
are hiteresting.— Considered as constituting a portion 
of the education of his genius, they are highly curious, 
and JB^ve to show how little, after all, of great in- 
vention is requisite to make magnificent poetry. 

From Missolonghi the travellers passed over the 
Gidf of Corinth to Patras, then a ri^, half-ruined, 
open (own with a fortress on a hill ; and on the 4th 
of December, in the afternoon, they proceeded towards 
■Corinth, but halted at VosUzza, the ancient iEgium, 
yvhere they obtained their first view of Parnassus, on 
the opposite side of Rie gulf, rising high above the 
other peaks of that hilly region, and capped with 
snow. During this first visit to Vostizzg the ad- 
dress to Parnassus was suggest^. 

Oh, thou Paraasius whom 1 now •urvey. 

^oc in (he frensy of a ihramer'a eye. 

Not iti Uie tabled Uadica'pe of a lay, - 

Bot soaring now-ciad Uirough (by native sky. 

In the wihl pomp of mountain niair«ty ! 

What marvel If I thus essay to slug ? 

The huiDbleil of (liy pilgrims passing by 

Would gladly woi» Uilne echoes with Kls stricig, 

Tbougb from thy beighia nomore one muse srill wave her wing. 

Oft have 1 dreamU of thee ! whose rIoHoos na/ne 
Who knows not, knows nut tnaa’s divioest lore i 
And now 1 view||iee, 'i|s. aissJ with shame 
That i in feeblest accents most adore, 
w hen 1 recount Uty wonhipfirrt of yom 
1 iretnUe. and can only bend tlie knee ; 
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5of rabe my Voico. our vainly dave to nar, 
, Bill gaze bojuaih Iby.itoody caoopy 
la silent joy.*^ (Iiiuk at Usl 1 loot on Uice- 


CIIAPTIR XV. 

Voidlita-— Battle of Lejtanto.^ParoaKa».— LIvadia.— Cave of 
trotibouius.— Tlie FuunUitu ut Obllrioo and Mt'niory.— Chx- 
rouca.— Thebes.— xUiciis. 

VosTiu\ was then.a considcrabTe town, contain- 
ing between three and four tiiousand inhabitants, 
chiefly Greeks. It stands on o rising ground on the 
Peloponnesian side of the Gtilf of Corinth. I say 
stands, but I know not if it has survived the war. 

The seenery around it Wifi always make the spot de- 
lightful, while the associations connected with Ihe 
Altaian league, 'and the important events which hare 
happened fn the ucinity, will' ever be fnterestiog. 

The batlld of LepantOj in which Cervantes lost his 
hand, was fonght within siglu of it. ' 

'What a strange thing* is glory! Three hundred 
years airo all Chrjstepdom rang with the battle of 
I.epanto, .and yet it Is already probable tliat it wall 
Only be known to posterity as an incident in the life 
of one of the privatd soldiers engaged in it. 'Ibis is 
certainly no very mournful reflection to one who is 
of opinion that there is no permanent fame, but that 
which is obtained by adding to the comforts dnd 
pleasures of mankind. Military transactions, after 
their iouuediate effects cease to be felt, arelittle pro- 
ductive of sucli a result. Xot that I vMua aiilitary 
virtues the less by being of this opinion ; on the con- 
trary', I am the more convinced of their excellence. 

Burke Itas unguardedly said, that vice loses half its 
malignity by losing its grossness; but public virtue 
cea^s to be useful when it sickens at the calamities 
of necessary war. The moihent that natrons become 
confideHt of security, they give way to corruj)lion; 

The evils and dangers of 'war seem as requisite . for 
the preservation of public morals as the laws them- 
selves; at least it is the melancholy moral Of history, ^ -.-o- 

that when nations resolve to be peaceful with respectWOf Greece, which every hour, as they approached 
to their neighbours, they begin to be vicious with 
respect to themselves. But to return to tlic travellers. 

on the 14 th of December they, hired a boat w ith 
foQrtQcu men and ten oars,' and sailed to Saloua ; 
thence they proceeded to Crisso, and rode on to 
Delphi, ascending the mountain on horseback, by a 
steq) craggy path towards tlie north-east. After 
scaling the side of Parnassus for about an hour, they 
saw vast masses of rodi, and fragments of stone, 
piled in a perilous manner above them, with niches 
and sepulchres, and relics, aiul remains, or all sides. 

Ih^y visited and drank of. Castalia, and the pro- 
phetic font,' Cassotis, but stillv like all other travel- 
lers, theyweredisappointed. Parnassus is an embletn 
of the fortune Hiat attends the votaries of the muses, 
harsh, rugged, and barren. Tile woods that once 
waved on Delphi’s steep have all passed awayy and 
may now be sought in vain.. • 


A few traces of terraces may yet ‘be tfiscovcred— 
Here and there the chump Of a column, and nidics for 
receiving votive offerings ar^ numerous among the 
cliffs, but it a lone and dismal place; Desolation 
sits w ith Silence, and Kuin there is so decayed as to 
be almost Oblivion. 

Parnassus is not so much a single mountain as the 
loftiest of a range; the cloven summit appears most 
consprcuqtis when seen from the south. The northern 
view is, twwevcr, more remarkable, for the cleft is 
less distingyisbabl^ and seven lowfr {leaks suggest, 
in contemplation wjth the summits, the fancy of so 
many seats of the muses. These peaks, nine in all, 
arc the first of the hills which receive the rising sun, 
and the bist that in evemng part with his liglit : em- 
bbems of the muses. 

From Del|dii the travellers proceeded towards Li- 
vadia, passing, in the course of the journey, tlie con- 
fluence of the three roads where C£dipus slew his 
father, an event, with its hideous train of fatalities, 
which could not be recollected by Byron on the 
spot, even after tlie tales of guilt he had gathered 
in his Albanian Journeys, without agilalihg assc^ia- 
tions. \ 

At Livadia they remained the greater part of three 
days, during which they examined with more than 
oedinary minuteness tlie cave ofTrophontus, and the 
streams of the Uercyna, composed of the mingled 
waters of the fountains of Oblivion and Memory. 

From Livadia, after visiting the battle-field of Cbs- 
ronea (the' birth-placcof PhitardO, and also maily of 
the almost Innumerable storied ^nd consecrated spots 
in the'ucighbOurlibod, the travellers' proceeded to 
Thebes — a poor town, containing about five Igindred 
wooden houses^ witli two shabby inosquCs and four 
humble dturches. The only. thing worthy of notice 
in it is a public clock, to which tlie inhabitants direct 
the attention of strangers as proudly as if it were in- 
deed one of the wonders of the world. There they 
still affect to show the fountain of Dirce and the 
rgins of tlie house of Pindar. But it is unnecessary 
to describe the numberless relics of the famous things 


towards Athens, lay. inore and more in tbeir way. 
Mot that many remarkable objects met their view ; 
yet fragments of antiquity were often seen, though 
many of them were proliably brought far from the 
editires to wivicli they had originally belonged : not 
'for their beauty, ’or on account of tlie veneration 
w hich the sight of them inspired, but because they 
would burn into better lime than the coarser rock of 
the uearer hills, Nevertheless, abased and returned 
into rudenes.s as all things were, the presence of 
Greece was felt, ami Byron could not resist Uie in* 
spirulions of her genius. 

KAlrCreecf! Md relic of ilcparlctl north ! 

Immortal I thoush DO fallen, fireal { 

Who now ituil lead itir tcaUer'd ckiUleen forti) 

And loox-adbuatom'd bomU^c uncrcatef 
.Vot lucb ihy $01)5 who wlillonie did awair. 

The bopelc9« warriors of a willing; doom. 

In bleak Thermofyle's lepulclrral strait : 
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Oh 1 who UMt gaUaof aphHribtU nn m e ^ ? . 

Le«c Irom EutoIm’ banki . and call tkee fr^xu Jhe toad) f 

In the course of the afternoon of the day oftet* tlicy 
had' left Thebes., in attaining the summit ot a inotnw 
tain over ^hich their road lay» rtic travellers i)eheld 
Athens at a distance, rising loftily, in the midst of the 
plain, crowned with the Acropolis, the sea beyond, 
and the misty liifls of Egina azure in the distance. 

On a rugged rock rising abruptly on the right, 
near to the Spot where this interesting* vista fifst 
opened, they beheld the remains of the ancient walls 
of Phylc, a fortress which commanded one of 'tlie 
passes from Bocotiainto Attica, qikI famous as the' 
retreat of the cluef patriots concerned in destroying 
the thirty tyrants of Athens. 

. ’ • f ■ 

. Spfrtt oCkredoiAI-Yheii OD hrow 
'* T%oa Ht’M with Tlifasyliuliu Mul hb train, 

CooUsl (tiou foreLoJc the (Jisraafjmur which oow 

DloK the Kre«iQ beainic« of tiiiiie A rtic jdaia ? ' 

^ 0 C Ubrty tfraoO Duw'euforec the chain, 

Bat crery'carle can lord it o'er thy 
Mot Hse |by »un.«. but idly ralUn.vaiii, 

TrenbUiurbeneath the »cours 0 oTturlii»h hatM); 

Prom btrUi till death enalaved; io word, ro deed, unjnaiui'^r I 

Such was the condition in wl>ich the Poet found the ^ 
country ashe approached Athens; and although the 
spirit he invoked has reanimated the dejected race he 
then beheld around him, the traveller, .who cAcn now 
revisits the country, will still look m vain for that 
lofty mien which characterizes the children of liberty’. 
The frtters of the Greeks have t)een struck oft*, btii 
the blains and excoriated marks of slavery are still 
corvspicuous upon them; the Sinister eye, the fawning, 
voice, the skulk ing^ crouching, base demeanour, time j 
and many oonniets only can efface. ; 

The lirst view of the city was fleeting and unsali*;- 
factory; as Uie travellers descended from the moun- 
tains the w indings of the road among the hills shut - 
it Out. Havjng passed the village of Casha, they at 
last entered upon the slope, and thence info the plain 
of Attica : but the intervening heights and trees kept 
the town concealed, till a turn of the p:itl\ brought it 
full again before them; the Acropolis crowned with 
the ruins of the Parthenon— the Museum Hi|i--and 
the Monument of Pliilopappus — • 

Ancient of (lay9->ansml Athena! where. 

Wlierc areJliy lueo nt nii^lit?^hy gr«H«J In soul?. 
'Guor~i;ltiiin>erlrixthivoehttiedream«orihinssthat werej , 
Fir»lln the raee IhaHctl i<> idury'i ^1, 

They n»u, and pau'd away i— i^ithb Ui« whole*? • 
j A schoolboy's Isle, (lie nuniler of au huuf ! • 

Tbt warrtor'a weapon, ami ihe sojdibi's stole 
A're Knislit in vaiji. and o’er e.ach mouldering lower. . 

Dim wiUi ibe iub( of yean, gray flib (he shjdc of power. I 
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Atbens..^Byron'« Ckarader of 'the modera AlheoUfb.— ViM( to 
Ehrai>.>-VUK lo Uie caverna at Vary and kar4ica.~Loat lu the 
Labyrtolht of the lattejf. ^ ,* 

It has been justly remarked tliat were there no 
other vestiges of the ancients in existenoe tliaii those 


; to be seen at Athetis, they are stHl sufficient of them- 
I selves to justif^' the admiration entertained for the 
I genius of tireece. It is not, however, so muelvon 
^ account of their iiiagiiincence as of their exquisite 
I beauty, that the fragments obtain such idolatrous 
I homagefrom the pilgrims to the shattered shrines of 
! antiquity. But Lord Byron had no feeling for'art, 

I perhaps it would be more correct to say he affected 
none 2, still, Athens w'as to him a text, a tlieine; and 
'when the first rush of curiosity has beeir satisfied, 
where else oap the fancy find sucii a topic. 

To the mere antiquary, this celebrated city cannot 
bift long continue intercstingr and to the rlsssicen- 
tiuisiast, just liberated from the cloisters of l^is col- 
I lege,' the scenery and the ruins may for a season in- 
spire delight. Phllosoplij’ may there |K>lnt her moral 
apophthegms with stronger empirasis, virtue receive 
new incitements to perseverance, by reflecting on the 
honour w lurh still attends the memory of tiie ancient 
great, and patriotism there more jwthetiailly de- 
plore tbo inevitable effects of individual qprruption 
on .public glory; but to the man who set^ks a solace 
^ from misfortune, or rsi aweary of the . sun, bow 
1 ' wretched, how solitary, how empty is Athens! 

Ytl h> the remnants of rhy splrmlaur (last 
shall idlKriiu*, |»ens{vc. blit uiiwi-aiirdthrvn^; •' » 

LofiK kbailthe voyager, with ibe’ lonltn blast, 
ilatl the bright clime of bjUiv aitil^of s>jiig; 

1>ii),^ shall thy annals And (timforUl Uiugue 

• Fill with thy fame Uir ynulh of m^ny a shore; 

^ B»a^l of ihe agnt! lonoii oflhc yoiiifg! 

U liU^ lagn venrrSte annianiAafjorc. . 

As PalUsotid ihcUusc iluveil lIidr At^ii lorel 

Of the existing race of Athenians Byron hay ob- 
served, 4 hat they are remarkable for their cimnlog : 
“Among the various foreigners resident hi Athens, 
there was never a difTereJice of opinion in Uieir esti- 
mate of-the Greek diaracler, though 00 oil other to- 
pics tbey disputed with great acrimony. M. Kauvel, 
the Prench consul, who has passed thirty years at 
Athens, frequently declared m my' hiring, that the 
Greeks do not deserve to be emancipated, reasoning 
on the ground of fiieir national and individual depra- 
vity— while he forgot that such depravity is to be at- 
tribiited to onuses which can only be removed by the 
lUeasufes he reprobates. 

“.M. Koque, a^Frenoh merchant of respectability, 
long settled (ii Athens, asserted, witli the most amus* 
ing gravity, ‘Sir, they are the somecanaille that exist- 
ed in the days of Themistodes.’ Tlie ancients ba- 
nished Tbenlistorles; llic modern cheat Monsieur Ro- 
que : thus great men hav’c ever been treated! 

“ In short all the Franks who are fixtures, aod most 
of the Englishmen, Germans, Danes, etc., of passage, 
come over by degrees to .their ppioioo, on muclkthe 
same grounds that a Turk in England would condemn 
the nation by wholesale, because he was wronged by 
his lackey, and overchargefl by his washerwoman. 
Crcteinly it was not a little staggering when the Sieurs 
Faureland Lusieri, the two greatest demagogues of 
tl»c day, who divide between them the power of Pe- 
ricles and the popularity of Cleon, and puzzle the 
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poor Waywode with perpetual differences, a^eed in 
the utter condemnation of-Uie Greeks in general, and 
of tbc Athenians in pa^tii:nla^.’^ 

IJiave quoted his Lordship thus particularly, .be- 
cause after his arrival at Athens he laid down his 
|ieu. Childe Uarold there disappears. Tlie second 
Canto was linished at Smyrna. . 

After having halted some time at Athens, where 
they established their head-quarters, the travellers, 
when they had inspected Uie principal antiquities of 
the city (those things which.all travellers must visit), 
made several excursions into the environs, and among 
other places w ent to Lleusis. 

On the ISthof January they ihounted earlier tliaii 
usual, and set out on tha.troad whiclt lias the- site of 
the Academy. Leaving Alolonos, the retreat of Ol^di- 
pus during his banlshmeut, a little to the right, tliey 
then«iitered the Olive Groves, crossed tlieCephessus, 
and came to an open, well cultivated plain, extending 
on the left to. the Pirsus and the sea. Having as- 
cendsd a gentle acclivity through a pass, at the dis- 
tance of eight or ten miles from Athens, the ancient 
Corydallns, uow called I)ap)m<^-roiini, they came, at 
the bottom of a piny mountain, to the little monastery 
of Daptin^, tbe appearance and situation of which are- 
in agreeable Unison. The monastery was theu.fast 
verging into that state of llie imiiihabitablc pictu- 
resque so muchadiuired by young damsels and artists 
of a romantic vein. The pines on the adjacent moun- 
^ tains hiss as tiiey ever wave their bouglis ; and some- 
how, such is.the lonely aspect of the ptpe^ that their 
hissing may be imagined to breathe satire against the j 
pretensions of human vanity. ' • ' j 

After passing through the hollow vgiley in which i 
this monastic habitation is situated, the road sliarply 
turns ro^nd an elbow of the mountain, and the Lieu- ' 
.sinian plain opens immedititely m front. Itis, how;- 
ever, for a piain, but of small dimensions. On Uie 
left is the islandof Salami8,and the straits when* Uie 
battle was. fooght ( but neit^r of it nor of the tnys- ! 
teries for whidi the temple of Ceres was for so many 
ages celebrated, has tile Poet given us description .or 
suggestion; and yet few topics among all bis wild 
and wonderful subjects, were so likely .to have furt 
nished such ** ample room, and verge enough'* to his 
fancy. * . 

The next excursion in any degree interesting, if a 
rpialilicatioo of that kind can be applied to excur- 
sions in Attica, was to Cape Coionna. Crossing 
the bed of the llissus, and keeping near to Mount 
Uymettus, the travellers arrived at Vary, a farm be- 
longing to tlie monastery of Agios Asomatos, and 
under the charge of a caloyer. Here tliey slopped 
for.tbe night, and being furnished with lights, and 
attended by Uie caloyer's servant as a guide, they pro- 
ceeded to inspect the Paneum, or sculp.tured cavern, 
in that neighbourhood, into which they descended. 
Having satisfied their curiosity there, they proceeded, | 
in tbe morning, to Karetu, a small town, contain- 
ing about two hundred and fifty" houses^ chiefly in- 
habited by riu-al Albanians. 
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The w'etness of the Weather obliged them to re- 
main several days at Karatra, during which they took 
I the opportunity of a few hours of sunshine, to ascend 
! tlie mountain of Parne in quest of a cave of wliich 
riiahy wonderful things were reported in the country. 
Having found theenfr^npe, kindled their pine torches, 
j and taken a supply of strips of the same wood, they 
let themselves down through a narrow aperture; 
creeping still farther dow n, they came into wlial seem- 
ed a large subterranean hall, arched as it were with 
high cupolas of crystal, and divided into long aisles 
by columns 'of gUtteriug spar, in some parts spread 
into wide horizontal c^iambers, in oUiers ternunated 
by the dark mouths of deep and stdep oliys'ses re- 
ceding into Uie interior of the mountain. 

The travellers wandered from one grotto to an- 
other until they came to a fountain of pure water, by 
the side of whiclilliey liugered some time, till observ- 
ing tliat their torches were wasting, they rpsolved to 
f return ; but after exploring the laibyrjnth for a few 
.mjliutes,Uiey found themselves again close beside this 
uiysierfous spring- It was not without reason they 
tliei) became alarmed, for Uie guide coiifessed with 
trepidation Uidt he bad forgotten the intricacies of the 
cave, and knew not how to recover the-outlet. 

Byron often described this- advetiture with spirit 
and hupiour. Magnifying boUi his own and his 
friend’s terrors-, and though of course there was ca- 
ricature in both, yet the distinction was characte- 
ristic. Mr. Hobimuse, being of a more solid dispeeb 
tion naturally, could discern nothing but a grove 
cause lor dread in being thus lost m tbe bowels ot tlie 
earili ; Byron, however, described his own anxiety ai 
a species of excitement and titillation which moved 
him to laughter. Their escape from .starvation and 
being buried alive w^ truly providential. ' 

>Ylule roaming in a state of despair from cave to 
call; climbing up narrow apertures; their. last pine 
tordi fast. consuming; totally ignorant ot their po- 
sition, and all around darkness, they discovered, as 
it w (re by accidput, u ray of light gleaming towards 
them; they hastened towards it, and arrived atUic 
niouth of the ca* e. » ' 

Altliough the Poet has not made any use' of this 
incident in description, tbe actual experience which 
it gave him of wbat despair is, coqld not but enrich 
his metai^ysical store, and increase bis knowledge 
of terilbie feelings ; of the workings' of the darkest 
and dreadest anticipations — slow famishing death— 
cannibalism — and the rage of self-devouring hui^cr- 


CHAPTER XVII. 

ProcecJ IromKcraWa lu Cape Cokmiia^-AswclaUwoi CQnn^fcj 
«hli Uk Spot.-ScciMwi-Uctriof of Uie Albaolana.— Joumff n* 
Marathon.— EQcct of Ilia ACveoluro oo tAe Uind of Ibe PocL— 
- Heture to Aibcna.— I join the Thavcllers there.— Mahl •( Atbeus- 

Faosi Kerat^ the travellers proceeded to Cape 
Coloima, by the iway of Kataplidie. Tbe road was 
wild and rude, but llie distant view of the rains ul 
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the temple of Mioerrd, standing on the loneUnesaof 
the promontory, r.-puld have repaid them for the 
trouble, had the road been even rougher. ‘ • 

This once elegant ediflde ^as Of the Etoric order, 
an hexastyle, the columns twent V'seven feet in height; 
It was bunt entirely of white marble, and esteemed 
one of the finest specimens of architcctuiV. The 
rocks on which tlie remains stand, are celebrated 
alike by the English and the Grecian muses ; foK it 
was amidst them that Falconer laid the scene of his 
Sbjpwpeck ; and the unequalled description of the j 
climate of Greece, in the Giaour, was probably in> 
spired ther^, although the poem was written io Lon- 
don. .It was also here, but not on this occasion, 
that the Poet first became acquainted with ihe Alba- 
nian belief in second-bearing, to which be alludes in 
tbe same poem ; 

Deep to whoie (larklr-Uodlna ear, 

The dcaLti-sbot peal'd of iiturder uev > , ^ ' 

**This superstition of a second-hearing,” says 
Lord BvTon, ‘^fell once under my own observation. 
On my third journey to Cape Colonna,. as we passed 
through the defile that leads from the hamlet be- 
tween Kerat^ and Colonna, 1 Observed Dervish Ta« 
hth (one of bis Albanian servants) riding rather out 
of the path, and leaning hia head upon his liand as if 
inpain. I rodeupahd impiired. ^Wearein peri!!* 
lie answered. ‘ What peril f we are not now in Al- 
bania, nor in the passes to Ephesus, Missolonghi, or 
Lepanto ;■ there are plenty of us well armed, and the 
Chorlotes have not courage to be thieves.* - ^True, 
AiTendi ; but, nevertheless, the shot is ringing in my 
ears.* *The shot! not atophaikehas been fired this 
morning.’ *1 hear it, botwithstanding^bom — ^bom 
— as plainly as. I bear your voice.’— ‘Bah.’ ‘As you 
please, AiTendi; if it is written, so will it be.* 

1 left this quick-eared predestinacian, and rode 
up to Basili, his Christian compatriot, whose ears, 
though not at all prophetic, by no means relished the 
intelligence. We all arrived at Colonna, remaiiied 
some hours, and returned leisurely, saying a variety 
of brilliant things, in more languages, than spoiled 
tbe building of Babel, upon the mistaken seer; Ro- 
maic, Aruaout, Turkish, Italian, and English, were 
all exercised, in various conceits, upon the unfor- 
tunau Mussulman. W hile we were contemplating the 
beautiful prospect. Dervish was occupied about the 
columns. I thought he was derangpd Into an anti- 
quarian, and asked him If he had become a palao- 
castro man. ‘No,’ said he, ‘but these pillars will 
be useful in making a stand;’ and added some re- 
marks, which <it least evinced his owm belief in bis 
troublesome faculty of fore-hearing. 

“ On our return to Athens we heard from Leon^ 
(a prisoner set on shore tome days after) of the in- 
tended attack of Uie Mainotes, with the cause of> it's 
not taking place. I was at son)e pains to question 
the man, and he described the dr^es, arms, and 
marks of tbe horses of our party so accurately, that, 
vitb other drcuinatances, we could not doubt of his 


LORD BYHON.- 

having been in ‘ villanous company,* and ourselves in. 
a bad neighboilrhobd. Dervish became a soothsayer 
for life, and 1 dare say, is now hearing more musketry 
than ever will be fired to the great refreshment of the 
Arnaouts of Berat and his native mountains. 

“ In al) Attica, it we except Athens itself, and Ma*- 
rathon,’** Byron remarks, ‘*»there is no scene more 
. interesting than Cape Colonna. To the antiquary and- 
artist, sixteen columns are an inexhaustible source 
of observation- and design; to the philosopher the 
■ supposed scmie of some of Plato’s conversations will 
not be unwelcome; and the traveller will be struck 
with the prospect over ‘ Isles that crowq the >Cgean 
deep.’ But, for an Englishman, Colonna has yet an 
additional interest in being the actual spot of Fal- 
coner’s Sbipwrech. Pallas and Plato are forgotten 
in the. recollection of Falconer and Campbell. ^ 

'* Therv, In Ihfi dead of Dlsbt. by Lonna's 

The seamen’s cry was beard along Uie deep.” 

From the ruins of the temple the travellers return- 
ed to Rerafo^, by the eastern cOast of Attica,. passing 
through that district of country where the silver 
mines are. situated; which, according to Sir George 
Wilder, were worked with some success about . a 
hundred and fifty years ago. They tlien set out for 
Marathon, taking Rapthi in their way ; where, in the 
lesser port, on a steep rocky Island, they beheld, firom 
a distance, tlie remains of a colossal statue. They 
did not, however., actually inspect it, but it bos been 
visited by other travellers, who have described it to 
be of white marble, sedent on a pedestal. The head 
and arms are broken olT; but when entire, it is con- 
jectured to have been twelve feet in height. As they 
were passing round the shore they heard tlie barking 
of dogs, and a sliout from a shcpiierd, and on looking 
round, saw a large dan-coloured wolf gdloping 
slowly through thc-bushes. 

Such Incidents and crrcomstances, in the midst of 
the most romantic scenery of the world, with wild 
and lawless con^anions, and' a constant sense of 
danger, were full of poetry, and undoubtedly contri- 
bute to the formation of tlie peculiar taste of By- 
ron’s genius. As- it has been said of Salvator Rosa, 
that lie derived the characteristic savage force of his* 
pencil from his ypnthful adventures with banditti ; 
it may be added of Byron, that much of bis most dis- 
tinguished power was the result of his adventures as 
a -traveller in Greece, ills 'mind and memory were 
filled with stores of the fittest imagery, to supply 
becoming backgrounds and appendages 'to the cha- 
racters and enterprises which he afterwards depicted 
witli such truth of nature and poetical effect. 

After leaving Rapthi, keeping Mount Pentiiicus on 
the left, the travellers came in sight of the ever-ce^ 
iebrated Plain of Marathon. The evening being ad- 
vanced, they passed the barrow of the Athenian slain 
unnoticed, but next morning they examinM minutely 
the field of battle, and fancied they had made anti- 
quarian disooveries. In their return to Athens they 
inspected the different objects of research and frag- 


• C.OO'<[l’ 



xxxii THE LIFE OF 

mfBts of anliquityf whicii $tUl attract travellers, and 
with the help of Chandler and Pausai^as endeavour- 
ed to determine the locnl Ikibiiaiimi and the name of 
many things, of which the traditions liavc perished 
and the fochis have relapsed into rock. 

. Soon aftet their arrival at Athens, Mr. Hobhonsc 
left Lord Byron, to visit the ^segropont, where he ^V8^ 
absent some few days. 1 think hetiad only been back 
three or four, when 1 arrived from Zanlc. My visit 
to Athens at that period was accidental. I had left 
Malta witli the intention of proceeding to Candia, 
by Speeia, and 1dm; but a dreadful Strom drove Us 
up the Adriatic, as far as Valona; and, in returning, 
being becalmed off the islandof Zaute,! landed there, 
and allowed the ship, with my luggage, to proceed to 
her destination, having been advised to goon by the 
Gulf of Corinth to Atliens; from wliieh, 1 vyas in- 
formed, there would be no difliculty in recovering my 
trunks. 

1 cafrying tl>is arrangement into efl'ect, I was in- 
duced to .go aside froqi the direct route, and to visit 
Velhi Pqsbaw, at Tripolizza, to whom I had letters. 
Returning by Argos and Corinth, 1 crossed ’the Isth- 
mus, and taking the road by Meg;ara, reagtied Atliens 
on th& 20lh of February. In the course of this jour- 
ney, I heard of two'Englisli traveHers being in the 
citv; and on reaching the convent'of the Propaganda, 
where I bad been advised to take upjny lodgings, the 
friar in charge of the house informed me of their 
ndnies..- >ext morning, Mr. liobhou.^e liavkigheard 
of my arrival, kindly called omue, and I accompa- 
nied him to Lord Byron, who tlieu lodged, witli the 
widow of a Greek, who had been British Consul. 
She was, I believe, a re.speolable person, with se- 
veral daughters; one of wlvom has been rendered more 
faUK)US hy his lordship’s verses than her degree of 
heauf}' deservcdl She was a pale and pensive look'- 
ing girl, with regular Grecian leatures. >Vhctl»€r he 
realty cberrsiied any sincere attadiment to her 1 muMi 
doubt. I believe his passion was equally innocent 
and .poetical, though he spoke of biuingherffom her 
mother. It was to this damsel tharhe addressed the 
stanzas beginning. 

Maid of Aihpni, (‘re we part; 

* Circ, ob : me back my heari. . 


CHAPTER XVIII • 

r>ccTi|SltioD at Albeas.— Mount Pcntiltcu*.— We .descend lotD the 
CiTetoa.— Helum t^thm-— A Greek Cooiracl of Marriage. 
Various Athenian and Albanian .Snperslilioni.— Effect of their 
Imprenlon ou the Ccuius of the Pofl. ' 

DuBi?(G his rcsidcnceat Alhens, Lord Byron made 
almost daily excursions on horseback, chiefly' for ex- 
ercise and to'see the localities of celebrated spots. 
He affebted to liave no taste for the arts, and lie cer- 
tainly took but little pleasure in the examinatron of 
the ruins. 

The marble quarry of Mount Pentilicus, from w'hidi 
the materials for the temples and principal edifices of 
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Athens are supposed Ao have been brougbt, .was, in 
those days, one of the regular staple curiosities of 
Greece. This quarry is a vast excavation in the side 
of the .hill ; a drapery of w oodbine hangs like the fes- 
toons of a curtain over the entrance, the effect of 
which, seen from the outside, is really, worth looking 
at, but not worth the trouble of riding three hours 
ovena road of fude and rough fragments to see : the 
interior is like that of any other cavern^ Tq t}ils 
place I one day was induced to accompany the two 
travellers. . 

AVe hailed at a monastery close by the foot of tlie 
mountain, where we procured a guide, and ale a re- 
. past of olives and fried eggs. Dr. Chandler says, 
that the monks, or caloyers, of this convent, are sum- 
moned to prayers by a tude w hicK is played on a 
piece of an iron hoop; and, on the outside of the 
churcii, Wc certainly saw a piece qf crooked iron sus- 
pended. When struck, it uttered a hell-like sound, 
by which the hour of prayer , was announced. Sono- 
roiis pieces of iron like this may be seen in some of 
the American steam-bnats: 

AVhen we reached the mouth of the grotto, by that 
very bad track which the learned personage above- 
menlioned clambered’ up, we saw the ruins of the 
building which the doctor at first thou^it had been 
possibly a hermit’s c(H; but which, upon more detf- 
befatc reflection, hq bccameof opinion “w^ designed, 
perhaps, for. a sentinel to look out, and regulate, by 
signals, the approach of the men and teams einploye<d 
in carrying marble to the city.” This, we agreed, 
was a very sagacious, conjecture. It was, indeed, 
liighly probable that sentiuels were appointed to re- 
gulate, by signals, the manoeuvres of carts coming to 
fetch away stones. . 

. Having looked at ihe outside of the quarry, and the 
guide having Ug|itrd candles, ^'c entered into the in- 
terior, and beheld o‘n all sides what Dr. Chandler 
saw, ^*chippings of marble.” AVe then descended, 
consecutively, into a hole, just wide enough to let a 
man. pass; and when we had descended far enough, 
we found ourselves in a cell, or cave ; it might be sonje 
ten or twelve feet square. Here we stopped, qnd like 
many others who had been there before us, attemipted 
to engrave our nnnes : mine was wiUiout success ; 
Lord Byron's was not much better; but Mr. Hob- 
house was making koine progress to inunortality, 
when.tlie blade of his knife snapped, or shutting sud- 
denly, cut his finger. 'These attempts having failed, 
we Inscribed our initials on the celling with the srhoke 
of our candles. After accomplishing this nptable feat, 
weigotas well out of the scrape as we could, and re- 
turned to Athens by the village of Calbndris. In the 
evening, after dinner, as there happened to bo a coo- 
tractof marriage performing in themeighbourbood, 
we went to see Hie ceremony. 

Between the contract and espousal two years are 
generally {lermitted to elapse among the Greeks, in 
the course of which the bride, according to the cir- 
cumstances of her relations, prepares domestic chat- 
ftcls for her uture family. TAie affections are rarely 



xxxiii 


THE LIKE OF 

consulted on either side, for the mother of the hride- 
groom commonly arranges the match for her son. 
Id this case, the choice had been evidently made ac- 
cording to ibe principle on which Mrs. IVimrose 
chose her wedding gown; viz., for the qualities tl»t 
would wear well. For the bride was a stout bonse> 
hold quean; her face painted with vermilion, and her 
person arrayed in unooutli embroidered gannents. 
Unfortunately we were disappointed of seeing the 
ceremony, as it was over before we arrived. 

This incident led me to inquire particularly into 
the exiting usages and customs of the Athenians ; 
and I find in the note^ of my journal of the etching 
of that day^s adventures, a memorandum of a curious 
practice among the Athenian maidens when they be- 
come anxious to get husbands. On the first evening 
of the new moon, th^ put a little honey, a little salt, 
and a piece of bread on a plate, which they leave at 
a particular spot on the eastbank of the llissus, near 
the Stadium, and muttering some ancient words, to 
the cdTect that Fate may sepd them a handsome young 
man, return home, and long for the fulfilment of the 
charm. On mentioning this ciraimstance, 1 was in- 
formed that above the spot where these offerings are 
made, a statue of Venus, according to Pausanias, 
formerly stood. It is, therefore, higlfly probable that 
what is now a superstitious, was anciently a religious 
rite..- 

At this period my fellow passengers were, full of 
tbeir adventures in Albania. The country w;^8 new, 
and the inliabitants bad appeared to them a bold and 
singular race. In addition to the characteristic de- 
scriptions, which I have extracted from Lord By- 
ron's notes, as well as Mr. Hobhoiise's travels, I am 
indebted to tb^, as welLas to others, for a number 
of mcBKiraDda obtained in ooDversatton, whidi pro- 
bably became uncoosciously mingled with recollec- 
tions. 1 can discern traces of them in different parts 
of the Poet’s works. . 

The Albanians are a race of mountaineers, and it 
has been often remarked tliat mountaineers, more 
than any other people, are attached to their native 
land, while no other have so strong a thirst of ad- 
venture. Tlie aflectiou which they cherish for the 
scenes of their youth tends, perhaps, to excite their 
migratory spirit. For the motive of their adven- 
tures is to procure the means of subsisting in ease at 
home. > 

This migratory humour is not, however, universal 
to the Albanians, but applies only to those who go 
in quest of rural employment, and who are found in 
a state of servitude among even the Greeks. It de- 
aerres, however, to be noticed, tliat wkh the Greeks 
they rarely ever mix or intermarry, and that they re- 
tain both tbeir own natioua) dress and manners 
unchanged among them, ^veral of their customs 
are singular. It is, for example, in vain to ask a 
light or any fire from the houses of the Albanians 
alter sunset, if the husband or head of the family lie 
still afield ; a custom in which there is more of police 
rffulition than of superstition, as it interdrets n 
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plausible pretext for entering llie Cottages in the ob- 
scurity of twilight, wlien Urn womea are defenceless 
by the absence of the men. 

Some of their usages, with respect to births, bap- 
I lisms, and burials, are also curious. Wheji the mo- 
! tber feels tlie fulness of time at hand, the priestess 
of Lucina is duly summoned, and she conies, bear- 
ing ill her hand a tripod, belter known as a three- 
legged stool, the uses of which are only revealed to 
the initiated. She is received by the matronly friends 
of the mother, and begins the mysteries by opening 
every lock and lid in ihe.liouse. During this cere- 
mony, tlie maiden fepiufesare excluded. 

The rites which succeed the baptism of a child are 
still more recondite. Four or five days after tlie 
christening, the midwife prepares, with her own 
mystical hands, certain savoury messes, spreads a 
table, and places them on it. She then departs, and 
all the family, leaving the door open, in silence re- 
tire to sleep. This table is covered for the Miri of 
the child, an occult being, that is supposed fo have 
the care of its destiny. In the course of the night, 
if the child is to be fortunate, the ^liri conie.s and 
partakes of Uie feast/^enerally in the shape of a cat . 
but if the Miri do nM come, nor taste of the food, 
the child is considered to have been doomed (o mis- 
fortune and misery ; and no doubt the rrentuH-nt it 
afterwards receives is consonant to its evil predesti- 
nation. • 

The Albanians have, like the vulgar of all coun- 
tries, a species of hearth or housriiold superstition, 
distinct from their wild and iiiiperfect religiop. They 
imagine that niankind^ after death, become voortji- 
oolakases, and often pay visits to their friends and 
foes for the same reasons and in the same way that 
our own country ghosts walk abroad; and their vU 
siting hour is also midnight. But tlie collyvillory 
is another sort of personage, lie delights in mis- 
chief and pranks, and is, besides, a lewd and foul 
spirit ; and, therefore, very properly detested. He is 
let loose on the night of the nativity, with license for 
twelve nights to plague men’s wives; at which time 
some one of the family must keep wakeful vigil all 
the livelong night, beside a clear and clieerful fire ; 
otherwise this naughty imp would pour such an 
aqueous stream ou the hearth, that never fire could 
be kbidled there again. ^ 

The Albanians are also pestered witii another spe- 
cies of malignant creatures; men and women, whose 
gifts are followed by misfortunes, whose eyes glimpM 
evil, and by whose touch the most prosperous affairs 
are blasted. They work their malicious sorceries in 
the dark, collect herbs of baleful influence; by the 
help of which they strike tbeir enemies with palsy, 
and cattle with distemper, llie males are called 
moi'sjrt, and the females nuiiisa — witches aud war- 
locks! 

Beside.? these curious superstitious peculmrities, 
they have among them persons who pretend to know 
the character of approaching events by liearing sounds 
which re..scnible those that shall accompany the actual 
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occurrence. Having, however, given I^rd Byron’s 
acWMintof the adventure -of hU servant Derv ish, at 
Cape Colonna, it is unnecessary to be more parti- 
cular ti lth the subject here. Indeed, but for the great ' 
Impression which every thing about the Albanians 
made on the mind of the Poet, the insertion of these 
memoranda would be irrelevant. 'riiey wilU Imw- 
ever, ^l?rve to elucidate several allusions, not other- 
wise very clear. In tliose poems of wliicli the ^enes 
arc laid in Greece; and tend, in some measure, to 
conilnn the correctness of tin* opinion, that his genius 
is much more Indebted to facts and actual adventures, 
than to the force of his imagluation. Many things 
r^rded, in his most original prodaction.s, as fancies 
and inventions, may be traced to transactions in 
which he was himself a spectator or an actor. The 
impress «f eipcrience is vivid upon them all. 


, CHAPTER XIX. 

l/>cal Pl«SMire«.— nyron's Orretao Poenu.— His Oepsrtnre from 
Aiben*.— Dr«Tf]ition of Bveulnfi in Ute Comir.— TI k* Opening 
of ihe Giaour.— SUie of Pairiolic Feeling ihea in Groce.*.—. 
Smyrna.— Change hi t.ord D\ ton’s UanniTii. 

The genii that preside over famous places have less 
influence oh the imagination than on the memory. 
The pleasures enjoyed on the spot spring from the 
reminiscences of reading; and the subseijnent enjoy- 
ment derived from having visited celebrated scenes, 
comes again from the remembrance of objects seen 
there, and \he associations connected with them. 

lA residence at Athen.s, day after day, is but little 
more interesting than in a common country-town ; 
but afterwards, in reading either of the ancient or of 
the modern inliabitants, it is surprising to find liuw 
much local know ledge the memory had unconsciously 
ar.quired on the spot, arising from the variety of ob- 
jects to which the attention had been directed. 

The best of all Byron’s works, the most racv .and 
original, are undoubtedly those which relate to Greece; 
but it is only travellers who have visited the scenes 
that can appreciate them properly. In them his pe- 
culiar style and faculty is most eminent; in all his 
other productions, imitation, even mere translation, 
may be often traced, and tliough, w'itbout question, 
every thing he touched becAnie Transmuted into some- 
thing more beautiful and precious, yet he was never 
so masterly as in describing the scenery of Greece, 
and Albanian manners. In a general estimate of his 
works, it may be found that he hn.s produced as fine, 
or finer, passages than any in his Grecian poems ; but 
their excellence, either as respects his own, or the pro- 
ductions of others, is comparative. In the Grecian 
poems he is only truly original, in them the excellence 
is all his own, and they pos.sess the rare and distin- 
guished quality of being as true to fact and nature as 
they are brilliant in poetical expression. Childe Ha- 
rold’s Pilgrimage is the most faithful descriptive poem 
which has been written since the Odyssey ; and the 
occ^aslonal scenes introduced in the other poems. 


when the action is laid in Greece, are equally vivid 
and glowing. 

When I saw him at Athens, tlie spring was still 
shrinking in the bud. ‘it was not until lie rcioroed 
from Constantinople, in tlie following autumn, that 
he saw the climate and country with those delightful 
aspects which be has delineated with so mucli fejitity 
irwthe Cfiaour and the Corsair. It may, however, be 
mentioned, that the fine description of a calm sunset, 
w ith which the third canto of Uie Corsair opens, has 
afwavs reminded me of the eveniog before his depar- 
ture from Athens, owing to the ciroimstance of my 
having, in the course of the day, visited the spot which 
probably suggested the scene described. 

It was tlie 4th of March, 1810 ; the Pyludes sloop of 
war came that morning into the Pirseus, and landed 
Dr. Darwin, a son of the poet, with his friend, Mr. 
Gallon, who hadcOme out in her for a cruise. Captain 
Ferguson, her commander, was so kind as to offer the 
English then in Athens, viz. I>ord Byron, Mr. Hob- 
house, and myself, a passage to Smyrna. As I had 
not received my luggage from Spei’ia I could not avail 
mvselfof the oiler, but Ihe other two did: I accom- 
panied Captain Ferguson, however, and Dr. DOrwin, 
in a walk to Ihe Straits of Salaniis; the ship in the 
mean time, after landing them, having been moored 
there. 

It was one of those serene and cloudless days of the 
early spring, when tlie first indications of leaf and 
blossoqi may just be discerned. The islands slept, as 
it were, on their glassy couch, and a sKght dim haze 
hung upon the mountains, as if they too were drowsy. 
After aneasywalk of about two hours, passing through 
the olive-groves, and along the bottom of tlie hill on 
which Xerxes Mtto view thobaltle, we came opposite 
to a little cove near the ferry, and made a sig[nal to 
the ship for a boot. Having gone on board and |>ar- 
taken of some refreshment, the boat then carried us 
back to the Pincus, where we landed, about an hour 
before sundown— all the wide landscape presenting 
at the time the c.ilm and genial tranquillity which is 
almost experienced anew’ in reading these delicious 
lines : . 

slow f'inln. more lovrtj- ctc his race be run, ' 

AloilK Korea's liilU,lhe scUioj; stia ; 

.Not. «s tn norlhem climes, ofascureir bright. 

Blit one unclomini blase or living hsht. 

O’er Ibe hjj'h'd deep the yellow licara he throws, 

GiliU the Krccn ware that trembles u il flows. 

On old i:c:na’s HKk. aiid Itln's isle. 

TIm 7 sod of sUlttcw sheds bis parting Smile ; - 
O'er liH own regions lingering, loves to shine. 

Thoiigli there hi* .i(tar*are uo more divine;— 

Descending fast, the mountain shadows kiss 
Thy glorious 'gnif. unconqusr'd MUinis l 
TlH*ir axure arolies, through ibe lung expanse. 

Mor»’ decjdjr puryded niwtl hi* mrllowhig glance; 

And iciKltrcst tlnW, along their .summits driviTi. 

Mark his gay cw;r»c. and own the hueson»eaveoi 
Till darkly sliadeilfrom Ibe land and deep, 
nehind bis Delpliiaa ebU be sioks to steep. ^ 

The opening of the Giaour is a more general de- 
scription, blit the locality is distinctly marked by re- 
ference to the tomb alKive the rocks of the promon- 
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lory, commonly said lobe that ofThcroistocIcs; and 
yet the scene inrhidcd in it certainly is rallier the 
view from Cape Colonoa, than fVoiu the heights of 
Munychia. 

>0 Itrejib nf air to break I li«* « arc 
Tbat rulU below the Athenlan'&gratr, 

Thai tomb, which gleaminK o’ff the dtfr, 

Ftr«t the honaewanl-vn-riog skirr. 

Hwh oVr the land he Mved iti va1i>-:- 
Wbcn UuU such hero ||ve again? 

The enWrons of the PircCiis were indeed, at that 
time, well eMctilated to inspire those mournful re- 
Hections with w'hich the Poet introduces the Innders 
impassioned tale. The solitude, the relics, the decav, 
and the sad uses to which the pirate and the slave* 
dealer had put the shores and waters so honoured by 
freedom, rendered a visit to the Piraus something 
near iir feeling to u pilgrimage. 

Such is the a«pect of this »Ik>tc : 

'T Is Crrcce. bol liring Greece no more ! 

So coldly sweet, so deadly Mr. 

W'c start. lor sotii is wanting ifaere. 

Her’s hi ibe loTcUocss In death. 

That (>arts nul <}uite wiib par ing breath ; 

But beauty with that fearful bJoum, 

That hue whi^h hannts it lo the lonib, 

Eipre^a-on's laM receding ray, 

A gUded balu hovering rouod decay. 

Tike farewell beam uffheiing past away; 

Spark of that nanie,perclkanceorbearrDly birth. 

Which gleams, boi wanna no more lU cherish'd earth ! 

At that time Lord Byroni if lie did pity the condi- 
tion of. the Greeks, evinced very little confidence in 
the resurrection of the bation, even although symp- 
toms of change and reanunatioD were here and there 
perceptible, and could not have escaped his observa- 
tion. Greece had indeed been so long ruined, that 
even her desolation was then in a state of decay. The 
new cycle in her fortunes had certainly not com- 
menced, but it was manifest, by many a sign, tliat 
the course of tl)e old was concluding, and that tlie 
whole country felt the assuring auguries of undi\nlged 
renovation. The influence of that period did not, 
however, penetrate tlie bosom of the Poet ; and, wheft 
be first quitted Athens, assuredly he cared as little 
about the destinies of tlie Greeks, as be did for those 
of the Portuguese and Spaniards, when he arrived at 
Gibraltar. 

About three weeks or a month after be had left 
Athens, I went by a circuitous route to Smyrna, where 
1 found him waiting with Mr. Uobhouse, to proceed 
with the Salsctte frigate, then ordered to Constanti- 
nople, to bring away Mr. Adair, the ambassador. He 
had, ill the mean time, visited Eptiesus, and acquired 
some know ledge of the environs of Smyrna ; but he 
appeared to have been less interested by what he had 
seen there, tlian by the adventures of bis Albanian 
tour. He finished the second canto of Chiide Harold 
here. 

Perhaps I did him injustice, but I thought be was 
also, in (bat sliort sfiace, something changed, and not 
with UDprovenKMit. lie seciiie^ less cordial, and was 


altogetlier more disposed to hold his own opinion 
than I had evei^ before observed in liUn.* This was 
particularly obvious at dinner, on the day after ray 
arrival. V\ e dined together w ith a large part}’ at the 
consuPs, and he seeJiied inclined to exact a deference 
to his dogmas, that was more lordly than philosophi- 
cal. One of the uaval officers present, 1 think the 
captain of the Salsette, felt, as well as others, this 
overweening, and announced ~a contrary opinion on 
some question, connected with the politics of the late 
tMr. Pitt, with s<^ much firm good sense, that Lord 
Byron was perceptibly* rebuked by it, and became 
reserved, as if he deemed that -sullenness enhanced 
dignity. 1 never in the whole course of jny acquaint- 
ance saw him in so unfavourable g Mght as on that 
occasion. In the course of the evening, however, he 
condescended to thaw, and before the party broke up, 
his austerity began to leaf, and hide its thorns under 
the influence of a relenting temperament. It was, 
however, too evident— ^t least it was so to me — that 
without intending wrong, or any olTence, the un- 
checked' humour of his temper was, by its caprices, 
r.alculated to prevent him from ever gaining that re- 
gard to which his talents and freer moods, indepen- 
dently of his rank, ought to have entitled him. Such 
men become objects Af solicitude, but never of esteem. 

I was also on tliis occasion affect^ by another 
new phase of liis clurracter ; he seemed to be actuated 
by no purpose. He spoke no more of passing beyond 
Aurora aiid the Ganges,*" but seemed disposed to let 
the current Of chaoces-carry him as it might. If he 
had any specific object ip vjew, It was something that 
made him hesitate between going home and returr^ 
ing to Athens, after he hod visited Constantinople, 
now become the ultimate goal of hig intended travels. 
To what cause this sudden and singular change, both 
in demeanour and design, was owing, 1 was on the 
point of saying, it would be fruitless to conjecture ; 
but a letter to bis mother, written a few days before 
my arrival at Smyrna, throws some light bn the 
sources of bis unsatisfied stale. He appears by it to 
have been disappointed of letters and remittances 
&om his agent, and says : 

When 1 arrive at Constantinople, I shall deter- 
mine whether to proceed into Persia, or return — 
which latter I do not wish if I can avoid it. But 1 
have no intelligence from Mr. 11. and but one letter 
from yoiir.self. 1 shall stand in need of remittances, 
w hether I proceed or return. 1 have written to him 
repeatedly, that he may not plead ignorance of niy 
situation for neglect.” 

Here is sufficient evidence tbat the cause of the 
undetermined state of his mind, which struck me so 
forcibly, was owing to the iucertitude of his affairs at 
home ; and it is easy to conceive that tlie false dignity 
he assumed, and which seemed so like arrogance, was 
tlie natural effect of the anxiety and embarrassment he 
sufl’ered, and of the appreliension of a person of his 
rank being, on account of his remittances, exposed 
(0 recpiire assistance atnong strangers. Rut as the 
scope of my task relates more to the history of his 
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tnind, tl>an ofhi» private affairs, 1 shall resume the. 
4iarrative of his travels, in ^ hidi the curiosity of the 
reaiK'r ought to be more legitimately interest^. 


CHAPTER XX. 

Snij-riui.— Thc.S|K>rt of IIms I>jerlil.— Journey to Kpl*c»n».--Tbe 

dead City.— The il-«)late Country.— Tl>e Uoins and ObUteralkKi 

of ibc Temple.— The >lii(hl ]tii{>rea«ion oTall oa Byron. 

Tkr passage in the Pylndes from A thens to SmvToa 
was performed without accident or adventure. 

' At Smyrna Lord Byron remained several days, and 
saw for the first time the Turkish pastime of the 
Djerid, a' species of tournament to which he more 
than once alludes. 1 shall therefore describe the 
atnusen>ent. 

The Musselim or Goternor, with the chief Agas of 
the city, mounted on horses superbly caparisoned, 
and attended by slaves, meet, commonly on Sunday 
morning, on tlieir playground. Each of the riders us 
furnished with one or two djerids, straight white 
sticks, a little thinner than an umbrella stick, less at 
one end than at the other, and about an ell in length, 
together w ith a thin cane crooked at tlie h^ad. The 
horsemen, perhaps a hundred in number, gallop about 
in as narrow a space as possible, throwing the djerids 
at each other, and shouting. 'Each man then selects 
an opponent who has darted his djerid, or is for the 
moment without a w'eapon, and rushes furiously 
toward.^ him. screaming *^OIloh! Ollohl” The other 
flies, looking behind him, and the instant the dart is 
Inuncdied stoops downwards as low as possible, or 
wheels his horse with inconceivable rapidity, and pick* 
ingup a djerid with his cane, or taking one from a 
running slave, pursues in his turn the enemy, who 
ulicels on the instant he darts his weapon. The 
greatest dexterity is requisite in these mimic battles 
to avoid the concurrence of the javelin'darting 
crowd,” and to escape the random blows of the flying 
djerid.s. 

Byron haring satisfied his curiosity with Smyrna, 
which is so like every other Turkish town as to erxite 
but little intere.st, sot out with Mr. Hubhoiise on the 
1 3th of March for Ephesus. As I soon after passed 
along the same road, I shall tierc describe what I met 
with myself in the course of the journey, it being pro- 
bable that llie incidents were in few res|>ects different 
from those which they rncountcred. 

On ascending the heights after leaving Smyrna, the 
road was remarkable in being formed of the broken 
relic.s of ancient edifices. On the brow of the hill 1 
met a numerous caravan of camels coming from the 
interior of Asia, 'fliese ships of the desert, variously 
loaded, were moving slowly to their port, and it 
seemed lo me, as I rode past them, that the composed 
docile look of llie nnimals |K)sse.ssed a sort of domes- 
liratttl grace wliicli lessened the effect of their de- 
formity. 

A caravan, owing to the oriental dresM-’s of the pa.s- | 


sengers and attendants, w itlf Its numerous grotesque 
; circumstances, affords an amusing spectacle. On the 
hack of one camel three or four children were squab- 
bling in a basket; in another cooking utensils were 
clattering ; and from a crib on a Uurd a young camel 
looked forth inquiringly on the world : a long desul- 
tory train of foot passengers and cattle brought up 
the rear. 

On reaching the summit of the hills behind Smyrna, 
tbe road lies through fields and cotton-grounds, well 
cultivated and interspersed with country, houses. 
After an easy ride of three or four hours, 1 passed 
through the ruins of a considerable Turkish town., 
containing four or five mosques, one of tliem, a liand- 
some building, still entire; about twenty houses or so 
might he described as tenantable,^but only a place of 
sepulchres could be more awfiil : it had b^n depopu- 
lated by the plague— all was silent, and tbe streets 
were mptted with thick grass. In passing tbrou^ 
an open space, w hich reniioded me of a market-place, 

. I beard the cuckoo with an indescribable sensation 
of pleasure mingled with solemnity. The sudden 
presence of a raven at a bridal banquet could scarcely 
have been a greater phantasma. 

^ Proceeding briskly from this forsaken and dead 
city, 1 arrived in tbe course of about half on hour at 
a coffee-houie on the banks of a small stream, where 
I partook of some refreshment in the shade of three 
or four trees, onw hicli severalstorks were conjugally 
building their nests. .While re.stihg there, 1 became 
interested in their work, and observed, that when any 
of their acquaintance happened to fly past with a 
stick, they chattered a sort of ilow-d’ve*do to one 
another. This civHity was so uniformly and reci- 
procally performedi that the politeness of the stork 
may be regarded as even less disputable than its piety. 

The road from that coffee-house lies for a mile or 
two along the side of a marshy lake, the environs of 
which are equally dreary and barren ; an extensive 
plain siuxceds, on which 1 noticed several broken co- 
lumns of marble, and the evident traces of an ancient 
causeway, wbidi apparently led through the water. 
Near the extremity of the lake was another small 
coffee-house, w itb a burial-ground and a mosque near 
it; and about four or five miles beyond 1 passed s 
spot to which sevcralTurks brought a coHinlesscoipse, 
and laid it on the grass while they silently dug a grave 
to receive it. 

Tlie road then ascended the hills on the souUi side 
of the plain, of which the marshy lake was the centre, 
and passed through a tract of country calculated to 
inspire only apprehension and melancholy. Not a 
habitation nor vestige of living man was in siglU ; but 
several cemeteries, with their dull funereal cypresses 
and tombstones, served tosliow’ that tbe country had 
once been inhabited. 

Just as the earliest stars began to twinkle I arrived 
at a third coffee-house on tite road-side, with a little 
mosque before it, a spreading heeeh-tree for travel- 
lers to recline imder in the spring, and a rude shed 
for thein in showcrSi or the more intense sunsliine 
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of wmmfrt H«re I r^ted for the night, and in the 
morning at day>break resumed my journey. 

After a short fide I reached the borders of the plain 
of Ephesus, across which I passed along a road rudely 
constructed, and raised al>OYe the marsh, consisting 
of broken pillars, entablatures, and inscriptions, at 
the end of which two other partes diverge ; one strikes 
off to the left, and leads over the Cayster by 6 bridge 
above the casUe of Aiasaluk — the other, leading to 
the right or west, goes directly to Scala Kuova, the 
ancient Nca^lis.— By the latter Byron and his friend 
proceeded towards the ferry, where ^they found the 
river about the size of'the at Cambridge, but 
more rapid and deeper. Having crossed, they then 
rode up tbesouth bank, and about three o'clock in the 
afternoon arrived at AiasaluR, the miserable village 
which now rq>resenls the city of Ephesus. 

Having put up, their beds in a mean khan, the only 
one in the town, they partook of some cold provisions, 
which they had brou^t with them, on a stone seat by 
(he side of a fountain, in an open Held near to a mos- 
que. shaded w ith tall cypresses. During their re- 
past, a young Turk approached the fountain, and, 
after washing his feet and hands, mounted -a flat 
stone, placed evidently for the purpose on the top of 
the W'all surrounding the mosque, and devoutly said 
his prayers, totally regardless of their appearance and 
operations. In this indifference for the world with 
which the Mussulman performs his holiest duties, 
there is an elevation of sentiment greatly wanting in 
the religious riles of tlie Christian Protestant. 

The remainder of the afternoon was spent in ex- 
ploring the ruins of Aiasaluk, and next morning thq- 
proceeded to examine those of the castle, and tiiq 
mouldered magnificence of Ephesus. Tlie remains of 
the celebrated temple of Diana could not be utisfac- 
torily traced; fragnients of walls and arclies, which 
had been plated with marble, were all they could dis- 
cover, with many broken columns that had once been 
mighty in their altitude and strength : several frag- 
nieiits were fifteen feet long, and of enormous cir- 
cumference. Such is the condition of that superb 
(xlifice, which was; in its glory, four hundred and 
twenty feet long, by two hundred and tWenty feet 
broad, and adorned with more dian a hundred and 
tw'cnty columns sixty feet high. 

'When the travellers had satisfied their curiosity, 
if that can be called satisfaction which found no entire 
form, but saw only the rubbish of desolation and the 
fragments of destruction, they returned to Smyrna. 

The iuvestigatipn. of. the ruins of Ephesus was 
doubtless interesting at the time, but the visit pro- 
duced ,RO sucli impr^ioD on the mir\d Byron as 
been expected. Ue never directly refers 
his works : indeed, after Athens, the relics of 
EpbVsijs are things but of small import, especially to 
an imagination which, like that of the Poet, required 
the action of living characters to awaken its dor- 
tnant sympathies. , ' 


CHAPTElt XXI. 

Embarksfor Constantinople. -~T<Hichc9ilTm(dM.—ViiibAtexan- 
Oria Tmas.— Tbc Trojan PUin..^Swinu the HeHrspunl.— Arrival 
at CeoflUDUnople- ' 

, . r 

' On the 'Ilth of April Lord Byron embarked at 
Smyrna, in the Salsette frigate, for Constantinople. 
The wind was fair during the night, and at half past 
six next morning the ship was off the north end of 
the ancient Lesbos or Mitylene. Having passed the 
headland, north of Ute little town of Baba, she came 
in sight of Tenedos, where she anchored, and the 
Poet went on shore to view the island. 

Tlie port w*as full of small craft which in their 
voyage to the Archipelago had put in to 
change of w ind, and • crowd o! Turks belonipngto 
these vessels were lounging about on the shore. The 
town was then in ruins, having been burned to the 
ground by a Russian squadron in the year 1807. 

Next morning Byron, with a party of officers, left 
the ship to visit the ruins of Alexandria Troas, and 
landed at an open port, about six or seven miles to 
tlie south of where the Salsette was at anchor. At 
the spot near to which they disembarked were several 
large cannon balls of granite; for the ruins of Alexan- 
dria hav'e long supplied the fortresses of the Darda- 
nelles with these gigantic missiles. 

They rambled some time througli the shag»- woods, 
with which the country is covered, and the urst ves- 
tiges of antiquity which attracted Their attention were 
two large granite sarcophagi; a little beyond they 
found tw o or three fragments ofgrwite pillars, one 
of them about twenly-fivc feet in Igngth, and at least 
live in diameter. Near these they saw arches of 
brickwork', and on the east of them tiiose magnificent 
remains, to whieh early travellers have given the 
name of tlic palace of Priam, but which are, in fact, 
the ruins of ancient baths. An earthquake in^ the 
course of the preceding winter had thrown down 
large portions of th^m, and Uie internal divisions of 
the edifice were, in consequence, choked with huge 
masses of mural wrecks and marbles. 

The visiters entered the interior through a gap, 
and found themselves in the midst of enormous ruins, 
enclosed on two sides by walls raised on arches, and 
by piles of ponderous fragments. The fallen blocks 
were of vast dimensions, and showed that no cement 
bad been used in tbe construction, an evidence of 
their great antiquity. In the midst of this crushed 
magnificence stood several lofty poiM.s and arches, 
pedestals of gigantic colqmns and broken steps, and 
marble cornices heaped in desolate confusion. 

From these batlis the distance to the sea is between 
two and three miles — a gentle declivity covered with 
low woods, and partially interspersed with spots of 
cultivated ground. On Uiis slope tlie ancient city of 
Alexandria Troas was built. On the north-west, 
part of Uie walls, to the extent of a mile, inav yet be 
(raced; the remains of a tiieatre are also still to be 
seen on the side of the hill fronting the sea, com- 
I maiiding a view of Tenedos, l.«innos, and the whole 
1 rx)>nmye of the ACgean. 
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Having been conducted by the guide, whom the>’ had 
brought witii them from Tenedos, to the princi|>al^O' 
tiquities of Akxaiidria Troas» the visiters returned to 
the frigate, wiiioh immediately after got under weigh. 
On the 14th of April she came to anchor about a mile 
and a lialf from Cape Janissary, the Sygean promontory', 
wliere slie remained about a fortnight; during which 
ample opportunity w.as afforded to inspect the plain 
of Troy, that scene of heroism, which, for three thou- 
sand years, hos attracted tlie attention, and interested 
the feelings and tancy of ttic civilized world. 

Whether Lord Byron entertained any doubt 'of Ho- 
mer's Troy having existed, is not very clear. It is 
probate, from the little he says on the subject, t)iat 
he t(^^ no interest in the question. For altlmugh 
no traveller could enter wiUi more sensibility into tlie 
local associations of celebrated places, he yet never 
seemed to care much about the visible features of an- 
tiquity. and was always TiK)re inclined to indulge in 
reflections tlian to puzzle his learning with dates or 
dimensions. His ruminations on the Troad, in Don 
Juan, afford an instance of this, and are conceived in 
the very spirit of Ciiildc Harold. 

And *0 great iiaoKs are noihinK otpre than aowinat. 

And of ^lory '» but an airy lust. 

Too oflru ill IIh fury uvi^nxmiing all i 
Who vriMilU, aa 'Iwcrv. idi-nlify Ihclr dual 
FTiiw €H)t ilic w (icdmruc lou which, entumbingall. 

LcavOi uciUmig U:i the comlait of the 
Save elianae. I vp MojiI Arhilii-«' loiuh, 

Ami heard Troy douiited— lime will duuht uT Home. 

The very ^mTaUoiw uf ihe dead 

Are vwe|>taway, and tomb udicrih toiub, 
rmil Ihe nirtnory of an aje i^ ih-d, 

' • And burled, sinki bnieatb ibt^f<4niii|('sdoom. 

Where are the epl:a|>hs our (atl>er» read, 

* Bare a few glean'd fruin ihe «epiilcliral gloom, 
yvhirJi once named myriads, Ddiiieliws lie beoeatli, 

And lose Uieir owo to umiverMil deathl ' 

No task of cariosity can indeed be less satisfactory 
than the examination of the sites of ancimt cities; 
for the guides, not content with leading the traveller 
to the s|>Ot, often attempt to mislead his imagination, 
by directing his attention to circumstances which 
they suppose to be evidence that verities their tradi- 
tions. Thus, on the Trojan plain, several objects are 
still shown as the selfsame mentione«l in the Iliad. 
The w ild Ug-trees,and the tomb of ilus, are yet there 
— if the guides may be credited. But they were seen 
with incredulous eyes by the Poet; even the tomb 
of Acliilles a|^rs to liave been regarded by him 
with equal sce))ticism ; still his description of the 
scene around is striking, and tinted with some of bis 
happiest touches. 

There on ibe grrm and vniage-coUed Mil la. 

Flashed by dm lieitesponi, and by the »«a. 

Eiilumb'U lliL* bravui of ifte brave, .vchilies,— 

They uy so. Uryant sayi dw cuiiirary. 

Ami (anher downward lull and lowrnng .%Uli b 
The tumulus, of whom Heaven knows it may be, 
Palruclius Ajax, or Prou^lUiis, 

AU heroes, wbo, II Uting. sUil wouM slay us. 

IHgh harrows wiUioat marble nr a name, 

A va>l untill'd and mounUiii-ekirled plain. 


' AimI Ida In the distance stifl Ibe aime. 

And old Scamander, if *l l« lie, remaia ; 

The sHuation seems still fomird for famr, 

A hundred tNmntid turn might fight again 
WiUi ease. But where 1 sought lor Uiun * walls. 

The quiet sheep feed*, and tlie lortoise crawls. 

. Troops <A untended hones ; here and thm 

Some ItUle liamIvU. with new nami!B uocMUb, 

Some sh^henls nnUke FarU, kd lo stare 
A moment at the Euro|iran youth, 

Wliom to ihe "put their Mrhoolboy ferllngs btwr; 

A Tnrfc With bead* In hand and pipe in mouth. 

Extremely taken with h|s own reii^u. I 
Arc what I found ibere, but the devU a Pbryglau. 

It was during the time that the Salsctte lay off 
Cape Janissary that Lord Byron first undertook to 
swim across the Hellespont. Having crossed from 
the castle of Chaual-Kalessi, in a boat manned by four 
Turks, he lauded at five oVIock in the evening halt a 
mile above the castle of Chelit-Bauri, where, with 
an officer of the frigate who accompanied him, he 
begun Ids enterprise, emulous of Uie renown of Lean- 
der. At first they swam obliquely upwards, rather 
towards Nagara Point than the Dardanelles, Ibul not- 
withstanding their skill and eflbrts tlvey made little 
progress. Finding it useless to struggle w iih the 
current, they then turned and w ent with the stream, 
still endeavouring to cross. It v^as not uinif they 
had been half an hour in the water, and found them- 
selves iu the middle of the strait, about a mile and 
, a half below the castles, that they consented to be 
; taken into the boat which had followed them. By 
that time tlie coldiie^ss of the water had So betiumbed 
their limbs tliat they were unable to stand, oiad were 
otherw ise much exhausted. Tlie second alleinpt was 
made on the 3d of May, when the weather w as warmer. 
They entered the water at the distance of a mile and 
a half above Clielit-Buuri, near a point of land ou the 
western bank of the Bay of Maitu, and swam against 
the stream as before, but not for so long a time. In 
less than lialf an hour Uiey came floating do^o tiie 
current dose to the ship w hicli was then anchored at 
the Dardanelles, and In passing her steered for tl>e 
bay beiiind the castle, w hich they soon succ^ceded in 
reaching, and landed al>out a mile and a half below 
Uie ship. Lord Byron has recorded tliat lie found the 
current very strong and the water cold; that some 
large fldi passed hun in the middle of the cliaonel, 
and though a little chilled he was nut fatigued, and 
perfomied the feat without much difficulty, but not 
wiUi impunity, for by the verses in whicii he com- 
memorated the exploit it appears he incurred the 
ague, 

wtiTTES ArrxK swiiMi’ic rRoa butos to abtods. 

If. in the month of darii December 
Leamier, wUu na.v uighily wool 
( VVliat iiiekJ will nut Uic tale renicmber t ) 

To crum Ihy >trc4m, brojd llclle»puut ! 

If. wbeo the wUitry !einiic*t roar'd. 

He «i>r«l lo Hero, uoihiug loih, 

AihI ibiiK of uid Iby cumriil imiir'd. 

Fair Vfuui I bow l piiy botli 
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Par mt, deffcnir^te modem wrelcli, 

Thoogfa in the Kcntal mnoih of May. 

Uy dri|i|)iag limbt I faioQy atrelch. 

And thiuk I 've done a frat lo-djy. 

But dace he croased the rapid tide, 

According lo the doubikil f lufy, 

To »oo.— and— l.onl know* what bnkle, 

And nvam lor lotc. as 1 lor glof 7 ; 

T wne hard U> say who fared the best t 
Sad motlala ! ibtis the tkxb sliti plapia you ! 

He kMt his iahocir, t my je»t 3 

Fht lie was drown’d, and 1 Ve the ague. 

“ Thf whole distant,’.’ says his Lordship, “ from 
the plare whence we started to our landing on the 
other side, ineludihg the length we were carried by 
the current, was computed by those on board the fri- 
gate at upwards of four English miles, though the 
actual breadth is barely one. The rapidity of the 
current is siidiTliat no boat can row directly across, 
and it may, in some measure, be estimated from the 
circumstance of the whole distance being accomplish- 
ed by one of the parties in an liour and five, and by 
the other (Byron) in an hour and ten minutes. The 
water .was estremely cold from the melting of the 
mountainsiiows. About three weeks before, in April, 
we h.ad made an attempt, but having ridden alb the 
way from theTroad the same morning, and thewater 
being of an icy Cliillness, we found it nccessarv lo 
postpone tlie completion till tlie frigate anrhorad be- 
low the castles, when we swam the straits as just 
stated, entering a considerable way above the Euro- 
pean, and landing below the Asiatic fort. Chevaliicr 
says, that a yoliiig Jew swam the saotc distaui'e for 
his mistress ; and Oliver mentions it having been 
done by a heapoljtan; but our consul (at the Dsrda- 
nelles), Tarragona, remembered neither of these'eir- 
cumstances, and tried. to dissu.lde us from the at- 
tempt. A number of the Salsette’s crew were know n 
to have accomplished a greater di.Stance; and the- only 
thing that surprised me was, tliat .as doubts li.fd been 
entertained of tlie truth of Leander’s story, no' tra- 
veller had ever endeavoured to ascertain its practica- 
bility.” 

While the Salsette lay off the Dardanelles, Lord 
Byron saw the body of a man w ho liad. been executed 
by being cast into ttie sea, floating on the stream, and 
moviog to and fro with the timibling of the water, 
his arms scaring away several sea-fowl that were 
hovering to devour, Tliis incident lie Iws strikingly 
depioted in the Bride of Abydos. 

Tbtiit birth ihri«k above the prey 
O'er which (heir liun;;ry beaks delay, 

As iduken on his rr«UejM pillow. i 

H M head heaves w lib thr hc.iTinR billow ; 

Thai hand nhlow motion b uQl life. 

Yet TeeUy Mctiu to menace sirile, 

Piling by tlie load nit tble on bigh, 

Then lereU'd with the ware— 

What recka it. iho* that cone shall He 
.Wrthla a Uvlof grave ? 

The MnJ that tears UmI pnwIraU torm 
ffaih only robb'd the meaner wuitd,'^ 

The only heart, the only eye. 

Thai Ned or wept losee hbn die. 


LORD BYRON. 

. Bad seen iboac acatter’d limN composed. 

And nHimm'd aiMive hb Inrhao-stone ; 

That heart liaih Inirtl— that rye was closed* 

Vea— closed before his own. 

BetB’eeii the Dardanelles and Constantmo{de no 
other adventure was undertaken or accident befell 
tlie Poet. On the I3th of May the frigate came to 
anchor at sunset, near Uie headland to the' west of 
the Seraglio Point ; and when ll»e night closetl in, the 
silence and the darkness were so complete that we 
might have believed ourselves,” says Mr. Iiobl>ou6e, 
“ moored in the lonely cove of some desert island, 
and not at the foot of a city which, from its vast ex- 
tent and cuuDiless population, is fondly imagined by 
its present masters to be worthy to he called Thb 

RBruCE OP THE WOBLP.” 


A Mr. Turner, who published some Travels a few 
years after his Lordship had accomplished the feat, in- 
sinuated that Lord Byron had fallen far short of I..ean- 
I dcr, having only si»'aro iriM the current, whileLeander 
swam both v’iih and againsl it. His Lordship, who 
prided himself much upon tl»e feat, was in high dud- 
geon ot ihis insulting doubt, and sent the following 
’letter, addressed to Mr. Murray, his publisher : — 

“ Dear Sir,— In the 44th page, Vol. I. of ‘ Turner’s 
Travels,’ (which vou lately sent me,j it is stated that 
Ix>rd Byron, when he expressed such confidence of its 
practicability, seems to have forgotten that Leander 
swam both ways, with and against the tide; wliereas 
he (Lord Byron) only performed the easiest part of the 
task, by swiuiming trifb it, from Europe to Asia. 

“ I eertaiidy could not have forgotten what is 
known- to every schoolboy — that Leander crossed in 
the night, and returned towards the inomiog. Mv 
object was to ascertain that ibe Hellespont could be 
crossed at all by swimming, and in Ibis Mr. Eken- 
head. and myself both succeeded ; the one in an hour 
and ten minutes, the other in one honr and five mi- 
nutes; the fiWe was ««f in our favour; on the con- 
trarj’, the great diffictiHy w'as, to hear up against the 
current, which, so far from helping us to the Asiatic 
side, set us down right inwards the Archipelago. 
Neither Mr. Ekenhead, myself, nor, I will venture to 
add, any person on board the frigate, from Captain 
(now Admiral) Bathurst downwards, had any notion 
of a difference of the current on the Asiatic side, of 
which Mr. Turner spe.aks. I never heard of it till this 
moment, or I w'ould have taken the other course. 
Lieutenant Ekenhead’s sole niotfvc, and mine also, 
for setting out from the European side, was, tliat the 
little cape above Sextos w»s a more prominent start- 
ing plare, and the frigate which lay below, close under 
the Asiatic castle, formed a better point of vjew to 
move towards ; and in fact, we landed immediately 
below it. Mr. Turner says, ‘whatever is thrown 
into the stream on this part of the European bank 
must arrive at tlie Asiatic shore.’ This is so far from 
being the case, that it must arrive in the Archipelago 
ft left lo the currant, although a strong wind from the 
Asiatic aide might have*Euch an efTect occasionally. 
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Mr. Turnfr attempted tlie passage from the Asia- 
tic side, and failed; ‘ after five-and-twenty minutes, 
in wbicl) he did not advance a hundred yards, he gave 
Hup, from complete exhaustion.* This is very pos- 
sible, and might have ocxuirred to him just as readily 
on tile European side. 1 particularly stated, and Mr. 
Ilobhouse has done so also, tliat we were obliged to 
make the real passage of one mile extend to between 
three and four, owing to the force of die stream. I 
can assure Mr. Turner that his success would have 
given me great pleasure; as it would have added one 
more instance to the proofs of its practicability.— It is 
not quite so fair inhiin to infer that, because he failed, 
Leapder could not succeed. 

“ There are still four iustanccs on record — a Nea- 
politan, a young Jew, Mr. Ekenhead, and myself; the 
two last w ere in the presence of hundreds of English 
witnesses. With regard to die difference of the cur- 
rent, 1 perceived none; it is favourable to the swim- 
mer on neither side, but may be stemmed by plung- 
ing Into the sea aoonsiderable way above the opposite 
point of the coast w hich tJie sw immer wislies to make, 
but still bearing up against it : it is strong; but if 
you calculate well, you may reach land. My own 
experience, and that of others, bids me pronounce the 
passage of Leander perfectly practicable : any, young 
man in good health, and w ith tolerable skill in sw im- 
mi^, might succeed in it from either side. 1 was 
tliree hours in swimming across the Tagus, whicli is 
much more liaiardous, being two hours longer Ilian 
the passage of tlie Hellespont Of w hat may be done 
in swimming, 1 may mention one more instanoe. In 
18(8, die Chevalier Mingaldo, (a gentleman of Bas- 
sano,) a good swimmer, wished to swim widi my 
friend Mr. Alexander Scott and myself : as lie seemed 
particularly anxious on the subject, w'e indulged him. 
— W'e all three start^ from the island of the Lido 
and swam to Venice.— At the entrance of the grand 
canal, Scott and 1 were a good way ahead, and .we 
saw no more of our foreign friend ; w liich, however, 
was of no consequence, as tliere was a gondola to hold 
his clothes, and pick him up. Scott swam on till past 
the Hialto, w here be got out, less from fatigue than 
ehUI, having been fo^lr hours in the water without 
rest, or st|y, except^hat is to be obtained from 
fkiatiog on o|ie*r^pck,— this heing the condition of 
oiir perfonnu^'. I cooUnued my course on to Santa 
emo, compriaiBg the whole oi the grand canal, (be- 
sides|||Cdi8lancefroi]fttbe Lido,) and got out w here tltt 
Laguna once moro^peos to Fusina. 1 bad been in the 
water, by my watch, without help or rest, and never 
touching grofad or boat, four hours and twenty mi- 
Aptes. Tp this match, and during the greater part of 
the performance,^ Mr. Hoppner, the consul-general, 
was .witness, and it is well known to many others.- 
Mr. Turner can easily verify the fket, if he tliiuks it 
worth while, by referring to Mr. Hoppnef. The dis- : 
tance we could not accurately ascert^m; it was of ; 
course considerable. 

crossed die Hellespont innniiour and ten mi- 
nutes only. I am now ten years older in time, and 
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tw enty in constitution, than L^was when 1 pasM the 
Dardanelles ; and yet, tw'o years ago, 1 was capable 
of swimming four hours and twenty minutes ; and I 
am sure that 1 could have continued two hours longer, 
though I had on a pair of trowsers — an accoutrement 
which by no means assists the (>erformancc. My 
two conipaihoDs were also four hours in the water. 
Mingaldo might be about thirty years of agC, Scott 
ahoQt six-and-twenty. ith this experience in swim- 
ming, at difftrent periods of age, not only on the spot, 
but elsewhere, of various persons, what is there to 
make me doubt that Lcander's exploit was perfectly 
practicable? If three individuals did more than pass- 
ing the Hellespont, why should he have done Jess? 
But Mr. Turner failed, and, naturally seeking a plau- 
sible excuse lor his failure, lays the blame oo the 
Asiatic side of the strait. To nie the cause is evident; 
he tried to swim directly across, instead of going 
higher up U> take tlie vantage. He might as well have 
tried to fly over IMount Allies. 

That a young Greek of the heroic times, in love, 
and w ith his limbs in full vigour, might have succeed- 
ed in such an aUempt, is neitlier wonderful nor 
doubtful. Whether he attempted U or not,, is anotlier 
question, because be might liavc had a stnatt boat to 
save him the trouble. 

“ I am yours ver)* truly, 

S. Mr. Turner says, that the swimming from 
Europe to Asia was ^the easiest part of the 1 

doubt whether t.eandcr found it so, as it was the re- 
turn : bow'ever, he had several hours between the 
intervals. The argument of Mr. T. ‘ tliat, biglier up, 
or lower down, the siraK w idens so considerably that 
he would. save little labour by his starting,* is only 
good fur indifferent swimmers. A man of any prac- 
tice or skill will always consider the distance less than 
the strength of the stream. If Ekenhead and myself 
Inul tlK)ught,of crossing at tlie narrow est point, in- 
stead of going up to the cape above it, w c should have 
been swept down to Tenedos. The strait is, however, 
not extraordinarily wide, even where it broadens 
above and below the forts. As the frigate was sta- 
tioned some lime in the Dardanelles, waiting for Uie 
firman, I batlied often in Uie strait, subsequently to 
our traject, and generally on the Asiatic side, with- 
out perceiving the greater strength of the opposing 
stream, by w hich Mr. Tunierpalliate^ liisown failure. 
Our amusement in llie small bay whidi opens imme- 
diately below Uie Asiatic fort, was to dive for the 
land tortoises, which we flung in on purpose, as they 
amphibiously craw’led along the bottom : this does not 
argue any greater violence of current tliaii oo the 
Euro^iean shore. Witli regard to the modest insi- 
nuation, that w'c chose tlie European side as ^easier,' 

I appeal to Mr. Uobhouse, and Admiral Batiiurst, if 
it be true or no; poor Ekenhead being since dead. 
Had we been aware of any such difference of cur- 
rent, as is asserted; we slioifld at least have proved it, 
and were not likely to liave given it up in the twenty- 
five minutes of Mr. Turner’s own experiment.” 
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CnAPTER XXII. 

Co«Unito(>|>l«.^lNscri[Jli<)n —Tlie l)o<pi aiiJnfro Unded 
at Toptum.— The mulerlen 1)0^4.— The slave Market.— The 
SerkgUo. — "^he DeSecti id Uie OeacrlpUoo. 

Thk spot where the frigate rame to anchor affords 
Init an imperfect view of tlie Ottoman capital. A few 
tall white minareU?, and. the domes of tl»e great 
mosques only ore in sights interspetsed witlt trees 
and mean masses of domestic buildings, aod in the 
distance inland on the Jefl^ the redoubted castle of the 
Seven Towers is seen rising above the gloomy walls: 
— and uniihe every other European city, a profound 
silence prevails over all. This remarkable charac* 
teristio of Constantinople is owing to the very few 
wheel-carriages employed in the city. In other re- 
spects the view around is lively, and in line weather 
^quickened with innumerable objects in motion. In 
the calmest days the rippling in the How of tl»c Bos- 
phorus is like the running of a river. In the fifUi 
canto of Don Jnan, Lord Byron has seized the prin- 
cipal features; and delineated them with sparkUng 
effect. 

Tlie European with ib« Asian shore, 

Sprinkled wiUi palaces; the oceanslream 
Here and there studded with a seveuiy-four; 

Sophia's cupola with f oid^n (tk-am ; 

The CT|»rc8s proves; oijrmpoj hjjd» and hoar ; 

The twelve isles, and the more Ilian 1 oOuld dream, 

Far leu describe, present the very view 
la hich charm'd the charming Mary Uonlagne. 

In the morning wlien his Lorsdship left the ship 
the wind blew strongly from the *orth-east,,and the 
rustling rurrent of tlie Bosphorus dashed wiUi great 
violence against the rocky projections of tlie sliorC, 
as the captain's boat was rowed against the strgam. 

The wind swept clown the Knxloe. and Ihe wave t , 
Broke foaming-o'er the blue SympleguTcs. 

*T is a grand sigbl, frnln otr the r.Unrs Grave, 

To- Watch the progress of (b(Me roUingaeas . - 

Between th^Bosphorus, as they lash and lave , 
Ei^rope and Asia, you bein^ quite at ease. 

“The sensations produced by the state of the 
weather, and leaving a comfortable cabin, were,’* says 
Mr. Hobhouse, ^*in unison witli tbe^ impressions 
whidi we. felt when passing under the pilace of the 
sultans, and gazing at tlie gloomy cypresses, whicli 
risq above the walls, we saw two dogs gnawing a 
dead body.*' Tlie description in The Siege of Corinth 
of the dogs devouring the de^id, owes its origin to 
this incident. 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath Uie wall,' 
lioM o'er the dead their caruiral. 

Gorging and growling; o'er carcau and limb, 

TBer were too buay to bark at him. 

From a Tarlar'a tciiil they had stripp'd the flesh, 

As ye ped the Hg when its fruit U fivsh. 

And their while tusks erunched on the whiter Kull, 

As it slipp'd through ibnr jaws wbeq their edge grew dull ; 

At they luily niiirDbled the hones of the dead, 

When Uiey scarce cuakl rise from iho s|iol where they fed ; 

So Writ had they broken a lingiTing fast, 

WKh those wdio had hilten (or that i(ight‘i repast. ' 
k»t alp knew by the turbans ibal ruH'd on the sand. 
Tb^breroosl of tliciowere the best trf Ids band. 


Crtrosoo and green were the sliasv Is of their wear. 

And each st;aTp had a dngle long tuft ufliair. 

All the rest was shaven and tiare. . ^ 

Thoscalps wrere in the wild flog s maw, 

The hair was tangled ronnd his Jaw. 

But close by the shore on the edge of tlie gu!f, 

I here sat a vulture llapping a wolf. 

Who had stnlrn from tlic hills, hut kept away. 

Scared by the dogs, from fhs homin prey r 

But he seiieii r>n his share uf a sbred that lay. 

Pick'd hy die birds, on the sands of the bay. 

This hideous picture is a striking instance of the 
uses to which imaginative power may turn the slight- 
est hint, and of horror augmented till it reach that 
extreme point at ‘which the ridiculous commences. 
The whole compass of English poetry affords no pa- 
rallel to this passage. It even exceeds the celebrated 
catalogue of dreadful things oh the sacramental table 
in Tam O’Slianter. It is true, that the revolting cir- 
cumstances described by Byron are les.s .suhliinc in 
tlieir associations than those of Burns,' being inere 
visible images, unconnected with ideas of guilt, and 
unlike • , ' 

The knKo a father'* thruat iud maDgled, • 
Whom hi* iin 90D o' life betrfl : 

The gray luirs yet stack U> the hrfl- 

Nor is there in the vivid group of the vulture Happing 
the wolf, any ^cces.sorv to rouse stronger emotions, 
than those whirii are arsswiated with the siglit of 
energy ajid courage, wltile the covert insimtaHoii, 
that the bird is actuated by some instigation x>£ retri- 
bution in pursuing the w olf for havjnprun away with 
tlie bone, appcoaclies the vcr\' jioint nnd line wliere 
the liorrible merges in the ludicrou.s. The w hole pas- 
»ge U fearfully distinct, and though in its oircum- 
8laDces,.as the poet himself says, ‘'sickeniug;’’ is ^et 
an amazing display of poetical power. 

Tlie frigate set the travellers on slioreat tophana, 
from wljiclt tlie road ascends to Pera. Near this 
landing-place is a large fountain, and around it a 
public stand ofliorses ready saddled, attended by 
boys. On some of these Lord Byron and his friend, 
with the officers who had accompanied them, mount- 
ed and rode up the steep hill, to tl»e principal Frank 
iiotcl, in Pera, where they intended to lodge. In llie 
course of the ride their attention was ntlracted to 
the prodigious number of masterless dogs whicli 
lounge and lurk about the corners of the .streets; a 
nuisance both dangerous and disagreeable, but which 
the Turks not only tolerate but protect. It is no un- 
common tiling to see a litter of puppies witli Uieir 
mother, nestled in a mat placed on purpose for tlieni 
in a nook, by some cliaritalde Mussulman of the neigh- 
liourhood ; for notwithstanding tlieir merciless mi- 
litary practices, tlie Turks are pitiful-hearted to dumb 
animals and slaves. Constantinople has, however, 
been 90 often and sq well described, that it in unne- 
cessarv' to notice its different objects of curiosity 
here, except in so far as they have been coiilrilnitorv 
to the stores of the Poet. 

Tlie slave-market was, of course, not unvisited, 
but the description in Don Juan is more indebted to 
the author's fancy, than any of those .otlier bright 
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rfdections of realities to witicii I have liitherta di- | rial harein, than a knowledge of actual things and 
reeled ll»e attention of the reader. The market is, | appearances. Mot that the latter art inferior to the 
in fact, rerv uninteresting ; few slaves are ever to be j former in lieauty, or are wiiljout images and linea- 
seen in it, and tlie place itself has an odious resein- \ rnents of grapliic distiiKtness, but they want tliat air 
bbnee to SmithtielcU I imagine, therefore, that the ■ of reality whidi constitutes the singular excellence of 
trade In slaves is chiefly managed by private bar- his scenes drown frotn nature; and there is a vague- 
gaining. 'When t^re, I saw only two men for sale, ness in theni which has the effect of making them 
whites, who apneared very little concerned about obscure, and even fantastical. Indeed, except when 


tlieir destination; certainly not more than English 
rustics offering themselves for hire to the farmers at 
a fair.^ Doubtless, there was a tjme when the slave- 
market of Constantinople presented a different spec- 
tacle, but the trade itself has undergone a change— 
the Christians are uow interdicted from purchasing 
slaves, — the luxury of the guilt is reserved for the 
exclusive enjoyment of the Turks, Still, as a de- 
scription of things which may have been, Byron’s 
market U probable and curious. 

A crowd of bliivering slaves of every nation, 

Aral aral sexi were in Ihe marict ramc« 4 1 
i-Ach bevy with the mrrcliiDi in bis staiioo, 

I'oor creatnrestlbcirgooil looks were sadly changed. 

All. save the blacks, H-cni'd Jaded with vexation, 

From fricoUs, and tK>me. and freedfuii tar estranged. 

The negroes more ptiUusopiiy displajed. 

Used to H, no doubt, as tels aa' to be flayed . 

Like a backgammon board, the place was dolled 
with whites and Madu ia gruu|is, on show (r>r sale. 

Though ratbef more iirrgnlaii) »polted ; 

Some bought (be Jet, whUe others cliose the pale- 
Vo lady e’er Is ogled by a lover. 

Horse by a blackdeg, broad^oth by a Uilor. 

Fee by a oonmd. felon by a Jailor, 

As is a slave by bis intended bidder- , ^ 

*T Is pleasant purclMdng our frllow-<realurci ■, t 

And ill are to be sold. If Vdii cemsider * | 

Their paraioas, and are dexterous; some by fcatnrra '< 

Arc bought up, oUicn by a warlike leader ; 

Some by aptace—a« lend their yeanor natures: ^ | 

The nuMl by ready cash— bnl all lure price*. 1 

From crowns to kicks, accurdiug to their Tkes. 

Tlte account of the interior of the seraglio in Don 
Juan may be probably correct, and moy have been 
• drawn in several particulars from an inspection of 
some of the palaces, but the destTiptions of the impe- ^ 
rial harem are entirely fanciful. I am persuaded by j 
different circumstances that Byron could not have 
bcep^ those sacrod chambers of any of the seraglios, j 
A^flwUfnel was in Constantinople, only one of the . 
imperial residences was accessible to strangers, and 
it was unfurnished. The great seraglio was not ac- ^ 
cessiblc beyond the courts, except in those apartments i 
where the sultan received his officers and visiters pf | 
state. Indeed, the whole account of the customs and 
usages of the interior of tlie seraglio, as described in 
Don Juan, can only be regarded as inventions; and, 
though the descriptions abouiul in picturesque beaut) , 
they liave not that air of truth and fact about them, 
whicli render the pictures of Byron so generally va- 
luable, independent of their poetical excellence. In 
those he has given of the apartments of the men, Ute 
liveliness ^nd Gdelity of his pencil cannot be denied, 
but the Arabian tales, and Vatbek, seem to have had 
more influence on his faiK’y, in describing the impe- 


he paints from actual models, from living persons and 
I existing things his superiority, at Iea.st his original- 
ity, is not so obvious; and thus it happens, that his 
I gorgeous description of the sultan's seraglio is like a 
versified p.issageof an Arabian tale, while the image- 
! ry of Chtlde Harold's visit to AH Pashaw has all tlie 
I freshness and life of an actual scene. Tlie following 
I is, indeed, more lik^an imitation of Vathek, than any 
I thing that had been seen, or is in existence. I quote 
' it for the contrast it affords to the visit referred to.* 
; and in illustration of the distinction which should be 
' made between beauties derived from actual scenes 
and adventures, and compilations from memory and 
' imagination, which are supposed to display so much 
more of creative invention. • 

Aiut thus Ihry partrd. rich by nrparate doon; 

Batu led Juan onward room by room, 

Through giiitertag gollcrio* and o'er marble floors, 

Tin a gi^nUc portal ihrou^h the ghXKn 
nsoghty and higie along Ihr dbitfnce towers. 

Aral wafted far arose a rich perftmir ; 
lljtreoi'd 01 (hough itwy came upon a shrine. 

Fur all waxTosi, ntlll. fragrant, anddivlue. 

The giant door wx< broad and briglit and high, 
or gilded broiue, and carved in curious guise ; 

Warriors Ihcreon were baullng furkmsly ; 

Here stalks Ibc victor, (hrre Utc vanquish'd lies: 

There captives led tn-triwoph droo() the eye.l 
And in prrspcciive maoy a ai|uaJmn flies. 

11 oeems^y work of limes before the line, 
or Rcune tr^tnsplanled. fell wUh ConstonUae. 

This miwy |N>rtal stood at ihe wide close 
Of a huge hall, and un Us etiher side 
Two ItUfe dwarf*, ihe U'osl yon could Hip(>oae, 

Were sale, like ugly imps, os if allieti 
In mockery to the enormous gale, whloh ruse 
O'er them in almost pyromidic pride. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

Ditpufe wlib the Amliossador.— Reflections on Byron's PrhK of 
Rank.— Abandons bis Oriental TraveU.— RecuilMrIui Indie Sal- 
wttc.—Tbe Dagger Scene.- Zea.— Reiums loAlhciis — Tdiir la 
Ihe Morel.— Dangerous Illness. — Rctum'to Athens — Tlic Ad- 
ventarw on wliiigli (he Giaour b founded. 

ALTHODcn Lord Byron remained two months in 
Constantinople, and Aisited every object of interest 
and curiosity, within and around it, lie yet brought 
away with him fewer poetical impressions than from 
I any other part of the Ottoman dominions; at least he 
i itas made less use in his works of wltat he sa.w and 
{ learned there, Ulan of the materials he collected hi 
I other places. 

J From wliatever cjRise it arose, Uie s^If-abstnctiou 
wliidi I had noticed at Smyrna, was remarked alioiit 
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bfm wbHe he wu iu the capital, and th& same jealousy 
of hie rank «vso nenously awaUe, that it led him 
to attanpt an (drttusion on the ambassadorial eti- 
quettes — ^wbich henrofaqbly regrbttcd. 

It Iwe grtm Into a'enstom at Con^^fCTnople, when 
the foM^ iaiid9tcf& are admitted to audiences of ce- 
remony with the sultan, to allow the subjects and 
travellers of tbcif respective nations to accompany 
them, both to swell the pomp'of the spectacle, and ta 
gratify tbeir curiosity, .^tr. Adair, our ambassador, 
for whom ^UtiseSte bad been sent, liad his audience 
of iatm app^iit^ soon after Lord Byron's arrival, 
and Lonlship wav particularly anxious to occupy 
aftatloo id* ^stlnctiob in the procession. The pre- 
tension was Hdicntouk in itMlf, and showed lees ac- 
quaintance with ooQitly ceremonies than might have 
been expected in a person of his" rank and intelligence. 
Mr. Adair assured him that he could obtain no par- 
ticular place ; that in the arrangements for the cere- 
monial, only the persons couneeled with the embassy 
could be considered, and that tlie Turks neitFier ac- 
knowledged llie precedence, nor could be requested to 
consider the distinctions, of our nobility. Byron, 
however, still persisted, and the minister was obliged 
to refer him oo the subject to the Austrian Intcrnun- 
cio, a lihd* autbority in questions of etiquette, whose 
opinion was decidedly against tlie pretension. 

The pride of rank was indeed one of tlie greatest 
weaknesses of Lord. Byron; and every thing, even of 
the most accidental kind, w hich seemed to come be- 
tween the wind and bis nobility, was repelled on the 
spot. I recollect having some debate with him once 
respecting a point of btiquette, which arose between 
him and-Sir William Drummond, somewhere in Por- 
tugal or Spain. Sir/Wiiliam was at tiietiine anmn- 
bassador, (not,.bewever, I believe, ih tlie country 
where the incident occurred) and was on the point of 
taking precedence in passing from one room to an- 
other, when Byron stepped in before him. The .ac- 
tion was undoubtedly tudeon tlie part oHiis Lordsfiip, 
even Ihoogh Sir WilKam had presumed too far on his 
ribbon :.to me it seemed also wrong; for, the 
custom of all nations from time immembrial, anibas- 
aadors have been allowed th^ir ofQcial rank in pass^- 
ing through fdreign countries, while peers in the same 
cirGUOistaiices claim no rank at all ; even in opr own 
colonies it has been doubted if they may take prece- 
dence of the legisbtive counsellors. But the riglits 
of rank are best detenniued by the liCralds, and 1 Itave 
only to remark, that it is almost inconceivable that 
nidi things shoqld bav^ so morbidly alTected the sen- 
aibilUy of Lord BxTon; yet they certainly did so, and 
even to a ridiculous degree. On one occasion, when 
be lodged in St. Jaiues’s-street, l'recollj|et hiip rating 
the footman for using a double knock in accidental 
thoughtlessness. 

These little iirTinnities are,'liowevRr, at most only 
okmated to excite a smile; there is no turpitude in 
than, and they merit notice but us indications of the, 
huooumf nharocter. ' It was iris Xsirdship's foible to 
^’verrale bis rank,' to grudge his deformity beyond 
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reason, and to exaggerate tlie condition of las family 
and circumstances. But the alloy of such small va- 
nities, his caprice and feline temper, were as vapour 
compared with the mass ot‘ rich and. ran ore whidi 
constituted tlie niideus of liis brilliancy. 

He bad not been long in Constantinople, when a 
dumgecame over his intentions; the journey to Per- 
sia was abandoned, arid the dreams of India were dis- 
solved. The particular causes whidi produced this 
change are not very lipparent, but Mr. HoMiouse Was, 
at the same time, directed to return heme, and per- 
haps that circumstance had some inniience on his de- 
cision, which lie commtinicaied to Irismother, in- 
forming her, that he should probably reditn to Greece. 
As in that letter he alludes to his embarrassment on 
acdiunt of remittances, it is probable that the ni^lcct 
of his agent, w ith respect to them, was the mbin cause 
which induce<yiim to determine on going no (brther. 

. Accordingly, oflf the 14th of July, he embarked wifli 
Mr. Hobiiouseand the amba&sador.,orf board tlieSai- 
sette. It was in the course of tlie passage to the 
island of Zea, w here lie was put on shore, tlut one of 
the most emphatic incidents of his fife occurred \ an 
incident wbidi throws a remarkable gleam info the 
springs and" intricacies of his character — more, |»er- 
haps, than any tiring whidi lias yet been mentioued. 

One day, as lie was walking the quarter-deck^ he 
htled an ataglian, (it miglit be one ofthe midshipmen’s 
weapons) and unslieathiog it, said, contemplatiog the 
blade, should like to know how a person feels after 
committing murder.” By those who have inquiringly 
noticed the extraordinary cast of his metaphysical as- 
sociations, this dagger scene must be regaided as both 
impressive and solemn : the wish to know how a man 
felt after committing murder does not imply any de- 
sire to perpetrate the crime. The feeling might le* 
appreciated by experiencing any* actual degree of guijt; 
for it.is not tlie deed, the sentiment which follows it 
makes the horrof. But it is doing injustice to sup- 
pose the expression of stidi a vrish, dictated by desire, 
^rd Byron has been heard to express, in the eccentri- 
Titv of conversation, wishes for a more intense know- 
ledge of remorse than murder itself could give. Tliere 
'is, how'ever, a wide and wild difference between tlw 
curiosity that pi^pU the wish to know the exacti- 
tude of any feeling or idea, and the direful passions 
that instigate to guilty gratifications. 

Being landed, according to Iris request, with his 
valet, two Albanians, and a Tartar, on Uie sliore of 
Zea, it may be easily coneeivod tint he saw tlie ship 
depart witli a feeling before unielt. It was the Hrsl 
time he was left cpmpanionless, alid the scene around 
was calculated to fiourisli starir fancies, even tliougii 
there was not much of suffering to lie witlistood. 

Tlie londing-ptace iii*Tlie {lOrt of I recollect dis- 
tinctly. Tlie port itself is a small ^fUilocked gulf, 
•r as the SootU^i jilg^ilafidcr would i&iil it, a lock, 
'fhe bank8%%1^y aud forbidding ; tlie hills, which 
rise to of mouiitains, liave, in a long 

coarse of always inliabilcd by a civilized 

pfopita Tlicir precipitous sides arc foriried into in- 
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nOmerable artificial terraces, the aspect of whidi, | 
austere, ruinous, and oncieut, produces on the mind i 
of th^ stranger a sense ofllie presence of a greater an- 
tiquity tiian thf siglit of monuments of mere labour 
and art. The town stands high upon the mountain-; 

1 counted on tiie lower side of the road >^4uch leads tp 
itforty*nineof those terraces at one place under me, 
;ind on tlie opposite hills, in several places, upwards t 
of sixtv. ^Vlletber Lord Byron osceuded to tlic town 
is doubtful." I have never beard him mention that Ire 
had ; and 1 aro inclined to think that he proceeded at 
once to Atliens by one of tire boats which frequent the 
liarhour. 

A,t Athens lie met an old fellow-collegiao, the Mar- 
quis of Sligo, with whom he soon after travelled as 
far a.s Corinth ; the marquis turning otV tlierc for Trl- 
poliTTZa, wliilc Byron went forward to Patra.s, where 
lie had some needful business to transact with the 
i'onsul. He then made the tour of the Morea, in the 
coarse of vPhich Ire visited the vizier Velhi I'ashaw, 
by vliom lie was treated, as every other English 
traveller of the tiiix' was, with great distinction and 
hos)nlality. , , 

Having occasion to go bock to Patra.s, he was seized 
bv tlie local fever there, and reduced to death’s door. 
t)n his recovery he returned to Athens, where he 
found the marquis, with Lady Hester Stunitope, and 
Mr. Bi;uce, afterwards w celdiraled for liis adven* 
tures in assisting llie e.scApe of the French general 
l^valettc. He took possession of the apartments 
w hich I had oixupied in the monastery, and made 
them his home during the remainder of liis residence 
in Greece; but when 1 returned to Athens, in Oc- 
tober, he w U.S not there. I found, however, his valet, 
Fletcher, in possession. ‘ 

There is no very clear account of tlie manner in- 
wiiich Lord Byron employed himself after his return 
to Atliens, but various inliiiiatlons in his correspond- 
ence sliow that during the winter his pen was not 
idle. It w ould, bow ever, be to neglect an important 
occurrence, not to notice that during tlie time when 
he was at Athens alone, the incident which he after-^' 
wards embodied iu tlie ini[iassioned' fragments of the I 
(linoiir came to pass, and to apprize the reader tliat* 
the story is founded on an adventure which liappt'iied 
to himself : he was, in fact, the cause of tire girl being 
condemned and sentemred to l>e sew n up in d .sack 
and tlu'own into the sea. 

One day as he w as retiiniing from bathing in the 
Pirtcus, he met the procession going down to tlie 
shore to execute Uie sentence which tlie w ay wode had 
pronounced on the girl ; and learning tlic object of tlie 
ceremony, and who was the victim, he immediately 
interfered with great resolution; for, on observing 
some hcsitalioii on the part ofTlie leader of the escort 
to return with him to the governor's hon.se, he drew | 
a pistol and threatened toslioolhimuii the spot. Tire 
man then turned about, and accompanied him bai'k, 
when, partly by bribery ami entreaty, he surxeedetl in 
olitaining a pardon for her, on condition that she 
was sent immediately out of the city. Byron con- i 


veyed her to the monastery, and on the same niglit 
sent her ofT to Thebes, w here she found a safeasylum. 

With this afTair 1 may close his adventures in 
Greece; for, although he rculained several months 
subsequently at Atliens, he was in a'great measure 
stationary. His liea!tli,whicli was never robust, w as 
imireired by tire effects of the fever whidi lingered 
about him; perhaps, too, by the humiliating anxiety 
wiiich he suffered on account of lire uncertainly of 
his remittances. But however this may have been, it 
was fortunate tor his fame Uiat lie returned to Eng- 
land at the iiqriod lie did, for the climate of the Me? 
diterranean wasdelrinievtal tohis constitution. The 
heat oppressed liim so much ns to be positive suffer- 
ing, and scarcely had lie rcachtd Malta, on his w ay 
home, w hen he w as visited again with a tertian ague. 


ciiArrER xxiv.^ ^ ' 

Arrival io Lootlon.— Mr. Datlaa'i Patronage..-Arrange* for tire 

PHblicaUon ofChllde Harold.— The dcaih oT Un. Byroo.^ — Ilia 

Sorrow.-^Hia AfTair with Mr. Muorv.— Their Mei‘Uo|; at Mr. 

Ro^rrs's lluuae, aiid Frlrnd»bi;i. 

Ia)bd Byron arrived io l/indon about the middle 
of July, 1811, having been absent a few da)*s more 
than two years. The embarrassed condition in w hich 
lie found his affairs sufUciently e.vplains the dejection 
and uneasiness wjlii which h'e was afflicted during the 
latter part of his residence in Greet'e; and yet it was 
not such as Ought to have affect^ him so deeply^ nor 
have I ever beep able to coinprdiend wliereforc so 
much stress has been laid on lii.s supposed friendless- 
n^s. In respect both to it and to his ravelled lor- 
tune, n great deal too much has been. too often said; 
and tlie manliness of his cliaracter lias suffered by 
the puling. 

His qorres]>ondencesliow's that liefiad several friends 
to whom he w as much attaclied, and his disposition 
Justilies’tbc belief that, had he not been w ell persuaded 
tlie attadiment was reciprocal, he would iiot have 
remained on terms of Intimacy with them. And 
though fur his rank not ridi, he was still able to 
inainUin all its suitable exiiibitioii. Tlie world could, 
never regard as an object of compassion or sympalliy 
an English noble, whose income was enougli to sup- 
|K>rl his dignity among his peers, and whose poverty, 
liowever grievous to his pride, caused only the priva- 
tion of extravagance. But it cannot be controverted, 
that tliere was ah innate predilection in die ipind of 
Lord Byron to mystify every tiling about himself; lie 
was actuated by a passion to excite attention, and, 
like eie;ry other passion, it was often indulged at lire 
c.xpense of propriety. He had tlie infirmity of speak- 
ing, though vaguely, and in obscure hints and allu- 
sions, more of his personal concerns than is com- 
monly deemed cxinsisttiit witli a correct estimate of 
the interest which maiikind take in the cares of one 
another. But he lived to leel ,nnd to rue the conse- 
quences : to rqrenl lie could not, for the cause was 
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in.the'^eiyelaqiARtofhis natur6.< It vas dMeinish 
as incurable as the deformity of bia fool. ' ' 

On his arrival in London, his relation, Mr. Dallas, 
called on hrra, and in the course of their first brief 
oonTersation his Lordsliip mentioned that he had 
written a paraphrase of Horace’s Art of Poetry, but 
said nothing then of Childe Harojd, a ciri^umstance 
which leads me to^uSpect that he offered him the 
stighter aork A^t, to ^njoy his surprise afterwards 
at the greater. If so, the result answered the intent. 
Mr. Dallas carried home with hint tlic p;irapl)ra$e of 
Horace, with which lie wys ^rievousiy <IUapjioiiited; 
so much so, that on meeting his Lordship again, in 
tbe morning, and Itcing ridiictant to &pe.ik of it'as 
he, really thought, he only c\|m sscd some surprise 
that his pohle friend nliotild have produced iioitiing 
else ddriiig his long abseiuT. * 

I can easily conceive tlie empliatic tndirtVrence, if 
my conjecture be welt founded, witii wbidi LoM 
Byron must have said to ltim,.^^I liave occnstdnaUy. 

■ written short poems, besides a great many stanus 
In Spenser’s measure, relative to the countries 1 Imre 
visited : tliey are not worth troubling you w ith, but 
you shall have tliem all w ilh you, if you like.” / 
Childe Harold's Pilgrimage was accordingly placed 
in bis hands; Mr. Dallas t(»«k it liQih^, and was not 
slow in discovering its heanlies, for in the course of 
the same eveumc he despalrtied a note to his Lord< 
sliip, as fair a specimen of the style of* an elderly pa> 
tronising gentieinoii as can well be imagined : ^'Ypu 
liave. written,” said he. ** one of the jnost delightful, 
poems I ever read. If 1 wrote this in flattery, I should 
deserve your contempt rather tlian your friendsinp. 

1 have been so fascinated with Childe Harold, that 1 ' 
have not been able to lay it down ; I would almost 
pledge my life on its advancing the reputation of your 
poetical powers, and on its gaining you great honour 
and regard, if yqu . will do me the credit and favour 
of attending to my suggestions.” 

-For some reason «r another^ Lord Byron, however, 
felt or feigned great reluctance to publish. Cliilde 
Hafold. Possibly his repugnance was dictated by 
difliderice, not ^th respect to its merits, but from a 
consciousness tiiat the hero of the poem exhibited 
traits and resemblances of himself. It would indeed 
be injustice to his.jtidginent and taste, to suppose 
be was not sensible of tbejuperiority of tiie tetse and 
oiergetic poetry '^ich'^gfatens and burns in every 
stanza of the Pilgrimage, compared with the loose 
sad sprawling lines, and dull rhythm of the para* 
phrase. It is tni^ that he alleged it iiad been con* i 
detnned by a good critic ; but still I cannot conceive 
lie w as so bihid to excellence, as (o prefer in since- 
tbe ether composition, which was only, an imi* 
Vstioii. Bui' the arguments of Mr. Dallas prevailed, 
ttd in due season Childe Harold was prepared for the 

■ ‘f ' ' . 

in tbe mpimtiipe, while busily engaged in his lite- 
nry projects with Mr. Dallas, and in law affairs with 
bis agent, he wns suddenly summoned to iXewstead { 
Iw ibe state of his mother s health ; belore he reached 
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tbe Abbey she had breathed her last. The event 
deeply affected him ; he had not seen her since Ins 
return, and a. presentiment possessed her when tliey 
parted, tliat she was ne\er to see him again. 

Notwithstanding her violent tem{ier and otiier un- 
seemly Conduct, he^ affection for him had been so 
fond and dear, that lie undoubtedly returned it 
with unafTectediSinccrUy; and, from many casual and 
incidental expressions which 1 have heard him employ 
concerning her, I din persuaded that his filial love 
was notatany timeeven ofan ordinary kind. During 
her Kfe he knight fed uneasy respecting her, appre- 
hensive on account of her iingovern^ble^^sioii.s 
and indiscretions, but Uie maimer in w'nnrap la- 
mented her death clearly proves that the of 

his affection had never lieen impaired. 

On tlie night after hi.s arrival at the Abbey, the 
waiting- woman of Mrs. Byron, in passing the door of 
the room where the corpse lay, heard tlie sound of 
tome (Hie siglnng. heavily within, and on entering 
found his Lordship sitting inT the dark beside the 
bed. She remonstrated witK Imu for so giving way 
to grief, wlien he burst into tears, and exclaimed, 
hadbutonefrigild in the world, And site is gone.” 
Of the fervency of .liis sorrow 1 do therefore think 
there can be no doubt ; the very endeavour whicli he 
made to conceal it by indifierence w^s a proof of its 
depth and anguish,, though be hazarded the strictures 
of the world by the indecortf^UdKIus condu on the 
occasion of tbe funeral. io follow 

the remains himself, he stooiAlHImg from the ha(|- 
donr at procession, had'rtioved 

awdy; and then, turning to the servants. Hie 
onlyperson left, liedesiredHi»(D fetch the sparring- 
gloves, and proceeded with iiim to his usual exel*cj8e. 
Bot tlie scene was impressive, and spoke eloquenlfy 
of a grieved liedrt : he sparred in .silence alMhelime, 
and the servant thought iliat he hit harder than was 
his habit< at last he suddenly flung away the gloves, 
and retired , to his own room. 

As soon as tlie funeral was over, the publication 
of Childe Harold was resumed, but it went slowly 
thfougli tlic press. In the mean time an incident oc- 
curred to him which deserves to be noted — because K 
is one of the most remarkable in his life, and has 
given rise to consequences affecting his fame — with 
advantage. 

In English Bards and Scotcli he had al- 

luded, with provoking pleasantry, sHHoeeting whicli 
had taken place at Chalk Farm, some years before, 
i between Mr. Jeffrey, the FJlinbui^ Reviewer, and 
Mr. Moore, witlioiA recollecting, indeed without hav- 
ing heard, that Mr. Moore, iipd explained, through tlie 
new’S{>apers; what was alleged to liave been ridiculous 
in the affair. This revival 6f the subject, es|iecially 
as it called in question tlie truth of Mr. Moore’s state* 
menti otdig<M|4^l gentleman to demand an explana- 
tion; but being abroad, did not recave 

this letter, 4^<MiafskkneW' not of its contents, so 
I that, on hit Mr. Moore wn.s induced to address 

his turdship again. The correspondence which eu- 
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sued is lionourable to tlie sidrit and icelings of both. 

Mr. Moore, alter referring to hie first letter, re* 
stated tlie nature of the insult which tlie passage in 
the note to'the poem was calculated to convey, adding. 

It is now useless to speak of tlie steps with which 
it was my iutention to follow up that letter; the time 
which lias elapsed since then, though it has doneaway 
nettlier the injury nor tl>e fedii»g of it, has in many 
respects materially altered my situation, and Uie only 
object 1 have now in writing to your Lord^iip, is to 
preaervesome consistency with Uiatformerletter, and 
to prove to you that the- injured feeling still exists, 
howt^fjgg^r^unistauces may compel me to be deaf to 
present. When 1 say * injured feeling/ 
let me^^re your Lordship that tiiere is not a single 
vindictivesentimeotiomy mind towards you; 1 mean 
bat to express that uneasiness under what 1 consider 
to be a charge ^ falsehood, whidi must haunt a mao 
of any feeling to his grave, unless the insuR be re- 
tracted or atoned for ; and srliidi,^ if I did not feel, 1 
should indeed deserve far worse tlian yoi(r Lordship’s 
satire could inflict u|M)n me." And he concluded by 
saying, that so far from being. influenced by any angry 
or resentful feeling, it would give him sincere pleasure 
if, by any satisfactor}- explanation, his Lordaliip would 
enable him to seek the honour of being ranked among 
bis acquaintance. 

The answer of Lord Byron was diplomatic but 
manly. He dcclartd^j^at he nCver received Mr. 
Moore’s letter, atid gSsured him tliat in wdiatever 
part of tlie world reached him, he would Rave 
deemed it his dutytoMlornand answer it in person ; 
that lie knew notbii^tw the advertisement to which 
Mr. Moore had alladMir and consequently could not 
have had the slightest idea of giving. the lie'* to an 
address which he had oeicr seen. ** >Vhen I put my 
name to tlic production," said liis Lordship, ** which 
has occasion^ this correspondence, 1 became respon- 
sible to all whom it might concern, to explain where 
it requires explanation, and where insufficiently or 
too safRclently explicit, at all events to satisfy ; my 
situation leaves me no choice; it rests with the in- 
jured and the angry to obtain reparation iotlieir own 
way. 'tv ith regard to the passage in question, yem 
were certainly no! the person towards whdm I felt 
personally hostile : on the contrary, my whole 
thouglits wefenuros^ by one whom 1 liad reasob 
ta consider as^iGporst literary enemy, nor could 1 
foresee that his^pNner antagonist was about to be- 
cone his i^antpioB. You do not specify wliat you 
would wiiih to hove done. I can neither retract nor 
apologise for a charge of falsehood which I never ad- 
vanced” 

In reply, Mr. Moore commenced by acknowledging 
that his Lordship’s letter was upon the w hole as sa- 
tisfactory as he could expect ; and, after alluding to 
fk' ciiTumstances in the case, concluded tims : 
your lordship does not show any wish to pro- 
bcv'ond the rigid formulary of explanation, it is 
not for me to irwkc nm fiirtlier advances. We Irisli- 
men, in business of this kind, seldom know any me- 


dium between decidedliestility and decided friendship. 
But as any approaches toward the latter alternative 
must 'now depend entirely on your l^irdship, I have 
only to repeat that i am satisfied witii your letter.’’ 
Here the correspondence would probgbly, witli most 
people, lurve been dosed, but Lord Byron’s sensibility 
was interested, and would not let it rest. Accordingly, 
on the following day, be rejoined: **Sooq after my 
return to England^ my friend Mr. Hodgson apprised 
me that a letter for me was in his possession ; but a 
domestic event hurry ing me from London immediately 
after, the letter, whidi may most probably be your 
ow n, is still unopened in his keeping. If, on exami- 
natiiHi ol tlicaddrcss, the. .siinharitv of the hand-writ- 
ing should lead to .siirh aronciii^ion, it shall be opened 
in your pre.scnce, fnr the satisfaction of all parties. 
Mr. II. i.'i at prcMiut rmt of tiovn ; on Friday 1 sliall 
see liiiu, and request him to for» ard it toiny address. 
■\Viih regard to the l.iitor |Kirt of lK)th your letters, 
until the prindj>al point was dis<'(i.s.sed between Us, 1 
fell myself at a loss in what manner to reply. Was 
I lf> anticipate friendship from one who coiw^eived 
me to liave. charged him with falseluMxl? were not ad- 
vanc.<cs umler such circum.slan<*es to lx* misconstrued, 
not (jerhaps by the |M*rson to whom they were ad- 
dressed, but by others? In my case such a step was 
impracticable. If you, who conceived yourself to be 
the offended person, pre satisfied that you bad no 
cause for offence, it will got be difficult to convince 
me of it. My situation, as 1 have brfore stated, leaves 
me no choice. .1 should have felt proud of your ac- 
quaintance had it comfiteiKed und^ other cireum- 
stanceSy bat it must rest with you to determine how 
for i1^.iiigy proc^ after so UMp^cbme a beginoing.’’ 
Mr. ^ioptt acknowledges tlwt he was sornewhat 
piqued at the maimer in which his efforts towards a 
more friendly understanding were received, and has- 
tened to close the correspondence by a short note, 
saying that bis Lordship bad made him feel the im- 
prudence he was guilty of In wandering from the 
point immediately in discussion betw een them. This 
drew imm^iateiy from Lord Byron the following 
frank and openhearted reply : / 

You must exOuse my troubling you once more 
iiixm this very unpleasant subject. It would be a sa- 
tisfaction to me, and I should think to yourself, tliat 
tlieuDopen^ letter in Mr. Alison's possession (sup* 
posing it to prove youro^) Shiwld be returned in 
riaftt (fMo to the writer, [larficulariy as you expressed 
yoursrif Miot quite easy under tlw planner in whieh 
1 had dwelt on its miscarriage.’ 

** A few words more, and 1 shall not troublc yoii 
furtlier. 1 felt, and still feel, very much flatteredJB 
those parts of your correspondence which lieIdjBr 
the prospect of our becoming acquaint^. If 1 ora 
hot meet them, in the first instance,, as perhaps 1 
ought, let the situation hi w hicii I was placed be my 
defence. You have now declared yourself satisfied. 
and on that jioiiit we are no longer at issue. 
therefore, you still rcinui any w ish to do me the ho- 
nour you hinted at, I sliuUbe most happy to meet >ou 




wbn, iwfcBfi»«B4^ftiryo>yjc»ie,.ap4J pnsume jou 
will not at^ibatf niy saying thus rnucli to any Dn^ 
worlliy motive ” 

The result was a dinner at the house ofMr. Bo> 
Kers, the amiable and celebrated author of The Plea> 
surea of Memory, and the only guest> besides the two | 
adversaries, was Mr. Campbelf, author of Tlie Plea- ' 
sures of Hope : a poetical group of four not easily to 
be matched among contemporaries in any age or ' 
country^ . # « . ' 

The meeting could not but be interesting, and Mr. , 
Moore has described the effect it had on himself w ith j 
a felicitous warmth, which showed how much been- > 
joyed the party, and was pleased ^ ith the friendship i 
that ensued. - 

“Among the impressions,” says he, “which this 
meeting left on me, what 1 chiefly remember to have 
roinarked was the nobleness of his air,*liis beauty^ the 
gentleness of his voice and manners, and — what was 
naturally not the least attraetion—liis marked kind-^ | 
ness for myself. Being in mourning for his motlter, , 
the colour as well of his dress, as of his glossy, curl' > 
ing, and picturesque luir, gave more effect to Ute 
pure spiritual paleness of his featiu'es, in the expres- 
sion of which, when he spoke, tliere was a perpetual 
play of lively thought, though melandioly was tlieir 
habitual character when in repose.” 


CBA)>T1Ea XXV-. 

The Libel la the Scourge,— The general ImpreMion of hi* Cbs- 
racUr.— InproTcment In hU UanDera, u hb Merit was ac> - 
kDowiedged by the Public.— ills Address in MaQaRcmeoL— lit.i 
first Speech in ParlUnienl.— The publlcalioo of Childc 1lan>ld. 
—Us Bcce{iiiQo and Kffhei. 

. i. 

DuKinG the 6rst winter after Lord Byron had re- 
turned to England, 1 wasfrequehUy'withhim. Childe 
Harold was not then publislted; ^nd although the im- 
pression of his satire, English Bards and ^otch Re- 
viewers, was still strong npon the pablic, he could 
not well be said to Itave been then a celebrated 
character. At that time the strongest feeling by 
which he appeared to be actuated, was indignation 
against a writer in a scurrilous* publication, called 
nie Scourge; in which he was not only treated with 
unjiistiGable malignity, but charged with being, as he 
told me himself, the illegitimate son of a murderer. 

1 had not read the work; but the writer, who could 
make such an absurd accusation, must have been 
strangely ignorant of the very circumstances from 
which ^ derived the materials of his own libel. 
>Vbeo Lord Byron mentioned the subject to me, and 
that he was consuKing Sir Vickery Gd)bs, w ith the in- 
tention of prosecuting the publisher and the author, 

I advised lifm, as well as 1 could, to desist— simply 
because the allegatidns referred to well known oc- 
currences, his granduncle’s duel with Mr. Chaworth, 
and the order of the House of Peers to produce evi- 
dence of his grandfather’s marriage with Miss Tre- 
raaoion; the facts of which bring matter of hLstory 
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and public reco^, .sqperseded .the necessity of any 
proceeding. ' ’ 

Knowing how deeply this affair agitated him at that 
time, 1 w as not surprised at the sequestration in which 
he held hiinSelf — and which mode those wlu) were 
not acquainted with his shy and mystical nature, ap- 
ply to him the description of his owm I^rn ; 

The chief of H reinrn'ii aciin : 

And why bad Lara cmn’d lb» bnutHlins main ?— 
iHrfl hy tii* tiro loo yoiKiR such losi lo know, 

L<^<l of liimscl/;— that heriUigc of woe. 

In him incxphcablr niU'd.i|)pcar*d 

Much to be InvnI and hatni. nousht and fear'd, 

OpiQjoQ varyinfc o'er hU hiddcji tot. 

Til |>raiM) or raUiiig ue'pr hi« name forgot, 
lilt slSeoce form'd a Ihcmr for otticrs' prate ; 

Tbry Rne»>*d. ihey gazed, they fam would know Ml hU* 

XV hat had he beiti ? what was he, thm unknown. 

Who walk'd Ihetr world, his Unease only known? 

A hater of Ids kind ? yel Hoine Wuuhl say. 

With IIk'Iu he couUl a<‘Rm ;;ay amidst Ihe itay; 

Blit own'd lhat smile, if ofi irbvrTcd ami near, 

Waned In Us mirth, an<l wiiher'd to a sneer; 

That smile michl rvarh Ids Hp, Init pa<w‘d not by ; 

>one e'er could trace Ms laufhier lo his eye ; 

Vel there was sartuewjoo.iii Id* regird, 

At Ihmv aheart as uotby nature hard. 

But oQce perceived, his spirit seemed to cMde 
Such weakness u uqwurtiiy of iu pr^le. 

And sfeel'd iLscU as sconilns lo redeem 
One donbt from oihert' hjif-withheld ealeein : 

Li selfdnifirted pe:uoce of a breast 

XVlikb tenderness mi^ht once hare wrune from rr*1: 

In rigHance »f itrief lhat would compel 
The soul lo hate tor liavln^ lured louwell. 

There was in him a vital scorn id all. 

As If the worst had fallen which could befall. 

He stood a ftradfertn ibis brealhinj; world. 

An errlm spirit from auoUier hurl'd : 

A IbinnoT ^rikbuafiinLv;!^ dial sh.iped 
By choice the periU he by chance nM::aped. 

Such was Byron to common observance on his re- 
turn. 1 recollect one night meetiog him at the Opera. 
Seeing me with a gentleman wliom hedid not know, 
and to whom he was unknown, he addressed me in 
Italian, and we continued .to converse for some time 
in that language. My friend, who in the meanwhile 
had . been observing him with curiosity, conceiving 
him to he a foreigq«', inquired in tl\e course of the 
evening who he was, remarking, that be iiad never 
Men a man with such a Cain-Ukc mprk on the fore- 
liead before, alluding to that singular scowl which 
struck me so forcibly when 1 first jiiin, an^ which 
appears to liave made a stronger io^retslon upon pe 
thait it did upon many others. <>I never, in fh#, 
could overcome entirely the prejudice of the l]|||id|uin- 
preasion, although I ought to have been gratiflra by 
the friendship and confidence xvith which fie always 
appeared disposed to treat me. 'SVheii G|^de Harold 
wps printdd, he sent me a quarto cm before tlie 
publication; a favour and distiocti^i have always 
prized ; and the copy which he gave me of The Brkle 
of Abydos was one he had prepared for a new edition, 
and which ooBtsins, la his own writing, these six 
Itnes in so other oop>' : * ^ 

Skn'd.^ Ike MBculn's slrkln fhioiMeecaV wall 
To ptlgritna pnrennd pnwtraie at call. 
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&)n— A ihe iiK'loitr youihhU 

TliJt »lcalt tl»c Irrmhlin^ tC4r of 6{Krchless |ira!^. 

StiriTl — as his oativt* lUHiit to cars. 

Shall uMiod eodi tone Uiy ioug-loYcd vulro cndcan.. 

' He bad no{, ft is true, at the-period of which ] am 
speaking, gathered much of his fame; but the gale 
was rising, and itiough the vessel was evidently yield- 
ing to the breeze, she was neither crank nor un- 
steady. On the contrary, the more he became an 
object of public interest, tl>e less did he indulge Ins 
capricious humour. About the time w hen Tlic Bride 
of Abydos was published, he appeared disposed to 
settle into a consistent cliaracter — especially after t^ie 
tirsl sale of >ew.<tead. Before that particular event, 
he was often so disturheU in his mind, that he could 
not conceal his unhappiness, and frcijucntly spoke of 
leaving England for ever. 

Although few' nxm were more under tiie impulses 
of passion than Lord lIvTon, tlicre was yH a curious 
kind of managenirnt about him, whicli showed that 
he was well aware liow nmch of the world's favour 
was to be won by it. I.oflg before Childe Harold 
appeared, jt was generally known that lie had a {loeip 
in the press, and various surmises, to stmiulale cu- 
riosity, were circulated concerning it : 1 do not say 
tliat these were by his ord<*rs, or under his directions, 
but Qii one occasion I did Caiir\' that I could discern a 
touch of his ow n b.and in a paragraph ip tlie Morn- 
ing Post, in which he was mentioned a.s having re- 
turned from an excursion into the interior of Africa ; 
and, when I alluded to it, tny suspicion was conlirmed 
by his ciiibarrasstiM'nt. 

J mention this incident not in the spirit of detrac- 
tion; for in tile paragraph iliere wos-nothing of puff, 
though certainly something of oddity; but as a tint 
of character, indicative of the appetite for distinction 
by which, about Ibis period, he became so pow>erfuliy 
incited, that at )a$t it grew' into a diseased crave, and 
to sucli a degree, that were the (igurc allowable, it 
might be said, the mouth being incapable of supplying 
adequate means to appease it, every pore l>ecame an- 
other mouth greedy of nourishment. 1 am, however, 
hastening on too fast. Lord Byron w as, at tliat time, 
far indeed from being ruled l>y any sudi inordinate 
passion ; the fears, the timidity, and bashfulness of 
young desire stMl clang to him, and be was throbbing 
w iti] doub) if diould be found worthy of tlic high 
prize for whidi be was about to offer Ulinself a c.an- 
dldate. Hie eot^se he adopted on the occasion, 
wlMlher dictated by management, or the effect of ac- 
cident, was, hbirever, well calculated to attract atten- 
tion to 111* (Ubuf as a public man. 

>\'hen C^lde Harold w'as ready for publication, 
he deteriniaM to make his first appearance as an 
orator in the dcpse of Lords : the occasion was judi- 
ciously diosen, being a debate on the Nottingham 
frame-breaking bill; a subject on wbidi it was na- 
tural to suppose he possessed soiiw local knowledge 
that might bear upon a question diroctad so exclusively 
against transactiooain hisown couQl^. He prepared 
bim.self. as the orators do in tlieir lirst essays. 


not only by composing, but writing down the whole 
of his s|ieecli beforehand. The reception he met with 
was flattering ; he wa.s comjilimented warmly bv 
some of Ihe speakers on his own side; but it must be 
confessed that his was . more showy than pro- 
mising. It lacked weight in ingtal, as wn.s observed 
at the time; and the mode of delivery was more like 
a vScboollioy's recital tlian a masculine grapple with 
an argument. It was, moreover, full of rhetorical 
exaggerations,' and disfigured with conceits. !»till it 
scintillated w ith talent, and justified the opinion that 
lie was an extraordinary young man, probably des- 
tined to distinction, thought he might not be a states- 
man. 

Mr. Dallas gives a lively account of his elation on 
the occasion. “ >Vhen^heleft the great chamber,” 
saysUiatgentlnnan, I w’eot and met him ip the pas- 
sage : he was glowing with success, and much agi- 
tated. Lhad an umbrella in iny riglithand, not ex- 
pecting that he would put out his hand to me; in my 
haste to take it wlien (rffered, I had advanced my Irf: 
hand: *'\Vhal!’ said he, ‘give your friend your leh 
hand upon sudli an occasion?' I showed the cause, 
and immediately changing the umbrella to the other, 1 
gave him my right hand, which lie shook and pressed 
warmly. He was greatly elated, and repeated somr 
of the compliments whicli had beea {mid him, and 
menlkmed one or two of the peers who bad desired 
to lie introduced to him. He coududed by saying, 

; that he had, by his speech, given me llip liest adver- 
f tiscnicnt for Cbilde Harold's Pilgrimage." 

It is upon this latter circumstance, that I have ven- 
tured to state my suspicion, tliat tliere was a degree 
dfw orldly management in making bis first appearnn^^e 
in the House of Lords,'so immediately preceding the 
publication pf his poem. Tliis speech was, indet'd. a 
splendid advertrscDient, but the greater 4iud hriglrter 
merits' of the poem Soon proved that.lt w as not requi- 
site, for the speech made no impressTun, but the poem 
was at once hailed with delight and admiration. It 
filled a vacancy in the public mind, which the eseite- 
ment and infialion arising from the mighty events ot 
the age had created, 'fbe world, in its condition and 
ciroumstauc^, was prepared to receive a work so 
original, vigorous, and beautiful; and the reception 
was such, that there was no undue extravagance in 
the noble author saying in his memorandum, “I 
awoke one morning and found myself famous." ' 

But he was not to be allowed to revel in such tri- 
umphant success with impunity. If the great spirits 
of the time were smitten with astonishment at the 
splendour of the rising fire, tlie imps and elvej of ma- 
lignity andinalice fluttered tbeir bat-wings in all di- 
, rections. Those whom the Poet had afflicted in his 
, satire, and w ho bad remained quietly crouching with 
; lacerated shoulders in the hope that their fiagell^tioi^ 

■f would be forgotten, and that the avenging demon, 

I who had so punished tlieir imbecility, would pass 
I away, were terrified from their obscurity. They 
came li|ie moths to tlic candle, and sarcasms in the 
1 satire which had long been unheeded, in the belleJ 
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that they would soon be forgoEteOt wei% felt to have 
been barbed with irremediable T^om, when they be- 
held the avenger 

Towrrii^ in his pri<> of pUctr. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

sketttes of Char.icter.— Ills triendly Dbposiiioos^lntrodtice 

Prinrv K (o him.'— Our hiit iiilenrie^.— His oonlinuetl Kiod- 

mcm towards me.— Itsianct of It to ooe of mjr Kiicmh. 

Fob some time after the publication of Childe Ha- 
rold^ the noble author appeared to more advantage 
than I ever afterwards saw him. He was soothed by 
success, and tbe universal applaus6 which attended 
his poem seemed M make him think oMre kindly of 
tbe world, of which he has too often complained, 
while it would be diflicult to discover, in -lijs care^ 
and fortunes, that he had ever received anycause from, 
it to justify bis complaint. 

At no time, 1 imagine, could it be said that Ldrd 
B)TOd was one of those men who iirtercst themselves 
in the coneerns of others, lie had always too much 
to do with his own thoughts about himself to alford 
time for the consideration of aught that was lower in 
his affections. But still he had many amiable fits, aod 
at tbe particular period to which I allude, he evinced 
a constancy in tite disposition to oblige, which proved 
how little self-bontrol was wanting to have made him 
as pleasant as be was uniformly interesting. 1 felt 
this towards myself in a matter ihich had certainly 
the grace of condescension In it, at the expense of some 
tro^le to him. 1 then lived at tlie corner of Bridge 
Street, Westminster, and in going to tbe llotfse of 
Lords he frequently stopped to inquire if I wanted a 
frank. His conversation, at the same time, was of a 
milder vein, and with the single exception of one day, 
while (fining togetlier at the St. Alban's, it was light 
and playful, as If gaiety liad become its habitude. 

Perhaps 1 regarded him too curiously, and more 
than once it. struck me that be thought so. For at 
times, when he was in his comfortless moods, he lias 
talked of his affairs and perplexities as if I had been 
murh more acquainted with them than 1 bad any op- 
portunity of being. But he w as a subject for study; 
such as is rarely met with — at least, be was so to me ; 
for his weaknesses were as interesting as bis talents, 
and he often indulged in expressions w'hich would have 
been blemishes In the reflections of other men, but 
which in him often proved the germi of philosophical 
imaginings. He was the least qualified for any sort 
of business of all men 1 have ever known.; so skinless 
in sensibility as respected himself, and so distrustful 
In liis universal apprehensions of human nature as 
respected others. It was, indeed, a wild, though a 
beaiuuful error of nature, to endow a spirit with such 
discerning faculties, and yet render it unfit to deal 
with mankind. But these reflectious belong more 
properly to a general estimate of his character, than 
to the immediate purpose before me, whirb was prin- 
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cipelly to desoribe the happy effects whidi the splen- 
did ree^tion of Childe Harold had on his feelings; 
effects which, however, did not last long. . He was, 
gratified to the fulness of his hopes ; but the adulation 
Vas enjoyed to excess, and his infirmities wer^ aggra- 
vated by the surfeit. I did not, however, see the 
progress of the change, as in the course of the sum- 
mer 1 Went to Gotland, and soon after again abroad. 
But on my return, in the' following spring, it was* 
very obvious. : 

I found him, in one respect, greatly improved; 
there was more of a formed character about him ; he 
was evidently, at the first gtance, more mannered, or 
endeavouring to be so, and easier with the proprieties 
of his rank ; but be had risen in his own estimation 
above the honours so willingly paid to his genius, add 
was again longing for additional renown. Not con- 
tent with being acknowledged as the first poet of the 
age, and a respectable orator in the House of Lords, 
he was aspiring to the eclat of a man of gallantry, so 
that many of the roost ongracious peculiarities of his 
temper, though brought under better discipline, were 
again in full activin*. 

Considering how much he was then caressed, 1 
ought to have been proud of the warmth with which 
he received me. I did not, however, sooRen seehim 
as in the previous year; for I was then on the eve of 
my marriage, and 1 should not so soon, after my re- 
turn to LoiHtoD, have probably renewed my visits, bat 
a foreign nobleman of the highest rank, who,had done 
me th& honour to treat me as a friend, came at that 
juncture to this countr)’, and know ing I had been ac- 
quainted with Lotd Byron he requested me to intro- 
duce him to his Lord^ip. This rendered a visK pre- 
liminary to the introduction necessarv’, and lo long as 
my distinguished friend remained in town, we again 
often met. But after he left for the country' my visits 
became few and far between ;-owing to nothing but 
that ehange iu a man’s pursuits and associates which 
are among some of the evils of matrimony. It is 
Somewhat remarkable, that of the last visit I overpaid 
Iiim, be has made rather a particular memorandum. 

I remember well, that it was in many respects an 
occasion not to be at once forgotten ; foramong other 
things, after lighter topics, he explained to me a va- 
riety of tribulations in bis affairs, and I tirged him, in 
consequence, to marry, with the frankness Which his 
confidence encouraged; subjoining certain items of 
other good advice concerning a flaUon which he was 
supposed to have formed, and which Mr. Moore does 
not appear to have known, though it was much talked 
of at the time. 

. During that visit the youthful peculiarities of hn 
j temper and character showed all their original ble- 
: roish. But, ds usual, when such wos the case, he was 
often more ioteresting than when in hia discreeter 
moods. He gave roe a copy of The Bride of Abydos, 
with a vc^ kind inscription on it, which I have al- 
ready mentioned; but, still there was an impression 
on my mind that led me to believe lie could not have 
been very well pleased with some parts of my coan- 
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selling. This, iiow^ver, appears not to have been 
tl>e case; on Uie contrary, the tone of his record 
, breathes soraetbiog of kindness; and long after, 1 
reoeired different reasons to believe faiSTecoUection 
of me was warm and friendly. 

When he had retired to G^oa, 1 gave a gentleman 
a letter to liiin, partly that 1 might l)ear sometliiiigof 
his real way of. life, and partly in the hope of gratify* 

' ing my friend by the siglit of one of whom he liad 
heard so much. The reception from his Lordship was 
flattering to me; and as the accountof it contains what 
1 tfainli a characteristic picture, the reader will, I doubt 
not, be pleased to see so much of it as may be made 
public without violating the decorum which should 
always be observed in describing^ the incidents of pri- 
vate intercoursei when the epnsent of oil parties can- 
not be obtained to the publication.. 

Dear Galt, Edinftvrjfh, Jme 3, 1830. 

Thougii 1 s|iall always retain a lively general re- 
eoUection oOny agreeable interview with Lord Byron 
at Genoa, in May, 1823, so long thne has since elaps- 
ed that niudt of the aroiua of the pleasure has evapo- 
rated, and 1 can but recall generalities. Atthat time 
there was an impression in Genoa tliot be was averse 
to receive visits from Englishmen, and I was indeed 
advised not to think of calling on him, as I miglU run 
the risk of meeting wiUi a savage reception. How- 
ever, 1 resolved to.send your note, and to the surprise 
of every one the messenger brought a most, polite 
answer, in which, after expressing the satisfaction of 
hearing of hts old friend and fellow traveller, he added 
that be would do himself the hononr of filing on me 
next day, which be accordingly did ; but owing to the 
ofUcious blundering of an Italian waiter, who men- 
tiOf>cd 1 was at dinner, bis Lordship sent up his card 
with bis compliruenU that he would not d^ron^ the 
party; 1 was determined, however, tliat be should 
not eKape me in this way, and drove ont to his resi- 
dence next morning, when, upon bis English valet 
taking up my nune, 1 was immediately admitted. 

As every one forms a picture to himself of remark- 
able charaettf s, 1 had depicted his Lordship in my 
mind as a tall, sombre, Childe Harold personage, tinc- 
tured somewhat with aristocratic liauteur. Y'ou inav 
tberefoie- guess my surprise wheh the door opened, 
and 1 saw, leaning upon the.'Iqck, a light animated fl- 
gure, rather ptlUe than otherwise, dressed in a nan- 
keen hussar-braided jacket, trowsersof tite same ma- 
terial, wKli a white waistcoat ; his countenance pale, 
but the compIe.xion clear and healthful ; with the hair 
coming down in little curls on each side of bis flue 
forehead. 

“He came towards me with an easy cheerfulness 
of manner, and after some preliminary inquiries con- 
cerningyoursclf, we entered into aconversation which 
lasted two hours, in the course of which I felt myself 
perfectly at ease, from his Ix)rdship's natural and 
simple manners; indeed so much so, that forgetting 
all my anticipations, 1 found myself conversing Willi i 


him -with as flu^t Ttn intercourse of mind as I ever 
eiperrcnccd, even with yourselL • 

**^It is impossible for me at present to overtake a 
detaH of what pas^d, but as it produced a kind of 
scene, I may mention one incident. > 

“ Having remarked that, in a long course of desuk 
tory reading, 1 had read iimst of what had been said 
by English travellers concerning Italy ; yet,- on conv 
ing to it, I found there was tiQ country of which 1 
had less accurate notions ; that among other things 
I w as much struck with the harshness of the language. 
He.scemcd to jerk at this, and immediately observed, 
that perhaps in -going rapidly through the country, 1 
might not have had many opportunities of bearing it 
politely spoken. ‘ IS'ow,' said he, Hherc are supposed 
to be nineteen dfalccts of the Italian language, and I 
sIli 11 let you Iwar a lady speak the principal of them, 
who is considered to do it very well.’ JT pricked up 
my ears at bearing this, as 1 considered it would af- 
ford me an opportunity of seeing the far-famed Coun- 
tess Guiedoli. llis Lofdship immediately rose and 
left the apartment, rctufning in the course of a mi- 
nute or two leading in the lady, and while arran- 
ging chairs for the trio, he said to me, * I shall make 
her speak each of the principal di«*>lects, but you are 
not to mind how I pronounce, for I do not speak Ita- 
lian well.’ After the scene had been performed he 
resumed tq me, ‘Now what do you think?* To 
which I answered, that my opinion still remained 
unaltered. He seemed at this to fall into a little re- 
very, and then said abruptly, ‘ tYhy,'! is very odd, 
Moore tbouglit the saoie.’ ‘ Does your Lordship mean 
Tom Moore.?* ‘Yes.* ‘Ajj, then, my Lord 1 shall 
adliere with more pertinacity to my opinion, when 
I heat that a man of his exquisite taste in poetry and 
harmony was also of that opinion.* 

“ You will be asking what I thought of the lady; 
I- had certainly heard muclt of her high personal at- 
tractions, but all 1 can say is, that iu my eyes her 
graces did not rank above mediocrity. They were 
youth, plumpness, and good-nature.” 


CHAPTER XYTII. 

Remar1til4e Coiat^aicet.— fUgiariiau ot hk Lonlthtp. 

Thrse is a curious note in the memoranda whicii 
Lord Byron kept in the year 1813, diat I should not 
pass unnoticed, because it refers to niv'self, Jind more- 
over is characteristic of the excoriated sensibility with 
which his Utrdship felt every thing that touched or 
affected him or his. 

When ( liad read The Bride of Abydos, I wrote to 
him my opinion of it, and mentioned that tliere was a 
remarkable coincidence in the story, with a matter in 
which 1 had been interested. I have no copy of the 
letter, and I forget tbe expressions employed, but 
Lord Byron seeined to think they, implied that he had 
taken the story from something of mine, 
i Tlie note is ; ' 
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** Gelt cars there is a coiacidencc between the first 
part of Bride’ and some story of his, wlietber 
IMiblished or not, 1 know not, never luvirtg seen it. 
He is almost tl>e last person on whom any one would 
commit literary larceny, and I ani not conscious of 
any witting tb^ on any of the genus. As toorigi* 
nality, all pretensions are ludicrous; there is nothing 
new under the sun.” 

It is suflictenUy clear that he was oReiided with 
what I had said, and was somewhat excited. 1 ha>e 
not been able at present to find his answer to my 
letter, but it would appear by the subjoined that he 
had written to me something w hich led me to imagine 
he was offended at my observations, and tliatl luid, 
in consequence, deprecated his wrath. 

■ ** My dear Galt, Dec. 11, 1813. . 

** There was no offence— there cot*W he none. I 
thought it by no means impossible that we mi^t have 
bit on something similar, particularly as you are a 
dramatist, and was anxious to assbre you of the 
truth, viz., that I had not wittingly seized upon \)lot, 
sentiment, or incident; and I am reiy glad that I 
had not ip any respect trenched' upon your subjects. 
Somethiifg still more singular Is, tliat the first part, 
where you have found a coincidence in some events 
within TOur observations on life, was drmrri from oh- 
terraiioH of mine 3^^ f meant to have gone on 
with the story,' but on second thoughts, I thought 
myself tiro centvries at least too late for the subject ; 
which, though admitting of very 1>owerful feelingand 
descriptioo, yet is not adapted for this age, at least 
ttUs country. Though the finest works of tlie Greeks, 
ODC of Schiller’s and Alfieri's, in modern times, be- 
t>ides several of our old (and best) dramatists, have 
been grounded on incidents of a Similar cast, 1 tliere- 
fore altered it as you perceive, and in so doing have 
weakened the whole, by interrupling the train of 
thought ; and in composition T do not think second 
thoughts arg Uie best, though second expressions may 
improve the first ideas. 

I do not know how other men feel towards those 
they have met abroad, but to me there seems a kind 
of tie established between all who have met together 
in u foreign country, as if we had met in a state of 
preexistence, and were talking over a life that has 
ceased; but I always look forward to renew'ing my 
travels ; and though you, I think, arc now' stationary, 
if f can at ail forwa^ your pursuits thnf as well as 
here, 1 siiall be truly glad in the opportunity. 

“ Kver yours very sincerely. B. 

“ P. S. I believe 1 leave town for a day or two on 
Monday, but after that 1 am always at home, and 
happy to see you till half<past two.” 


This letter was dated on Saturday tJie 11th of Sep 
tMher, 1813. On Sunday the 12th, he made the foi- 
lowing other note in his memorandum-book : 

**Bt Galt’s answer, 1 find it is some stor>' in real 


life, and not any work with which my late composi- 
tion coincides. It is still more singular, for mine is 
drawn from eristfnee also.” 

The most amusing port of tlii.s little fracas-is the 
denial of his l.ordsbip, as to pilfering (he thoughts 
and fancies others, for it so happens that the first 
passage of The Bride of Abvdos, the poem in question, 
is almost a literal and unacknowledged translation 
from Ooethc, which was pointed out in some of the 
periodicals soon after the work was published. 

Then, as U> his not thieving from me or mine, I be- 
lieve the fact to be as he has stated ; but there are sin- 
gular circumstances connected with somdof his other 
productions, of which the accountis at least curious. 

On leaving England I began to write a poem in the 
Spenserian measure. It was. called The Unknown, 
.ind w asintei^ed to describe, in narrating Ibe voyages 
and adventures of a pilgrim who had embarked for 
the Holy Land, the scenes I expected to visit. 1 w as 
occasionally engaged in this composition during the 
|>assage with Lord Byron from Gibraltar to Malta, 
and he knew what I was aliout. In stating this, I beg 
to be distinctly understood, as in no way whatever 
intending to insinoate that this work had any in- 
fluence on the composition of Childe Harold’s Pilgri- 
mage, which Lord Byron began to write in Albania; 
but it must foe considered as someHiiogextraonfinar)', 
that the two works should have been so similar in 
plan, and in the structure of tlie verse. His Lordship 
never saw my attempt that 1 know of, nor did I bis 
poem until it was printed. It is needless to add, that 
l>ev’ond Uie plan and vera<; tliere was no other simila- 
ritv' between the two works ; 1 wish there liad been. 

His I.ordship has published a poem, called The 
Curse of Minerva, the subject of which (• the ven- 
geance of Uie goddess on Lord Elgin for the rape of 
Uie Parthenon,^. It has so happened that I wrote at 
Athens a burlesque poem on nearly the same subject, 
(mine relates tbo vengeance of all the gods, w hidi 1 
called The Alheniad ;) the manuscript was sent to his 
Lordship in Asia Minor, and rettirned to me through 
7dr. Hobhouse. His Curse of Minerva 1 saw for tiie 
first time in 1828, in Galignani's edition of his works. 

In the Gikour, which lie published a short time 
before The Bride of Abvdos, he lias this passage, 
descriptive of the anxiety with whidi the mother of 
llassan looks out for tlie arrival of her son : 

The bromtoe cameU' betU sre tinkling— 

Ui« mother looked from her UtUoe hizh : 

Sbo MW Ute (lewi of the eve ticvprmkliog 
The pulum green benoalb her ryt i 
She nw the plaorU fklntly twhtklihg— > 

*T b IwlligtH—wrc hb train b nigh ! 

She could not rrti In the garden bower, 

But gazed Uirougli the grale of hiaateqiod lower i 
w hr cornea he not fteeds ai« fleet— 

Nor ahrink they fron the wimmer beat. 

Why aends not the brldrgroom hb prombed gift? 

‘ If hb heart more cold or hb barb Jem ewifl ? 

His Lordship was well read in the BiblCti^nd the 
book of Judges, chap, v and verse 28, has (lie fol- 
lowing passage ; 

**The mother of Sisera looked out at a window* 
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and cried through the lattice, Why is his chariot so 
long in coming; why tarry the wheels of his cha- 
riot?” 

It was, indeed, an early trick of Ini Lordship to 
filcli good things. In the lamentation for Kirke 
White, in whid) he compares hilu to an eagle 
wounded by an arrow feathered from bis owq wing, 
he says, 

So t]>e tfrack ttrctcb'J upon the plain' 

Ko, cnori' ihrousli rolling clouds to soar again, 

View 'd bis own fvalber on life fatal dart. 

And wing'd the shah tbat quiver'd in his heart. 

The ancients have certainly stolen the best ideas 
of the moderns; this very tliought may be found in 
the works of that ancient-modern, Waller : 

That eagle's fate and mine are one. 

Which on ihe shaft that made bimdie 
KspIcdaCrttherorhbowD, .. 

Wberewiib be^wout to asar on bigb. - 

.-His Lordship disdained to commit any larceny on 
me ; and ifo doubt the following passage from the 
Giaour is perfectly original : 

It fs as if the dead could fed 
Tlic icy worm 'around tbem deal ; 

And sliuddrr on fhe reptiles creep 
TifTevd o'er ibelr roitlDg sleep. 

Wiilwni ibe power to scare away 
The cold consumers of tbclr day. 

I do not claim any paternity in tliese lines : but not 
the most judicious action of all my youth, w as'to pub- 
lid) certain dramatic sketclies, and his Lordsliip had 
the printed book in his possession long before the 
Giaour was published, and may have read tlie fol- 
lowing passage in a dream, w hich was intended to be 
very hideous : 

- . — Tlien dkl I bear anrand 

The cbtirme and ebirruppiog of busy repUles 
At hideous bampicl on ihc royal dead i— ' 

Full soon mdhought (be loalbsonie epicures 
Came tbkk oo me, and underneath piy shroud 
1 feU the many-foot and beetle creep. 

And oo ray breast the cold worm coil and crawl. ' 

However, 1 have said <{uite enough on this subject, 
botli aa respects myself and his seeming plagiarisms, 
which might be multiplied to legions. Sudi occa- 
sional accidental imitations are not things of much 
importance. AJI poets, and authors in general, avail 
themselves of their reading and knowledge to enhance 
the interest of tlieir works. It can ouly be consi- 
dered as one of Lord fiyron's spurts of spleen, tbat 
he felt so much about a ** coincidence,” w hich ought 
not to have disturbed biin : but it may be thought by 
the notice taken of it, that it disturbs myself more 
than it really does; and that it wouldbavc been enough 
to have merely said — Perhaps, when some friend is. 
hereafter doing as indulgently for me the same kind 
of task that 1 have undertaken for Byron, there may 
be found among my memoranda notes as little Bat- 
tering tb his Lordship as those in his concerning me. 
1 hope, however, that friend w ill have more respect 
for my memory than to imitate tire taste of Mr. 
Moore. 


LORD BYRON. 

CHAPTER XXYIII. ‘ 

Lord Byron hi IStS.— The Lody’i Tniedy.— MU* Mllbailke.— 

Growing Lru’asineM of Lord Byron'sUlpd.— The Frior't Gliust. 

—Tluj Marriage.— A Membrrof llie Dniry-Lane ComoiiltcC-— 

Embarrasaed Affairs.— The Separation. 

Thb y*ear 1813 was perliaps the period of all Lord 
Byron’s life m which he was seen to iilost advantage. 
The fame of Childe Harold was then in his brightest 
noon; and in that year he produced The Giaour and 
The Bride of Abydos— compositions not only of equal 
power, but even tinted willi superior beauties. He 
was himself soothed by the full enjoyment of his po- 
litical rank and station; ^nd though his manners and 
character had not exactly answered to the stern and 
stately Imaginations w hich had been formed of his 
dispositions and appearance, still he was acknow- 
ledged to be no common man, and his company in 
consequence was eagerly courted. 

It forms no part of the plan of this work to repeal 
the gossip and tattle of pHvate society ; but occur- 
rences hapi>efied to Lord Byron w hich engaged both, 
and some pf tliem cannot well be passed over unno- 
ticed. One of these look place during the spring of 
this year, and having been a subject of newspaper 
remark, it may with less impropriety be mentioned 
titan others which were more indecorously made the 
topics of general discussion. The incident alluded 
to was an extravagant scene enacted by a lady of higii 
rank, at a rout given by Lady Hcathcote; in which, 
in revenge, as it was reported, for having been tc- 
jected by Lord Byron, she madt? a saicklal- attempt 
with an instruinent w hich scarcely penetrated, if it 
could even inflict any permanent mark on, the skin. 

The insane attachment of this eccentric lady to liis 
Lordship was well know n : insane is the only epithet 
tlian can be applied to tlie actions of a married w o- 
man, who, in tlie disguise of her page, flung herself 
to a man, who, as she told a friend of mine, was 
ashamed to he in love with her because she was not 
^ytiful — ^pn expression at once curious and just, 
evincing a slirewd perception of the springs of his 
Lordsliip's conduct, and the acuteness blended with 
frenzy and talent which distinguished lierself. Lord 
Bynm unquestionably at tliat time cared little for her. 
In showing me her picture, some two or three days 
after the affair, and iaugliing at the absurdity of 
lie bestow ed on her the endearing diniinutivc of vixen, 
with a hard-hearted adjective tliat I judiciously 
omit. 

The immediate cause of this tragical flourish was 
never very weH understood ; but In the course of the 
evening ^e had made several- attempts to fasten on 
his Lordship, and was shunned : eertaiu it is, slie had 
not, like Burke in the House of Commons, prerae- 
ditatcdly brought a dagger in her reticule, on par- 
pose for the scene; but, seeing herself an object of 
scorn, she seized the flrst w eapon .she could find— 
some said a pair of scissars— others wore scandalously 
a broken jelly-glass, and attempted an incision of tke 
jugular, to the consternation of all the Dowagers, and 
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tbe pathetic admiratioii of every Mias, vvho witnessed 
or heard of the rapture. • 

Lord B\ ron at the time was io anotlier room', talk- 
ing with Prince K , when Lord P— - came, willi 

a face full of consternation, and told them what bad . 
happened. The cruel Poet, instead of being agitated 
by the tidings, or standing in the smallest degree in 
need of a smelling-bottle, knitted Ims scowl, and said, 
with a contemptuous indifference, “It isonly a trick.” 
All things considered, he was perhaps not unchari- 
table ; and a man of less vanity would have felt pretty 
iDucti os his LcMNiihip appeared to do on the Occasion. 
The whole af&ir yruwnineittly ridiculous ; and what 
iQcreased the absurdity, was a letter she addressed 
to a friend of mine on tlte subject, and whicli he 
thought too good to be reserved only for bis oh n par- 
ticular study. 

. It was in this year that Lord Byron first iHTOposed 
for Miss Milbanke having been urged by several of 
bis friends to marry, that lady was specially recom- 
mended to him for a wife. It has been alleged, that 
he deeply resented her rejection of his proposal; and 
1 doubt not, in the first instance, his vanity may have 
been a little piqued; but as he cherished no very ani- 
mated attadiment to liar, and moreover, as she en- 
joyed no celebrity in public opinion to make the re- 
jection important, the resentment was not, I am 
persuaded, eithd* of an Intense or vindictive kind. On 
the contrary, he has bome.testimony tq the respect 
in which he held her character and accomplishments; 
and an incidental remarii in his' journal, I shall be 
in love with her again, if I don’t take edre,” is proof 
enough that his anger was not of a very fierce or long- 
lived kind. 

The account ascribed to him by CapUiin Medwio 
of his introduction to>liss Hilbanke, and the history 
of tbeir attachment, ought not to be omitted, becaqse 
it aerves to illustrate, insome degree, the state of his 
feelings towards lier, and is so pr^able, that I doubt 
not it is in the main correct : 

“The first tinae of my seeing Miss Milbanke was 
at Lady •“•‘s. It was fatal day; and I remember, 
that in going up stairs I stumbled, and remarked to 
Moore, who accompanied me, that it was^ a bad omen. 

I ought to have taken the warning. On entering the 
room, 1 observed a young lady more simply dressed 
tlian the rest of the assembly, sitting alone upon a 
sofa. I took her for a female companion, and asked 
if I was right in my conjecture? ‘She is a great 
heiress,’ said he in a whisper, that became lower as 
he proceeded, ‘you had better marry her, and repair 
the old plane, Newstead.* - 

There was someUiing piquant, and what we term 
pretty, in Miss Milbanke. Her features were small 
and feminine, though not regular. Shehad Uiefairest 
skin imaginable. Her figure was perfect for her 
beiglit, and there was a simplicity, a retired modesty 
about her, which was very characteristic, and formed 
a happy contrast to the cold artificial formality, and 
studied stiffness, which is called fa.siiion. She inter- 
ej^ed me exceedingly. I became daily more attached 


LOW) ^YRON. Jill 

to her, and it ended iu my making her. a proposal 
that was rejected. Her refusal was couched in terms 
whidi could not offend me. I was, besides, per- 
J suaded, that in declining my offer, she was governed 
I by the inlluence of her mother; and was the more 
confirmed in my opinion? by her reviving out oor- 
respondeuce herself twelve months after. The tenoHr 
of her letter was, that altitough stie could not love 
me, site desired my friemhhip. Friendsliip is a 
dangerous word for young ladies; it is love full- 
fledged, and Waiting for a fine day to fly.” 

But I.ord Byron possessed these sort of irippres- 
sible predilections, was so much tJie ageot^ju 
pulses, that he could not keep long in unLson^with 
the world, or irt harmony with his friends. tVifhout 
malice, or the instigation of any ill spirit, he was 
continually provoking malignity and revenge. His 
Verses on the Princess Charlotte weephig, end his 
other merciless satire on her father,, begot Irini no 
friends, and armed the liatred of bis enemies. There 
.was, indeed, something like ingratitude in the attack 
op the Regent, for his Royal Highness bad been par- 
ticularly civil; had intimated a wisii to have him in- 
troduced to him ; and Byron, fond of the distinction, 
spoke of it with a sense of grafifieation. These in-' 
stances, as welt as others, of gratuitous spleen, only 
justified the misrepreSentatiqns wliich had been insi- 
nuated against himself, and what whs huinour in his 
nature was ascribed to vice in his pHnciples, 

Btfore the year was at an end, bts^jjPbpularity was 
evidently beginning to wane : of he was con- 
scious himself, and braved the frequent attacks on 
his character and genius wjth an affectation of indif- 
ference, under which those who had at all observed 
the singular associations qf his recollections and 
ideas; must have discerned thd symptoms of a strange 
disease. He was' tainted with an Herodian malady 
of the mind : his thoughts were often hateful to him- 
self; but diere was an ecstasy in the conception, as . 
if delight coaid be mingled with horror. I think, 
however, hestruggled to master the fatality, atidthat 
his resolution to marry was dictated by an honour- 
able desire to give hostages to society, against the 
wild wilfulness of his imagination. 

It is a curious and a mv'Stlcal fact, that at the period 
to which I am alluding, and a vdry slibrt time, only a 
little month, before he snccessfully iM^cited ilie liand 
of Bliss Milbanke, being at NewsteInfKe fancied that 
he saw the ghost of the monk which is supposed to 
Ihlunt tlie abbey, and to make its ominous appearance 
when misfortune or death impends over the master of 
the mansion.-^The ston.' of the apparition in the six- 
teenth canto of Don Juan is derived from this family 
legend, and Borman Abbey, in the thirteenth of the 
same poem, is a rich and elalioratc description of 
Newstead. t . 

After his proposal to Miss Milbanke had been ao 
eepted, a considerable time, nearly three months 
elapsed, before the marriage was completed, ki con- 
sequence of the embarrasseJ condition in which, when 
the necessarv' settlements were to be made, he fpand 
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bis affairs. Tliis state of things; -with the pretiou3 
unhappy controversy with himself^ and -anger at the 
world, was ill calculated to gladden his nuptials : but, 
besides Uiese real evils, his mind was awed with 
gloomy presentiments, a sliadow of some advancing 
nl^6^ortun(^ darkened his -spirit^ and the ceremony 
was performed with sacrilicial feelings, and those 
dark and rbUling circumstances, which be has so 
touchingly described in the Dream : 

1 taw him ttani) 

^ Before an akar with a fiemir bride ; ' 

Her face was tiir, bnt was not that which made 
TliechrlUhl or hit bofbuod ‘.-—m lie ttoud 
Et<-ii at the aitac, o'er bit brow iberc came 
The tclfsarue ai|)eci, and the quirerlng »bOck 
That in the antique orator)' tiiouk 
HU bottom in iU sonttide : and then— 

At In lhat hour— a moment o*<7 hU face 
The Ubk‘t of uijuiterable thuuglits 
Wat traced— and then it Cade«i as it etme. 

And tCoud ralm and nnlet. and be tp«)ke 
The flttiOA TOWS, btii heard not tiU own words, 

And all things reel'd aroimtl him : be could see 
Not that wh ch was. nor lhat which should hate beeo^ 

Bbt the ohl mansion and the aeciisiom'd halt. 

And the remember'd chamlM-rf, and the place. 

The dar, the hour, the sun»tiinc and the shade, 

AU tliipgs pertaml/ig to that place and hour. 

And her, wlio was hb destiny, came badk. 

And tlirnit Uiemsclrcs U’tweto him ood the lighl. 

This is very atfcctinglv described; and liis prose 
description bran testimony la its correctness. “ It 
had been predicted by Mrs. ^Vi!^ams, that- twenty- 
seven was to l>ea dangerous age forme. Thefortune- 
telling witch was right; it was destined to prove so. 

I shall never forget the 2d of January. 181o; Lady 
Dyron was the only unconcerned |H*rson present; 
Lady Noel, her mother, cried,; I trembled like a leaf, 
made tlie wrong responses, and after the ceremony 
called her Miss Milbanke. 

There is a singular history attached to the ring. 
Ttie very day the match was coocludcd a ring of my 
mother's, lhat had been lost, was dug up by Ihe^ar- 
dener at ^'ewstead. J Umught it was setU on pur-_ 
pose for the wedding; hut my mother's marriage liod 
not been a fortunate one, aud this ring was doomed* 
to be the seal of an unlinpprer union still. 

“After the ordeal was over, we set ofl' for a coun- 
try-scat of Sir Ralph's, (I..ady B.’s father,) and I was 
surprised at the nrrangenietits for Uie journey, and 
somewhat nut of Ipimour, to Gnd the lady's maid stuck 
between me and my bride. It was rather tpo early 
to assume tlie husband; so I was forced to submit, 
but it Was not with a very good grace. I have been 


accused of saying, on'getting into tfie carriage, that 
f ha'd married Lady Bs'ron out of spite, and because 
she had refused me twice. Though J was for a mo- 
ment vexed at her prudery, or whatever you may 
clioose to call it, if 1 had made so uoeavalier, not to 
say brutal a speech, I am convinced Lady Ryron would 
instantly have left the carriage to me and the maid. 
She had spirit enough to have done so, and would pro- 
perly have resented the affront. Our honeymoon was 
not all sunshine; it had its clouds. 

“ I w'as not so young when my father died, but that 
1 perfectly jemember him, and had a very early horror 
of matrimony from the sight of domestic broils : this 
feeling came over me very strongly at my wedding. 
Something whispered me that I was sealing niy ow n 
death-warrant. 1 am a great believer in presenti- 
ments: Socrates's demon, was not a Getion; Monk 
Lewis bad his monitor, and Napoleon many warn- 
ings. At the last moment 1 would Dave retreated, 
could 1 have done so; I called to, mind a friend of 
mine, who had married a young, beautiful, and rich 
girl, and yet was miserable : he had strongly urged 
me against putting mv neck in tlie same yoke.” 

I . For some time after the marriage things went on 
in the usual matrimonial routine, until he was diosen 
I into the managing committee of I)rury-I.ane, an of- 
Gee in which, had he possessed the slightest degree 
of talent for busine.ss, he might have done inudi 
good.' It was justly expected lliat tlie iliherate pre- 
siunption w likh had so long deterred {metical genius 
from approaching tlie stage, would have shrunk 
abashed from before hint; hut he either felt not the 
importance of the duty lie had been called to perform, 
or, w luit is more probable^ yielding to the allurements 
of the moment, forgot tJiat duh' in the amusement 
which he derived from tlie talents and peculiarities of 
the players. No situation could be more unfit for a 
man of his temperament, than one which exposed 
him to form intiioaeies with persons wliose profes- 
sion, aUuost necessarily, leads them to undervalue 
tlie domestic virtues. 

It is sind that tlie course Of life into whioh lie was 
drawn oflec he joined the managing committee of 
Drury-Lnoewas not in unison with the methodical 
habits of Lady Byron. But independently of out- 
door causes of corniubfa^iscontent and incompati- 
bility of temper, tlteir domestic affairs were falling 
into confusion. ^ 

“My income at this period,” says Imrd Byron, 
“was small, and somewh.vt bespoken. We had a 
'house In town, erive dinnerparties, had separate car- 


I Byroo. wtiilc oil Uic Drury-Laoo conimillcr. lalkJiig oou 
c*ciUn;; behind the scenes to (he cutjm drarnaliqui of the tni.*- 
condtici of a female at the riral hniiac ; and was pleawd (o say to 
Terry, “ Had I been Harris, 1 would have tnmr«i her out of the 
tsmse.'* “And bad I been (be lady," readied Miu T. Kctiy. "1 
wiMUl bare put oo breeches and ciiallenfied your Lordship.' — 
bi tbai case," relorlol Byron, " I miglit have considcrcu whether 
it would be worUi niy while to Urra $ans^loUf, and accept the 
cb.illcii5c." 


The Honourable Hr. Skeffimtion fiad wriUen a Tragedy, called 
the " H)Ml>eri<MU Bride,** w hich- tras talriy damned on (lie first 
niglii. A nusqnerade look place soon after (bis fatal catas(ro{ilii', 
to which went John Cam liohhousr a-t a S|winhh nun who ha>i 
been rariihed by the Frencli army, under the protectfon of 
Lordsfiip. The Hon. Hr. skeffiniUuo compaTsknialing Ihc liofur- 
ihnale yoaii;^ woman, asked, in a very scniimentaj manner, of 
BjTon, “Who b she?** “The Mysterious Bride," r«*pli«l 
Ixirdship. This was a rap on the teeth to the unfortunate ao- 
Ihor. B. A. ' 
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riagrs, and latinrhed hito every sort of extravagance. 
This could DOC last loeg; my wife's teu tiiousaml 
pounds soon luelled avray. 1 was l^setby duns, and 
at length an execution was ^vied, and the bailiffs put 
io possession of Uie very beds we had tQ sleep on. ’ 
This w as no very agroeolde state of'affairs, no very 
pleasant scene for Lady Byron to witness; and it was 
agreed she should pay her father a visit till tlie storm ; 
liad blown over, and soioe arrangement liad been 
made witli my creditors." From tim visit her Lady- j 
ship nmer returned ; a separation t(>ok place ; but too 
much has been said to the world respecting it, and i 
have no taste for the subj^t. Whatever was flieiin- , 
niediate cause, the event itself was not of so rare a I 
kind as to dosorve that the attention of Ihe public ^ 
should be indelicately courted to it.' . I 

Be}oud all question, however, J^rd Byron’s no- | 
tidosof coitnubtal 'Obligations were rather phiioso- , 
pineal, “lliere are," said lie, toOptain Parry, “jw 
many undefinable and nameless, and not to be named, ' 
causes of dislike, aversion, aitd disgust^ ih Uietnatri- | 
loouial state, that it is always impossible for the 
public, or the hriends of the parffes, tojudge beCW'een [ 
man and wife. Theirs is a relation about which i 
nobody buf themselves can form a corrad idea, or | 
Imve an> ri^it to s|)eak. As long as neither party • 
corninits gross iujustice towards (he other; as long ‘ 
as neither tl>e woman nor the ninu is guilty of any 
oB'cnce whi^ is injurious to tlie cominuiiily ; as long 
as the husband provides for his olfspring, and. st*' 
cures the public against the dangers arising from. their 
ncgle<'te(i education, or from tjie charge of support- 
ing them; by what right does it oensure-bim for cess- 
ing to dwell uhderthe same roof with-a woman, wtio 
is to him, because he knows her, w1hle others do not, 
an object of loathing? Con any thing more fnon- 
strous, than for .the public voice id compel indivn 
duals, who dislike each other, to continue their co- . 
habitation ? This is at Jeast the effect of its inter- 
fering with a relationship, of which it has no possible 
means of judging. It does not indeed drag a man 
to a woman's bed by physical force, but it does exert ; 
a moral force continually and-%ffectively to ac^in- ! 
push the same purpose. !iobody can escape this | 
force, but those who are too high' or those Ivho are 
loo low for {Mibiic opinion to reacji ; or those hypo- 
crites who are, before others, the loudest in their ap- 
probation df the empty and unmeaning forms of 
society, that they may securely indulge all their pro- 
pensities in secret.” 

In the I’ourse of the conversation in which he is 
represented to have stated these opinions, he added 
what I Iiave pleasure in quoting, because the ^nti- 


ments are generous in respect to his w'ifc, aud strik- 
ingly characteristic of himself : 

M JjKiy Byrorv has a liberal mind, particularly as. to 
religious opinions : and 1 wisli w lien l married her 
that 1 had possessed the same command qver myself 
that r now do. Had 1 {>ossess«'d a littlenioH: wlsdony 
and i>iore forbearance.' we might have been happy. I 
wished, when 1 was just married, to. have remained 
ill the country, particularly till my pecuniary emhar- 
ra.ssments were over. J knew tJie W'iety of Londoii ; 
I knew the characters'of many, who are called ladles, 
with whom l^dy Byron would necessarily have to 
asHO<dnte, and 1 dre»de<) her contact with them. But 
I have loo much of my motlicr about me to dic- 
tated to ; J like freedom from constraiut ; I hatUiirti- 
Hcial regulations : my (Vmduct ha.*; always been dic- 
tated by my own feelings, and I.ndv Byron w'as quite 
the creature of rules. She was not permitted either 
to ride, or run, or walk, but as the physician pre- 
.scribetl. Slie was not .'buffered to go out when 1 
w'i^licd to go : and then the old house was a mere 
ghost-lioiisk*, I dn^amed of ghosts and tliouglrf of them 
wakingf It'was an existence (could uotsupporU" 
Here Lord Byron liroke off .abruptly, saying, ” I hate 
to speak of my family alfatrs, tlmugli I have been 
coiupellcdAo talk nonsense concerning them (o some 
of my buttfrlly visiters, glad on any terms to ^ rid 
of tiieir invportunivies. 1 long to be again on tim 
mountains. 1 am fond of solitude, and should never 
'talk nonsense, If Itilways found plain men to talk to.” 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

RcfleciioQs OQ hi* domnlic Verses. ~*Coi»iUera(ioQ othU worM. 
— Tiie Corsair.— ProbihiHUtM of (he Cturacler aod loCkleias »( 
Uic Stonr.— Ofi ibe Difference het«eai poeucal Inrcatiim aod 
moral Expenrnce t UloUraieii bjr ttie Differcace between Utc 
Cenfus o( Sbak*|)earr and thai of Dymn. 

- 

^ The ta&k just concluded may disapimint the expec- 
tations of some of my readers, Ixit >1 would rattier 
have said less than so much, conid so little have becu 
allowed ; for 1 hove hever been able to reconcile to my 
notions Of propriety tiie exposure of domestic con- 
cerns whioli the world lias no rigfit claim to know, 
and can only urge the plea of curiosity for desiring to 
see explained.- The sropeof my undertaking compre- 
liends only the public and inteltectual cliaracter of 
Ix)rd B)Ton ; every w ord Uiat 1 have found it ncces- 
saiy to say respecting his privateatTairs has been «et 
down with reluctance; nor siiould I liave touched so 
freely on his failings, but that the consequences tiave 
deeply ipfluenc^ his poetical conceptions. 


■ The cause of'Utc separiUon of Lord and Lady Byron ftppnrv 
(o Itnre bem ihi*— wa^ of aonef to keep op an «Ubli»l>mcm 
soiling lu (heir rank. Ou the marriage Bynm recdvcil tO.OOOf. 
•#ii id# wife, and bolli itilered An the npenslvc round of fuMou- 
aUe Ulr. They gave cliimcn. and had t«{iarate carrUgrs. Lady 
Bynw's f0,00Of. wjoq raelled away, aud hl» Lordd<ip's property 
*a* anaii, and lio • 


-WMMtebdr 
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r>cbis accutnulated, ami dntit infeated the lumve. , At last an exe- 
cut(un wa* levied, and the very beds on wbidt the teiMe |iair aletil 
were seiicd. • . *- B. A, 
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There is, however, one poinl conirocted with lus ; 
conjugal dilTerences which cannot be overlooked, nor | 
notict'd w ithout animadversion. He wa5 too active j 
himself in bespeaking the public sympathy against 
his lady. It is true that but for that error the world ' 
might never have seen Uie verses written by him on j 
tile occasion; andpeHiapsit wastlie friends who were ! 
about him at tt»e time w liu ouglitchicny to be blamed 
for having given them circulation : but, in saying this, 

I am departing from the rule I had prescribed to luy- 
self, wliiie I ought only to have reiuarked tliat the | 
compositions alluded to, both llieFare-thee-w ell, and 
tb 9 Anathema on Mrs. Charlemont, are splendid cor- 
roborations of the metaphysical fact whicli it is the 
mabi object of tliis work to illustrate, namely, that 
Byron was only original and truly great when he 
w rote /rom the dictates of bis own breast, and de- 
scribed from the suggestions of things he liad seen. 
When his iiiiagiiiatiuii fuu/id not in his subjeet nses 
for the materials of his experience, and opportunities 
tamibody. them, it seemed to be no foiigcr tlie same 
high and mysterious faculty (hat so ruled the tides of 
the feelings of otliers. He tlien appeared a more or- 
dinary |K>et— a skilful verse-maker. The necromaucy 
which held the reader spell-bound became ineffectual; 
and the cliarm and tlie glory which interested so in- 
tensely, and shone so radiantly on his configurations 
from realities, ail failed and faded; for his genius 
dealt not with airy fancies, -but had its power and 
dominion amidst the living and the local of the actual 
world. 

Ishail now rcturntotlir consideration ofiiis. works, 
and Uie first in order, is The Corsair, published in 
1814. He seems to have been perfectly sensible Uiat 
this beautiful composition was in his best peculiar 
manner. It is iudeed a pirate’s isle, peopl^ with his 
own creatures. 

It bas been alleged that Lord BvTon was indebted 
to Sir Walter Scott's poem of Rokeby fur the leading 
incidents of the Corsair, but'tiie resemblance is not to 
me very obvious : besides, the whole style the poem 
is so strikingly in his own manner, that even liad he 
borrowed tlie plan, it was only as a thread to string 
his own original conceptions upon*, the beauty and 
brilliancy otthem could not be borrowed, and are not 
imitations. « « 

There were two islands in the Archipelago when 
Lord B)Ton was in Greece, coitsidered as tiic chief 
liaunls of tbcj)irates, Stanipalia, and a long narrow 
island betwe^ Cape Golonna and Zea. . Jura also 
was a liltle tainted in its reputation. 1 tliink, how- 
ever, from tlie description, that the pirate's isle of 
the Corsair is the island off Cape Colonna. It is a 
rude, rocky mass. 1 know' not to what particular 
Coron, if there be more than one, tlic Poet alludes ; 
for the Coron of tlie .Morea is neighbour to, if not io, 
the Mahiote territory, a tract of country which never 
submitted to the Turks, and was exempted from the 
jurisdiction of mussulman officers by the payment of 
an annual tribute. The Mainoteg themselves are all ; 
pirates and robbers. If it be in that Coron that By- ' 
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ron has placed Se>d Die pashaws >t must be attributed 
to inadvertency. His Lordship was hefer Dterc, nor 
in any part ofMaina; nor does he describe the place, 
a circumstance w hich of itself goes far to prove Uie 
inadvertency. It is, however, only in making it the 
seat of a. Turkish pasliaw Dial any error has been 
committed. In working out the incidents of the 
poem where de^T 4 )tidns ofscenefv are given, Uiey 
relate rhieny to Alliens and its neighbourhood. In 
themsi lves tliese descriptions are executed with an 
excpiisite felicity, but they are brouglit in without 
any obvious reason wherefore. In fact they appear 
to have been written indepaidently of Die poeuu and 
are patclied on shreds of purple” which could have 
been spared. 

The character of Conrad the (^rsair may be de- 
scribed as a combination of the warrior of Albania 
an(| a naval officer — Gliilde Harold mingled with the 
iicro of the Giaour. 

A man of lonelhie* ami myviery. 

Scarce «eeo to wnRe. and wldom hcaitl to aifdv; 

HobiMt, bnt not Herculoan, lo Ibe aiskt 
Oio giiiot frame M.'b f«>rUi hit comnior\ helghl ; 

Yet in '.he whole, who paiiMxl to look a?aiii 
'S.1W more than iinrl<i Ihe crotril of rul^r men : 

They gazoand marvel how. ami atlJI cotitcu 
Thzt Ihin it it. bnt why they cannot gucia. 

Sem-bumt hh i-lirck. his furdicaij high ami pate, 

Tbe Mpte curls in wild profustUQ veil, 

And dll perforce bis rising lip rrreals 

Tbe iMughUer ihoindd it cnrlM, tmi acarce conceals : 

Thuugb snHtoth hia voice, and caJnl hb general mien. - 
' Still secni-s iliere Mimrihing Im* wuiiM not have seen. 

Mb feaiurrs’ deepenim; lines and varying hue 
At lime* altracied, ycl perplex'd the view. 

Asif wiibto that morkiueta ofmlod 
Wprk'd (eeliogs fearful, aod yet undeflned t 
Such might it be— Utat none cdukl truly tell— 
close iin{iiiry hfs storo aUiicc would iiucll. 

There hreaihad tot lew wbo»e aspectmlghi defy 

Tbe full encauntcr of hli searcblog eye ; 

lie bad (he skiK. when Cunning's gaae woUld seek ■ ** 

To probe bis heart and watch hb changiog cb£ck. 

At uooe the (ibserver's pur|tOK to espy. 

And OB himself roll back bib scrutiny. 

Lest lie to Conrad rather ibouid betray 

Suine secret thought, than drag that chiefs today. , 

There was a iaughinfl Uuvil in hb sneer , 

Thai raised emotious both of rage and fear ; 

■And wliere hb frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering Red, axul mercy Kigh'd farewell. 

It will be allow M tiint, in Diis portrait, some of lUc 
darker fetitures, and harsher lineaments of Byron him- 
scil, are very evident, but wKh a more fixed sternness 
than belonged to him ; for it was only by fits that be 
could put oh such severity. Conrad is, however, a 
higher creation than any which lie had previously de- 
scribed. . instead of tbe listlessness of Cbilde Harold, 
he is active .and enterprising^ speh as tlie noble pil- 
grim would have been, but for the satiety which liad 
relaxed his energies. Tliere is also about him-a so- 
lemuity different from the animation of the Giaour— 
a penKentia) despair arising from a cause undisclosed. 
The Giaour, Diough wounded and fettered, and laid 
in a dungeon, would not Itave felt as Conrad is sup- 
posed to feel in that situation. The following bold 
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and terrific Tersvs, descriptive of the maetstrom agi* 
tations of remorse^ cohld not have beerr appropriately 
applied la tlte despair of grief, Uie predominaptsource 
of emotion in the Giaour. * 

Tbere u a war, a ctraos uf ihe miod, 

WhcD alt rVmriiU cuiiTulynl. cumbioed. - ^ 

1 . 1 ^ dark atki JarnmT'vith {lerturli^ Tiirce. 

ADd f9inbin^Vi%)'imp«iJtCTii remorse; 

Thai JuxcluanmU «ho never Mure, 

But Ctie*. “I. nam’d wlicii Ihe deed iso’er. 

Tain Totce! Ilic «pitli burninit, but uidM'jit, 

May wrlpw. rebel— the weak alone rciitnl. ® 

The character of Conrad is undoubtedly finely ima- 
gined ; as the painters would say, it is in the itighest 
style of art, and brought out with siiblinve etTect; but 
still it is only another phase of the same portentous 
meteor, that was nebulous in Childe Harold, and fiery 
in the Giaour. To the safe and shop-resorting inha- 
bitants of Christendom, the Corsair Seems to present 
many iin{>robabilities; uevertl^less, it is true to na- 
ture, and ill every part of the Levant tlie traveller 
meets with iiidividhals whose air and physiognomy 
remind him of Conrad/ The incidents of tlie story, 
also, so w iid an^ extravagant to the snug ami legal 
notions of England, are not more in keeping, with the 
character, than they are in accordance with fact and 
reality. The poet suffers immeasurable injustice, 
when it is attempted to determine the probahility of 
the wild scenes and wilder adventurers of his tales, 
by the circumstances and characters of tlie law-re- 
gulated system of our diurnal affairs. . Probability 
is a standard formed by experience, and it is not sur- 
prising that the andiorites of libraries should object 
to Ibe improbability of the Corsair, and yet acknow- 
ledge the poetical power displayed in the composi- 
tion; for it is a work which could only have been 
written bv’ one who. had himself seen or heard on the 
spot of transactions sirpilar to those he has described. - 
No coui'se of readiiTg could have supplied materials 
for a narration so faithfully descriptive of the accidents 
to which an .Egean pirate is exposed as Hie Corsair. 
Had Lord Byromnever been out of Engfand, the pro- 
duction of a work so appropriate in reflection, so wild 
in spirit, and so bold in invention, as in that case it 
would have been, would have entitled'Jiim to tlie 
Ihgfa^t lionours of original conception, Or been re- 
jected as extravagant; considered as the result of 
things seen, and of probabilities suggested by trans- 
actions not uncommon in the region where his genius 
gathered the ingredients of its sorceries, more than 
the lialf of its merits disappear, while the other half 
brighten with tlie lustre of truthi The maimers, the 
actions, and the incidents, were new to the English 
mind ; but to the inhabitant of the Levant tliey hare 
long been faoiiliar, and the traveller wlio visits that 
region will hesitate to admit that Lord Byroii pos- 
sessed those creative powers, anltbat discernment of 
dark bosoms for w hich he is so miteh celebrated ; be- 
cause he will see there how little of invention was 
necessary to form such heroes as 'Conrad, and how 
much the actual traffic of life aud trade is constantly 


stimulating enterprise and bravery. But let It not, 
therefore, be supposed tliat 1 w ould undervalue eitlier 
the genius of the Voet, or the merits of the poem, in 
saying so, for I do think a higlier faculty has been 
exerted in The Corsair than in Cbikle Harold.' In 
tlie latter, only actual tilings are described, fre.slily 
and vigorously as they w ere seen, and feelings ex- 
pressed eloquently bs they w ere felt; but in the foc- 
mer, the talent of combhialion has been splendidly 
employed. , The one iia view from nature, the other 
is a composition both from nature and from history. 

Laro, which appeared soon after The (kirsair, is 
an evident supplement to it; the description of the 
liero corresponds in person and diaracler with Con- 
rad; so that the remarks made on The Corsair apply, 
in all respects, to Lara, poem itself .is, perhpps, 
inelegance superior; butrlhc descriptions are not so 
vivid, simply beeahse they are more indebted to ima- 
ginationt There is one of them, however, in which 
the lake and abbey of N'ewstead are dimly sliadowed, 
equal in sweetnr.ss and solemnity to any thing the 
Poet has ever written. ’ 

U was Uie amt Larj’s sinram , / 

Tlic •lacs are stutlilin/r, each Willi uua^ifd lieam: ■ ' * 

So calm, Uw Watem scarcely •ctm lu stray, 

And yet they gluk*. like ha^^^cInc^8. away ; 

Uenrcling far ami falnr-like fram higli 
tlie'lmiiiurUI ligliiv that U>e atuns liK^^ky ; 

Its banks anr frin^l with many a i;oodl> irre. * 

I And flowers the fairest ilial may feast Uie bcc': 

Sneh in her cliajild infant Uiati wove, 

And ionoceoce would offer to her love t 
These deck ihc shure, utie waves tbdr channel makL' . 

~1o ttiiidltij;5 bright and maay. like Uie snake. 

All was so still, so soft in cani; and atr, . . 

You scarce wuuld start to mvi*i a spirit ilicre. 

Secure tl»at nouahl of evil could di-liglit 
To walk in siirli a scene, on such a lugM t 
It was a niotnrul only lor Ihe Riod : 

So Lara dtrrw'U s nor longer llttre he stood 
But turn’d in silence to bu casUe-^alei 

- Sudi sct'ne Hi» soul ijo more could ronteoii'Uie,; 

SQcli Kcoe re/uUiik'd him of oilier days. 

Of skies mure cluuUUu. iw/omof purer blue ; 

Uf nijtlils more soft aud frequeul, br.»rls that now— 

No. no! the storm may brat upon his brow ' 

llnrdl, unspai'ini; ; but a like Uiis, 

A night of beauty, muck’d such breast as bit., f!^ 

- He lurd'd within his soUtary lull, 

. And his hi^h shaduvrsliol along the wall; 

( There were tlio painted fonnsoroUier Ume»— *' 

'Twas ail Uicy 1^ of sirlnes or uf crimes, « . 

- Savevague lradiUo^i;and ihegiumuy vaults ' t • 

That hid their dust, Utrir hehlcs. and Ihrir faults. 

And half a column uf Iho imiupous page. 

That spt*rd< Ihc bjirciotu talc fixKii age lo age ; • ' 

W'brn: l(G>lory'& pen its praise or blame Miiipiiet. 

Aud Itea hke irulh, am] «L 11 most truly ll<*8: ' ' 

He wander.dg mused, and as the mooubeam shoiift * 

T limiigh ilie dim lattice o'er lli^ lluor of stone, ' 

And the high fretted Hiof and •.'lints tlial lhare 
OVr Golhic windows knett in pictured payer. 

ItcnccieO in faiiUniic hgurra grew 
kike life, but not like mortal life lovieW; 
llisbrisUliiglocLsorHalile, bruwofgloom, ’ ' . 

Aud itie wide waving of his shaking pliune v ' f 
Glanced Jlkc a s(»ccUe’saUrfbalca. and gave , ' v 

{ .* Hls as|>ecl all that lerrur givea U>e grave. 

Tha^^ Byron wrote best when he wrote of hiiiuelf 
viu 
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anil of his own, has probahiy been already made suf- 
ficiently apparent. In this respect he stands alone 
and apart from all other poets, and there will be ocr 
• casipn to show that tliis peculiarity extended much 
further overall his works, than merely to those which 
may be said to have re(|uired hhn to be thus personal. 
Tlte great distinction, indeed, of his merit consists in 
. tliat singularity. Sliakspeare, in*drawing tlie mate- 
rials of his dramas from tales and history, lias,, will) 
wonderful art, given from liis own invention and 
imagination the fittest and most appropriate senti- 
ments and language; and admiration at the perfec- 
tion with which he has accomplished this can never 
‘be exhausted. Tlie difference between Byron and 
Sbaks|»eare consists in the curious accident, if it may 
l>e so c-alled, by which the former was placed in cir- 
cumstances which, taught him to feel in himself the 
very sentiments that he has ascribed to his cliarac- 
ters. Shakspeare created the feelings of bis, and 
with such evrelience, tliat they are not only probable 
to the situations, but give to the personiftcations the 
individuality of living persons. Byron’s are scarcely 
less so; but with him there was no invention, only 
experience, and when he attempts to express more 
than he has himself known; he is always compara- 
tively feeble. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

Bjrroa det*>nnjnei to mide abroad.— VMis ihe Plain of WaterttN>. 

—Slate of bis Feellujt. 

Fhom different incidental expressions in his ebr- 
respondence it is sufficiently evident that Byron, be- 
fore his marriage, intended to reside abroad. In his 
letter to me of the llth of December, 1813, he dis- 
tinctly states this intention, and intimates tliat he 
then Uiouglit of establishing his home in Greece. It 
is not, therefore, surprising that, after his separation 
from Lady BvTon, he should liave determined to carry 
this intention into effect ; for at that period, besides 
the^alumny heaped upon hiin from all quarters, the 
emharrassineirt of his affairs, and the retalralpry sa- 
tire, airtended to force him into exile; he liad no 
longer ony particular, tie to bind him to England. 

On the 23th of April, 1810 , he sailed for Ostend, 
and resumed the composition of Qiilde Harold, it 
may be said, from the moment of his embarkation. 
In it, however, there is no longer the fietion of an 
imaginary character stalking like a sliadow amidst his 
descriptions, and reflections,— he coroes more deci- 
dedly forward as the hero in his ow n person. 

Ih passing to Brussels he visited the field of Wa- 
terloo, and tlie slight sketch which lie has given in 
the poem of that eventful conflict is still the finest 
Svhich has yet been written on the subject. 

But the note, of his visit to the field is of more im- 
portance to my present purpose, in as much as it 
tends to illustrate the querulous state of his own mind 
at tJie Um«. I 
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*•' 1 went OD horseback twice ov%r the field, ooin- 
pariiq; ft with my reeolleclion'of similar scenes. As 
a plain, )N'aterloo seems marked out for the scene of 
some great action, though this may be mere imagi- 
nation. I have viewed with attention those of Platen, 
Troy, lilantinea, Leurtra, ^arronea, and Marathon, 
and the field round Mont St. Jean and Hugounnont 
appears to want little but a bettef ^use and that in- 
definably but impres^ve halo w hicn the lapse of ages 
throws around a celebrated spot, to vie in interest 
with #ny or all of these, except perhaps the last- 
mentioned.” / 

The expression, ** a better cause,*' could only liave 
been engendered in mere waywardness; but tlirough- 
out his reflectidns at this period a peevish ill-will 
towards England is often manifested, as if he sought 
to Attract attention by exasperating the national 
pride; tliat pride which he secretly flattered himself 
was to be augmented by his own fame. 

I cannot, in tracing hrs travels through the tliird 
canto, test the accuracy of his descriptions as in the 
former two; but as they are all drawn from actual 
views they have the sTtife vivid individuality fm- 
pi^ssed upon them. Nothing can be more simple 
and affecting than the following picture, nor less like- 
ly to be an imaginary scene : ^ ‘ 

Vf Goblrntz. on a rUe of identic (cruuod. 

Tlierr In a small and simple pyiuHold. 

I Crownlnx itie sammit of Ihe mound i 

Beneath iU bate are luToes' a^cs hid, 

Our enemie«. Bnt let not tbt forbkl 
Honour k) Marcrau, o'er whooe early Inmb - 
'Tearf, tear*, snsli'd from Ihe rmifth •eldier't lid. > 
LameiiUnx^Qd yet roVyln^ tuch A doom, 

Paillnx l-'raocr, nhoic rishlt.be hauled torenme. 

Perhaps few passages of descriptive poetry excel 
that in which reference is made to llic column of 
/Vvenebes, the ancient Aventicum. It combines with 
an image distinct and picturesque, ppelical associa- 
tions^ full of the grav'e and moral bi*ealhings of olden 
forms and hoary antiquity. 

By a lone wall a lonellrr rolmmi rran 
A icray and xrlcf-wom a«peci ol old day* t 
*T b Oie la$( mrnant of Ibe wreck oF yean, 

And luuka at wilh Ibe wik]-bewiklrr‘d saze 
of one lo'tbme cmiserted liy amaze, 

Yel »UU With con«cioii<ne«i ; and there It slandt. 

Making a nikrvcl that it tioi decaya. 

W'bro the coeval pride urhnmau liandv. 

LcYcIVd Avenlieum, bath tircv'd hortubjcct lanibi. 

But the most remaHcable quality in the third canto 
is the deep low bass of thought which runs through 
several passages, and which gives to it, wiien consi- 
dered with reference to the circumstances under 
wliich it was written, the serious character of docu- 
mentary evidence as to the remorseful condition of 
the Poet's mind. It would be, ^fter what has al- 
ready been {minted out in brighter incidents, affecta- 
tion not to say, that these sad bursts of feeling and 
wild paroxysms l>ear strong indicatioiiB of having 
beeh suggested by the wreck of his dome.stic liappi- 
ness, and dictated by contrition Tor the part he had 
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himself taken in the raio. The Tcpilowmg ren^:lihns 
on the ungaarde^ hour, are full of patlips and solem- 
nity, amoantihg almost to the deep and dreadful har- 
mony of Manfred : 

To Dj from, nml not be to lute, mankUid : '' 

All are not fil with them to <tJr and toD, , 

Nor b II dlKua'eat to keep the mimt 
Deq) in iti (MiBiain, IcM il overboil 
!■ the hot Ihrotig. where we become fhe qK><l 
or our UifccUuo, till Ido laie aud lutg 
We mar deplore ami »tnige|e with ttie coil, 
la wretched iolerchanse o( wrung for wrong 
'Jfidil a cualentioui world, alrivlng where none trettroas- 
Ttierr, tn a nraiDeuI, we olay ptniige oar jtin 
la fktal prnileace. and in the Wight 
Of oiir own »oul, tom aU our blood to tcara, 

Aim! colour Ihioga to cuuie wtldi huet of nigbl ; 

The race uf life beconm a h«|>eloH Oigtii 

To thuie Ilut walk In darfcuem I on Ihe aea, ' . « 

The itoldot ateer but where their porta taviie s 
But tbm an; wanderen o'er eidvilljr, 
wbewe bark drives ou and oo, ami anUkur'd ne'er tbalL lx:- 

These sentiments are ronceived in %e mood of nn 
awed spirit; they breathe of sorrQw a^'d penileiu-c. 
Of the weariness of eatiety the pilgrim no more com- 
plains; be is no longer despondent from ^(hau^tion, 
and the loss of appetite of passion, but from the w ef^ht 
of a burden which he cannot lay down; and he clings 
to visible objects, as if iron) their nature he couUI ei> 
tract a moral strength. 

1 live Dol tn tnyvclf, but I become 

Porttoo oTthai around me; and to me , 

' High mouaUina are a fronn^, but tb« hum 
Of bumao dtka torture i 1 eau hic ' 

NothiDg to lualbr In nature, aave to be 
A link reluctant in a Oeahly chain, 

Ctoat'd amoug creatures, when the ibuVcan Ore, 

And with (kt sky. the peak, the heaviug plain 
Of ocean, or llie aiais, roiugle, and not in vain. 

Tbesedim revelations of black and lowering^ thought 
are overshadowed with a darker hue than sc^rrow 
alooe could have cast. A consciousness of sinful 
blame is’ evident amidst them; and though. the fan- 
tasies, that loom through the mj'Stery, are not sO 
hideous as the guilty leveries in the weird caldron of 
Manfred's conscience, still the}' have an a^ful re- 
semblance to them. . Thev' are phantoms of the same 
murky element, and, being more akin to fortitude i 
than despair, prophesy not of hereafter, but oracu- 
larly confess suffering. 

Manfred himself hath given vent to no flner horror 
than ttie oracle that speaks in tliis uiagniOcent stanza : 

I have Out loved the world, nor the world me : 

I bite not 8aUer dRs rank brenUi. mw bow'd 
To iu idoUIrkw a patleiil knee— 

Nor coin'd uiy che^ to uuilra— nor cried ‘aloud 

In wonhip uf an echo in Uie crowd 

they coaid not dtrm me oue of such ; I stuod 

Among UienSi but not of them ; in « shroud 

Of thoughts wlitcli Were not their ilxiugliis. and still cuuld, 

U«f 1 not Bled ray mind, which thus ibell subdued. 

There are times in life when all meafeel their sym- 
palliies extinct, and Lord Byron Was evider^tly in that 
(ondition, when he penned these remarkable lines; 


li\ 

but independently of tlwir striking beaotr, the scenery 
in which they were concei\ed deserves to be consi- 
dered w ith reference to tlie sentiment that pervades 
them. For it was amidst tlie same obscure ravines, 
pine-tufted precipices, and falling waters of the Alp.s, 
that he afterwards placed the outcast Maiifred-w^oii 
additional corroboration uf the justness of the re- 
marks which. I ventured to offer, in adverting to his 
rumiuations in contemplating, wiiile yetubov. the 
Malvern bills, as if t^ey were Uic scenes of his iin- 
pa$.sioned childhood. In palaces of nature," 
he lirst felt Uie consciousness of Iviving done some 
wrung, and'when he would infuse into another, al- 
beit in a wilder degree, tlie feelings lie had himself 
felt,ite recalled the images whieh had ministered to 
the cogitations of his ow n contrition. But I shall 
luve occasion to S|)cak more of this, when 1 reme 
to consider the nature of the guilt and misery of' 
Manfred. 

Tliat Manfred is the greatest of Byron’s w orks w ill 
probably not be di.spiited. It has more than the fatal 
mysticism of Macbeth, with the satanic grandeur of 
the Paradise lA)st. and the hero is placed in circum- 
stances, and amidst scenes, which accord with the 
stupendous features of liis preternatural character. 
Mow, tlien, it may l>e asked, does this mural phan- 
toms that has never been, bear any resemblance to 
the Poet himself?^ Must not, in this instamv, Un* 
hypothesis whidi assigns to Byron's lieroes his own 
senliments and feelings be abandoned ? 1 think not . 
Ln noticing Uie deep and solemn rellections with 
which be was affected in asi'ending the llhine, and 
w hich he has embodied in the UUrd canto of Chiide 
^larold, I have already pointed out a similarity in ti»e 
(enour of the thouglits to those of Manfred, ns w ell 
as- the striking acknow lodgment of Uie liled '' minrl. 
There is, moreover, in the drama, theysuuc distate 
of the world which Byron himself cxp^lsed when 
cogitating on Uie desolation of his hearUi, and the 
' same contempt of the insufficiency of his genius aud 
renown to mitigate contrition, — all in strange har- 
mony with the same magnilicent objects of sight. Is 
not the ojHining soliloquy of Mantml tlie very eciio of 
U»e rellections ou Uie Khiue ? 

My tlomber*— If I dumber— «r« 'not deep. 

Bui 9 cunUaiuncc uf CTulurlng ihotjghl, 

Whid) thco I 0*11 rcii*t nut t In my licart 
There b a visil, *ml Ihvwrcfci hut dote 
To look wiiliiu— ami yd I live. amJ bear 
Tbr asim't ami the form uf brrwtbukg laeo. 

I But the follo)! ing is more impressive ; it is the.very 
i phrase he would himself bare employed to have 
I spoken of the consequences of his fatal roarriago : 

i My hijttrir* came down on ihow who loved me, 

I On Ih^ dhora 1 beatluwd > I never queU’U 

An oaetny. aave io ruy juvl dvk-iH'e. 

Bat my rmbrjce was (atal. 

I He had not, indeed, been engaged in any duel of 
which the issue w as mortal; but he iiad so far 
engaged with more than one, that he ct>uld easily 
1 eonceive wliat it would have been to hav^ quelled aa 
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ciremj- iu just defence. But, unless the reader can 
himself discern, by Ills syiiipathies, that tlierp is the 
resemblance I contend for, it is of no use to multiply 
instances. 1 shall, therefore, give but one other ex- 
fract, which breathes the predominant spirit of all 
Byfon's works-^that sad translation Of the Preacher's 
“vanity of vanities; all is vanityl” 

Look on me : ihrtT h an i»rd#r 
ormnrUI« on the earlli. i»huJo Iwcoinc 
CHOin Iheir youth, and die cnmi-tdlc age, 

• XTiihoift the vitrfenceof wsr.lkcdfalh; 

iK-rWiIng of pic .n«»ire— wmic of sltidy— 

Some worn Wilb toil— wrae «\f mgre wcaiincf*— 

Some of disease— ami some m«nily— 

And some of wither'd or ’t»M.rokcti hearts 
l-'or this lost is a malady wlMcii slays ,» 

More Uun-are miiiih''r’d it> ihe.llsU of gate, 

Ttkipj; all diaper, ami bearing in.-n)j name*. 

Look uimn me I for eve.T of all lho«? iliings 
Have 1 partaken— « ihI of all these ihiiigis 
One wire cnorg^i I Uicp wonder, not that I 
fAm what 1 am, hnUhal I ever was. • 

Or, baring born, that 1 am ^Ull OH earth. 


CIIAPTF.n XXXI. 

Byron’v Resilience In Switzerland.— Excitrsion to the Glacier*.— 
NanTrwl founded on a magical Sacrifice, not onxiuilt.— Slraila- 
rit)' boSwern SimUmrnli gtren to Uanfred anti those expressed 
by Lord Byron In his own Person. ' . ? . 

Ths account giren. by Captain Medwin of the 
, manner in which Xa)rd Byron spent his time in Swit- 
zerland has tlie raciness of liis 1-ordship’S own quaint- 
ness, somewhat diluted. Tile reality of the conter- 
sations luivc been questioned, but they relate in some 
instances to matters not generally known, to Ih^ 
truth of several of whicli I can myself hear witness; 

' moreover, they have much of tlie Poet’s peculiar 
modes of thinking about tlicm, tliough weakened in 
effect by tlie reporter, ^o man cau give a just re- 
presentation of another who is not capable of putting 
himself into tlie rliaracter of liis original, and of 
thinking with his power and intelligence. StiH tliere 
* are occasional totiehes of merit in tlie feeble outlines 
of Captain .Aledw in, and with tills conviction it would 
be negligence not to avail myself of lliom. 

“Switzerland,” said his Lordsiiip, “ is a coiinti V 
I liavc been sali.sfled with seeing once; Turkey I 
could.live in for eveh. I never forget my predilec- 
tions: I was in a wretched state of iieailh and worse 
spirits w hen 1 was at C.ciieva ; hut quiet and tlie lake, 
better physicians than Polidori, soon set me up. . I 
never led so moral a life as during my residence in 
thatcomitry, but I gained no credit by it. here 
there is mortiliration there ought to be reward. On 
the contrary, there is no story so absurd that they 
did not invent at my cost . I was watched liy glasses 
on the opposite side of the lake, and by gl.asses, too, 
that must have had very distorted optics ; I w as way- 
laid in my evening drives. I believe tiiey looked 
upon me as a maii-ii.oiister. 

- “I knew very few of the Genevese. Hentshwas 


very civil to me, and I have a great respect for Sis- 
mondi.- 1 was forced to return the civilities of one 
of their professors h) asking him .aiid'an old gentle- 
man, a friend of Gray’s, to dine with me : I had gone 
out to sail early in the morning, and the wind pre- 
vented me from returning in tiiiie for dinner. I un- 
derstand that I offended them mortally.” The literal 
aecurary* of this has been, with too much feeling, 
found fault w ith, hut it is of no importance. 

‘^Aiiiong our countrymen I made no new ac- 
quaintances; Slielfey, Monk laiw is, etc., were almost 
the only English people J saw. No wonder ; I showed 
adistastefor society at tiutt time, and went littleamong 
tlie Genevese; besides, I could not speak Frencli. 
When I went the tour of the lake w itii Shelley, the 
boat was nearly wrecked near the very spot where 
St. Preui and Julia w ere in danger of being drowned. 
It would have been classical to have been lost there, 
but nOf agreeable.” 

Tlie liiird canto of Chi|de Harold, M.anfred,and the 
Prisoner of Chiton are the fruits of his travgls up the 
Rhine andof^iis sojourn-in Sw itzerland. Of the first 
it is unnecessary to say more; hut the following ex- 
tract from the Poet's travelling memorandum hook 
has been supposed to contain the germ of the tragedy- : 

“ September 22, 1816.— I.eft Thunn iu a boat, 
which carried us jlie length Of llie lake in lliree hours. 
The lake small, but the hanks- fine; rorks doWn to 
the water’s edge ; landed at Newhoiise; passed Inter- 
lachen; entered upon a range of scenes beyond all 
description or previous conception; passed a rock 
hearing an inscription; two brothers, one murdered 
the other; just the place for it. After a variety of 
w Indings, came to an enormous rock ; arrived at the 
foot of the mountain ;thc Jiihgfraw) glaciers ; torrents, 
x)ne of these nine hundred feet, visible descent ; lodge 
at the curate’s; set out to see the valley; heard an 
avabiiclie fall like thunder; glaciers ; eiiormdus storm 
comes on ; thunder and lightning and iiail, all in per- 
fection and be;intilut. The torrent is ill sliape, curving 
over Hie rock, like the tail of a white liorsc stream- 
ing ill the w ind, just os might be eoncrjved would he 
that of the pale horse on w liieh Death is mounted in 
the Aporalyiise : it is neither mist nor water, hut a 
something between liotli; its imuKuse height gives a 
wave,a airve,yi spreading here,* eoiidcnsatioii tliere, 
■wonderful, iiidcscrihahlc! 

“ September 23.— Ascent of Uie Wingren, the driit 
• rEurjeot shilling like truth on one side, on tlie other 
the clouds rose froip the opposite valley , curling up 
perpendicular precipices' like the foam aif tlie occ.-in 
■of hell during a spring-tide. It was white and sul- 
phury, and iiiinieasiinihly deep in appearance; tiie 
side we ascemied was of course not ot so precijiitous 
a nature; hut, on arriving at the summit we looked 
down on the other side upon a boiMbg sea of cloud 
dasliing against the crag on which we stood. Ar- 
rived at the Grecnderwold, mounted and rode to the 
higher glacier, twilight, hilt distinct, very fine; gla*- 
cier like a frozen hurricane; starlight lieautiful, the 
I whole of the day was fine, ahd, la point of weather. 
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as tlie <&r io whioh Paradise was made. Passed 
w hole woods of withered piDcs^ aH withered, trunks 
stripped and lifeless, done by a single winter.” 

U ndoubtxidW in tliese brief and abrupt but masterly 
touches, hints for the sceuery oT Manfred may be 
discerned^ but I ran perceive nothing in tliem whu'h 
liears the leas^ likelihood to their having influenced 
the conception of that sublime work. 

There has always been, from the tirst publicption of 
]lfanfred, a strange misapprehension with resphct to 
it in the public mind. The phoid poem has been mis' 
understood, and the odious supposition tliat ascribes 
the feaftul mystery and remorse of the hero to a foul 
passion for bis sister, is probably one of tliose coarse 
imaginations whic)i have grown out of the calumnies 
and a6cusalions heaped upon the author. How' can 
it have happened that none of the critics have noticed 
that the story is derived from the liutnan sacrUices 
supposed to bav'e been io use among the stodenU of 
the black art ? - 

Manfred is . represented as being aetpated by an in- 
satiable<uriosily — a passion to know the forbidden 
secretrof tbe world. The sceue opens with him at 
hU midnight studies^his lamp is abnost burnt out — 
and he has been seardiing for knowledge and has not 
found it, but Only that 

Sorrow b ktMwIodge : Uirr who know, Uir mo«t 
MuAt mourn the derpi^ o'er Uie r4til Iniih; 

Tbe treeuf knowteU^r b not Uiatof life. . 

Philo(0|i)ij' AoU «ciroce, tn(tUtCk|)rihs< 

Of wonder, aodlhe wbdom of Uie world, 

] bare eaured. and in my mind Uw*rr it > 

A power Ip make tbete lobject to ibcH. 

He is engaged m calling spirits; and as the incan- 
tation proceeds, they obey his bidding, and ask him 
what be plants, he Replies, "forgetfulness.” 

riKT smrr. 

Of what— oTwIkmp— and whjr? * 

■ • . wanrti^. 

Of Ibat wbtcb b wiUtin me; reaiTit there— 

Ye know itrand 1 cannot ulter it. ^ 
spiarr. 

we can but sfre tber that w blch wrpotKW ;> 

Atk of Q* MlijerU. tovriTigDly, the power 
^ 0*er carlK the whole or portion, or a tign ' 

Which ftball odntrol the eiemrata, whereof 
Weare the dummaiorf. KaebaodaU— . 

Tbete thill be tblne. 

■aimen. 

Oblivion. teir*oblivioii>r 
Can jre not wrlne from out the hidden realms 
■ Te edfer to iirortoeiy. what- 1 aik 7 
* triarr. ^ 

ILb not ht oor eaaencr, in our tkill, 

Bat— ibou ma|;*tl die. 

» MssrasD. • 

, Wig death bestow it on u»e 7 * 

tpiarr. 

We are immortal, and |lo n il forget ; 

We art rtrmal, and Io nt tbe past 
b aa the future, preteot. Art ttmu answer'd i * i 
nsamn. ** . 

remoeb ipe, but die power which broeglit ye here 
Hath made you adne. Sbves : seoft not at my w Itl ; 


y The mind; the spirit, the rromrthcan tpark. 

The lightning of iiiy bokig It at bright. 

Wnading and far*ilartiiigu yotir own, 

And shall n I yield to yours. Iho' cooped in cby ! - 
Answer, ur I wlN leach you »lul 1 am. ' f 

srrXrr. 

Wc infwrr at we anwenvl. Our reply 
It even in Ihiac own w «mls. 

IIS^PSVD. 

Why say ye so? 

^ apiaiT. 

V If. as thou tay’tt thine ecunce be at ours, 
w> have rrplicd in leliing ibre the llnne 

' Borlali caUdcatli. lulh nuughllo do with ut. 

MAHP«iii. 

I Uicn have call’d you Iroro your realms In vain. 

This impressive and original scene prepares the 
reader to wondef why it is that Manfred ts so desi- 
rotis to drink of Lethe, lie has acquired doriiinioii 
over spirits, and he finds, in tlie (lossession of the 
power, that knowledge has only brought him sorrow. 
They tell him he U immortal, and wliot he suffers is 
ns inextinguishable as his ow n being : why should he 
desire forgetfulness? — ilus he not committed a great 
secret sin? tVhal is it? — He ajludes to liis sister, 
and in his subsequent interview with the witch we 
gather a dreadful meaning concerning her fate. Her 
blood has been .shed, not hy his hand nor in punish- 
ment, hut in the shadow ^nd occirttations of some 
unutterable crime and mystery. * 

Stic wa« like me In linearurnU ; her cyn. 
lirr hair, her fcatumi, "all to tlie vet 7 tone 
Even of tier voice, tiiry sMd, were like to mine. 
'Butauflen't] all, an«| Icmper'tl into beauty, 
sbe hail Ibr utnc lone thou.<bU and wanderinp, 

The qiie<l of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend flic iim»er*c ; nor theae 
Alone, bnt with them gentler ptmen than rnfne. 

Pity, ahd liniJes. ami lean, whicti I had nut; 

* And lendeniew— but dial I had for her ; 

Humility, and that 1 never had: * 

Her faiilu were mine— her virtues were Iter own : 
floved her. and— destroy'd her— 

WITCU. 

With thy baud? ^ ‘ 

uiNpqgp. 

Ifof with ray hand, but heart, which broke her heart. 

II gated on mine, and wi lier'd. I hare »heil " 

Blood, blit not tiers, ami yet Iter blood was shed ; - 
I saw, and eould not nianch it. 

Tltpre is in this little scene, perhaps, the deepest 
pathos ever expressed; but it is not of ftB^beauty that 
I am treating; mv object in noticing It here is, that it 
may be considered in connexion with that where 
Monfeed appears w ith his insatiate thirst of know- 
ledge, and manacled with guilt. It indicates that his 
sister Astarte had been self-sacrificed in the pur- 
suit of their magical know ledge. : Human Acrifices 
x^ere sspposed to be. among the initiate propitiations 
of tlie dqmons that have their pui^scs in magic.— 
os well a$ compacts signed willohe blood of the 
self-sojd. There was also a dark Eg}ptiau art, of 
which the knowledge and the efticacy could only be 
> obtained by tbe ndviciate's procuring a voluntary 
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victim — the deareet object to himself, and to whom 
he also was the dearest ’ ; nnd the primary spring of 
Bvron’s tragedy lies, I conceive, in a sacrifice of th.1t 
kind having been performed, withoi^ obtaining that 
happiness which the votar)' expected would l)c found 
in the knowledge and power purdrased at such a 
price. His sister was sacrificed in vain. The man- 
ner of the sacrifice is not divulged, but it is darkly 
intimated to have been done amidst the perturbations 
of something horrible. ' 

Sfght after nijt*! for year* 

• He halh purtaed Ions vi^U In thi« Inver' 

W'jlhonl a witne««.— I have hem wilhin ll— 

M have we ail been ofltimc* i but from it. 

Or It' fonlenU, It were imp.>M4l>ie 

k To draw conclusluns abaotuie of aushi • 

Itia i^ndiev tend to,— To be anre there U 

One chamlier where none enter—*** , 

* CmtQl Manfreii w.'ui. a» how. within hh lower : 
HoWoccupte«I—tve knew not— hot with him. 

The wle eompanion of hla warnterinst 

And walchinsa— her— whom of all earthly thing* 

That flvod, the ooly thins he aoeciCd to love. 

With admirable taste, and ir> thrilling augmenta- 
tion of the horror, tbe poet leaves the deed w hich was 
done in that unapprparhable chamber undivnlged, 
while we are darkly taught, that within it lie the re- 
lics or the ashes of tlie **one without a tomb.*’ 


CHAPTEB X^XII. 

Slate uT-ByrOa in Swilierlasd —He soeato VnUce.-f>The fonrth 
Canto of ChOde Hamid.— RiunioatloQ ou hit own CotadlHon.— > 
Beppo.— Lament of Tasvo.— Coriont Buropk of Brron'a Mela* 
pbyucal Lore. * 

Thb situation of l>ord Byron m Switzerland was 
cc^fcrtless. He found that ** the mountain palaces 
of .Nature” afforded ho asylum to a haunted he.irt: 
he Was ill at ease with himself, even dissatisfied that 
the w'orld had not done him enough of wrong to jus- 
tify Ris misanthropy. 

Some expectation that his lady would repent of her 
part in the separation probably induced him to linger' 
in tbe vicinity of Ogneva, the thoroughfare of the 
travelling English, whom he nffeoCed to shun. If it 
were so, he was disappointed, and, his hopes bring 
frustrated, he broke up the establishmcut he had 
formed thete, and crossed the Alps. After visiting 
some of the celebrated scenes and places in the north 

' The Mcriflcc of AHtinuns by the enpemr Adrian i* mippnvrtl 
l» have been a aacrlBor of that kind. LHou Casaiua uys (tut 
Adrian, who had applied himvelt tn the •Ihdf of Uafflc. beiox de* 
ceivM by the prinriplea of that black KAVpIlaa art into a iKlicf 
that he would he rendered immorUl by a voluntary htiman nacri- 
fice to the htfemal Kod*, accepted the offer which Aotlooua made 
of hlmacIL ^ ‘ 

1 have Himcwliere met with a I'ommeoUry on Uui (o tlic fol- 
lowing effect: 

T1>e Chrmthin religion in the lime of Adrian, wa<i rapUUyi4MTa«l- 
ing Ihrou^toul the emfilre. at»d the doctrine of gafnina rlernal li!^ 
hy the expiatory offering was openly prfadied. The Fgjrpi>an 


of Italy he passed on to Venice, wberr be domiciled, 
himself for a time. 

During his residence at Venice I^rd Byron avoided 
as much as possible any intercourse with his coud- 
trjmen. This was peHi.ip$ in some degree necessarj-, 
and it was natural in the state of his mind. He had 
become .in object of great public interest by his ta- 
lents; theslories connected withhisdomeStic troubles 
had ahO increased his imtoriety, and in such rircum^ 
stances he could not but shrink from the inquisition 
of mere curiosity, feut there was an insolence in the 
tone with which he declares his “utter abhorrence 
of any contact wilhihe travelling English,” that can 
neither be commended for its spirit, nor palliated by 
any treatment he had suffered. Like Coriolanns he 
may have banished his country*, but ho had not, like 
the Roman, received provocation: on the contrary, 
he had been the aggressor in the feuds with his lite- 
rary adversaries; and there was a serious accusation 
against'his morals, oral least his manners, in thecir- 
cimi.stanees under which I>ady Byron withdrew* from 
his house. It was, how'ever, his misfortune through- 
out life to form a wrong estimate of himself in every 
thing save in his poetical powers. 

A life in Venice is more monotonous than’ in any 
other great city; but a man of genius carries every 
where a charm, which secures to him both variety 
nnd enjoyment. Lord Byron had scarcely taken up 
Ills abode in Venice, when he began the fourth canto 
of Childc Harold, w hith he published early in the fol- 
lowing year, and dedicated to his indefatigable friend, 
Mr. Hobhouse, by an epistle dated on the anniversary 
of his marriage, “ the most unfortunate day,” as he 
sa%*s, “of his past existence.” 

In this canto tie has indolged his cutcursive moraliz- 
ing beyond even the wide license he tqok in “the three 
preceding parts; but it bears the impression of more 
reading and 'observation. Thetigh not superior in 
poetical energy, it is yet a higher work than any of 
them, and something of a more resolved and mascu- 
line spirit pervades the reflections, .ind endows, o.s 
it were, w ith thought and enthusiasm, the aspect of 
tbe things des<Tibed. Of the merits of the descrip- 
tions,. a$ of real things, 1 am not qQalified to judge : 
the transcripts from the (ablets of thcauthor*s bosom, 
he has himself assured us, are faithfol. 

“ With regard to the conduct rtf the last canto, 
there will be found less of the pilgrim than in any of 
the preceding, and tliat little slightly, if .it all, sepa- 
rated from the author speaking in his own person. 



priolA, riio|;rel«iiled tu b«*in po»*c*Mon oT«ll1ino«1ftVtr. affect- 
ed tu bo ac<]uauilrd hIUi ihis mj’tteey alio,* The emperor W 45 , 
l» 9 te and hlv vicra. atla^rd to the old reff^^lufr; but he 
trembled at ilw tnithei11«c1iwed ny tbe rcvelitinn ; and in Uiiaataic 
of apperhen^i >n hi* Ihirtt id knowleilae and hU fear* leit him to 
cooault the utOsiruiaod Ida; and Uiey Impruacd him willi 

a notion tlial Uie internal deities woAld be a(i;>easrtl by Uie Mcn- 
fice of a baman hrina dear to him. and who loved him vr entirely 
as Id lay down hb Hie for him. Antinuiis, moved by the anxiety 
of lib imperial master. m1h-q all othtTs ha<J refused, conaeoled to 
HCTiftce himself ; and U Was for this ilevntinn lltft Adri,iii ranged 
his mrmf#T to be hallowed with reli^ous W*'*. 
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THE LIKE OF 

The fact it, that J had become weary of drawing a 
line, which eiwry one seemed determined not ta per- 
ceive^. like the Chinese, in Goldsmith's ^Citizen of 
the World/ whom nobody would believe to be a Chi- 
nese, it was in vain Uvat 1 asserted and imagined Uiat 
1 had drawn a' distinction between the autlvor and 
the pilgrim ; and the very anxiety to preserve tiiis 
dilfcretice, and Uie disa|)pointm6nl at llmling it una- 
vailing, so farcnislvd my efforts in the composition, 
that 1 determined to abaiMlon it nltogeth^^and have 
dooeso." 

TIus confession, though it may not have bgeii 
wanted, gives a pathetic empliasis to tlvose passages 
in w hirh the poet speaks of his own feelings. Tliat 
his mind was jarred, and out of joint, there is too 
much reason to believe; but he bad In some measure 
overcome the miseiy that clang to him during the 
dismal time of his sojourn in Switzerland, and ihe 
following pa^ge, though breathing the sweet and 
mebodvoly spirit of dejection, possesses a more ge* 
nerous vein of nationality than is often met with in 
his works, even when the same proud sentiment 
might have been more Otiy expressed : 

1 *Tc taoKhi me oUtrr tooauf»~ and U> ttrai^e eyei 
Uave oiade me nM a itraoger t to ibe mlndi 
- VVbkS ia ttaeir du cbaofra^rlne airpriae, 
ftbr U it hanh lu nuke, ii6r hanj to fiDd 
A-Couiflry with— ay. or without inankIwJ: 

Tel waal bom wbm nien'are pnmil to be, ' ' 

!(i>l wiihnot oote ; «M ibanJd I Irare behind 
The iniiioble ULand of ibe uae and free. 

And aeek me out a bunie by a remoter sea? 

Perbapi 1 toved It well ; and-abrMild I fay 
My In a aoii wh'l(tHwi^>t ralne, ' 

My tpint MiaU rtMime'ft— If we may, 

' Citbodied, riMiute a uoc!i)ary. 1 iwliie 
My hiipnorhctos (ytnrmber'd in my line, 
w ith my Uod'« LMiguatte i if too fund uKl Car 
TbcK aapirallouoiu tbi-ir icu|je iucUoe— 
tf my Ume dio«il<l be as my furtunei are 
or ha»ty KTOwih and bli^i, and dull ObltTloa bar 

My BAtnc from out the tifif|)le where ibe dead 
Are tuwuur'd by tbe luiliiQi^t it be, 

And litrbt'lbelaurrh on a loftierhead. * 

And be the S|tartan-*s epitj|4i oo me: ' 

*^Mrta bath many a wurlhier ton than ho ; '** 

Meantime I aeek no •ym|Mlhiea, 'nor need i 
Tbe thomi wbidi I have reap'd are of fhe tron 
f planted— thry hare lorn me — aud f bferdt* 

1 aboufcl have known whot fnul would aprlng from auch a aeed. 

It w ill Strike the reader as remarkable, that al- 
though Uve Poet, in the course of this canto, takes oc- 
canoo to bllude to Dante and Tasso, in whose des-. 
Unies tliere was a shadowy likeness of his own. the 
rumination is mingled with less of himself than might 
have been expected, e^peci.illy when it is considered 
how much it was a habit with him, to make his own 
feelinss the basis and substratum of the sentiments 
be ascribed to others. It lias also mure than once 
snepris^ me that he has so seldom alluded to AUieri, 
whom of all poets, both in character and conduct, he 
niDst rrsentbled ; with this difference, however, that 
AlVri was possessed of affections equally intense and 
duniMe, whereas the caprice of Byron made him un- 


LOUD BVUOiN. Ixiii 

certain in his |>artialitu*s, or what was the same in' 
effect, made his friends set less value on Uteni than 
perhaps they were entitled to. 

Before Cliilde Harold was linislied, an incident oc- 
curred w liich suggested to Byron a poem of a very 
different kind to any he had yet attempted i^wrthout 
vouching tor the exact truth of ttw anecdote, I have^ 
been told that he one day received by the mail a copy 
of WhislIecratVs prospectus and S|iccjmon of an in- 
tende<| national w ork \ and, moved by its playfulness, 
immediately after reading it, began Beppo, whidi he 
finistied it a sitting. The facility with which he com- 
posed renders the story not improbable ; hut, singular 
as it may seem, tlie poem itself has the facetious fla- 
vour in it of his gaiety, stronger tlvau even his grave 
works have of his frowardness, commonly believed 
to Igive been— i think, unjustly — the predominant 
mood of his cliaracter. 

The Ode to Venice is also to be numbered among 
Ins compositions iu llvat city ; a spirited and indignant 
effusion, full of bis pet'uliar lurid tire, and rich in a 
variety of impressive and original images. But tlibVe 
is a still finer. poem which belongs to Ihigperiodof 
his history, though wTitlen, I believe, before he readi- 
ed Venice — Tlve l.ament of Tasso: and I am led to 
notice it the more particularly, as one of its noblest 
passages affords ap illustration of the opinion which 
1 have early maintained— that Ix)rd Byron's extraor- 
dinar)’ pretensions to the influehce of love was but a 
metaphysical conception of llie passion. 


It lias been remarked by an anonymous author of 
Memoirs of I^rd Byron, a work written with consi- 
derable talent and acumen, dial this is so far from 
being iyi ciiaracler, that if is tlie very reverse j for 
whether Tasso was’ in, his setiSes or not, if his love 
was sincere, he would have made the object of his 
affection tl>e sole theme of his meditation, instead of 
generalizing his passion, and talking about the ori- 
ginal sympathies of bis nature." In truth, no poet 
has 'better described love tlxiii Byr^j^as his own pe- 
culiar passion. * 


In tracing llie course of I/ird BvTon's career, I 
have not deemed it at ail necessar}- to advert to the 
instances of his generosity, or to conduct less plea- 
sant to record. Enough has appeared to show that 


U koo mirvrl— fnHTi tnjr very hinli 

My toiil wai (trunk with hive, whioh did pervade 

Aud niinale with wluie'er I mw uo eartti ; 

t>f oliJecU all iojoinulf 1 made 

ldi)l», aitd uut vf mild and luvci^ Ouwers, 

And roek« wlierrby Ihry grCw, a paradMc, 

Where I did lay 'me (town wllbin the Mude 
Uf waving tree*, aud drram'd uuogiMited liouiv. 


11L« love vaa paMlon'a raarnce— aa a tree 
i>ii Are by lighlnlngt with dhereal Aame 
Kindled he waa, and blasted; fur k>-t;e 
Tbua enamour'd were in him the fame. 

Bui bh was not (he love of Dving lUme, 

Nor of Ihe 'dead who rise upon our dreams. 

Bui of ideal beauty, which became 
In him exlaience, and oVrflowmx imm 
Along lilt burning fwge. distrinpered liiough it ■eeina. 
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’he was neither deficient in warmth of heart nor m 
less amiable feelings ; but, upon the whole, it is not 
probable that either in Iris chari|ies or his pleasures 
he was greatly different' from other young men, 
though he undoubtedly had a wayward delight in 
magnifying his excesses, not in what was to his cre- 
dit, like most men, but in what was calculated to do 
him no Imnour. More notoriety has been given to 
an instance of lavish liberality at^ Venice than t^be 
case deserved, tImOgh it w as unquestionably prompted 
by a charitable iinpQlse. The house of a shoemaker, 
near his Lordsliip^s residence, in St. Samuel, was 
burnt to the ground, wittf all it contained, by w hich 
the proprietor was reduced to indigence. Byrot» not 
only f-iused a new but a superior house to be erected, 
ahd also presented- the sufferer with a sum of mo- 
ney equal in value to the w hole of his stock in trade 
and furniture. I should endanger my reputatioa for 
impartiality if I did not, us a fair set-off to this, 
also mention that it is said he bought for live hun- 
dred crowns a baker’s wife. There might becJiarity 
in this too.' 


CH.U»TKR XXX ni. 

Tteraqvcs lu R^vciiaa.— Tbc Couotes* UuiccioU. 

Altiiockhi Lord Byron resided Iwtween two and 
thi*ee years at Venice, he was nevCr much atlacljed 
to it. “To see a city die daily', as she does,” said 
he, “is .a Sad contemplation. I sought to distract 
my miod frotn a sense of her desolation and nly own 
solitude, by plunging into a vortex that was 'apy thing 
but pleasure. M’heri one gets into a mill stream, it 
is dilTicult to swim against it, and keep out of tlie 
wheels.” He became tired and disgusted with the 
life he led at Venice, and was glad to turn his back 
onit. AIkmU the close of the vear 1819 he accord- 
ingly removed to Ravenna; but before I proceed to 
speak of tjie works which he composed at Ravenna, 
it is necessary to explain some particulars rejpectiug 
a personal affair, the influence of which, on at least 
one of his productions, is as striking as any of the 
many instances already described upon others. 1 al- 
lude to the intimacy whicbhe formed with the young 
Countess Guiocioli-. 


Tliislady, at theageof sixteen, was married to the 
Count, one of the richest nohjemen in Romagna, but 
far advanced in life- “From the first,” said Lord 
Byron to Captain Medwin, “ they had separate apart- 
ments, and she always called him Si(! AVhat could 
he expected from such a .preposterous connexion! 
For some time she was an and he a .Uariiio 

FaUero, a good old man; but young Italian women 
are not satisfied w ith good old u»cii, and the vener- 
able Count did not object to her availing herself of 
the privileges of her country in selecting a cicisbeo; 
an Italian would have made it quite agreeable : in- 
deed, for some time he winked at our intimacy’, but 
at length made an exception against me, ns a foreigner, 
a heretic, an Knglisluuan, add, what was worse than 
all, a liberal. - ; 

“He Insisted — ^Teresa was as obstinate— her family 
took \yer part. Catholics cannot get divorces; but, 
to the scandal of all. Romagna, the matter w as at last 
referred to the po[)e, who ordered her a'‘sej>arale 
maintenance on condition that she should reside uuder 
her father’s roof. All this was not agreeable, and at 
length j[ was forced to smu^Ie her out of Rovenna, 
having discovered a plot laid, with the sanction of the 
legate, for shotting her up in a convent for life.”' 

The Countess GuicciQli »as at this time about 
twenty', but she ap|>earcd younger; her, complexion 
W 0 .S fair, with large, dark, languishing eyes.; and her 
auburn hair fell in great profusion of natural ringlets 
over her shapely shoulders. Her features were hut 
so regular as in their expression pleasing, and there 
was an amiable gentleness in her voice which was 
peculiarly interesting. Leigh Hunt's account of her 
is not essentially dissimilar from any other that 1 
have eitlier heard of or met. with. He dilfers, how- 
ever, in one respect, from every other, in saying that 
her hair was yelhir: but, considering tite curiosity 
which this young lady has excited, perliaps it, may be 
as well to transcribe his descri{ition at length, es|>c- 
eiaily as he appears to hau* taken some paiiik on it, 
and more particularly as her destiny seems at present 
to promise that the interest for her is likely to be 
revived by another unhappy Knglisli connexion.* 

“Her appeornnee,*' says Air. Hunt, “might have 
reminded an Fjiglisli spectator of Chaucer's heroine : 

Yck>lhfd w->5 »he, fre*t) for to devise. 

Her jrenuTC hair wm braided In a trow 


• Wtiilst living at Vrnioc, itirre was a bakerT wife loqk a par- | 
ticniar fancy lo Byrun, and. as sbe was ritmnely ffixxblookinR. i 
he toufc a fancy lo her; and for woic lime this ferling was reel- I 
procal. At fintl all went on cotnforuibly ; bat *' beanty fades lo [ 
the eye and [>alU upon ihr sTrLse," and Byruu began lire. Not 
ao the lady : she ha<l ftui inside Im Imnm, and did not fed inrJined 
to <|uit it, or lo suiter any other female to approach it. she u>ed 
lo waicli the door, ami if any feniiilc a[»proache<I it, boldly and 
stoutly, denied them adiiililance. She was pa<wlunjtrly fond of 
his LonJstnii— wxs formed according to the Xanlippe -school, and 
no more auHed the abode of a p«iet than a philuaupher. Bjroa 
was no Sorrotes, andwopld not surer her; but K was With .grrat 
difficulty that lie got this termagant ancolonized. One day after- 
wards at dinner, site forced herself into his presence: and seizing ! 
a knife, threatened to kill herself. Byron knew this lo be a feint, I 


and bK>k no bolicc of her. She then ran into the balcony, aud 
Ibrow herself intu the canal. The water, huwvrcr, reached b> a 
little more U>au her knew, and a gondola sipon picked licroiil. 
This effrcliially cooled her pas^un, and she rrtumeii to her bus- 
band, who very kindly rrci-ivol his ‘ cara sposa ' lu bis longing 
arm;. Ttio circiiiadaiiee caiurd some nob« at the i.me, and smne 
saKi his Lordship had ihruwji her into the caiiii ; otl)ers. lhai she 
had drowned liersell for love. Harlow was struck with her a|>- 
pearance, and bwk her portrait. . Murray got it engrved, and. 
dubbed her “Byron's Fumarina."’ 

Anerdott$ of i.ard Byron. 

• II h said Hie lately was contracted lo be tnarrird to ao Fn^Iish 
nobirmari. that he came home to make ;irran5cme'nl«. ai^ fdl In 
love with anoUier whom he married in England. 
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. And-in ttie ganko ( M Ibe Mme itprhl } >. 

^he wsHctth op mhI dowOi ubere u faer JJsL ^ 

' And thed as pr 3 [deD has it : i. 

, At v^tTj torn ihe made a IltlTe stand. * ' " '■ 

' Asd tbnnt amoes the Ibvnu her III7 hand. 

M»3ame Guicdolif n hoVas at that time about twenty, 
was handsome and ladylike^ with an agreeable htan/ 
ner, and a voice not partaking too much of the Ita> 
lian fervour, to be gentle. She hud Just enough of it 
to give ber speaking a gmre— none of her graces ap- 
peared entirely free from art, nor, on the other hand, 
did they betray enough of it to give yqu an 111 opinion 
of her sincerity and goo<l luinmur. *** Her hair was 
what the poet has dcscribwl, or rather.ftiond, M’iih an 
inclination to y ellow ; a very fair and delicate yel- 
low, atoU events, and ^^ iUull the limits of the poe- 
tical. She had regular features of tl»e. order pro- 
perty called handsome, in distinction to prettin&ss* 
or piquancy; being well proportioned fo'one another, 
large, rather than otherwise, hut without coarseness, 
and more harmoniotis thin interesting^ Her dose 
was tlie handsomest of the kind I ever saw; and I. 
.have known her both smile very sweetly, and look 
intelligently, when Lord hyron has said something 
kind to her. I sliould not say, however, that she 
was a very inleHigent person. B6lh her wisdom 
and her want of wisdom w ere on the side of her 
feelings, in which there' was doubtless mingled a 
good deal of th^ seU*love natural to a flattered 
beauty . la a word, Madame Gu(ccioli was a 
kind of biuiotit jiariour-boarder, compressing herself 
artilicially ttt|A|xUgnify and elegance, aud fancying 
she walked, eyes.of the whole world, a heroine 
by the side of a poet. . When I saw hei at Monfe 
TVero, pear Leghorn, she was ip a sute of excitement 
and exultation, and had really something of this look. 
At that time, also, she looked no Older than she was ; 
in which' respect, a rapid and very Singular' change 
took place, to the surprise of every body. In the 
course of a few months she secined to have lived a$ 
many years.^’ 

This is not^ very pefspicuons portraiture, nor does 
it show dial Mr. Hunt was a very discerning observer 
of draracter. Lord Byron himself is.repr^ented to 
hare said, that extraordinary pains were taken i^ith 
ber education : Her conversation is lively without 

being frivolous; w ithout being learned, she has read 
all the best antbors of her own and the French lan- 
guage. She often conceals what she knows, from 
tbe fear of being thought to know too much; pos- 
sibly because she knows 1 am not fond of blues. To 
use an expression df Jeffrey's, * If she lias blue stock- 
ings,^ she contrives that her pkticoats shall bide 


Lord' ByTon was at one time 'mu^ attached to 
. ber, nor could it be doubted tliat their -affectioh xgas 
reciprocal i but, in both, their um'on outlived their 
affection, foe before his ^ej^arture to Greece bis at- 
tachment had perished, and he left her, as it is said* 
notwithstanding therank and opulence she had for- 
saked on his account, without any provfsioh. -He had 
promised, it w'ae re|)orted, when he went to GreeKt 
to leave two thousand pounds for her till she could 
joindiim, but she refus^, as Mr. Hobhotise ossureif 
me, accept a pecuniary favour fbr her attachment. 
On her part, the estrangement was of a different and 
curious kind«~$be had not'eometo liatediim, but she 
told a lady, the friend of a mutual acquaintance of . 
Lord Byron and mine, tbat she feared more than loved 
him./ , 

■ ' ■ ^ 

CHAPTER, XXXIV. 

Besld^ee in Ravepna.— The Carbonari.— BTron'a Part in their 
Pfoir^Ttie niQrtlcrof (he military Coarai9n<Unt.-rlbe poetical 
Vat of the, IndtleaL^Marliut Faliero.— fteRections.— Tbe Pro- 
phecy of Donlc. 

Lord Byror hasiaid himself that, except Greece, 
he was never so attached to any place in his life as to 
Ravenna. The peasantry he thought the best people 
in the world, and (heir women the tno$t beautiful. 

Those at Tivoli and Frascati,” said he, are mere 
' Sabines, coarse .creaturesr, compared . to the Roma- 
gnrse. You may talk of your Engiisliwoidcn; and it 
is true, that out of one hundred Italian and English 
you w ill find thirty of the latter handsome; but then 
there will be one Italian on the other side of tbe 
. scale, wlio will more Uian balance the deficit in num- 
bers— one who, like the Florence Venus, has no rival, 
and can have none in th$ north. I found also at 
Ravenna much education and liberality of thinking 
' among the higher clas.ves. The climate is delightful. 

I was not broken in.upcin by society. Ravenna liei 
out of the way of travellers. 1 was never tired of 
my Tides, in the.pine-fo(%st : it breathes of the p^- 
meTon'; it Is poetical ground. ' Francesca fivedj an^ 
Dante was dxH^ and died, at Ravenna. Tberg is 
something inspiring in Zebari air. «. 

>* The people liked me as much as they hated the 
government. It is not a little to say, I was popular^ 
with aU the leaders of the constitutional partyl They 
knew that I came 'from a land of liberty, an<i wished 
well to their cause. I wouldhave espoused it too, and 
assisted them, to shake off their fetters. They knew 
my character, for I had been living two years at Ve- 
nice, where many of the Ravcnnese'have houses. I 
did not, however, take part in their intrigues, nor 
join in their political coteries; but I bad arms in the 


' Mr. Bobbdote bn Minrtd me ihat ihe vtprj.of her poverty U 
iBttnic.tatfDf ioformiiil penlfts knbistiie. Mr. H.apealuvfa 
pnniite Qude fur her, id onoeei(qeace of « law proccts before pio 
deidoriMd'Byroo.' Uy friewlMyeit waeeu, bot ttutUr. Hob- 
bewr ii oot cdvreei. He only arhiAw lo oiii acUi«men( by Imt 


‘ I ' 

limbaod. htft it Menu' then* were two. The w» very enull. 
AtifT the departnre of Lord Byrun. ^ rctnmed lo her old bn*- 
bandrwhom»hepenu«teil, or wlio wis (•hllged. to nuke a Mrodrf 
•etnemeot on'hcr i bot, ihoogit in oonilori, Uic U sUH br rto«\ 
beins eniuHU. 
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house., when cferylhiiig was ripe for revolt— a curse 
onCarignan’s-imbecility! 'I could iiavc pardoned him 
that, too, if he hod not impeddiod his partisans, 

“ The proscription waS iipinense in Romagna, and 
nrpbraced many of the lirst nobles : almost all my 
friends were included in it. They were exiled, and 
their possessions confiscated. They knew that this 
must eventually drive me out of the coantiy. I did 
not follow them immediately : 1 was not to be bullied 
— I had myself falleii under the eye of Ihe govern- 
ment. If they could have got sufficient proof, Ujey 
would have arrested me.” 

The latter part of Uiis deefaration bears, in my opi- 
nion, indubitable marks of being genuine. It has that 
magnifying mysticism about it-which more than any 
Other quality characteriied I^ord B>Ton’s intimations 
concerning himself and his own affairs; but it is a 
little clearer Uian I should have expected in the- ac- 
knowledgment of the part he was preparing to take 
in the insnrrcction. lie does not seem here to be 
sensible, that in confessing so much, be Ims justified 
tile jealousy with whh:h lie was regarded. 

■ “ Shortly after the plot was discovered,” he pro- 
ceeds to say,'** I received several anonymous letters, 
advising mo to discontidiie my forest rides; but I eh- 
tertained no apprehensions of treachery, and was 
niore on horsebapk than ever. I never stir out xvith- 
oiit, being well armed, nor sleep wrthout pistols. 
They knew that I never missed my aim ; perhaps this 
saved me.” , 

An event occurred at this time at Ravenna that 
made a deep impression on liord Byron. The com- 
mandant of the plAce was assassioated opposite to his 
residence. 

It was from the murder of this commandant that 
tlic Poet skctclied thfr scene of the nss.'issinalion in 
Ihe fifth canto of Don Juan. 

Tlie olber creolnf . ( *t ww on FriJay last. )— 

This ii a fad, awl DO poetic fable— 

• ' Ja,«t a« my eirat coat was abotii me casU 

My hat and glovn »UM lyln;; oo the Uible. 

I licani a shot— 't was eight o'clock •carcepasi, 

And running out as last as I was able,. 

1 found the military commandant ' 

Ktrdcird in the street, and ible scarce to paut. 

Poor fellow J for Swne r«a.ioit. snrrty had, , ' 

They hadslatn him willi five slugs, and left him there 

To |>erlsh 00 the pavement i so f had 

liim home into the boose, and up ibe sUir...., 

Tl)C mao was gone : in some llaltau quarrel 
ElU'd by five huilels from an old gUQ-barrcl. 

The sears of his old wounds were near hh new. 

Those honourable scars whkU brought him fame. 

And horrid wa.s Ihe roulrast to li»e viow — 

Uni let me quH the Iheme, as sndi things claim 

Perhaps ev’n more attention than ft due 
From met lgazed( as oft ] 'ye gazed the same) 

To try if I ctrald wrench.anghi out id death 
tvhicfi should couliriu, or shake, or uiakc a faith. 

Whether Marino Falicro was written at Ravenna, 
ot: completed there, I have not ascertained, but it was 
planned at Venire, and as far Back as 18IT. I believe 
tliis is considered about thd most ordinaYy ^rfbrni- 


anceofall Lord Byronis works; buti^it ts.coosidcr- 
cd with reference to the time in whidi it was written, 
it will probably be found to contain many inipressive 
passages. Has not tlie latler part of the second scene 
in the jirst act, feference to' the condition of Venice 
when his Lordship was there? And is not Uie de- 
scription w hich Israel Bertnicclo gives of the conspi- 
rators applicable to, as it was probably derived from, 
the CarlKmari, with whom there Is reason to say By- 
ron .w as himself disposed to take a part ? 

Enow then, that there are met and tworn in secret 
A hattd uf breihren. valiaiil heart* and Inie; 

Mrii who have prutetl all forlunrs, and have long 
Crlevtd over that of Venice, «bJ have right 
* To do SOI having verved her iu all climes, 

An<l having resciirj her from foreign toes, .. 

Woukl do the same fur those wiihiu her walls. 

• They arc nut numerous, nor y rl Uiu few • 

For their gteal piirjKne ; U^fy haVe arms, and means. 

' And hearts, and lio|>c*, ami Lkiib,aiid paUent oAirage. 

This drama, to be properly appreciated, both in its 
taste afid feeling,’ should he considered as addressed 
to the Italians of Uic epoch at which it was written. 
Had it been written hi the Italian instead of the Eng- 
lish language, and brought out iu arty city of Italy, the 
effect would have lieen prodigious. It is, indeed, a 
work not to' be estimated by ilic delineations of cha- 
racter nor the force of passion expressed in it, but alto- 
; gether hVthe apt and searching sarcasm of the political 
allusions. Viewed with reference to the time and 
phice iu which it was composed, it would probably 
desenc to be ranked as a high and bold effort ; simply 
as a drama, U may not be entitletl to faok above tra- 
gedies of the seconder third class. But I mean not 
to set my opinion of this work against that of the 
public, the English public; all I contend for is, that 
ilpossesses many passages of uncommon beauty, and 
tlial its (Hiief tragic merit consists its political in- 
dignation f hut above all, that it is another and a 
strong proof too, of whiat I have !>eeii endeavouring 
to sliow’, tlial the power of the Poet consisted in giv- 
.ing vent to his own feelings, and not like his great 
brelhreiv, or even his less, in tlie invention of situa- 
tionsorofapproprialesentiinenls. It is,perlmps,as it 
stands, not fit to succeed in repre.scntation ; but il is 
sdYich hi matter that it would not be a difiicull task 
to make out of lUlIc more than the third part, a tra- 
gedy which w'oiild not dishonour the English stagC;. 

1 have never been able to understand wliy it has 
been so often supposed that Lord Byron was actuated 
HI tlie composition of his different works by any Other 
motive than enjoypient; |>erhaps no poet had ever less 
of an ulterior puriiose his mind during the fits of 
inspiration (for the epithet may be ajiplied conrectly 
to liim and to the moods In which he was accustomed 
to write) than this singular and impassioned man. 
Those who imagine that he had any intention to im- 
pair the reverence doe to religion, or to weaken the 
hinges of moral action, give him credit for far more 
design and prospective, purpose 'than he possessed. 
They could have known notliing of the man, the main 
defect of wiiose cliaracter, in relation to every thing, 
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was lar^viof too littie of tbe deQitet or pr^ci))|e of 
purpose. He vara thiog^of impuls^^ apd 4o jiid^ 
of what be either said or did, as tbe resnlts of prede* 
termination, vel not only to do the harshest injustice, 
tut to dM>w a4otal ignorance of his character* His 
vhoie Tauh, tbe darkest course of tlioSe iiights and de» 
>iations fjoin propriety vhicii have drawn upon jiim 
the severest aniinadrersion, lay iii theuobridled state 
of his impulses. He fett^ but never reasoned, .lam 
led to nuke these observations by noticing tbe ungra- 
cious, or more justly, the jiliberal spirit in which The 
Trophecy of Dante,' whidi was published vitli the 
M.irioo Faliero, has been treated by tlie anonymous 
author of Memoirs of the Life and Writings of Lord 
Byron. - ' ■ > <.■ 

Of 'fhe Prophecy of Dante I am no particular ad* 
mirer. It contains, unquestionably, stanzpa of re- 
sounding energy, but the general verse of the^poem 
U as harsh and abrupt as thi clink and clang of the 
cymbal; -moreover, even for a prophecy, it is. too ob- 
scure, and tiiOugh.it possesses abstractedly too many 
llnethoughtsand too much of the combustion of heroic 
passion to be.regarded as a* failure, yetitwill never be 
popular. - It is a quarry, however, of very precious 
poetieal expression. ' *• ' 

It was written at Ravenna, and at .the suggestion 
of the Guiccioli, to whom U is dedicated -in a sonnet, 
prettily buf^afmoniously turned. Eikcall bis other 
best performances, this nigged but masterly Composi- 
tion draws its' higliest interest from himself and his 
own feelings, and cau only be rigluly appreciated by 
observing bow 0tly many of the bitter l>reathings.,of 
Dante apply ta his own exiled- arid outcast cooditioo. 
For, however much he was himself the author of his 
own banishment, he felt when be wrote these haughty 
verses that he had been sometimes shunned. 


CBAPTEa XXXV. 

TbcTra^X-otSirdanapaluBcoMMered, with reference to 
Lo^ Brroft’i owo Urcfumlincej. — Orin. 

Among tbe mental enjoyments which endeared Ra- 
venna to Lord Byron, the composition ofSardanapo- 
lus may be reckoned .the chief.* It seems to have 
been conceived in a happier mood tlian any -of all his 
other works; for even while It inculcates the dan- 
gers of voJaptuous Indalgence, it breathes the very 
essence of benevolence and philosophy. Pleasure 
takes 80 much of tbe dharacter of virtue in It, that 
but for the moral taught by the consequences, en- 
joyment might be mistaken for duty.. I have never 
been able to satisfy* myself in what the resemblance 
consists, but from the first reading it has always ap- 
peared to me thaf there was some elegant sim'riariiy 
between the characters of Sardanapalps and Hamlet, 
and myinclinatiou has sometimes led me to imagine 
that the former was tbe nobler conception of the tw'o. 

Tbe Assyrian monaith, like tbe prince of Denmark, 
is highly endowed, capable of the greatcst'underU- 
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kings ; hie is yet softened by aphiioaophical indolence 
of nature that makea^ him undervalue tlie enterprises 
of ambition, and all those objects in the at^iument 
of which- so nwch of glory is supposed to consist. 
They are both alike incapable of rousing themselvqs 
-frpm the fond reveries of moral theory, even when 
tbe strongestmotives^are presented to them. Handet 
hesitates to act, though h|s father’s spirit hath come 
from death to incite him; and Sardanap^us d^ides 
the achievements that had raised Ins aucestorlHo an 
equality witl^ the gbds: 

thou TTouldst hare me go 
Fwth u B conqurror.— ay ill the $Un ' 

Wbreb Ibe Chaldetn« read ! the resUraa alareii ' * 

Dexnre that 1 ahoold eurap idem wUh iheir wUbea. 

Aod lead them forUi to gkiry. 

Again : • ^ 

^ . The ' ungraloful and uzigraciooe tlaves ! iliey munnur 
Because I have not shed Uicir hlnod, nor led them 
' To dry iolo the deserts* dust hy myriads 

.Or whiten with their bones theimiks.ur Oangev, . 

Nor dedmated Uwm with savage Ians,, 

Noe iweatoJ them to build up pyramida 
Or Babylonian nallsi 

The nothingness of Kingly greatness and national 
pride were never, before so finely contemned as by 
the voluptuous Assyrian,, and were the scorn not 
mitigated by^the skilful intermixture of merdfuln^s 
and philanthropy, the character would not be du- 
rable. But when the saine voice wiiich pronounced 
Bonfempt on tbe toils ^ honour says, 

■ ‘ , Eftoiigh ' ; • * ■ 

For me, if I can make my nildt^cts fcdl • , 

. The weight othihiian misery l(9H, 

it is iinpbsstbrc to repress the liking which tlie hu- 
mane spirit of that thought is calculated to inspire. 
Nor is there any wapt of dignity in Sardanapalus, 
even when foiling softest In his luxury. 

' Mnstiooiuamemylifc—UiUllltleiire— 
la guarding agaiitfl all may nuke it •' 

ItU not worUi so mneh.— It were loUio , •'* 

Before my hour to live in dread ofdt-aib. * * * 

Till oow no drop o( an Assyrian vein 
Hath flow’d for me, nor hath the fmallest cola 
Of Nineveh's vast trca.>'Qrc$ e'er been lavish'd 
<’ , On obJrcU w bich cuuki cD*t her suns a tear. ' - ^ 

. IMben they hate me, t b becaiue 1 luto not— " 

Ifthry rebel, *t U became 1 oppress not. '* 

^ This isimbgined in the true tone of Epicurean vir- 
.tue, dnd it rises to magnanimity wlten he adds in 
compassionate scorn, 

Ob. ment ye mast be ruled with ^ylhes, not sceptres, 

- And mow'd down like the graw, el»e all wo reap ■ 

Is rank aimndanco and a rolleii liarvcst ' 

or dbcofllcJiU tufccliug the fair suil. 

Making a desert of fertility. . ^ 

But the graciousness ih tbe conception of the eha- 
racter of SardaokpalU8i$ hoi to be fpUiid on)y in these 
setittfneo,ts of bis meditations, but .in all and every 
situation in which tbe character is placed. When 
Salam^s bids him not sheath hi& sword~ 
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*T b Che «o1e tceptre left yoo oo.w with Mfety, * c 

I 

the king replies— 

“ A i>eavv one; ” and subjoins, as if to conceal his 
distaste for war, by ascribing adislik'e to tlie sword 
itself, 

The liilt, loo, hurts my band. 

It may be asked, why 1 dwell so particularly on the 
character of Sardauapalus. It is admitted that he is 
the most heroic of voluptuaries, the most philosophic 
cal of the li(%ntious. The first he iS,.undoubtedlyt but 
he is not licentious; and in omitting to make him so, 
the Poet has presented his readers from disliking his 
, Character upon principle. It was a skilful stroke of 
ort to do this; had it been otherwise, and bad there 
been no affection shown for the Ionian slave, Sar* 
daoapalus would liave engaged no sympathy. H >s 
rwt, however, with respect to the obility^with whiah 
the character has been imagined, nor to the poetry 
with which it is invested, that 1 have so particularly 
made it a subject of criticism; it was to point ontliow 
touch in it Lord Byron has interwoven of liis own 
best nature. • ' 

At the tiihe when he was occupied witji this great 
work, lie was confessedly, in the enjoyment of the 
happiest portion of his life. The Guiccioii was to. 
him a Myrrhs, but the Carbonari were atound, and 
in'the controversy in wliicli Sardauapalus is.engaged, 
between the obligations of his royalty and his Jrtcll- 
natioos for pleasure, we hove a vivid insight of the 
cogitation of the Poet, wlietlicr to. take a part in the 
hazardous activity >)hich they were preparing, or to 
remain in the seclusion and festal repose of which he 
was then in possession. The Assyrian is as much 
Z-ord Byron as Cbilde Harold was, and bears his line- 
aments in as clear a likeness as a voluptuar)'unsated 
could do those of the emaciated viclini of satiely. 
Over the whole dhama, and csficcially in some of llie 
speeches of Sardanapalus, a great deal of fine but ir- 
relevant poetry ;ind moral rellectioo has been pro- 
fusely spread; but w ere the piece adapted to the stage, 
these portions w ould of course he omitted, and the 
character denuded of them would then more fullv 
justify the idea which I have formed of it, than it 
may perhaps to m.-my readers do at. present^hidden 
as it is, both in shape and contour, under an excess 
of ornament. 

That the dwraclcr of MjTrha w as also drawn from 
life, and that the Guiccioii w as the model, I have no 
doubt. Shebad, when mo.st enchanted by her passion 
for Byron— at, the very, time wiien the drama was 
written— many sources of regret ; and he was too 
keen on observer, and of too jealous a nature, not to 
have marked every sluidc of change in her appearance, 
and her every moment of melancholy reminiscence; 
so that even though she might never iiave given ex- 
pression to her semiDtentSj still sucli was her silua- 
tioQ, that it could not but furnish him with IH sugges- 
tions from* which' to fill up the moral bciog of the 
Ionian slave. Were the character of Myrrha scanned 
with this reference, while nothing could be discovered 


to detract from the value of the composition, a great 
deal would be found to lessen the merit of the Poet's 
Invention, lie had with him the very being in per- 
son whom he has depicted in the drama, of disposi- 
tioos and endowments greatly similar, and id cir- 
comstances in which she could not but fee) asltlyrrha 
is supposed to have felt:— and it must be admitted, 
that he has applied the good fortune of that incident 
to a beautiful purpose. 

Tliis,' however, is not all that the tragedy possesses 
of the author. The character of Zarina is, perliaps, 
even still more strikingly drawn from life. There 
t)re many touches in the scene with her which he 
coold .not have imagined, without thinking of his 
own domestic disasters. The first sentiment she 
utters is truly conceived in the very frame and temper 
in winch Byron must hove wished his lady to think 
of himself, and he could not imbody it wiHiout feeling 
that— 

flow intny a year bai ^M*d. 

Thoihh we arc »tUt so yoinij, i nee we iMve met, 

Whlcb I tuve borne tu widow liood of liearl! 

The foUawing delicate expressipn lias referent^ to 
Ids having left his daughter with her mother, and 
unfolds more of his secret feelings on the subject tlian 
anything he ba^ expressed more ostentatiously else- 
where: 

I wish’d to thank yiKirthat yon hare not divided 
Uy licart from all UiaCa left it now to love. 

. And what^nrdanapolus says of his children is not 
less applicable to Byron, and is true:* 

■ Dt-Ym not ■ J 

l-have not done you JiuUoc : rather make them ^ 

, r>e9eiiibte your own liue. Uian ilieJr own sire ; 

J Uukt lliem with ybu->lo you. * 

And w hen Zarina says, 

They ne’er • ' 

Shall know from mr anghi but jvbat may booour 
their fathcr’a memory- 

lie puts in her mouth only a sentiment which be knew, 
if his wife never expressed to him, slic probably, as he 
thouglit, acknowledged to herself. The whole of 
this scene full of the most jienetratlng pathos; and 
did the drama not contain, in every page, indubitable 
evidence to me {hat he has shadowed out in it him- 
self, his wife, and h|s mistress, this little interview 
would prove a vast deal in ccntlrniatiQn of the opi- 
nion so often expressed, tliat where his genius was 
most in its clenKnt, it was when it dealt with his 
owii .sensibilities and circumstances. It is impos- 
sible to read the follow ing speech, without a convic- 
tion that it was written at Lady Byron ; 

My genlle wrong'd Zarina ! 

I am llie very slave of rirciiuD>( 9 ticc w 

« AmninjiiilK'— borne away wUli every breath'. ' 

Mwtdaced Ihe Ihnvne— 'jnisplaced tn'ilfe. - 

.1 kuow not wl^al 1 CQu|d have been, but (eel ‘ 

I aoi not what 1 should be-'Icl It ettd. ' 

But lake lids with lliec t jf 1 waaaiot furin'd 
To pdie a love likeUiioe— a miud like (bine— 

Nor dote oven on thy beauiy— as Oe doled 
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€>■ IcMer duir^ tor oo otiMrme Uu( mcb 
Uev«ll<n ihiif, vmI 1 baled 
AH that louli'd like A c^ia tor roe or oihera 
, (Tltb eten icbHUua tn<ut avoncb) ; fel bc4r 
- Tboe Ward*. perb«iJsaimjniiin3r|Mi.Ui»t none 
K it vahKd more thy Tirtues, Ibougb iKi bocw fio( 

To profllbj Ibei^ 

At Ravenna Cain was also viritten; a dramatic 
poem in some d^rec, diieily In Its boldness, resem- 
bling the ancient mysteries ^ tlic monasteries before 
llie secular stage -was established. This perlormanCe, 
In point of conception, is of a sublime order. The 
object of the poem, is to Illustrate the energy and the 
art of Ludfer In accomplishing the ruin of the first- 
born. By Bn unfair' misconception,- the nrgum^ts 
of Lucifer have been represented as tbe sentiments of 
the author upon soii^e imaginar\* warrantry derived 
from the exaggerated freedom of his life; and yet 
the moral tendency of Uie rcncclions are framed in 
a mood of reverence as awful towards Omnipotence 
as the austere divinity of Milton. It would be pre- 
sumption in me, however, to undertake the defence 
of any question in theologv*; but I have not been sen- 
sible to the imputed tmpieU*, wliilst 1 have felt hi 
many passages influences that have tlieir being amidst 
thesh^owsaud twilights of old religion,’* 

** “ Slupoodtuta ipir(ti* 

Thai roeck Ihe pride bf hian. tiMl pco(fl< apace 
With lUe lod mytUcal predonloance.*'— C olmidci. 

The morning hymns and worship w ith w hich the 
mystery opens are grave, soIemu,and scriptural, and 
the dialogue which follows with Cain is no less so : 
his opinion of the tree of life is, I believe, orthodox ; 
but it Is daringly expressed; indeed, all the senti- 
ments aecribed to Caii| are but the questions of the 
sceptics. His description of the approacli of Lucifer 
would have slione in the Paradise Lost. 

A kbape Hke to the angeii. ' 

Yet of • alcmcr and ^ udder aapecl* 

Of>p«riluai euroce. Whjr'Uo ! quake? , 
w by kl^|d I frar bbii more ihaii other apirila. 

Whom i ace d-dly wave ilu ir flery twqnla , ' • , 

Beforoihe galee round which 1 ttiiger oTc • 

In l»lisbt‘« boor, lo catcli a Rlimiwe o( tboM . 
dardetH ehicli are my Juki inherfiance, 

^ Kre tbn nUlit clueet o'er Ihe Hiliibitrd « a>b. 

And Iholmnorl^ Ireer <^hleb ovciiup 
The cbertibim->driFnd^ battirmenU? 

I »bnnk mil from Ihrte, llie Sro-ami'd ao(blii 
w*hy abboid I qiuUffiwn him wlionow approadiw? 

Tel he •ecm^wl;hikr (ir lUin ihey. norku 
Beaiueotm and yel not all M beauUlui 
At hr lu(hJjern< arid mlsfalLc i aorrow aocou 
llagpfblf Immoviallijr. ^ 

Th^e is lometiiing ^iritually fine Jn this conception 
of the terror or presentiment of coming evil. The 
Poet rises lo the sublime in making Lucifer Ucstjn- 
spireCam wlUi Ihe knowledge of his immortalUy^a 
portion of truth which liaMk the eflicary of falsehood 
upoo tbe victim; for Cain, feeling himself alf^Jy 
o^ttppy, knowing that his being cannot be abridged, 
bM tbe Jess scruple to fesire to. be as Lucifer, 
The whole speech of Lucifer, beginning, 

S> nia w ho ttarr iwe Ibrlr Inimorla'lly, 
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is truly Satanic; a daring and dreadful description 
given by everlasting desjiair of the Ddty. 

But notwithstanding its manifold immeasurable 
imaginations, Cain is only a |>olemicai controversy, 
the doefrines of which might have been better dis- 
cussed in the pulpit of a college chapel. Asa poem 
it is greatly unequal ; many passages consist of mere 
metaphysical disquisition, but Uiere are otliers of 
wonderful scope and energy. It is a thing of doubts 
apd dreams and reveries— -dim and beautiful, yet 
w itlial full oC terrors. The understanding finds no* 
thing tangible; but amidst dread and solemnity sees 
only 0 shadow, sfiapen darkness with eloquent ges- 
turqp.' It is an argument invested with tiie language 
of oracles and omens, conceived in some religious 
trance, and addressed to spirits. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Eleroor«llo PUa.— The UnTrAOchi P»lace.— Affilrwith theOuard 
at PU4 — Betuuvjl |<^ MuatgKuru.— JuQCtlua wlih iir. Uuat— 
Mr. Shcilejr'i LelU^. 

The unhappy distrusts and political jealoosiecofthe 
times Obligeil Lord Byron, with the Ganibas, the fa- 
mily of llie Guiceioii, to remove from Bavenna lo 
Pisa. In this compulsion he had no cause lo com- 
jdaiu; 0 foreigner meddling- with the politigs of the 
country in which he was only accidentally resident, 
could expect no deferential consideration from tbe 
government. • It ha.s nothing to do w iih the question 
whether. his Lordsliip was right or wrong in his prin- 
clple.s. Tliegovermnent w as in tlie possession of the 
pbwTr-, and in sHf-defence he could expect no oilier 
course tow*ards him than what he did experience. He 
was admonished lo retreat : he did so. (‘.ould he have 
done otherwise, • he would not. He would have used 
. the Austrian authority asill-ashe was made to feel 
It did him. 

In the autumn of 1831, Lord Byron removed from 
Ravenna to Pisn, where he hired Ihe Lanfrancbi pa- 
lace for a year — one of those massy marble pitaljfirincli 
appeoc . 

5o old, M ir ibejr liwl for ever flood— 

So klrviJE. *1 ft thrj would ior.cvcr Mtod. 

Both in aspect and cliaracter it was interesting to 
the boding fancies of tlie noble. tenant. It is said to 
havg lieen donstrucled from a design of Michael An- 
gelo; and in the grandeur of its fealuces exJiibils a 
bold and colossal.style not unworthy of his genius. 

The L'lnfranciii family, in the tin>c of Darite^ were 
distinguished In the factions of those days, and one 
of them has -received Iiis meed of immortality from 
the peer, as Ihe persecutor of Ugohno. They art 
now extinct, and their traditionary reputation is U- 
instated byihe popular lieliefia the neighbourhood, 
that their ghosts are Testless, and still haunt their 
former giornny and gigantic abode. ' 

The iHjilding was too vast for the establishment of 
l.<ordR>Toi>, and he occupied only tbe first floor.x 
The lift* he led at this period was dull and unvaried. 
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Milliards, fonveraation, reading, and occasionally ther, lie soon afUrjoined them at LeghoM, and passed 
writing, consHtuted the regular business of the day. six weeks at Monte ISerd, a country-house m the vi- 
In the cool of the afternoon, he sometimes went out cirfity of that city. 

in his carriage, oftener ou horseback, and generally It was daring his lordship's residence at Monte 
amused himself with pistol practice at a live paul >ero, that an event took piaca^iis junction with 
piece. He dined at half an hour after sunset, and Mr. Leigh Hunt — which had some effect both on bis 
theu drpve to Count riainba's, ^^Irerc he passed several literary and moral reputation. Pre> ious to his de- 
hours with tlie Countess Ouiccioli, who at that time parture from England, there had been some inter- 
still resided with her father.. Ou his return Jve read courso between them— Byron. Iiad heea introduced 
or wrote till the night was far spent, or rather till by Moore to Hunt, when tiie latter was suffering im- 
the morning was 'come again, sipping at intenals prisonnient for the indiscrclton of his pen, and by 
spirits dilutnd with water, as inedidne to counteract his civility had encouraged him, perhaps, into some 
SUBIC nephritic disorder to wiiidi he cousidered him- degreeorforgctfulnessaslothcirrespectivesituations 
selfliable. d in society.— Mr. Hunt at no period of their acquaiut- 

INotwithstanding the tranquillity of Hiis course of ance appears to have In'en sufGoiently sensible that a 
life, be was accidentally engaged in a transactiotr man of positive fank has Italways in hispower, with- 
which threatened unpleasant consequences, and hod out giving any thing like ^di a degree of oReace as 
a material effect on his comfort. On the 21st of maybe resented utlierwise than by estrangement, to 
Mardij 1822 , as he w as returning from his usual ride, iritlict niortilication, and, in consequence, presumed 
ill company with several of. hisfriends, a hussar ofr ' loo much to an equality with bis Lordship— at least 
Qcer, at full speed, dashed through the party, and tiirs is the impression his conduct made Ufign me, 
violently jostled one of them. Lord Byron, with hrs from the familiarity of his dedicatory epistle prefixed 
cliaractcristic iiniK'tupsity, instantly. pushed forward, to Rimini to their riding out at Pisa together dressed 
and the rest follow'ed, and overtook tlie hussar. . liis alike—** IVe had blue frock-coats, white waistcoats 
Lordship inquired what he meant by the insult; but mid trousers, and velvet caps, u la Uophael. and cuf 
for answer received the grossest abuse: on which he a gallant figure.*'. 1 do not discover on the part of 
and one of his companions gave their card.s, and Lord Byron, tliat his Ix}rdshi{) ever forgot liis rank ; 
passed on. The officer followed, hallooing, and nor was he a (lersonage^Hkely to do so; in saying, 
threateniQg with his hand on his sabre. They were therefore, that Mr. Hunt presumed upon his con- 
iiow near the Paggia gate. During tliis altercation, descension, ! judge entirely by liis own stiitement of 
a oomiiton artilleryman interfered, and called out to facts. 1 am not undertaking a dcfenccof his Lord- 
tlic hussar, “‘Why don't you arrest tliem^ — com-. Rliip, for the manner in which he acted towards Mr. 
mand us to arrest them." Upoii which tlie officer Hunt, because it appears to nic to have been, in many 
gave the word to tlie guard at tlie gate. His liOrd- respects, mean ; but 1 do think there w as an original 
ship, hearing tlie order, spurred hfs horse, and one error, a misconception of himself on the part of Mr 
of his party doing the same, they succeeded in forcing Hunt, that drew' dow n upon him a degree oriminilia* 
their way tlirough the soldiers, whilst the gate w.^ . tion that h^ might, by more-scIf-respect, have avoided, 
closed ou the rest of the party, with whom an out^ However, 1 shall endeavour to give as correct a sum- 
rageous scuffle ensued. ' mary of the w hole affair as the materials before me 

Lord Byron, on reaching his palace, ga/e directions will justify. - 

to inform the police, and, not seeing his companions The occasion of Hunt's Tcmoval to Italy will be 
coming up, rode back tow ards the gate. On his way Best exphiinid by quoting the letter from his friend 
the hus.^ar met him, and said, *‘ Are your satisfied?" Shelley, hy which he was induced to take that ob- 
** No ; telj me your nanie ! ’’ ** Sergeant Major Masi.” viously imprudent step. 

One of his Lordship's servants, wiio dt tills moment au^. ». imi . 

joined them, seized the hassar's horse by the bridle, “ My dearest friend, 

but his master commanded him to let it go. The “ Since I Idst wrote to you, I have been on a visit 
hussar Uieti spurred' his horse tlirough the crowd, , to Lord Byrou al Ravenna. The result of lids visit 
which hy this time had collected in front of the I.an- j was a determination on JiU part to come and live at 
franchi Palaw, and in the attempt w as wounded by a ; Pisa, and I have taken the finest pAlace on the Lung* 
pitchfork. Several of theservanls V'crearr'csled, and j Arnoforhiin. But the material part of my Ti&il cod- 
inipri.<oncd ; and, during the investigation of theuf- I sists in a message which he desires me to give you, 
fair before tlie police. Lord Byron's tiouse w*as sur- | and which I think ought to add to your detennina- 
roiinded by tlie dragoons belonging to Sergeant iMa- tion— (or such a one I hdpe you have formed— of re- 
jdr Masi's troop, w ho threatened to force the doors, j storing y our shattered health and spirits by a migra- 
The result upon these particulars was not just : all , tion to these * regions mild, of calm and serene air.’ 
Lord Byron's Italian .servants were banislied from { ■ *'Xle proposes that you should come, and go shares 
Pisa; and withihem the father and brother of the ; with him and mO in a periodical work to be eondllcled 
Ouiccioli, who bad no concern whatever in the af- , here, in which each of the contracting partie.s shoald 
fair. Lord Byron Imiiself was also advised to quit j publish all their original composilioqs, and share the 
the town, qiid, as the Countess accompanied lier fa*- 1 profits. He proposed it to Moore, but for some rea- 
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Ixxi 


son it was never brought to bear. ..There ^an be no 
doubt that the proGts of any schemp in \ 9 h 1 ch ybu 
and Lord Byroh eugago; most, from varknis yet co- 
operating reasons, be very great. As to myself, 1 am, 
for the present, only a sort of link between you and 
him, until you can know ^ch other, and effeotUate 
the *arrangemeDt; since (toentrust you with D secret, 
which for your sake I withhold from Lord Byron) 
nothing would induce me to share in the prdGts, aud 
still less in the borrowed splendour of^ucb a part- 
nership. Yoihsnd he* in different makers, wpufd 
be equal, and wouW bring io a dif^rent manner, but 
in tbe sameproportion, equal stocks of reputation and 
success. Do not let ray frankness w ith you, nor iny 
belief that you deserve it more tlianJ.ord Hyron, have 
tbe effect of deterring you from as>uining a station 
io modem literature, w hich the unh ersal voice of my 
coDtanporanes forbids me either to sux)p or aspire 
to. 1 am, andl desire to be, tKilhing. 

“ 1 did not ask Lord Bv roii to assist rue in sending 
a remittance for your journey ; because there are men, 
however excellent, from whoin wc would never re- 
ceive no obligation in the worldly sense of the word; 
and 1 am as jealous for my friend as for. myself. 
as you know, hdve it not; but 1 suppose that at last 
r shall make up an impudent face, and ask Horace 
Smith to add to the many obligations he has Conferred 
oa me. 1 know I need only ask.” 

• ■ . ' . ■ ' . ■ ’ * * 
Now belbje proceeding further, it seems from this 
epistle, add ttere ts no reason to question Shelley’s 
verad^,''^t Lord Byron was the projector of the 
Lilsmlq.'lbatBunFiiKditical notoriety Was mistaken 
for lllerary reputation, and that tfiere was a sad lack 
of odmofoo sense in the whole scheme. 

■" -■ 1 . 

*^:bAPTER xxxrn. 

' -'*■» , • ' " * ' 
■r. sunt arrive* In Italy.— Meeting with Lord Bynni.— Tamiriis 
In (be bonse^AnangenieoU for Ui;. iiuot’i I'amUj.-^Extcot 
OfhU 4>bl)»^tiobs Lord Bfron,— Thar Copartnerr.— 4lcan- 
neai of Uie whole Budneta. ^ 

On veceiving Mr. Sltelley’s Jetter, .Mr. l|unt pre- 
pared t 9 avail himself of the invitation ; which he 
was tbe more enabled to do, as his friend, notwith- 
standing what he hadintimated, borrowed two hun- 
dred pounds from L0rd< Byrpn, and remitted I 0 him. 
He reached I.eghbri> soon afterhis Lordship had taken 
up his temporary residence at Monte Nero. v 
Tlie meeting with his Lordship was in so many 
respects remarkable, that tbe details of ii. cannot well 
be omitted. The day was very hot ; and when Runt 
rea^d the house he found the hbUest-looking habi- 
tation be had ever seen. Not content with having a 
red wash over it, the yed was the.most unseasonable 
of all reds— a salmon-colour ; but the greatest of all 
beau was widtio. . 

Lord Byron grown so Iht tbatlKAcarcelykne# 
him; and was dresped in a looK nankeen jacket and 


white trousers, Jiis neckcloth open, aod his^hair ia ^ 
thin rin^eu about his throat; altogether presenting 
a very different aspect from the compact, energetic, 
and (furly-beaded person whom Hunt had known in 
England. 

His Lordship took thestranger into an innerroom, 
and introduced him to a young lady who was in a 
state of great agitation. This was the Guiccioll; 
presently her brother, also [n great agitation, en- 
tered, having his arm in a sling. This scene and 
QODfusiof\.liad arisen frpm.a quarrel among the ser- 
vants, in which the young count having interfered, 
had been stabbed. He wos very aiigry, the countess 
was more so, and wpuld not listen to the comments 
ofLOrd Byron, who was for making light tbe mat- 
ter. ‘ Indeed, it looked, smnewhat serious, for thou|^ 
tlie stab was not much, the inOictor threatened, more, 
and was at that time revengefully keeping watch, 
v^'itli knitted brows, under the portico, with the 
avowed <intention of assaulting the first per$oa who 
issued forth. He was a sinister-looking, meagre 
caitiff, with a red cap^gaunt, ugly, and unshaven ; 
his appearance altogether more squalid and miser- 
able than Englishmen would conceive it possible to 
Gnd in such an establishment.. Ao «nd, liowever^ 
was put to the tragedy by the fellow throwing bih^ 
self on a, bench, pud bursting into tears— wailing and 
adiing pardon for his offence, and perfecting his pe^ 
nitence by, requiting Lord Byron to kiss him; in 
token of for^veness. In the end, however, he was 
dismissed, and it being arranged that Mr. Hunt 
should inoMe bis family to aprtments in the Lai>- 
fraiichi Palace at Pisa, tliat gehtlejnaa returned to , 
Leghorn. 

.Thd account which Mr. Hunt has given in bis me- 
moir of Lord Byron, is evidently Written under of- 
fended feeling; in consequence, though lie does 
not appear to hove been much' indebted to the muni- 
licence c)f his Loidship, the tendency is to make his 
readers s&isible tMIt lie was, if not ill-used, disap- 
pointed. TheQisaLanfrancliL.was a huge and gannt 
building, capable, Without, inconvenience or inter- 
mixture, of accomodating several famiUcs. It was, 
Hierefore; not a great favour in his Lordship, ci^si- 
dertflg that he had invited Mr. Hunt from England to 
beconica partner with him in opp^lation purely o0m- 
meycial, to permit him to odcupy the grduud Goor, 
or hat, as it would be railed in Srotlpnd. The apart- 
ments being empty, forniture was n^ssary, and the 
plainest was proyi^; good of its kind and respect- 
able, it yet could not'have post a great deal. It wa^ 
chopen by Mr. Shelley, who intended to makeapre-o 
sent of 11 to Mr. Hunt; but, when the iq)artinents- 
were fitted up. Lord Byron insisted Upon paying the 
account, and to that extent Mr. Hunt incurred a pecu- 
niary obligation to his Lordship. The two hundred 
pounds already mentioned was a d^ to Mr. Shelley, 
who borrowed tbe money from Lord Byron. 

Soon, after Mr. Hunt’s Caiiuly .were settled |a Uieir 
new lodgings, Shelley returned to Leghorn with tlie 
intention of;taking a sea excuriion-r'in the course of 
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r^hicb he was lost : Lord Bfron knowing bow much 
Hunt was dependent on that gentleman^ immediately 
offered him the command of his purse, and requested 
to be considered as standing -in the pbee of Shelley, 
his particular friend. This was both gentlemanly 
and generous, and tlic offer was accepted, but with 
feeling neither just nor gracious : ** Stern necessity 
and a targe toily compelled mt,*' says Mr. Hunt; 

and during our residence a( Pisa I hpd from him, or 
rather from bis steward, to whom he always sent me 
for the money, apd ^ho doled it out to me as if my 
disgraces were being counted, the sum of seventy 
pounds/’ 

“ This sum,” he adds, “together with the payment 
of our expenses w hen we accompanied him from Pisa 
to Genoa, and thirty pounds with which be enabled 
us subsequently to go from Genoa to Fldrenoe, was 
all tirt money I ever received from' Lord Byron, eX- 
elusive of the two hundred pounds, which, jn the first 
instance^ he made a debt of Mr. Shelley, by taking ' 
his bond/* The whole extent of the pecuniary obii> 
gatioD appears not certainly to have exceed^ five 
hundred pounds; no great stim^but little or great, 
the mann^ in whidi it w*as recollected reflects no Credit 
either on the head or heart of the debtor. 

Mr/ Hunt, in extenuation Of the bitterness with 
w|iich he has spoken on the subject, says, that “ I.ord 
Byrpn made no scniple of talking very freely of me 
and mine.” It may, therefore, l>e possible that Mr. 
Hunt had cause for his resenhnent, and to feel the 
-humiliation of being under obligations to a mean 
man ; aT the same time Lord Byron, on his sjde, mav* 
upon experience have found equal reason to r^nt of 
his connexion vi^ Mr. Hunt. And it h certain that 
mchhas sought to Justify, b^h to himself and fo the 
world, the rupture of a copartnery which ought never 
to have been formed. But Bis Lordship’s conduct is 
tlie least Justiflable, ..He liad allurgd Hunt to Italy 
with flattering hopes ; be had a perfect knowledge-of 
his. hampered circumstances, and Be w*as 'tnoroughly 
aware that, until their speculation became productive, 
he must support him. To the extent of dbout fnT 
hundred pounds he did so; a trifle, considering tlie 
glittering anticipations of their scheme. 

Viewirigtbeir copartnery, however, as a mere com- 
mercial speculation, his Lordship’s advance could not 
be regarded as liberal, and no modification of the 
teem mimificence,or patronage could be applied *to it.' 
But unless he hflharassed Hunt for the repayment 
, of the money, which does not appear to have been the 
ease, nor -could he morally, perhaps even legally liave 
done so, that gentleman had no cause to complain. 
The joint advoiture was a failure, and exdept a littfe 
rephiing on the part of the one for the loss of his ad- 
vance, and of grudging on that of the other for the 
waste of his time, no sharper feeling ought to have 
arisen between them. But vanity was mingled with 
their goMen dreams. Lord Byron mistook Hunt’s 
political notoriety for literary reputation; and Jllr. 
j^Bint thought it was a fine thing to be chum and part- 
ser with so renowned a I.ord. ^ After aU, however, 


the worst which Can be said of it is, that formed in 
weakness it coulflproduce only vexation. 

But the dissolution of die vapour with which both 
parties were so intoxicated, and which led to their 
quarrel, might have occasioned only amusement to the 
world, had it not left 'an ignoble stigma on the cha- 
racter of Imrd Byron, and given cause toevery admirer 
of his genius to deplore, that ^ should have so for- 
gotten his dignity and fame. ‘ 

Thdre is n^isputing tlie fact, that his lordship, hi 
eonceivihg the plan of Tlie Liberal, was actuated by 
sordid motives, and of the basest kind, ihasmiidi as 
it Was intended, that the pcqiulantyofthAwork should 
■rest upon satire; or, in other woids, ontliOobUity to 
bedisplayedby it in the art of detraction. Beingdis* 
appointed in his hopes of pfoflt, he slmtBed out of the 
concern as meanly as any higgler could have doaewho 
had found himself in a profitless business with a dh~ 
reputable partner. There is no disguising this un- 
varnished trutli, and though liiS friends did well in 
'getting tlie connexion ended as quickly as possible, 
they could not eradicate the original sin of the trans- 
action, nor extinguish the consequences which* it of 
necessity entailed. Let me not. however, be misun- 
derstood : my objection to the conduct of Byron does 
not lie against the m ish to'^turn his extraordinary ta- 
lents to profitable account, but to thrpiode in which 
he proposed to, and did, employ tliein. WhetherMr. 
Hunt was dr was hot a fit copartner for doe of his 
lordship’s fank add c^ebrity' I do not undertake to 
judge, but an)' individual was good enough for that 
vile prostitution of his genius, to which, in an un- 
guarded hour, he subniit(ed for money. Indeed, it 
would be doing injustice to compare the motives of 
Mr. Hunt in the business with those by which Lord 
Byron was hifalujUfd. Ilr put nothing to hazard; 
hap|>en whaimiclii, hccmiUl not be oUierwise Ilian a 
gainer; for if protit failf-d, it noUld not be dented that 
Uie ‘'fornnost'’ poet of all the age had .discerned in 
him eitliiTthe promise or tin; existence of merit, which 
he was (Ic&irons of associating with his own. This 
advantage Mr. Hunt did gain by the connexion; andit 
is his own foult Uiat lie cannot be recollected as the 
associate of Byroq, but only as bavmg attempted to 
defacO his monument. 


; . 


CHAPTER XXXVlil. 


■ 1U> Shelter.— Sketch or his UTe— Ifh Death.— Tbo Bamia^ of 
I bis Body, and ibo llcturQ ot the Mouruttrs. . 


I It has been my study in writing these sketches to 
I introduce os few names as the nature of the work 
j would admit'of ; bujt Lord Byron connected himself 
with persons who had claims to public consideration 
on account of their talents; and, wilhOpt affectation, 
ft is not easy to avoid taking notice of bis intimacy 
with some of them, especially if in the course of it any 
circumstance came to pass which was In Itself re- 
' markable, or likely to have produced^an impression 



Ixxiii 


THE UFE OK l6RD BYRON. 


on his- l4>nM|p*s miiH).; Hie friendship with. Mr. 
Shelley, mentioned in tiw preceding chapter, was an 
instance of this kind. 

That unfortunate gentleman was undoubtedly a man 
genius — ^11 of ideal beauty and enthusiasm. And 
yet Uiere was some defect in his understanding by 
wbkdi he sui^ted himself to. the a^usation of 
atheism. In his dispositions he is represented to have 
been ever ca|m and aniiable; and but for his meta* 
physical errprs and reveries, and a singular incapa- 
bility of conceiving the existing state of things, as it 
practically affects tbenature and condition of man, to 
have possessed many of the gentlest qualities of hn- 
manity. He highly admired the endot^*ments of Lord 
Byron, and in return was esteemed by his Lordship; 
but even had there been neitlier sympathy nor friend- 
d)ip between them, his premature fate could not but 
have saddened Byron with no common sorrow. 

Mr. Shelley was some years-younger than his noble 
Mend : he was the eldest son of Sir Timothy Shelley, 
Bart., of Castlp Goring, Sussex. Attheage of thirteen 
be was sent tp Eton, where h6 rarely mixed in the 
oommoA amusements of the other boys ; but was of a 
sby reserved disposition, iond of solitude, and made 
few friends. He was not distinguished for liis pro- 
ficiency in thd regular studies of the school ; on the 
cootrary, tie iip^lecied them for German aod Cht- 
mtstry. His abilities were sniK rror, but deteriorated 
eoceiitricitv. At lhi‘ of sixteen he. was sent 
to the.University of OvforJ, wlrtre he soon distin- 
guished him.sdf by publisliin^ :i pamphlet, under the. 
absurd and world-defying title of the Necessity of 
Atheisror for whidi he was oxi>ellod tlie University. 

The event proved fatal to his prospects in life; and 
the treatment he received from his family was too 
harsh to Mrjn him from error, liis father, however, 
In a short time, relented, ami he was received home; 
but he took so little trouble to conciliate the esteem 
of his friends, tluil he found the house uncomfort-' 
able, and ieft .it. He then went to London, where 
he eloped with a young Udy to Gretna Green. Their 
united ages amounted to thirty-two; and the match 
being deemed unsuitable to his rank and prospects, 
it ao exasperated his father, that he broke off alt com- 
munication with him. 

After their marriage the young couple redded some 
time in Edinburgh. They then. passed over to Ice- 
land, which being in a state of disturbance, Shelley 
took a part in politics, more reasonable than might 
have been expected. He inculcated moderation, 
About this time he became demoted to the'cultiva- 
tion oLlijs poetical talents; but bis works wepe sul- 
lied erroneous inductions of an understand- 

ing whiA, In as mlich as he regarded all the existing 
world in the wrong, must be considered as having 
been either shattered or defective. 

Hia rash marriage proved, of course, as unhappy 
one. .After the birth of two children, a separation, 
by mutual consent, took place, and Mrs. Shelley com- 
muted suicide. 

He (hen married a daughter of Mr. Godwin, the 


author of Caleb Williams, and they resided for seme 
tfme at Great Marlow, in Buckinghamshire, much 
respected for their charity. In the mean time, bis-ir- 
religious opinions bad attractttl public notice, and, 
in cohseqnence of his nnsatisfactory notions of the 
peity, his children, probably at the Instance of bis 
father, were taken from him l^a decree of the Lord 
Chancello* : ah. event whicli, with increasing pecu- 
niary embarrassments; Induced him to quit England, 
with the intention of never returning.’ 

Being in Switzerland when Lord Byron, after his 
domestic tribulations, arrived at Geneva, they became 
acquainted.' He then crossed the Alps, and again at 
Venice renewed bis friendship with hisLXordsbip; he 
thence passed to Rome, where be resided some time; 
and after visiting Naples, fixed his perraanent resi- 
dence in Tuscany. Hts acquirements wereconstantly 
augmenting, add he was vrithout question an accom- 
plislied person. He was, hpwever, more of a meta- 
physician' than a poet, though there are splendid spe- 
cimens of poetical thouglit in his works. As a man, 
he was objected to only on account of Ns speculative 
opinions; for he possessed many amiable quaUties, 
was just in his intentions, and generous to excess. - 
When he had seen My. Hunt estaldished in Uie Casa 
Lanfran6hi with Lord Byron at Pisa, Mr: Shelley re- 
turned to Leghorn, for the purpose of taking a sea 
excursion; an amusement to which he was much at- 
tached. During a violent storm the boat was swamp- 
■ ed, and the party on board were all drowned. Tlieir 
bodies were, ho'^vever; afterwards cast on short; Mr. 
Shelley’s was found near Via Reggio, and,*':beiDg 
greatly decomposedr and unfit to be removed, it was 
determined to, reduce the remains to ashes, that they 
might be carried to a place of sepulture. Accordingly 
pr^arations, were luade for fbe burning. 

• W'ood in abundance WM found on the shore, con- 
sisting of old trees and the wreck of vessels : the spot 
Itself w{^ well suited for the ceyemony. The mag- 
nificent bay of Sp^zU tN^rigbt, and Leghorn 

on the left, at equal of about two-aod- 

twenty miles. ' The headlands project boldly far into 
the sea ; in 6*0111 lie s^eral islands, and behind 
' forests and the cliffy Apennines. Nothing was omitted 
that could exalt and* dignify the mournful ritea with 
the associatiobs of das8.ic antiquity r frankincense 
and wine were not forgotten. The weather was se- 
rene and beautiful, .and the parified ocean' was silent, 
as the fiome rose with extraordinaiy brightness. Lonl 
Byron was present ; but he should himsehf have de- 
scribed scene, and what he felt. 

These antique obsequies were undoubtcidly affeet- 
tng; but the'retorn of tbe mourners from the homing 
is tbe most appalfing orgia, without the horror of 
crime, of which I have ever beards When the duty 
was done, and tbe ashes collected, they dined and 
drank much together, and, bursting from the calm 
m)'stery. with whieh'tMy bad repressed tlieir feel- 
ings during the solemnity, gave way to frantic- exul- 
tation. They were all drunk ; tliey sang, they shouted, 
and their barouche was driven like a w^lwind 
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through the forest. I can conceive nothing descrip- 
tive of the demoniac revelir of that flight* but scraps 
of the dead man’s own song of Faust* Meplustophe* 
les, and Ignis Fatuus* in alternate chorus. 

Tfae limits o( Uie f|>b«re of dream, 

The bound* of Irtic sod false are pass’d f. 

Uaduson. IhoawanderUMtGtnm: 

' Load os onward, far aud fast, 

To the wide, the d«Krt waste. 

But sec hpw swill, adranee aod shift. . ' * • 

Trees bchiod trees— r(*w hy rtm, ' 

Now Clift by clifL rocks bend aod Uft 
Tbrlrfrowniott foreheads as wpe so: . ' . • 

The sisnl-^iouted cr^. ho! bo ! 

How they soorL ^ bow they Mow ! 

Honour her to whom honour is doe, ' 

'Old mother Eaubo. hoooor to you. 

Aoehtesowwilb-old Bauho u|KXi her 

Is worthy of slory ■P‘I worthy of hopour.- 

Theway is wide, (be way is loos. ' . ' * 

But what is (hat for a Bedlam ihrons? 

Sonte on a ntm, tind some on a prons. 

On poles aod on broomstioks we liouer aloos- 

leery trousi) will be boat cnoufh. 

WTUi a ras ^ A soil, we can sweep (hroiish Iba sky i * 

Who flies not to tdshl. wbcu means be to fly 7 


CnAPTEIl XXXIX 

The Two Foscarl.— Werner.— The Deformed Transformed.— Don 
Joan.— Hemorrs from l‘l*a to Genoa. 

1 HIVE never heard exactly where the tragedy of 
The Two Foscari was w^ritten ; that it was imagined 
In Venice Is probable. The subject is» perhaps* hot 
very fit for a drama* for it has no action ; but it is 
rich in tragic materials* reveiigo and afTection* and 
the composition is full of the peculiar stufT of the 
Poet’s own mind. The exulting sadness with witich 
Jacopo Foscart looks in the first scene from tlie win- 
dow* on the Adriatic* is nyri>n himself recalling his 
enjoyment of the sea. * 

How many a timo Itavc I * 

' Bb OoTcn with arm sUll hitUrr, heart more daring. 

The wave ail toiisben'd; wilhaswlmnter's strike 
Flioipag (be Mllows back fttnp ay drench'd hair, 

And Uu^hiofC from my lip the andtdoui brine 
Which kisb'd U Ukc a wlne-Cup! 

The whole passage* both prelude and remainder* 
glows with the delicious recollections of Javing and 
revelling in ttie summer waves. But exile's feel- 
ing is DO less beautifully given and appropriate to tbr 
author's condition, far more so* inde^* than to that 
of Jacopo Foscari. 

( Hail I goM fortli 

From my own land, like the old pairiarcha. seeking 
AooUier region w lib Ihdr Bocks and kenliV 
Had 1 been oast out like the Jrw* from Zioo* 

Or Ukfl our fatbon driri^a by ktUIa 
From lertiio Italy to barren istels, 

1 would have some tears to my late coaotry. 


• Awi many Ihcmahls; but afterwards address'd 

Hysdf Ui.tluMC about me. to create 
A ocwr home aod fresit sistc. 

What follows ig still more pathetic : 

Ay— we but hoar * 

Of the snnriTon’ toil ip their uew lands, 

Tlielr numl»er» and succcai; but \%ho can number 
The heart* which broke io riirnce of that partiofl. 

Or after Ibelr departure ; of that malady ‘ 

W hich calls up green and native Beldt to view 
From the rough deep, with such idenUty 
To the j»or evik's f-ver’d eye, that he 
Can scarcely be restrain'd from trying tl»cm ? 

That melody ’ which out of tones and limes 
Collect# nich pauimrs fur the lingering sorrow 

* . Of the sad biounlainiicr. when far away 
From hi* snow-canopy of clifb and clouds. 

■ That he feeilsoti Ihc sweet but (HiltonouBlhoughL 
And dir«.— You call this vreaknesa !. It b strength* * 

1 say— Ihe pareui of all lionet feeling i 

fie who luTcs not IkU country cap love nothing. 

• ■ABISS. 

Obey her then, Tit she that pota (hee forth. 

JkGOPO POSCABI. * 

A#', there it is. ‘T I* like a mother’s curse 
Upon my MUii— (he marie i*«ct ii|M>n me. 

The rilles yo<i speak of went forth hy psUons; 

Their hands npiieklearh other by the way; . 

« Their lenis were pitch 'd iogciher— I'm atone— 

Ah, you never yet . * 

Were far away from Venice— never saw 
' Her beantifnl towers in Ihe recrtling distance. 

WWIe every ftirrow of the vessel's track 

Seem'd piou:;hing deep into your hiarl ; you never , 

.Saw day go down upon your native spira * ^ * 

So calmly with its gold and crim<ion glory, 

'And, after dreaming a disturbed vision 
Uflhrtn amltbehr*. awoke and found them not. 

All Uiis speaks of the voluntarj' exile’s own ro- 
grets, ami awakens sympathy for the anguish which 
pride .concealed* hut unable to repress* gave vent to 
in the imagined sufferings of one that was to him as 
Hecuba. 

It was at Pisa that Werner, or The Inheritance, a 
tragedy* was written* or at least completed. It is 
taken entirely fron> the German’s tale, Kruitzner, 
published many years before, by one of the l^Iiss Lees, 
in Iheir Canterbury Tales. So far back as 1815, By- 
rOQ begona drama upon the same subject, and nearly 
completed an act.when he was interrupted. I have 
adopted,” he says himself* the characters, plan, and 
even the language of many parts of this story ; ” an 
acknowledgment which exempts it from that kind of 
criticism to which lus principal w’orks are herein sub- 
jected. 

But The Deformed Transformed, wbicib was also 
written at Pisa, is, though confessedly an imitation 
of Goetlte’s Faust, substantially an original work. In 
the opinion of Mr. M6ore* it probably owes some- 
thing to the author'^ painful sensibility to tbe d#^fect 
in his own foot; an accident which mast, from the 
acuteness with which he feU it* have essentially con- 
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tributed to enable him to coiupreliend and to express 
the envy of those afflicted with irremediable excep- 
tions tu the ordinon* course of fortune, or who have 
been amerced by nature of their fair, proportions. - 
But save only a part of the first scene, the sitetcli w ill 
not rank among the felicitous works of the Poet. It 
was intended to be o satire — probably, at least— but 
it is only a fragment— a failure. 

Hitherto i iiave not noticed Don Juan otherwise 
than ioctdentally. It was cortimenced in Venice, and 
afterw'ards continued at intervals to the end of the 
sixteenth canto, until the author left Pf.sa, when iX 
was not resumed, at least no more has been published. 
Strong objections have been made to its moral ten- 
dency, but, in Uie opiniou of many, it is the Poet's 
masterpiece, and undoubtedly it displays all die va- 
riety of his powers, combined with a quaint playful- 
ness not found to an equal degree in any othnof fiis 
works. The serious and pathetic portions arc exqui- 
sitely beautiful; the descriptive have all the distinct- 
ness of the best pictures in jCUilde Harold, and are, 
moreover, generally drawn from nature, while Ihe 
satire is for tJie most part curiously associated and 
sparklingly witty. The^diaraciers.are sKeUdied with 
amazing firmness and freedom, and, though sojne- 
times grotesque, are yet not often overdiarged. It 
is professedly an epic poem, bat it may be more pro- 
perly described as a poetical novel, ^or cAnjwbe 
said to inculcate any particular moral, or to do more 
than unniantle the decorum of society. Bold and 
buoyant throughout, it exhibits a |fbe irreverent 
know ledge of uie w orld, laughing or mocking as the 
thought serves, in the most unexpected antitheses to 
the proprieties of time, place, and circumstance. 

The object of the poem is to describe the progress 
of a libertine through life, not an unprincipled pro- 
digal, whose proQigacy, growing with his growth, 
and strengthening wiUr his strength, passes from 
vblnptuous indulgence into U>e sordid sensuality of 
systematic debauchcrx’, but a young gentleman who, 
w hirled by the rigour and vivacity of his animal spi- 
rits into a-wxirld of Adventures, in which his stars are 
cfaiefly in fault for his liaisons, settles at last into an 
iMmourable lawgiver, moral tpeakc^ on divorce bills, 
and possibly a subscriber to the Societ)’ for the 
Suppression of Vice. Hie autlior lias-not cotnpleted 
his design, bat such appears to l^ve been the drift of. 
it, affording ampte opportunities to unveil tlie foibles 
and follies of all sorts of men — and women too. It 
U generally 5U{>posed to contain much of the author's 
own experience, but still, with all its riant know'- 
ledge of bowers and Imudoirs, it is delicient as a true 
limning of the world, by showing man as if lie were 
always ruled by one pr^ominant appetite. 

la the character of Dona Inez and Don Joso^ it has 
been imagined that Ix)rd Byron has sketched himself 
and his lady. It may be so ; and if it were, he Imd bx' 
that time got 'j)retty well over the ladir)Tnation of 
their parting. It is no longer doubtful that the twen- 
ty-seveinh stanzMjKords a biographical fact, and the 
(iurly-iixth bis o* feelings V when, 


Poor friiow ! he had nunj ihlosi to woob 4 Uai. • 

Let 's own.'ilocc it cao ilonu «tood on earth; 

It wai a trying moment that which found him 
standing alone tM-videhU deiiolaic hearth, 

Where all hb houaehold sods lay abiver'd roood him > 

No choice was left hU feeling or lus prWe, r 
Save death or Doctors* Conundus. 

It has been already mentioned, that while the Poet 
was at Dr. Glennie's academy at Dulw idi, be read an 
account of a shipwTeck, which has been supposed to ^ 
hax'e furnished some of tlie most striking incidents in 
t the description of the disastrous voyage in the second ‘ 
canto in Don iuhn. I have not seen that work ; bt^t 
whatever Lord Byron may liave found in it suitable to 
his purpose, he has undoubtedly made' good use of bis 
grandfather’s adventures. The incident of the speniel 
is related by the adnural. • •' 

In the license of Don Juan, the author seems to 
have considered that his wonted accuracy mi^t be 
dispensed w ith. r • 

The description of Haidee applies to an Albanian, 
not a Greek girl. Tbe splendour of her father's 
house is altogether preposterous ; ahd the island has 
no resemblance to ithos< of the Cyclades. With the 
exception of Zea, his Lordship, however, did not visit 
them. Some degree of error .and unlike description 
runs indeed through tlie whole of the still life around 
the portrait of Haidee. Tlie^ffte wbieli Lambro dis* 
cox'Cfs on bis return is, however, prettily described ; 
and the dance is as perfect as true. 

; 

And furtller oo a group of Creclaa girls, 

The first aoj Ullest her «li{te kerchief waving, 

Were strang togclbcr like a row of pedrls. 

Link'd hand in band and daiKr^ng ; each too hmdng 
Down her wliilc neck long floaUng auburn curls. 

Their leader sang, and b-jumlol lo her M>ng 
' With cboral slep and voice, the virgin thron;. 

The account of Lambro proceeding to tbe house, is 
poetically imagined; and in his character may he 
traced a rivid likeness of Ali Pashaw\ and happy il- 
lustrative allusions to tlie adventures of that cliief. 

The fourth canto was written at Bavcnjia; it is so 
said within itself; and the description of Dante's se- 
pulclire there may be quoted for its truth, and the 
.sw'eet modulation of the moral reCection interwoven 
with it. 

I pus «*ch day where bcnic's bones are laid I 
A UlUe cupola, more neat lliau sokino, 

.* ProleclA hb dUst ; but reverence bere is paid . 

To ihe bard's luutb and iiol thb vvarrior's culnmn. 

The tlrne muit come w hen, br»th alike decay'd, 

Tbe chiefUin's tropity and Ute ffoet’s volnme 
WBI sink where lie the songs and wars of ealb, 

Before i^lidcs* dcaili or iiouicr's birUi. 

The fifth canto was Also written in Ravenna. But it 
is nbt my intentidn to analyse thUWeentric and mean- 
dering poem; a composition which cannot be well es- 
timated by extracts. ^ViUiout, therefore, dwelling at 
greater length on its variety and merits, I would only 
observe that the general accuracy of the poet's d^. 
seriptions is verified by that of the scenes in which 
Juan is plaeed in England, a point the reader may 
determine for himself; while the vagueness of the 
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part derived from books, or sketched from fancy, as 
contrasted with them, justifies the opinion, thut'inveo- 
tion was not the most eminent hiculty of B\toi>, 
either in scenes or in diaracters. Of the demerits 
•f the poem it is only necessary to remark, that it 
has been proscribed on account of its immorality; 
perhaps, however, there was ihore of prudery tlian 
of equity in the decision, at least it is liable to be 
4xm8ldered, sp long as reprints are permitted of the 
older dramatists, with all their unpruned licentious- 
ness. 

But the wheels of Byron’s destiny were now hur- 
rying. Both in the Conc^tion and composition of 
Dob Juan he evinced an inoressing disregard of the 
world's opinion; and the project of The Liberal was 
still more fhtal to bis reputation. Not only were the 
invidious eyes of bigotry now eagerly fixed upon bis 
conduct, but those of admiration were saddened and 
turned away from him. His principles, wliich would 
have been more correctly designated as paradoxes, 
were objects of jealousy to the Tuscan Governihent; 
and it has been already seen that there was a disor- 
derliness about the Casa Lanfranchi which attracted 
the attention of the police. His situation in Pisa be- 
came, in consequence, irksome; and he resolved to 
remove to Genoa, an intention which he carried into 
effect about the end of September, 189^, at which pe- 
riod his thoughts began to gravitate towards Greece. 
Having attained to tbe summit of his literary emi- 
nence, he grew ambitioMs of trying fortune in another 
field of adventure. 

In all tlie migrations of Lord Byron there was ever 
somatbtng grotesque and desultory. In moving from 
Ravenna to Pisa, his caravan consisted of seven ser- 
vants, .five carriages, nine horses, a monkey, a bull- 
dog, and a mastiff, two cats, three peafowl, a harem 
of bens, books, saddles, and firearms, with a chaos 
of furniture; nor was tlie exodus less fantastical; for^ 
in addition to all his own clanjamphry, he had Mr. 
Hunt’s miscellaneous assemblage of chattels and cliat- 
tery and little ones. 


CHAPTER XL. 

Genoa.— Change in (iie Ibanenol Lord Brroo.— Reddcnce at diie 
Caaa Salozxl.— The Liberal — ReBurka on the Poet's Worka in 
general, and Hnnl's Strictures on bli (Ukaractcr. 

PBRYiousLYto their arrival at Genoa, a bouse had 
been taken for Lord Byron and the Guiocioli in Al- 
baro, a pleasant village on a hill, in the vicinity of the 
city ; it was the Casa Saluzzi, and 1 have been told, 
that during the time be resided there, he seemed to 
enjoy a more uniform and temperate gaiety than in 
any former period of his life. There might have been 
less of sentiment in his felipity, than when he lived 
at Ravenna, as he seldom wrote poetry, but he ap- 
peared to some of his occasional visiters, who knew 
iiiin ill London, to have become more agreeable and 
manly. 1 may add, at the risk of sarcasm for tlie va- 
nity, that in proof of his mellowed temper towards 


me, besides the kind frankness with which he received 
inv friend as alrffidy mentioned, he sent me word, by 
the Earl of Blesinton, tlial he had read my novel of 
The Entail three times, and thought the old Lcddy 
Grippy one of the most living-like heroines he had 
ever met with. This was the more agreeable, as I 
hadh(%rd within the same week, that SirW alterScott 
had done and said nearly tlie same tiling. Half die 
compliment from two such men- would have been 
something to be prood of. 

Lord Byron’s residence at Albaro was separate 
from Ibal of Mr. dlunl, and, in consequence, they 
w€re more rarelv together than 'when domiciled under 
the same roof as at Pisa. Indeed, by this time, if 
one may take Mr. Hunt’s own account of the matter, 
they appear to have become pretty well tiredYif each 
other. He had found out that a peer is, as a friend, 
but as a plebeian, and a great poet not always a high- 
minded man. Ills, Lordship had, on his part, dis- 
covered that something more than smartness or 
ingenuity is Jieccssary to protect patronage from 
familiarity. Perhaps intimate acquaintance had also 
tended to enable him to appreciate, with greater ac- 
curacy, the meretricious genius and artificial tastes 
of his copartner in The LiberaL It is certain that he 
laughed at his affected admiration ol landscapes, and 
considered his descriptions of scenery as drawn from 
pietiires. 

One day, as a friend of mine was conversing with 
his Lordship at the Casa Saluiti, on the moral im- 
pressions of l•ngnifioent scenery, he happened to re- 
mark that he thought the view of the Alps in the 
evening, from Turin, the sublimest scene he hid ever 
beheld. “ It is inqwssible,” he, at such a time, 
when all the west is golden and glowing behind them, 
to contemplate such vast masses of the Dei^>’ without 
beiiig awed Hilo rest, and forgetting such things as 
roan and his follies.” “ Hunt,” said- his Lordship, 
smiling, '' has no perception of the sublimity of Al- 
pine scenery ; he calls a mountain a great Impostor.” 

In the mean time the materials for tbe first nnmber 
of the Liberal had been transmitted to London, where 
the manuscript of the Vision of- Judgment was al- 
ready, and something of its quality kpown. All his 
Lord^ip’s friends were disturbed at the idea of the 
publication. They did not like the connexion he bad 
formed with Mr. Shelley— they liked still less the co- 
partnery with Mr. Hunt. With the justice or injus- 
tice of these dislikes I have nothing to do. It is an 
historical fact that they existed, and became motives 
with those who deemed themselves the custodiers of 
his lordship’s fame, to seek a dissolution of tbe as- 
sociation. 

tlie first number of The Liberal, containing The 
Vision of Judgment, was received soon after the co- 
partnery had established themselves at Genoa, accom- 
panied with hopes and fears. Much good could not 
b^ anticipated from a work which outraged the loyal 
and decorous sentuiients of tbe nation towards the 
memory of George III. To the second number Ix>rd 
Byron contributed the Heaven and Earth, a sacred 
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drama, which hart)een much misrepresented in conse- 
quence of its fraternity with Pon Juan and Tlie Vi- 
sion of Judgment ; for it contains no expression to 
which religion can object, nor breathes a thought at 
variance with the Genesis. The history of literature 
affords no instance of a condemnation less justifiable, 
on the plea of profanity, than that of this Mystery. 
That it ahourtds iojiterary blemishes, both of plan 
and language, and ^thaf there are harsh jangles and 
discords in the verse, is not disputed ; but still it 
abounds in a grave patriarchal spirit, and is echo to 
the oraclos oT Adam and Melchisedeck. It may not 
be ^oi*IW of Lord Byron's genius, but it does him 
no dishSmur, and contains passages which accord 
with th^ flolenm diapasons of ancient devotion. The 
disgust which The Vision of Judgment had produced 
rendered it easy to persuade the world that there was 
impiety in the Heaven and Earth, although,. in point 
of fact, it may be described as hallowed with the 
scriptural theology of Milton. The objections to its 
fiterarv’ defects were magnified against 

worship and religion. 

The Liberal s^ped witli the fourth number, 1 
believe. It disappointed not merely literary men in 
general, but even the most special admirers of the 
talents of tlie MntributDrs. The main defect of the 
work was a lack of hnowledge. Neither in style nor 
genius^ nor even in general ability, was it wanting; 
but where it showed ieaming, it wqs not bf a kind in 
which the age took much interest. Moreover, the 
manner and cast of thinking of all the writers in it 
were familiar to the public, and they were too few in 
number to variegate their pages witli sufficient no- 
velty. But the main cause of the failure was the ao^ 
tipathy formed imd fostered against it before it ap- 
peared. It was cried down, and it must be acknow- 
ledge-d that ittlid not much deeenca bett^ fate. 

iVith The Liberal,'! shall close my observations on 
the works of Lord Byron. They are too voluminous 
to be examined even in the brief and sketchy manner 
in which I have considered those which are deemed 
the principal. Besides tbCv* are not, like tliem, all 
rharacteristio4tf the author, though'possessing great 
similarity In style and thought to one another. Nor 
would such general criticisih accord with the^lan of 
this work. Lord B)Ton was not always thinking of 
himself : like other authors, he sometimes wrote from 
ifoaginarycircumstances; and often fancied both situa- 
tions and feelings which^had no reference to his own, 
nor to his experience. But were tbe matter deserv- 
ing of the research, 1 am persuaded, that with Mr. 
Moore’s work, and the Poet’s original journals, notes, 
and letters, innumerable additions might be made to 
the list of passages whicli .the incidents of his own life 
dictated. ^ ^ 

The a'baadomDent of the Liberal closed his Lord- 
shvp's connexion with Mr.-Huht: their friendship, if 
811 ^ ever really existed, was ended long before. It is 
to be regretted that Byron has not given some ac- 
count of it himself ; for tlie manner in which he is 
represented to have acted towards his unfortunate 


< partnier renders another version of the tale desir- 
j able. At the same time — and I am Tiot one of tlmse 
^ who are disposed to niagnify the faults and infirmities 
\ of Byron — 1 fear tliere is no excess of truth in Hum's 
I opinioli of him. 1 judge by an account which lx>rd 
{ Byron gave himself to a mutual friend, wlio did not, 

! however,. see the treatment in exactly the same light 
* as that in which it appeared to rue. Rut, while I 
caimot regard liis Lordship’s conduct as otlierwi.se 
than unworthy, still, the pains which Mr. Hunt bns 
taken to elaborate his character and disposition into 
every inodifiration of weakness, almost justify us in 
thinking that l>e was treated according to his deserts. 
Byron had, at least, tlie manners of a gentleman, and 
though not a judicious know ledge of tire world, he 
yet possessed prudence enough not to be always un- 
guarded. Mr. Hunt infbrm.s us, tRat when he joined 
I his Lordship at Leghorn, hU own health was im- 
paired, and that his disease rather increased than di- 
I minished, during the residence at Pisa and Genoa ; to 
1 say noUiing of the effect which the loss of his friend 
liad on him, and the disappointment he suffered in 
Tlie Liberal, some excuse may, tlierefore, be made for 
him. In such a condition, misapprehensions were 
natural; jocularity might be mistaken for sarcasm, 
and caprice felt as insolence. 


dl.VPTER XLI. 

Lord PrrOD resotves lo join Uk Grvelu.— Arrirei at Cepbalonl;i. 
—Greek Faction^ — Semli Emtoaries to the Graeixn Chief’i.'- 
W'ritei (u Luodun about tbe Loan.— To MavrocurtUlo oo the 
{ IHsanuloaj.— Embarks at last (or MUsolongtii. 

Whilst The Liberal was halting onward to its 
natural doom, the attention of Lord Byron was at- 
tracted towards die struggles of Greece. 

1r that country his genius was first effectuall)’ de- 
veloped: bis uame was associated with many of its 
most romantic .scenes, and the cause was popukuw'ith 
all the educated and refined of Europe. 
formed besides a personal attachment to the land, 
and perhaps many 6f his most agreeable lo^al asso- 
ciations were fixed amidst tlie ruins of Greece, and 
m her desolated valleys. The name is indeed alone 
calculated to awaken file noblest feeKngs of humanity. 
Tlie spirit of her poets, the wisdom and tlie heroism 
other worthies; whatever is splendid in genius, un- 
paralleled in art, glorious in arms, and w ise In philo- 
sophy, is associated in their highest excellence with 
that beautiful region. ^ 

Had Lord Byron nev er been in Gteece, lie was, un- 
doubtedly, one of Uiose men whom the resurrection 
of her' spirit was likeliest to interest; but he was not 
also one fitted to do her cause much service. His 
innate indolence, his sedentary hnbfts, ond that all- 
engrossing consideration tor himself, which, in every 
situation, marred his best impulses, were shackios 
upon the practice of the stem bravery in himsett 
which he has sow’ell expressed in his works. 
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It was expected when he sailed for Greece, nor 
was the expectation unreasonable with those who 
believe imagination and passion to be of the same ele* 
n^nt, that the eiitbusiasm which flamed so highly in 
his verse was the spirit of action, and would prompt 
him to undertake some grea^t enter|)rise, But he w as 
only at) artist; he could describe bold adventures and 
represent bigh feeling, as -other gifted individuals 
give eloquence to canvas and activity to marble ; but 
he did not possess the wisdom necessary for . the in- 
struction of councils. Ido, therefore, venlureto say, 
that iu embarking for Greece, he was not entirely 
influenced by such exotcrical motives as the love of 
glory or the aspirations of heroism. Uis laurels had 
for some time ceased to flourish; the sear and yellow', 
the mildew and decay, had fallen upon tlicm, and he 
Was aware that the bright round of his fame was 
ovalling froin.Uie full and showing the dim rough 
edge of waning. 

lie was, moreover, tired of the Guiedolu and again 
afflicted with a desire for .some new' object w ith which 
to be in earnest. The Greek Cause seemed to offer 
this, mid a better cliance for distinction than any 
other pursuit in which he could then engage. In the 
spring of 1823 he accordingly made preparations for 
transferring himself from Genoa to Greece, andopened 
a correspondence with the leaders of the insurrection, 
tliat the importance of his adhesion might l>e duly ap- 
preciated. 

Greece, with a fair prospect of ultimate success, 
was at that time as distracted in her councils as ever. 
Her arms had been victorious, but the ancient jealousy 
of the Greek mind was unmitigated. The third cam- 
paign had commenced, and yet no regular government 
had been organized; the tiseal resources o^ the coun- 
try had been neglected ; a wild energy against the 
OttomaBs was afl that the Greeks could depend on 
for continuing thewar. ^ 

Lord Byron arrived in Cephalonia about the middle 
of August, 1823, wliere he fixed his residence fur 
soipe time. '11ns was prudent, but It said nothing 
for that spirit of enterprise with w hieii a man engaging 
in such a cause, in such a country, and with such a 
people, ought to have been actuated-— especially after 
]\larco BoUaris, one of the best and most distinguislied 
of the chiefs, had earnestly urged him to join him at 
Missolonghi. 1 fear llrat 1 may not be . able Co do 
justice to Byron's part in Uie affairs of Greece; but 
1 shall try. He did not disappoint me, fur he oply 
acted as miglit have been expected, from his unsteady 
energies. Many, however, of his other friends longed 
in vain to bear of that blaze of heroism, by which 
they anticiptei) that his appearance in the tleld w ould 
be dislinguisUed. 

Aiuong his earliest proceedings was Uie e<iui])ment 
of forty Suliotes, pr Albanians, whom he .sent to 
Marco Botzaris to assist in the defence of Missolonghi. 
An adventurer of more daring would have gone with 
thetu; and when the battle was ever, in which Bot- 
zaris fell, he transmitted bandages and medicines, 
of which he had brought a large .supply Tram Italy, 


and pecuniary surcour to the wounded.- This was 
considerate, but there w as too much consideration in 
all tltat he did at this time, neither in unison with 
the hnpuUes of his natural character, nor consistent 
with the. heroic enthusiasm witli which the admirers 
of his poetry imagined he was kindled. 

In the mean time -he had offered to advonce one 
Hiousand dollars a month fPr t^e succouf of Misso- 
longhi and the troops w ith lifarco fiotzajis ; but the 
government, instead of acccpling^he offer, intimated 
that they wished j>rcvioosly to confer with him, 
which Jie interpreter! into a desire to direct the e\- 
peuiiiture of Hie money to other purposes. In this 
opinion his Ixrdship wasprobably not mistaken; but 
his own account of his feeling in tlie husineiss does 
not tend to exalt the magnanimity of hi.s attachment 
to the cause : ** 1 will take care,” says he, “ that it is 
for the public cause, otherwise I w ill not advance a 
para, 'Ihe opposition say they want to cajolq me, 
and the party in power say the others w isli to s^uce 
me; so, between the two, 1 have a difficult part to 
piny; however, I w^ have nothing to do with tl)c 
factions, unless to rer'onciie theni) if possible. ** 

It is dilRcult to conceive tliatLord B>Ton, ‘^tlie 
searcher of dark bosoms,'* coukl have-expressed bim- 
self so weakly and with such vanity; but the shadow 
of coming fate had already reached him, and his judg- 
ment was sufl'ecing in the blight that had fallen onbis 
reputation. To think of the possibility of reconciling 
two Greek factions, or any Ihctions, implies a degree 
-of ignorance of mankind, which, unless it bad been 
given in bis Ijordslfip’s own writing, would not Itave 
i)ecn^credible; and as tol>aviHg nothing to do w ith 
the factions, for what purpose went he to Greece, 
unless it was to take a part witli on# of them ? 1 
abstain from saying what I think of his hesitation in 
going to the gdverUment instead of sending two of his 
associated adventurers, "^Ir. 'frelawney and Mr. Ha- 
milton BrowiH whom he despatched to collect inlcl- 
ligence^as to the real state of tilings, substituting 
their judgment fbr his own. Wlien tlie Hercules, 
the sl\ip l^ chartered to carry him to Greece, weighed 
■anchor, he was committed w'ith the Greeks, and every 
thing short of unequivocal folly be was bound to luve 
done with and for them.' 

His two emissaries or envoys proceeded, to Tripo- 
lizza, where they found Colbcotroni seated in the 
palace of the late vizier, Vellu Pashaw, in greut 
|K)wer ; the court-yard and galleries liiied with armed 
men in garrison, wliile there was no enemy at that 
time in the Morea oblc to come against tliem! '11>e 
Greek chieftains, liketlMiirclassicpredecessors, tliough 
embarked in the same adventure, were )>ersonal ail- 
: versaries to eacli oilier. Golocotroni s|K>ke of hLs 
I compeer Mavrocordato, in the very language of Aga- 
memnon, wlieu ye; said that he had declared to him, 
unless he desisted from his intrigues, he would mount 
him on an ass and whip him oiit of the Morea ; and 
that he had only been restrained from doing so b>' the 
representation of his friends, who tlioiight it would 
injure their common cause. Such was the spirit of 
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the chiefs of Uk iMtioQs which Lord Byron, thought 
it not hnpossibie to reconcile! 

A ( this time hiissolonghi w as itt a critical state, be* 
ing blockaded both by land and sea; and the report 
of Trelawney to lx>rd Byron concerning 'it, was cal- 
culated to rouse his Lordship to activity. “ Then; 
have been/* says he, “ thirty battles fought and won 
by the bte^larco fiotzaris, and his galiant tribe ot 
Suliotes, who are sliut up in Missolpnglii. If it fall, 
Athens will be in danger, and thousands of throats 
cut : a few thousand doliars would provide ships to 
relieve it ; a portion of this sum is raised, and I w ould 
coin my heart to save this key of Greece.” Bravely 
said! but deserving of Jittic atteulion. Tlie fate of 
Missolongbi could have had no visible effect on that 
of Athens. * . 

The distance between these two places is more 
than a bnndred itiiles, and- Ixrd Byron was well ac- 
quainted with the local difilculties of the int^rveoing 
country ; still it was a point (o which the eyes ofthe 
Greeks wereall at thattime directed; and Mavrocor- 
dato, then in correspondence with Lord B>tod, and 
w ho was endeavouring to collect a fleet for the relief 
of tbe place, induced his lordship to undertake to 
provide the money necessary for the equipment of the 
fleet, to the extent of twelve tliousand pounds. It 
w as ou this occasion bis Lordship addeessed a letter 
to the Greek chiefs, that deserves to be quoted, for 
the sagacity with which it suggests w hat may be the 
<'onduct of the great powers of Qiristencfou). 

“ I must frankly confess,’* says he, “ that unless 
union and order are conlirraed, all hopes of a loan 
will be in vain, and all the assistance which tbe 
(jreeks could expect from abroad,, au assistance which 
might be neither trilling nor worthless, will be sus- 
pended or destroyed; and what is worse, the great, 
powers of Europe, of .whom no one was an enemy to 
(ireece, but seemed inclined to favour her in consent- 
ing to the establishment of an iiidependeut power, 
w ill be persuaded that the Greeks are unable to go- 
vern themselves, and will, perhaps, uudertake to ar- 
range your disorders in sucii a way as to blast the 
brightest hopes you indulge, and- that are indulged by 
your friends.’* . 

In the itiean time, Lord Byron w as still at the villa 
he had hired in Cepbalonia, where his ponduct was 
rather that ofa spectator than an ally. Colonel Stan- 
ho{>e, in a letter oldhe 26th of November, describes 
him as having been there about three months, and 
spending his time exactly as every one acquainted with 
his liabits must have expected. fbe lirst six weeks 
he spent on board a merchant vessel, and seldom went 
on shore except On business. Since that period he 
has lived in a little villa in the country, in absolute 
reiirement ; Count Gamtx) {.brother to the Guiccioli^ 
being his only companion.” — Such, surely, was not 
exactly playing that part in' the Greek cause wlticli he 
had taught the world to look for. It is true, that the 
accounts received there of the Greek affairs were not 
tliei) fovourable. Every body concurred in representv 
ins the executive government as devoid of public vir- 


LORP BYRON. Ixxix 

I tue, and actuated by avarice or |iersooal ambition. 

I This intclliscnee was ecrtainly not calculated to in-; 
Q-case laird liyron’s ardour, and luay partly cirjise 
the causes of his personal inactivity. I say personal, 
because he had written to London to accelerate the 
attempt to raise a loan,' and, at tlie suggestion of 
Colonel Stanhope, he addres.sed a letter to Alavrocor- 
dalo respecting the inevitable consequeuees of their 
calainitOQs dissensions. T'lie object of this letter was 
to induce a reconciliation betwecii the rival factions, 
or to throw Uic odium of having tliwarted the loan 
upon tlic Executive, and thereby to degrade tbe inein- 
bers of it in the opinion of the people. “ I am very 
uneasy,” says his Lordsliip to tbe prince, “at hearing 
that the dissensions of Creece still continue^ and, 
at a moment when she miglit triumph over every 
thing in general.'as she has triumphed ip part. Greece 
is at present placed between three measures; either 
to reconquer her liberty, or to become a dependence 
of the sovereigns of Europe, or to return to a Turkisli 
province; she has already the choice only of those 
three alternatives. Civil war is but a road phicli 
leads to the two latter. If she is desirous of tile fate 
of TValaCbia and tlie Crimea, she may ol^in it to- 
inorroie; ifthat of Italy, llie day,uflrr. But, if site 
w ishes to begoine truJg (JreerK fra and iadepcudcnt, 
she must resolve orlshewill never again liave 

tlie opportunity,” etc., etc. 

Meaiiwliile the Greeb people became impatient for 
Lord Byron to come among them. They looked for- 
waed to his arrifal as to- the coPiing of a Messiah. 
Three boats were successively despatched lor him ■ 
and two (if them returned, one after the other, w ith- 
out him. On the 2!llh of Deoember, 1832, however, 
his Lordship did at last embark. ’ . ’ 


4 ciiaiter xlii. 

Lord hrmn'r conversations on Religion wiih hr. Kenu^f, 

While Lord Byron was hesitating, in the island 
ofCephalonia, about proceeding to Greece, an oa-ur- 
rence took place, of whicii so much has been liiade, 
that I may not venture to cast it into, he notes of the 
Appendix. I allude to the acquaintance he formed 
with a Dr. Kennedy, the publication of whdse eon- 
versatioos with him on religion has attracted some 
degree of public attention. 

This gentleman was originplly destined for the 
Scottish bar, hut afterwards became a student of 
medioine, and entering the medical department of the 
army, happened to he stationed in Ceplialonia when 
LoriJ Byron arrived. He appears to have been a man 
of kind dispositions, possessed of a better heart than ’ 
judgment; in ail places wherever his dutvbore him 
he took a lively interest in the eoiidition ofthe inha- 
bilaiils, and was active, both in his oflicial and private 
<0 improve it. He had a taste for cireu- 
J^mg pious tracts, and zealously cooperated in dis. 
tributlng copies of the Scriptures 
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Firmly seUled^liimself, in a conviction of ibe-truth 
of Christianity, he was eager to nraXe converts to his 
views of the doctrines ; but whether he was exactly 
tl)e kind of apostle to achieve the conversion of I^rd 
Byron, may, perlups, be doubted. His sincerity, 
and the disinterestedness of his endeavours would 
secure to him from his Lordship an indulgent and 
even patient hearing. Bu( I fear that witliout some 
more effectual calling, the argiunents he appears to 
have employed were not likely to have made Ldrd 
Byron a proselyte, llis Lordship was so constituted 
in his mind, and by his temperament, that nothing 
short of regeneration could have made him a Chris- 
tian, according to Ihe gospel of Dr. Kennedy. 

Lord Byron had but loose feelings in religion — 
scarcely any. His sensibility and a slight constitu- 
tional leaning towards soperstition and omens show rd 
that the sense of devotion was, however, alive and 
n^ake wjthin him ; but with lum religion was a sen- 
timent, and the convictions of the understanding had 
nothing whatever to do with his creed. That he w as 
deeply imbued with the essence of natural piety; that 
he often felt the power and being of a Cod thrilling 


ment which at a lamer age might have made him more 
eccleshistical, Tl>er« was as much truth as joke in 
the expression, when he wrote 

I am mjfelf a moderate Presbyterian. 0' 

A mind, constituted like that of Lord Byron, was 
little susceptible of impressions from the arguments 
of ordinary men. It w'as necessary that Truth, in 
visiting him, should copie arrayed jn. her solemnities, 
and witii Awe and Ueverence for her precursors. 
Acknowledged superiority, yea, celebrated wisdom, 
were indispensable, to bespeak his sincere attention ; 
and, withont disparagement, it may be fairly said, 
these were not the attributes of Dr. Kennedy. On 
the contrary, there was a taint of cant about him— 
perhaps he only acted like thoM wFio have it— but 
still he was not exactly the dignitary to command un- 
affected deference from tlie shrewd and irreverent 
author of Don Juan. The result xtrified what ought 
to ha>‘e been the anticipation. The Doctor's attempt 
to quicken Byron to a sense of grace, failed ; but 
his Lordship treated him w ith politeness. Tbe his- 
I tory of the affair will, however, be more interesting 


in all his frame, and glowing in bis bosom, I declare j than any reflections which it is ip my humble power 
my thorough persuasion; and that he believed in some to offer. 

of the tenets and in the philosophy of Clmstianity, Some of Dr. Kennedy’s acquaintances wished to 
as they influence the spirit and conduct of men, I am hear him explain, in a logical and demonstrative 
as little disposed to doubt; especially if those portions manner, -the evidences and doctrines of Christianity; ” 
of his works wliich only tend towards the subject, and Lord Byron, hearing of tbe intended meeting, 
and which bear the impression of fervour, and earnest- desired to be present, and was accordingly invited, 
ness, may be admitted as evidence. Rat he w'ds not . He attended, hot was not present at several others 
a member of any particular cimrch, and, without a which followed; he howeVer intimated to the Doctor, 
reconstruction of his mind and temperament, I ven- that he would be glad to converse with him, and tlie 
tureto say, he could not have become such; not in invitation was accepted. . On religion,'’ says. tbe 
consequence, as too many h^ rqvre^enlcd, of any Doctor, “his Lordship was in general a hearer, pro- 
predilection, cilhpr of feelliyor principle, against j>osing his difficulties and obj^tions with more lair- 
diristianity; but entirely owing to an organic pecu- ness than could have been expected from one uiulcr 
liarity of mind. He reasoned on ever}' topic by in- sipiilar circuinstances; and with so much candour, 
stincl, rather than by induction or any process of that they often seemed to be proposed more for the 
logic; and could never be so convinced of the truth purpose .of procuring information, or satisfactory 
or falsehood of an abstract proposition, as to feel it answers, than from any other motive.” 
affect Uie current of his actions. He may have as- At the first meeting. Dr. Kennedy explained, be- 
seated to arguments, without being sensible of their comingly, his views on the subject, and that he liad 
truth; merely because they. were not objectionable read every work against Christianity which fell in 
to his feelings pt tbe time. And, In the same man- his way. It was tliis consideration whtcli bad in- 
ner, lie may have disputed even fair inferences, from duced him with such confidence to euterupon the dis- 
admitt premises, if the state of his feelings happen- cussion, know ing, on tlie one hand, tbe strength of 
cd to be indisposed tb the subject. I am persuaded, Christianity, and, qn the other, Uie weakness of its 
nevertheless, that. to class him among absolute inil- assailants. - “ To show you, therefore,” said the 
dels were to do injustice to lus memory, and that he Doctor, “ the grounds on which 1 demand your at- 
has suffered uncharitably in the opinion of “ thC ri- tentioh.to w hat 1 may say on the nature and evidence 
gidly righteons,” who, because he had not attached of Christianity, 1 shall mention tlie names of some of 
himsdftoanyparticularsectorcongregalion, assumed Uic authors whose works 1 have read or consulted.” 
that he was an adversary' to religion. To claim for IVhen he bad mentioned ail these names, Lord Byron 
him any credit, as a pious man, would be absurd ; asked if he had read Barrow's and Stillingfleet's 
but,^to suppose he bad not as deep an interest as works? The Doctor replied, “I have seen them, 
other men “ in his soul’s health” and welfare, was but I have not read them.” 

to impute to him a nature which cannot exist. Being, iU ter a disqaisilion, chiefly relative to the history 
altogether, a creature of impulses, he certainly c ould of Christianity, Dr. Kennwiy observedt “ We must, 
not be ever employed in doxologies, or engage<^||||^ on 9 II occasions, but more particularly in fair and 
tlie logomachy of churchmen ; but be had the senti- logical discussions with .scqiticSi, or Deists, make a 
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dtMinciioo between Christianity, as it is found in the 
Scripturce, and the errors, abuses, and imperfections 
of Christians themseives/* * To this Ms Lordship re- 
a»ried> that he always had taken care to nuke that 
distinction, as he knew enough of Christianity to feel 
that it was both necessary and just. The Doctor re- 
marked that the contrar>’ was almost universally the 
case with those who doubted or denied the truth of 
Christianity, and proceeded to illustrate the statement. 
He then read a sumnniry of the fundamental doctrines 
of Christianity ; but be bad not proceeded far, when 
heobsened signs of impatience la Lord Byron, who 
inquired if these sentiments accorded with the Doc- 
tor's ? and being answered they did, and with t|)ose 
of all sound Christians, e.Ncept in one or two minor 
things, his I^rdsliip rejoined, that he did not wish 
to. hear the opinions of others, wiiose- writings he 
coiild read at any }ime, but only his owji. 'fhe Doc- 
tor then read on till coming to the expression grace 
of God," his Lordship inquired, What do you mean 
by grace?*' The primacy and fundamental mean- 
ing of tl>e word," rq>lied tlie Doctor, somewhat sur- 
prised at bis ignorance (1 quote bis own looguage), 

** is favour ; though it varies acdordiog to the context 
to express that dispcAj^oo of Cod, whieb leads bim to 
grant a favour, the dnion qf doing so, or the favour 
itself, or its effects on those who receive it." The 
arrogatice of the use of the term ignorance here, re- 
quires no animadversion ; but to suppose the greatest . 
master, then in existence, of -the English language, 
not anfuamted withUie meaning ofihe word, w hen he 
asked to be inforined of the meaningatlaciied toil by the 
individual making use of it, gives us some insight iuto 
the true ciiaracter of the teacher. The Doctor closed 
the book, ns Iie 4 >rrceived that Lord Byron, as he says^ 
bad nodistinct conception of many of the words used ; 
and lus Lordship subjoined, W'^t we w ant is to be 
conviiiced Hiat the Bible is true; because if we-can 
believe that, it will follow as a matter of course,- that 
we must -believe all the doctrines -it contains." ** 

Tlie reply to this was to the effect, that the ohser- 
vatioD was partly jnst ; but though the strongest evi- 
dence were produced of the Scriptures being the re- 
vealed will of God, they (his Lordsiiip and others 
present) would still remain unbelievers, -unless they- 
knew and comprehended tlie doctrines contained in 
the .Scriptures. Tliis was not conclusive, and Lord 
Byron reptiedy that tliey wished him to prove that 
the Scriptures were fhe word of God ; to which tlie 
Doctor, with more tlian apostolic simplicity, said th.it 
sudi was his object, but he should like to know what 
they deemed the clearest course to follow with that 
obi^t in view'. 4fter some further conversation, 
other plan w'a? proposed by iheim'’ the 
Dmnor; and lie adds, **lhey had viol^ed their en- 
gagement to hear me for twelve hours, for whidi I 
bad stipulated." This may, perhaps, satisfy the reader, 
as to the quality 'of the Doctor’s undccstauding ; 


b(K as the siibjc'ct in its bearings touches Lord Rx ron's 
character, i shall proceed a little tbrlher into the 
marrow’ of the matter. 

The inculcation being finished -for that evening, 
I.,ord B)fon said, that when he was voting his mother 
brmight him up strictly ; and that he bad access to a 
great many theological works, and reinembcj'ed that 
lie was particularly pleased with Barrow’s writings, 
and that he also went regularly to churcli. He de- 
clared that he was not an iniidel who denied the 
Scriptures and wished to remain in unbelief; on tb^ 
contrary, he was desirous to believe, ns lie expe- 
rienced no happiness iu having his religious opinions 
sp unsteady and nnllxed. But hecouid not, lie added, 
understand the Scriptures. Those people who con- 
scientiously believe, 1 always have respected, and 
was always disposed to trust in them more tlian In 
others." A desultory conversation then ensued, re- 
s|)^ti'ng the language and translations of the Scrip- 
tures; in tlie course of wbich his l^ordship remarked, 
that Scott, in his Coiniacntary on the Bihlc, did not 
say that U was the devil w ho tempted Kve, nor doss 
the Bible ^y a word about the devil. It is only said 
that the serpent spoke, and that it was the .subtlest 
of qU the beasts of the lidd. — VV ill it be sold tliat 
truth and reason were served by Dr. Kennedy’s • 
answer? >^As beasts have not thefaculty of .speech; 
the just inference is, that the beast was only on In- 
strnnieat mode use of by wme invisible mid superior 
being. The ik'rlptures accordingly tell us, that tlie 
devil is the father of lies— the lie made by the serpent 
to Kve being th,e first we have on record ; they- call 
him also a murderer !>om the beginni ng|^ .s he waa 
the c.aut»e of the sentence of death wHMT was pro- 
nounced against Adam end all his posterity; and still 
, further to remove all doubt, and to identify' lilm ds 
the agent bho used tlie ser|>ent as an instrument, he 
is eoiled the serpent— the devil." 

Lord Byron inqttircd what the Doctor thcni|^)t of 
the theory of Wnrburlon, ihaUhe Jews lind no dLs- 
tinCt idea of a future state? The Doctor acknow- 
ledged that he had often seen, but had never read 
The Divine l.egalldh. And yet, he added, had ^Var- 
burton read liis Bible with loore simplicity and at- 
tention, he would hove enj<K^ a mure solid and 
honourable fame. 

His liOrdship Uien said, that one of the greatest 
difficulties he had met with was the. existence of to 
much pure ond unniixed evil in the world^ and wtficlr 
he Could not reconcile to the idea of li licnm'olent 
Creator. , The Doctor set aside the quevtion as to the 
origin of evil; but granted the exteni^e existence of 
evil in the universe; to remedy wiiich, he said, the 
Oo^|)cl was proclaimed; and, after some of the cus- 
tomary common-places, lie ascribed much of the e.x- 
isting evil to the slackness of Christians in spreading 
the Gospel. 

" Is there not," »td his Lordship, “ some part of 
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the IVew Testament where it appears that the dis> | 
ciples were struck with the state uf physical evil, and | 
made inquiries into the cause?” — “There are two t 
(lassages,” was the reply. Ute disciples inquired. 
wJm*i) they saw a man who had been born blind, 
whether it was owing to bis own or Ins parents' sin ? 
—and, uRer quoting the other instance, he concludes, 
that moral mid physical evil in individuals are not 
always a judgment or punishment, but are intended to 
answer certain ends in the government of the world. 

“ Is there iiot>” said his I^ord^iip, “ a prophecy in 
•the New Testaineqt which it is alleged has not been 
!ullUlcd).alllM)ugh it was declared tliat the end of the 
world would conic before the generation then exist- 
ing should pass away?”“;“ Tlie prediction,” said Dr. 
Kenne<]^, “related to the destruction of Jerusalem, 
which certainly took place w itliin the liihe assigned ; 
though some of the expressions de^riptive of tlie signs 
of that remarkable event are of sudi'a nature as to ap- 
pear to apply to Christ's coming to judge tbe world 
a( tlie end of time.” 

Uis Lordship then asked, if the I>octor thought tliat 
Uiere hud been few er wars and jiersccutions, and less . 
slaoghter and misery In the world since the introduc-? 
tiou of Christianity titan liefore? The Doctor an- 
swered this by observing, tliut since Christianity in- 
culcates peace and good-w ill to all men, w'r musl al- 
ways separate pure religion from the abuses of whieli 
its professors are guilty. 

Two other opinions were expressed bvhiS Ivord- 
slup in the couversiilion. The Doctor, in speaking 
uf the sovereignty Of God, had alluded to the simili- 
tude pf th&^ttef and his day ;-4or his Lordsliip said, 
iflie we(en|^en in pieces, he would say to (he potter, 
“ “Why do'you treat me thus?” Tl»e other was an, 
absurdly. It vras— if the whole world were going . 
tp hell, he would prefer going wiUi them than ^ 
nkme to heiken. 

Such was the result of the ihst 'council of Cepha* 
lonlajlfone may venture tbe allusion. It is mauilest, 
Without saying much for Lord Byron's ingenuity, 
that he was fully a matcli for theJ>octur, and that he 
was not uuacquainled with the-^bject under dis- 
cussion. 

In tlift next conversation I.ord Byron repeated, “ 1 
have no wish to reject Christianity without invesiiga* 
tion; on the contrary, 1 am very desirous of believ- 
ing. But I do not see very much the need of a Sa- 
viour, nor tbe utility of prayer. Devotion is the af- 
fectioQ of the heart, and this d feeU ^VIlen i view 
the wonders of creation, I bow to the Majesty of 
Heaven; and when I feel llie enjoyments of life, I . 
feel grateful to God for having bestowed them upon 
me.’* Upon this some discussion arose, turning 
chiefly on the passage in the third chapter of John, 
“Unless a man is converted, he cannot enter the 
kingdom of Heaven Which naturally led to an ex- 
planatory interlocution cbncerniDg new birtii, rege- 
neration, etc; and thence diverged into the topics 
which had . been Uie sulyect of the former conversa- 
tion. ^ 


Among other things. Lord Byron inquireiV, if the 
jDoctor really thought that the devil appeared before 
God, as is metition^ in the book of Job, or Is it. only 
an allegorical, or poetical mode of speaking ?-«-The 
reply w as, ** I believe it in tbe strict and literal mean- 
ing.” 

“ If it be received in a literal sense,” said bis Lord- 
.ship, “ it gives me a much higher idea of the ma- 
jesty, |K>wej, and w isdom of Ood, to believe that the 
devils themselves at his nod, and are subject to 
his control, with as much cn.se as the elements of 
nature follow the respective laws which his will has 
assigned them. 

1 his notion was characteristic, and the poetical 
feeling in which it originated, when the Doctor at* 

. tempted to explain the doctrine of the Maniclieans, 
was still more distinctly developed; for his l.ordship 
again expressed 4iow nmclt the belief of the real ap- 
pearance of Saton, to hear and obey the commands of 
God, added to his view's of tlie grandeur and majesty 
of the Creator. 

This second conversation was more desultory tlian 
the first; religion was brought in only inotdentally, 
until his Lordship said, “ I do not reject the doctrines 
of Clifistiani^y; 1 want only sit^ient proofs of it; to 
take up the profession iiv earnc>t; and I do not be- 
lieve im self to be so bad a Christian a.s many of them 
wlw paeach against mC with tbe greatest ftiry — many 
, of whom I Iwve never seen norinjuced.” 

You have only to examine the cause? which pre- 
ventyou'* (from being a true believer), said tlie Doc- 
tor, “ and you will find they are futile, and only 
tend 10 ' w ithhold you from t|ie, enjoyment of real 
happiness, which at present it is impossible y<m can 


find.” 

“ ^Vhat, then, you lliink me in a very had way ? ” 

“ I certainly think you arc,” was the reply; ** 
this 1 sn\\ not op inv own authority, but on that of 
Uie Scriptures. Your Ixirdslup must be converted, 
and must be reformed, before any thing can be said 
of you, except that you are bad, and in a bad w ay.” 

“ But,” replied his Lordship, “ I already Iwlrcve 
in predestination, which I know you believe, and in 
the depravity of the human heart in generaU ®od of 
my own in particular; thus you see there are two 
(x>ints in which we agree. I shall get at the others 
by and by. You cannot expect me to become a per- 
fect C^iristian at once.” • 

And further his Lordship sulgoined : 

“ Predestination appears to me just ; from my own 
reflection and experience, I am influenced in a wa*‘ 
which Is. incomprdiensible, and am (ed to do things 
which 1 never intended; and if.thcfe is, as weaH 
admit, a supreme Ruler of tbo universe; ami if» 
you say, he has the oefions of tbe devils, as wHI as 
of his own angels,- completely at his command, then 
those influences, or those arrangemonls'.of circum- 
stances, whfoh. lead us to do things against our will, 
or with ill will, must be also under his direction. 
But I have never eQtercd into the depths of the sub- 
ject ; I have contented myself with believing that 
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there U t |H«datiaaUon ^ and Chat pr^s- 

Uoatiocr 4c|)c«^ ao tbt'wfll ^ 

0r. Keime^yt io qMmg of tbia second r^mversa- 
tioo, btiifiB testiiTKMiy to the reapectfdhiess of his 
Lordshi^a otlieg^lL.- There was ootbing in his 
inanner witich approached to levity, or any thing that 
iiHUcated a wish to mobk at religion; tliough, on tlie 
other hand, an able dissembler would have done and 
said all that be did with sucli feelings and inten> 
tioos." . 

Suhseqaent to the second conversation. Dr. Ken^ 
nedy asked a gentleman, wtio was intiinale with Lord 
Byron, if he really thought his Lordship serious in 
his desire to hear religion explained. ** lias he ex- 
hibited anycontempt or ridicule atwhatl havesaid?”' 
Tills gentleman assured him .that he bad never heard 
Byron allude to the sidijcet in any way could 
induce him to suspect that be was mer^l^fhiusing 
himself. on the contrary, he always names 

you wilii respect.r 1 do iiof, however, think you have 
made tnuch impression on him he is just the sahie 
fdlow as before. He says he does not know' what 
religion you are of, for you neither adhere to creeds 
or councils.” * 

It ought here to be’ noticed, as^showmg the general 
opinion entertained of his Lordship with respect to 
tbeae polemical conversations, that the wits of the 
garrison made theniseives merry with w hat was going 
on. Some of them affected to believe, or did so, 
that Lord Byron *s wish to hear Dr. Kennedy pro- 
ceeded from a desire to have an accurate idea of tbe 
opinions and manners of the .Metliodists, in order 
that he miglitmake Don Juan bedome one for a time, 
and so be enabled to paint their conduct with greater 
accuracy. 

Hie third conversation took place soOn after this 
comment had been made on Lord Byron's conduct, 
llie Doctor inejuired it his Lordship had read any of 
the religions books he had sent. ** 1 have looked,” 
replied Byron^ into Boston's Fourfold State, hut 1 
liave not had time to rend it fur ; 1 am* afraid it is too 
deep for me.” . 

Although there was no systematic design, .on the 
part of Lord Byron, to make Dr. Kennedy subservient 
to any schenie of ridicule, yet it is evident tliat he 
w as not so serious as tbe Doctor so meritoriously de- 
sired^ 

I have begun,” said hi* Lordship^-** very fairly; 
I have given some of your tracts to Fletcher (his va- 
let), who IS a good sort of man, but still wants, like 
myself, some ndormation ; and 1 hope he will spread 
them aiiKing the other servants, who require it still 
more. Bruno, the physician, and Ganiba, are busy 
reading some of the Italian tracts; and 1 hope it w ill 
have a good efirCt on them. Tbe lorrper i? rather too 
decided against it at present ; and tod inucli engaged 
with a spirit of enthusiasm for hlaown profession, to 
attend to other but w'e must have patience, 

and we sliall has been the result. 1 do not 

fail to read, from tBhe to lime, my B|ble, thouglinot, 
perhaps, so much as I should.” 
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Have you begun to pray that yon nwy understand ^ 
it?” ' • ' . 

Not jf I. 1 have not arrived at that pitch of faith 
yet; hut it may come by and by. You .are in too 
great a hurry.” ' 

His lordship then went to a side table, on which a 
great nurnl>cr of book* w ere ranged*, und, taking hold 
of an octavo, gave it to the Doctor. .It was “ Illus- 
trations of the Moral Goveriiment of God;” by E. 
Sinidi, M.D., Ixindom ‘‘'Hie author,” said lie, “ proves 
that Ihe punishment of heil is'not eternal ; it will 
hate a termination.” » 

Tlie author,” replied the Doctor, ** is, I $up|K>se, 
one of the Socinians; who, in a short time, will try 
to get rid of every doctrinn in tlie Bible.'' - How did 
yoiir I.ordship get hold of this l>ook?’' 

“ They sent it out to me from F.ngland, to make a 
eonvert of me, I stippose. The Arguments are strong, 
drawn from the Bible itself; and, hy showing lliat a 
. time will come, when every intelligent creature sliall 
be supremely happy, and eternalK so, 4t expunges 
that shocking doctrine, that sin an?l misery will for 
ever exist under the government of God, whose high* 
est attribute is love and goodness. To luy present 
apprehension, it wduld be 'a most desirable thing, 
could it be proved that, alternately, all created Iwings 
were to he happy. Tills would appear to be most 
consistent w ith tlie nature of God. 1 cannot yield to 
your doctrine of the eternal duration of punishment 
T he author's opinion is more hqinaue ;'aod I think, 
be supports it very strongly Born Scripture.’* 

The fourth conversation was still mure desultory, 
being carried on at tabl^ amidst coinpany ; in the 
course of it Lord lUrbn, however, declared ‘‘ that he 
w as so much of a believer as to be of opinion that 
tliere is ho conlradiriion in the Scriptures, which 
cannot be reconviled by an attentive consideration 
and comparison of passages.’* 

It is needless to remark that Lord Byron, in the 
course of these conversations, was incapable of proF-' 
serving a consistent .seriousness. The volatility qf 
his luiiDotir was constantly leading him into playful- 
ness, ond .he never lost an opportunity of making a 
pun or wing a quafnt thing. Do j ou know,” said 
he to the Doctor, “ I am nearly reconciled to St. Paul, 
for he sms there is no difference between the Jews 
ami the Greeks, ami J am ex.ncUy of the same opinion, 
for the character of.holh is equally vile.” • 

Upon the whole it must conceded, that what- 
ever was the degree of Lord By'Nf|l^dubiety as to 
phlnts of faith and doctrine, he could not be accused 
of gross ignorarn'C, nor described as auiniated by any 
hostile foeling agairrel religion. ' y 

- In this sketch of these convtrsations, 1 have re- 
stricted myself chielly to tiiose points w hich related to 
hi^ Lordship’s own sentiments -and belief. It would 
have been inconsistent w ith the concise limits of tliis 
work to have detailed the controversies. A fair suin- 
maiy of what Byrou did not believe, what he was dis- 
pose to believe, hut had not satislied himself with 
the evidence, and what he did believe, seemed to br 
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the task 1 ought to undertake. The result conBmted 
the statement of his I:ordship's religious condition 
given in tl»e preliminar)’ remarks ; wiiidi, I ought to 
mention, were written belore I looked into Dr. Kcn> 
nedy^s book; and tite statement is not ditferent from 
the estimate which the conversations warrant. It is 
true diat Ix>rd Hyron\ part-in the conversations -is 
not very characterislie ; but the integrity of Dr. Ren- 
naly is a sufKcieiit assurance that they are substan* 
liaUy correct 
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Vo)T4^ io fJq»hjilonUu-^LrUer.— Count Gambs'* AdOrrs.-* 
Gntrfiil FwheeaoTlhe T«riu.—£odeaToan of Lord Byron lo 
mitigate the Morrora o( Ihc War. 

f/)no nv&oTS, after leaving ArgostoU, on the 39(h 
December. 1823, the port of Cephalonia,- sailed tor 
Zante, where be took on board a quantity of specie.- 
Althoiigh tltr distance from Zante to MissoJonghi is 
but a few hours’ sail, the voyage was yet not w itliout 
adventures. Missbtunghi, as 1 have a1re.vdy meo- 
tloncd, was then blockaded by the Turks, and some 
uddre.ss w as neccssan, on that account, to effect an 
entrance, indej>endent of the difficulties, at all times, 
of navigating die canals whicli intersect the UiaUows. 
In the following letter to Cufouei Stanhope, hlsLord- 
sliip gives an account Of what took place. It is vcr>' 
cliamcteristiC, ! shall therefore quote It. 

" sottftr,or $om* turh w}ni«. o« kottrHQ CtyhabmiaU 
UitUct.Dic. Sl. IKS. 

“ My dear Stanhope, 

** ^^■c arc just arrived here — llial is, port of my 
people and I, with some things, etc., and whidi it 
may be as well not to specify in a letter (which has a 
risk of being intercept^ perhaps); but Gamba and 
my horses, negro, steward, and the press, and all the 
^i'ommittee things, also some eight llmusand dollars 
^tm'ne {.but never mind, we have more left — do you 
mderstand ?) are taken by the Turkish frigates ; and 
my party and myself, in another boat, have had a 
narrow escape last night (being close under tlieir 
stnni, qnd hailed, but we would not answer, and bore 
awa^) as wet) as Itiis morning. Here we are, with 
:>uo nod charming w either, within a pretty little port 
enough; but whether our Turkish friends may not 
.send in their boats, and take us out (for we have no 
aiins, except Uri^^rabines and some pistols, and, I 
suspect, not nfbre than four lighting people on boafit, 
is andthcrqOe.stion ; especially if we ruuain long here, 
hiuce we are blocked out of Missolonglii by the direct 


• Coaitfcl4^ wiih ihU tuLJcct Ihere is s IcUfx lo the Apiiemlix, 
fiuui l-lrichfr lu ibr l)ucK>r. ouucernin;; hir mailer's rciisloiu 
oFiuiinu; «dl woriby of preserviilon on lUowti accouut. ak a 1> 
fbi-tiins a tplrral>ly fair sp^men of Mhal |tersui» in luscunUiiiiio 
(if life liiiuk of rcti;iH>a. 1 ft9,ir |toor Ur. keontUy ainsl tvtre 
Umualilof tfae proverb. ** like master illic man.'* 

1 To Ihe iioouor of Um Turks, Kraicfuf recoHeClions of his Und 
not r^re aiuCiij ilteui i 1 ex{ArieAced a leiqarlubli' example 


entonce. You had lietlcr send my friend George 
Drake, aud a body of Suliotes, to eseprt us ty land 
or by the canals, with all convenient speed. Gamba 
and our Hombard are taken Into Patras, I Suppose, 
and w e must take o turn at the Turks to gel them out. 
Rut where Ihe devil is the fleet gone? the Gree.k, I 
mean— leaving us to get in wiitumt the least intima> 
tion to take heed that the Moslems were out again. 
Make my respects to Mavrocordato, and say that I am 
here kt his disposal. 1 am uneasy at being here. IV e 
arc very well. 

** Yours, etc. 

“X.B, 

“ P. S. Tlie Bombard was twelve miles out when 
taken : atjeast, so it appeared to us (if taken she ac- 
tually be, for it is not certain), and wc had to escape 
from another vessel that stood right in between us and 
Iheport^ 

Colonel Stanhope on receiving Uiis despatch, whidi 
was carried to him by two of Lord Bvtoii’w servants, 
sent two armed boats, and a company of .Suliotes« to 
escort his Lordship to .Vlissolonghi, w here he arrived 
on the Sth of January, ond was received with militar)' 
honours, and the mpst enthusiastic demonstrations 
of popular joy. No mark of respect whicli the Gredis 
could think of was omitted, 'fhe ships fired a salute 
as lie passed; Prince Mavrocordato and all the autiiO- 
ritles, w ith the troops and the bopulation, met him on 
bis landing, and accompanied him to the house w hich 
had been prepared for him, amidst tlie shouts of tl>e 
multitude and Uie discharge of canuon. 

Jn the mean time Count Gamba and his companions 
being taken before Yusuff Pashawat Patras, expected 
to share the fate of certain unfortunate prisoners 
whom Uiat stem chief had sacrificed the preceding 
year at Prevesa ; ond their fears would probably Iwve 
been rcali/.ed but for the intrepid presence of nrfnd 
displayed by the Count, who, a.ssuming a haughty 
styIs,-aCcns^ the Ottoman captain of the frigate of a 
breadi ol neulraiity, in detaining a vessel under Eng* 
lisli colours, and soncluded by telling the pashaw that 
lie might expect lire vengeance of the British govern- 
ment in thus interrupting a nobletium who was mere- 
ly on his travels, and bound io Calamata. Periaps, 
however, onblbcr circuiiistauce had quite as much in- 
fluence with the pashaw as this bravery. In 
master of ihe vessel he. recognised a person who had 
saved his life in the Black Sco fifteen years before, 
and in con.scqucnoe not only conscntejl to the ves- 
sel’s release, but treated the w lwlc oT the passengers 
with the uinwsl attention, and even urged tliem to 
itake % day's sliooting 4n the neighbourhood '. 


ofitoiyidf. llivioff cnlBrrd wittin wben ilws? liesies^d J»r it* 
Ku.wionv. in Um: vuulfr of iSIO-ll., J wa* clawly »jiic»llnncd 
Uir lUiMirei of my vniU hy lla»an p»baw. ibe vuccfwor of ti»c 
celcbNtctl ra>wan Ogl&u. lUeo govenwr of Uie f'»rlnsi- * 
plalucd tohim. frankly, die inolivfs of my r&vt. bul be re«iu^‘“ 
that I ktuMiUl ddtvrr my K-lU-n aiul pa|h-ts lo be ciamiiwd. T«** 
1 reioMd todh. iinlfM tw ttad a |»rr»onwha could read Bo^bd'- 
luU rnidentocul U nlieo ipokeii. lu U«c mew tuue my TaiUr. 
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The first measure which his Lord^ip attempted 
after his arrivah was to miti^te the ferocity with 
which the war was earned on; one of the objects, as 
he explained to my friend who visited him at Genoa, 
widch induced him to embark in the cause. And it 
happened tliat the very day he reached the town was 
signalixed by bis rescuing a Turk who liad fallen into 
the luinds of some Greek Hiiiors. Tins man was 
clothed by Ids lordship’s orders, mid sent over to 
Fatrobt ai*d soon after Count Ga^ba’s release, hear- 
io$ that four oUier Turks were prisoners in Slisso- 
longhiv^he raquetred that they might be placed in his 
bands, was immediately granted. These he 

a|» sent to l*atras, w itli the letter, of which a copy 
if in Uie Appendix, addressed to Yusuff, expressing 
bis hope that the prisoners thenceforw ard t«iken on 
boUi sides would he treated w ith humanity. Tliis act 
was followed by another equally {traiseworthy. A 
Greek cruiser having captured a Turkish boat, in 
which there was a number of |ia&sengers, chiclly 
women and diildren, they were also piaced at the 
disposal of his lordship, at his particular request. 
Capuin Parr)' has givim a description of the scene 
between Lord Byron and that multitude of mothers 
and children, too interesting to be omitted here. I 
was suiiuuoiied to attend liiin, and receive his orders 
that every thing should be done k hich might contri* 
bate to tlieir comfort. He was seated on a cushion 
at the upper end of the robm, the w oiheh and chil- 
dren wer^ standing before him with their eyes fixed 
steadily dn him; and, on his right liand, was his in** 
terpreter, wlio was extracting from the women a 
narrative of their sufferings. OnC^ of them, apfia- 
rently about thirty years of age, possessing great vh. 
vacity, and whose inannersand dress, though site was 
then dirty and disfigured, indicated tluit she was su- 
perior in rank and condition to hcr.companions, was 
spokeswoman for tlie whole. 1 admirfk) tlie good 
order the others preserved, never Interfering with 
the explanation, or interrupting the single s{>cakcr. 
I also admired the rnpkl manner in which the inter- 
preter explained every thing they said, so as to make 
it almost apjiear that there was hut one speaker. Af- 
ter D short time it was evident that w bat Lord Byron 
was lieariug affected his fedinga; his countenance 
changed, hk colonr w ent and came, aod I thought 


the better to prUve our inooccDce of ail tinlsler purposes, tumnt 
out ibc cootmti of hk uUJIe-ba^ juid, bebOld. ainuoK MTtral 
leuer* aod parcrh wu a packet for I’rfntc tialiiaaki, rrvm the 
French mloiMer at Constantinople. This I oT course Inslautly ur* 
dered to bedeUveredtutbe pashaw. In the cTcuititt. an oM Turk 
who bad been present thidtig Uie pruceedioe*. uul at the subse- 
qarnlcottsulupona at to what sbouki be done with me, called, 
aod advtaed me tu have lilt- town; leUuig me, at the same tinte, 
dal when be was .1 bor he had bcWi taken prisouer by ihe lJdn- 
gariam at Belgrade, and had been so kindly treaud. ttiat after 
being leiii boitK; be liad never reased to long for an oppoilunity of 
repaying that kitidne» to aoiue other Frank, and that Ise ihou,:Ul 
ray CM alfurdcd an oppurlunity. lie cuoctudfd by unening me' 
the ate of twenty ihoaiaQd |>iaxiri-s. about a thousand iMnuKla 
itrriing. to take me acruM ibe cotitioent lo fioglaiid. I wna Uk n , 
00 my way-to Orx»a, to meet a goitlemaii from Vienna, hiii 
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he was ready to w eep. But he had, on all oecasions, 
a ready aud peculiar knack in turning conversation, 
from any disagreeable or unpleasant subject ; and he 
had recourse to this expedient. He rose up suddenly, 
and, turning round on his heel as was his wout, he 
said soineUiiiig to his interpreter, who immediately 
repeated it to the women. All. eyes were immediately 
fixed on me; and on^ of the party, a young and beau- 
ful woman, spoke very warmly. Lord Byrou seemed 
satisfied, and said they luigiit retire. Tlie women ail 
slipped off their shoes in an instant, and, going up to 
his Lordship, each in succession, accompanied by 
tlteir ebilUrep, kissed his hand fervently^ invoked, in 
tlie Turkish manner, a blessing, both on his hand ami 
heart, and then quitted the rooni. This wag Loo 
much for Lord Byron, and be turned his face away to 
conceal his emotion.” 

A vessel was then hired, and the whole of them, 
to the number of tw enty-four, were sent to Prevesa, 
provided with every requisite for their comfort during 
the passage. These instances of humanity exeited a 
sympathy among the Turks. The Governor of Pre- 
vesa thanked his Lordship, and assured him that iio 
w'ould take care that equal attention should be in 
future paid to the Greeks, who might fall into his 
hands. 


CIIAITER XLIV. 

Proceedings «t Mbsolonglii.— Byma*«.Saliole Brigade. — Iheh- 
losubonlioatfoa.— Dilfrrrnce wUh CoJoael SUiibotte^— Inbc- 
'cUiiy uf ikc PUu 3 (or Uic Iwlcpvudeocc of Orcece. 

' TifE arrival of Lord Byron at Missolonghi was not 
only hailed as a new era In the hjslory of Greece, 
but as the beginning of a new cjtIc in his own ex- 
traordinary life. His natural indolence disappeared; 
theSardanapalian sloth was thrown olT, and betook a 
station in the van of her eiforts that bespoke heroic 
achievement. 

After paying the fleet, which indeed had only come 
out in the expectation of receiving the arrears from 
the loan he had promised to Mavrocordalo, he re- 
solved to form a brigade of Suliotes. Five hundred 
of the remains of Marco Bolzaris’ gallant followers 
were acrordingiy taken into his pay. He burns with 


being tofonned that be would oot be there. I resolved tu return 
to. CoMlaotiBople, and aoeordingly accepteil fmiA the Turk so 
much money as would servo^tor Ute ex}»er»esuf the lourncy, glv- 
iog him an order for re|>aymcat uh an agctii whose name he had 
Dcrcr heard of. nor any wie pruhahly to the luwa. The whohs 
advrnluie waaciirtoaf. and uoghtio bo menliooed, uaffunling 
a favourable view oroilomao oiaiiTianimily. 

Tbe (osbaw was so welt pleased vtith ibe loenmT la which I 
had acted In the SfT.nir of the despalcites. that he <rut mt; aolkc in 
Uie morning that hiywFs and a guard were at my cumnund so 
long as I chose to truaiu in the forlms, and that be hod forward- 
ed the packet ttfihrokeo lo the Ruuian cummander; be even 
permlttAl roe, in the coune of Uto ancrooun. t'> vi^t Uie Kustiaw 
rocajiipment 00 the other side tlie Danubt-. which 1 accordingly 
did, and rvlurocd acrom the rh rr in the evening. 
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miHtary'ard«ur and chivalry/* saj** Colonel Stanhop^ 
,*^and will proceed with expedition to Lepanto.*' 
But the expedition was delayed by causes w hich ought 
to have been foreseen. 

The Sulioles, conceiving that in his I>ordship they 
had found a patron, whose wenkh and generosity 
were equally boundless, refused to quit Alissolonghi 
tilt their arrears w ere paid. Savage in tbe field, and 
untameable in the city, tliey became insubordinate 
arid mercenary ; nor was tlieir ixmduct without ex- 
cuse. They had long defended Uie town with untired 
bravery ; their famrlics had been driven into it in the 
most destitute (condition; and all the hopes that had 
led them to take up arms were still distant and pro- 
spective. Besides, MavrocOrdato,' unlike the other 
Grecian captains, having no troops of his own, affect- 
ed to regard these mercenaries as allies, and was in- 
dulgent to' their excesses, llie town W'as overawed 
-bytjieir turbulence ;coiiliicta took place in thestreets; 
riot and cohtro\ersy every where prevailed, and blood 
was atied. 

Lord Byron’s undisciplined spirit could ill brook 
delay; he partook of tbe general vehemence, and lost 
the pow er of discerning the comparative importance 
both of measures and things. He w as out ot his ele- 
nvent; confusion thickened around him; his-irritatd- 
lity grew passion; and tlierc was the rush and haste, 
the oblivion and alarm of fatality in all he undertook 
and suggested. 

One day a party of German adventurers reached the' 
fortress, so demoruliAod by hardships Uiat few of then] 
were lU for service. It w as intended to form a corps 
of artillery, and these men were destined for fhat 
branch of the service ; but their condition was such, 
tliat Stanhope doubted the practicability of carrying 
tbe measure into effect at tliat time. lie had pro- 


mised to contribute a lumdredpounds to their equip- 
ment. Byron attributed tbe Colooer« objecHorra to 
reluctance to pay the money; and llweatcned him, if 
it were 'refused, with a punishiueqt, new in Gre- 
cian war — to libel hiin in the Greek Chroniclel a 
newspaper wludi Stanhope had recently established. 

It is, however, not easy to givea correct view of the 
state of affairs at tbat«^poch in Missolooghi. Ail 
parties seem fo have be^n deplorably ioconip^eut to 
understand the cii^umstances in 
placed;— the condition of tlie Greek»^Awt|Ktheir 
exigencies rerjuired only physical 
They talked of newspapers, and types^M hbds, 
as if tbe moral instruments of civil exhortation wlh 
adequate tu wrend) tbs independence Of Greece from 
the bloody grasp of tbe Ottoman.. wikider that 
Byron, accustomed to the management only of his 
own fancies, was fluttered aiuidst the conflict of such 
riot and controversy. . 

' Hrs situation at this period was indeed oalculatfed 
tu inspire pity. Had be survived, it might, instead 
of awakening the derision of history, have su|q)lled 
to himscU' maferiais lor auother canto of Don Juan. 
1 diall select one instance of his afflictiona. 

The captain of a British gumbrig can>e to Misso- 
longbi to demand an equivalent for an Ionian boat, 
which bad been taken in the act of going out of the Gulf 
of Lepanto, with provisions and arma. live Greek 
fleet, at that time hlockdding the |>ort, consisted of 
live brigs, and llie Turks had fourteen vessels of war 
in the gulf. The captain niaintained that tile British 
government rec^nised no blo<*ka(le which -was not 
eflicientf and tlitft ihe.glBciency depemjed on tlie nu- 
juertcal superiority of cannon. On tins principle he 
demanded restitution of theproperty. Alavrocurdato 
offered to submit the case to tlie decision of the Britisli 


> |t ifl atmulas tu k-c vrlut a pifce ot insane wurfc wU made 
aboiU (lie pri.itu^ preta. 

“The imW wiU be al wurk nCst Uondajr. lb flnt prodoctioo ’ 
win bv a pnn|iec(nji. Uo ibe brstd.i>- uf (be year 1824, the Greek 
Uu-oQidc Mill be iwued.^U Hillbc priiilnl iu Greek and luban; 
it Mill come vut twicea Meek. Prj) euUeavour (u aMi»l tU cir- 
cutjiiMi ill bugbud. (f) i tu eslabUdi pitMes la other parts.” 
—TS.h December, IS2S. Ibge ^6. 

” Tuur aarntlnsiiuiT been al Ulsulongld imc.werk, dohug that 
period a (ree pres* lia» been esliibUaliCil.”*-20ili Ueceiubcr. 1825. 

ibgc so. ^ 

“Tbe* (iTi-s b not jrei in luutiou; 1 will expLuu tu you Ibc 
cause. '-~2Srd DeceiiilHr, -18.3. I'age S4. 

“ihe Greek Cliruuiclf pub.UhiJ wiiha punae froco BenUuun 
OD Uie liberty 6f Uiepresa. '— 2 ihI Jamiery. 1844. I*agv€8. 

**Tlw: LbaUsIi GuumtiUee bus «ru( tiliber several prawes, tOr 
tbe puepuse uf Kprvadnij i!ie ligbi ut Uk oliH‘iecnHi ccolur^.*'— ' 
Tib Jiinuary. 1821. Page 74. 

^*Tlw pr(vi In exciiiug gener.il interest— all our party arc work- 
ing (ur il ; sums (raiuldie, and suiae wrih: origiujl arUcles, As 
yet we hare nut « cuiriptMllur lu arrange our iUliau types. 
rUl J^nua/y, 1844. Page 82. 

**1 have no one to work tbe Hlbograpiifc press.”— Tib Febru- 
ary, 4 KU. PagulM. 

r 1 am going (o take tbe three presses rouacl to the Uorea."— 
Hill Vebruary, 1824. 1‘agelli. 

Tliese exiracb will belp ihu reader lo (unn some ides o( U»e 
inurdinatr itteiition which was paid to *Mbe press.” as an 
<4 war against the Tarka but tbe folhywuig exlract b more lui- 


medUieiy applicable to my ubject la noticing Uie thing so -cod- 
trmpHiuuily : 

*' Tour l/OnUhip staled, yeslcrday evening, llnl yitn had said lo 
Prince Ma«n>curdalo,v that ’wicrc you m lib iiiacv, you wuuJd 
have pi jccU Utc press under a cemor ' ; and Uul ho repi.ed, * Ho, 

: the liJierly uf Ihe press b guaranicoii by ibe cuiiWituiiou.' .Now. 
I ,wi>h to kituw wlieUier yuur I.ovd»hip was M riuns wlien you 
made die obsrrvaiion, or whi-thix ymi ouly sal-i h/ hr |irovyke 
me. Ifyoar Lordsliip was serious, 1 sltall confer it my duly lo 
camimunicatc llib alUlr (u (he CoimulU^ iu England, in order to 
show ihctii how d.UiciiU a luk I have lo fnllil. iu pruinuijng tbe 
liberUCBofGmT^, if yuiu' lajnUh>p b to iliruw Uie wrigUt of 
your vast ta'ents into ihe up|»usite .scale in a i{ucstion of tucb 
vital imporianre.'* 

" After Lord Byron had reatl thb paper, he said that he was an 
arikul friend of pubdciiy auU. Ihe press ; but he ffAiTd it was nut 
a|>piicabLe tu thb Siuuiciylii ib pi;i-Dent combustible state. I an- 
swered, ihai I Uwoghl il appUe.i1il«' to all coimtrir*, and e»«entlal 
here in on/er to pul an eud to (he stile of anan hy whioh at pre- 
sent prcvailctl. Lord Byrun ieariHi libeb ami liecmfousness. I 
said ibatihe <d»Jcct of a free pirea was io check puMic iKeutious- 
ue«a, and tu eaiiuec ilbciiers to odium, eU , elc.'*— 2Ub Jauuscf* 
(824. Pape. M. 

These extracts are made from the Hon. CoIodcI Stanhope's Let- 
ters on the Greek Uetolultoa. It b imiionilde to read them 
without betng liii{>reaeed wbh (be beiicsuieut InfenUuos of the 
OolooH. But O Cervantes: tnily thou didst bwe a hand at Le~ 
pantb, wlieo Bynni died iu Ibc expediti m against it. 
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ftfvamoieiit, but the captain would only give him four 
hours to comider. llie indemniUcation was granted. 

Lord . Byron condacled the business in behalf of 
the captain. In the evening, conversing witli Stan- 
hope on thoisubject, the colonel said tiie alfair was 
conducted in a butlylng manacr. His Lordship start- 
ed into a passibn, and contended, that law, justice, 
and equity had nothing to do with politics. 

That may be/' replied Stanhope, **buf 1 will 
sever lend myself to injustice.” 

UU Lordship then began toatfack Jcfemy Bentham. 
lliO colonel complained of such illiberality, as to make 
personal attacks on that gmUeman before a Iriend 
held him in high esriination. r 

1 only attack his puhHc principles,” replied 
Byron, whicli are mere theories, but dangerous,— 
injurious to Spam, and calculated to do great mischief 
in Greece/* • , ■ 

Stanhope vindicated Bentham, and said, ** fie pos- 
sesses a truly British heart; but your Lordship, after 
professiog liberal principles from boyhood, have, wlien 
caJlcd upon to act, proved yourself a Turk.’* 

“ What proofs have you of this ? ” 

** Tour conduct in endeavouring to crush the press 
declaiming against it to Afavrocordato, and your 
general abuse Of liberal principles.” 

^ If I had held up niy linger,” retorted his Lord- 
ship, eould have crushed ttie press.*' 

“ ‘Willi all this power,” said Slanho|)e, “ wlricii, 
by the way, yog never possessed, you Vent to the 
prince, and poisoned his ear."- - v 

Lord Byron then dec)aiii>cd against the liberals. 
*‘What liberals? ’’ cried Stanhope. *‘Uid you bor- 
row your notionsof freeipeii from the ItpliaAs?” 

“ No : from the Hunts, Cartwrights, and such.” 
“And yet your Lordstiip presented Cariw.righl's 
Reform Bill, and aided Hunt by praising his poetry 
and giving |mn the sale of your works.” 

“ You are worse than Wilson,” exclaim^ Byron; 
“ and should quit the army.” 

■ “1 am a mere soldier,*' replied Stanhope, “but 
never will 1 abandon in^ principles. Our principles 
are diarurirically opposite, so let us ovoid the sub- 
ject. If Lord Byron bets up to his professions, lie 
will be the greatest, if not, the meonesWof inankihd.’^ 
“ h\y diaracter,” said his Lordsliip, 1 Itope, does 
not de{>end on your assertions.” 

“No ; your genius has iriunortalized you. The' 
worst will not deprive you of fame.” « . 

l.ord Byron then rejoined, “Well; you shall sec : 
judge of me by jny acts.” And bidding U>e colonel 
good night, who took up the light to conduct liim to 
the passage,^lie added, “.What! hold up a. light to 
a Turk ! " 

Such were tlie Franklins, the W'aslungtons, and 
tire ilauiiltous, who undertook the regeneration of 
Greece. 


' CBAFTER 3£LV. , • 

Lonl Byron appoinird lothr CoimnaiHforThrrr Ttimivind Mtn 
to b-»irKe Leionto.— a he ahimioiird for a BftKAade.— 

Sdvuici d'Guanl uMered to pnxwt.— Lord Bfruo 'a first lllneaa. 
—A RkK.~ lieb urR«l ty leave Grei cc.— 1 he RspcdiUon against 
Lc|>anlo abanduunl — B)rou ilcjccled .— .1 wiki diplomaUc 
Sch«-nie. ‘ 

Thbre days after the conversation related in the 
preceding chapter, Byron was oflirially placed In the 
command of about tliree thousand men, destined for 
the attack of Lepanto ; but the Suliotes remained re- 
fractory, and refused to quit their quarters; his lyord- 
sliip, however, emplov’cd an argument which proved 
effectual. He told them that if they did not obey his 
commands, he. would discharge tlrem from his ser- 
vice. 

But the impediments were not -to Ire Surmounted ; 
in less tlrnn aweek it was formally reported to Byron 
that Missolonghi could not furnish the means of un- 
dertaking the si^e of I..epanto,.upon which his Lord- 
sl)ippro|K)sed that Lepanto should be only blockaded 
by two thousand nreq. Before any actual step was 
hbwever taken, two spits came iu with a report that 
the Albanians in garrison at Lejianto bad seized the 
citadel, and were determined to SurVemler it to his 
f.ordship. Still the'ex]>edition lingered ; at last, on 
the 14tli of February, six weeks after Byron’s arrival' 
at )dissoIonghj, if was detenuined that an advanced 
giuyd of ibrcp Imndred soldiers, under tlw* command 
of t^ount Gamba, should march fur I..e{)anto, and that 
Ix)rd Byron, with rtte main body, should follow. Thfe 
Suliotes were, Imwevcr, still exorbitant, calling for 
fresh contributions for themselves and then- families. - 
His troubles werc' increasing, and every new rush of 
I be angry tide rose nearer and nearer his heart; still, 
his fortitude enabled him to preserve an outward ^low 
of e/manimity.. But, on the very day after the deter- 
mination had been adopted to send fqrward the ad- 
vanced guards his constitution gave way. 

He was sitting in Colonel Stanha|)e’s room, talking 
jestingly, according to his wonted manner, w ith C»v|>- 
tain Parry, when his eyes and forehead occaskmally 
• discovered tlwt he was agitated by strong feelings. 
On n^udden he complained of weakness in one of bis 
legs ; ,he rose, but finding himself unable to walk, 
^lled for assistance; he then feliinto a violent ner- 
vous convulsion, and was placed upon a bed ; while, 
the fit lasted, his face was hideously distorted ; hut in 
the course of a few niinates the convulsion ceased, 
and he Itegan to recover his senses : bis speech return- 
ed, and lie soon rose, apparently well. During the 
stniggie his strength was pretematurally augmented, 
and when it was over, he beliaved- with his usual 
firmness. I conceive,” says Colonel Stanhope, 
“ that this fit was occasioned by over-excitement. 
The mind uf Byron is like a volcano ; it is full of fire, 
wrath, and combustibles, and when this matter comes 
to he strongly agitated, the explosion is dreadful. 
With resj^t to the causes which produced this excess 
of feeling, Uiey are beyond my reach, except one great 
cause; the provoking conduct of the Suliotes.” 
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A few after this distressing mcidentf^ new 
<)ccurrence arose, wliirh materially disturbed Cho 
tranquillity o( Hyron. A Suliote, accompanied by the 
soRf a little boy, of Marco Botzaris, with another 
man, w'olked into the seragliOj a kind of citidei, 
which bad been used as a' barrack for the Sullotes, 
andont of which they had been ejected with difHcuIty, 
when it w'as required for the reception of stores and 
the establishment of n laboratory- The sentinel or- 
dered them bock, but the Suliotc advanced. Theser* 
geaot of the guard, a German, puslied him back. The 
Suliote struck the sergeant ; they closed ainl stnig' 
gted. Tlw Suliote drew his pistol ; the German 
wrenched it from him, imd empti(*d the pan. At this 
moment a Swedish, adventurer, Captain Sa$a. seeing 
tlie quarrel, ordered the Suliote to be faken to the 
guard-room.' TheSuhote would have departed, but 
the Gemvm still held him. TheSwede drew bis sabre, 
the Suliote his other pistol. The Swede stnick hiqi 
with the flat of bis sword; the Suliote unsheathe<t 
his ataglian, and uearly cut off the le/l arm of hia-an- 
tagonist, and then sliot hird^through the hetid. The 
other Ihiliotes would not deliver up tlieir comrade, for 
he w'as celebrated araung theiii for distinguislicd bra- 
very. The wofkUien.io the laboratory refused to 
work : they required to be sent home to Knglnnd, 
declaring, they had come out to labour peaceably, 
and not to be exposed to assassinalioq. These un- 
toward Dccurrejices deeply vexed Byron, and tliere was 
no mind of sufikieut energy with him to cootrbl the 
increasing disorders. Dul tlioiigh convinced, as in- 
deed be iKid been persuaded from the beginning in his 
•own mind, that he could not render any assistance to 
Uie cause be>'ond mitigating tlic Ceroctous spirit in 
which tlte war was condj^ted, bis pride and honour 
would not allow him to quit Greece. 

In a letter written soon aBer his lirst attack, he 
says, am p good deal better, though of course 
weakly. The leeches took too much blood from my 
tempM the day after, and there was. some diffleuity 
in etopping it; but 1 have been up doily, and out in 
lK>ats or on horseback. To-day I have Uiken a w arm 
hafh, and live as temperately ai^ can well be, w ithout 
any liqiii<k but water, and w ithout any arrinial food."* 
'Fheo adverting to the turhulcuces of tlie Suliotcs, he 
.adkls, ** but I still hope better things, and will stand 
bylfac. cause as long as my health amt ciraimstances 
will perntit me to be supposed useBil.*’ Subsequently, 
when pressed to ieave-the marshy and deleterious air 
of Missolunghi, he replied still nwre forcibly, “ I can- 
not quit Gi>eece while there is a chance of my being 
of feven supposed) utility. Tliere is a stakp w'orth 
Bullions sudi as I am, and while I can stand at all I 
must stand by the cause, \ybiie I say'U^is, I am- 
aware of the dinirulties, and dissensions, and defects 
of tlie Greeks themselves; but allowance must be 
made for Hicin by all reasonable people."' • 

After this attack of epilepsy* Lord Dyro({ benme 
disinclined to pursue, hi.s scheme against Ljy anto. 
Indeed it may be said that in his riremnstaoa^t was 
impracticable ; for alUiongh the Suliotes repented of 


their insubordination, they yet had an (dijectioo to 
the service, ond said ** they would not light against 
stone Wails." All thought of the expedition was ia 
consequence nbandonixf, and Uie destinies of poor 
Byron were hastening to tli^r cousuinaation. Ha 
began to complain ! 

In speaking to Parry one day of the Greek Com- 
mittee in Ixiqdon, he said, I have been grossly ill- 
treated by the Committee. In Italy Mr. lUaquiere. 
their agent, informed me that every requisite siqiply 
would be forwVded with all despatch. I was dU- 
I posed to come to Greece, but I hastened my departure 
in consequence of earnest ^iCitatioir^. No time was 
to be lost, 1 w as told, and Mr. fllaquiere, instead of 
waiting on me at his return from Greece, left a poltrv 
- note, which gave me no infornKstlon whatever. If 
ever I meet will) him, I shall not fail to inentioo my 
surprisy at his conduct ; hut it has U‘en all of a piece. 

I w’ish tl>e acting Committee had ^ad some U Cbe 
trouble which has fallen on me since my arrival here : 
tliey would have been more prompt m thdr proceed- 
ings, and would liave known better what the coenrtry 
stood ill need of. ’ They would not have delayedtbr 
supplies a day, nor have sent out German ofBeen. 

' pwr feBows, to starve at Missotooghi, but for niyas- 
I sistance. I ami a plain man, and cannot comprebend 
' the use. of prinling-presses to a people w bodouot 
read. Here theCommittee have sent supplies of 
I suppose Uiat 1 may trach tlieyoimg uiountaiocm 
. geography. 'Here are btigle-homs w ithout Imgle-mei. 

and it is a ebanre if we can find any body in Greece 
. to Mow them. ' Books are sent to people who want 
gtms ; they ask for swords, and the Committee give 
. them the. lever of a printing-press. ** 

My future intentions," continued his Lordship. 

! ** as to Greece, ihay be explained to a few* words. 1 
. wiU remain licre until she is secure against the Turks. 

I or till she has fallen under their power. All my ia- 
' conie sliaU be spent in her service ; but, iinlessdriveo 
I by 'some great necessity,.! will not touch a fartbiw: 
of the sum intended Ibr my sistej-'s children. tVlul- 
ever 1 can mvomplish w ith my Income, and my per- 
sonal exertions, shall be ebrerfiilly done. 

I Greece is secure against external memies, 1 will leave 
j the GrecHs to settle their government as they like- 
One aervice more, and an eminent service it will be, 

I think I niay perform for them. You, I*arry,^l 
have a schoooer built for me,' or I will buy a vessel; 
the Greeks -shall invest me wjih the character oflbeir 
' ambassador, or agent : I wifl goto the Ignited States, 
and procure that free and enlightened govemment to 
set the -example of recognising the federatioa 
Greece as an inde|»endeot state, this done, England 
must follow thy example, and then the fate of 
will be permanently fixed, and she w ill enter into 
all her riglits as a member of the great commonwealth 
of (Christian Europe.'" 

This intention will, to nit who liave ever looked ** 
tlie effects of fortune on individuals, sufllcjently sboq 
that Byron's part in the world was nearlydone. 
he lived, and recovered be.slth. it lAight have proved 
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jie was tbeo ooly in^DoUKr lunation : bla first 
was when be passed froni poesy to heroism^ But as 
it was, it has only served to show (hat hiTmind had 
suffered by the decadency of his circumstances, and 
bow much the idea of setf^exaltathin entered 

into all bis plans. The business was secondary to 
the s^le in which it should he performed. Building 
a vessel ! why think of the conveyance at all ? as if the 
means of going to America were so scarce that there 
might be difficulty in fipdio^ tbem. But bis mind 
was passing fgipi him. . *il)e intention was unsoynd 
««.{aDtas)Mi|l dream of bravery in AUge^begotten 
of the erroneous supposition cabinrts of 

Cfaristeodom would remain 'unconcerned spectators 
of the triumph of the Greeks, or even of any very iong 
procra«tmatioa of tbeir struggle. 


CHAPTEBlLVI 

Tte tSiClSneu and Deatb of Lord Bfroo.— ub tail Poem* 

Althol'GH in common parlance it may be said, 
that after the attack of epilepsy Lord Byron's general 
health did not'appeor to have been essentially im- 
paired, the appeatance was fallacious ; bis constitu* 
non had received a vital shock, and the exciting causes, 
veiatioQ and confusion, continued to exasperate lus 
irritation. 

On the 1st of March be i^mplained of frequent ver- 
tigos, which made him feel as though he were into?fi- 
cated ; but no effectual means were taken to remove . 
these portentous symptoms; and he regularly enjoy- | 
ed his daily exercise, sometimes in boats, but oftener' 
on horseback. His physician thought him convales- 
cent : his ihind, however, was in constant excitemeut; 
it rested not even during sleep. 

On the 9th of April, while sailing,. he washover- 
taken by the rain, and got very wet; on his return 
borne, he changed the whole of his dress ; hut'Yie had 
been too long in his wet clothes, and the stamina of 
his constitution being shaken, coutd not withstand 
the effects. In little more than two hours he was 
seized with rigors, fever, and rheumatic painf. l)u- 
rtog the night, however, he slept In his. accustomed 
manner, but in the morning be complained of pains 
and head-ache ; still this did not prevent him from 
going out on horseback in the afternoon — it was for 
the last time. 

On returning home, be observed to one of the ser- 
vants, that the saddle was not perfectly dry, from 
having been so wet the day before, and that he thought 
it had made him worse. He soon after became af- 
fected with almost constant shivering; sudorific me- 
dicinea were administered, and blood-letting pro- 
posed ; but, though he took the drugs; he obj<y:ted to 
the bleeding. Another physician was in consequence 
caUed in to see if the rheumatic fever could beappeased 
without the loss of bfood. The doctor approved of 
tbi medicinea prescribed, and was not opposed to the 
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opinion. that blaedjng was but Mid it might 

be deferred till ihe next da^’. 

. On the Hth be seemed rather'better, but the me- 
dicines hod produced no effect. 

On the 12th be was confined to bed with fever, and 
his illness appeared to be increasing ; be was very 
low, and complained oTuot having had any sleep du- 
ring the ni^ ; but the medical gentlemen saw no 
cause for alarm. Or. Bruno, his own physician, 
again pro(K)sed bleeding; the stranger still, however, 
thought it might be deferred, and BvTon bhnselfwas 
opposed to it. “ You will die,” said Dr; Bruno, “if 
you do not allow yourself to be bled.” “ You wish 
to get t)>c reputation of curing my disease,” replied 
his Lordship, that is w by you teli me it is so serious ; 
but I w ill not pennit you to bleed me*’* 

On the tSth he sat up for some time, after a sleep- 
less night, and still complained of a pain in bis bones 
and bead. 

On the 14th he also left bis bed. The fevet was 
less, but the debility greater, and .the pain in bis bead 
was uodiroinished. His valet became alarimid, and, 
doubtful of the 'skill of the doctors around him, en- 
treated permission to send to Zante for an English 
physician ofgtvater reputation. His Lordshipdesired 
him to consult the others, which bedid, and they told 
;him there was no occasion to call in any person, as 
^ they hoped all would be well in a few days. 

|1is Lordship now be^an to doubt if bi& disease was 
understood, and remarked repeatedly in the course of 
this day^ that he was sure the doctors did not under- 
stand it. “Tlien, my Lord,” said Fletcher, his va- 
let, “ liave otheradvice.” “Tlieytell me,” rejoined 
his Lordship, “ that it is only a common cold, which 
you know I have had a thousand tiroes.” 

' “ I api' sure you never bad one of so serious a na- 
■Uire.” 

“ I think I never had.” * - ’ 1ST 

Plet<te then went again to the physicians, and 
repeatdfi bis solicitations that the doctor in Zante 
might be sent fbr, but was again assured that bis 
master w ould be better in two or three days, , 
At length ^tbe doctor who had too easily consented 
to the postptaement of the bleeding, seeing the prog- 
nbsticationsof Dr. Bruno more and more confirmed, 
urged the necessity of bleeding, and of no longer de- 
lay. This convinc^ Byron, who was himself greatly 
averse to ^e operation, that they did not understand 
bis case. . . * 

On the l$th his Lordship felt the pains abated, 
insomuch that he was able to transact some busi- 
ness. ’ , ’ , 

On the 16th he wrote a letter, but towards tbe 
evening he became worse, and a pound of blood was 
taken from.him.* §till the disease was making pro- 
gress, but Dr. Bruno dfd not yet seem much alarr^ , 
on the contrary, be tlioiight were more blood removed^ 
his recovery was certain. 

bis master, urging him to comply wi^^s dodlor's 
wishes. “ I fear,” said his Lordship, “ they know 
nothing about my disorder, but”~and he stretched 
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out his here, take my arm, and do v)utever 

you like.” 

On the 17Ui his countenance was changed; during 
the niglit he had become weaker, and a slight degree 
of delirium, in which he raved of fighting, had come 
on. In the course of the day he was bled twice; in 
the morning; and at two in the afternoon. The 
bleeding, on both occasions, was followed by fainting 
fits. On this day he said to Fletcher, I cannot 
sleep, and you well know that 1 have not been able 
to sleep for more than a week. 1 know that a man 
can only be a certain time without sleep, and then be 
must go mad, w ithout any oue being able to save him ; 
and 1 would ten times sooner shoot myself than be 
mad, for 1 am not afraid of dylng^l am more lit to 
die than people think.'' | 

On the 18th his Lordship first began to dread that i 
his fate was inevitable. ** I fear,'" said he to Fletcher, - 
“ you and tila will be ill by sitting up constantly 
nigbt and day; " and he appeared much dissatisfied 
with his medical treatment. Flclciier again entreated 
permission to send for Dr. Tliomas, at Zante: **Do 
so, but be quick," said his Lordship, 1 am sorry 1 
did not let you do so before, as 1 am sure they hav$ 
mistaken my disease ; write yourself, for 1 know they 
would not like to see oUier doctors here." 

Not a moment was lost in executing the order, and ' 
on Fletcher informing the doctors w hat lie had done, . 
they said it was right, as thej.’ now began to be afraid 
themselves. Have you sent F " said his lordship, 

wlien Flelclier return^ to liim.— I have, my Lord." 

You liave done well, for 1 should like to know 
what Is the matter with me." 

From that time his Lordship grew every hour 
weaker and weaker ; and he liad occasional flights of 
delirium. In the intervals he was, however, quite 
self'posscssed, and said to Fletcher, 1 now begin to 
think I am seriously' ill;, and in case 1 should be taken 
off sudidenly,^! wisii to give you several (Unctions, 
which 1 hope you w ill be particular in seeing exe- 
cuted." Fletcdier in reply expressed his hope that 
he would live many years, and execute them himself. 

>'o, it isnow nearly over ; 1 must tell you all with- 
out losing a moment." 

Shall I go, iny Lord, and fetch pen, ink, and paper? ” 

Oil my God! no, you will lose too inuch time, 
and I have it'not to .spare, for my time is now short 
Kow pay attention^you will be provided for." 

** 1 beseech you, my Lord, to proceed with Uiiiigs 
of more consequence.” 

Uis liOrdship.tben added, 

“Oh, my poor dear child! — my dear Ada!— My 
God I could 1 have but seen her— give her my blessing 
— and my dear sister Augusta, and her children— and 
you will go to Lady Byron and ,say — tell her every 
thing— you are Irieods with her." 

Reappeared to be greatly affected at this moment. 
His Toiop failed, and only words could be caught at 
iotenrals; ^ be kept muttering something very 
seriously far some time, and, after raising his voice, 
said, , . ' 


“ Fletcher, now if you do not execute every order 
whicli I have given you, I will torment you hereslter, 
if possible." 

This little speech is the last characteristic expres- 
sion whi<di escapc4 from the dying man. He knew 
Fietdier’s superstitious tendency, and it cannot be 
questioned that the Uireat was the last feeble flash of 
his prankfulness. The faithful valet replied, in con- 
sternation, that he bad not understood one word of 
what his l/irdsbfp had been saying. . 

“ Oh! my God!" was the reply, “ then all is lost, 
for it is now Ipfl. late 1 Can it be possible you have 
not understodBfc?" 

“ Xo, my Lo&, but 1 pray you to try and infotm 
me once ihore." 

“ How can 1 ? it is now too late, and all is ow." 

“ Xot our will, but God’s be done," said Fletcher ; 
and his Lordship made another eftort, saying, 

“ Yes, not mine be done— 4iut I will try” — and he 
made several attempts to speak, but could only repeat 
two or three words at a time, such as 

“ My wife! my diild— my sister — you know all — 
you must say all— you know my wishra."— -The rest 
was unintelligible. 

A consultation with three otb« doctors, inaddiUon 
totlie twophysicians in regulair attendance, wasnow 
held f and they appeared to think the disease wu 
changingfrominflajnmatorydiathesisto languid; and 
ordered stimulants to be administered. Dr. Bruno 
opposed -this with the greatest wannth; and pointed 
out that the symptoms wd« those, not of an altera- 
tion in the. disease, but of a fever flying to the broio, 
w liicb was violently attacked by it ; and, that the sti- 
mulants thC)’ proposed would kill more speedily thui 
tbe disease itself. ^Vhile, on tlie other ^nd, by co- 
pious bleeding, and the medicines tliat had been taken 
before, he might still be saved. The other pliysicians, 
however, were of a different opinion ; and then Dr. 
Brunodeclaredhe would risk no further responsibility. 
Feruvianbark and wine were then administered. Af- 
ter taking these stimulants, his l^ordsbip expressed a 
wish to sleep. His last words wertt “ ^ sleep 
now;" and* he composed bims^$^rdingly, but 
never awoke again. 

For four-and-twenty hours lie continued in a state 
of lethargy, w ithtlie rattles occasionally in bis throat. 
At sU o'clock in Uie morning of the 19ih, Fletcher, 
who was watching by his bedside, saw him open his 
eyes, and then shut them, apparently without pain, 
or moving hand or foot. “ >!>' God ! " exclaimed tise 
faithful valet, “ 1 fear his Lordship is gone." The 
doctors felt bis pulse— it was so. 

. After Ufe'a fitful lever bo aleq)* well. . 

I But the fittest dirge is his own lay, writjifen on the 
I day he completed his thirty-sixth year, soon after hia 
I arrival at Missolongbi, wlien his hopes of obtain- 
I ing distinction in the Greek cause were, perh;ps, 
I brightest; and yet it breathes of dejection almost to 
I boding. 
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* T b CliM ihii bcart ilioiild be aoiDored, 

Sioee others U has ceased to move, 

Tel thousl) I caofwH be belorod, 
let me lore. 

Mjr dart are in the jrdlow leaf. 

The flowers abd Trtilis of lore are gone. 

The worm, the caokrr. aod ilie grid 
AVe mhie alone. 

The Are Ibat ia ray btuncn preys 
Is like to some vulcaoic Ivle* 

5o lordi b Uodied at Its l>Uie~ 

A fuoaral plJe. 

Tfie hope, the Tears, the jealous care. 

The eialled portloQ of ihp paJn, 

And power of lave I caimot share. 

But wear the ctuio. 

But *t b not here->il b not here— ' 

Such ibotighls should shake my lool ; nor now 
Where glory seab the hcro s bier. 

Or bfbds bit brow. 

The aworJ , the baoner, and the Add. 

Glory and Greece around us see ; 

The SparCan borne upon his shield 
Was not more (Tee. 

Awake I not Greece— she b awake !— 

Awake, my spirit! think through whom 
My ille-blood tastes Its parent lake— 

And then strike home! 

t traad redvhig psssiooi down, 

Gnwerthy manhood! L'nto (har 
lodillerent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

tf Ihon regret thy yonlh. why Ibe? 

The hod of honourable death 
U here— up to the'llcld, and give 
Away thy breath. 

Seek oni— less often sought than found— 

A sokJler’a grave— for lliee the best. 

Ttien look around, and choose thy gronod. 

And lake thy rest. 


CIIAPTEH XLVII 

The fttoeral preparatkms and Anal obsequies. 

Thi death of lord Byron was felt by all Greece 
as a national misfortune. Frpm the moment it was 
known that fears were entertained for his life, tlie 
progress of Uie disease was watched with d\t deepest 
anxiety and sorrow. On Easter Sunday, the day bn 
which he expired, thousands of the in'liabiLints of 
Missolonghi had assembled on tlie spacious plain on 
the outside of the cHy, accordinp to an ancient cus- 
tom, to exchange the salutation.s of the morning; but 
on this occasion it was remarked, that instead of the. 
wonted congratulation. ** Christ is risen,” they in- 
quired first “ How is Lord B>Ton ? ” 

On the event being made known, the Provisional 
Government assembled, and a proclamation, of which 
tbe IbUhinDg is a translation, was issued : 


lord'byrom. 

**Pnnri4onal Guvenimenl of tVeitera Grerce. 

** Tlie day of festivity and rejoicing is turned into 
one of sorrow and mourning. 

“ The Lord ^■oel Byron deported this life at eleven ■ 
o'clock last night, after an illness of ten days. His 
death was caused by an inflammatory fever. Such 
was the effect of his Lordship's illness on the public 
mind, that all classes had forgotten their usual re- 
creations of Easter, even before the afflicting erenl 
was appreiiended. 

The loss of this illustrious individual is undoubt- 
edly to be deplored by all Greece ^ but it nuisl be 
more especially a subject of lamentation at Misso- 
longhi, wliere his generosity has been so conspi- 
cuously displajed, and of which he had become a 
citixen, witli the ulterior determination of partici- 
pating in all the dangers of the war. 

Every body is acquainted with tlie beneficent 
acts of his Lordship, and none can cease to bail his 
name as that of a real benefactor. 

Until, therefore, the final determination of the 
national Government be known, and by virtue of the 
powers with which it has been pleased to invest me, 

I hereby decree : 

“ Isl T^tmorrow morning, at day-Ught, thirty- 
seven mimiFe guns shall be fired from the grand bat- 
tery, being the number which corresponds with the 
age of tbe illustrious deceased. 

ad. All the public offices,' even to the tribanals. 
arc to remain dosed for three successive days. 

“3d. All the shops, except those in which provi- 
sions or medidnes are sold, will also be shut ; and 
it is strictly enjoined lliat every species of public 
amusement and other demonstrations of festivity at 
Easter may be suspended. 

“4th. A general mourning will be observed for 
twenty-one days. 

“ Stli, Prayers and a funeral service are to be of- 
fered up in all tlie churches. 

“A. MAVROCORGATOS. 

“GeuBGii Piumis. 

*’Secrrlaiy. 

“Given at Missolonghi, Ibis 19th dnj'of April, 1824.” 
The funeral oration was written, and delivered on 
the occasion, by Sphridion Tricoupi, aod ordered by 
the government to Jie published, token of re- 
spect that reverence could suggest, o^stora and re- 
ligion sanction, was omitted by the public oulkarilies, 
nor by the people. 

Lord BvTon having omitted to give directions for 
the disposal of his body, some difliculty arose nliout 
&ing the place of interment. But, alter being eni- 
balmrd, it was sent, on tlie 2d of May, to Zante, 
where it was met by Lord Sidney Osborne, a rela- 
tion of Lord Byron by marriage — ^the secretary of the ' 
, senate at Corfu. ' . ■ , . 

It was the wish of ^rd Sidn^Oibonie, ajgd others, 
that the interment ilioaldf be in Zante; Hot {he Eng. 
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lUh opposed the prc^sition In the most decided 
manner. It was then suggested that it should be 
cof^veyed to Athens, and deposited In tlie temple of 
Theseus, or in the l^arthcnon— I'lysses Ody sseus, the 
governor of Athens, having sent M express to Mis- 
solonghi, to solicit the remains for that city; but,' 
before it arrived, U>ey were already in Zante, and a 
vessel engaged to carry them to I^ondon, in the ex- 
|)i|ttatioii thattliey would be deposited in Westminster 
Ahw^ or St. Paul's. 

On the 25lh of May the Florida leftZante with the 
body, wbicli Colonel Stanhope accompanied ; and on 
the ^th of June H reached the Downs. After the 
ship was cleared from quarantine, Mr. HoMioitse, 
with his liordship's solicitor, received it from Co- 
lonel Stanhope, and, by their directions, it was re- 
moved to the house of Sir £. Knatchbull, m W'est- 
minster, where it lay In stale several days. 

TlMcdignitaries of the Abpey and of St. Paul's hav- 
ing, as it was said, reAised |>ermis5i6n to deposit the 
remains in either of tliese great national receptacles 
of the illustrious dead, it was detcruiined tliat they 
should be laid in tbe am'fstral vault of the Byronr 
The funeral, Instead of being public, was in conse- 
quence private, and attended, by only a few select 
Mends to llucknell, a small village alxnt two miles 
from Newstead Abbf», in the church of which the 
vaulUs situated; there thg coffm was deposited, in 
cofilmniiy to a wish early expressed by the [>oet, that 
his dust might be mingled w ith his mother's. Yet, 
unmeet and plain as the solemnity was in its dr- 
cumstances, a remarkaJ)lc incident gave it intdestand 
distlnation : as it passed along the streets of London, 
a uiior was observed walking uncovered near the 
hearse, and on being osked what lie was doing there, 
replied that he bad served Lord Byron in the Levant, 
and had come to pay his last respects to his remains; 
a simple but emetic testintony to the sincerity of 
that regard which his Lordship often inspired, and 
which with more steadiness he might always have ' 
commanded. 


LnsD BvaoK, or RoQsokLi.' 

BOM m LOSDOR, JAIU4ST it, IVSIt 
mio AT XllSSOLOKMI. 

IS VVUTUUI OIUCI.- 

« AFsu IS, ini. 

Bedde the coflin tlie um is placed, the inscription 
on which is, 

PTUkh* tkit wni art depetited qbe Vttrf. braUu, f/r., 
of tkt <Ueta*td tmd ayros. 


•• CBAPTER XlYDI. 

^ ' Tbe Charaator of Lori Byroo. 

My endeavour, in the foregoing pages, has been to 
give a general view of 4 lie intellecUial character of 
^Lord Byron; with only the most innuential incidents 
^ of his lif^, and such occurresces u might make Uie 


LORD BYRON. 

l)Ook interesting. It did not accord with this plan 
to enter mmuteiv into the details of his private life, 
which 1 suspect wa% not greatly different from that 
of any other person of his rank, not distinguished for 
partimbr severity of manners, lii some respectsliis 
Lordship was, ho doubt, peculiar. He possessed a 
vivacity of sensibility holcoiitnion, and talents ^f a 
very extraordinary kind. He was also distinguished 
for superior personal elegance, particularly in bis 
bust. The style and character of his head was -uni- 
versally admired; but perhaps the beauty of his phy- 
siognomy has been more highly spoken of thao'it 
really merited. Its ^hief grace consisted, when he 
was in a gay humour, of a liveliness which gave a 
joyous medniiig to every articulation of the muscles 
and features : w'hen he was less agreeably dis|>osed, 
the expression was morose to a very ropulsive degree. 
It Is, however, unnecessary |o descrilie lits personal 
character here. I have alrudy said enough, rod- 
dentally< to explain, rhy full opinion of it. In the 
mass, i do not think it was calculated to attract much 
permanent affection or esteem. In tlie detail it was 
the reverse : few men possessed mortcomponionablc 
quali^es than Lord B)*ron did occasionally; and smb 
at intervals in those felicitous nioments, I imagine 
it would have been difflcult to have said, that a more 
interesting companion had been previously met with. 
But‘he was not alwav’s In that fascinating slate of 
pleasantry : he was as often otherwise; and no two 
individuals could j>e more distinct Irom each oUier 
tlian Byron in his gaiety and in big gloom. This an- 
tithesis w as the great cause of that diversity of opi- 
nion concerning him, whidifcas so much divided his 
Iriends and adversaries. Of his character as a ik^ 
there can be no difference of opinion, but only a dif- 
ference in the degree of admiration. 

Excellence in talent, as in every other thing, Is 
coroparativet but the universal republic of letters will 
acknowledge, that in energy of expression and live- 
1 liness of imagery, Bj’ron had no equal in his own 
' lime. Doubts, indeed, may be entertained, if in 
tliese high qualities even Shaksp^nre himself was his 
superior. - 

1 am not disposed to think with many of those who 
rank the genius of Byron almost os supreme, that be 
has shown less skill iii tlie construction of bis ploU> 
and the development of his lalcs^ Uum niiglit have 
been expected from one so splendidly endowed ; for 
it bos ever appeared to roe that be hM accourpUsi^ 
in them every thing be proposed to atpjin,and ilut in 
this consisisonc of bis great merits. His mind, fervid 
and impassioned, was in all bis composilioos, exc^t 
Don Juan, eageriy fixed on tbe catastrophe. He ever 
lield the goal fuH in view, and drove to it ^ ^ 
most immediate manner. By this straightforward 
simplicity all the interest which intricacy excites w« 
of necessity disregarded. He is therefore not treated 
justly when it is supposed that he might hat* **one 
better had he shown more art : the wonder is that he 
should have produced such magnificent effects with 
so little. He could not have made the satiated and 
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■•UtativeBarM w darkling and excuriive, haH he 
Heated him as the hero of a scholastic epic. I1ie 
might of the poet in such creations lay in the fiches 
of his diction, and in. the felicity with which he de- 
icribed feelings in;j|elation to the aspect of scenes 
and the reminiscences with tvhich the scenes them- ' 
solTes were associated. 

If in language sqd plan he he so excellent, it may 
be asked why should he not he honoured with that 
preeminent niche in the temple which so many in the 
world hare by suffrage assigned to him ? Simply be- 
cause, with all the life and beauty of his style, the 
rigour and truth of his descriptions, the boldness of 
his conceptions, and the reach of his .vision in the 
dark abysses of passion, t.ord Byron was but iinper- 
fdclly acquainted with human nature. He looked but 
on the outside of man. No characteristic action dis- 
tinguishes one of his heroes from another, nor is there 
much dissimilarity in their sentiments; they hare no 
indiriduality ; they stalk and pass in mist and gioom, 
^'m, ghastly, and potrtenlous, mysterious shadows, 
entities of the fwili^t, weird things like the sceptred 
dligies of the unborn issue of Banquo. 

Combided with rast power, Lord Byron possessed, 
beyond all question; the greatest degree of originality 
of any poet of this age. Jn this rare quality be has 
no parallel in any age. All other poets and inrentire. 
aulknnt W nteasurad in their excellence by the ac- 
curacy WA which they fit sentiments appropriate ' 
not only fn'Ifae characters they create, but to the si- 
tuations in xrfaieh,tbcy place them : the works of Lord 
Byron diapIliy-tiM oppOTite to this, and with the most 
extraordinary splendour. Jle endows his creations 
with his own qualities ; he finds in the situations in 
rrhich ho plages then), only opportnnitied to express 
what be baa himself felt or suffered ; and yet be mixes 
so much prabnbnity In the circumstances, that they 
are alwa^ eloqueptly'proper. - He does everything, 
as it were, . the' nroMe.df other poeU ; in the air and 
sea, which have.beoi hi 'all times the' emblems of 
change and the similitudes' of inconstancy, he has 
discovered the very' principles of permanency. The 
ocean id bis view,.not by its vastness, its unfathom- 
ablg depths, and its limitless extent, becomes an 
inuge of deity.'faat its unchangeable character. 

The variety of bis productions present a. prodigious 
display of power. In.his short career he has entitled 
lujnseif to be ntike#ih the first class of the British 
poets for gri^^.aloae...'’ By Childe Hdrold, and bis 
other poems ^ snnd mood, he has extended the 
scope of feeling, qtade US acquainted with new trains 
of association, awakened sympathies which few sus- 
piMtad tbcnuclvea of possessing ; and he has laid open 
darkm recesses in the boatmi |han were previously 
supposed to exist. .The deep and dreadful caverns of 
remorse had inag been explored ; but hewas the first 
to visit the bottOBiiess pit jof satiety. 

The delineafion ofdial Prometbeau fortitude which 
(MM conscience, as he has sbo^itln Manfred, is 
4>is greatest aditeveioeDto The terrific fables of Mar- 
love, and of Goethe, in their respectire versions of 
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th&legend of Faustus, baddisclosed the atiaost writh> 
ings which remorse, in the fiercest of its torments, 
can e-vpress ; hut what are these Laocoon agonJea lo. 
the sublime serenity of Manfred ? In the power, the 
originality, and the genius combined, of that unex- 
ampled performance, Lord Byron has placed himself 
on an equality vath Milton. The Satan of the Pai:a- 
dise Lost is animated by motives, and dignified by an 
eternal-enterprise. He hath purposes of infinite pro- 
spect to perform, and an immeasurable ambition to 
satisfy.' Manfred hath neither purpose, noi^ ambi- 
tion; nor any desire that seeks gratification. He hath 
done a deed w hich severs him from hope, as ever- 
lastingly. as the apostasy with the angels Iws dote 
Satan. He acknowledges no contrition to bespeak 
commiseration, he complains of no wrong to justify 
revenge, for he feels none; he despises sympathy, and 
aln>ost glories in his perdition. He is like tlie spirit 
of one who, after crimes, having committed self- 
slaughter, stands calm in the bucket as he js lowered 
down the hatchway of hell. • 

The creation of such atliaracter is-in the sublimest 
degree of originality ; to give it appropriate thoughts 
and feelings required powers worthy of the coocqi- 
tion ; and to make.,it susceptible of being contem- 
plated as within the scope and range of human sym- 
pathy, places B)Ton above all his contemporaries and 
antecedents. . Milton has described in Satan the great- 
es^ of human passions, supernatural attributes, di- 
rected^ to immortal intentSi .and stung with inextin- 
gulfibable revenge;’ but Satan is only a dilatation of 
man. Manfred is loftier and worse, than Satan ; he 
has conquered punishment, having within himself a 
greater than bell can Inflict. There is a fearful mys- 
tery in this conception ; it is only by solei|lDly qpes- 
lioning the spirits that lurk w ithin the dark meta- 
phors in which Mrmfred expresses himself, that the 
hideou.s secrets of the ch.iracter can be conjectured. 

But although in iDtetlectuai power, and in creative 
originality, Byron is entitled to stand on the highest 
peak of the mountain, his verse is often so harsh, and 
|:his language so obscure, that in the power of delight-v 
ing he is only a poet of the second class. *He had all 
tlie talent and the means requisite to imbody hiscom- 
ceptions in a manner worthy of their might and ma- 
jesty ; his trexi.sury was rich in every thing rare and 
beautiful for illustration, but he possessed riot the ^ 
instinct requisite to guide him in the selection of the 
things necessary to the inspiration of delight;— he 
cotdd give bis statue life, and beauty, and warmth, 
and motion, and eloquence, but not a tuneful voice. 

Some curious metaphysicians, in their subtle criti- 
cism, have said that Don Juan was but the bright side | 
of Childe Harold^ and that all Its roost brilliant image- 
ry yeu similar to that of which the dark and ttie sba- y 
dows were delineated in his other works. It may be 
so. And, without question, H great similarity runs- 
throiigh every thing that has come from the poet's 
pen ; but it is a family resemUance, the progeny are 
all like one another ; but where are those wbaare like 
them f I know of no author in prose or rhyme, in 


XCIV 


THE LIFE OF LOHD BTROK. 


tb« English language, with whom Byron can be com- 
pared. Imitators of his manner there will bo often 
ami many, but he will ever remain one of tbe few 
whom tile world acknowledges are alikcsupreme, and 
yet unlike each other— epochal characters, who mark 
eitraordinary periods in history. 

Rapliael is the only man of preeminence whose ca^ 
reercan be compared with that of Byron ; at an age 
when the genius of must men- is but in the dawning, 
they bad both attained their meridian of glor}% and 
they both died so early, that it may be said tiicy were 
lent to the world only to show th^ height to which 
the mind may ascend when time shall be allowed to 
aicomplisb the full cultivation of such extraordinary 
endowments. 
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AltECTOTES OP LORD BTRON. . ^ 

Thb detached anecdotes of Lord Byron ore numer- 
ous, and maity of tliem mudi to his credit ; those that 
are so, I am desirous to preserve, and should have 
Interwoven them in the body of tbe work, could I 
have found a fltting place for doing so, or been able 
to have made them part and pared of a systematic 
uarratiTe. 

Byron has been sometimes accused of parsimony 
and love of gain ; but there are instances of tbe con- 
trary more than sufHcient to confute fully tliat diarge. 

A young lady of considerable talents, but who had 
never been able to succeed in turning them to any 
profitable account, was reduced to great hardsliips 
through tbe misfortunes of her family. The only 
persona from whom she could iiave hoped for relief 
wete abroad ; and urged on, more by the sufferings 

those, she lield dear, than by her own, summoned 
up resolution to wait on Lortf Byron at his apartments 
in the Albany, and solicit his subscription to a volume 
e of poetne : she liad no previous knowledge of him,, 
except freun hts works ; but, from the boldness and 
feeling expressed in them, she concluded tliat be roust 
be a man of a kind heart and amiable dispositioi^ 
She entered the apartment with difOdence, but soon 
found courage to state her request, which she did 
with simplicity and delicacy. He listened with at- 
tention -y and, when she bad done speaking, lie, as if 
to divert her thoughts from a mbject which could not 
but be painhil to her, began to converse with her in 
words so fascinating, and tones so gentle, that she 
hardly perceived lie had been writing, until he put a 
slip of paper into her band, saying it was bis subscrip- 
tion, and that be most heartily wislied her success. 
** But,” added he, ** we are both young, and the world 
is very censorious ; and so if I were to take aiiy ac- 
tive part in procuring subscribers to your poems, I 
fear it would do you harm, rather than good.” The 
young lady, overpower^ by the prudence and delicacy 
of his conduct, took her leave ; and upon opening the 


pap^ in the street, which in her agitation she had 
not previously lodied at, she found it was a draft 
upon bis banker for fifty pounds.”— Cqpf. Afedtrin. 

While in the island of Cephalonia, at Metaxata, an 
embankment, near wliicb several persons had been 
engaged digging, fell in, and buri^ some of them 
alive. He was at dinner when he heard of the acci- 
dent;- starting up from table, he fied to the spot, ac- 
companied by his physician. The labourers employed 
in extricating their companions soon became alarmed 
for themselves, and refused to go on, saying, tliey 
believed tliey had dug out all the bodies which had 
been covered by the rubbish. Byron endeavoured to 
force them to continue tliefr exertions;. but finding 
menaces in vain, he seized a spade, and began to dig 
most zealously ; when the peasantry joined him, and 
they succeeded in saving two more persons from cer- 
tain death. — Capf. Afedirin. 

A schoolfellow of Byron's had a very small Shet- 
land pony, which his fatlicr had bought for him : they 
went one day to the banks of the Don to bathe, but, 
having only the pony, they were obliged to follow the 
good old practice, called in Scotland “ ride and tie 
when th^ came to the bridge over the dark romantic 
stream, Byron bethought him of the prophecy which 
he has quoted in Don Juan. . 

" Brig o' Balgoonie. blacR'i roor wa’ ^ 

Wi* a M son and a nure'a ae fbaJ 

DouQ ye shall bt** 

He immediately stopped bis companion, who was rid- 
ing, and asked him if he remembered tlie propliccy, 
saying, that as they were both only sons, and as the 
pony pught be “ a mare's ae foal," be would ride over 
first, because he had only a mother to lament him, 
should tbe prophecy be fulfilled by the falling of tlie 
bridge ; whereas the other had both a father and i 
mother. — Cqpf. Meduin. 

When Lord Byron was a member Of the Managing 
(query, mismanaging) Committee of Drury-l^e 
Tlieatre, Bartley was speaking with him on the decay 
of tbe drama, and took occasion to urge his Lordship 
to write a tragedy for the stage ; “ I cannot,” was 
the reply ; ** I don’t know how to make lire people go 
on and off in the scenes, and know not where to find 
a fit character.’* “ Take your own,” said Bartley, 
meaning, in the honesty of his heart, one of his Laras 
or Childe Harolds. ** Much obliged to you,” wasthe 
repiy^and exit in a huff. Byron thouglu he spoke 
literally of his own real character.— Cnp(. .Medu*!"- 

Lord Byron was very jealous of his title. A friend 
told me, that an Italian apothecary having sent him 
one day a packet of medicines addressed to ** Mens. 
Byrtm,” tins mock-heroic mistake aroused his indig* 
nation, and he sent the pb)*sic back, to learn better 
manners.— Leigh Huiif. 

He affected to doubt whether Shakspearc was sg 
great a genius as be has been taken for. There was 
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a graiter committal of the bottom of- thfs 

notion than he supposed; and perhaps circumstances 
had really disenabled him from having the proper 
idea of Shakspeare, thougli it could not have fallen so 
short of tile truth as he pretended. Spenser he could 
not read, at least lie said so. I lent him a volume of 
the Faery Queen,*' and he said he would try to like 
it. ^'ext day he brought it to my study window, and 
sakt, **liere. Hunt, here is your Spenser; 1 cannot 
see any thing In him.*' When he found Sandy's Ovid 
among my books, be said, ** God ! what an unpleasant 
recollection 1 have of this book ! I met with it on 
my wedding-day ; I read it while I was waiting to- go 
to church."— Leipk Hunt. 

**Have you seen my three helmets?" he inquired 
one day, with an air between besitation and hurry. 
Upon being answered in the negative, be said he 
would show them me, and began to enter a room for 
that purpose; but stopped short, and put it oh* to an- 
other time. These three helmets be had got up ii\ 
honour of his going to war, and as harbingers to 
achievement. They were the proper classical shape, 
gilt, and had bis motto — " ^ede Byron."-<^i^h 
Uu»t. 

His superstition was. remarkable. I do not mean 
in the ordinary sense, because be was superstitious, 
but because it was petty and old womanish. He be- 
lieved in the ill luck of Fridays; and was seriously 
disconcerted . if any thing was to be done on that 
frightful day of the week Had he been a Roman, he 
would have started at crows, when he made a jest of 
augurs. He used to tell a story of somebody's meet- 
ing hiiD while m Italy, in St. James’s Street. — £.eiijrk 
Hunt. ' 

One night, in the opera, while he was in Italy, a 
gentleman appeared in one of the lower boxes, so Kke 
Jjord Byron, that be attracted a great deal of atten- 
tion. I saw him myself, and was not convinced it 
was not him until 1 went close to the box to speak to 
him. 1 afterw'ards ascertaiiied tliat the stranger be- 
longed to the Stock £.vcliange. — J. G. 

On another occasion, during the Qae«n*s trial, it 
was reported that he bad arrived 'from abroad, and 
was seen entering the House of Lords. A friend of 
mine mentioned the circumstance to him afterwards. 
“ Not” said he, “ that would have been too much, 
considering the state of matters between me and my 
own wife.’’— J. C. 

I.ord Byron said tliat Huntiiad no right perception 
of Uie sublimity of Alpine scenerv* ; tliat is, no-moral 
associations in connexion with sucli scenery; and tliat 
be called a mountain a great impostor. I shall quote 
from his visit to Italy wliat lllr. Hunt says liimMlf : 
it U daintily conceived and expressed. 

" Tbe Alps. — It was the 0rst time I had seen moun- 
tains. Th^ hada finesvlky look, upakiRin thesky 
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—cold, loAy , 2 ^ distant. I used to .think that moun-i 
tains would impress me but little ; that by the same 
process of imagination reversed, by which a brook 
can be fancied a mighty river, with forests instead of 
verdure on its. banks, a mountam could be made a 
molehill, over which we step. But one look convin- 
ced me to the contrary. I found I could elevate better 
than I could pull down, and I w'as glad of it.— Leigh 
Hunt, 

In one of Lord Byron's conversations with Doctor 
Kennedy, Ite safd, in speaking of tbe liberality of tbe 
iate Pope, " I like his Holiness very much, particu- 
I larly siiice^ order, whicli I understand he has lately 
I given, that no more mifacles shall be performed." 

I In speaking of Mr. Henry Dniimnond and Lord Cal- 
' thorpe, he inquired whether tlie Doctor knewlhem. 

“ Ko ! ” was the answer ; “except by report, which 
points them out as minent for their piety."— “ I 
, know them very well," said his Lordship. Tbey 
I were not always so; but they are excellent men. 

' Lord.Calthorpe was the Grst who called me anAtheist, 

I when we were at school at Harrow, Tor which I gave 
him as good a drubbing as ever he got in his life."— 

Dr. Kennedy. 

“■Speaking of witches," Said Lord Byron to Doctor 
^Kennedy, “what think youoftlie witch of Endor? I- 
have always thought this the finest and most finished' 
wltdi scene that ever was written or concaved ; and 
you will be of my opinion, if you consider all tbo cir- 
cumstances and the actors in the case, together with 
tbe gravity^ simplicity, and dignity of tbe language. 

It beats all Jibe ghost scenes I ever read. The finest 
conception on a similar subject is that of GoetbC*a 
devil, Mephisjtoplieles ; and though- of course you will 
give the priority to the former, as being inspired, yet . 
the latter, if you know it, will appear to you— at least . | 
it does to me— one of tlie finest end most sublime 
specimens of human conception."— Dr. Kennedy. 

Byron had an antipathy to dancing, arising, no 
doubt, from his being unable, by tlie malformation of 
his foot, to. enjoy that delightful exercise. At manly 
sports be was by no means inferior. At schdol his 
lameness was no impediment to his joining in all tl.j 4 
amusements of his companions. He was ever first at f 
tbe battle; and all Ills schoolfellows allow, that he 
was not one to be rashly meddled with. 

One of Lord Byron's household had several tnnes ^ 
involved himself and his master in perplexity and 
trouble by bis unrestrained attadiment to women. ^ 
In Greece this had been verynnnoying, and induced r 
Lord Byron to think of a means of curing it. A %. 
young Suliote of the guard was accordingly dressed 
up like a woman, and instructed to place himself in W 
the way of tbe amorous swain. Tlie bait took, and jj^ 
after some communication, but rather by signs than y- 
by words, for tlie pair did not understand each other’s 
laogwge, tbe sham lady was carefully conducted by- 
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tbe gallant to ^ne of I^rd B\TOn*8 apartments. Here 
the couple were surprised by an enraized Suliote, a 
husband pronded for the occasion, accompanied by 
half a dozen of hts comrades, whose presence and 
tlireats terrified tbe poor lackey almost out of his 
senses. Tbe noise of course brought Lord Byron to 
the spot at the tricltcd serviag^tnao, and 

rescue him from the effects of his terror-^-Capt. 
JlffdiHn. 

A few days after the earthquake, which took place 
on the 3tst of February, as we were all sitting ot 
table in (he evening, we were suddenly alarmed by a 
noise and a shaking of (he house, somewffat similar 
to that wMch we had experienced when the earth- 
quake occurred. Of course all started from Uteir 
places, and there was the same confusion as on the 
former evening, at wliid) Byron, who was present, 
laughed imuK>deratcly : we were reassured by (his, 
and soon learnt lliat tbe whole was a method lie had 
adopted to sport with our fears.-^Capf. Medicin. 

The regimctit,.or rather brigade we formed, can be 
described only as Byron himself describes it. Tliere 
was a Greek tailor w1k> had been in the Britislt service 
in the Ionian islands, wliere lie had married an Italian 
woman. This lady, knowing something of tlie mili- 
tary service, petitioned Lord Byron to appoint her 
husband master tailor of (he brigade. The sugges- 
tion was useful, and Utis part of lier petition was im- 
mediately grantedv At tlie same time, however, she 
solicited that site might be permitted to raise a corps 
of women to be placed under tier orders, to accooipaiiy 
tlie regiment. She slipuiated for free quarters and 
rations for them, but rejected all claim for pay'. They 
were to he free of all encumbrances, and were to 
wash, sew, cook, and otherwise provide for llie men. 
The proposition pleased Lord Byron, and stating tiie 
matter to me, he aaid be hoped I should liave uo ob- 
jection. I had been accustomed to see women ac- 
company the Knglish army, and I knew th.it though 
aomctiines an emnimbranoe, tliey were on tlie whole- 
more beneticial tlian otherwise. InGreece there were 
manycifeumstances wliicii w ould make (licir services 
extreiffcly valuable, and 7 gave my consent to the 
measure, llie tailor's wife did accordingly recruit 
a considerable number of unencumbered women, of 
almost all nations, but principally Greeks, Italians, 
Maltese, and negipses. 1 was afraid," said Lord 
Byron, when i Wntioned this matter to you, you 
would be crusty and oppose it— it is the very tiling. 
Let me see; my corps outdoes FalstafTs. There are 
* Euglisl), Germans, French, Maltese, Ragusiatis, Ita- 
lians, Neapoiitans,Transylvanians, Russians, Suliotes, 

, klORcotes, and Western Greeks in front, and to bring 
j up the rear the tailor's wife and her troop. Glorious 
Apollo I ' No general ever before had sudi an army." 
— West. Rev. 

Lord Byron had a black groom with him in Greece, 
an American by birth, to wliom lie was very partial. 


He alw ays insisted on tiiis num's calling him. Massa, 
wlienever he spoke to him. On one occasion, the 
groom met with two women of his own complexion, 
who had been slaves to (he Turks and liberated, but 
had been left almost to starve w lten tlie Greeks had 
risen on their tyrant. Being of tbe same colour was 
a bond of sympathy between them and tlie groom, and 
he applied to me to give both thes<' women quarters ia 
the seraglio. 1 granted tlie application, and mention- 
ed it to Lord Byron, who lau^d^ Ibe gallantry of 
his groom and ordered that he sliould be brought be- 
fore him at ten o'clock the next day, to answer for 
his presumption in making sudi an .ipplication. At 
ten o'clock accordingly he attended his master, witli 
great trembling and fear, but stuttered so when he at- 
tempted to speak, that he could not make himself un- 
derstood. Lord Byron, endeavouring almost in vain 
to preserve his gravity, reproved him seveitly for bis 
presumption. Blacky stuttered a thousand excuses, 
and was ready to do any llung to appease liis inassa's 
anger. Mistreat yellow eye&wide open, he trembling 
fyom head to foot, his wandering and stuttering ex- 
cuses, hisvisTble dread, all tended toprovoke laughter, 
and Lord Byron fearing his own dignity would be hove 
overboard, told iiiin to hold his tongue and listen to 
his sentence. I was commanded to enter it in his 
memorandum-book, and then he pronounced, in a 
solemn tone of voice, while Blacky stood aghast, ex- 
pecting some severe punishment, the following doom: 
**My determination U, that the cliildreji born of these 
black women*, of whicli you may be tlic fallier, sltaU 
be my property, and 1 will maintain them.* What 
say you?*' Go— Go— God bless you. Masse, may 

you Kve great while,'* stuttered out the groom, and 
saUted forth to tell the good news to the two dis- 
tfe^sed women. — Parry. 

Die luxury of lord Byron’s living, at this time, 
inMissolonglii, may be seen from the fonowing order 
whidi he gave his superintendent of the household 
for (lie daily expenses of his own tabic. It amounts 
to no more than one piastre. 

Paras. 


Brexl. a pouod and a half. . 

. . 13 

Wine 


Fbh 


OUtcs. 

j 


40 


This was his dinner; his breakfast consisted of a 
single oupof tea, witliout milk or sugar.— Farry. 

It is true that I..ord Byron’s high notions of rank 
were in his boyish days so little disguised or softened 
down as to draw upon him at times tbe ridicule of 
his companions; and it was at Dulwich, I tliink, that 
from his frequent boast of the superiority of an old 
English barony over ail the later creations of the 
peerage, he got the nickname, among tlie boys, of 
“ the Old English Baron." — Moore. 

While Lord Byron and Mr. Peel were at Harrow 
together, a tyrant a few years older, whose name was 
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*?*^**, daiimd a r%hf to fag little Peel/^liich claini 

(whether rigluly or wronglt*, I Know not) Peel resist- 
ed. His resistance, however, was in vain : •**••^101 
only subdued him, but determined to punish the re- 
fractory slave; and proceeded fbrthwitit to put tAs 
determination in prai^ice inflicting a kind of basti- 
nado On the inner ncshy side of the boy’s arm, which 
during the operation' was twisted round with some 
degree of technical skill, to render the pain more’ 
acute. 'While the stripes were succcedingeacliother, 
and poor Peel writhing under them, BNrorrsaw and 
felt for thelbiser^'of his friend, at^althoiigh hekne^v 
that he was not strong enough CQ^ght •‘•*** witli 
afty hope of success, (and that it “w as dangerous e\en 
to approncli him, he advanced to the scene of action, 
and w ith a blush of rage, tears in liis eyes, and a voice 
trembling between terror and indignation, asked vcr> 
humbl)' if *••••• “would In* pleased to tell him how 
many striiies he ine-ant to inflict ? ” “ Win return- 
ed the evecution%r, ** you little raScal, what is that to 
you?*’ ‘*^ecause,1f you please,” said IBron, Elud- 
ing oathis arm, “ ( would take half.”— .Voore. 

In tJie autumn of 1802, ha passed a short time w ith 
his mother at Bath, and entered rather, prematurely 
into some of the gahies of the place. At a mas(]ue- 
rade, given hv Lady Riddelybe api>fare4 in the clia- 
raCter of a Turkish boy', a sort of anticipation, bntliih 
beauty and cosinine, of his own young Selim in Tlie 
Bride. On his entering into the house, some person 
attempted to snatch the diamond credent from his 
turban, but was preventetl by the prompt interposi- 
tion of one of the parly.— .Woore. 

You ask me* to recall some anecdotes of the time 
we sp^t together at Harrowgate, in the summer of 
1808,00 our return fr8m college, be from Cambridge, 
and i from Edinburgh; but so oiany years have 
elapsed since then, that I really (ed myself as if re- 
calling a distant dream. We, I remember, went in 
1/ord Byron's own carriage with ^st-liorses; and 
he sent his groom with two saddie-horses, and a 
beautifully-formed, veryferocious hull-mastiff, faHed 
h'elson, to meet us there. Boatswain went by 
side of his valet, Frank, orf the boK witli us. The 
huU-dog >elson always wore a muzzle, and was oc- 
rasionally sent for into our private room, when the 
muzzle was taken off much to myaimoyance, and he 
and his master amused themselves witti throwing 
the room into disorder. There was always a jealous 
feud between Hus Nelson and Boatswain, and when- 
ever the latter came into the room w hile the former 
was there, they instantly seized each other, and then 
Byren, myself, Frink, and all the waiters that could 
te foitfd, were-vigorousiy engaged in parting tliein; 
wfafcbwa.s/ingeneral, onlyeffccted bvthrusting poker 
and longs into the mouth of eacli. But one day N'el- 
son unfortunately escaped out of the room without 
his muzzle, and, going into the stable yard, fastened 
upon the throat of a horse, from whicli he could not 
hediseogaged. The stable-boys ran in alarm to find 


LORD BYUON. t 

Prank, wlto, lakmg one of his LordsbijKs W'ogdon's 
pistols, always kept loaded in liis room, sliot poor 
Nelson througli the head, to the great regret of By- 
ron. — .Ifoore. 

His fondness for dogs, apother fancy whicli accom- 
panied him through life, may be judged froqi the 
anecdotes already given in tlio account ofhis expedi- 
tion toIIarroNvgaie. Of his favourite dbg Boatswain, 
wlmm he has immortalized in verse, Qud by wliose 
.side it was once his solemn purpose to be buried, 
some traits are toUl, indicative not only of intelli- 
gence, but of a generosity of spirit, which might well 
wlh for him thenfTeclions of such a master as Byron. 
Qne of these, 1 shall endeavour to relate, as nearly as 
possible os It wns told to me. 5lrs. Byron had a fox- 
terrier called Gilpio, with whom her 'son’s dog Boat- 
sit'oiti was perpetually at war, taking every oppor- 
tanity of {Attacking and w'orrring him so violently, 
that it was very much apprehended he would kin the 
animal. Mrs. Byron, Uicrefore, sent off her terrier 
to a tenant at New5te.id, and ■on tlie departure of 
Lord Byron for Cambridge, his friend ^atswain. 
with two other dogs, was intrusted to the care of a 
servant tillhis return. One morning the servant was 
much alarmed by , the disappearance of Boatswain, 
and throughout the whole of the day he could hear 
ho'tidings of him. At last, towards evening, the 
stray dog arrived, aerdmpanied by Gilpin, whom be 
led immediately to Uie kitclieti fire, licking liirn, and 
lavishing upon him every ^ifsilde demonstration of 
joy. The fact was-, he had been all the way to New- 
stedd to fetch him, and having now e&tabiistied his 
ftjrmer foe under the roof once more, agreed so per- 
fectly w ell witli him ever after, that he even protected 
him against the insults of other dogs (a task which 
the quarrelsomeness of the little terrier rendered 00 
sinecure); and ifhebntbeardGilpin'svoiceindidtress, 
would fiy instantly to his rescue. — Moore. 

Ofhis charity and kind-heartedness, be left behind 
him at SoutKwell, as indeed at ever}' place tlgrougb- 
out Uf^ w here he resided any timp, the most cofdial 
recollections. “ Henever,” says a person who knew 
him intimately at this period, tqet w'ith objects cf 
distress without affording them succour.” Among 
many little traits of this nature, which his friends 
delight to tell, 1 select the follow ing, less as a proof 
of his generosity, lliaii from Uic imerost whicli the 
simple incident itself, as ooilnected with the name of 
Byron, presents. Wliile ycl a schoolboy, he hap- 
pen^ to be in a bookseller's shop at Southwell when 
a poor woman caim*-in to purdiase a Bible. The 
price she was tdd by the sliopman w as eight shillings. 
“ All, dear sir ! *' she exclaimed, “ 1 cannot pay such a 
price: I did not thiuk it would cost lialf the money. 
'Fhe woman was then, w ith a look of (lisappointment, 
going away, when young Byron called her back, and 
made her a present of the Bible.-^.Woore. , 

* ■ 

In bis attention to his person and dress, to (he be> 
coming arrangement of his hair, and to whatever 
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* Gentlemen/ said Monsignor de Br^ine, * this is JLord 
Byron.* We were afterwards {iresented to liis Lord- 
ship, the whole scene pdssidg with as much cere> 
roonious gravity, n if our introducer h.idjbeen De 
Brdaie's grandfather, in danof yore ainlvassilbr from 
tbeDuke of SavoylolhccoiirtofIx)uisXIV. Aware 
of the character of the English, who generally avoid 
such as ap|)ear to court their society, wg cautiously 
abstained from conversing with, or eveh looking at, 
Lord Byron. The latter had heeu informed, that in 
the course of tho evening he would probably be intro^ 
duced to a stranger who had performed the celebrated 
rampaigo of Moscow', which sUil’ possessed the charm 
of novelty, as at that time w^^ad not been s{k)ifed 
by am- romances. on the subject. A fine-looking man, 
with a miUUiry appearance, happening to he of our 
party, his Lordship naturally concluded (hat he was 
the hero ; aitd orcordls^, in addressing him, relax- 
ed considerably from the natural coldness of his man- 
ner. The next Imwev^, Byron was imdeceived. 
flhanging his battery, be did me. the honour to ad- 
dressjuc on the subject of Russia. 1 idolized Napo- 
leon, and replied to his Lordship as I should have 
done to a member of (be legislative assembly who 
bad ailed the ex-eniperdf to St. Helena. 1 subse- 
(fuently discovered that tiord Byron w'os at once en- 
thusiastic ill favour of Napoleon^ and jealous of his 
fame. lie used to say, * Napoleon imd m) self arc the 
only individuals who sign our names witli the iaitials 
N. B.' (Noel Bycon.) My detcVmination to he cold 
offers some explanation for the marked kindness with 
whicli, at llie end of a few days. Lord Byron did me 
(be favour to regard «e. Our friends in tlie Iwx 
imagined that the discussion which had taken place, 
and which, though polite and respectful on my part, 
had been rather warm, would prevent all furllicr in- 
timacy between us. They were mistaken. Tliencxt 
evening, his Lordship took me by tl»e arm, and walk- 
ed with me for an hour in the saloon of the Theatre 
deb Scab. 1 was gratified with his politeness, for 
which, at the bottom,^! was indebted to his desire of 
conversing with ao ^vewitness on the subject of the 
Russbn campaign. He even closely cross-questioned 
nw on this point. However, a second reading of 
Childe Harold made amends for all. His progress in 
the good graces of my Italian friends, who met every 
evening in Monsignor de Brume’s hot,- was not very 
rapid. I must confess, that his Lordship, one even- 
ing, broached rather a whimsical idea— that, in a dis- 
cussion which liad just been started, his title added 
weight to his opinion. On that occasion, de Br^me 
frtorted with the well known anecdote of.Marslial de 
G^rles, who, sliocked at the deference once paid to 
H Alembert's judgment, exclaimed, ‘ A pfetly rea- 
•oner truly! a fellow not worth three thousand francs 

* year I ’ On another evening. Lord Byron afforded 
w opening to ridiculcy by the warmth with which he 
denied all resem^nce between hisown character and 
lhalof Jean Jac^s Rousseau, to w hom he had been 
‘Spared. His principal objection to the comparison, 
^bongh he would not acknowledge the fact, w'aa, that 


Rousseau had been a servant and the son of a watch- 
maker. » e could not avoid a hearty laugh, w hen, at 
the conclusionof the argument, Byron requested from 
De Br^inc, w1io was allied to the oldest nobility of 
Turin, some information relative to the family of Go- 
von, in w hose service Jean Jacques had actually lived. 

(See Lei Cmfessiotts.) Lord Byron always entertain- 
ed a great horror of corpulency. Uis antipathy to a 
full habit of body might he called a fixed idea. 9 M. 
Potidori, a young physician who travelled^ with him, 
assured us, that liis Lordship's niotlicr was of low sta- 
ture and extremely fat. Duringat least a Uiird part of 
(he day, Byron was e dandy, expressed a constant 
dread of augmenting the bulk of his outw ard mJn, 
concealed his right foot as much as possible, and en- 
deavoured to render himself agreeable in female so* 
clety. His vanity, however, frequently induced him 
to lose sight of the end, in his attention to the means. 

Ixive was sacrificed; — an affair of the heari would « 
have interfered with his daily exercise on horseback. 

At Milan and Venice, his fine eyes, his handsome 
horses, and Ids fame, gained him the smiles of several 
young, noble,aud lovehfemales, one ofwhom, in par- 
ticular, performed a journey 'of more than a hundred 
miles for pleasure of being present, at n masked 
ball to whi* his LOrdship was invited. Byron was 
apprized of the circumstance, but, eitlier from buulcur 
or shyness, declined an introduction. ' loui^ets 
.are perfect clowns,* cried the fair one, as slie mdig- 
nnntiy quitted the ball-room. Had Byron succeeded 
in his pretensions to be thought the finest man in Eng- 
land, ahd iuid Ills olaiins to the fashionable supremacy 
been at the same time disputed, lie would still have 
been un^tilfied’. In his moments of dandyism, he 
ajways pronounced the name of Brummcl with a 
mingled emotion of respect and jealousy. \Vhen his- 
personal attractions were not the subject of his consi- 
deration, his noble birth was uppermost in his thoughts. 

At .Milan we often purposely discussed in his presence 
the question ‘ifllcnry IV. could justly pretend to 
the oltributc of clemency, after having ordered his 
old companion, the diikc de Biron, to be behe.ndcd.^* 

* Napoleon' would have acted differently,’ was his 
I.ordshq)'s constaq^t^fply. It was ludicrous to ob- 
serve his resiiecLWn^ciiis undecided between acquir- 
ed distinction nualiiS own nobility, wiiich he consi- 
dered farabove that of the Duke de Bivon. lien the 
pride of birlli and personal vanity no longer usurped 
undue sway overbis mind, lie again became the sublime 
poet and the man of sense. Never, after thc^exaniple 
of Madame dc StacI, did he indulge in the childish 
vanityof * turning 0 phrase.' When literary subjects ^ 
were introduced, Byron was exactly the reverse of an 
neademician ; his thoughts flow ed w itb greater rapi- 
dity than bis words, and his expressions were freoikj^^ 
from all affectation or studied grace. Tow ards mid- 
night, particularly when tlie music of (he opera liad 
pr^uc^ an impre^ion on his feelings, Instead of 
describing them wulh a view -<o dfect, he yielded na- 
turally to his GoiotionSf as though he liad all bit life 
been an iDbobitant of the south. 
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After quotiug - a passage 1‘roin i^ioore% recently- 
published Life of fiyron, in which tlic poet obscurely 
alludes to his remorse for some unexplained crime, 
real or imaginary, M. Stendhal thus proceeds : 

Is it possible that Byron miglit have bad some 
guilty stain upon his conscience, similar to that which ■ 
wrecked Othello's fame ? Such a (piestion can no , 
longer be injurious but to him xy ho has given it birth. ' 
It must be ndmittedi that during nearly a third of the | 
time wo passed in the Poet’s society, lie appeared to 
us like one labouring under an excess of folly, often 
approaching to madness. ‘ Cau it be,' libvc we some- ' 
tiryes exclaimed, ‘that in a frenzy of pride oV jea- 
lousy he has shortened the days of some fair Grecian i 
slave, faithless to lier vows of love?’ Re this as it 
may, a great man once known may be said tO’ have , 
opened an account with posterily. irSyroo played ! 
the part of Othello, hundreds of witnesses w ill be ‘ 
found to bear testimony to the damning deed ; and | 
sooner or later posterity will learn whether his fe- 
morse was founded in guilt, or in the affectation of 
which be has so frequently been accused. After all, 
is it not possible that Us conscience iniglit have ex- 
aggerated some youthful error? . ^ne evening, 
amongst others, the conversation turned u|>on a iiand- 
some Milane^* female, who had eagerly desired to 
venture her person in single combat with a lover b%* 
whoAshc had been abandoned : the diseussion after- 
wards changed to the storj' of a prince who in cold” 
blood had murdered lii» mistress for an act Of infidel- 
ity. Byron was instantly silent, endeavoured to re- 
strain his feelings, but, unequal to the eD'ort, soqn 
atllttard.'i indignantly quitted the b^. His indigna- 
tiulTtdBthis occasion was evidently directed against 
the subject of the anecdote, and lii our e\Ts absolved 
himself from the suspicion of a similar oHnice. What- 
ever miglil be the crime of whidi Byron apparently 
stood self-accused, I may compare it to the robbery 
of a piece of riband, committed by Jean Jacipies Rous- 
seau during his stay at Turip. After tlie lapse of a 
few weeks, Byron seemed to liave acquirod a taste for 
the society ot‘ Milan. When the performances for 
the evening were over, we frequently stopped at tire 
door of the theatre to enjoy the ai^t of the beaqties 
who passed us in review. Pffhgffjyew cities could 
boast such an assemblage of women as that 
which clianctmd collected at Milan in. Ifll7. Many 
of them liad flattered themselves with the idea that 
Byron would seek, an introduction ; but whether from 
pride, tunidity, or a remnant of dandyism, whidi in- 
duced Ixiiii to do exactly tlie contrary of wliat was 
expected, he invarrabfy declined that honour. He 
.seemed to prefer aconversation on poetical or philo- 
fiophipld^ subjects. At the theatre, our diseOssions 
^ere frequeniyr so energetical as to rouse the indigno- 
tioifof thepit. One evening, in the middle ofa phi- 
losophical aiifometi t on the pri nciple of vf ififp, Silvio 


Pellicp, a delightful^ poet, who- has since died in au 
Austrian prison, ' came in breathless haste to apprize 
LordBycon that liis friend and physician, Polidori,had 
been ariosted. W c instantly ran to the guard-liouse. 
It turned out that PoKdori had fancied himself iucom- 
moded in the pit by the fur cap of the olTicer on guard, 
and had requested him to take it off, alleging that it 
hnpeded his view of the stage. The poet Monti had 
accompanied us, and, to tlic number of fifteen or twen- 
ty, wc .surrounded tire prisoner. . Every one spoke at 
once; Polidori was beside himself with passion, and 
his face red as a burning coal. Byron, though he too 
was ip a violent ra^qgMfas, on the contrary, pale as 
ashes. His p^trician^oud boiled as be reflected on 
the slight consideration in wliich he was held. 1 
have little doubt but at that moment be regretted 
the wall of separation whidrhe had reared between 
himself and the ultra partf*Jbfi^all events tlie Aus- 
trian oflQcer spied tlie leawpn^' sedition in our coun- 
tenances, and, if be was versed in hi stoiy, probably 
thought of the ihsurrertioii of Genoa, in 17-10. He 
I ran from the guard-house to call hisjnen, who seized 
their arms that had been pM^d on theoutside. Monti's 
idea was excellent; ; reshuo tolamente 

i tilolati.'* De Brcine len^nietl, with the Marquis 
de Sartirana, his brother; Count Cunfalpiiieri, and 
Lord Byron. These gentlemen liaviiig written tlieir 
uaoies and titles, the list was handed to tlie officer 
on guard, who instantly forgot the insult otTered to 
his fur cap, and allowed Polidori tolcaVe the guard- 
liouse. Ill the evening, however^ the doi'tor received 
an order to quit Milan Within twenty-four hours. 
Foaming with rage, lie swtre thyt he would one 
day return and bestow manual castlg&tioii on the 
governor who had treated him with so little respect. 
He did-NOf return; and tw o years aiterw ards a bottle 
of prussic acid terminated h|s careern-*at least, sir 
'(dicifki:. Tlic morning after Pulidori's departure, By- 
ron, in a tHe-a-We with lue, complained bitterly of 
persecution. $u little was 1 tu'quainted with t 
to use Monti's a;xpression, tlKit in the simplicity of 
my Ireart I gave his Lordsliip -Ibe following coun- 
sel; ‘-Realize,’ said I, ‘four or Ihe, htmdr^ thou* 
sand francs ; two or three eoiiildential friends will . 
circulate the report of your deaths and bestow on 
a log of wood the honours of Christian burial in some 
snug retired ${>ot— the island of Elba suppose. An 
authentic account of your decease shall be forw arded 
to England; meanwhile, under the name of Smith or 
Wood, you may life comfortably and quietly at Lima. 
When, in process of time, Mr. Smith or Wood be- 
comes a venerable gray-headed old gentleman, he may 
even return to Europe, and purchase from a Roman or 
Parisian bookseller, a set of Childe Harold, or Lara, 
tliirtieth edition, with notes and annotations. More- 
over, when Mr. Smith or Mr. ^Vood is really about to 
make bis exit from this life, he may, if he pleases, 


» PelUoo't death wit annouDOBd. by mMake. mne yean a^o. 
in all (lie ilaliin ga^tet. 


• Let u> all go out t let Utoie ooljr mnala wbo are tilled per- 
funaacs. 
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enjoy one brigiit original moment : titus may he say,— 
Lord Byron, who for thirty years has been numbered 
with Uir dead, even now lingers on this side of eter* 
nity : — I am tlie molt : the society of my countrymen 
appeart*d to me so insipid, that I quitted them in dis- 
gust.’ ^My cousin, wlio is heir to iny title, owes 
you an irtDnity of tljbnks,’ coldly replied I.ord Byron. 
1 rqiress^ the.ai|^ftee which hovered on iny lips. 
Byron had a defecT. hi common with all the spoiled 
children of fortune.^ He dicrished in his bosom tw o 
contradictory inrimatioiis. He.w ished to be reived 
as a man and admired as a brilliant (loet. The 

Elena of Mayer was at tl)at iiiiH* the performance mdst 
in vogue at Milan. Th^p,i;hiic patiently endured two 
miserable acts, for the |lfrasure of bearing a suhlhne 
setteito in the third. One day, when it was sung witli 
more thaDordiiiarv' power, I was struck with the ex- 
pression of Byron’s eyes. Never had I seen any thing 
so eotliusiustic. Internally, I .made a vow that I 
ne%er would of my own free accord saddeu a spirit so 
nohJe. In the evening, I recollect that sonie one 
aHuded to the following singular sonnet of Tasso, 
in w'hidi the {toet makes a bmst of incredulity. 

*odt. mn, che luoni 

cbe curar dubbiam cfa« beda CiuTe?< 

OflHani Doi i lurtutu In cldo. 

Tftna U t snoi tnofU.;... • 

Ferall nunilo, e.ruvioi! aaeootrcale ! 

He ooa ill 4|tiel cIh! piit piaoe e dgetla f ' - 

Cbe, M terra Inra aacor fui.* 

liear’il tbou. PhylUa, UUumden?. • • 

Hot what are Jbve’r acli to m ? 

Urt a« enjoy oOcMlvra here : If be be troubled la hb tieavcn. 

▼uigar spiriu ouy dread hk thunder. 

Let Uie wiirkl pertth and fall lo rujail I care not. 

Btcepi tor her who pleaaeanie besti 

U dust 1 tball be, d(^ I waa. ' 

“‘Those verses.’ said Byron,* ^*ere written under 
tho influence of spleeu,— nothing more. A belief in 
the Supreme ^iiig was 'an absolute necessity for the 
tender and warm imagination of Tasso, lie was, 
besides, too mnrh oTa Platonht to connect together 
the links of a diflicult argument. When fie compos- 
ed that sonnet, ha felt the inspiration oftils geuius, 
and probably wanted a morsel of bread mid a inis- 
trt$s.\ The bouse in which Ix>rd Byron residM was 
sittiatedat the further extremity of a solitary quarter, 
at the distance of half a league from tlic Theatre de 
la Sraln. The streets of Milan were at that time 
amdi infested with robbers during the night. Some 
of us, forgetting time and space in the charm of the 
Poet’s coDversatioD, generally accompanied him |o 
his own door, and on our return, at two o’clock in 
the morning, were obliged to pass througka mutti- 
tude of intricate, suspicious-looking streets. This 
circumstance gbve an additional air o^romance lo 
the noble bard’s retreat. For my part, I often won- 
dered that he tfcapcd being laid under contriUition. 
Hod it been otherwise, with his feelings and ideas, 
he would undoubtedly liave felt peculiarly mortifled. 
The fact is, tiiat the practical jokes played ofThy the 
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knights of tlie-road wer^lj^uently of the most lu- 
dicrons description — at Te.-rstto all but the sufferers. 
The weatlier was cold, and ffie |>edestri8n snugly en- 
veloped in Jiis cloak was often attacked by some dex* 
terous thief, wlu), gliding gently behind him, passed 
a hoop over his head down to his elbows, and thus 
fettered the victim, whom lie afterw ards pillaged at 
liis leisure. Polidori informed us that Byron often 
composed a hundred verses in the course of the morn- 
ing. On.his return from the theatre in the evening, 
still under the charm of the music to w luch he had 
listeued. he -would take up his papers and reduce his 
hundred verses to five-aiid-twenty of tliirly. \\ heii 
lie liad in this manner put together four or Uve hun- 
dred, he sent the whole to Murray, Ids publisher, 
in London. HC often sat up all night, in flie ardour 
of composition, ond drank a sort of^rog made of 
holinnds and water — n beverage in w hich he indulged 
rather copiously when his Muse was coy. But, ge- 
nerally sjieakihg, he was not addicted lo excessive 
drinking, -though he has accused lumself of that vice. 
To restrain the circumference of his person w ithin 
proper limits, he frequently went without a dinner, 
or, at most, dined on a little bread and a solitary dish 
of vegetables. This frugal meal cost but n franc or 
two ; and on such oix’asions Byron used, with murli 
apparent complacency, to accuse himself of avarice. 
Mis extreme sensiliility to the charms of music, may 
parUy beatfributed to the diagrin. occasioned hy his 
domestic misfortunes. Music caused Ids tears to flow 
in obundaiicc, and thus ooflerfdl tlie asperity of his 
sufTering. His feelings, however, on this subject, 
were those of a d^lnttaulf. When he h.id heard a 
new opera for upwards of a tw'elvcmonlh, he was 
often enraptured with n composition which had pre- 
viously afforded him little pleasure, or which he had 
even severely criticised. I never observed ^yron. In 
a more dcliglitful or unalTected vein ef.gaiety than on 
. tlie day wbai we made an excursion about two miles 
fpoin Milan, to visit Uie celebrated eHiO of la Simo- 
iieda. which repeats the report of a pistol-shot thirty 
or forty times. By way of contrast, Uie next day, at 
a grand dinner giveji hy Monsignor de Rci'me, his ap- 
pearance was lowering as that of Talma in the part 
ofNero. Byron arrived late, and was obliged to cross 
a spacious saloon, in w hich every ev-ewas flxed onliim 
and his club foot. Far from being tlie Indifferent or 
phlegmatic personage, who alone can play tlie dandy 
to perfection, Byron was unceasingly tyrannised by 
some ruling passion. Yt hen not under the influence, 
of nobler feelings, he was tormented by an absurd 
vanity, w hich urged him to pretend to every tliiog. 
But his genius once awakened, his faults were sliakeii 
off as a ganuent Uiat w ould have incommoded the 
flight of his imagination : tlie poet soared beyond the 
confines of earth, and wafted his hearers along with 
liiiiL Never shall I forget the sublime poem which 
comjiosed one evening on the subject 6f Castruecio** 
Castracani, the Napoleon of the middle age. Byron 
had one failing in common with all poets— an extreme 
.sensibility to praise or censure, especially whea 
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coming from a brother bord. He seemed not to be 
aware, that judgments of this nature are generally 
dictated by a spirit of affectation, and that tlie niost 
favourable can only be termed certliicates of rescni* 
blance. I must not omit to notice the astonishing 
effect produced on Lord Byron by the, view of a fine 
painting of Daniel Crespi. The subject was taken 
from the w'ell-known story of a monk supposed to 
have died in the odour of saurtity ; and who, whilst 
his brethren were chanting the sen'ice of the dead 
nround his bier in tlie church at midnight, was said 
to have suddenly lifted the funeral pall, and quitted 
his coflin, exclaiming, ^Justo judirto J)fi damnatus 
sum!' We were unable to wrest Byron from the 
contemplation of this picture, which produced on 
his mind a sensation amounting, to horror. To in- 
dulge his humour on this point, we mounted our 
horses in silence, and rode slowly towards a nmnas-' 
tery at a little distance, where he shortly afterwards 
overtook us. Byron turned ^up his lips with :ih in*, 
credulous sneer when he Ircard, for the first time, 
IJiat there are ten Italian dialects instead of one; and 
that among the whole ]>opulalion of Italy, only the 
inliabUants of Rome, Sienna, and Florence, s{>eak tlic . 
language as it is vrritten. Silvio Pelliro once s;tid to 
him ; * Tlie most delightful of (he ten or twelve Ita- 
lian dialects, unknown beyond the Alps, is the Vene- 
tian. Tlie Venetians are the French of Italy.’ ‘They 
have, then, some comic poet livjng?' ‘Ves,’ replied 
Pellico^‘a diariniiig poet; but as his comedies are 
notaJlowed to be performed, hecomposcs them umler 
the form of satires. The name of tliis delightful poet 
isBuratti; and every six months, by the governor’s 
orders, he pays a visit to one of the prisons of Venice.’ 
In my opinion, this conversation '^idi Silvio Pclilco 
gave the tone to Byron’s subsequent poetical carter. ' 
He eag 4 ^' demanded tlie name of the bookseller who 
sold M.^uratti's wprks; and as he was accustomed 
to the expression of Milanese bluntiiess, the question 
excited a hearty laugh at bis expense. He was soon 
informed that if Buratti wished to pass his w hole life 
in pfison, the app^raucc of his works in print would 
infallibly lead to the gratiBcaiion of bis desires ; and 
besides, w here could a prirvter be found hardy enough 
to run his share of the risk ? An incomplete manu- 
script of Buralti cost from lliree to four sequins. 
The next day, the charming Contessina N. was khid 
enough to lend her collection to one of our party. 
Byron, w ho imagined himself ah-adept in the language 
of Dante and Ariosto, was at first rather puzzled by 
Buratti's manuscripts. We read over -wilh him some 
of Goldoni’s comedies, which enabled bimat last to 
comprehend Buratti’s satires. One of our Italian 
friends was even immoral enough to lend him a copy 
of Baffo’s Mnnets. Wbat a erjme this had been in 
the eyes of Southey ! TVhat a pity he was not, at an 
earlier, perj^ made acquaint^ with the atrocious 
dee^t I pXist in thinking, that for the coroposi- , 
tion of Beppo, and subsequently of Don Juan, Byron 
was indebted to the reading of Buratti’s poetry. Ve- 
nice is a distinct world, of wliich the gloomy society 


of the rest of Ktirope can form no conception : care 
is lliere a subject of mockery. Tbe poetry of Buratti 
dlways excites a sensation of enthusiast ic delight in the 
breasts of the Venetian populacer ^iever,in iny pre- 
sence, did black and w bite, as the yenctians thansel ves 
say, produce a similar effect. Here, however, I ceased 
to act the part of an eyewitness, and here, conse- 
quently, I close my narrative.” ^ 

I 

I.elltr from t'leUher, Lord Byron’s VaUt, (o Br. A'ennedjf. 


''Lazaretto, ZantCt^ay <0, tS24. 

4 

“ Honourkd Sib, 

1 .im extremely soriy t have not had it in my 
|K)W’er to answer tlie kind letter with wiiicii you have 
honoured me, before this; being so vcr>' unwelK and 
so much hurt at the severe loss of my much-esteemed 
and cvcr-tO'l)c-lamented lord and master. You w Isb 
me, Sir,’ to give you Some information in respect to 
Diy Lord's manner andii>ode of life after his depar- 
ture from Cephalonia, which, I am very happy to say, 
was that of a good-Christian, and one w'ho fears and 
serves God, induing all the good that lay in his power, 
and avoiding all evil. And his charity was always 
without bound!}; for his kind and generous 4)e«M‘t 
could not sec nor hear of miserv, without a deep 
sigh, and striving in which way he could serve and 
soften hiiscry, by his liberal hand, in the most efiec** 
tttal manner. \N ere I to mention one hundredth part 
of the niost gfneVous acts of charity, it would lilTa 
volume. And, in regard to religion, I have every 
reason to think the world has been much to blame 
in judging too rashly on this -most .serious and im- 
portant subject ; for in the course of my long services, 
more than twenty years, 1 have always, on account 
of tlie situation w hich I have held, )>een near to his 
Lordship's jierson ; and, bv' these means, have it in 
my power to speak to facU whioli I Itave many times 
witnessed, and conversations w liich I have trad on the 
subject of religion. My Lord has more than once 
, asked me my opinion on his Lordship's life, w hether 
1 thought him as represented in some of Uie daily pa- 
pers, as one devoid of religion, etc., etc., — w ords too 
base to mention. . My*lxird,* moreover, said, ‘Flet- 
cher, i know you are w hat, at least, they call a Chris- 
tian; do you think me exactly what tliey say of 
me? ' i said, ‘ I do not, for lli^ too just reasons to 
believe otherwise * My Lord went on, on this sub- 
j«;t, saying, ‘ I suppose, because I do not go to the 
church, I cannot any longer be a Christian; but,* he 
said moreover, ‘a man must be a great bea.sl who 
cannot be a good Cliristian without beuigalw'ay's in the 
church., J Hatter myscin am notinferiorin regard to 
my duty to many of them, for if 1 can do no good, I do 
no harm, wbleli 1 am sorry to say of all churcinnen.’ 
At another time, I remember it well, being a Friday, 
I at tbe moment not remembering it, said to my Lord 
‘Will you have afineplateof beccafiras ? * My Ixird, 
half in anger, replied, “ Is not this Friday? how could 
you be so extremely lost to your duty to make sucli a 
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requ«t to me I * - At the same time sayings * A man 
tbit can so much forget a duty as a Christian, who 
cannot, for one day in seven, forbid himself of these 
luxuries, is no longer worthy to be called a Christian.' 
And I can truly say, for the last eight years and 
upwards his Lordsliip always left tivat dayapart for a 
day of abstinence, and many more and more favour- 
able proofs of a religious mind, than I have mention- 
ed, which hereafter, if 1 llnd it requisite to the me- 
mory of my Lord, I shall undoubtedly explain to you. 
You, Sir, are aware, that my Lord was rather a man 
to be wonderetJ at, in regard to some passages in the 
Holy Scriptures, which his Lordship did not only 
mention with conlidcnce, but even told you in what 
chapter and what verse you would find such and sucJi 
things, whi^ 1 recollect filled you with wonder at 
the time and with satisfaction. 

“ I remember, even so long back as when his Lord- 
ship was at Venice, several circumstances which must 
remove every doubt, even at the montent when my 
Lord was more gay than at any time after. |n the 
year 1817, 1 have seen my I^ord repeatedly, on meet- 
ing or passing any religious ceremonies wliidi the 
Roiriao Catholics have in their frequent processions, 
while at Nivia, near Venice, dismount his horse and 
fall on his knee$, and remain in that posture til) the 
procession had passed; and one of his Lordsiiiph; 
grooms, who was backward in following the example 
of Ills Lordship, my Lord 'gave a violent reproof to. 
The man, in his defence, said, '1 am no Catholic^ 
and by this means thought 1 ought not t6 follow' pny 
of their wm-s.* My Lord answered very sharply Upon 
the subject, saying, ‘ >'or am I a Calliollc, but a 
Christian ; whieh 1 should not be, were 1 to make the 
same objections which you make ; for all religions are 
good, when properly attended to, wilhont making it 
a mask to cover viUany, which I am fully persuaded 
is too often the case.’ With respect to my Lord’s late 
publications which you mention, f am fully i>ersuaded, 
wlien thev* come ta be more fully examined, the pas- 
sages which have been so mut'h condemned, qiay prove 
something dark; but 1 am fully persuaded you are 
aware how qpuch the public mind has been deceived 
io the of my lamented master. A greater 

friend to Chrmianity could not exist, I am fully con- 
vinced; in his daily conduct, not only making tl>c 
Bible his first companion in the morning, but, in re- 
gard tow liatcvcr religion a man might be of, whether 
Protestant, Catholic, Ffiar, or Moqk/^^V other 
religion, every priest, of whatever <f£|ec« ^ii^stress^ 
was always most liberdlly rewardedv Wfth larger 
Sams than any one who was not a m[nld^ ^ the Gos- 
pel, I think, woald give. 1 think every thing com* 
bin^ together must prove, not only to you, Sir, btit 
to the public at large, that my Lord was nnt only a 
Christian, but a good Christian. How many times has 
my Lord said to me, ^ Never judge a man by his clothes, 
nor by his going to church, being a go<^ Christian. 
I suppose you have heard that some people in Kng- 
laod say that I am no Christian ? ' I said, * Y'es, I 
haveeertainly heard sudi things by some public prints, 
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but I am fully convinced of their falsehood.' My Lord 
saki, *I know I do not go to church, like many of my 
accusers ; but I have my hopes I am not less a 'Chris- 
tian than they, for God exammes ihe inward part of 
tlic man, not outward appearances.' dEii(kin answer 
to your inquiries, I too well know yobrieraracte as 
a true Christiaji and a gentleman, to reftise giving you 
any further information respecting what vou asked of 
me. In the first place, I have seen my I.orU frequently 
read your books ; and, moreover^ I liave more than 
once heard my Lord speak in the highest terms of, 
and receive you in tite most friendly manner possible 
whenever you could make it convenient to come to 
Metaxata; and with regard to Hie Bible, I tlnnk 1 
only may refer to you. Sir, how much hisXordslhp 
must liavc studied it, by being able to refer to almost 
any passage in Scripture, and with w liat accuracy to 
mention even the chapter and verse in any part of the 
Scripture. Now, had my Lord not been a Christian, 
Hiis book would most naturally have been riirown 
aside, and of course he v^ould have been ignorant of 
so many line passages which 1 liave heard him repeat 
at intervals, when in the midst of his last and, fatal 
illness. I mean after he begun to be delirious. Mv 
Lord repeated am not . afraid to die;’ and in os 
com|H}.sed a way as a cldid, w ithout moving head or 
foot, or even q gasp, went as if he was going into the 
finest sleep, only opening his eyes and then shutting 
tlieol again. I cried out, ' I fear his Lordship is 
gone I ' when the doctors, felt his pulse and satt| it 
was too true. 1 must say I am extremely miserable, 
to thiuk my Lord might have been saved liod the 
doctorif done their duty, by letting blood in time, or 
by slating to me that my Lord would not allow it, 
ami at tlie«aine timeio tell me the truth of the real 
state of my Lord’s illness : but instead of that, they 
deceived me with the false idea tliat my Lord would 
be ‘belief in two or three days, and thereby prevented 
me from sending K) /ante or Ce|)halonia, which I 
repeatedly wished to do, hiil was prevented by them, 

1 mean the doctors, deceiving me: but I dare say you 
have heard every particular about the whole; if not, 

I have 1)0 objection to give every particular during 
his illness. 

1 hope. Sir, your kind intentions may be crowned 
with success, in regard to the publication which you 
mean to bring before the British public. I must beg 
your pardon, when I make one remark, and wliidv 1 
am sure your good sense w ill forgive lue for, when 1 
say you know too well the tongues of the w icked, and 
in particular of the great, and how glad some would 
be to bring into ridicule any one that is of your reli- 
gious and good sentiments of a future state, which 
every good Christian oiiglit to think his first and 
greatest duly. ‘For myself, I sliould be only too hap- 
py to be converted to'liie truth of the Gospel. But at 
this time I fear it w ould be doing my Lord more harm 
than good, in publishing to the world that my I^OjL 
was converted, which to that extent of religion my 
Lord never arrived; but at the same time was a friend 
to both religion and religious people, of w haiever re- 
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Hgion they might be, and to none more, or more jostly 
deserving, than Dr. Kennedy. * 

“ I remain, honQuredSir, 

^ “ Willi the greatest respect, , 

Your most obedient and very humble Servant, 
(Signed) >Vh. Fletcbik. 

“Dr. Keanecljr. elc. ftc. 

Ce^halonU.** ^ 

Letter from Lord ByroU to Yusuff Pashnr. . 

*MtM*BNESS! 

A vessel, in which a friend and some domestics of 
min4 were embarked, was detained a few days ago, 
and rele.')$ed by order oCyour Highness. I have now 
to thank you, not for liberating the vessel, whicli, as 
carrying a neutral flag, and being under British prO' 
tectioh, no one had a right to detain, but fpr having 
treated my friends with so mucb kindness while Uie^' 

, were in your hands. 

“ In the hope, therefore, that it may not be alto- 
gether displeasing to your Highness, Lbave requested 
the governor of Uiis place to release four Turkish 
prisoners, and he has humanely consented to do so. 
X lose no time^ therefore, in sending them back, in 
order to make as early a return as I could for your 
courtesy on tbe late occasion. These prisoners are 
liberated without any conditions ; but should the cir- 
cumstance lind a place in your recollection, I veiiture 
to beg that your Highness will treat such Creeks as 
may henceforth fall into your hands.w ith humanity ; 
more especially ‘since the horrors pf war are sutli- 
cicntly great in themselYes, without being a^ravated 
by wanton cruelties on either side. i. 

. . “(Signed)' Noel Bybon. 

“MbmlooghL 2Sd JiDoary. 1824.*' 

V NEWSTEAD ABBET. 

Thi» abbey was founded in the year 1170, by Henry 
II., as a Priory of Black Canons, and dedicated to the 
'Virgin Mary. It continued in the family of the By- 
rons until the time of our poet, who sold it first to 
Mr. Claiighton, for the sum of 1 10,0001., and on that 
gentleman's not being able to fulfil the agreement, 
and paying -30,0001. of o forfeit, it was afterwards 
sold to another person, and most of the money vested 
in trustees, for the jointure of Ijidy Byron. Tire 
greater part ofxhe edilice .still remains. The present 
possessor, Afajor Wildman, i.s, with gemilne (aste, 
repairing this beautiful specimen of gothic architec- 
ture. The laie Ix>fd Byrun repaired a considerable 
part of it, but forgetting the roof, be turned hisatteii- 
lion to the inside, and the consequence was, that in 
a few years, the rain penetrating to the apartments, 
soon destroyed all those elegant devices which his 
Lordship contrived. Lord ByTon’s own study was a 
neat little apartment, decorated w ith some good clas- 
sic busts, osclcct collection of books, an antique cross, 
a sword in a gilt case, and at tbe end of the room two 
finely polished skulls, on a pair of hght fancy stands. 


In the garden likewise, there was a great Dumber of 
these skulls, taken from tbe burial-ground of the ab- 
bey, and'piled up tppethev, but theywere afterwai^iii 
recommitted to the eartli. A w'riter, wire visited it 
soon after Lord Byron had sold it, says, “In one 
comer of the servant's hall lava stone oofGn, in which 
were fencing-gloves and foils, and on tire walls of the 
ample, but cheerless kitchen, was painted, in large 
letters, “tVaste not— want ftol.*’ During the mino- 
rity of Lord Byron, the abbey was in Uie possession 
of Lord G— , his hoimds, and divers colonies of 
jackdaws, swallows, and starlings. Tbe internal 
traces of this Goth were swept away, but witliout, all 
appeared as nide and unreclaimed as be could. Iiave 
lelt it. '^’itli the exception of tbe dog's tomb, a con- 
spicuous and elegant object, 1 do not ^collect the 
slightest trace of culture or improvement. The late 
lord, a' stem and desperate oliarac(<*r, w ha is never 
meuUoned by the neighbouring peasants witliout a 
significant shake of the head, might have returned 
:and r^ognised every thing akiut hhn, except periiaps 
an odditioiial crop of weeds. There still slept that 
old pond, into which he is Said to have hurled his 
lady in one of Ins fits of fury, whence sfie w*as res- 
cued by the 'gardener, a courageous blade, who was 
his lord's master, and chastised him for his barbarity. 

: There still, at the end of the garden, in a grove of 
oak, are two towering satyrs, lie with his goat and 
club, and Mrs. Satyr with her chubby cloven-footed 
brat, placed on pedestals; at the intersections of the 
narrow and’ gloomy pathways, strike fuf a moment, 
w ith their grim.yisagts and sileid shaggy forms, the 
fear into your bosom which Is felVby the neighbour- 
I iiig peasantry, at “ th' ould laird's devils.** I have 
.frequently asked the country people what sort of a 
' man hjs Lordship (our Lord Bvron) was. The im- 
! prcssiofi of his eccentric imt energetic character w’as 
evident in the teply. “ He's (he devil of a fellow for 
) comical fao'ci^— Hags tli' oud laird to nothing, 
^Init he's a hearty gpod fellow for all that."— La&r. 

The fo/lowiDg detailed description of Byron's pa- 
' tertial abode, is extracted from A Visit to Newstead 
Abbey in 1BB8,” in the London l.itcraK]Gazette : 

** It was oil the noon of a cold bleaH^ in Friiru- 
ary^ that 1 set out to visit the menvonReubbey of 
Newstead, once theproperty and abode of the immortal 
Byron. The gloomy state of the weather, and the 
dreory Jisjiecl of the KurioniuUng country, produced 
impressions more apjiropriutr to the views of such, a 
spot, Ilian the cheerful .season anJ sccucryof summer. 
The estate lies on the left haml side of the high north 
roud, eight miles hcwnul Nottingham: hut, as I ap* 
proached the place, I UKikrd in vain for some indica- 
tion of the abbey. Nothing is seen but u tliick plan- 
tation of youug..hirch and lirs, bordering tbe road, 
until you arrive at liio Hut, a small public bouse by 
tile wayside. Nearly opjiosile to tliis is a plain wliitc 
g*ate. without lodges, opening into the j»ark; before 
stands a fine .spreading oak, one of tfie few remaiumg 
trees of Sherwood forest, the famous haunt of Robin 
Hood and his associates, which once covered all tin's 
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part of the country, and ^hosc county wab about the 
domain of Newslead. To tins oak, the only one of 
any size on the estate, IlyTon was very partial. It is 
pretty well known lliat his great unde (to whom he 
socceeded) cut down almost all the vnloahle timber ; 
so that, when Byron came into possession of the estate, 
and, indeed, the w hole time he had it, it presented a 
very bare and d^date appearance, 'flie soil is very- 
poor, and lit onlv for the grow th of larch and firs, 
and of the«e upwards of 700 acres liave been planted. 
Byron could not al'tocil the first outlay which w's|toe- 
ccssary, in urd^tiltiuiatelyto increase its wort^so 
that as long as lie lield it, the rental did not exceed 
iSOOl. a year. From tli^ gate to the abbey is a mile. 
Hie carriage road nms straight for about three hun- 
dred yards through the plantations, wlien.il takes a 
sudden turn to the right; and, on returning to the 
left, a beautiful and extensive view over tlie val|cy 
and diftanUulls is opened, w ith the turrets of the ab- 
bey rising£)tong the dark trees beneath. To the 
right oflkhe abbey is perceived a tower on a>hill^ in 
the midst of a grove of firs. From this part the road 
winds gently to the left till it readies the abbey, which 
ts approached on the north side. It lies in a valley 
very low ; sheltered to tlie nortii and west by rising 
ground ; and to the south, enjoying a fine prospect 
over an undulating vale. A more secluded spot qpiild 
hardly have b^n diosen for the pious purposes to 
which it was devoted. To the north and east is a 
garden, waMed in ; and to the west the upper lake. 
On the w est side, the mansion is without any enclo- 
sure or garden-drive, and can therefore be approach- 
ed by any person passing tlirough the jwrk. In this* 
open space is the aacient cistern, or foudpioc^of tlie 
convent, covered with grotesque carvingl^jid having 
water still running into a basin. The olil church 
window, wiiic'li, in an architectural |H>int of view, is 
nxist dinning of observation, is nearly entire, and 
adjoins the north-west corner of tli#idiliey-. Through 
the iron gate which opens into the under the 

ardi, U seen tlie duf^s tomb ; it is on tAe north side, 
upon a raised ground, and surroundcd*biKfteps. The. 
verses inscribed on one side of the pedestal are well 
known, but the lines preceding tlieoi are not so. 
They run thus : ' 

i\e«r ihb ipot 

Are the remain* of oqa 

Who po> w - a «d ticjiity wflhout vanity, 

Srmielh without hwoleticr. 

Courage without ferocity, 

And all the vlituea of Man without hb vicea. 

Tbb prabe. whkb would be unnienoin| flattery . 
ir iiucrlbed over human a*be«. 
tt but a Iu»l trfbnte to the memory of 
BoiTswiis, adog. 

Who waa born at .NewloundUad, May, tm. 

at .Vewttead, ?loreiuber lath. ISOS. 

’H)%4^l9^ince is a quadrangle, enclosing a 
court, »iWl rfoervoir, and jrf dVaii in the middle ; 
and the cltMR^rs still entire, running round the four 
sides. The south, now the principal front, looks over 
a pleasure-garden to a sntall lake: which has been 
opened from the^upper one, since Byron’s time. The 
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entrance tioor is on tlie west, in a small vestibule, nml 
has noUiiiig reniarkable in it. On enteriug, 1 came 
into a large stone liall, and turning to tim left, went 
through it to a smaller one, beyond w hich is the stair- 
case. The wlioJe of this part has been almost eii- 

S ly rebuilt by Colonel ^ViidnIan; indeed, during 
uu’s occupation, the only habitable rooms were 
e small ones in the south-east angle. Over the 
cloister, on tlie four sides of the building, runs the 
gallery, from whicli doors open into various apart- • 
ments, now fitted up with taste and elegance, for the 
acrommodatioii of a family, but then empty, and fast 
going to decay. In one of the galleries, hang two 
oif-peintlngs of dogs, as large as life; one, a red w olf- • 
do|g,'-and the other, a black New foundland, with w hite 
legs, the dtlebrated Boatswain. They both died at 
NewsteaU. Of the latter, Byron felt tlie loss as of a 
dear friend. Hiese are almost the only paintings of 
Byron's which romain at the abbey. From the gai^' 
lery, T entered the refectory, now the grand drawing- 
room ; an apartment of great dimensions, lacing south, 
wiUi a- fine vaulted roof and polibhed oak floor, and 
splendidly furnished in the modern style. 'The walls 
are covert with full-length portraits of tlie old 
sdiool. As this room has been made fit for use, en- 
tirely sincd^Uic days of Byron, there are not those 
associations connected with it which are to be Ibund 
in many of tlie others, though of inferior appearance. 
Two objects there are, however, whidi demand ob- f 
servation. The first that caught my attention was 
the portrait of Byron, by Phillips, over the fireplace, 
upon which 1 gazed with strong feelings; it is cer- 
tainly tlie handsomest and most pleasing likeness of 
him I liavc seen. Hie other iS a thing about wbich 
every body has heard, and of which few have any just 
idea. In a cabinet at the end of the room, carefully 
preserved, and conceale4ifii a sliding case, is kept the 
celebrated skull-cup, upon which are inscribed those 
splendid verses : 

SUrt not, oor deem mf fpiril Oed. etc. 

People oAen suppose, from the name,>lhat (lie cup 
retains all tlie terrific appearances of a death’s head, 
and imagine tliat they could 

Behold tbnmid) Mch lack-Inttre eyelets hole 
The gay reooM uf wisdom aitd d wit. 

Not at all; there is nothing whatever startling in it. 

It is welt polLshed, its edge is bound by a broad Hm 
of silver, and it Is set in a neat stand of the same* me- 
tal, which serves as a handle, and upon the four sides 
of which, 'and not upon the skull itself, the verses 
are engraved. It is, in short, in appearance, a very 
handsome utensil, and one from w hicli the most fas- 
tidious person might (in my opinion) drink without 
scruple. It was always produced, after dinner, when 
Byron had company at Uie abbey, and a bottle of 
darct poured into it. An elegant round library table 
is the only article of furniture in this room that be- 
longed to Byron, and this be constantly u.sed. Beyond 
the refecloiy, on the same floor, is Byron's study, now 
used as a tenqiorary dining-room, the entirq furniture 
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of which is the same that was used by him. It is all 
very plain, indeed ordinnry. A good painting of a 
battle, over the side-board, was also his. ITiis apart* 
ment, |H*rhaps, beyond all others, deserves the atten- 
tion of the pilgrim to Newstead, as more intimately 
connected with the poetical existence of Bvron: 
was here that he prepared for the press tho-jc llrst 
effusions of his genius wliieh were [tublished at Nesv- 
ark under tJie title of Hours of Idleness. It w as here 
that Im meditated, planned, and for the most part 
wrote, that splendid retort to the severe critirpie 
they had called down, which slainp^i him *8$ the 
keenest satirist of the day. And it was here tltuthis 
tender and beautiful verses to A!,iry,*'and many of 
those sweet pieces found among his miscctlMneiHis 
poesns, were. composed. His licd-room is siuaH, and 
still remains in the same state as when he occtipjt'd 
it; it contains little worthy ol notice, Ijcsides IIh; 
bed, which is of common size, with gUt posts, sur- 
mounted by coronets. Over the tirepiace is a picture 
of Murrtty, tlie old family servant who accompanied 
Byron tosfibraltar, when he first went abroad. A 
picture of Henry VIII., and another portrait in this 
room, complete the enumeration of all the furniture 
of paintings of Byron's remaining at the abbey. In 
some of the rooms are very curiously carved mantle- 
pieces, with grotesque figures, evidently of old date. 
In a corner pf one of the galleries there still remained 
the fencing foils, gloves, masks, and single-sticks he 
u.sc4 in his youth, and in a corner of the cloister lies 
a stone cofUn, taken from liie hurial ground of the 
abbey. The ground floor contains some spacious 
halls and divers apartments for domestic offices, aud 
there is a neat little private chapel in the cloiker, 
where service is performed on Sundays.. Byron's 
sole recreation here was hi^oat and dogs; and box- 
ing and fencing for exeru^ and to prevent a ten- 
dency to obesity, which he dreaded. Uis constant 
employment was writing, for wliich he used to sit 
up as late as two or three o'clock in the ntorning. 
His life herp was an entire seclusion, devoted to 
poetry.” ■ 

Among the early anmsOTents of I^rd Byron, were 
swimming and managing a boat, in both of whicl^ 
he is Mttto have acquired a great dexterity, even in 
hlfi^Mhood. In his aquatic excursions near T^ew- 
be had seldom any other companion 
than a' Jkrge Newfoundland dog, to try whose saga- 
city and fidelity, he would sometimes fall out of the 
boat, as if by accident, when, the dog would seize 
him and drag him ashore. On losing this dog in the 
autumn of 1808, bis Lordship caus^ a monument 
to be erected, . commemorative of its attachn^t, 
with an inscription, .from which ^ extract the fol- 
lowingjines: 

' - **Tc who. pcrctunop. bekoM ibk almple ora, ' ‘ " 


Pass en— l( honnun none yoo wbli to mourn ! 

To mark a rricod'^ iheae ctonM ariae— 

I iH-Tcr knew but one. and here be llea.‘* 

\ ■ 

Oo the death of his grand-unde, and his coase- 
quent elevation to the peerage, he was removed by 
his guardian to Harrow. Here he continued to dis- 
play his love ot boxing superior to that of T.alin rer- 
siliratioii ; ami in^tc.-ul of gaining hi^in'pute amongst 
the quier (iloddirig ones on a'’f:ount of drvotion to 
his “(iradus ad P.irria.sj»um,” he made himself be 
feared and resi|>a!teii by the Great skill he possessed 
in Ihr use of his fists. llTii iow is the nurst i-y of po- 
liticinns, and many celebrated pcr»in.igfs of the day 
have exrhaiigt^ blows witli Byron at this school. 
One liattle may he mentioiuti. Uird (MAUliorpe had 
wrote “ Hiimned ^Aliwisl” under Byron's name. 
This hj.s yhung Lordship considered an iriMiU, and 

by inflietthg on C some most ‘‘apostolic blows 

and knfM'ks,” he oonvinctd him that he was not at 
least unacquainted with the tenets of the i!hurch mi- 
litaot. ^ 

The boys at Harrow had mutinied, and, in their 
wisdom, had resolved to set tire to tlie scene of all 
their ills and troubles— the school-room. Byron, 
however, was against the motion, and by pointing 
out to the young rebels the names of their fathers 
ont/ic walls,’ he prevented the* intended conOagra- 
tinn. Tills early specimen of his power over the pas- 
sions of bis school-fellows, his Lordship piqued him- 
self not a little upon. 

Byron long retained a friendship for several of his 
Harrow' companions^ Lord Clare was one of his 
constant correspondents. Scroope Davies was also 
one of his chief companions before liis I.ordship w ent 
to the continent. This gentleman and Byron once 
lost all their money at “Chicken hazard, in one of 
the hells of St. ^mes’s, and next morning Davies 
sent for Byrol^i^tols to slioot hiotself with. By- 
ron scot a nfjjnp^ng to give them, on the ^ound, 
that tticy vrgig^e forfeited as a deodand. This co- 
mic excuse bod the desired effect. 

Byron soon began to detest the “ Ras-bleus.” Ma- 
dame dc Stael, who is the'Queen of the (kiterie, was 
in the practice of reading lectures to Byron (after his 
separation from his Lady) on the impropriety of bis 
conduct, and of showing bim, Hkc an orang outang, 
ajuong.st her visitors. She onpe invited him to her 
house. On his entrance the company stared as if 
they hud seen a wild beast, and one lady, it is said, 
actually fainted. Madame, in the presence of the 
whole body, gave him a pretty advice on the pro- 
priety of changing his conduct, to which his Lordship 
replied by a low ^w*. Hiis lady also interfered be- 
tween him and his wife, and tried to bring about a 
reconciliation. 


' “There. lUfply cjrvni. bchnid *. rack tjro’* oame 
Serum iu uwnrr't acaJemic fame; 


lirrv mhtKlin^ ^Ipw (hr natnea of 4rc ami wn. 
Tbc one lung ’giated. ibc other Just brguu.’* 

. Uuurt of 
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Lady Byron v/is someihing of a ‘‘literary lady." 
He describes her l>est hiinseif. “ She was easily made 
the dupe of the designiq^, for she thought heT kn^ • 
ledge of mankind infallible. She liad got soiujM^ 
hh idea of Madame de. Stael into her lieadfiffP^ 
person may be better known in the lirst houf^ian 
in ten years. She liaJ the habit of drawing people’s 
characters after she had seen them once or t« ice. 
She w'rote pages on pages about iny rharactcr, but it 
was -as viiHke as possible. Lady Byron hud good 
ideas, but could -never .express tl^y ; wrote poetry 
too, but it was only good by Rer letters 

were always enigmatical, oRenfdiidRl^igible. She 
was jgoveroed by what she entle^ fixed rules, and 
prlociples Sqoar^ malliematically. Siie would have 
nude an excellent wraiiglcjMt Gaftibridge. It must 
be confessdd,.however^liltshe no proof Of her 
boasted consistency. ]^sl she SIE(aaed tne, then she 
accepted me, then she\^flmilM fVoni me— $o much 
for her consist 

Tbe separation afforded /in^ sco|>e for the tittle- 
tattle of parties, and Uie sip^ses of the newspa- 
pers. One o( the princip^i|fil^^ of the day w as 
that Mrs. Mai'dyn, the act^n^^ad colled on his 
Lordship at his ow n house, iifff^piiiiiiiiiii.. sonic time 
with him in tlie library, a sliower of fain came on, 
and his Lordsltip ordered his carriage to be prepares! 
for &lrs. Mardyn, but this was prevtmted by i..i«dy By- 
ron. Mrs. Mardyn was then said to have been intro- 
duced to the dinner table, and Lady Byron left the 
house in tlie carriage intended fur the actress. This 
capital story has been traced to an Irish paper, and 
has as niuch truth in it as one half the stories about 
bis Lordsliip. Tiie Irishman wanted a theory for an 
important, but inexplicable occurrence, in fashionable 
life, and thus formed not an unplausible one. Tiic 
belief of it was very strong at the time, ‘'and Mrs. 
Mardyn wa.s driven, by the insults of the audience, 
from the stage. Byron himsidl was hooted at, and 
hissed as he went to the theatre, or the House of 
Lords, or appeared in the streets. The Journals of 
tbe day, except the Examine^ took part with Lady 
Byron; ami although his Lordsliip declared that lie 
was “more sinned against than sinning," they com- 
pared him occasionally to different worthies ancient 
apd modem, (such as ^ero, Apicius, Epicurus, Cali- 
guki, lieliugahulus , Uenrv the Eighth, and the ) 
and attacked him witlijhe'grcatest virulence. His 
w ife was an injured Lady— the concentration of all 
the virtues and perfection of the sex. llis friends all 
rose against him, and Lady Jersey w as the only per- 
son in the fasliionable world that did not consider 
him as a common enemy. Byrun himself has de- 
clared, that he never in his life spoke to Mrs. Mardyn, 
and the w hole is an unfounded calumny. 

Byron has accused his w ife's friends of an attempt 
to procure a certificate of lunacy against him. “I 
liad been," writes Captain Medw in for his Ia)rdship, 
“shut up in a dark street in London, writing the 
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Siege of CorinUi, ami liad refused myself to every ' 
one until it Was finished. 1 was surprised one 
by a doctor and .a lawyer almost forcing tliemsejves 
at the same time into my room. 1 did not know till 
afterwards Uie real object of their visit, I thought 
their questions singular, frivolous, and somewhat 
importunate, if not impertinent; but whatsliouldl 
have thought if I had known Uiat they were sent\o‘ 
provide proofs of my insanity ? I have no doubt that 
my answers to Uieso emissaries’ interrogatories were 
not very' rational or consistent, for my memory was 
heated with other things. Hut Dr. Raillie could not 
conscrentioDsly make me oat a certificate for Bedlam ; • 
and perhaps the lawyer gave a more favourable re- 
port to his employers." Tliis is Captain Medw in's 
version of an old slor\\ I be fact is, Byron was at 
the timo unwell, and Dr. Baillie, thinking from the 
des<Tiption of his symptoms by his wife and others, 
tiiat he was labouring under water in the brain, was 
ioti^uced to his jlatient, and, on personal examina- 
tion, Iiad reason to alter his opinion. 

To a question, whether he thought Lady Byron 
ever w as in love « ith liiin, lie replied, “ I have a«- 
sw'ered that question already, ^a! 1 was the fashiou 
w hen she Brst came out : I had tlie diaractcr of being 
a great rake, and w as a great dandy— both of w hich 
young ladies like. She married me from vanity, and 
the hope of rcloriuing and fixing me. .Slic was a 
spoiled child, and naturally of a jealous disposition, 
and this was increased by tlie infernal uiacliinations 
of those iu licr coiilidcnce." 

♦' ■ 

A young man from a distant part of tbedbuntry, 
who liad quarrelled with liis father, in consequence 
of liaviiig squandered a small sum of money, w as 
friendless, and almost jiemiyless in the metropolis ; 
and at Iasi w rote a litUe poem, or rallier a succession 
of bad rhymes, w liidi he offered to the booksellers. 

Most of them rejected the proffered poem w ith.sconi ; 
but at last the w riter met with one who said, that, if 
ten pounds were given him, he would publish it, and 
give the writer half the profits Elated with ihia, lie 
sallied into the streets, and had wandered as far as 
Piccadilly ere he knew wlut he was about, or where 
he was going. Exhausted at last, lie stood still at 
the front entrance ut the Albany, w ith his manuscript 
in his band. Byron happened to pass ; and his notice 
being drawn by' something peculiar in the young 
man’s appearance, he accosted him. The whole story 
came out; and Uie rustic liiymester was taken Into 
the (^artment of tlie bard. “And so you say you 
have quarrelled with your fatlier?” said Byron. 

“Yes," replied the young man, holding down his 
head. “ And you oould get a chance of half the pro- 
fits of your poem for ten pounds?" “ Yesi" said 
the young man again raising liimsrlf up. “ And for 
how much could you be recoiiciled to your father?" 
said Byron again. “ Fur ten pounds also," was the 
reply. “ I1icn," said Byron, “Uiere are ten pouiidn 
—give it to your father, and let him publish it if he 
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ulcasM r and tliere arc otlier five for yourself, to lias- 
ten you on your way.” The young man was 
iiislicd; and before he could turn round to thank his 
benefactor, that benefactor bad vanished. 

AiK)t))er instance of his Lordship's liberality was 

the sending 601. to , who niade bis expulsion from 

the possessions of the fclast India Company serve as 
an excuse for taxing the purses of the wiifgs and lil>e- 
ral party. 

Perhaps, Iwwcvcr, the most marked, as well as 
the most authenticated, instance of his Lordship's 
generosity, w’as the gratuitously presenting the copy- 
right ol^ his first Canto of Clulde Harold to his friend 
Mr. Dallas, the brother of Judge Dallas. It was a 
delicate manner of assisting a poor but honourable 
friend. Mr. Murray gave hOOl. for the first edition 
of it. 

, Neither was ingratitude a ‘^besetting sin” of his 
Lordship. At. the time of his separation from Lady 
B\Ton, when all the journals were ran.sacking the 
histories of ancient and modern times for names suf- 
fU'iently odious, with which to compare him, l.cigh 
Hunt, enjoying the freshness and silent r^mifort of 
his fine rucalseat on the Hampstead road, alone took 
the side of his T/irdship, and not only threw himself 
recklessly into the contest against his contemporaries, 
hut also, on Byron’s departure for the continent, 
wrote some very pretty unintelligible verses to his 
Lordship, — quoting Pulci, — invoking him de.ar By- 
ron,”— and talking “a pretty considerable deal” 
about Pberbus, Graces, Orpheu.s, etc:, all' of whom 
he no doubt knew by report. 

Leigh’s defence was certainly manly at the time; 
and galled, as his Lordship was, by the undeserved 
abuse and slanders that were at that time thrown 
upon his character, it made a great impression upon 
him ; and he constantly after that ” took in the Ex- 
aminer.” When BjTon and John Murray split, the 
former immediately transferred his matiuscripts to 
the Hunts for public.ation, notwithstanding the re- 
monstrances of many of his friends, and the injury 
which he saw must iucvilably follow to himself by 
the connexion. The shop in Tavi.stock-streel, Strand, 
was the antipodes (o that of All>emarle-street; and 
second rate actors, and third rate artists, are a yery' 
different class of loungers, and peripatetic puffers, 
from literary na^til captains, “far-travelled ” fellows, 
and classical imbued bigh-church-mcn; and a “No- 
tice” in the Examiner is scarcely so persuasive as a 
learned looking Article” in the Quarterly. 'Whilst 
Byron was the friend of Murray, the evil mouths of 
the party, who were obliged to hate him for his poli- 
tical principles, were shut ; hut the publishing of or^ 
of Byron's works by tlie Hunts, was the signal for 
the blood-hounds to sliake themselves clear, and pur- 
sue, witli tlie utmost speed, their victim. Leigh and 
Joim Hunt are not men apt to conciliatcthc opposite 
party; they have the merit of being steady to their 
principles : and Byron, when he once pledged him- 


sclf, v^uld have sunk with them before he would 
hare deserted the cause. 

^gh Hunt went to Pi||i while Byron resided 
^and together they coimntnced a periodical uo- 
litle of “ TIjc Liberal.’* The idea of a peri- 
odit^ was suggested by Mr. Hunt ^ and Byron, in the 
hope that it w ould be of some benefit to his friend, 
agreed to lurnish some articles. It was continued 
for a few montbs, but, w ith the exception of a few 
articles furnished by Ix)rd Byron, w as so insufferably 
dull, that the luJlM fe threw it up in utter hopelessness. 
Ihe parttallmnS&gi^ Hunt to Byron arose princi- 
pally from tkra|Kr^ visiting him whilst confined in 
the King's BeHlwf' Leigh, in ins poem, thus writes ; 

** Aful 80 .nJli'u. cirar tu me 

Fnr niaio* A " 

Flnl fur imcuiiKM %>hcn 

In friend^liip.^kvlhew joys ; 

r»r tliat rrsm Mfrpad%^»u Moure and you 
r.amr to my cage like w.trt)lers kiud anti true, 

Auil tukl me with your cordial iris yli« 

lluw \iell 1 look'd nlifit you boiL tli<^|||bl mt* dyiuj;." 


These are causes 
to Mr. Hunt. 


fora rai 
For l)io$c who 



tiality belonging exclusively 

Imply, ami Ite scorn 
ail age free tAKn,“ 

was a cause of parlialitv'* common in many others to 
Ixird Byron, as well a.sin the Hainp.stead poet. Mr. 
Hunt is a very good and honourable man, and stanch 
in what he considers the right path in politics. The 
only unfortunate- things that have hap[>ened to him 
are, the being educated in the Blue Coat School— the 
invincible desire of constantly talking “ of things not 
swn, but heard of,” by him, viz. trees, streams, and 
such likeruralities — the love, common to all cockney 
poets, of revelling in Grecian mythology,— and worst 
of all, the iieing constitoted and crowned “ King of 
the Bards of Codiaigne” by Blackwood's Magazine. 

Another instance of his l^ordsliip's humanity may 
be given. During the massacre of the Greeks at 
Scio, a Greek boy, about eight years old, whose pa- 
rents and kindred were savagely butcliered, crept in- 
stinctively into an o^n of his paternal home, to 
escape the general slangblcr. He remained there two 
days witlmut any nutriment whatever, when, at the 
expiration of the second day, he was providentially 
discovered senseless and exhausted. I^rd Byron, on 
being fully informed of these singular facts, imme- 
diately received the orphan boy under his protection^ 
The extraordinary history of Ins preservation, and 
the sad havoc of his raee,^ endeared the child more 
clo.sely to his sympathy and affection. He was con- 
stantly with his Lordsliip to the last moment of his 
existence. It was for this boj^ that his Lordship ex- 
pressed such concern, wlien his vessel was nearly 
captured by a Turkisli I'rigale. He writes thus at 
the lime “ 1 am uneasy at being here, (in a small 
unprotected port close to the Turkisli frigate,) not so 
much on my own account as on that of the Greek boy 
with me— for you know whathis fate would l>e,— and 
I would stxmer cut him in pieces myself, thaa ba\x 
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him taken by these barbarians. It may be mdi- 
tioned that this boy, after his Lordship's death, was 
sent to En by the Honourable I.eiccstcr Stall' 
hope, for the*?ttl*ancement of his education, andiV' 
comgMiided bv him to the protection of the Earl of 
H Onhisarrival in this country, the Duke I 

ana nuohjt4|k|n.cinstcr were so delighted with the 
nobicmgpffP Ujp m anner, tiuit they adopted him as 
their wSne&MSl^is resident in London with the 
Le(fe|H^3nith'. He is a perfect Grecian warrior in 
his coUunie is most imposing. He wears 
a tufWB^elicl^. j^y and on the right side of his 
belt are iGaged&jBB^ on his left a dagger. 

He was in after the hearse of his illus- 

trious patron^v^BMiaine, even when casually men- 
tioned in his presence, produces the most afilicliiig 
recollections on his youthful mind. 

An instance of his Lordship's evil presentimenls is 
mentioned by' CipLun Medwiu, nsot'eurrlng while ire 
was at Pisa. On tJie birth-day of his daughter, Byroii 
wasvery melaucbuly, and declined their usual amuse- 
ment of pistol bring. They went out to their ride, 
and Byron tried to roily his spirits, but in vain. 

hilst they were on the road, Urey heard a loui la- ] 


on 60/. a- year: Mfl|^K^tertaine4pnpaDy, every 
luxury that could^^Poeured was pro^jM* be 
would indulge to a gnat degree in 

Byron was often miserly in trifles ; and when the 
whim struck him, almost foolishly profuse. No per- 
son can say a word about penuriousness, when they 
recolleot the sums he lavished on Greece, and his In- 
temions of devot/ng his fortune, and even his life, in 
that good cause. A part of a letter may here be given, 
which will show, not only the Inimorous style of his 
correspondence, but also liis devotion to the muse of 
the Greeks. I have written (he says in this letter, 
dated 1 3th Oet. 1 823) to our friend Douglas K-innaird, 
on our ow'n matters, desiring him to send me out all 
the farther credits he can command, (and 1 have one 
year's income, and the sale of a manor besides, he 
tells me, before me;) for till tbe Greeks get their 
loan, it ts.probabic 1 shall have tO stand partly pay- 
master, as far as I am ‘ good upon 'Change,* that is 
to say, I pray you to repeat as much to him, and say, 
that 1 must in the interim draw on Messra. R. most 
fomiidably— to say the truth, I do not grudge it, 
now tire fellows have begun to light again; and still 
more welcome sliall they be, if they will go on — but 


■entation; and on riding up to the cottage from 
whence it proceeded, they found that it was a widow 
wailing her only child, who had died at tlwit instant, 
Byron became mucli affected at the cireuinstaiice. 
“ 1 shall be unhappy,” said he, “ till X liear that my 
daughter is well. I have a great horror of anniver- 
saries ; people, only lAugh who have never kept a re- 
gister of them. I always write to my sister on Ada's 
birth-day. I did so last year ; and what was very 
remarkable, my letter reached her on iny wcddlug- 
day, and )»er answer rc.iched me at Ravenna on my 
birth-day! Several exlraordinai^ things have hap- 
peiuNl to me on mV birth-day; so they did to Naj»o- 
leon; and a more wonderful circumstance still oc- 
curred to Marie Antoinette.” 

On the day after this occurrence, the courier brought 
a letter from England, ip which the death of his old 
physician Polidori was stat«l. “ I was convinced,” 
ire remarked, ** something very unpleasant hung over 
me last night. T exp^led' to hear that somelmdy 1 
Knew was dead ; so it turns out— who can help being 
superstitious? Scott believes iri secorrd sight, Rous- . 
scan tried whether he would he damned or not by 
aiming at a tree with a stone, Goethe tmsled to the 
chance of a knife's striking the water whether he j 
was to succeed in some undertaking.” He might ' 
also have iirentioned Swift’s placing the success of ! 
his life on the drawing a trout lie had liookrd out of 
tbe water. ; 

At a Cbristmas-day dinner, he once ordered a plum 
podding, ii I'Angiaise. Somebody afterwards told him 
tliat it was not good. “Not good!” said he. “why, 
it ought to be good, it cost lifleen Pauls.” 

He could live most abstemiously, and generally did 
so. 11c oflfered once to bet Hay tliat he would live 


they liavohad, or are to have, four tliousand pounds 
(besides some private extraordinaries for widows, or- 
{dians, refugees, and rascals of all descriptrons) of 
mine at one ^ swoop,’ and it is expected tliat Uie nc.\t 
will be as imicli more, and how can I refuse if they 
wiU light? and especially if 1 should hnpfikn to be in 
their voiiipany? i therefore request and require, that 
you should apprise my Iriisty and trust-w orthy trustee 
and banker, and crown and sheet anchor, Douglas 
Kiniiaird, the Honourable, that he prepare alimonies 
of Hiine, including the purdiase money of Rochdale 
inaiior, and mine income for tlie year A.l). 1824, 1o 
answer and anticipate any orders or draughts of mine, 
for the good cause, in go^ and lawful money of Great 
Britain, etc. etc. etc/ May you live a thousand years! 
whicii is 9991bnger tium the Spanish Cortes’ consti- 
tution.” They wlip are loudest in their abuse of 
Byron — who talk magniloqiiently and most scholar- 
like about the glories of ancient Greece— and who 
ever are vaunting the blessing of the Christian re- 
ligion — w'ould never have given half as many farthings 
as Byron gave pounds to liiivc seen the renovation of 
man in the rarliest abode of freedom and learning ; 
or to have rescued \rliut tliey pretend to Value so 
much — the Cross — from the most aboqiiuable of all 
tyrannies, the tyranny of the Crescent. .They will 
subscriire to Bible and Missionary Societies, and 
launch a book at tire head of tire Grand Seignior from 
tire withered and feeble arm of a priest as bigotted as 
himself; but the advancement of men in freedom and 
in knowledge is not the spring that will open their 
coffers. Tbe cnisaders of old laid down tlreir lives, 
tliat the Cross might soar triumphant o'er the banners 
of infidelity — but tbo crusaders of the refonned 
Cimrch, so far from risking their lives in the good 
cause, will not only not bestow a portiotv of tlirir 


cx 


TUE li*E OF LORD BYROfIv- 


wealth, blit U^se Byron never ex- 

hibited n love uf cant. He^jHIRined about^ncient 
Greece; nmr. talked merely of her heroes o( anti- 
quity; n^||^ spouted the honied language with the 
true “ (ire ro/UHf/o,” and saw all tlie advantages of 
Greece concentrated in. the siholar's illustration of 
her ancient dactyls did spondees; he never felt per- 
haps, the deep and pore enthusiasm of a religious cru- 
sader— that a life of joyful. immortality would follow 
death lathe advancement of the banners of his crCed; 
but he had read of ancient Greece ; he knew it as the 
nursery of freedom and science; he saw modern ! 
Greece— he saw it, as formerly it was, worlh>’ to be : 
the feigned, dwelling-pldite of immortal spirits; he ; 
saw it enslaved— must shamefully enslaved— by Ok- 
common enemy of civilized man; he saw this bar- 
barous despot In a Holy Alliance with his brother 
despots of Kurope, and receiving permissiQii from 
them to tread on the necks of Uieir fellow Christians ; 
he hated, from hU very soul, also, the principles of 
this parody on the Holy Trinity ; and he warred, and ; 
gave his nipoey and his life, not less in detestation of 
them, than in a sincerely eDthusiaslic love fur injured 
Greece. 

That it was not however whim, or schoolboy en- 
thusiasm, can be. proved, besides, from his Lordship's 
letters. ^Ynt^og to one of his intimate friends, lie 
says, , you must have heard that. I am going 

to Greece; wliy do you not come to me? 1 am at 
last determined — Greece is the only ptare / erer teas 
eontetjted du. I am serious, and did not write be- 
fore, as 1 might liave ^;iven you a journey for no- 
thing. The}' all say I con be of great use in Greece. 

I do not know liow, nor do they, but at all events 
Jet us try.*’ . - 

In another letter, he distinctly shows Uiat he had 
gone to Greece with enthusiasm for the cause; but 
with neither blind enthusiasm, nor the enthuslasnrof 
a schoolboy. 1 am happy to say that and my- 

self are acting in perfect harmony together; he i.s 
likely to be of great service to the cause and to the 
committee, and is publicly, os well as personally, a 
ver)' valuable acquisition to onr party, on every ac- 
count. He came up (as tliey ail do who hove not 
been in the country bcTore) with some high-flown 
notions of the sixth form at Harrow and Kton, etc. : 
but (.lolonci and I set him to rights in these ' 
points, whicli was absolutely necessary to prevent 
disgust, or perhaps return— but now' we can set our 
shoulders to the v hcet, without quarrelling 

with the mtid which may clog it occasionally. 1 can 
assure }ou that Colonel and myself arc as de- 

cided for tlie cause as any German student. of them 
alt— but, like men who have seen the country and 
human life, there and elsewhere, we must be per- 
mitted (0 view it in its tculh— with its defects as well 
as itsbeauties, more especially as success will remove 
the former gradually.” 

YVher. residing at Mitylene in the year 1813, he j 


pprUoned eight young girls very liberally, and even 
danced witli them at the marriage feast— he gave a 
cow to one man, Jmrses to anothei) cotton and 
silk to several girls wlio live by wepv^ these mate- 
rials. He also Ivought a new birai'for a flsbermao who 
had lost his own in a gale, and he often 
Testaments to the poor cliildren. * 

He believed that the qualities d^cend 

from sire to son,” as well as lhe gout, madqess, 
;md the catidogue of Inxlily mal.ulies w M^.'h we receive 
from onr tiidulgeiit fatinrs, — and that, as Isaac Bick- 
crstalY says, ‘‘one might wear any pa.'Sion out of a 
family iM'mluifc, ai; skilful gardeners blot a colour 
out of a tulip lliat Imrl.s its beauty.” To his uncle, 
wlio was sety ^ujM r.stiUous, and fed crickets, be as- 
cribed his superstition ; to aiioUier ot his ancestors, 
w'lip died laughing, he ascribed hiS buoyant spirits. 
Two of Ins ancestors, also, had such a love for each 
Ollier, that they Iwth died almost at the same mo- 
ment. . “ There seems,'* he says, “ to have been a 
flaw in lily escutcheon there, or that loving couple 
have monopolized all the connubial bliss of the fa- 
mily.” 

Ac is the case with many men in affluent circum* 
stances, Byron was at times more than generous ; and 
again, at other tiiiiCs, w liat might be called mean, lie 
once borrowed 500f. in order to civc to the widow 
of one who had been his friend; and lie frequently- 
dined on five Pauls, and once gave his hills to a tody 
to be examined; because he thought he was cheated. 

He gave 1000/. for Ayaolil, w hich he sold again for 
300/., and refused to givq the sailors their jackets. 

He once borrowed 1 00 /. to give Coleridge, the poet, 
,al a time lie was in some distress ; and then was so 
excessively sliabby” as to boast of his beneficence ; 
and accuse the poeCof ingratitude because he did not 
cringe, nor faw-n, nor abuse Southey, his owu bro- 
ther-in-law.- . 

A SOD of one of BvTon's tenants had seduced a young 
woman in the same station in society as himself. H 19 
Lordship expressed himself very much displeased wiUi 
thecircumstauce, and demanded tliat reparation should 
be made by marriage. Tliis w-asbeforelie wentabroad, 

; and at -a time when, .though not enlightened by.a belk^ 
in the Christian creed, he had formed certain rules of 
moral conduct. 

Whatever may be the latitude allowed to married 
ladies, there is certainly very little granted to unmar- 
ried ones on the Continent. If Italian husbands must 
cocry antlers, and educate tliecluldrenof their wives, 
they are freed from tlie vexation of a post-chaisc pur- 
suit after a run-away daughter;' the chance of a brace 
of balls tliruugh the liead, by Uie hands of the gentle- 
man courting the alliance, when itkely to be deprived 
of the object of his alTections — oc the grievous mis- 
fortune of finding themselves outwitted at last by a 
sliarper, and losing the lady's fortune, after bringing 
her up in every fasliionabie accoinpHshmeut to the 
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age of ei^tePDr Byron, while at Venire, had ^w- 
agers at coinniaDd; but for only sereipding and at* 
tempting a Uirtatiun with a young lady, he received a 
visit ne!it morning from a priest and a police officer, 
and was very likely to get himself into considerable 
trouble through this aflair. It would be a precious 
balm for the minds of testy fathers and guardians in 
England, if they could rest satisfied that an advice 
from the parish airole, and a shake from the Ivendle's 
cane, could frighten away the gentlemen who hove 
nothing to give for the affections of their daughters 
and wards, but their shoulders and tongues. 

^ Byron always entertained a high opinion of Ma- 
dame de Stael, and never took any revenge of iier 
d|;ood-natured intentions,*’ hut by saying, tliat, 
if she had s|>oken- less, she might have written a 
great deal better ; and by praising her husband. 

■Whenever a man, by Uie cursed destiny of his stars, 
is 80 unfortunate as to marrya literary wife, w liat* 
ever may he his talents, he immediately sinks kilo 
the shade in bis own house, and in the world’s opi- 
nion also ; and is not treate<i by the visiters with any 
more deference than a parish parson at tlie table of 
the Mfiiire — a sort of privileged guest. The lady of 
the house is lord and ruler, and the master is— a do- 
mesticated biped, kept for the purpose of keeping his 
lody warm in winternights, filling a chair at the foot 
of her table, and carving toiler gue.sts. Thus it has 
been with Dacier, Wortley, Sir Charles Morgan, 
Rocca, etc. etc., some of whom might have been ce- 
lebrated if married to their cooks, and some never 
heard of, as for io.stance Uie tw o latter, unless mar- 
ried to their literary ladies. 

But. oil ! fc lords of ladles lolelkctiial, 
lalunn m truly, have tlicy not hcnpeck'4 you all?'* 

Don Juan. 

Madame de Staei, like the rest of her class, had 
not the highest opinion of her spouse; and Byron's 
attentions to the legitimate owner of her affections 
were not so gratifring as if offered to herself. Bynm 
says ot this gentleman, 1 liked Rocca ; he was a 
gentleman and a clever man ; no one said better things 
or witii a better grace.” This Frenchman, on By- 
ron's lamenting that the rocks of Meillerie, rendered 
sacred by Rousseau's connecting them with the loves 
of St. Preus and Julie, should have been cut away to 
forma road, replifHl, with true nationality, route 
vniif tiHciLT qve le$ souvenirs.,** ** a good road is better 
than any recollections.” 

Miss Milbanke was the friend of Aladame de Stael, 
and yielded more to her opinion tlian to that of any 
person save her niotber. AV this time, a double mar- 
riage w as talked of in the metropolis. Miss Milbanke 
was given to Auguste, [Madame de Stael's son,} and 
Ixird Byron to her daughter, the present Duchess of 
Broglie. 

While Byron wag living at Geneva, the most shame- 
fal stories were circulating in England with regard 
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to his conduel. Tlicse stories were, of coarse, re- 
tailed to Bvron at Madame de Slaei’s; and enraged 
to find such calumnies circulating, he resolved that 
they should not be without some foundation. Im- 
mediately he set out for Venice, and bundled com- 
pletely into the sen of dissipation. 

The ladies seems always to have taken a particular 
fancy to Byron. Wheji lie first went abroad in com- 
pany witli-Mr. Hobhouse, and iiad arrived in the 
course of his tour at Seville, he lodged in tlie house 
of tw o young ladies, one of w hom was on the eve of 
being married ; and, altlmugli liercmaiued tlierc only 
lliree days, the fair bride did not scruple to pay him 
the most marked attentions; which, as they were 
w omen of character, and miivcd with the best society, 
rather astonished him. Ills hostess, on his depar- 
■ ture^ embraced him with tenderness, cut off a lock of 
his hair, and gave hirn a long one of her own in ex- 
change, winch be forw arded in a letter to his mother. 
With this specimen of S^ranish female manners, he 
proceeded to Cadiz, where various incidents occurred 
to him, calculated to rouTirm the opinion lie ;bad 
formed at SeviHc of tlie Andalusian belles, and wlticli 
made him leive Cadiz with regret, and a detfriiiina- 
to return to it. His Lordship's sentiments r^arding 
these cities may be seen from the following stanza of 
Childe Harold. Of Seville he says, 

But all uncniudiRu of Ibc cnrnliig doom. 

The fpait, the *onfi, ihe revel ben? aliomids t 
sh.io$e modes uf meniiDent the hours consume. 

Nor blivtl iluise patrluu with Utrlr country's wmmds : 

Nor h' rc War's clarion, but Love's rebeck sounds; 
llere FoUy sUlI his votaries eottiralla ; 

And yoiiDC-eyeil Lc»(ln«<>s walks her intdoijibt roaiMls > 

Girt with the silent rrimrs uf Capitals, 

Still to the last, kind Vice clings tu Uie lou ring walls.** 

On Byron’s visiting the library of the convent at 
Mafra, “ the Kscuriai of Portugal,” the monks con- 
versed wTtii him in Latin, and asked him whether the 
English bad any books In their country. 

Lord Byron prided himself at one time chiefly on 
liis being a satirist. He w^s very sensitive almut the 
fate uf tl»c >‘£nglish Bards and Scotch Reviewers; ” 
but, when once he found It had fairly succeeded, his 
satisfaction w'as supreme. He considered, tlien, tliat 
satire was his forte, and resolved to write nothing 
else. The “ British Bards" was written at >ew- 
stead ; a copy printed at a country press was sent by 
his Lordship to his friend Mr. Dallas, for his correc- 
tions, with a request that he would see to its being 
published. When first sent to London,' the satire 
was entitled **The British Bards;" but to this Mr. 
Dallas objected, and sent the following letter : 
the first place, I propose to you an alteration of the 
title. * The British Bards immediately brings to the 
imagination those who were stain by the first Ed- 
ward. If you prefer it to the one I am going to offer, 
at least let the definite article he left nut. 1 would 
fain, however, have you call tlie satire *The Parisli 
Poor of Parnassus,’ [how quaint and alliterated!) 
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which w^af^rd you an opportunity for. a jiote of 
tliis natinc— Booksellers have been called the mid- 
wives of literature ; w ith how much more propriety 
may they bejfamed overseers of Uie^podi^’J^ar- 
iiassuSf and frapers of the w’ork-house of toc de- 
solated spot ! ** A very pretty idea this same ; but 
the wit of it, however pleasing to Mr. Dallas, was not 
suited to the sarcastic humour of the young |>oet. 

Mr. Dallas only acted the midwife to the dis- 
tressed vea||ni, and assumed the parson, in wh 
ing to Be presumed to ai 

at the orgamation of the infant, and was anxioi 
add a member — sending uo less than two dozen 
for insertion. '•* 1 will also take the liberty of sen^ 
ing you some two dozen (dosing?) lines,” he writes in 
a letter to I.X)rd Byron, w hich, if they neitlier of- 
fend your car nor your judgmentf 1 w ish you would 
adopt, on acc.ount of the occasion w hich has prompt- 
ed them. 1 am ac^iuaiuted with and, Uiougli not 
on term-s of very close intimacy, I know' him suf- 
hcieotly to esteem him as a man. He lias but a slen- 
der Income, out of wJiicli he manages to support tw o 
of his relations. His literary standard is by no means 
eoiitemptible., and bis objects have invariably been 
good ones.” This gratuitous puff of some small uu- 
know'n Qiay be easily supposed as annoying as the 
“ Parish Poor of Parnassus” by the same liand, so liis 
Lordship gave it no ndiiiittamte ; and exculpated him- 
self from Uie appearauce of contemning hisfriend*s 
muse, by liappily quoting what Lady Mary ^Vorllev 
Montague said to Poj>e, “ >'o touching, — for the good 
will be given to you, and the bad attributed to iiie.”' 
Mr. Dallas did not choose to perceive any satire in the 
n-ply. 

By the advice ofMr. Dallas, however, several alte- 
rations were made before the English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers,” (the name ^bstituted for “ The 
British Bards," and “ The Parish Poor of. Parnas- 
sus,”) was sent to the press. 

The last line of the criticism on Little, in' the ori- 
ginal, ran thus : 

**Sbe bids tb«e meod tbf life, and lia oo more." 

This was changed into,' 

^ 8be Iilds ilice mead thf line, aod sio no morv." > 

Had the original appeared, the blood must have 
been stirred up in the pugnacious little Irishman, and 
the consequences might have been more serious than 
on the occasion of the “ leadless pistols. 

The tw'O lines that were intended for Lord Carlisle, 
but, from certain circumstances, afterwards altered, 
have been already mentioned, 'llic lines 

“On one aluoe Apollo lo 

And cruwus a new Ro»cofmiidii in Carlisle," 

were not printed in the original, but inserted after- 
wards in Lord Byron's hand-writing. Tlie couplet 
must have been written in the short space interven- 
ing betwixt the printing the poem at >ew$tead, and 
his arrival in town. Dallas objected to the eulogy 


on such a poet as Carlisle, a^ likely to discover the 
author. Byron accordingly sent four lines to sub- 
stitute for tl>e couplet^^ ' 

Koscommon ! ShrlM|^^»llh yoiir srptriu Oed, 

No future* laiirrii deck a noMr head) ^ 

Nur cVn a hacku-y'd Mute will lo trnUe 

On minor Byron, or maturv Carlbic.*' ,, 

This alteration, hesaid, would answer thepurposes 
of concealment. They expressed more truly the opi- 
nion of his Lordship towards the noble Earl; but, 
vhen the latter declined introducing him to the House 
Lords, he openly renounced all alliance, and, in 
ter antipathy, wrote wliat now stands in his satire 
^n the “New Roscommon.” No persuasion could 
make iiim alter that passage, nor the two notes ac- 
compan\ing it. Six lines that accompanied the pas- 
sage he did caneel. 'ITiey were intended to come 
after the four first lines upon the subject. 

Byron was a great admirer of the "W overlay hovels, 
and never travelled without them. “They are,” 
said he to Captain Medwin one day, “a librarv in 
themselves, — a jierfect literary treasure. I could 
read them once a year with new pleasure.” During 
that morning he had been reading one of Sir Walter’s 
novci.s, and delivered, according to Medw in, die fol- 
lowing cfiticism: “How difficult it is to say any 
tiling new! >Vlio was that voluptuary of antiquity, 

• who offered a rew ard for a new pleasure ? Perliaps 
all nature and art could not supply a new idea. 

. “This page, for instance, is a brillantone; it is 
full of wit. But let us see how much is original. 
This passage, for instance, comes from Shakspeare ; 
this bon rnnf from one of'Sbcridan's comedies; this 
observation from another writer, (naming Ibc au- 
thor;) and yet the ideas are new moulded,— and 
perhaps Scott was not aware of their being plagia- 
risms. It is a bad thing to have a good memory.** 

“ 1 should not like to have you for a critic,” ob- 
served Captain Medwin. 

“ Set a thief to catch' a thief,” was the reply. 

Byron, as he took his good or bad qualities from 
some one or other of his ancestors, se^ijkj^ have 
draw n in obnoxjousness to sea storms 
fatlier, the ccl^rated Admiral, who wanj^B^uS- 
tomed to have rough and squally wetmN***^vrote 
in bis log-book that die sailors were alw'ays unwill- 
ing to Sail with him, and he was well known through- 
out the fleet by the name of “foul-weather Jack.” 
In his early life, while a midshipman, he was wrecked 
near the Straits of Magellan in the Wager, and his 
narrative of the sufferings of the crew, which he 
published on his arrival ^ known. 

I.ord Byron drew many of tt|pn/ctim8tances with 
which he ha.s rendered fearful the account of the sea 
storm in his Don Jtian from this work — and he ac- 
knowledges that the dangers liis hero encountered, 
^Are roraparaQve 

To those related In my graodad'a NirraUve." ^ 
Lord Byron himself, however, was pretty often ex- 
posed to storm, and in sailing from Prevesa to Pa- 
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tns« In f Turkish ship of war, provided for Iibn hy J resistible force. Ilis Lordship, «itli Captain F , 

All Pnshaw, was ver)' near being Idit in a moderate Doctor Pcio, and Percy S , kept the deck, and the 

galeo^wiod, from the4tnoraDce of llie Turkisii cre^. ' hatches were battened down over the rest of our com- 
The vessiTwas daiven u^n the coast of Sull, andW^re ^ pany : a tremendous sea carried awaylhe boot, which 


his hap was mudi sufMripr tojhat of his gallant 
0r|ndfutl»er.in South America. An instance of du* 
intCTesled hogpitalit)' in H>e cliief of a Suliotu 
9Q|liTed to Byron iir consequence ofhis dfi ^ter in 
ffalUot. Tlie lipnest Albanian, aiT^&s- 
mjlwif h^i in the distress in whi^i he f^nd liini, 


his wants, and lo()ging Inin^ml Tii^ h^r^^ipm tliedeck ; our two cows and goals shared 

‘ a the sanSHale, as well as one of the horses; the others 


w 9 s hoisted up at the stern, and broke in all the bulk- 
heads pf the quarters. For our ow n safety, all iiands, 
after being revived w ith a dram, began to throw over- 
board the guns, Lord Byron himself assisting in this 
painful duK. 'file long boat was then released from 
her lashings, and, ^s we wished, the wases soon swept 


rig oC'iFletchc^ia Greek, two 7 .. ^ 

and his companion Mr. Ilo^hous^,' rc- | 
rroeive any remuneration, and onl>Wikcd I 


G 
fii: 

hyii for u written acknow ledgment tli^t he h;ul been 
well-treated. \Vhen Lord Byron pres^ hipi ri^lake 
money, he said,* * • • * ^ 

me.” 

4,-|jA)urIng^ jleasiwe trip which BvTon and some of 
^S^iends ma<fe in his yacht, Mazeppa, commanded 
Japp^plain BenSon,R. ?f., to SieilVnCorsfca, and Sar- 
ouria, ayioicnt storn^awsc, which, for the terrific, 
makes a fool of Ihatocciirring to ;£neas of old in tlie 
same parts; and for^the patlietic, almost eut-licrods 
,thf Narrative of Jojm BjTon. Ij is aitf xcellent thing 
sitting in on^s ^easy» chair, to deecrilie a storm. 
A'oftfet iHi^ffHrgite r«fo.*|)€ople liave no inclinatiup 
to quote-poetry, and make up a soul-harrowing story. 
The followiog t$ an extract from U»e “ Narrative:” 
Sailors say a calm aKays precedes a stonn ; ^nd 
we hod reason to give into sudi presentiments ; for 
the next momiug the wimk which had blown from 
^th-w'est, with a liglit g^.^ddenty changed 
to the opposite point of the colMb^iid came down 
with'sweejiihg xengeanCe. 

We dioK t^^fed oyr sails, and made all snug; the 
t^ptain and Captain F— declaring we should have 
■ UCtocminter a strong ‘ Levanter,’ all our efforts were 
Gained |p donbfe tl^headlful, ;ind ge^intS the gulf 
ofSt. Fift^^), but in^in;^p that a whole day was 
spent i^^m^’i^^cerf 8 |^to close in with the land, 

*^ea-simiVss no^ lai^ all our ladies and gentiemeo 
•on Ufcir^eainends;’ Count^-i — , Mr. Denzcll,ond 
the amiable (uphan, St. F— were almost overcome, 
and tliftwhofe wete bed-ridden. The sun set angnily, 
and the wind, veering ihdre to the westward, broughs 
os on a lec-shqpe to our utlet dismay. The elegant 
Falconer says, in his unrira/led poem, 

'Ah! woW U miue, with Uiacfui Mavo'a art, 

To wake tu sjtBpatby the TceUnx heart. 

Tltea lA>'aeTerrlx tiluht by cruet fate 
Xo share in Sll ilie peVUs 1 rrlaie. 
flow micht I with ofMqnall'd straiot rieplnm 
The ItBpa^hjitts bSrrora of a (ceward altort !’ 



Offors ^e were doomed to experience : we re- 
r sails to a few yards of canvas, and low ered 
ds on deck. The sky appeared as an extensive 
slieet of lightning, and pe^s of thunder overhead ap- 
pealed as if ready to duipart the vessel, and bury us 
ia the waves, which rolled over ibe vessel with ir- 


wcrc in tlt^^oM, ond to that they ow ed their preser- 
vation. '^hc two large anchors were cut from the 


I)Owsf*aDd the vessel, tinis eased of a heavy top-load , 
dali^d more lightly over the tremendous billow s, and 
I wish you Jo love ihe, not to pWji Aspired us with fresh hopes. Tlie crew were all or- 
^ ” dered to the after part of the deck, and again refresh- 

ed w ith liquor. A light was seen apparently in the 
clouds, which shone from some n)ouutaineer*§ cot- 
tage; it gleamed with asickly hue through tive storm, 
and the sailors, with true Italian su|verstitlon, pro- 
nounced it ‘ St. Peter’s w atchliglit ’ to sl>ow us to tho 
grave: indeed, we were oil inclined to think it fore- 
boded no good, and Uie Captain (Benson) informed n.s 
that there was f;o light-house on that partof the coast, 
and we must be very near tlie land to see a light so 
plainly. We soon saw (he high mountains, and would 
have been 

Mlappy to tMihc wiUt Intiia't richetl ore, 

A ule acceerion to U)at banro »bore.' 

Tlie Captain, who had been anxiously looking out, 
acquainted us so as not to be heard by the crew', that 
he saw breakers nearly ahead, and liad no liopes of 
being able to weather them. Captain F n coin- 

cided in this opinion ; to which his Lordship said. 
Well, weore all born to die— I shall go with regret, 
but certainly not with fear.” Dr. Peto counted bis 
rosary, and kissed his crucilix with fervent devotion 
on his knees. 

** Percy S , who heretolbre made no secret of 

bis infidelity, and w hose spirits we Il|0tig1it no danger 
could ever ap{)al,'appeanrd to dll(j^ergy, and 

me horrors of approaching d|ath loado liii^J^ecp like 
a child. Those names wl^q^^ie never btfidte pro- 
nounced Hut in ridiculi^be now called-up^in mov- 
^^tfocents of serious player, and iinplon^|(he pro- 
tection of that Being^hiw CSiHeDCC lift i^cted to 
disbelieve. Thus, . ^ ^ 

*CooKi«acc (k>e« orake cowanb of i» all.* 

The horrors surrounding us were too appalling for hu- 
man nature to contemplate witliout shuddering; for, 

-Invata, aUt: Ihewertd ihadeii of yure 
vvuukl arm Ibo nuadwtUi pTiKoiopliia loro t 
In >aiQ Uu-y'd trachuv vrilh our latottbrejUi. 

To KuUe Mime amM 1 he panrv of dralh ; 

Kt<*o Zmo't aelf. and Epictrlus old. 

TbU fell abyM bad ibudder'd to betmld.’ 

“ The breakers w ere now visible to all the ctcy, to 
whom bis Lordsliip gave his advice to lasH themselves 
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to the j anis, >vliid) they diil. CapUiin F-^n aiul 
Captain Benson took the helm; his Lordsttip descend* 
od to the rabin, where all were too much afraid to be 
sensible of tlieir danger, nor could they be roused by 
any exertion of his ; he came up with a scenubox «u 
Ills hand, whidi he placed by his side, and sat down ; 
he had not lon^ sal when he asked, *]s there any 
chance ? ’ to which he was answered, * ISune what- 
ever.* * Then,’ said he, rising, ‘ it is every mail's 
duty to endeavour to preserve the life God has given 
hhn; so 1 advise yon all to strip : 8\»iiimiiiig, indeed, 
('an be of little use in these billows— but as children, 
when tired with erving, sink placidly to 
when exhausted with stru^ling, shall die tri^ eftsler : 
and, with God’s blessing, we shall soon be at rest.’ 

“ riis Lord.ship tlien threw off every thing Inrt his 
Irowsers, ahd binding his silk neckclotJi round his 
loins, lie sat down, and folding his ani>s ocrossliis 
rhest, waited. In tranquil resignation, bis fate. I*eiry 
S— -i lay at his feet in a state of insensibility. His 
Ijordsiiip looked down upon him, and ejaculated, 

* Poor fellow ! ’ l>r. 1‘elo liad covered liis head w ilb 
his doak, and was stretdied at full length, groaning 
in bitter anguish. 

Captain F — —a was reinovingsbmcdollarsfroin 
hUcoat into tlic |>ocltet of his imdil clothes, whidi 

his Lordsiup observing smiled, and said, * F n, 

do you u)ean that as a ballast to sink you sooner, or 
aia bribe to Neptune to give you a good birlb in his 
Valery pala<;e ? ’ 'I be sun was now nearly an Iktut 
high, but all was like the twilight of the grave. 'The 
sea was long and heavT, and as it broke upon tlic 
rocks, the crash struck the car, as though a finest of 
lofty oaks were falling by a whirlwind, 'fhe ■coun- 
tenance of his Lordship never cltangcd whilst the per- 
son who writes this had jjower to view it ; but, 

* The heart Uul blerdi wiUi aorrow, all ^ owd, 

ForgeU Uie |>angi of frieotkbJp to bcinuau.' 

“The breakers now were not a quarter of a mile 
distant on the lee-bow, when Captain Benson remark- 
(*d to his Lordship, ‘ 0®r only chance is to put away 
a point behire wind, or we are surq to go broad- 
side into th^suif^^uui perish at once!* * As you likc,j^ 
said his J^rdship, r^Jg his head, and looking tijwn 
the <lang{; he then ruined his former position. 

“ A li(tl|»y-stirge now swept the vessel fore and jfu 
end caril^ overboard Hit; do^r, who Instantly sadlr 
to rise no more. 

“ His LlJWhhipexclaimJdj|^t)d God ? ’ and at Hie 
moment Uie vessel rose u|iM a mountain billow to a 
tremendous height, from whose summit she descend- 
ed with the velocity of lightning, as if she was going 
to bury herself in the remorseless deep. By this rajilfl 
movnnent she wns precipitated forward lieyond the 
reach of the breakers, that rolled behind her stern, 
and burst in impotence, as If incensed at tlie loss of 
their destined prey. ‘ We are safe,* exclaimed Cap- 
tains F— — n and Benson ; * jump, men, from the 
yards, ond make sail.' Tliis they did with tuinultu- 
oui^oy, whi(4i his Lordship checked, and told them, 


^ W mist you are working, silently thank God fur your 
miraculous pres«r\atiq^.*‘ H« then went below, and 
bringing up u boyiie, bade e\gfy one drink, himself 

pledging Uicm Percy S was r^K>\(xttn ffstaie 

of^upor to his bed; his LondsIWp comforted tlios« 
bcloy w ith assuranles of safety ; and tlie \essel was 
laid to, under ‘8imgoam-as,*'in the mouth of the Gbl'f 
of Tforenzo, with every part of which the Ci|^fi 
WiiSw^ m'qiiainted. Tlu* sea upon whicii the ve^l 
rose was the luians of ficr prfservalioif proUibl/ 
(h^e waTiij^if (he sea liad lieen calll^ a depth 
Iwofce^ofwWcr on iherock^over which sliepasstxJ; 
but the seotfarried her safe oi^r at a inoinent yihem 
everyJippe, save that of iimuortaiity, wos'^iie. 

“ The vessel now rose smoothly, and the liour of 
right lleing arftvcd, all tl^e parly were enabled to sU 
up’iidH lake cdffee. 'Hie.dcfctor wastuissed, andhis 
ocra^oned sincere regret ; not that lie had left 
a memory ‘ bebfnd him eitlicr to bclo«ciT«o£^^- 
mented. He was a selllsh, cold, md unfri4^ly* 
Venetian, aiKl bis onl^' recomuiendatKm to Ids Lo^||L^ 
ship was the reputalfon of h^ skiH, which was muffl 
over-rated. 

“ Perry S Iiad recovered From his fits fear, 

and came FroiiUiis cabin like a s|fbetrcfroin the tomb, 
llis Lordsliip rci^toll, as he shook lihu by the liaod, 

^ Oi. nun, llniei’kclbre Uicir iCnti, 

TJtc VtfUanl DCTcr UMe uTdciih turuuce.’ * - 

?**Ah!' exclaiittcd the reclaiiiKxl infidel^* I havt 
tasked so jnucb of tRe Mtteru^s of death, that I sHill 
in future entertain doubts of my own creed.* A 
glass b{ rum and watej'^wann, raised his droojiing 
spirits, Tmd in ti^t^-luur hours Iw was thc^W 
free-thinking, (iFanklas dog as ever ; thus verilying 
the old distich, 

‘ The devil wts dcX'-Uie.dcTlI amook waniS hfi.— 

Thedofil futwell— Uw deftly monk w« hA* 


“ As ll^ere was a theair, Mr. Bensort' 

solved to lay te uiitidt oi g^d^ Way, <pid wa^ll begbn 
to prepare for a good'dfi&j^ our «;abin gua^s, dur- 
ing the storm, lK)d theaia bueecluyin the 

stomach, and we wft(i flad^ea rock«dft]K>n 
had acquired an appeUt^ fdr any thing hut a gjile of 
wind. 

“ All qur fresh* stock had been v^.sliadove^ard ; 
Jied and turkey coops, do/ei, i^ges, and even the fil- 
tering stones for the w'ater, which his Lordsiup highly 
valued, were carried away in the flooS. There were,' 
however, preserved luxuridk of other kinds, portable 
meats, preserves, etc., and w-ehad 8n*c.xoellefitcook; 
whilst he provided dinner we all bay^, (for hi the 
rear of the cabin w qrc twocoiivciiicnt marble bathtO 
and then dressed ourselves. 

“Our dinner was a happy-^one; the glnsH^rent 
briskly round; his Lordship was in gteat spirBaYiji^v 
threatened to conqiose an elegy; on the death and rt— 
stirreclion of Percy S— , and the CounlesShwid, act 
his ^ dying speech’ to music, and dedicate.it to the 
spirit of the storm. During these happy iiiumentei 
so quietly did things move u|M>n deck, that we ifna- 
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funed (Hiraelvts onder sail, -wbeii CnptAia , Rnison 
carhe down ;yurtoformed his Jx)r(Uliip Hi$ vssse! was 
safe at aneliorin Mnrtello Day, live 'iroiii the 
town of St. Fiotfenzo.” 

In th« intermHiaCe time of the publishing the dif- 
ferent cantos of Don iuan/*therc appeared from his 
Lordship's pen several tragedies, (all soon abput to 
perish,) with here and there a prerioui relic to be found 
aftera .searsh nndera mn.<^s of ruhhish. Amongst these 
9 lso ap|>eared Gmii. a mystery , dedicit< d to Sir Walter 
icott — perhaps ibe l>est of his dramatic writings. By 
thw work, it appears, ns has always l>e^ sup|>osed, 
that the devil was the iirst nietapliysician, and pre* 
ceded Spinosa in the doctrines of that school. The 
publication of, lain raised the ire of tire saints still 
more against Byron, and a |>arson thinking he per- 
ceived 100)0 flaws in the dialec tics of him who ** gave 
not .beaten for lost,*’ puhiished an ;^nti*Cain, but 
Lucifer ^seems Urn favourite with the public; and 
notwithstandim: the parson may have the advantage 
of Ills Majesty in ua university education, he has by 
QQ means Inat bim out of the licld. Milton endowed 
Satan wkli human passions, '"pule ire, envy, and 
despair,’* and even on partirulnrly trying occasions, 
a little twinge of pity and remorse ; ** but Byron has 
kept 4is M^ije^y wfthiu tlic !)oiinds of his own pro- 
vince, and though he deeply endues him with some ' 
doctrines in metaphysics, yet the wor(d never judged 
the holders of tliev doctrines tp be in their sane 
senses, 'fhe F.dinhurgh Reviewers, whd' had been 
silent for a long time oiHByroii’s w orks, on account 
of their “ tendency,” now popped themselves unex- 
pectedly up, reviewed Sardanapalus and the Foscari, 
and of course exhibited a little twaddle upon Cain. 
The Edinburg Reviewers make a noise about religion 
and morality, but do they care much about one or 
other? They care nothing about church establish- 
ments or religion. They (and all true reformers) are 
above such antiquated conceits, but the bitter exam- 
ple of France has taught them that it is bad policy to 
deprive tlie child of it.s bauble. Religion they esteem 
a thing at present necessary, or at any* rale they think 
it too popular at present to be meddled with. Tlie 
world, they expect, will get wiser in time, and fu- 
turity will consider them and other 'Scotch w its as 
having lived too early for the times,—** 0 miseras 
homiHum mentes! Q pec(ura r(era V* They not only 
suffer religion to exist, but they seize on it to find 
their way to other purposes. Tlie. light which has 
been placed in the gloom of night is of as much be- 
nefit to tlie robber as the peaceable traveller. And 
let us sec, do they care about morality? They laud 
in one page Bowdler*s castrated Shakspeare, and In 
the next declare they are deiigiited with Voltaire’s 
Candid — praise Shelley ip one uninteliigihle paper, 
and in another make a fool of the Rev. Dr. Dwight, 
** whose baptismal nan»e is Timothy.” 

While engaged on the discussion of religion with 
Captain M«Jwin, he said, *‘ You arc a I’rotcsiant— 


I you protest against all religions (a curious definition 
this — observe it, ye that are orthodoxlcal). There is 
I T— will traduce Dante till lie bet'omesa Dantist. 

I I am called a ManicJirean ; I may lie called an Atfy- 
I chican, or Any-thing«arian. How do you like my 
I sect? The sect of Any-thing-arinns sounds well, 
does it not? 

** One mode of worship yields to another; no re- 
ligion has lasteil more than two tliou|^ years. Out 
of the eight hundred millions tiiat Hie globe contains, 
only two hundred millions are Christians. Query, 
—What is to become of the six hundred millions tliat 
do not believe, aud of those incalculable millions Hiat 
Kved beforeChrist? 

- “ People at home are mad about Missionary So- 
cieties, and missions to Hie East. 1 have been ap- 
plied to, to subscribe since, and once before 1 left 
England. Tlie Catholic priests have been labonring 
hard for nearly a century ; but what have tliey done ? 
Out of eiglity millions of Hindoos, liow many prose- 
lytes have been made? Sir J. Malcolm said at Mur- 
ray’s before several persons, tlial the Padres, as. he 
called them, had only made six converts at Dinsbay 
during his time, and that even (his little black flock 
forsook their shepiierd when the rum was out (at- 
tend, ye Bible Society and Missionary Society sub- 
scribers). Tlicir faith evaporated with the fumes of 
the arrack. Besides, the Hindoos believe tliat they 
have had nine incarnations; the missionaries preach 
that a people whom the Indians only know to de.spise, 
have had one. It is nine to one against them by their 
own showing. 

** Priestley denied original sin, and. that any w ould 
be damned. Wesley, Hie object of Southey’s pane- 
gyric, preached tlie doctrines of election and faith; 
and, like all the sectarians, does not want texts to 
prove both. 

“ Tlie best airistians can never be satisfied of their 
own salvation. Johnsondied iikeacoward, nudOow- 
per was near shooting himself; Hiime went off the 
stage like a brax'c man, and Voltaire’s last moments 
do not seem to have been clouded by any fears of what 
was to come. A man may study any thing till he 
believes it. Creech died a Lucretian; Burhardt and 
Brown were Mahomedans; Sale, tlic translator of 
Uie Koran, was accused of being an Islamite.” 

Captain Medwin himself says, ** On the wlwle, 1 
am .inclined to think, that if he were occasionally 
sceptical, and thought it, as he says, 

*A T07«gc, per bap*, to Soil. 

Like PyrHio, ud a tea of tpeentation/ 

yet* his wavering never amounted to a disbelief in the 
divine founder of Christianity.” * 

Tliose who attentively study Byron’s character, as 
displayed in his actions and writings, will he inclined 
in so far to di.sagr«e with this opinion of Captain 
Medwin. Perhaps there never was a greater Deist 
(we may almost ^ely say AHieist) than Lord Byron ; 
^ hut still there were times, we make no doubt, wlien 
! he varied llirongli the whole compass of religious 
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opioloDm^nr ah noir a p^Ut, and no«r i 

CbrisUalTl^^s ttienafij^of mind to vary th(u. 

He was neither an avowed nor oonflrmed Atheist, nor 
was he a tm Clirislian—cow^^ice prevented him 
from being either. He posse|sed not the vigorous, 
reasoning faculty of a Home, Voltaire, Smitli, or 
Gibbon, which, concluding that if man was m^e to 
worship, he must be led to it instiDctive^,'orby the 
most indispmiUe deductions of human reason ; and 
could thus, hoJwer preposterously, discarding ev^ry 
system of reKgion, adhere to atheism in a sincere con* 

Bciousness of its truth: nor had he been brought up 
in that religious awe, tiuit reverence for divine reve* 
latioa, and that constant exercise of religious duties, 

.so necessary to tlie forming of a QirUtian. N^lected 
in hU iwligious education in his youUi, he went to the 
university open alike to Christianity or infidelity i 
and there, bdng more.in the company.oi fitethinkets 
and scoffers at rdigion, than 'ChrisUans,' he readfly 
imbibed tb^doctrines. Man is a setiiA animal, and 
there is a pride he feels whep he imagines that, in- 
stead of being led by blind authority^ be is guided by 
thS Kght of bis own* intellect. ' Ihr young pliiioso- 
pher l^ing abroad at tlie different sects cd Chris- 
tians, and rending of tbedifTerent religions which have 
appcarolin tlie world, is astonislied tliat there sliould 
be sudi a diversity in that, which, if it had pleased 
tlie one Great Being, his fiat couKl have rendered con- 
stant and unchangeable ; he doubts, and then finaHy 
disbelieves. If be be of a weak and sensitive mind, 
he will be pleased wKh his discovery, but yetbewiU 
be iiiiscrabll, and will diange backwards and for- 
wards like a weathercock. If he be of a bold and 
invincible mind, and capable of banisbing early asso- 
ciations, and'holding as nought the opinions of th*e 
world, be will die, like lluoie and Voltaire, in t^ be- 
lief in which he lived. 

; defence of Cain in the ** Conversations” is 

ve^*tAiracteristic. 

' “ I have just got a letter, and an admirable oneit 
is, fromSir Walter Scott, to whom 1 dedicated * Gain/ 

The sight of one of his lettem^ways does me good. 

I hardlyknow what to m«^ tlie contradictory 
opinions tliat have been sent me this week. Moore 
says, that more people are shocked with tlie blai 
ptiemy of the sentiments than delighted with 
beauty of tlie lines. ' Another person thiul^s the de- 
virs arguments, irresistible or irrefutable. says, 
that the Liberals like it, but that tlic Ullraists are 
making a terrible outcry; ami that he and him not 
being in capitals, in full dress unifiorm, sliocks the 
high-church and court party. Some call mean Atheist, 
others a Maniclia'an, — a very bad and hard sounding 
name, that tlie illiterate hate the more because they 
don’t understand what it means. 1 am taxed with 
having made mv drama a peg to bang on it along, and 
some say tiresome, dissertatiuu. on tlie principle of 
evil; and, what is worse, of haxing given Utcifer the 


argumerit; all of ^efa of 

* lt|ire. # 

..ucifer OpougiM tfairty-oioe 
the dividil^'^E^'ouldfMTer 
■nor, OQVw'OuidUfii^ theirs. 
^ eful to him' Cpr gitiog them a 
It. they do Vithouk 

.principle*of evil? Othello's occopaUtm 



made Lucifer say no more in 
lately necessary— not half 
itan rwas forced 
d« rt$U, I baji 
Pmenl, and 1 dsfy 

sobject, and when 1 
tly dKer d}e 
‘easnlke, 



as MpHgious, 
,le^ tirgingjne 
ti<» or ois 
work I a^ld 
I in the days of 


woula be gone. 1 1: 
his defence tbM ^ 
so much as Miftoi 
to keep up his i 
adhered closelyj 
one to question! 

*M/dways thouj 
took it up I determined i 
Mosaic account. IUm 
and took a Bishop fgt* i: 

. Faust is not scr finel 
grand The markl 

a sublime'and Shadowy act., 
more of it than 1 have 
^^Uobhouae lias . deg 
and lias penned me a i 
not to puMUh it, as . 
friendship, Hreonte 

not haVe dared to have ^ ... 

Pope, ChUrebiU, and Johnson (a odrfb^s trio).* Hob- 
house used to write gpod verses once himself^ bat he 
seems to have forgotten w*hat poetry is in others, 
when he soys my ^ Cain' reminos hhii of the worst 
bombast of br)'den*s. ^lelley, who is no bad judge 
of the coinpostUoQS of Othprs, however be may fail 
in procuring success for. liis own, is most sensitive 
and indignant at this critique, and says, (wliat is not 
the ease,} that Cahi is the finest thin&^ver wrote, 
Calls it worthy of Milton, and backs ^Pgaiyst Hob- 
liouse's poetical THnity. The Snake's * rage has prja- 
vented my crest^fifxiin xislng. I shall wrKe iiobliouse 
a very unimpassioned letter, but a firm one. The 
publication shall go on whether Murray refuses to 
print it or not.” ’ Mr. Murray printed Cain, apd tlie 
detestable society, for th^suppression of vice threat* 
<on i.qn ed to prosecute hiiA. The ** most thnid of God's 
l a^ Byrou 

tde ^wath the* doubtful kiluation in which his bibliopole 
wusabnding. Byron took fire instantly, and in a 
letter immediately transuiitted to Mr. Murray, thus 
writes: “The attempt to bully you becaose they 
think it will not succeed with me, seems as atrocious 
an attempt as ever disgraced the tiine». W hat ! w ben 
Gibbon's, Hume's, Priestley's, and UruinnKind's pub- 
lishers hate been allowed to rest in peace for seventy 
years, arc you to be singled put for a work of fiction, 
not of history or argument? 

, “ Ibere must be soinetluDg at the bottom of this — 
some private enemy of your own, it is otlierwise in- 
credible. I can only say, me. mr. arbuai i/ui feci ; 


• A rjmiiur name which Ui$ LunUiip h> hi* fnt'ud Mr. Slallry. 
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that any proceeding against you may/ T beg, befrnns- 
ferred to me, ^bo am willing, and ought to endure 
them all; that if you^ug lost money I will refund 
any or all of tjjc lliat I desire you will say, 

that bothv4|3nd >m^noKl renionstratM agaiust. 
the publiptiuii«^d Hobhotise; and that 1 

alon^amlhepel^iN^i^O,* * either legally or otherwise, 
should bear the Imrden.fej 
**^f thej^pr |ypiTii t e, coq^e to England; that 
IS, if by mC^uJg tu person I can sare yours. 

I.«t rue Knifr.'' Tou lhan’t suffer for me, if 1 can help 
it, Blakj^'Hl^of this lelfir you please.” 

The Viee Society ^(Rd not prdsecute, — they found 
by tbelr cotisilQroh tlyat tliey hod nothing to do with 
the liccutiousness, Immorality, and blasphemy of 
iHj^le l^ds. They liad'JP^icd thmiselves into a 
bodv to prosecute the scum of tlie land ; to fine and 
iM^wate the profauum rufgus: and Urns (lersecule 
into notoriety fellow . s like Carlile>-who w ould other- 
wise never liave soared above their native mud. 
They forget that the common people despise the m- 
tellect and labours of a person of the same rank as 
theoiseHes, and only follow the fashions and yield to 
tbeaulliorlty and opinions of those w hom fortune has 
placed^^ve them. If Carlile could make, by all 
a Imndrdd deists. Lord Byron, by the 
ineHW^ity or his opinions, would make five hun- 
dr^^ieists. The Vice Society is the beet patron 
dulness, vulgar iicentiousnesSrandknavishbooK sellers 
can find. Mr. Murray, the Uigh-cliurrli publisher, 
was known to all Britain; but (Grille, Benbow, and 
sach like, would never have been lieard of without 
the Vice Society. ’Fhey did not prosecute. They 
were friglitened : and by this conduct, many w ho had 
subscribed in the hope that Britain was soon to be-> 
come, under their auspices, a second Kl Dorado, 
sneaked off when they found they had linked them- 
selves to a body of suppressors of our vice! 

ReCornUna lamU ! toodellcalclrnior: 

Hr «hr»e decn’c* our rinful MMiIi <o ure 
No Sutulir lankinh liMun. no b*rbm »1 utc i 
Amt beer undrawn, «od br;inUtian)OwM diipldy 
The Mr rermncf for (he SabUlh-d^r-” 

The society, owing to the pusillanimity of its agent 
in this case, Jias gradually degenerated, and if not by 
this time completely defunct, is but Uir sltodow of its 
former self. 

Byron while at (Cambridge fell into the company of 
Mr. Matthews, a confirmed and avowed atheist. To 
this gentleman Byron looked up as a person of gi- 
gantic inlr11ect«^he could by no language do justice 
to his abilities — all other men were pigmies to him. 
In him he had to mourn the loss of a guide, philo- 
sopher, and friend. ‘ Byron's laiignage regarding 
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thUMr. Matthews was vei^renwiablc. lleRprined 
that it w‘os not in the mind of those who'did not 
know him, to conceive snch afhan; Uiat his superfog* 
ity was too great to excite envy— that he was awed 
by him— that tlierc was the mari ait 
crenfiue in whateter he did. It is^inijjlossibie to-sup- 
pose that Byron, intlve cumpany of a man estMtned 
so higMy as he appears to ha\e Ix'cn, couUl fail to be 
deeply imbued with liis atheistical opinions. Mr. 
Dallas, who seem< to have laboured very hard in at- 
tempting the co^ersion of I,ord Byron, by no means 
considers lhat,^|^||fc time^ which be was in his 
confidence, he thin^f a Christian. One of 

Byron's letterato Ifif gentleman liegan thus’, ** Are 
you a ware tluW^ir.Mgioii is impious?” And in 
tite answer to sensible letter which Mr. Dallas 
.sent hini-on 5^is dreadful interrogation, (for Mr. 
Dallas sitflered no opportunity to esca[»e him in w hich 
he could offer any arguments for religion,) he said, 

He wouhl have nothing to do with the subject — 
we should all go down together — ' so,** quoting St. 
Paul, * let p$ eat and drink, for to-morrow we die; 
he felt satisfied ih |iis creed, for it is better to sleep 
than to traAe.” The dejilh-hed, liowever, of a man 
is always considered as the test of his principle. 
Huyie l>ore a long illness, and saw approaching death, 
apd yet flinched not nor wavered. Voltaire, too, 
met the **grim kiflg^’ boldly, and spouted an epigram 
against the Immortality of (he soul in the a;;onies of 
death. Byron died more, like a Christian he s.iid 
to Mr. Fletcher, who constantly watched him,-** I 
am not afraid of dying — I am more fit to die fnan 
people think.” **All is over, ”*said he at another 
lime. ** Not our will,” sa*id Mr. Fletcher, *‘but 
be done.” ** Yes, not mine be done,” rq>lied 
his Lordship. 

It was a good hit in Mrs. Williams to prophesy, 
that Byron would die a monk. She must have studied 
his character attentively. One of bis Biographers 
says, had he lived a few years longer, he would have 
died a Metiiodist. Byron was governed hy acute sen- 
sibility and most fervid imagination— both injurious 
to consistency and sound reasoning. Had the turn 
been once given with force, ho would have rolled to 
the opposite extreme. It is the case with all con- 
verts from one way of thinking to another. They 
rush from on^ extreme to pie other : they take no 
medium*. It has been so from St. Paul down to Kirke 
White, (no great poet by the way, for all the fuss 
Lord Byron and Southey make about liim— bu^ou- 
they's ** geese are all swans,”) and Catholic Giroon. 
Fanatics in religion, and AUieists, arc both deficient 
in the reasoning faailty in proportion to their ima- 
gination. These extremes are alwa)s grand poets; 


• Ur. kUiihcws «at drovaed while baUting lu (be Cuo. The | wliHe bathing la the river Cam, wu reodered • aevere IriM by 
lU'V. Hr. flail j». (peaUug of Byron '• cunipauioiu at Cambridge, j the brilllaucy of the lairnt which he pounnctl. and which biH- 

»aya, **Thc Gutrrk into which he unforliicuiely (HI (auiiliarited I parled ■ falae aplrndnur to ihe prineiplea which hodhl not aervpie 
him with ail Uic acqdical argiinicnta u( human prhle; and lib I tuavuw.** It bthiu that tbe Clirbtiiu dianiy of aume men louts 

*v|iuiiilaDCL' »iUi an unhaiipy Ailiebl. who w,u suddenly »um- | un Uie errurs uf utben. 

UMjnrd betore his otitrayed Maker. '* Judge not lest ye be judged,' < 
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the intecmediate, iKii ordinary'. David and Lucretiits | 
are greot and ori)|1nai ; the followers on either side ! 
are mere copiers and jtolisried verse-makers* It is 
verv probable that Hyroiif had he lived to the age of 
ftwricorc, would have died a sainted Methodist, or 
eveo ns bigotted a monk ns ever expected to post bis 
way to heaven through pulsatory.’ 

Byron fell into company with Mogg, Ute Eurick 
Sliepberd, at the Lakes. I'he Shepherd was Standing 
at the inn ik>or of Ambleside, gamng at nothing,’* 
when out came a strap^^ youitg uyin from the bouse, 
and off with his hat and out wiUihis hand. Hogg 
did not know him, and,* appearing at » dead Iwilt, the 
other relieved him by saying', Mr. Hogg, 1 liupe you 
will excuse me, my name is Byroni=^d I cannot lidip 
thinking that w e ought to hold ours^liiPs;icquainted.*’ 
The poets accordingly shook hands immediately, and 
while they continued at tlie I.akes were hand and 
glove,— drank fiiriotisly together,— ^nd laughed at* 
their brother bards. OnByrou's living the Lakes, 
he sent Hogg a letter quizzing the Lakes, which the 
Shepherd was so inisclucvous as to ^low to them. 

A female tourist, who had visited Venice pen in 
hand, stated in her *SSke(ches,” (as an excuse^ for 
never liaving been in the company and having nothing 
to say of the only being worth speaking about in \e-* 
nice,) tliiit shs could have been introduced to Lord 
Byron, i>ut would not. This imprudent assertion, 
instead of an apology for her own insignificance, vio- 
lently excited hisLord^ip’s ire; and in a note ap- 
pended to llie “ Do^ of Venice,” he expresses his de- 
testation tor all ** travelling English,” and adds a lis^ 
of those English gentlemen wIk> had visited hiinwhilst 
at Venice. Byron was not awarethat the w riter was 
a literary lady, otherwise he would not have been so 
offended. Many have supposed from tills note, from 
some of his writings, and from his conduct,- that he 
hated B,ritain and licr inhabitants : but tbis is not-cor- 
rcct. Byron wxiuld never have lived in that land 
where despots suffer not a single ray of liberty to 
shine upon a |>eople— once great— but now’ even un- 
worthy of the boon, if circumstances would have al- 
lowed him to have rchiaiiicd in Britain. In England 
he must have come into contact with many persons 
disagreeable, to him — lie must have every day heard 
malicious reports— and* every day perceived, himself 
watched. It was impossible that any one with the 
temper and passions of Lord Byron, and placed in 
similar circumstances, could have felt comfortable in 
Britain. Besides, he had been satiated with every 
thing London could give, and fled to the continent 
for variety — and, had not Greece called his attention 
from the continent, he would have fled to America 
for the same reason. 

Though be sometimes sneered at his country and 
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! his c^ntryinen, yet had tlupre ever such a comiuotion 

I arisen as to tnidanger Britain, Byron would have been 
found in his proper place^ lie was an aristocrat by 
birtii, and one too by fcrlii)^;ind besj^ a ]>oet must 
be a patrioL lie 1^ a fortun?io an offspring of hia 
continental amours on that she l^ouil^iiot 

marry an Englishman; but this, most likely tlic whim 
of ttie moment, must not stand as his condemiiatioii 
of his countrymen. 

In the “ Conversations,” a very good story Is re- 
corded as told by his L^d#iip. By mu wasxrery fund 
of private theatres, and, alon^wiih some friends, 
once got up a pby at CaniQ|j|id^e. **Oii the day xif 
representation, one of the pcrforiiiers took it iritb Ms 
head to make an exdhs^ and his part was obliged «to 
be read. Hobhouse came forward to apologize mtlie 
audience, and told them tbat a Mr. — liad deSbied 
to perform his part, etc. The gentleman was highly 
indignant at (lie ' n,* and had a great incliuntion to pick 
a quarrel.with Scroope Davies, who replied, that he 
supposed Mr.— wanted to be called ^(/le Mr. so 
and so. He ever after went by the name of (he * De- 
finite Article.’” 

The recital of this story put* it in^o Byron's head to 
get up a play in ins palace. Accordingly, Othdio 
was selected, and Byron resolved to perfomi lago, 
whilst Shelley, Medwin, etc., were to perform the 
otlicK characters. Preparations were made, and some 
rehearsals took plaee; but Uie Countess Guiecioli, 
conscious tliat she would be wofully out of place in 
the clianictcr of Desdemopa, or that, as a mere spec- 
tator, she would feel more than disagreeable in wit- 
nessing the affection and purity of the old man’s 
daughter,” put a veto on the whole affair. 

'Whilst Byron was on that excellent Druc>’-Laiie 
committee, which contrived so well to disgust the 
people, and destroy the profits of the house, he was 
a'regular lounger behind the scenes. It seems rattier 
remarkable, that filling the situation wiiicli he did. 
and possessing such opportunities of becoming ac- 
quainted wiUi Uieatricais, he has not left us any anec- 
dotes connoted with tiiesc cstablisliiiieBts, save the 
two following— the first of which was some time 
since told by Colman, and the other is scarcely to be 
credited even from Byron. 

remember,” says he, one leg of bn elcpluint 

saying to aiioUier, * D n your eyes, move a lillie 

quicker ! ’ and overbearing at tlie opera two |>eople 
in love, who were so distraits that tliey made the 
responses between the intervals of the recitative, in- 
stead of during the recitative itself : One said to the 
other, *I)o you love me?’ then came the flourish of 
music, and the reply sweeter than the music, ‘ Can 
you doubt it ? 


' 1 hAve often wished 1 had bcfD born a Catholic. Tbat pur- Its room. U Is an ImproTcincnl on the iranMni^ratioii, slirlte*, 

f^atory of their* la a cumfortoble doctrine; 1 wonder the rrhiriii- ! ulildi all your wlacarre pItUu«o|i)u-r» Uiiglit."—CVsm's(((/(>fu. 
era gave It up. or did not aubsUtiilc <MimcthUig consolatory as in ' 
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Byroo» according toMedwiu^ iiad a veryhigliopi- 
nioi^ of Lewis. Ills |)OrlraSt^howev ^j^j|f t ins 
peraaps, tlieonly true'^mlii tiie . 

It oviAmr^rt: ** ttMMMrftrnicoi 



\ Sco^ Reviewers.’* Byitl^rarsed higlilyr 
ianff^^in's preseooe, Lewis's '**wonk.*t “The 
Mouk/* saysByroOt “is periiaps one of the best ro- 
mances in any bogiw^, not excepting tltc (jerinan. 
The * Monk* was .written when Lewis was only 
tweBte, and be seem^o have exhausted all his genius 
upoofff.** ^ » 

Byron, on reading tUe excellent Memoirs of Cole- 
ridge, was struck with the idea of w riting memoirs 
ofluinscif fur the inlbrmatioii and amuseineut of 
posterity. To it, accordingly, he went,' and soon 
Qnished a book wherein lie freely exposed all his sores 
to the ex es of the w orld, and treutt^ l>olli of himself^ 
and of all those in any way conhected with him, 
with the levity and fearlessness* of tlie author of Don 
Juan. “ I am sorry,” said he to Medwin, “ not to 
bavei copy of iiiy Memoirs to show you ; 1 gave tliejn 
to Mooi^ or rather to Moore's littkjioy at Venice. 1 
remember saying, *Ilere are two thousand pounds 
for you, my young friend.* I made one reservation 
in the gift,-^that they were not to be published till 
after my death. ^ 

** 1 have not tbe least objection to their being cir- 
culated; in fach they have been read by some Of 
mine, and 'several of Moore's friends aiid acquaint- 
ances ^ among others, they were \ei]V to Lady Burg- 
hersh. On returning the MS. her Ladyship told 
Moora, that she bad transcribed Obc whole work,' 
This was in peu fort, and he stlfipKed tlie propriety 
uf her destroying tlie copy. Sliced so by putting it 
into the fire in his presence. Ever since this hap- 
pened, Douglas Kinnaird has been recoiimiending me 
to resume possession of the MS., thinking to frighten 
me by saying that a spurious or a real copy, ^rrep- 
trtiously obtained, may go forth to tlie world. 1 am 
quite indjfTereut aliout the world, knowing all that 
they contain. very few licentious adven- 

tures of my o^i^>orj^ndaloQs anecdotes that w ill 
affect othefs^ taken up fropi my 

earliest reCj^i|jfittHU^||nost from my cliildlipud, — 
very incolicr»fl^UTitteiv|ii xvejy loose and familiar 
style. The prdve a good.Jessoii to 

young men; fof it treats *of the efrcgular life IJed at 
one period, and the fata^coase(^uen 9 e$ of dissipation. 
There are few part^that npt,*aud none that 
will not be rfead by womeq.l^ At *Qnothen time he 
said to Medwfu : “ A vCrv full accouht of luy niarriage 
and separation ts conta y jjemoirs. After 


D was#^.tiU^ 
Moore thejjrt^i 


fslied. 


they were Completed, I ^ 
ing to send them for he 
any unsstatement or ioaCcuraeV, 


r Byron, pro[>os- 


i order tlut 

which 1 was not aware of,}^ight be pCl^n out, and 
corrected' iQ her snsw'cT she declined the offer, 
without assigning any reason ; but desiring, if not od^lluory suffer to save their feelings ? 
her account,’ for the sake of her daughter, that Uieyn^ 
might never appe^*, and finishing w itha Uureat. My 
reply was the severest thing I ever w rote, and con- 


tained two quotations, one from SluiKspeaj 
another from Dante. 1 told her tliat she kn 
had w/iUaiL'wa8!%(|ibDtiu>ertible truth, and t 
did not wi|^ t||jMuCtiun the tnith. LendetjE 
ing, that she might ^'pend on their being pUq 

correspondence that I inado 
y of the MS.*’ 

It is known’lo all our readers, that these Memoirs 
w ere sold to Mr. Murray, and ou Byron's death btnmod 
in the p|(t‘sciicc of Mr. Moore, and w ith his coosspt, 

I copy-rigbtJ;‘,The 

pomjjHwr^fthis act committed a rul^^on tlu: 
puWSK^Mr. Moore'commitled a|»r«B(h.oT|t(iit— 
provide!^|bat is not true w hat wc haV^ heard slated, 
viz. tliat Byron, some time before ids going to Greece 
for the second time, Itad expressed a wisli tiiat they 
might not he put^islied. If .Mr. Moore will publicly 
acknowledge this, or if Air. Uobhouse, or any 
Byron’s intiinafe friends, w^ll declare such to h^iv?’ 
been tbew isli of Lord Byron, then the public will 
rest'satislied, and add the w hole passage about the 
Memoirs in the M Conversations’^ to the many q^ber 
unauUieoticated rumours, clad w ith colloquial phrase 
in tliat volume. The Memoirs w cre j|fei| know n to 
Byron’s relations afid intimate fricniH; and it was 
their earnest desire t|iat tliey,- might be destroyed. 
The public may, comgkiiii ^|[|||ut Mi*- Moore, but 
yet, soberly considenrtg tlie> maUn^liey must allow 
that lie aftled, and sacrificed ifitfro, from tlie purest 
motives. The Alemoirs must liave'been unfit for 
|uib|icalion, ollicrw isc tliey would not have been so 
speedily and so unanimously condemned to the llames 
by Messrs, llubhuuse, Uaiisou, Murray, and Moore. 

. It is more tlian likely these Memoirs were tlie effects 
of . a sudden whim of Lord Byron's. They were 
w riileu to cause a little devilry, or, like tbe Coufes- 
sions of Uousseau^'lfinsult those w ho had been liis 
admirers and advocaR||. > to make a fool of those w ho 
had supported hie character and name. They were 
written w hile he w as just emerging from a sea of dis- 
sipation and licentiousness ; and must Jiave contained 
more of the feelings and the disgusts of the satiated 
debauchee than of tlic man. They were not the calm 
production of one desirous to preserve uninjured his 
reputation omuqgst posterity ; nor were they Oic 
confessions of a repentant sinuer. It is more than 
probable tliat Byron himself, before bis death, wished 
them destroyed. Curiosity, and the love of scandal, 
may be disappointed by tlic fate of the Memoirs, but* 
they who have seen them have trttasured up in me* 
iiiory ail that was important in them; and if some 
one do not now dissipate false rumours, or stamp a 
certainty on those that are true, then it must be sup- 
posed tliat, in burning his Memoirs, they have com- 
mitted a murder on his memory. Their conduct is 
highly improper. If he was in the wrong, let it be 
shown — if others are in the Cauit, why ^uld his me- 




mlitht be Sit wodhlewoeM or worth. 
rT he had mnr thioga to wonod him. 


It wu « trying momeot Ihatwliich Couod Itiai, 




THE Lire OF lokPitron. 




i|( alon^ iMTitdo hi« tiCMjt.tte hmtti, 
all Ills lumsehuld gcids were « 



T|k ^ratcst brearli of confi^PPtbat%an be coh* 
ceivM,Ms to ^ffpr the ineinory*jlf'ff j |M| B rtod friend 
to stalk through the world ung|i(^diHpj^||^ foolhaH 
of tlie crowd. 

Tljere ought pro|>er)y to be no jealousy amongst 
litei^^ men; or at any rate, if this jealousy js to be 
putted as an evil over-balanced by an Inunense 
gl||Rfilp 4 ktio^ to obtain by their worksdtefppro- 
|Ottle— there ought to be )i^in)|^sjly 
fr^l^^V^’^jjpPos. The war betwixt and 

Sc(rtt will JPer pointed out ns an hon(h'rt»to both. 
It is pleasing to lind one mighty mind doing justice 
to another, and to see genius dignifying hiunan na- 
ture by pronouncing ll>e eiilogy lOver a departed 
j|Pndred 'spirit. The following is worthy of Sir 

Amidst the genera! calmness of tlie 'political at- 
mosphere, have been stunned, from another 
((uafter, by one of those death-notes^ hich are pcale<l 
atrnterViils,asfroman arcliangerstruinpcl, to awaken 
the soul of a whole people at once. T.ord Rvron, who 
has so long and so amply filled the. highest place in 
the public eve, ha$ -'dii^d the k^r of humanity. His 
lx>rdship died tlie 19th of April. 

Tliat mighty gefll^||||||fbleh walked amongst men as 
sometliing superior to ordinan-’ mortality, and w hose 
powers were beheld with wonder, and something ap- 
proacliing to terror, as if we knew not whether they 
w ere of good or of ev il, is laid as soundly to rest us 
tlie poor peasant whose ideas never went beyond his 
daily task. Tlie voice of just blameand of malignant 
censure are at once silenced; and we feel almost as 
if the great luminary of Heaven had suddenly disap- 
peared from the sky, at the miPnt when every te- 
lescope was levelled for the e4^nation of the spot.s 
which dimmed iU brightness. If is not now the 
question, what were Byron’s faults, what his mis- 
takes; but how' is the blank which he has left in 
British literature to be filled up? >ot, wc fear, in 
one generation, which, among many highly gifted 
persons lias produced none who approadi Byron in 
OB<Gt\.\LiTY, the first attribute of genhis. Only 
thirty-seven years old— so mudi already done for Im- 
mortality — so much time remaining, as it seems to 
jis short-sighted mortals, to maintain and to extend 
his fame, and to atone for errors in conduct, and 
levities in composition— who will not grieve that 
such a race has iu^en shortenetl, though not always 
keeping tlie straight path; such a light extinguished, 
though sometimes flaming to dazzle and to bewilder? 
One word on this ungrateful subject ere w e*quit ft 
for ever. 

* “ The errors of Lord Byron arose neither from de- 
pravity of heart, — for nature had not committed the 
anomaly of uniting to such extraordinary talents 
imperfect moral sense,— nor from feelings dead to the 
admiration of virtue. >'o n>OD had Aer i#^iiider 
heort£>r sympathy, or a more open hand for tlie re- 



lief of diftress; and no mind w'as evo( ipore formed 
for fljjjw ration of nobl^ctiojj 

\gt^i&^ced that the actors hiid 
ed on (iisinteroiP^^nciples. Lord Jlyroq 
tally fi'cl from tflqipurse and degradation 

— its jealousies we mean, and its envy;]jut his 
wonderful genius was of n nature which disdained 
restraint, even w hen restraint was most wliolesome. 
When at sclipol, the tasks in which he exceNo^ere 
those only wliidff he undertook v'oluntarily; and his 
situation as^ young man. of rank, with strong pas- 
sions, and in the uncontrollcdenjoynient of a consi- 
derable fortune, added to that impatience of strictures 
or coercion which w as natural to liini. As an author, 
he refused to pkiad at the bar of criticism ; as a man, 
he would not submit to f>e morall^gmenable to the 
tribunal ot' public opinion. Rcind^fraiices from a 
iriend, of whose intentions and kindness he w'as se- 
cure, had often great weight with him; but there 
were few who could venture on a task so .difficult. 
Reproof he endured with impatience, and reproach 
hardened him in his error ; so that he oft?n releinblcd 
the gallant war-steed, w lio rushes forward orr the 
steel that wounds him. In tiie most painkul crisis of 
Iris private life, he evinced Uiis irritability' and Impa- 
tience of censure in such a degree, as almost to re- 
semble the noble victim of tlie bull-figlit, which is 
more maddened by Ihg squibs, darts,** and^lly an- 
noyances of the unwvjrthy crow ds beyoh J the dists, 
than by the lan(>of his nobler, and, Bo u> yi>e4k, le- 
gitiin.'ite antagonist. In a word, inucii of that in 
which he erred bravado and scorn qj* hiB cen- 

sors, and w as dOBMlQth the motive of Dryden's des- 
pot, to *show Ills arbitrary power.* it is needless 
to say that his- was a false and prejudiced view of 
such a Conte.'*! ; and If the noble bard gained a sort 
of triujn|ih, by comi>el!ing the w orld to read jioetrv, 
though mixed with baser matter, because it was his. 
he gave, in retiini, an unworthy triumph to the un- 
worthy, liesnics deep sorrow to those whose applause, 
indiis cooler moments, he moat'^kted. 

It was the same with his^ttaSK, which on se- 
veral .occasions assumed a mUBacing and con- 
teniptiHHis to tito coat>fitutiuffofii| 9 cou 4 lc^", while, 
in fact, Loixl Bvron was*iirtfs ovijf!||||ift sufficiently 
sensible, jint only olliis pr^irfTc|^ a<ta|lriton, but of 
the distinction att'edUing his^iigh iHrth and rank, 
and was peruliarly of. those #unJc.s which constitute 
what is termed the manner^ of'agcntieman. Indeed, 
notwithsTxmding his hjhing employed epigrams, and 
all the petty v)‘^o£ w it, wl^ such w ould have been 
much better he would have been 

found, had a bet^'eenThe aris- 
tocratic exerting all his energies 

in defenCB^^at to which he naturally lielouged. 
His ow n on these BubjecA be has e.xplained in 

very last canto of Don Juar^ aind they are in en- 
fire harmony with the opinion we have seen 

expressed in his corresp^dence, at a moment when 
matters appeared ta approBcb a seriQus struggle in 
his native country: 


TfIK uri: OF LOUD UYUO^. 


cx\i 


** Hewa.< ID UKki^Ddenr— much more 
. Ttuo th<i«e w bn «crc poi (uM Tur imlrprudcnce ; 

At common Mkilm. ur a caaimoti— ^Sliorr, 

Have In Uwlr icvcraT acU or |»aru aacendmeo 
O'er Uip brepiUri in ln«t or Rorr, 

Whocto Dol give proTi*4Wonal attriulaDce* 

Tbtu uQ |he n»oti all tUtlrxitirn arc as ea^r . 

To pro re ibWr pdde. as bwlmrii to a beggar.'* 

“ AVc are not, however, Byron’s apologists ; for 
sioir. alas! he needs none. Uis excellencies will note 
l>e universally acknowledged, and lii.s faults (let us 
liope and believe) not remembered in his epitaph. It 
will be recollected what a part, he has sustained in 
British literature since the first appearance of ^Childe 
Harold.' a space of nearly sixteen years. There has 
been no reposing under the shade of his lanrels,^ no 
living upon the resource of past reputation; none of 
that eodr/Zin^ and petty precaution which little au- 
thors call ‘ taking care of their fame.* Byron let his 
fame take care of itself. Ills foot was always in the 
arena, his shield hung always in the lists; and al- 
thougli his own gigantic renown increased the dlfll- 
cuity of the struggle, since he could produce nothing, 
howe\er great, which exceeded the public e.stiinate 
of his genius, yet he advanced to the contest again, 
and came always off with distinction, almost alwavs 
with complete triumph. As various in composition 
ax Sbakspeare himself, (this will l>c admitted by ail 
who are acquainted w ith bis ‘ Don Juan,*) he has 
enteaced ever)- topic of human life, and sounded 
rx'ery string on the divine harp, from its slightest to 
its most powerful and heart-astounding tones. There 
is scarce a passion or a situation which lias escaped 
His pen; and he might be drawn, like Garrick, be- 
tween the weeping and the laughing muse, although 
his most powerful efforts have certainly been dcdi(>at- 
ed to Melpomene. His genius seemed as prolific as 
various. The most prodigal use did not exhaust bis 
powers, nay, seamed rather to increase Uicir vigour. 
Neither ^Childe Harold,’ nor any of Uir most beauti- 
ful of Byron's earlier tales, contain more exquisite 
morsels of poetry than arc to be found scattered 
through the cantos of ‘Don Juan,’ amidst verses 
which the author appears to have throw n off with 
an effort as spontaneous as that of a tree rcsignmg 
its leaves to the wind. But that noble tree will never 
more bear fruit or blo.ssoni ! It has been cut down In 
its strength, and the past is all that remains to us of 
B)rron. We can scarce reconcile ourselves to the 
idea— scarce tliink that the voice is silent for ever, 
which, bursting so often on our ear, was often heard 
with rapturous admiration, sometimes with regret, 
but always with the deepest interest 

“ All Ibat ’• bri;:ht moit taJe ; 

Tbe brightest still the flee lest.** 

“ With a strong feeling of awful s^nw we take 
leave of the subject. Death creeps upon our serious 
as well as upon our most idle employments; and It Is 
a reflection solemn and gratifying, that he found our 
Byron in no moment of levity, but contributing his 
fortune and hazarding bis life in bclwif of a people 


only endeared to him by their past glories, and ns 
fellow -crealurcd sufTcring under the yoke of n heathen 
oppressor. To have fallen in a rriiShide for freedom 
and humanity, as in olHen limes it would have l>ec'n 
an atonement for llu> blackest crimes, may in tlie pre- 
sent he allowed to expiate greater follies, than even 
exaggerntvxl calumny has propagated against Byron.” 

Mr. Fletcher was Byron’s valet from tlie time of 
his I.ordship's leaving the university until the time 
of his death. He w as a slio<*innker near Newslead 
Abbey, and Byron took a fancy to iiitn, .seeing him an 
unprotected isolated being something like himself. 
Fletcher was a faithful servant, and a perfect imitator 
of all his master’s foibles. In his love epistles he co- 
pied from those sent to his master by fair corres- 
pondents : and, when wi.shing to be particularly Unr, 
styled himself “ a blasted laurel Struck by a mrtre." 
lie was a true Leporcllo. To his master he was an 
almost constant butt for jokes. Fletcher had a greater 
relish for the comforts of an Knglish yeoman than 
for all the niceties to he found abroad. He si::hcd 
often for the beer and beef of old Kngland, and the 
smiles of his w ife Sally. Courage was no ingredient 
of his character, and his fears were often troublesome 
to his master. Byron was in general kind to his ser- 
vants, and was never willing to part w ith them. In 
his letters to his mother he is particular in always 
ciiqitiring after tho.se domestics he had left at New- 
stead. Not only had he an attachment to all the im- 
feathered hi{)eds who were domesticated witii him, 
hut likewise to the hull-dogs, monkeys, fowls, etc. 
Captain !Slcdwin thus descrilies the travelling equi- 
page of his I, ordship : — “ Seven servants, live car- 
riages, nine horses, a monkey, hull-dog, and a mast it! ; 
two eats, three pea-fowls, and some hens, (I do not 
know whether I have classed them In order of rank,) 
formed part of his live stock ; and all his books, 
consisting of a very large library of modern w orks, 
(for he bought all the best that came out,) together 
witli a va.st quantity of furniture, might well be 
termed withCa'sar, * impediments.’” 

At the time Byron published his Childe Harold, liis 
appearance was thus described by Sir ^^’altcr Scott : 
— ” A coimtenaoce exquisitely modelled to the expres- 
sion of feeling and passion, and exliihiting tlie re- 
nvarkable contrast of very dark hair and eye-hrows, 
with light and expressive eyes, presented to tlie phy- 
siognomist the most ioteresling subject for tlie exer- 
cise of his art. 'Hie predominating expression was 
tliat of deep and habitual tliought, which gave way to 
themost rapid play of features when he engaged in 
interesting discussion ; sotiiat a hroUicr poet com- 
pared them to the sculpture of a beautiful alaliaster 
vase, ooiy seen to jicrfection when lighted up from 
within. The flaslies of mirth, gaiety, indignation, 
or satirical dislike, which frequently animated Lord 
Byron’s countenance, might, during an evening’s 
conversation, he mistaken by a stranger for the habi- 
tual expression, so easily and so happily w ns it formed 
for them all : but those who had an opportunity of 




THE LIFE OF LOBD BYUON. 


studying his features for a length of time^ and upon 
various occasions, both of rest and motion, will agree 
with us that their proper language was that of melan- 
choly. It was impossible to behold this interesting 
countenance, expressive of a dejection belonging nei- 
tlicr to the rank, the age, nor the success of this 
young nobleman, without feeling an indefinable cu- 
riosity to ascertain whether it had a deeper cause 
than habit or constitutional temperament.” Medwin 
again has given the following description 
saw a man about Gve feet seven or eight, apparently^ 
forty years of age: as was said of Milton, he barely 
escaped being short and tliick. llis face was 6ne, and 
the lower part symmetrically moulded ; for the lips 
^aod chin bad that curved and definite outline which 
distinguishes Grecian beauty. Ills forehead was high, 
and his temples broad; and he had a paleness in his 


complexion almost to wanness. His liair, thin ani^ 
fine, had almost become grey, and waved in natural 
and graceful curls over his head, that was assimilat- 
ing itself fast to the ** bald first Cxsars.” He allowed 
it to grow longer behind than it is accuslomed to be 
worn, and at mat time had luuslachios, which were 
not sufficiently dark to be becoming. In criticising 
bis features it might, perhaps, be said, that his eyes" 
jfftdjataoed^o near kis nose, and that one was rather 
|tfwB>tfiXiC|jii other; they were of a greyish brown, -l 
clearness, and when animated, pos- ' 
4WMMa fire Weh seemed to look througti, and pe- 
n<4l|^thefli|Klits of others, while they marked the 
•eapflUllj, own. llis teeth were small, regu- 
lar; and^white; these, I afterwards found, he took 
great pains to preserve : for this purpose he used to- 
bacco when be first went into the open air." 
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THE ADTIIOR. 


PREFiVCE 

TO TUB FIRBT EDITI05.* 

Is sobmittinR (0 ibf public eye the rnllowing cniicctlon, I 
have not only to combat the difllculties that writers of verse 
Rrneralljr encoonler, but may incur the charge OiT presump- 
tion for obtrudiog my.selfoa the world, wbeo, without doubt. 
I RiiKht be, at my age, more usefully employed. 

These productions are Ibe fruUs of the lighter hours of a 
young Plan who has lately completed his nineteenth year. 
As they bear the internal evidence of a boyish mind, this is, 
parhapa, uooeceseary InformtUoD. ^me few were wriilea 
<lerlug the disadvantages of illness and depression of spirits : 
onder the former influence. "Crildish Rrcoi.i.ection*.’* In 
particular, were composed. This consideration, though it 
rannot excite the v’oice of praise, may at least arrest the arm 
of censure. A considerable |>urtion of ihese poems has been 
privately printed, at the request and for the perusal of my 
friends. 1 am sensible that the partial and frequently Inju- 
dWous admIratloD of a social circle is not the criterion by 
poetical genius Is to be estimated; yet, “to do great- 
>y." we must dare greatly:’* and I have haurded my re- 
putation and feelings in publishing this volume. •' 1 have 


* IiaW. daugiiier of wuiJam, fourth Lord Byron (great-great 
^ of the Poet), became, in t7*S. the wife of Henry fowih Earl 
wcariWe, and was the mother of the fifth Earl, to wttoni Ihis de- 
watloo was addressed. This lady was a poetess in her way. The 


passed tbe Rubicon.” and must stand or fell by the '‘cast of 
the die. ” In the latter event, 1 sliall submit williout a mur- 
mur; for, though not w ithout solicitude fur the fate of these 
effusions, my expectations arc by no menns sanguine. Jt is 
probable that 1 may have dared much and dune little; for, in 
the words of Cow per, “it is one. thing to write w hat may 
please our friends, who, because tbey aMfuefa, are apt to be 
a little biassed in our favour, auU aiiulhef ftTirrltc what may 
please every body ; because they who connexion, or 

even knowledge of the author, will be sure to find fault If 
tbey ran. ” To the tnith of this, however, I do not wholly 
subscribe : on the contrary. I feel convinced tiMae4|iAw will 
not be treated with injustice. Their merit, ff'tb^posaess 
any. wrtlJ be liberally allowed : tbeir numoroutd^tHll^ the 
other hand, cannot expect that favour which has been denied 
to others of malurer years, decided cliaracter, and far greater 
ability. . 

1 have not aimed at exclusive originality, still less have I 
studied any |>articular model for Imitation : some translations 
are given, ofwhlch manyare paraphrastic. In the original 
pieces there may ap|icar a risiial coiiirideocc with authors^ 
whose work.s I have been accustomed to read; but 1 have 
not been guilty of inteiiUouai plagiarism. To produce any 


Fairy's Answer to Mrs. Grevtile's ’• Prayer of iQdirTevTnce," in 
force’s CoUccUoD. is oiuaUy ascribed to her.— B. 

* This Preface was omitted in the secoriflwdilion.— K. 
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thing fntlrcly non. In an »R«io rertlleln rhyme, would Im? i 
an Ilerrulean task , as every subject hasalreadybecn treated 
to its utmost extent. Poetry , however. Is not my primary 
vocation; to divert the dull moments of indisposition, or the 
moDulony ofa vacant hour, urged me " to this sin : " little 
can be expected from so unproinising a muse. My w reath, 
scatay as it must bo, U ali 1 sitall derive from these produc. 
lions; and I shall neverattempt to replace IlsfiHling leaves, or 
pluck a single additional sprig from groves w here 1 am. at 
^91. an Intnider. Though accuslumed , in my younger day s, 
V rove a careless mountaineer on the IlighlandsofScotland, 

I nave not, oflatc years, had the benefit of such air, or 
w elevated a residence, as might enable me to cbfc the lists 
w itb genuine bards, w bo have enjoyed both these kqt^lSgcs. 
But they derive considerable fame, and a fewr ootTcie profit, 
from their pi^uctions; while 1 shall expiate n^ns^css as 
an interloper, certainly without theratlcr. aniTmaH proba* 
bility with a very slight share of the form^. leave to 
odj^' •* viriim volitare per ora. " I look toth6 (ewwbo will 
patience "dulce est desipere in loc(^” To the 
Jllkill^^dtthies I resign, without repining, the hope of im> 
t^ci|att^nd content myself with the not very magnificent 
dr ranking amongst “the mob of gentlemen who 
WHte;"— my readers must iletermine whether I dare say 
“with ease,”-— or the honour of a posthumous page In "The 
Catalogue of Royal and Noble Aulbors,” — a work to wliich 
the Peerage is i^dcr Infinite obligations, inasmuch as many 
names-oGc4bakh^lt|^ length, sotiod, and antiquity, arc there- 
by rcsn^iil^th& obscurity which unluckily overshadows 
several vomttrfnous ’productions of their illustrious bearers. 
4{»'Wllh slighl lu>pc|f and some fears. I publish this first and 
last attempt. To dirlalos of young ambition may be as- 
cribed many actions more criminal and equally absurd. To 
a few of my own age the contents may afford amusement : 1 
trust they will, at least, he found harmless. It is highly im- 
probable, from my situation and pursuits hcrcaficr. that I 
should ever obtrude myselfa second lime on the public; nor 
even, In the very doubtful event of present Indulgence, shall I 
be templed to commit a future trespass of the Mmc nature. 
The ofiinion of Dr. Johnson on the Poems of a noble relation 
of mine. • »* That when a man of rank appeared In the cha- 
racter of an author, he deserved to have his merit handsomely 
allowed.”* can have liiUe weight with verbal, and still less 
with periodical censors; but were it otherwise, 1 should be 
loalil to avail myself oftbe privilege, and would rather incur 
the bitterest cel|(||v^f anonymous crKIcism, than triumph 
in iMnbtin gTanfi&olely to a title. 


HOURS OF IDLENESS. 


ON THE DEATH OF A TOUNG LADY, 

COCH!« T« IHr AtTVOt, *!«» tCXT TO V 

Hush'd arc the winds, and still the evening gloom, 
Not e’dn a ?ephyr w anders througli the grove. 

Whilst I retnrn, to view my Margaret’s tomb, 

And scatter flowers on the dust I love. 

Within lliis narrow cell reclines her clay, 

That clay, where once such animation beam'd ; 

The King of Terrors seized her .as his prey : 

Not worth, nor beauty, have her life redeem’d. 

Oh! could that King of Terrors pity feel. 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fate! 

Not here tlie mourner would his grief reveal, 

Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

But wherefore weep? Her matrhless spirit soars 
Beyond where splendid shines tlie orb of day ; 

And weeping angels lead, her to those bowers 
Where ^-ndless pleasures virtue's deeds repay. 

And shall presumpttioiis mortals Heaven arraign. 
And, madly, godlike Providence acx’use? 

Ah ! no, far fly from me attempts so vain; — 

I 'll ne'er submission to my God refuse. 

Yet is remembrance of those virtues dear, 

Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face; 

Still they call forth my worm affection’s tear, 

Still in my lieart retain their wonted place. 


TOE—.. - 

Let folly smile, to view tlie names * • 

Of thee and me in friendship tw ined ; 
Yet Virtue will have greater claims 
To love, than rank with Vice combined. 

And though unequal is thy fate. 

Since title deck'd my higlier bir^ ! 

Yet envy not this gaudy state u 
Thine is the pride of modest worth. 


The of Cariislp, whotc workc have long received the meerl 

of to wbkb, by Uicir iulriu»ic worth, they were 

well 

■ Tttppt9ii|0rebTredtohyLan1 Byron occuni in Bdvwdl's Life 
of JoboNB, TdL lv« p. ASe. C Grokcr'k ciliitim, tSSI.) Dr. Johnson *.s 
letter to Hn. Chapooc. cHItcuiu:?, on ihe whole (avour:iliIy, the 
Earl'a tragedy of “HiMiy|&'»RcTeuge,'' U inaertod iu lliv same 
work. vol. v. p. 136.-»br j 

i^The author claims llie nulgoipe of the reader more for this 
piece Ihin prihgafey oUht in tbccultoction ; butaa it was wriUea 
It an earlier pcooffWin the re»t ^bcinx comiKtsed at the age of 
jburtcen), oud hw fir>t easay, he pn-ferreU subntlning it to the In- 
dulgence of his ti'iuiiis in its prcscul aUte, to making either addi- 
tion or allcraiion. 

^4 *' Uyhrstdasli intopoclrywos aseatiyas laOO. II was the ebul- 
lition of a |>aasian lor my first cuudn, llargarrt Parker (daughter 
and grand-daughter of the two Admirals Parker), one of the muA 
beautiful of evaiiescenibuiug^ 1 have long (orgotlen the verse; 
hut it wouUl be difficult for me to forget her— lier dark eyes— her 
long eye-laUiet— her coniptelely Greek cast of face and figore i 1 
was tten about twelve— site rather older, perhaps a year. She 


ilie«l about a year dr two aflerwartU, tn consequence of b Ml. 
which iujdrrd hCr spine, and induced conaumptioo. Her slater 
Augusta (by lonje thought still more bcaultful. } dbrd of the aamo 
malady, and it was, indeed, in atlcndiog her, that Margaret met 
with tite accident w bich occasiimcd her death. My sJsUt told me, 
that when she went to see hrr, shortly beforohi’r death, upon ac- 
ddcnially uieulioiiing my name. Margairt cr)loured. ihrnughout 
the iialrnrsf of morfality. to Ihe eyes, to the grral asiotdsliment of 
my sister, who knew nothing of our altarhmcal. nor could con- 
ceive why my name should affect her at such a lime. 1 knew no- 
thing of Iter illness— being at Harrow and in the counlry-vUll she 
wot gone. Some years aflrr, 1 made an attempt at an elegy— a very 
(lull one. I do not recollect scarcely any thing eqdal to the Iran- 
sparcDlheaii'/ of ray cousin, or Id the sweetness of her temper, 
during the sliort period uf our intimacy. Site looked as if she had 
been made out of a rainbow— ali beauty and prace.'^ffyron'a 

Tiittt'p, 1821. — 

5 Tills little poem, and some olheri in the collection, refer lo 
a boy of l/>rd Byron's own age. son of one of hU tenants at New- 
stead, for whom be had formed a romantic altachmeiil, of earlier 
dale than any of his school frieocblilps.— R. 



BOUBS OF 

Our souls at least congenial n>eet> 

Nor can thy lot iny rank disgrace; 

Our intercourse nut less sweety ^ 

Since worth of rank supplies tlie place.^ 

NotcfDtKr. 


TO D 

In thee, I fondly hoped to clasp 
A friend, whom death alone should sever; 

Till envy, with malignant grasp, 

Detach'd thee from my breast for ever. 

True, she has forced thecYronf my breast, 
Yet, in my heart thou kecp'st thy seat ; 

There, there thine image still mdst rest, 

Until that heart shall cease to beat. 

And, when the grave restores her dead, 
When life agaio'to dust is given, 

On thy dear breast 1 ’ll lay iny head— r 
Williout thee, where would be iny heaven ? 

rdirfiirT’ iW- 


EPITAPH OI*<A KMEND.* 

*• tfii* fuv As/tircf i-A lutf.— laEaTin>< 

Oh, Friend ! for ever loved, for ever dear ! 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour’d bier ! 
What sighs re-echoed to thy parting breath, 

Wliilst thou wast struggling in the pangs of death ! 
Could tears retard th^ tyrant in his course ; 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force; ■ 

Could youth and virtue cbiin a short delay, 

Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey; 

Tliou still hadst lived to bless my aching sight. 


IDLENESS. 

j Tliy comrade’s honour and thy friend's ddighl. * 

I If yet Uiy gentle spirit hover nigh 
I The spot where now thy mouldering aslies lie, 

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art. 

No marble marks Uiy couch of low ly sleepf 
But living statues there are seen to weqi; 
Aflliction’s semblance bends not o'er Uiy tomb, 
Affliction’s self deplores thy youthful doouj^ 

What though thy sir^ lament his failing lifi^ , ^ 
A father’s sorrows cannot equal mioe 1 
Though none, like thee, his d}iug hour w ill cheer, 
Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here : 

But, who with me shall Imld thy former place ? 
Hiine image, what new friendship can efface? 

^h, none!— a father’s tears will cease to flow, 
Time will assuage an infant brother’s woe; 

To all, save one, is consolation known, 

While solitary friendship sighs alone. 

IIOJ. 


‘ A FnAGUENT. 

' \Mien, to Uieir airy hall, im’ fathers' \oico' 

I Shall call luy spirit, jo)ful in their clu^oe;. ** . 
When, poised upon the gale, my form shall ride, 
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain’s side ; 

Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptured urns 
To mark the spot where earth to earth retunis ! 

I No lengthen'd scroll, no praise-enctimbcr’d stone ; 
i My epitaph shall be my nan>e alone : * 

[ If that w ith honour fail to crown my clay, 

I Oh I may no other fame my deeds repay ! 

I That, only lAaf. shall single out Uie spot ; 

By that remember’d, or with that forgot. 

I ' tMJ. 


• The Uea of pHnUng s oollectiou of hU Poems 6nt occurred to 
Lord Byroo in the parknir of Uut colUge, which, during bit visit 
to Southwell, bad become bis adopted home. Miss Pigot, who was 
not before aware of bb turn for Tersifying. had been reading aloud 
tbe Poems of Burns, when young Byron said, Uut **he, too, was a 
poet sometimes, and would write down fur beC some verses of bb 
uwo wtiicb be remembered." He then, wiUi a |ieocil. wrote these 
lines, *^To 0—." J fae-iimile of this penciling fronts this 
|wye.— E. 

a This poem appears to have been, In Us original stale, intended 
to cuuimentorate Ute death of the tame fowly-boiti youth, to 
wbum the aflecttooatc verses given in die preceding column were 
aiitireascd ^ 

^ •‘ThsoglitewthT to(, don Is a roiustboro.eie. 

But. in the altered form uf the epHa|iI), not only this ;>aisage. but 
rvery Other cuntaiutog an ahustoo to tlie low rank of hb young 
coropanloD, Is omitted ; wliUe. in U)c added iiarls, the introductim 
of such language as— ' 

Wtwt itaougb (by iln lameni bli rallloe UoS.’' 
seems calculated to give an idea of Uie youth's staUoc (n life, wholly 
difTcrcul from that which the whole tciiour of the original epitaph 

starrauls. That Ite grew more conscious of Ids high aUliou, as be 
appruacbed to manhood, b not improbable, ajKl Uib wisli to sink 
his early friendsldp w iUi Uie young cottager may have been a re* 
soil of Uut Iccling.— Mooit. 

Tbc foilowiug is a copy of ibc lines as ll»cy first appeared in the 
prtsale volume i— 

Ok, Bey I for evvr iovsd, ler s*er deer t 

wbsl fruUlMS inrs tis*c bsibcd tb) hooeur'd tier t 

Wbst r*>srbixd lo lb} psrttDg brntb, 


While Ibou wait stranllnsr In Ibe pangs ot dealb I 
ceold Icsrs retard Ibe tyrant Irt bU coarse; 

Cenld slnti* arert hb dari'S releetksa force ; 

CeoM youlb and virtae cbtiu a ibori dels| , 

Or beauty cbario UM<>peclie from bis prey ; 

Tbou still liadit tired tv bless my ncblDK »i||lil. 

Tby comrade's bonoar. and Iby friend'* deliftit. 
yaeayA /so Up M, s/eee ia « coUops ^ra. 

Ka liHe* Sid (Ay kmmUe aetitt odera. 

To me, far dearer irar tAy erf/er* lore ^ 

rkoa ml Uejoyi wratlk, fame, and fi tends roiUd prone. 
for Ibre aloiw 1 lltcd. or wbb'd to lire, 

Ob f'Od I If Impious, Ibb raah word fotghe f 
llcert-broben now, 1 rrali an equal doom. 

Content lojoln ibeetn tby lorf-rlad tomb; 

Where, tbb frail form compoied in rodJeM roM. 

I'll male my ImI cold plliorr on tby breast; 
lhat brtael. otbere ofl lo Ulb I 've laid my bead. 

Will yei reteire me oiontdcrlng rrttb ibe dead; 

This life toslgo'd, wtiboul one parting sigh. 

Together tn one bed of cartb rre ‘It lie I 
- Togolber share Ibe fete to morubgtnti; , 

Togetber mlt Mir dost, aad hope toi beoreo." 

s Of the sincctlty of Uiis yunUtfiil as(ilratioa, tlje poet has led 
rrpeated proofs. By his will, drawn up In till, lie directed, that 
*'no inscription, save his name ami age. should Iw written on t.U 
tomb : " and, in IBI9, he wrote lbu» to Mr. Murray “Some of 
the epilaphs at the Cartost cemetery, at Ferrara, |ilc»nl me more 
than the mure aplcudld moounicnla at Bologna: for ImUuice— 
*‘M4niul Lolfl 
Implora pare.** 

Can any thing be more full of lutboa ? I hope wlioevcr may aur- 
[ vlveme niilsct those two words, aud no more, put over me.* —K. 


BYBON’S WORKS. 


ON LEAVING NEWSTBAD ABBEY. • | 

Whr Ibou bolW Ibe hall. »n ofltja wId?« 1 dajaf Tboa Mokeat 

from Iby lower lowlay : jet a lew j«r*, and Itoe blaal oC tb« deoerl cobmo, 

U bowl* la Ihf empty fourt.'*-OMi4». 

Through thy battlements, Newstead, the hollow winds 
whistle j 

Thou, Die hall of my falhcr-s, art gone to decay ; 

In thy once auiling garden, the hemlock and thistle 
Have choked up the rose which late bloom'd in the 
way. 

Of the mail-cove r’d Barons who proudly to battle 
Led their vassals from Kurope to Palestine’s plain,* 

The cscutclieon and shield, whidi with ever)’ blast 
rattle, 

Arc the only sad vestiges now tliat remain. 

!So more doth old Robert, w ith harp-stringing num- 
bers, t 

Raise a flame in the breast for the war-laurell’d 
wreath ; 

>'ear Askalon's towers, .fohn of Horistan * .slumbers, 
Unnerved is the hand of his mipstrel by death. 

Paul and Hubert, too, sleep in the valley of Cressy ; ♦ 
T’or the safety of Edward and England they fell : 

Mv fathers ! the tears of your country redress ye; 
How you fought, how you died, still her annals can 
tell. . 

On Marston,* with Rupert,* ’gainst traitors contend- 
ing, 


Four brothers enridi'd with their blood the bleak 
field; 

For the rights of a monarch their country defending, 
Tijl death their attachment to royalty seal’d. ? 
Shades of heroes, farewell ! your descendant, departing 
From the seat of bis ancestors, bids you adieu ! 
Abroad, or ht home, your remembrance imparting 
Kew courage, he ’ll think upon glory and you. 
Though a tear dim his eye at this sad separation, 

’T is nature, not fear, that excites his regret ; 

Far distant he goes, with the sajne emulation : 

The fame of his fathers he ne’er can forget. 

That fame, and that memory, still will he cherish ; 

He vows that he ne’er will disgrace your renown : 
Like you will he live, or like you will he |>eri.sh. 

When decay’d, may he mingle his dust with your 


> ^ LINES *• 

nBmin i» “irmi* of 4> *si> *i» »«*um BCtTLeiiiB: 

• T J. I. tOCMEif : n>C5IBE» on T4CT<." 

¥ 

“ Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts; 

And you will smile at their believing. 

And they shall weep at your deceiving.” 

iRSWM TO TBI POIIGOnia, lODRIMn* VO BLSS— - 

Dear, simple, girl, those flattering arts, 


» tlie priory of Newslcad, or de Noto Loco, In Sherwood, was | 
founded about tbe year 1170, by tienry II. . and dedicated to God 
and the Virgin, it was in tbe rrigu of Henry VIlI.,.oo die disao- 
luUon of the monasteries. Uiat, by a royal grant, it was added, with 
the Umii ailjoiiiing. to ilie other possessions of Uic Byron family. 
The fasourile upon whjin they were conferred, was the grand- 
nephew of the gallant soldier who fought by Uw side of Rtchmood 
at BoswurUi, and is distingnished from the oilier knights of the 
aanic GhrisUan name. In tbe family, by the title of "Sir John Byron 
the Little, with Uie great beard.'* A ;)orlrait of this personage was 
one of the few family pictures wUb which the wiUs of the abbey, 
while ill the posseniuo of liie poet, were decorated.— E. 

• There being no record of any of lAird Byron's ancestors having 
been engaged tu the Holy Wars. Mr. Moore raggesis, that the poet 
may have had no other aotbority for tlib noikm than the IradiUoo 
which he found oounected with certain strange groups of heads, 
which are represented on the ok) i>aiiel-work In some of the chani* 
bers at .New stead. In ode of these grouin, consisting of thic« beads, 
strongly carved and projecting from the panel, tbe centre figure 
evidently reprewnU a Saracen or Moor, w ith an European female 
on one aide of him, ,ind a Christian soldier on tbe otlier. In a s^ 
cond group, the female occupies U>e centre, while on either side is 
the bead of a Saracen, with the eyes fixed camesUy upon lier. Of 
the exact meaning of these figures there Unothing Known ; but the 
tradition is that they refer to a love adventure of the age of the 
Crusades.— E.* 

s " Id the park of Horseley," says Thoroton. " tbere was a castle, 
some of the ruins of which are yet visible, called liorisLin Osfiv, 
which was the chief mansion of Ralpli de Bunin's successors.'* 

4 Two of Iho family of Byron are enuineralod as serving wilh 
dUlinctioD in the siege of Cilals, under Edward III., and as among 
tbe knights who fell the glorious lield ofCrrssy.—E. 

i The bailie of Marston Moor, wiicro Ihe adberenla of Charles I. 
were defeated. 

^ Son of the Elector Palatine, and nr|ihew to Charles I. He af- 
terwards commanded Ibe fleet In Ibe rdgn of Charles U. 

? Sir Nicholas Byron served with distinction in the Low Coun- 


tries ; and, In the Great ReltrlUon. be was ooe of the fint to talie up 
arms in the royat cau«e. After Ihe battle of EdgehiU, be was made 
coloncl-gcucral of Cheshire anl Shropshire, and goverrwr of Ches- 
ter. “ He was," wys Clarendon, " a person of great anahlUty ami 
dexterity, as well as martial knowledge, whicli gave great life tu 
the deidgtu of the well anecled ; and, wilh the encouragement of 
some genUemen of North Waks, he raised such a power of Imrsc 
and fooL as made frequent skirmishes with the enemy, sometlmr* 
witii notable advantage, never with signal loss." 

In 16AS. Sir John Byron was created Baron Byron of Rochdale fn 
Ihe c<«nly of Lancaster; and seldom hps a liUe been bestowed for 
such high aod honpurabic tcrvicfa as those by which he deserved 
Ihe gralHude of his royal master. Through almost every page of 
the HWoryoflheavU wars, we trace hb nameinconnexHm with 
tbe varying Cortiiuca of ilie king, and find him faittiful, perseverins. 
and disinterested to the last. *‘Sir John Biron," says Mrs. Kuicli- 
inaon, ••aflerwarts Lonl Biron, and all hw brothers, bred up fn 
arms, tod valiant men iu thdr own persons, were all passionately 
tbe king's." Wc find also, in the reply of Colonel Hutchinson, 
when guvemv of NoUlrjthaiv, to his eonsin-geman Sir Rlcban] 
Byron, a ooble tribute to the cbivalrous fidcilty of the race. Sir 
Rieliard. having sent to prevail on his relative to surrender iho 
ca.slle, received for answer, that "except lie found Ills own heart 
proue losucb treachery, he might consider there was, if noUiing 
else, lo much ofa Byron's Idood iti him. that he should very much 
scorn to betray or quit « trust he had undertaken." 

t)Q the monument of Richard. Ihe second Lonl Byron, who lies 
burled in tbe chancel of lInc-knal-Tokard church, there is the fol- 
lowing Inscription ! — " Beneath, In a vault, is interred the body of 
Richard Ix)nl Byron, wlio, with the rest ofhh family, being seven 
brothers. taUhfulIy served King Charic* the First in the civil wars, 
who sulfcrttl much for their loyalty, and lost ail flieir present for- 
tunes : yd It pleased Goil so to blrM (he humble endeavours of the 
said Richard Lord Byron, that he re-purchasci) part of their indent 
luhcrllance. which he left to his posterity, with a laudable memory 
for his great (dety and ch.vriiy.''— E. 



HOURS .01' IDLENESS. 


From -which thoii’dst guard frail female hearts. 
Exist but in imagination, — 

Merc phantoms of thine own creation ; 

For he who views'that witching grace. 

That perfect form, that lovely face, 
ith eyes admiring,, oh ! believe me. 

He never wishes to de(%ife thee : 

Once in thy polish'd mirror glance, 

Ttiou'll there descry that elegance 

hich from our sex demands such praises, 

But envy in the other raises : 

Then he who tells thee of thy beaulj’, 

Believe me, only does his duty : 

Ah ! Ily not from the candid youth ; 

It is not flattery,— 't is truth. 

(»4. 


ADRUX’S ADDRESS TO BIS SOUL WHEN DYING. • 


I TBANSLATIO.N OF THE EPITAFH ON VIRGIL AND 
( , TIBULLUS, 

»T Marriri 

I He who sublime in epic numbers roll’d, 

I ' And he « lio struck the softer lyre of love, 
j By Death’s* unequal hand alike controll’d. 

Fit comrades in Flysian regions move! 


tUITATIO.N OF IIBLLLUS. 

{ “Sulplcla Ml C«riollium.''.-LIS. 4. 

Cruel Cerinthus! does the fell disease 

Which racks my brea.si your fickle bosom please? 
Alas! I wish'd but to overcome the pain, 

I That I inielit live for love and you again : 
j But now I sMrcely shall bewail my fate: 

By death aJoue I can avoid your hate. 


[Anlmula ! vaKuls, hlartihila. 
Ilo4|}ei cometquc corporis, 
Qtup nunc abibia in ktea— 
Palliduli, ri^da, nodula. 

Nee, Qi m<o, dabu jucos?] 

Ah! gentle, fleeting, wav’ring sprite. 
Friend and associate of this clay ! 

To what unknown region borne, 
" lit thou now wing thy distant fliglit ? 
-No more with wonted humour gay. 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn. 


TBINSLATIO.N FllOH CATII1.LUS. j 

4R lEJimi. I 

Fkjual to love that youth must be — j 

Greater than Jove he seents to me — ! 

tv bo, free from Jealousy’s alarms, j 

Securely views thy matchless cliarms. | 

That cheek, which ever dimpling glows, 

Tliat mouth, from whence sucli music flows. 

To him, alike, are alw,ivs known. 

Reserved for liim, and liim alone. , 

All ! Lesbia 1 though 't is deatJi to me, 

I cannot dioose but look on thee; 

But, at the sight, my senses fly ; ' • * 

I needs must gaze, but gazing, die ; 

Whilst trembling with a tliousaiid fears, - 
Parch d to the throat my tongue adheres. 

My pulse beats quick, iny breath heaves short, 

-My limbs deny their slight support, 

Gold dews my pallid face o’erspread, 

M ith deadly languor droops my head ; 

My ears with tingling echoes ring. 

And life itself is on the wing; 

.My eyes refuse tlie cheering light, 

’Their orbs arc veiled in starless niglit : 

•Snell pangs my nature sinks beneath. 

And feels a temporary denth. 


TUANSLATIO.S FBOM C.VTULH.S. 

I t-iigele, Veneres. Cuj>[diiirst(iie, etc. J 
Ye Cupids, droop eacli little liead, 

^’or let your wings w ith joy be spread : 
My Lesbia’s favourite bird is dead, 

VV honi dearer than iter eyes she loved : 
For he was gentle, and so true. 

Obedient to lier call lie (lew. 

No fear, no wild alarm he knew. 

But lightiy o’er her bosom moved ; 

And softly fluttering here and tlierc, 

He never songlil to cleave the air. 

But cliirupp’d oft, and frhe from care. 
Tuned to her ear his grateful str-iin. 
Now having pas.wd the gloomy bourne 
From whence lie never can return. 

His death and Leshia’s grief I mourn, 
Who sighs, alas! but sighs in vain. 

Oh I curst be thou, devouring grave ! 
Whose jaws eternal victims crave, 

From whom no earthly power can save. 
For thou hast ta’eii tlic bird away : 
From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erllow. 

Her swollen cheeks with weeping glow , 
Thou art the cause of all her woe, 
Receptacle of life’s decay! 


ISIITATED FnOM C.tTt'Ltt'S. 

10 riLE!!. 

Oh ! might I kiss those eyes of fire, 

A million scarce would quench desire : 
Still would I Steep my lips in bliss, , * 

And dwell an age on every kiss: 

^or then my soul should salcd be; 

Still would I kiss and cling to thee : * 

bought should my kiss front thine dissever, 
Still would we kiss, and kiss for ever; 


TW. anil nevrral lilUe piece, lliat folk),, appear to 1* frazmenl! 
n^*fhriol pxerdaes ilone at Ifarroir.— E. 


L yi.” 'm"'* "'•'■qnah a* Virail i.a. 

I PotMiOerably oWn* than Tib(illu« a( hH dcceosp. 
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BYnON'S WORKS. < 


F.’en tlKiugh the nunihers did etceed I 

The yellow harvest’s countless seed, 1 

To part would be a vain endeavour. j 

toold 1 desist?— oh! never— never! 


TBASSLATIOS FBOVI HORACE. 

I Jiivtum ct lenaccni proiKMiU virum, etc. J 


The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours con control. 

No threat'niog tyrant's darkling bro^ 
Can swerve him from his just inji 
Gales the w arring waves which plo 
By Au star on the billows spe' 

To curb the itfrialic main. 

Would aw e his Us’d determined min^ 

Ay, and the red right arm of Jove, 
Hurtling his lightnings from above. 
With all his terrors there unfurl’d; 


He would, unmoved, unawed behold. 

The names of an expiring world, 

Again in crashing chaos roll’d, ' 

In Vpst promiscuoos ruin hurl’d, 

Miglit light his glorious funeral pile : 

Still dauntless ’midst the wreck of eartli he’d smile. 


FROM AS.VCRKON. 

(HTw lr/«v Avftihw. K. T. 1. ) 

I wisli to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of fame and notes of fire ; 

To echo from its rising swell. 

How heroes fought and nations fell. 

When Atreus’ sons advanced to war, 

Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar ; 

But still, to martial strains unknown. 

My lyre recurs to love alone. 

Fired with the hope of future fame, 

I seek some nobler hero’s name ; 

The dying chords are strung anew. 

To war, to war, my harp is due : i' 

With glowing strings, the epic strain 
To Jove’s great son I raise again ; 

. Alcides and his glorious deeds. 

Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds. ^ 
All, all in vain; my wayward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 

Adieu, ye chiefs renow n’d in arms! 

Adieu, Uie clang of w'ar's alarms! ■ 

■ To other deeds my soul is strung. 

And sweeter notes shall now be sung ; 

Jly harp shall all its powers reveal, 

To tell the talc my heart must feel ; 

Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim. 

In songs of bliss and sighs of llame. 


FROM AN.XCREO.X. 

*. t. /.. ) 

'T was now the hour when Night had driven 
Her car half round yon sable heaven ; 


Bootes, odly, seem’d to roll 
Ilis arctic charge around the pole ; 

While mortals, lost in gentle sleep. 

Forgot to smile, or ceased to Veep : 

At this lone hour, the Paphian boy. 

Descending from the realms of Joy, ‘ 

Quick to my gate directs his course, ■ * 

And knocks with all his Jittledbrce. 

My visions 'fled, alann’d I rose, — 

“ What stranger breaks my blest repose ?” 

0 Alas!” replies the wily child. 

In fallering accents sweetly mild, .* 

“ A hapless infant here I roam. 

For from my dear maternal home. 

Oh! shield me from the wintry blasU 
The nightly storm is pouring fast. 

No prowling robber lingers here 
A wandering baby wlKi can fear f ” 

1 heard his seeming artless tale_, - 
I heard his sighs upon the gale ; 

My breast.was never pity’s foe. 

But felt for all the baby's woe. 

I drew the bar, and by the light. 

Young Love, the infant, met my sight; , 

His bow across his shoulders flung. 

And thence his fatal quiver hung ; , 

■( Ah 1 little did 1 tliink the dart 
Would rankle soon witliin ray heatr. ) 

With care I tend my weary guest. 

His little fingers chill my breast ; 

His glossy curls, his .ir.ure wing. 

Which droop with nightly showers, I wring ; 
His shivering limbs the embers warm; ' 
And now, reviving from the storm. 

Scarce had he fell his wonted glow. 

Than swift he seized his sleudcr bow :— 

“ J fain would know, my gentle host,” 

He cried, “ if tills iU strength has lost : 

1 fear, relax’d with midnight dews. 

The strings their former aid refuse.” 

With poison tipt, his arrow flies. 

Deep in my tortured he.irt it lies ; 

Then loud the joyous urchin laugh’d : — 

“ My bow can still impel the shaft : 

T is firmly fix’d, the sighs reveal it ; 

Say, courteous host, canst thou not feci it ” 


FROM THE PROMETHECS V1.N'CTI:S OF .ESCHYLUS. 
(MvJW.u’ I vavTs vvjuwv, x. v. J.) 

Great Jove, to w hose almighty throne 
Both gods and mortals homage pay. 

Ne’er may my soul thy power disown. 

Thy dread belicsts ne'er disobey. 

Oft sliall the sacred victim fall 
In sea-girt Ocean’s mossy hall ; 

My voice shall rai.se no impious strain 
’Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

How different now thy joyless fate, 
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Since first Uesione thy bride, 
hen placed aloft in godlike slate, . .. 

The blushing beauty by thy side, 

Thou safst, while reverend Ocean smiled, 

And mirthful strains the hours beguiled, 

The nymphs and Tritons danced around, 

Nor yet thy doom was fix’d, nor , Jove relentless 
frown’d. ' 


' OeiTQff, t, IM>l. 


TO EMUA. 

Since now the hour is come at last, 

A>'hen you must quit your anxious lover; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past, 

One pang, my girl, and all is over. 

Alas ! that pang will be severe, 

^Vhich bids us part to meet no more : 

Which tears me far from one so dear. 
Departing for a distant shore. 

Well! we have pass’d sopie happy hours, 

And joy will mingle witii our tears; f 

When thinking on these ancient towers; 

TliC shelter of our infant yfears ; 

Where, from this Gothic casement’s height, 
We view’d the lake, the park, the dell, 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight, 

We lingering look a last farewell, 

O’er fields through which we used to run. 

And spend the hours in childisli play; 

•O’er sliades where, when our race was done, 
Reposing on my breast you lay; 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss, 

Forgot to scare the hovering flies, 

.Yet envied every’ fly the kiss 

it dared to give your slumbering eyes r 

See still the little painted bark, > 

In which I row’d you o’er the lake; 

See there, high waving o’er the park. 

The elm I clamber’d for your sake. 

h 

These times are past— our joys are gone. 
You leave me,, leave this happy vale ; 

These scenes I must retrace alone : 

W ithout thee what will they avail ? 

Who can conceive, who has not proved, 

The anguish of a last embrace ? 

When, torn from all you fondly loved. 

You bid a long adieu to peace. 

This is the deepest of our woes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew ; 

This is of love the final close. 

Oh, God I the fondest, last adieu ! 


TO u. s. G. 

AYhene’er I view those lip.s of thiiie, 

Tlieir hue invites my fervent kiss; 

Yet,lfore^o that blissdivine, , 
Alasl it were unhallow’d bliss. 

W hene’er I dream of that pure breast. 
How could I dwell upon its snows ! 

Yet is the daring wish represt. 

For that — would banish its repose. 

A glance from thy soul-searching eye /• 
Can raise with hope, depress witli fear: 

Yet I conceal my love,— and why ? 

I would not force a painful tear. 

I ne’er have told my Idve, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too Vvell ; 

And shall 1 plead my passion now, 

To make’thy bosom’s heaven a hell? 

No! for thou never canst he mine, 

I'nited by the priest’s decree : 

By any ties but those divine. 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne’er shall be. 

Tlien let the secret fire consume. 

Let it eoDsume, thou shalt not know t 

With joy I court a certain doom, 

. Hatber than Spread its guilty glow. 

I will not ease my tortured heart, 

By driving dove-eyed peace from thine; 

Rather than such a sting impart, 

(Carh Uiought presumptuous I resign ; 

Yes! yield those lips, for which I’d brave 
More than 1 here shall dare to tell : 

Thy innocence and mine to save, — 

I bid thee now a last farewell. 

Y'es! yield that breast, to seek despair. 
Ami hope no more thy soft embrace ; 

Which to obtain, my soul would dare 
All, all reproach, but thy disgrace. 

At least from’ guilt shalt thou be free, 

No matron shall thy shame reprove ; 

Though cureless pangs may prey on me. 
No marty r shalt thou be to love. 


TO CAtlOLIlVE. ^ 

Think’st thou I saw thy beauteous eyes. 
Suffused in tears, implore to stay, 

And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs, 
IVhich said far more than words can say? 
Though keen the grief thy tears exprest. 

When love and hope lay both o’erthrown, 
Yet still, my girl, this bleeding breast 
Throbb’d with deep sorrow as thine own. 


' LorJ Byron in one of bb diarieii uyt. •• My first Harrow vema 
( liui H. EnffiiOj. aa Exercise* ), i tratulaiion oT a chorus firm the 
IVrjinHliefii trf yCachfim, were rcv-csvetl by Dr. Drury, mjr itraml 


patron ( Our head-master) but coolly. No one hai), at Ibat lime. 
Ibe least nolioq Ibat I should subalrle into poesy 
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But when our cheeks with anguish glow’d. 

When thy sweet lips were join’d to mine. 

The tears that from my cj-elids Oow'd 
Were lost in tliosc whiclt fell from Utine. 

Thou couldst not feel my burning dieeli. 

Thy gushing tears had quendi'd its Haine, 

And as thy tongue essay'd to speak, 

In sighs alone it breathedYny name. 

And yet, my girl, we weep ip vain, 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore ; 

BenieSbmnoe only can remain;— 

But that will ^ke us weep the more. 

Again, thou best beloved, adieu I 
Ah ! if thou canstvO'eroome regret. 

Nor let thy mind past joys review', — 

Our only hope is to forget. 

TO CAn02.l>K. 

When I hear you express an affection so warm, 

Ne’er think, my beloved, that I do not believe ; 

For your lip would the soul of suspicion disarm, 

And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive. 
Yet still this lond bosom regrets, while adoring, 
That love, like the leaf, must fall into the ^ar ; 
Thatage will come on, when remembrance, deploring. 
Contemplates the scenes of her youth with a tear; 

That the time must arrive, when, no longer retaining 
Their auburn, Uiose locks must wave thin to the 
breeze. 

When a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining. 
Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. , 

*T is this, my beloved, which spreads gloom o’er my 
features, 

Though I ne’er shall presume to arraign the decree 
Which God has proclaim'd as the fate of his creatures, 
In the death wlvich one day will deprive you of me. 
Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion r 
No doubt can the mind of your Lpver invade ; 

He worships each look with such faithful devotion, 
A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

But as death, my beloved, soon or lateshailo’ertakeus, 
And our breasts, whicli alive witlt such sympathy 
glow, 

Will sleep in the grave till the blast shall awake us. 
When calling the dead, in earth’s bosom laid low, — 

Oh 1 then let us drain, while we may, draughts of 
pleasure, 

Whi^ from passion like ours may unceasingly flow; 
Let uspass round the cup of love’s bliss in full measure, 
And quaff the contents as our nectar below. 

<W3. 


• Lon] Straniturd'strUMUtiuiiaorc^nnoens' Anutof; Pofms are 
menUoned bjr Mr. Moore ai Inrios been at this period a favcMirlle 
atudy of Lonl Byroo.— E. 

• Tbe laller joara of Camonu present a roouniful ideture, noi 
merrly of inilivkltul calatuity. but of national InitraUludc. lie 


Ip CABOUNB. 

Oh ! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow ? 

Ob! when shall my soul wing her fli^t from this 
clay ? 

'Tlie present is hell, and the coming to-morrow 
But brings, with new torture, the curse of to-day. 

From my eye flows no tear, from my lips flow no 
curses, 

I blast not the fiends who have hurled me from bliss; 

For poor is the soul whicli bew ailing rehearses 
its querulous grief, when in angui^i like this. 

Was my eye, ’stead of tears, with red fury-Qakes 
brigiit’ning. 

Would my lips breathe a (lame which no stream 
could assuagei 

On our foes should my. glance launch in vengeance its 
lightning, 

With transport my tongue give a loose to its rage. 

But now tears and curses, alike unavailing, 

Would add to the souls.of our tyrants delight ; 

Could they view us our sad separation bewailing. 
Their merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

Yet still, though we bend with a feign’d resignation, 
Life beams not for us with one ray that c.an cheer ; 

Love and hope upon earth bring no more consolation, 
In the grave is our hope, for in life is our fear. 

Oh! when, my adored, in the tomb will they place me. 
Since, in life, lo^e and friendship for ever are (led? 

If again in the mansion of death I embrace thee. 
Perhaps they will leave unmolested the dead. 

IMS. 

STANZAS TO A LADY, 
wna rvc roiit* or ctaoc^t.' 

This votive pledge of fond esteem. 

Perhaps, dear girl ! for me thou ’ll prize ; 

It sings of Love’s enchanting dream, 

A theme we never can despise. 

M’ho blames it but the envious fool, 

The old and disappointed mafd, 

Or pupil of (ho prudisli school, ^ 

In single sorrow doom’d to fade? 

Then read, deargirlJ with feeling read. 

For thou w ill ne’er be one of those; 

To tliee in vain I shall not plead ' 

In pity for the poet’s w oes. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard ; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame : 

Like his, may love be thy reward, 

But not tby hapless fate the same. * 


whoae br.*t years bad been devoted b> the aervice of hU couDlry. 
he who had uofthi her literary (aroe to rival the protidest efTorlr 
ofltaly llaeir, and who aeftned bom to revive ibe refncmbrancc ot 
anrienl senllilty and LtuUn beroiam. wm oompetled to wander 
Uirough the atreela, a wretched depmdant on easaal contrtbiitlon. 


HOURS OF IDLENESS, 


• % tllB^ FIRST KISS ()P IXIVE. . ^ 

A BaflUrcf cT( ^ 

tfioizK ftc\iy«v %XU. AnirttoR. 

Away with yoiir firtlons of flimsy romance; • * 

Those tissues of falsehood which tolly has wove! 

Give me the mild beam of the soul-breathing glance, 
Or the rapture which dwells on the first kiss of love. 

Ye rhymers, whose bosoms witli phantasy glow, 

>> hos# pastoral passions are m^e for the grove ; 

From what blest inspiratioq your sonnetswould (low, 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love. 

If Apollo should e’er his assistance refi|se, 

Or the Nine be disposed from your serv ice to rove, 

Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse. 

And try' the effect of the first kiss of love. 

1 hate you, ye cold compositions of art : 

Though prudes'may condemn me.and bigots reprove, 

I court the eflfusion.s that spring from the heart. 
Which throbs w ith delight to the first kiss of- love. 

Your shepherds, your flocks, those fantastical themes, 
Perhaps may aiixise, yet they never can move : 

Arcatlia displays but a region of dreams ; ' 

What are visions tike these to the first kiss of love? 

Oh ! cease to affirm that man, since hjs birth. 

From A-dam rill now, has with wretchedness strove'; 

Some portion of paradise still is on earth, 

And Eden revives in the first kiss of lore. 

Whenagechillstheblood,whenourple.isures arepast— 
For years fleet aw ay with the w ings of the dove — 

The dearest remembrance will still be the last, 

Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 


os A PIANGE OF HASTBRS AT A GREAT PORLIC SCHOOL'. 

Wherft are those honours, Ida! once your own, 
When Probus* fill'd your magisterial throne? 
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As ancient Rome, fast falling todi^ace^. 

Hail'd a barbarian In her Caesar’s place, ^ 

So you, degenerate, share a.s hard a fate. 

And seat Pomposus w;liere your Proluis sate. 

Of narrow brain, yet of a narrower soul, 

Pomposus * holds you in his harsh control ; 
Pomposus, by no social virtue sway’d, ' 

With florid jargon, and with vain parade; 

'With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules, 

Such as were ne’er before enforced in schools. 
lUisfaking pedantry for learning's laws, 

He governs, sanction'd but by self-applause. 

With him, the same dire fate attending Rome, 
Ill-fated Ida! soon must staipp.your doom : 

Like her o’erthrown, for ever lost to fame, 

No trace of science left you, but the name. 

TO TUB DUKE OF DORSET.* 

Dorset! whose early steps with mine have stray’d, 
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade ; 

Whom still affection taught me to defend, 

And made me less a tyrant than a friend, ' 
Though tiie harsh custom of our youthfiil bapd 
Bade thee obey, and gave me to command ; * 

Tliee, on whose head a few short years will shower ^ 
'fbe gift of riches and the pride of power; 

E’en DOW a name illustrious is thine own,. 
Renown’d in rank, not far beneath the throne. 

Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soUl . . ' 

To shuufair science, or evade control, 

Thbuglj passive tutors, * fearful to dispraise ' .• 
Tlie titled child, whose future breath may raise. 
View dural errors w ilh indulgenteycs, 

And wink qt faults they trcml)Ie to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bend the knee 
To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee,~* 

And even in simple boyhood’s opening dawn 


Ooe rHend alone r«imtacd to frooolh hU downward path, and 
gnide hit alepa to. the itrave with smIleueJM aod cOnaolatioii. It 
waa Antonio, bia slave, a Julive Of Java, who hjd accompaoied 
Camoenv lo Europe, aRer haviDi; re^ed him from the waves, 
when shipwrecked V Lh« month of the Uecon; This faitliful atten- 
dant was wool to tedi alnuthrouRhoiil LlaUlHi,and at ni^ht shared 
the produce of (h« daj with hia poor and broken-hearted master. - 
Bat bh friendship waa employed Ui vaiu. Camocus sank beneaUi 
(he prr»M)M of penury and dlseasr, and died in an altna-huuse 
early ki :he year isrs.—SruNCroiD. 

• la’Uarch, taos. Dr. Drary retired from hit aibiatioo of head- 
master at Harrow, and was sncoecifcd'by Ur. Butler.— 'K. 

• Dr. Drur)*,whOm 1 plagued lufOciently, was Uie best, the kind* 
esi (and yet strict, too] frk'od 1 ever tiad ; and 1 look upon liim 
still as a fatlier.— /tktry. 

s At Harrow 1 was a most unpopular boy, but led latterly, and 
have retained many of ray school friendshi^n, .lod all my didiliies 
—except to I)r. Butler, whom I treated rebelhuusly, aod have 
been sorry ever since.— fXoiy. 

ITbe rccoQcilialioa which took place between him aud Dr. But- 
ler. before his departure (»r Cre^ in t W9, Is (says Uoore] one oi 
those inatatices of placability aod pUableuem with whidi his life 
abounded. Not couteot with this private atonemeut lo the Doc- 
tor, it was hia inieatioa, had be published aooiber edition of the 
Hours of idleness, to substibitc, tor the ofiensive verses against 


'that iteotleman. a frank avowal of Uie wrong he jiad been guUiy 
of In fdvlnft vent to them.’*— F..) 

* Iftjookinit over my pa|>en lo selecfa few addiilnyial poems foe 
this sec(KH] edition. 1 fotiod Ibe above lines, which I had loUlly 
forgotten, composed in the summer of IMS, a short time previous 
lo tny departure from Harrow. TIM7 were addressed to a yonug 
sdiouircUew of high rink, who had been my frequent eumpauiou 
in tome rambles through the neighbouring country :Auwevor, lie 
never saw tlw lines, and must proltahly never will. As, on a re- 
IMTusal. J’ToAnd them not worse than tome oUicr jileces lo Ihe^ 
dlleciion, 1 have uqw published iliem, for the first time, afler 9 
slight revision. 

[Georg^ohd-FreJcrlck, fourtli DUke of Dorset, born November 
IS. t79S. This amiable nobleman wa« killed by a fall from hit 
horse, while burning near DubliiR February t2, ISIS, being on a 
visit al the lime lo his mother, tire ducliCM-dowa^rr. aud her se- 
cond husband, Charles Earl of Whitworth, then Lord Liculenanl 
of Ireland.— K.) 

* At every public school the junior boys are completely aubser- 
vlenl to (be upper fornis, till liiey attain a seat in Ihe higher 
eJaaws. Front ihiaaUte of probation, very properly, no rank is 
exempt: Uil aftm a certalu period, they command in turn those 
who succoed. 

* Allow me lo disclaim any personal alhisloiM, even (he most 
dialanl. 1 merely mention gcoerally what is too often Ihe-weak- 
ness of preceptor*. 
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5k>nic sinvea arc found to flatter and to fawn, — 
When (he^ dwbre, *'riwt pomp tUone should wait 
On one by birth predestined to be great ; 

That books ■were only meant for drudging fools. 
That gallant spirits scorn the common rules; ” 
Believe them not; they point the path to shame* 
And seek to blast the honours of thy name. 

Turn to the few, in Ida's early throng. 

Whose souls disdain not to condemn the wrong: 

Or if, amidst the comrades of thy youth, 

None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth. 

Ask thine own heart; ’t will bid thee, boy, forbear; 
For »reH I know that rirlue lingers there. 

Yes! I have mark’d thee many a passing day. 

Rut now new scenes invite me far away; 

Yes I I have mark’d w iUiin that generous mind 
A soul, if well matured, to bless niankind. 

Ah 1 though myself, by nature haoghn*, wild, 

WlK)m Indiscretion hail’d her favourite child ; 
Thougli every error stamps me for her own, 

And dooms my fall, 1 fain would. fall alone ; 

Though my proud heart no precept now can tame, 
I.love Ur virtues which I cannot claim. 

'T'ls not enough, with oU»er sons of pow cr, 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an diour 
To swell sonic peerage page in feeble |>ride, 

With long-drawn names that grace no page beside ;. 
^hen share w ith titled crowds the common lot — 

In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot ; 

While nougfu divides thee from the vufgar'dead, 
Kxdcpt the dull cold stone that hides thy licad. 

The mouldering ’scutclieon, or the herald’s roll, ■ 
Tliat wefl-emblazon’d but oeglected sctoll. 

Where lords, unhonour’d, imlhe tomb may And 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind; 

There sleep, iinnotiecd as the gloomy vaults 
That verithrirdust, their follies, and their faults; 

A race, with old armorial lists o’erspread. 

In records destined never to be read. 

Fain would 1 view thee, w ith prophetic eyes. 

Exalted mor^aamng the good and wise, 

A glorious and a^ohg career pursue, 

As Arst in ranfi,^e Arst in talent too : 

Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun; 

T4ot Fortune's minion, but her noblest son. 

Turn to the annals of a former day ; 

Bright are the deeds Uiine earlier sires di^pl^-. 

One, though li courtier, lived a man of wortir, 

And call’d, proud boast 1 the British -drama forth.' 
Another view, not less renown’d for wil. 

Alike for courts, and catnps, pr senates fit; 


•**Tbon)M SackvUie. LordHoekbontt, created Bari of Poraet 
ty Jamcf 1 .. was ooe of the earllnl and hrighlest omamenU to 
tiic poetry of hia coaotry, aod (be lint «bo prodoced a regular 
finm».''—Atidtrs9n'4 Potts. 

• ** Charia Sackville, Bari of Dorset, csleetned die mo>taccom* 
plUhcd man of lib day. woi alike dlsUo^piiAcd in Ibc reliipiuoos 
court of diaries 11 . and the slMimy one of william III. He 
boliared with great gallauU-y in the sea-fight with the Dnich in 
f 66 S{ on tlie day previoui to which h« cumposod hb cctebratni 
ioog, -To all you Ladies DOW al land.' Hb ebarader has been 


Bold in tlie AeUI, and fax'OurM by the INino^ - * 
In every splendid part ordaiiiM to shine; 

Far, far distinguish’d from the glittering throng. 

The pride of princes, and the boa.st of song. • 

SuHi were thy fathers; thus preserve their name. 

Not heir to titles only, hut to faniei 

The houf draws nigh, a few brief days will close. 

To me, this little scene of joys and woes; 

Each knell of Time now warns nie to resign 
Shades where Hope, Peace, and Friendship all were 
mine : 

Hope, that could vary like the rainbow’s hue. 

And gild their pithons as tbe moments flew; 

Peace, that reflection never frown’d away. 

By dreams of in to cloud some future day ; 
Friendship, whose truth let childhood only tell : 

AlasI they love not long, who love so well. 

To these adieu! nor let me linger o’er 
, Scenes .hail’d, as exiles hail their native sliore, 
Rcceding.slowly throu^i the dark-blue deep, 

Briield by eyes that mourn, yet' cannot weep. 

Dorset, farewell! I will not ask one part 
Of sad remeinbrartce in so young a heart ; 

The coming morrow from thy youthfttl mind 
Will &weq) my name, nor leave a trace behind. • • 
And yet, perhaps, iu some maturer year, 

Since diaiice has throw n us ^l^ the self-same sphere, 
^ince tile same senate, nay, the same debate, 

!iiay one day daiiii our suffrage for tbe state. 

We lienee may meet, and pass each otlier by 
With faint regard, or cold and distant eye. 

For me, in future, neither friend nor foe, 

A stranger to thyself, thy weal or woe. 

With thee no more again I hope to trace 
The rc(‘ol lection of our early race; 

No more, as ouce, in social hours rejoice. 

Or hear, unless in crowds, the well-known voice. 
Still, if the w islics of a heart uutaught * *• 

To veil tliose feelii^s which perchance it ought. 

If these, — hut let me cease the lengthen’d strain — 
Oh!. if these wishes are noftrealhed in vain. 

The guardian seraph who directs thy fate 
W’ill leave tliee glorious, as tic (bund thee great.’ 

IWki. 


FRAGMKIST. 

wKiTTn nMinT *rte« tm or iim 

Uills of Annesley, bleak and barren, 

W here my thoughtless ctiildhood stray’d. 
How the northern tempests, warring, 

Howl above thy tufted shade! 

i.- — ^ — 

drawn in the higbetl colourt by Drydeo, Pope, Prior, and Coo- 
greve.’*— /^ndrrrou** Poets. 

1 1 bare Juii been, or mlher ought to be Tery mnrli thrtckrd by 
the ilnth of the Duke of HorwL \Vr were at ttchoni tcjgellirr, .vud 
there 1 wu pjMHlonatety aUached to him. Shirr, we have never 
met, but <mce, 1 think, riuce tKlis— ami It would be a patiry a(1c<- 
tation to pretend that I had any freHn^ fur him wiirth the name. 
But there waia time in my lif»- when llil< event wonhl liaTol»roken 
ray heart ; and ail I can say for it now h, that— it U not woiih 
breaking. Tlie recullecikm of wbal I once fbit, and ooght to bate 
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Now no more, tlie hours beguiling, 

Former favourite haunts 1 see ; 

Now no more Mar>- smiling 
Makes >e seem a heaven to me.' 

1801 


GRA.NTA. A MBDUT. • 

*• k,rjUjH9ii Xi-/y* *t9t .uax®** . ' 

Oh! could Lesage's* demon's gift 
Be realized at niy desire. 

This night my trec^Iing form he M lift, 

To place it on St. Mary's spire. 

Then would, unroofd, old Qranta's halls 
Pedantic inmates full display , .... 

Fellows who dre^ on lawn or stalls, 

The price of venal votes to pay. 

I'hen would I view each.n'yal wight. 

Petty and Palmerston survey; 

Who canvass there with all their mighty 
Against the next elective day.* 

Lo! candidates and voters lie* 

AH lull'd in sleep, a goodly number : 

A race jenown’d for piety, 

Whose conscience won*tdjsturh theirslumber. 

l4)rd ,* indeed, may not deiJ|iur; - , 

Fellows a>e sage reflecting men : 

They know preferment can occur 
But very seldom, — now and then. * ‘ 

They know the Chancellor li^ got 
Some pretty livings in disposal : 

Each hopes that one may be his lot, 

And therefore smiles on his proposal. 

Now from the soporific scene 
I 'll turn mine eye, as night grows later, 

To view, unheeded and unseen, 

Tlie studious sons of Alma Mater. ^ 


There, in apartments small and damp. 

The candidate for college prizes 
Sits poring by the midnight lamp ; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

Ue surely well desen*es to gain them, 

With all tlie honours of his college. 

Who, Striving hardly to obtain diem, 

Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge : 

Who sacrifices liours of rest 
To scan precisely metres Attic ; 

Or agitates his anxious breast 
In solving problems mathematic ; 

Who reads false quantities in Seale,* 

Or puzxles o'er the deep iriangle ; 
Deprived of many a w holesome meal. 

In barbarous Latin ? doom'd to wrangle : 
Benounciog every pleasing page 
From au^ors of hisloriclMe'; - 
Preferring to the' letter'd sage,- 
The square of tlic hypotlicnuse.* 

Still, harmless are these occupntii^, 

Tliat hurt hone but the hapless .•student. 
Compared ^itli other recreations 
Whidi bring together the imprudent; 

Who$e daring revels shock the sight, 

When vice and infamy combine. 

When drunkenness and dice invite, . 
r As every sense is steep’d in wine.. 

•^ot so the methodisticcrew. 

Who plans of reformation lay : 

In humble attitude they uue. 

And for the sins of others pray : 

Forgetting that their pride of spirit, 

Their exultatiem in tlieir trial, 

Detracts most largely from the merit 
Of all tlieir boast^ self-demal. 


' e ■ ’ / 

felt BOW, but coaid not. aet uk |M>ndcring, smT finallr Into the 
train of tboojifit which you have in yoor banda.'^eiirroN'i 
4SI5. ><Tlie venes referred to were tboee. ncUncholy one* be- 
stoning, • , 

“ There'* oel e )ot (he world cen (rtre, like Ibeee II (Ace cwtr.’*-t.| 

• The tircuimUnccs which lent ao peculiar an interest to Lord 
Byron's lotrodoetloo to the Csmlly of Cbawhrlh are ntfficUmUy 
explained in the KOticea of bis Ll|e." "The young Udy herself 
combined.” says ti>e writer, "with the many worldly advantages 
that encircled brr, much personal beanty, and a disposition (he 
n»oel aoiiaUe and attaching. Though alrckdy fully alive to her 
charm*, li was at UiU period ,4804) that (be young poet seem* lu 
have druolL deepest of that bscloatioa whose effects were to be 
so lavUng : six short weeks which he passed in her company being 
snfBciml to by Uie foundathm of a feeling for all life. With the 
summer holidays ended Ibis dream of Us youlb. He saw Mbs 
Cbaworth once more in (be lucceedmg year, and took his lost bre- 
well of heron thalhillnearAnnesIey, which. In his poem of 'The 
Dream.' he describes so happily as ' crowned with a pecuJbr dia* 
dem.’ ** In August, 1805, die was married to Jotm Mualers, Esq. ; 
aal died at Wlverton Hall, in February, t832, in consequence. i( 
if believed, of the alarm and dangrr to which slie had been ex- 
poied doling the sack of Colwlck Hall by a party of rioters from 

\ottingiiam. The anfortuoaU; latly had been in a feeble slate of I 
bealUi (or several years, and site and tier daughter were obliged to 


take shelter from Ihe violence of ihc tnub iu a •brubbery. where, 
partly from cold, partly from terroc, her coastltuUuo susUinod a 
shock whidi It wanted vlgonr to reaist.—E. 

• The Diable Boiteux of Lesage. where AminmIcus, the demon, 

pbces Doo'cieofas on an elevated simadon. and nnroofs Uie 
booses for ioispeciion. , 

I On the death of Mr. riU. la/anovy. 1806, Lordllcnry Peily 
and Lord Palmerston were candidates to present Uic Luiversiiy 
of Cambridge in parliament.— -K. 

4Tbe fourth and Afib stanxas ran, in the private volume, thus:— 

. MUB&on lib power sad plaesdcpetMls. 

TiK odwr en-ltie LoRl knew* whall 
larh to tone Woqucnrr prrtmds, 

TIoNiab neliber wlllcoflTtcHT by lbs(. 

•'Tbe 8rs(. In4c«l, may BoKlfmor; 

retloMtareMB* rcOoctlng ci>ea."ste.-B. 

s Rdward.flarvey Hawke. Uiird Lord Hawke. 

s Seale’s publicaUou on Creek Metres displays cdnakkrahlo U- 
lent and ingenuity, bui, as lolgbl be eiiiectvd to so dificiiU a 
work, b not retnarkablc hr accuracy. 

7 The LaUnot Uic schools b of the ronine sfiede*, and not very 
intelligible. 

• The discovery of Pythagoras, that Ihe square «*f Ihe hypolbe- 
I nuse b equal to the stiuarcs of Ibo ut^er two shkw of a righl*Mig(eil 
. triangle. 


12 BYRON’S 

’T is morn from these I turn my sight. I 
^Vhat scene is this which meets the eye? | 

A numerous crowd, array'd iu white,' 

Across the green in rmmber? fly. 

Loud rings in air the cliapel bell *, 

'T is hush'd : — what sounds are these I hear? 

Tlie organ's soft celestial swell 
Rolls deeply on the listening ear. 

To this Is join'd the saorcd song, 

Theroyal miastrel's hallow'd strain; . 

Tliougli he who hears the music long , 

Will never wish ti^ear again. j 

Our choir would scarcely he excused, 

Kvcn as a band of raw; beginners; 

All merry now must be refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

If David, when Ilia toils were ended, ^ 

Had lieard these blockheads sfng before him, , 

To us Ills psalms had ne'er descended,— I 

, In furious mood he would have tore ’em. | 

Tlie luckless Israelites, when taken 
By some inhuman tyraitt's order, 

Were ask'd to sing, by joy forsaken. 

On Bab}1onian river's border. 

Oh ! bad they sung in notes like these. 

Inspired by stratagem or fear. 

They might liave set their hearts at ease : 

. The deiil a soul had stay'd to hear. 

But if I scribble longer now, i 

The deuce a soul will stay to read : ! 

' My pen is blunt, my ink is low ; j 

T is almost time to stop^indeed. | 

Therefore, farewell, old Crania's spires ! 

^*o more, like Cleofas, I fly ; 

No more thy theme my muse inspires : j 

Tlie reader's tired, and so am I. I 

iws. I 


UN A IU.STANT VIEW OF THE VILLAGE AND SCHOOL OF 
* HARROW ON THE HILL. 

Ob( mdiij prateiiUM referol *1 Jupllertnoof.— 'T iicil, 

Yc scenes of my childhood, whose loved recollection 
Embitters the present, compared with the past ; 


' On a saint's day, the students wear surplice in rhapef. ' 

* My scboul-IHcodsliips were with me paiiiom (for-l was al- 
ways violeijl), but I du not kndw that there is one which has en- 
dured (to be sure some have l>een cut short by death' Uil now.”— 
Diary, an. 

* “At Harrow 1 Eoaght my way very fairly. I thUik I lost but 
one battle out of seven.''— 

4 They show a tomb In-Ute efiurchyard at Harrow, cr>mmaodlng 
A view over Wlodsur. which was so well known to be his favourite 
resUnx-place, that the boy* called tt ••Byron's Tomb ; ** and here, 
they say, he used to sit foil hours, wrapt up In thought.— B. 

* For the dbptay of his declamatory powers, on the speeclHlayi. 
he selected always the most vehement (assattes; such as the 
speech ot Zanga over the body of Afonso, and Lear's addrea to 
the storm.— E. 


WORKS. 

Where science first dawn'd on the powers of reflection, 

I And friendships were form'd, romantic tolast; * 

Where fancy yet joys to retraoiMhe resemblance 
Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied ; 
How welcome to me your pe'ec'fading remembrance. 
Which rests in the bosom, though hope is denied ! 

Again I revisit the hills where We sported, 

The streams where we swam, and the fields where 
we fought; • 

The school where, loudwarii'd by the bell, we resorted. 
To pore o'er the precepts by pedagogues taught. 

Again 1 behold where for hours I have ponder’d. 

As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone i I lay; 
Orround the sleep brow of the churchyard I wander’d. 
To catch the last gleam of the sun's setting ray. 

1 once more view the room, witli spectators sur- 
rounded, 

Where, as Zonga, * I trod on Alonzo e’erthrown ; 
While, to swell my young pride, such applauses re- 
sounded, 

I fancied that Mossop * himself was outshone : 

Or, as Ijcar, I pour'd fbhh the deep imprecation. 

By my daughters of kingdom and reason deprived ; 
Till, fired by loud plaudits r and self-adulation, 

I regarded myself as a Garrick revived. 

Ye dreams of my boyliood, how much I regret you ! 

* Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast; 

Though sad and deserted, I ne'er c.an forget you r 
Your pleasures may still be in fancy ]>ossest. 

To Ida full oft may remmbrance restore me,* 

While fate shall the shades of the future unroll ! 
Since darkness o'ershadows the prospect before me. 
More dear is tlie beam of the past to my soul. 

But if, through the course of the years which a wai I roe, 
Some new scene of pleasure should open to view, 

I will say, while with capture the thought shaH elate me, 
Oh ! such were ibe days which my infancy knew.” 

ItM. 


TO H — . 

Oh ! did those eyes, instead of fire, 

With bright but mild affection shine. 
Though they might kindle less desire, 

Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 


«Uowo|>, a conletuijorary of Garhck. ramaoj for hi« per- 
kirmance of Zdnga. 

^ •' My KrtmJ p«iron. Dr. Drury, hdd a Rrcat notion that I«houM 
turn o»il an orator. fh>m my Uuracy. hiy turbuleooe. my voior, 
my copiuumen of dedamatjoa, and my actiun.**— iHoi'y. 

■ la the privale volume the two la*l atantas ran— ' 

** I Itioagbi ibl« poor breto. frrer'd lo n>«i]DW, 

OMeari. ai of rt>*«ui]. for rrer mm drain'd; 

Salibcdropi Mhkfa now flow down ibu bomn of aadneM. 

CooviDte me tbc epriof* bore fome molalure rwaio'd. 

“ Sweet KTtiM of nr childhood I yoor blert recolieciton 
Ba* wmna from ibm eyelid*, lo wceplna long dead. 

In lorreQis ibe tear* of my warmed affection. 

Thr tael and ibe tbodeet I a>rr fhall abed." 





JfOURS OT’ IDLENESS. 


For tbou art fortn’d so heavenW fair, 

Howe’er those orbs may wildly beam, 

We must admire, but still despair; 

That fatal glance forbids esteem. 4 ‘ 

Wien Natute stamp’d thy beauteous birtli. 

So much perfection in thee shone, 

She fear’d that, too divine for eaHh, 

The skies might claim thee for their own: 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work. 

Lest angels might dispute the prize, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 

These might the boldest sylph appal; 

When gieamiog with meridian blaze; 

Thy beauty roust enrapture all ; 

But who can dare thine ardent gaze ? 

*T is said that Berenice's hair 
In stars adorn}* the vaalt of heaven ; 

But they would ne’er permk thee there, ' 
Thou wouWst so far outshine the seven. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, • * 

Tliy sister-lights would scarce appear : ^ 
K’cn suns, which systems now control. 

Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. • 

IM. 


TO W0U4N. 

Woman! experience might have told me 
That all must love thee who behold thee; 
Surely experience might have taught 
Thy firmest promises are nought; 

But, placed in all thy charms before me, 

All I forget, but to adore thee. . 1 
Oh, memory ! tbou .choicest blessing, 

When join’d with hope, when still possessiiig*; 
But Iww much cursed by every lover, 

When hope is fled and. passion’s over. • ' 
W Oman, that fair and fond deceiver. 

How prompt arc striplings to believe her ! 
How throbs the pulse when first we view 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue, 

Or sparkles black, or mildly throws 
A beam from under hazel brow s ! 

How quick we credit ever)- oath, 

And bear her plight the willuig trolh! 

Fondly we hope ’t will last for aye. 

When lol she changes in a day. 

This record will for ever stand, 

“ W'oman, thy vows are traced in sand.” * 


' ‘'TMOsfilMWrciUtmln •)! Ibe . 

MMtw buiacM. 4olnlrc3l brr c)« { 

To itiiokte III ibHr (pherco till ibef rotora.'*-SK«up. j 

» Tlie UM Hoc l» almmt a literal Iraoslation from a SpaoUh proverb. I 
^ Of Ibh “ Mary.** «ho U not to be confoanaed with the heircM j 
r* \imesJe} . or Mary " of Aberdeen, all itMthai been aAcerlained 
ft, that >hc was of an bumMi'. if not cqtrirocal, station in life.— I 


fr> 

' TO M. S. G. 

When I dream that you love me, you ’ll surely forgive , 
Extend nOt your anger to sleep ; 

For ip visions alone your affection can live,— 

I rise, and it leaves me to weep. 

Then, Morpheus ! euvelope my faculties fast, 

Shed o’er me your languor benign ; 

Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last, 
What rapture celestial is mine! 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of death. 
Mortality’s emblem is given ; 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath. 

If this be a foretaste of heaven I 

Ah! frown not, sweet lady, .unbend your soft brow, 
>’or deem me too happy in this; 

Jf I sin in my dream-, 2 atone for it now, 

Tlius doom’d but to gaze upon bliss. 

Though in virions, sweet lady, perhaps you may smile. 
Oh! think not my penance deficient!*' 

When dreams of yOur presence my slumbers beguile, 
To awake will be torture sufficient. 


TO .MART, . 

'• 0% itcfiviM Kt ricrvKt. > .* • 

This faint resemblance of thy charms, 

Though strong as mortal art could give, 

My constant heart of fear disarms, 

Revivers my hopes, and bids me live. , 
Here I can trace the locks of gold 
W’hich round thy Snowy forehead wave, 

The cheeks w hich sprung from beauty’s mould,. 

The lips which made me beauty’s slave. 

Here I can trace— ah, no I that eye, 

Whose azure floats in liquid lire, 

Must all the painter's art defy, 

And bid him from the task retire. 

Here I behold its beauteous hue : 

But where ’s the beam so sweetly straying,* 
Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like Luna o’er the ocean playing 
Sweet copy I far more dear to me, ' 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art, 

Tlian aH the living forms could be. 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

She placed if, sad, with needless fear, 

I..est time might shake my w avering soul, 
Unconscious that l>er image there 
Held ever)' sense in fast control. 


am) (tut the bad louf( light golden hair, *’or which." mx$ Moore. 
*'he used to show 1 lock, aa well as her picture, among bis 
friends."— E. 
i In Uic private volume— 

Vnl wbcTv *s tbe bvsm of son tfeslre? 

Wfaict» 04** a lDS(r« l« Its Miw. 

Lois, Mly lo?e, coaid car lii»pjrr.-R. 
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Through hours, through )'ears, through time, 't will 
cheer; * . . 

My hope, in glooniy Diomeals, raiso; 

In life's last Conflict Y will appear, 

And meet my fond expiring jaze. 


TO LESBIA. t 

Lesbta ! since far from you 1 've ranged, 

Our souls with fond affection glow not ; 
You say 't is I, not you, have changed ; 

I ’d tell you why, — but yet I know not. 
Your polish'd brow no cares have crost ; 

And, Lesbia ! we are not much older 
Since, trembling, first my heart 1 lost, 

Or told my love, with hope grown holder. 
Sixteen was then our utmost ng<s 
Two years have lingering past away, love i 
And DOW hew thoughts our minds engage ; 
At Ieas( 1 fieel disposed to stray; love ! 

'T is I that am alone to blame, 

I that am guilty of love's treason ; t 
Since vour sweet breast is still the same, 
Caprice must be my only reason, 
r do not, love ! suspect your truth, 

* With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not ; 
Warm was Xlie passion of my youth. 

One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

No, DO, my flame was not pretended ; . 

For, oh! I loved you most sincerely ; 
And—, though our dream at last is ended — 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers’; 

Absence has made me prone to roving ; 

But older, firmer hearts than ours 
Have found monotony in loving. 

. Your cheek’s soft bloonr is unimpair'd. 

New beauties still are daily briglit’niog, ' 
Your eye for conquest beams prepared. 

The forge of love's resistless lightning. 
Arm’d thus, to make their bosoms bleed. 
Many will throng to sigh (ike me, Ipve ! 
More constant they may prove, indeed; 
Fonder, alas ! they ne'er can be, love! 


LINKS ADDRKS^ to a YOCFNC.LADV. 

[Af Ihe lathor wia difclurslns bii pittola in A garden, two to- 
dies pawng near the spot were alarm^ bj the sound of a bullet 
hissing near Uieni : to one of whom the Idllowiag stanzas were 
addreeaed the next morning.]' 

Doubtless, sweet girl ! the hissing lead, 

Wafting destruction o'er thy charms, 

And hurtling * o’er thy lovely head, 

Has fill'd that breast with fond alarms. 


I * 

Surely some envious dedton’s force, ‘ 

Vex'd to behold sufh beauty beres 
Imped'd the bullet's vjewiess'course, 

Diyerted from its first career. « 

Yes! in that nearly-Tatai hour 
The ball obey'd some hell-born guide ; 

But Heaven, with interposing {>ower. 

In pity turn'd the death aside. 

I Yet, as perchaiice one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell, 

Whidi I,, the unconscious cause of feaP, 
Extracted from its glistening cell : • . . 

I . Say, what dire penance con atone ' ^ 

I For such an outrage done to thee! 

! Arraign'd before thy beauty's throne, 

AVliat punishment wilt Uiou decree? 

I Might I perform tlie judge's part, . 

{ The sentence 1 should scarce deplore; 

It only would restore a heart •, 

Which but belong'd to thee before, 
llie least atonement 1 can make 
I Is to b^me no longer free , 

I Henceforth I breatlie but for tliy sake, 

I Tliou shaft be all in all to me. 

Rut thou, p^haps, mayst new reject 
I Such expiation of my guilt: 

I Come then, some other mode elect ; 

\ Let it be death, or what thou wilt. 

I Choose then, relentless ! and 1 swear 
I Nought shad tliy dread decree prevent ; 

] Yet hold— one little word forbear ! 

I Let it be aught but banishment. 


LOVK‘5 LAST ADfBlI. 
cn fit ffvycf.— \ n4cieow. 

The roses of love glad the garden of life, 

Hiough Buttured 'mid weeds dropping pestilent 
dew, • «i 

Till time crops the leaves with unmercifiU knife. 

Or prunes tliem for ever, in love’s last adieu ! 

In vain with endearments we soothe the sad heart. 

In vain do we vow for an age to be true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to port. 

Or death disunite us in love’s last adieu ! 

Still Hope, breathinf pence through the^rief-swollcn 
breast, ^ . 

Will whisper, Our meeting wc yet may renew : ” 

With this dream of deceit half our sorrow 's represt, 
Nor taste we the poison of love's last adieu! 

Oh ! mark you yoh pair-: in the sunshine of youth 
Love twined round tlieir cliildhood his flow'rs as 
they grew ; 


BYRON’S WORKS. • 


• Tbeocatmmce look place at Southwell, and ihc lieautifiil bdjr | • rlib Nord b uted hy In his porm u> ihc Fa;al Slaters 

lowlH>mtliCliMCawerc»Urc»iedw4lMUsllCKttOU.-E. ' »mmT .honcr 

' Hurlk* Ibrougb Ihe darlwn'A air. ' 
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HOURS OF ID^^2VKSS. 


1 .'; 


Tb^ flourtsli awhile in tlie season of truili« I 

lill chiM'dl)v Uie winter of love*s last adiftu ! ' 

Sweet lady ! w hy thus doth a tear steal irt way 
Dow n a dieek which outrivals thy bosdm in hue? 
Yet why do I ask ? — to .distraction a j>rey, j 

Tliy reason has {lerfshcd with love's last adieu! j 
Oh I wIk> is you misanthrope, shunning mankind ? | 

From cities to caves ofihe forest he Hew* f 
There, raving, he howls bis complaint to the wind; 
Ttie mountains reverberate love's last adieu! 

Now hate rules a heart which, in love’s easy chains. 
Once passion's tumoituous blandishments knew- ; 
Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins ; 

He ponders in frenzy on love's last adieu 1 
How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel I 
His pleasures are scarce, yet hit troubles are few, 
\Vbo laughs at the pang that he n^ver can feel. 

And dreads not the anguish Of love's last adieu ! 
Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o'ercast; 

No more with love’s former devotion we sue ; 

He spreads his young wing, be retires w ith the blast ; 
The shroud of affection (s love's last , adieu ! 

In this life of probation for rapturedivine, 

Aslrea declares tliat some penance is due ; 

From him wIk> has worsliipp'd at love's gentle shriite. 
The atonement is ample in love's last adieu ! 

WIm) kneels to the god, on his altar of light 
Must m}Ttle and cypress alternately strew : 

His myrtle, an emblem of purest dehglii; 

Hiscypress, the garland of love’s last adieu 1 . 


In law an infant,' and in years a boy, 

In iniod a slave to every vicious joy ; 

From every sense of shame and virtue wean'd; 

In lies an adept, in deceit a fiend ; 

Versed in hypocris.Vi wHiilc yet a chikl ; ' • . 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wild; 

^'oman bis dupe, his Iteedless friend 0 tool ; 

Old in tile w orld, though scarcely broke from scliool ; 
Duoxtas ran thrbugii all the maze of.sin, 

And found fhc goal when others Jus^ begin : 

Ei-en still conflicting passions shake his soni. 

And bid him drain tl>« dregs of pleasure's bowl ; 

But, pall'd with vic^, he breaks his former chain, 
And what was once his bliss appears his bane.* 


Marion ! why that pensive brow*? 
Hhat disgust to life hast thou ? 


Qiange that discontented air, 

Frowns l>ecome not one so fair. 

*T is not We dfgUirbs tliy rest, 
i.ove 's a stranger to thy breast ; 

He in dimpling smiles appears, 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears. 

Or bends the languid eyelid down, 

But slifiDS the cold fbrbiddiug frown. 

^Then resume tliy former fire. 

Some will love, and all admire; 

While that icy as|iect chills us. 

Nought but Cool indilTerence lUriUs us. 
AYouldst thou wandering hearts b^Ue, 
Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Kyes like thine were never meant 
To hide, their orbs in dark restraint ; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldst say, 

•Stijl in truant beams they play. 

Thy lips^but here my modest Muse 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse 
Mh' blushes, curtsies, frowns, — in short she 
Dreads lest the subject slieiild transport me^ 
And, flying off in search of reason, 

Brings prudence back in proper season. ^ 
All 1 shall therefore say (w hate'er 
1 think, is peither here nor there) 

Is, that such lips, of looks endearing, 

Were form’d for better things than sneering. 
Of soothing complimcRts divested. 

Advice at least 's disinterested ; 

Sudi is my artless song to thee. 

From all Hie flow of flattery free; 

Counsel like mine is as a brother's, 
iMy heart is given to some others; 

That is to say, iinskiJl'd to cozeu. 

It shares itself among a dozen. 

Morion, adieu ! oh, pritliee slight not 
This wanting, tliou^i it may ddight not; 
And, lest my prec^'pts be displeasing 
To those who tbiuk remonstrance teasing. 
At once I ’ll tell thee our opinion 
Concerning woman's soft dbinioion : 

Howe'er we gaze with admiration 
On eyes of blue, or lips carnation, • 

Howe'er the flowing locks attract us, 
Howe’er those beauties may distract us, 

Still fickle, we are prone to rove, 

These cannot fis our souls to love : 

It is tlot too severe a stricture 
To say th^* form a pretty picture; 

But, wouldst thou sec .tfw secret chain 
Which binds us' in your humble train. 

To hail you queens of all creation, 

Know, in a word, 't is Amhatior. 


' to Ur ererj penon U an tnfkht wbo tuu oot alUined the age 
of tv«nt7*4ne. 

• **when 1 went op to Trinity, To ISOS, at the agi* of •erenleen 
aad a half, I wm ini«<Tablr and iitUonard to a degree. I waa 
i at leaving )larrow— wretched at ’itoing to Cambridge 
d of Oifard—w retched (runi some prime domeaiie di^n* 


alance* of (UTereot kinds; and. dMueqocntJf, about as imaedalw 
a vrolT taken fnitn the troop.'* lHary.'>«Ur. Moore adds. “The 
sort of tUe which young Byron led at ptU period, between the dit. 
■ipations of London and of Cambridge. wHbunt a home to wel- 
coiM^ or even the roof of a single retatlve to receive bira. was 
Imt little ealcnialed to render him mlbfied either with himself or 
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BVaON'S WORKS. 


*■» »icsMT(i» TO nc trno* a mc» oo «m miimo «cn^ im •»». 

4JIP lOMUTIO * SUIT U OOUMon^ HlfT »QI Ul TPk.V*»>*«' 

Tlwsc locks, which fondlylhus cntskine, 

In firmer chauTS our hearts confine. 

Than all the unmeftnini; protesUtioos 
Which swell with nonsense love orations. 

Our love is fix'd, I think we '«e proved it, 

Nor time, nor plac<‘, nor art have moved it ; \ 

Then w herefore should we sigh and whine. 

With groundless jealottsy rq>ine. 

With silly wliims and fancies frantic, 

Merely to make our love romantic? 

Why shuulti you w eep like Lydia Languish, 

And fret, with self-created anguish ; 

Or doom the lover you hm e dtosen, « 

On winter nights to sigh half frozen . * 

In leafless shades to sue for pardon,' i * 

Only because the scene 's a .garden ? 

For gardens seem, by on<f coosenV 
Sii^ Shakspeare set the precede!^ • 
afunt Juliet first declared her passion. 

To form the place of assignation. ■ 

Oh ! would some modern muse inspire, 

And seat her by a sca^oai fire : 

Or had the bard at Christinas written, 

A nd laid tlie scene of love in Britain, 

He surely, in commiseration, 

Had changed the place of declaration. 

In Italy I’ve no objection ; 

Warm nights are proper for reflection ; ’ 

Hut here our climate is ko rigid, 

Tliat love itself is raUier frigid.- 
Think on our ihrlly situation, 

And curb this rage for imitation ; 

Then let us meet, as oft w e 've done, 

Benealh the influenonof the sun ; 

Or, jf at midnight 1 must meet you, 

\ViUiiu your mansion let me greet you : 

Tlicrc we can love for hours together, 

Much better, in such, snowy weather, 

Than placed in all the Arcadian groves 
That ever witness'd rural 4aves ; 

Then, if rn>’ (fission faH to please, 

Next night I ’ll be content to freeze ; 

No more I Ml ^ve a loose to laugliter, - 
But eurse me fate for ever after. • 


OSCAfi OP ALV^f 

t t»U. * 

How sweetly shines, through azure skies» 
The lamp of Iieavenon Lora’s shore, 

Where Alva’s hoary turrets rise,. 

And hear the ()iu of arms hp more. 

But of|en has yon rolling moon 
On Alva's casques of silver play'd, 

And view>'d, at midnight’s silent noon, ' 
Her diiefs in gleaming mail array’d : 

And on tiie crimson'd rocks beneath, 
Whicli scowl o'er ocean's sullen flow, 

Pale In the scatter’d ranks of death, 

.She taw the gasping warrior low i 

While many an a^’e, which ne'er again 
('ould mark tlie rising orb of day, 

Turn’d feebly from tiie gory plain, 

Bdield in deatli her fading ray. 

Once-to tlmsc eyes the lamp of Love, 

They blest her ^ear propitious light ; 

But now slie glimmer'd from above, 

A sad, funereal torch of nighL 

Faded is Alva’s noble race, , . 

And gray her towers are seen afar;- 
No more her heroes urge Uie chase, 

Or roll the crimson tide of w ar. 

But who was last of,Alva*s clan ? 

Why grows the moss on Alva’s stone? 

Heittowers resound no steps of man, 
tl)fv echo to the ga|e alone. 

And w hen tiiat gale is flerc.e and high, 

A sound is heard In yonder liall ; 

It rises lioarsely tlirough the sky. 

And vibrates o’er tbe mouldering wall. 

Yes, when the eddying tempest sighs, 

It shakes the stneld of Oscar brave ; 

Bui there no oiore his banners rise, 

No more his plumes of sable wave. . 

Fair slione tbe sun on Oscar's bifth, 

When Angus hail'd hfs eld^t borpT 

The vassals round Uieir chieftain's hearth 
Crowd tq applaud the happy 'mom. 


Ihe worlif rnrfstrlclr*! a#bi* defereace to«nr wHl biit 

ills own. erni Uic lo wlikh he was Q4lAraUr must iiw 

diiifil iireiDiiiurrly |Ml1e<l 4i|Hm liHii,' for waut of Uiose best UaU 
of all enjoyuicat— rarity si|d reftraiflt.** 

• Sec aiUr. p. IS. note. 

• III the above liitle piece the auinor tus been accused sooie 
eandtfi readers of tniroducing ibe lumc of a Udy from whoiDiM 
w js some hundred nillcn dUtant st the lime this was wrinrn i aad 
poor Juliet, vv ho has slept so lun^ In “tbe tomb of aU (lie Capu> 
lets." has been converln), wltli a Irifluiff alteratloQ <4 her luiiie, 
into an English damsel. walklBg in i garden of ibeir own creation, 
during Uie month of Decemker, In i village where the author ne- 
ver passed a winter. Soch has been tbe candour of some ingenious 
critics. W'e would advise these tiheral commeiitaiors mi t4S(e and 
arbiten of decorum to read shakspsare. 


I > Having beard tltat a vrtf'W and indelfcale emsure bs* 
fawa MiMd OB the alwri-fpocm, t brg leave to tr0f in a qiioUtiun 
froallk|ll^^r^t work. -’Carr's Sirsugvr in riboce.’*— “As «r 
w«t-eoolMpUUng a painting on a large scale, in which, amun^ 
other %arec, Is the uiieuvered wtKde length of a warrior, a prv- 
tfbfa iBOlring lady, who seemed lo have touched the age of dope- 
rtUan,' after hiving silentively siirTeyed it through brr glass, ob> 
aerved to her |>aiiy, that (here was a great deal of iisdceorum in 
ttiat picture. Madame S. shrewdly whispered in my ear, ‘iMl 
the indecorum was in tbe remark.' *' 

4 1 he caiavirophe of (his tale was suggested hy (he story of '* Je* 
rooymu and Lorcnco," la the Grsi volume of scbJIler's ** Arme- 
niao. or the Ghosi-Secr.** It also bars some resemblance to a 
scene in the tliird act of “ Macbeth." 
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Tlipy feast upon the mountain deer, 

Tlic pibroch raised its piercing note ; ' 

To gladden more their highland clieer, 

The strains in martial numbers float : 

And they who heard the war-note^ wild. 

Hoped that one day Uie pibrocira strain 

Should play before the hero’s diild, 

While he&liould lead the tartan train. 

Atiotlier year is quickly past, 

And Angus hails another son ; 

His natal day is like tiic last. 

Nor soon Uie jootnd feast was done. 

Tatigtit by tlieir sire to bend the bow, 

On Alva's dusky bills of wind. 

The boys in chikihcHKi chased the roe, 

And left their hounds in speed behind. 

But ere Uicir years of youth arc o’er, 

’Tbf}' mingle in the ranks of war ; 

Tlie)' lightly wheel the bright claymore. 

And send Uic whistling arrow for. 

Dark was ilic flow of Oscar’s hair, 

Wildly it stream'd along the gale ; 

But Allan’s locks were bright and fair. 

And pensive seem'd Ins clieek, and pale. 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul, « 

Bis dark eye slione tbrougti beams of trutli: 

Aibn had early learo’djpntrol, 

And smooth his woiwoad been from youth. 

BoUi, both were brave) titc Saxon spear 
Was shivec^!^ beneatii tbeir steel; 

AJid Oscar’s Mmi soorn’d to fear, 

But Oscar’s bosom knew to feel ; 

Wliile Allan’s soul belied bis form. 

Unworthy with such charms to dwell : 

Keen as the lightning of the storm. 

On foes his deadly vengeance fdl. 

From high Southaonon’s distant tower 
Arriv^ a young and noble dame ; 

With Kenneth’s lands to form her dow er, 
Glenalvon’s blue>eyed daugliter came; 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride, 

And Angus on his Oscar smiled : 

It soothed the father’s feudal pride 
Thus to obtaiu deoalvon’s child. * * 

Hark to the pibrocfaljUming note! 

Hark to the swelM^mptial song! 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the dioral peal prolong. 

See how the heroes’ biodSted plumes 
Assembled wave In Alva’s hall ; 

Each youth his varied plaid assumes, 

Attending on their diieftaili’seill. 




It is not war tlieir aid demands. 

The pibrodi plays the song of peace; 

To Oscar’s nuptials tliroog the bands. 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease. 

But where Is Oscar? sur^’t is iate^ 

Is this a bridegroom's ardent flame ? 

While thronging guests and ladies wait, 

Nor Oscar nor his hrotlier caiuo* 

At iengtii young Allan join’d the bride ; 

“ WTiy comes not Oscar ?” Angus said f 
“ Is he not here?” tlie youth replied ; 

With me he rored not o’er the glade : 
PcrcJiance, forgetftil of Uie day, 

’T is )hs to cliase the bounding roe ; 

Or ocean’s waves prolong liis stay ; 

Yet Oscar's bark is seldom slow.” 

** Oh, no ! ” tlie anguish'd sire rejoin’d, 

Nor chase, nor wave, my boy delay; 

Would be to Mora seem unkind?^ 

Would aught to her impede bis way? 

Oh, search, ye cliiefs ! oh, search anund ! • 

Allan, with these through Alva fly, 

Till Oscar, till my son is found; 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt reply.” 

All is confusion— through tlie vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings, 

It rises on the murmuring gale. 

Till night expands her dusky wings; • 

It breaks the stillness of the night. 

But edioes through her shades in vain ; . . 

It sounds through morning’s misty light, 

Hut Oscar comes not o’er the plain. 

Tliree days, tliree sIceplesAilglits, the Cliief 
For Oscar searcli'd eacli mountain cave ; 

Tlien hope is lost ; in boQndless grief, 

His locks in gray torn ringlets wave. , 

“ Oscar I my son ! — thou, Cod of Ueav’n ! 

Restore tlie' prop of sinking age^ 

Or, if that hope no uxire is glveri,^^ . 
Yield his assassin to my rage. ' 

** Yes, on some desert rocky shore 
My Oscar’s whiten’d bones must lie; 

Tticn grant, tliou God 1 1 ask no more. 

With him his frantic sire may die ! 

** Yet he may live, — away, despair ! 

Be calm, my soul ! he yet may live; 

T’ arraign my fate, my voice forbear ! 

OGod! my impious prayer forgive. 

What if he live for me no more! 

I sink forgotten in the dust, 

Tlie hope of Alva’s age is o’er : 

Alas! can pangs like these be just?” 


• I.ord ByroB falU into a very coromoo error, dial of mialaking 
fitneh, whicb meaoa a particalar aort of Itmr, for Uie ioalruineDt 
ga ehiefa it is pUyed, the Uspipe. AlouMt every foreign tourist 


I Nndler. for eiample. does Uie aame. The reader wUI flod. lib 
I little slip noticed in Ibe artick froo tbe Edhihurgti Meview ap- 
I pended to these pages.»K. 
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Thus did tlie luipless parent mourn, 

Till Time, who soothes severest woe. 

Had bade serenity retu^ 

And made tlie tear-drop cease to (low. 

For still some latent hope survived 
That Os(^r might once more appear; 

His hope now droop'd and now revived, 

Till Time bad told a tedious year. 

Days roll'd along, tlie orb of light > 
Again had run lus destined race; 

No Oscar biess'd his father's sight, 

And sorrow left a fainter trace. 

ForyouUiful Allan still remain'd, 

And now* his fatlier's only joy : 

And Mora's heart was quickly gain'd, 

For beauty crown'd the fhir-hair’d hoy. 

She thought that Osrar low w as laid. 

And Allan's face was wondrous fair ; 

If Oscar lived, some other maid 
Had claim'd his faithless bpsom*8 care. 

And Angus said, if one year more 
Jn fruitless hope was pass'd away, 

Ills fondest scruples should be o'er, ^ ' 

And 1^ w'ould name their nuptial day. 

Slow roird the moons, but blest at last 
Arrived the dearly destined mom; 

Tho year of anxious trembling past, 

^Vbat smiles the lovers’ checks adorn ! . 

Hark to Uie pibroch’s pleasing note ! 

* Hark to the swelling nuptial song ! 

In joyous strains the voices float, ^ 

And still tlie choral peal prolong. 

Again the clan, in festive crowd. 

Throng througli tlie gate of Alva's hall ; 

The sounds of mirth re-echo loud, 

And all their former joy recall. 

But who ishe« whdse darken'd brow 
Glooms in the midst of general mirth? 

Before biis eye's far fiercer glow 
The blue flames curdle o'er the hearth. 

Dark is the rube w'hicii Wraps his form. 

And tall his plume of gor>' red ; / 

His voice is like tlie rising storm, 

’ But light and trackless is his tread. 

T is noon of night, the pledge goes round. 
The bridegroom’s health is deeply quaffd ; 

With shouts the vaulted roofs resound, , 
And all combine to hail the draught. 

Sudden Uie stranger-chief arose, 

And all the clamorous crowd are hush'd ; 

And Angus' cheek with wonder glows, 

And Mora's tender bosom blush'd. 


** Old mao !" be cried, this pledge is done ; 

Thou saw’st 't was dqly drunk by me ; 

It hail’d the nuptials of thy son ^ 

Now will 1 claim a ple<^e from thee. 

While all around is mirth and joy. 

To bless tliy Allan’s happy lot. 

Say, hadst thou ne'er another boy? 

Say, why should Oscar be forgot?” 

“ Alas !"*’ the hapless sire replied. 

The big tear starting as be spoke, 

“ When Oscar left my hall, or died. 

This ag*d heart was almost broke. 

♦‘Thrice has the earth revolved her course 
Since Oscar’s form has biess'd my sight ; 

And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar’s death or flight." 

** *T is well,” replied the stranger stem. 

And fiercely flash'd his rolling eye ; . 

♦♦Thy Oscar’s fate I fain would learn; 

Perhaps the hero did not die. 

*♦ Perchance, if those whom most he loved 
Would eall, thy Oscar might return ; 
Perchance tbechief ha.s only roved; 

For him thy Beltane' yet may burn.* 

^‘Fill high the bowl (he table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth; 
With w ine let ev ery cup be crown’d ; 

Pledge me departed Oscar's health.” 

♦* With all my soul,” old Angus said, 

And fill'd his goblet to the brim ; 

♦* Here’s to my lx)y ! alive or dead, 

I ne’er shall find a son like him." 

♦♦Bravely, old mam this health has sped; 

But why does Allan trembling stand ? * 

Come, drink remembrance of the dead, 

And raise thy cup with firmer hand.” 

The crimsdn glow- of Allan’s &ce 
Was turn’d at once to ghastly hue; 

The drops of death each other chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 

Thrice did he raise the .goblet high. 

And thrice his lips refused to taste; 

Fur thrice he caught the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fur}' placed. 

♦♦ And is it t^us a brotlier hails 
A brother’s fond remembrance here? 

If thus affection's strength prevails. 

What might wc not expect from fear?" 

Roused by the sneer, he raised the bowl, 

♦♦ Would Oscar now could share our mirth ! " 
Internal fear appall'd liis soul ; 

He said, and dasli’d the- cup to earth. 


1 * ^at-tain meant Ute fire of BmI, ind the name tUU preverre* 
tl»e primeraJ origin of ibtt CeiUc coperilHioo.— E- 


' Dtgttj; — tioogfe 


' Bettane Tree, a Higliiand fcaUral on Ibe first of Hajr, bebl near 
Grea lighted lor Uic occaWbo. 


HOURS OF 

“T* is be! 1 hear my murderer’s Toice!” 

Loud shrieks a darkly i:leaming form; 

*• A murderer’s voicel ” the roof replies. 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

The tapers winkt the chieftains shrink. 

The stranger ’s gone, — amidst the crew 

A form was seen in tartan green, 

And tall the shade terrific grew. 

His waist was bound with a broad belt round, 

His plume of sable stream'd on high; 

But his breast was bare, with the red wounds there, 
And fix'd w*as the glare of his glassy eye. 

And thrice he smiled, with his eye so wild, 

On Angus, bending low tbe knee; 

And thrice he frown’d on a chief on the ground, 
'Whom sliivering crowds with horror ^ee. 

The bolts loud roll, from pole to pole, 

Tbe thunders through the welkin ring. 

And die gleamingform,througUt|ic mist of the storm. 
Was boru on high by tbe whirlwind's wing. 

Cold was tlie feast, the revel ceased. 

Who lies upon the stony floor? 

Oblivion press’d old Angus’ breast; 

At length bis life-pulse tiirobs once more. 

** Away, away 1 let the fbecli essay 
To pour the light on Allan’s eyes 

His sand is done,~his race is run ; 

Oh! never more shall Aliao rise! 

But Oscar’s breast is cold^s clay. 

His locks are lifted by the gale; 

And Allan’s barlicd arrow lay 
With him in dark Glentannr’s vale. 

And whence the dreadful stranger came. 

Or who, no mortal wight can tell ; 

But no one doubts the form of flame, 

For Alva’s sons knew Oscar well. 

Ambition nerved yogng Allan’s linnd, 

Exulting demons wing’d his dart ; 

^Vhile Envy «*aved her burning brand, 

And pour’d her venom round his heart. 

Swift is the shaft from Allan’s bow ; 

Whose streaming life-blood stains his side? 

l>ark Oscar’s sable crest is low, 

Wie dart lias drunk his vital tide. 

And Mora’s eye could Allan move, 

She bade his wounded pride rebel : 

Alas 1 that eyes w Inch bwm’d with love 
Should urge tlie soul to deeds of hell T 

Lo ! seest Umu not a lonely tomb 
Whkdi rises o’er a warrior dead? 

It glimmers through tlie twiliglit gloom; 

Olil that is Allan's nuptial bed. 

Far, distant far, the noble grave 
Which held his clan’s great ashes stood ; 

Ai>d o’er his corse no banners wave. 

For they were stain’d with kindred Wood. 


IDLEPIESS. ^9 

Whot minstrel gray, what hoary bdrd, 

Shall Allan’s dee^s on harp-strings raise?* 

Tbe song is glory’s chief rew ard, 

But who can strike a murderer's praise? 

Unstrung, untoudi'd, the harp must stand, 

' ?io minstrel dare the theme aw’ake; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand, 

His harp in shuddering cliords would break. 


THE EPISODB OP NISl'S AND BURYALUS. 

A rtiAmm rto« tiK juhjo. na. a. 

Nisus, the guardian of the portal, stood. 

Eager to gild bis arms witli hostile blood ; 

Well skill'd in fight the quivering lance to wield. 

Or pour his arrow's through tbe embattled field : 
From Ida torn, he left his sylvan cave. 

And sought a foreign home, a distant grave. 

To watch tbe movements of tlie Dauoian host. 

With him Euryalus sustains the post ; 

No lovelier miefi adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

And beardless bloom yet graced the gallant boy;. 
Though few the seasons of hi$ youthful life. 

As yet a povice in tbe martial strife, 

’T was his, with beauty, valour’s gifts to share— 

A soul heroic, as lus form was fair. 

These burn witli one pure flame of generous love; 

In peace, in war, united still they move; 

Friendsliip and glory form their joint reward ; 

And now combined they hold their nightly guard. 

“What god,” exclaim'd the first, “instils this fire? 
Or, In itself a god, what great desire? 

My labouring soul, with anxious thought oppre^’d, 
Abhors this station of inglorious rest; 

The love of fame witli this can ill accord, 

Be ’t mine to seek for glory with iny sword. 

Seest thou yon camp, with torches tw inkling dim. 
Where drunken, slumbers wrap each lazy limb? 
Where confidence and ease the watch disdain, 

And drowsy Silence holds her sa^lc reign ? 

Then hear my thought In deep and sullen grief 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief. 
Now, could the gifts and promised prize be thine, 
(The deed, the danger, and tlie fame be mine) 

Were this decreed, beiieatli yon rising mound, 
Methinks, an easy path perchance were found; 
Which past, I speed my way to Pallas’ walls, 

And lead yEneas from Evander’s halls.’* 

With equal ardour fired, and w arlike joy, 

His glowing friend address'd the Dardan boy : — 

** These deeds, my Nisus, shall thou dare alone ? 
Must all the fame, the peril, be thine own ? 

Am 1 by thee despised, and left afar, 

1 As one unfit to share the toils of war? 

I Not thus his son the great Opheltes taught; 


No lyre of fame, no hallow'd verse. 
Shall sound his glories high in air : 

A dying father’s, bitter curse, 

A brother’s death-groan echoes there. 
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!Vot thus my sire in Argive combats fought; 

^'ot thus, when llion fell by heavenly hate, 

1 track'd /}*Ineas through the walks of fate : 

Thou know'st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 
And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear. 

Here is a soul with hope immortal burns, 

And life, igiK>ble life, for glory spurns. 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn'd by fleeting breatli : 
The price of honour is the sleep of death.” 

Then TS'isus,—** Calm thy bosom's fond alarms; 
Thy Iteart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 

More dear thy worth and valor than my own, 

1 swear by him who fills Olympus’ throne ! 

So may 1 triumph, as 1 speak the trutli, 

And clasp again the comrade of my youth! 

But should 1 fall, — aud he w ho dares advance 
Througii hostile legions must al)ide by chance, — 

If some Rutulian arm, w ith adverse blow, 

Should lay the friend ever loved Ihee low. 

Live thou; such beauties 1 would falo preserve. 

Thy budding years a lengthen'd term deserve. 
When humbled in the dust, let some one be, 

W hose gentle eyes w ill shed one tear for me ; 
Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 

Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse ; 

Or, if my destiny these last deny, 

If in the spoiler's pow er my ashes lie, 

Tliy pious care may raise a simple tomb, ^ 

To mark thy love, and signalize my doom. 

>Vhy should thy doting wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endless sleep? 

Who, for tliy sake, the tempest's fury dared, 

>Vho, for thy sake, war’s deadly peril shared; 

Who braved wliat woman never braved before. 

And lett her native for the Latian shore.” 

In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,” 

Replied Kuryaius; ** it scorns control ! 

Hence, let us haste! Their broUter guards arose, 
Roused by their call, nor court again repose ; 

The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s exulting wing, 

Tlieir stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 

R'ow o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran. 

And lull'd alike the c.are8 of bnite and man; 

Save where the Dardau leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse, 'aud their plans unfold. 

On one great point the coundl arc agreed. 

Ad instant message to their prince decreed; 

Eacli lean'd upon the lancc he well could w ield, 
And poised w ith easy arm his ancient shield, 

When >isus and bis friend their leave request 
To offer sometliing to Uioir high hcliest. 

With anxious tremors, yet imawed by fear. 

The faitliful pair before the throne appear : 

Jnlus greets tlicm; at his kind command, 

The elder first address’d the hoar}’ band. 

“ W'ith patience,” tlius Hyrtacides bt^an 
** Attend, nor judge from youth our humble plan. 
Where yonder beacons half-expiring l>eam, 

Oiir slumbering foes of future conquest dream, 


Nor heed tliat we a s^ret path liave traced, 

Between the ocean and Hie portal placed. 

Beneath the covert of tlie blackening sinoke, 

Whose sliade securely our design w ill cloak, 

If you, ye chiefs, and fortune w ill al( 0 w’, 

Wc 'll bend our course to yonder mountain’s brow. 
Where Fallas’ walls at distance meet tlie sight. 

Seen o’er the glade, when not obscured by night : 
Theix shall .Lneas in his pride return, 

hile hostile matrons raise their offspring’s ura ; 
.Vnd Latian spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
Sliall mark the ha\oc of our hero's tread. 

Such is our purpose, not unknown the way ; 

Where yonder torrent's devious w aters stray. 

Oft have wc seen, when hunting !>}■ the stream. 

The distant spires above the valleys gleam.” 

Mature in years, for sol>er w isdom famed. 

Moved by the speech, Alcthes l>ere exclaim'd, 

“ Ye parent gods I w ho rule the fate of Troy, 

Still dwells the Dardan spirit in the boy; 

When minds like these in striplings thus ye raise. 
Yours is the godlike act, be yours the praise ; 

In gallant youth iiiy fainting iiopes revive, 

And Ilion's wonted glories still survive.” 

'llien in his warm embrace tlie boys he press'd, 

.\nd, quivering, strain’d tlicm to his aged breast ‘ 
With tears the burning check of each bedew'd. 

And, sobbing, thus his first discourse renew’d : 

” W hat gift, my countryinea, what martial prize 
Can w e bestow, wiiicli you may not despise ? 

Our deities the first best boon liave given — 

Internal virtues are Uie giA of Heaven. 

W hat poor rew ards can bless your deeds on earth. 
Doubtless await sucii young, exalted worth. 

.Eneas and Ascanius shall combine 
To yield applause fur, far surpassing mine, 
lulus then : — ” By all the jiowers above ! 

By those Penates who my country love! 

By hoary Vesta’s sacred fane, 1 swear, 

My hopes are all in you, ye generous pair! 

Restore my father to my grateful sight, 

And all my sorrow. s yield to one delight. 

Nisus ! two silver goblets are thine own. 

Saved from Arisba’s stately domes o'erthrow ii : 

My sire secured tlicm on that fatal day, 

Nor left such bow Is an Arglve robber’s ptty : 

Two massy tripods, al.so, shall be thincj 
Two talents polish'd from the glittering mine ; 

An ancient cup, which Tyrian Dido gave,- 
\Vhile yet our ves.sels press’d the Punic w ave.. 

But when tlie hostile chiefs at length bow dow’ti, 
hen great Eneas wears Hesperia’s crown, 

The cas(|ue, the buckler, and the fiery sliced 
Which Turnus guides willi more than mortal speed, 
Are thine; no envious lot sliall then be cast, 

I pledge my word, irrevocably past : 

; Nay more, twelve slaves, and tw ice six captive dames, 
' To. soothe thy softer hours with amorous flamee. 

And all the realms which now the I^tians sway, 
i 'fhe labours of to-night sliall well reiwy. 
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But thou, my generous youth, >vhose tender years 
Are near my own, whose worth ray heart reveres, 
Henceforth afTection', sweetly thus begun, 

Sliall join our bosoms and our souls in one ; 

Without thy aid, no glory sliall be mine; 

Without thy dear advice, no great design ; 

Alike through life esteem’d, thou godlike boy. 

In war my bulwark, and in peace oiy joy.” 

To him EuryaluS : — “ No day shall shante 
Ihe rising glories which from this 1 claim. 

Fortune may favour, or the skies may frow n, 

Rut valour, spite of &te, obtains renow n. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 

One boon I beg, the nearest to my heart : 

My mother, sprung from Priam’s royal line, 
lAe thine ennobled, hardly less divine, 

Nor Troy nor king Acosles' realms restrain 
tier feeble age from dangers of the main ; 

Alone &lie came, nil selfish fears above, 

A bright example of maternal love. 

I nknown the secret enterprise I brave. 

Lest grief should bend my parent to tlic grave ; 

From tliis alone no fond adieus I seek. 

No fainting mother’s lips have press’d my cheek ; 

By gloomy night and thy right hand I vow, 

Her parting tears would shake my purpose now ; 

IH) thou, my prince, her failing age sustain ; 

In thee her much-loved child may live again ; 

Her dying houfs with pious conduct bless, 

\ssist her wants, relieve her fond distress : 

So dear a hope must all iny soul inllaine, 

To rise in glory, or to fall in fame.” 

Struck with a lilial care so deeply felt, 

In tears at once the Trojan warriors melt : 

Faster than all, lulus’ eyes o'erilow j 

Such love was his, and such had been bis w oe. 

“ All thou host ask’d, receive,” the prince, replied ; 

Not this alone, but many a gift beside. 

To cheer tby mother's years shall be iny aim, 

Lreusa’s ' style but wanting to the dame. 

Fortune an adverse wayward course may rlin, 

Rut bless’d thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now, by my life!— my sire’s most sacred oath — 

To thee I pledge my full, my firmest troth, 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow’d, 

If thou shouldst fall, on her shall be bestow 'd.” 

Thus S|K>ke the weeping prince, then forUi to view. 

A gleaming falchion from the shcalh he drew ; 
Lycaon's utmost skill had graced^he steel. 

For friends to envy and for foes to feel ; 

A tawny hide, tlic Moorish lion's spoil, 

^lain 'midst the forest, in the hunter’s toil, 

Mnestheus, to guard the elder youth, bestow s. 

And old Aletlu's’ casque defends his brows. 

Arm'd, thence they gh, while all the assembled train, 
To aid their cause, implore tlie gods iii vain. 

More tlian a boy, in wisdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amidst the chiefs lus place : 
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His prayer he sends ; but what can pray’ers avail, 

Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale? 

The trench is pass'd, and, favour'd by the nigjil. 
Through sleeping^ foes lltey w heel their wary flight. 

\> hen shall the sleep of many a foe be o’er ? 

Alas! .some slumber wlw shall wake no more! 
Chariots and bridles, mix’d with arms, are seen; 

And flowing flasks, and scatter’d troops between : 
Baedms and Mars to rule the caiup combioe ; 

A mingled chaos this of war and wine. 

Now,” cries the first, “ for deeds of blood prepare. 
With me the .conquest and the labour share : 

Here lies our path ; lest any hand arise, 

AVatch tliou, while many a dreaming chieftain dies : 
I’ll carve our passage through the heedless foe, 

And clear Uiy road with many a deadly blow.” 

His whisj)cring accents tlien the youth repress’d, 

Debauch, and nut fatigue,. his eyes had closed : 

To Turnus dear, a prophet and a prince, 

His omens more than augur’s skill evince; 

But lie, who thus foretold the fate of all. 

Could not avert his ow'n untimely fall. 

Next, Remus’ armour-bearer, hapless; fell. 

And three unhappy slaves the carnage swell ; 

Hie charioteer along his courser’s sides 
Expires, the steel his sever’d neck divides; 

And, last, his lord is number'd w ith the dead : 
Bounding convulsive, flics the gasping bead; 

From the sw oH’n veins the blackening torrents pour ; 
Stain’d is tlie couch and earth witli clotting gor^. 
Young I^amyrus and Lainus next expire, 

And gay Serranus, (ill’d with youthful fire; 

Half the long night in childish games was ]iass’d; 
Lull'd by die potent grape, he slept at last : 

Ah ! luippier far had he the morn survey’d. 

And till Aurora’s dawn Ills skill display'd. 

In slaughter'd folds, the keepers lost in sleep. 

His hungry fangs a lion thus may steep; 

’.Mid the sad llork, at dead of niglit he prow Is, 

AVith murder glutted, and in carnage rolls : 

Insatiate still, through teeming herds he roams; 

Iq seas of gore the lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less tlie other’s deadly vengeance came, 

But falls oil feeble crowds without a name; 

His wound unconscious Famis scarce can feel. 

Yet wakeful Rhxsus sees live tlireateiiing steel ; 

HU cow'ard breast behind a jar he hides, 

Aud vainly in the weak defence confides ; 

Full in his heart, the falchion search'd his veins, 

The reeking weapon bears alternate stains; 

Through wine and blood, eominingling as they flow . 
One feeble spirit seeks the shades below. 

Now where .Messapus dwell they bend their way, 
Whose fires emit a faint and trembling ray; 

There, unconfined, behold eacli grazing steed, 


And pierced p^oudRhamnes through his|Kinting breast 
Strelchkl at Ins ease, the incautious king reposed ; 
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< Tlic mulher vf failu*. lo«t on Ibr when Truy was Uken- 
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Unwatch'd, unheeded, on the herbage feed : 

Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade's arm. 

Too flush’d with carnage, and wtth conquest warm : 

“ Hence let us haste, the dangerous patli is pass'd ; 
Full foes enough to-night have breathed their last : 
Soon will tlie day those eastern clouds adorn; 

Kow let us speed, nor tempt the rising morn.’* 

AVhat silver arms, with various art entboss’d, 
'tyhat bowls and mantles in confusion toss’d, 

They leave regardless } yet one glittering prize 
Attracts the younger hero’s wandering eyes ; 

Tlie gilded harness Rhanmes’ coursers iclt, 

'fhe gems wUicli stud the monarch's golden belt : 
Tilts from tlie pallid corse was quickly torn, 

Once by a line of former chieftains worn. 

The exulting boy the studded girdle w ears, 

Messapus’ helm htsbead in triumph bears, 

Then from the tents their cautious steps they bend. 

To seek the vale w here safer paths extend. 

'Just at this hour, a band of Latian horse 
To Turnus’ camp pursue their destined course : 

While the slow foot their tardy march delay^ 

The knights, impatient, spur along the way : 

Three huildrcd mail-dad men, by Volsccns led. 

To Turous with their master’s promise s|)«d : 

Now they approach the trench, and view thew:alls, 
When, on the left, a light reflection falls; 

Tlie plunder’d helmet, through the waning ni^it, 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 
Volsccns with question loud the pair alarms t:— 
Stand, stragglers! stand! why early thus in arm.s.^ 
From whence, to wlwin?” — He meets Vilh no reply ; 
Trusting the covert of the night, they fly : 

The thicket's depth with hurried pace they tread, 
While round tlie wood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entangled, scarce a path between. 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene : 

Euryalus his heavy spoils impede, 

The boughs and winding turns his steps mislead ; 
But Nisus scours along the forest’s maze 
To where Latinus’ steeds in safety graze, 

Tlien backward o’er the plain his eyes extend, 

On every side they seek his absent friend. 

“ O God I my boy,” he cries, ** of me bereft, 

In what impending perils are thou left ! ” 

Listening he runs— above the waving trees* 
Tumultuous voices swell Uie passing breeze; 

The war-cry rises, thundering hoofs around ‘ 
Wake the dark eciiocs of the trembling ground. 
Again he turns, of footsteps hears the noise ; 

The sound elates, the sight his hope destroys : 

The hapless boy a ruflian train surround. 

While lengthening sliades his weary way confound ; 
Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue, 
Stniggling in vain, a captive to the crew. 

What can his friend ’gainst thronging numbers dare? 
Ah ! must he rush, his comrade’s fate to share ? 
What force, what aid, what stratagem essay, 

Back to redeem the Latian spoiler's prey ? 


His life a votive ransom nobly give, 

Or die witli him for wdiom he wished to live ? 
Poising \n‘th strength his lifted lance high, . 

On Luna’s orb be cast hia frenzied eye : 

“Goddess serene, transcending every star! 

Queen of the sky, whose beams are seen afar! 

By night heaven owns thy sway, by day the grove, 
AVhen, as chaste i)ian, here thou deign 'si to rove : 
If e’er myself, or sire, have sought to grace 
Tliine altars with the produce of the chase. 

Speed, speed my dart 1o pierce yon vaunting crowd, 
To free my friend, and scatter far the proud.” 

Thus having said, the hissing dart he flung; 

Tlirough parted shades the hurtling weapon sung; 
Tlic thirsty |>oint in Sulmo’s entrails lay, 

Transfix’d his heart, and stretch’d him on the clay : 
He sobs, he dies,— the troop in w ild amaze, 
Unconscious whence tlie death, w ith horror gaze. 

W hile pale they stare, tlirnugli Tagus' temples riven. 
A second .sliaft with equal force is driven ; 

Fierce Volscens rolls around Ins lowering eyes? 
Veil’d by the night, secure the Trojan lie^. 

Burning with wratii, he view'd lus soldiers fall. 
“Thou youth accurst, tliy life shall pay for oil! ” 
Quick from the sheath lus liaising glaive he diw. 
And, raging, on tlie boy defenceless flew. 

Msus no more the blackening shades conceals, 
Forth, forth he starts, aad all his love reveals; 
Aghast, confused, hisfears to madncss.rise. 

And pour these accents, siirieking as he flics : 

“ Me, me, — your vengeance hurl on me alone; 

Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 

Ye starry spheres! thou conscious Heaven! attest! 
He could not — durst not— lot the guile confest! 

All, all was mine, — Ips early fate suspend; 

He only loved too well his hapless friend : 

Spare, spare, ye chiefs! from him your rage remove. 
His fault was friendship, all his crime was love.” 

He pray’d in vain; the dark assassin’s sword 
Pierced the fair side, the snowy bosom gored ; 

Lowly to earth inclines liis plume-clad crest? 

And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast : 

AS some young rose, whose blossom scents the air. 
Languid in death, expires beneath Uie share; 

Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower. 
Declining gently, falls a fading flower : * 

Thus, sw'cetly drooping, bends his lovely he.ad. 

And lingering beauty hovers round tlie dead. 

• 

But flery Nisus stems the battle’s tide, 

Revenge his leader, and despair liis guide? 

Volscens he seeks amidst the gathering host, 
Volcens must soon appease his comrade’s ghost ; 
Steel, flashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe; 
Rage nerves his arm, fate gleams in ever)' Wow ; 

In vain benentli unnumber’d wounds he bleeds, 

Nor wounds, nor death, distracted Msus heeds; 

In viewless circles wheel’d, his falchion flies. 

Nor quits the hero’s grasp till Volscens dies; 

Deep in his throat its end the weapon found, 

1 Tlie tyrant’s soul fled groaning through the wound. 
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j ^e’er may I quit Ihy rocky shores * 

’ A hapless banish'd wretch to roam! 
This very day, this very hour, 

May 1 resign tliis Heeting breath, 

Nor quit iny silent humble bower;— 

A doom to me far worse tlian death. 

Have I not heard the exile's sigh, 

And seen the exile's silent tear, 
Through distant climes condemn’d to (1y, 
A pensive weary wanderer here? 

Ah ! hapless dame! ' no sire bewails, 

No friend thy wretched fate deplores, 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 
Thy steps within a stranger’s doors. 

Perish the fiend whose iron heart, 

To fair affection's truth -unknown, 

Bids her he fondly loved depart, 

Lnpilied, helpless, and alone; 

AVho ne’er unlocks, with silver k.ey,* 

The milder treasures of his soul,— 
l^lay sucli a fiend be far from me, , 
And ocean’s storms between us rolll 
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Thus Nisus all bis fond afifectioh proved — , . 

Dying, revenged tlie fate of him he loved ; / 

Then on his bosom sought his wonted place. 

And death was heavenly in Uis friend's embrace! 

Celestial pair ! if auglit my verse can claim, 

Wafted on Time’s broad pinion, yours is fame! 

Ages on ages shall yonr fate admire, 

No future day shall see your names expire, 

While stands the Capitol, immortal dome! >■ 

And vanquish'd millions hail their empress, Rome! 


TIU.^SLATIOX FROM TJIE MEDEA OF EURIPipES. 

{E/»«»r({ fuv x/r. 2.) - 

When fierce conflicting passions urge 
Tlie breast where love Is wont to glow, 
What mind can stem tlie stormy surge 
Which rolls IIr* ** tide of human woe? 

The hope of praise, the dread of shame, 

Can rouse the tortured breast no more; 

The w ild desire, the guilty flame. 

Absorbs each wish it felt before. 

But if affection gently thrills 
The soqI, by purer dreams possest, 

The pleasing balm of mortal ills 

In love can soothe the acliing breast : 

If thus thou comest in disguise, 

Fair Venus! from thy native heaven, 

What heart unfeeling would despise 
Tlie sweetest boon the gods have given? 

But never from thy golden bow 
May 1 beneath the shaft expire ! 

Whose creeping venom, sure and sfow. 
Awakes an all-consuming fire : 

Ye racking doubts 1 ye jealous fears! 

With others wage internal war; *. 
Repentance, source of future tears, 

From me be ever distant far I ' 

May no distracting theughts destroy 

The holy calm of sacred love! ■ ^ 

May all the hours be wing'd with joy, 

Wliicli hover faithful hearts above! 

Fair Venus! on thy myrtle shrine 
May I w ith some fond lover sigh. 

Whose heart may mingle pure with mine— 
With me to live, with me to die! 

My native soil ! beloved before, 

Now dearer as my peaceful home. 


• M«dea, who aooooiptnied JtMon to Corinth, waa deserted by 
him fur Ibe dau^htirof Creon, kloj^of that dtf. Tbechonu from 
which (Ilia b uken here addrrwea Medea ; tboiigh a conaiderable 
Uberff b taiirn with the ortgloal, by expanding Uie idea, as alao in 
tome other parts of Che translaUoa. 

■ The origiiul b Rsdzssiv dvMlxyrc x2iAc ffivnivi” Mteralty 

**di«ckMing the bright key of die mind/' 

> No reRectKNi ii here inlendett against Itie person mentiooed 
oBder Ibe name of Magnus, lie b merely represented as per- 
bnning an unavoidaMe foncUon of his office. Indeed, nich an 
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High in the midst, surrounded by his peers, 
Magnls’ his ample front sublime uprears.: 

Placed on his chair of state, he seems a god, 

While Soplis and Freshmen tremble at his nod. 

As all around sit wrapt in speechless gloom, 

His voice in thunder shakes the sounding dome. 
Denouncing dire reproach to luckless fools, 
Uoskiird to plod in mathematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried, 

Tltough little versed in any art beside; 

Wbo,> scarcely skill’d an English line to pen, 

.Scans Attic metres w itli a critic’s ken. 
tVliat! though he knows not how his fathers bled, 
AMieo civil discord piled the fields with dead, 

I When Edward bade his conquering bands advance, 

' Or Henry trampled on the crest of France; 
i Though marvelling at Uie name of Magna Cliartn, 

I Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta; 

Can tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made, 

W hile Blackstone's on the shelf neglected laid ; 

Of Grecian dramas Vaunts the deathless fame, 

Of Avon's bard remembering scarce tlie name. 

Such is tlieyoutli whose scientific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await ; 


allempl enald only recoil upoo myself: as that genlleman Is now 
as much iUstIngiushcd by hb Hotpience, and the digiUfird pro- 
priety with which hr fills his RitoaUon, as he was in bb younger 
days (or wK and cooTlvialily. 

(Dr. William Lurt Uauelwas,tn47M. appointed to the headship 
oTTrinlty Cullegeu by Ur. Pitt, ilewas indebted lo the Influence 
of hb fellow collegian, the late Mr. PcrceTol. for bb fubMquent 
promotion to the see of Bristol. He is supposed lo base materially 
assbted toi Ibe PuryulU of Literature.'* Hb Lordship died al 
Trinity Lodge, in June, I SB).— E. ] 
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Or even, perhap.s, tlie declamation prixe, »■ 

If to sucji glorious Iteight he lifts bis ejes. 

Hut, io! no common orator can hope 
llie envied silver cup within his scope. 

Not that our heads much eloquence require. 

The Athenian's ■ glowing style, or Tully’s firo. 

A manner clear or w ann is useless, since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 

Haotlier orator&of pleasing proud 

We speak to please ourselves, not move tlie crow d : 

Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 

A proper mixture of the squeak and groan : 

No borrow’d grace of action must be seen, 

'I’he slightest motion would displease the Dean; * 
tVhilst every staring graduate would prate 
Against what he could never imitate. 

The man w ho hopes to obtain tlie promised cup, 
Must in one posture stand, and ne’er look up, 

Nor stop, hut rattle over every word — 

No matter what, so It can not bc heard, 
l^s let liim hurry on, nor think to rest : 
wno speaks the fastest ’5 sure to speak the best ; 

ho utters most w ithin the shortest space, 

May safely hope to w in the wordy xace. 

Tlie sons of science these, who, thus repaid. 
Linger in ease iii Granta's sluggisli shade ; 

Where, -on Cam’s sedgy hanks, supine they lie. 
Unknown, anhonour'd.Uvc, unwept fur die : 

Dull as .the pictures w hich adorn tlicir halls. 

They think all learning fix'd w ithin their walls : 

In manners rude, in foolish forms precise. 

All modern arts affecting to despise; 

Yet prizing Hentley’s, Hrunck’s, or Porsoo’s *note, 
More than the verse on which the critic ^vrole : 

Vain as their honours, hea\7 as their ale, 

Sad as their wit, and tedious as their tale; 

To friendship dead, though not untaught to feel 
When Self and Church demand a bigot zeal. 

W ith eager liaste they court tlie lord of power, 

W hether 't is Pitt or Petty rules the hotir;« 

To him, w ith suppliant smiles, they bend tlie head, 
While distant mitres to their eyes are spread ; 

But should a storm o'erwlielin him w ith disgrace, 
'Jliey ’d fly to seek the next who lill’d his place. 

Such are the lueAwdio learning's treasures guard ! 
Such is their practice, such is their rewardl 
This mucli, at least, we may presume to say— 

The premium can't exceed tiie price they pay. 


TO A BEAHTIPtJL QUAKER. 

Sweet girl! though only once we met. 

That meeting I shall ne'er forget; 

And though we ne’er may meet again, 
Hemeiiibrauce will thy form retain. < 

I w ould not say, “ 1 love,” but still , 

My senses strnggle with my will : 

Iti vain, to drive Uiee from my breast, 

My tlionglits are more and more represt ; 

In vain I check the rising siglis. 

Another to the last replies: 

Perhaps Uiis is not love, but yet, 

(hir meeting I can ne'er forget. 

What though we never silence broke, 

Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ; 

The tongue in flattering falseliood deals, 

And tells a tale it never feels ; 

Deceit the guilty lips impart. 

And hush the iiiuudate.s of tlie heart; ' 

But soul's interpreters, the eyes,. 

Spurn sueii restraint, and scorn disguise. 

As thus (Kir glamvs oft conversed. 

And all our bosoms felt rehearsed, 

No spirit, from w'itliin, reproved us, 

Say rather, “ ’t was tlie sjirril moved us.'* 
Though w hat tliey utter’d I repress. 

Yet I conceive thou ’It partlj’’ guess ; 

For as on thee my memor)’ ponders. 
Perchance to me also wanders. 

This for myself, »Bst, I 'll say, 

Thy form n{ 7 pears through night, through day : 
Awake, w iih It my fancy teems ; 

III sleep, it smiles In fleeting dreams; 

The vision eiiarnis the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora's ray, 

For lireaking slumbers of delight 
AVhich make me wish for endless night. 

SiiKN;, oh! wliate’er my future fate, 

Shall joy or Woe my steps aw ait. 

Tempted by ^ove, by storms beset, 

Tliine image I can ne’er forget. 

again no more w'c meet, 

Nomore our former looks repeat ; 

'Ihen let me breallie this parting prayer, 

The dictate of my bosom’s care : 

“ May Ueaven so guard my lovely quakcr. 

That anguish never can o’ertake her ; 

That peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 


' Demostlicnrit. 

* lu mo«( colleges, ihc Fellow who saperioteDdi the chapel ser* 
vice is cailcii E. 

1 The priKut Greek profeaor at Trinitr GoIIr ^e, Carobshlge; a 
man «h>)«c puwen of mind aud writiBS* mar. pcrba|i>. jusUfjr 
Ihclr pn-ference. 

(Lord Bjrron. in a tetter writlPD in ISIS, mjtb:— *'I remember 
to have seen Porson at CambrwiKr. in the hall of oar eolle;;e, and 
in private (larUeti and 1 never can recuileci him except a* drank 
or brutal, and generallj boUi t 1 mean in an evening ; (or in the 
hall, he dined at the Dean's (able, and 1 at the Vice-masicr's;— 
and he then and tliere ap|teared sober in his demeanour } hut I 
have seen him, In a private partr of uader>graduates, take up a 


poker (0 them, and heard him use language as Uaekgaard as lib 
acHon. Of all the disgusilog brutes, sulky, abusive, and lutuler- 
able, Pnrsuii was the cnost bestial, as far as the few times I saw 
him went, fie was tolerated in Uiis slate amongst (he young men 
fur his talcDb t as the Turks think a madmaH inspired, and bear 
with him. He OKd to recile, or ralhcr vomit. |tagr» of all Uo- 
guages, aud could liiccup Greek like a Helot t aod uerUinly Sparta 
never shucked her cliildren with a grosser cabibiUoa than this 
man's into&icaUoii.->IStl.] 

4 Since this was written, Lonl Henry Petty has lost hb place, 
and tohKqueudy (i bad almost oahl conse((ueuUy; the huoour of 
represenUug the I'niversity. A (act so glaring requires do com- 
ment. (Lonl Henry PeUy is now Marquess of Lansdowne.—E.] 
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Btiran$s be oye her heart*s partaker! 

CMi I may the happy mortal, fated 
To be, by dearest ties, related. 

For her eacli hour new joys discover, 

And lose the husband in the lover ! 

May that lair bosom never know 
What ’t is to feel the restless woe 
Which stings the soul, with vain regret, 

Of him who never can forget ! ”* 

THE CORSELUN.* 

No specious splendour of this stone 
Endears it to my memor>' ever; 

With lustre only once it shone, 

And blushes modest .is the giver.' 

Some, who can sneer at friendship's ties, 
Have, for my weakness, oft reproved me; 
Yet still the simple gift I prize, — 

For I am sure the giver loved me. 

He offer'd it witli .downcast look, ' 

As fearful that I might refuse it; 

1 told him, when the gift I took, 

My only fear should be to lose it. 

This pledge attentively I view’d, 

And, sparkling as I held it near, ^ 
Methouglit one drop the stone bedew’d, 

And, ever since I ‘ve loved a tear. 

Still, to adorn his humble youth,. 

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield ; 
But he who seeks tlic flowers of truth, 

Must quit the garden for the field. 

T is not the plant uprear’d in sloUi, 

Which beauty shows, and sheds perfume; 
The flowers which yield the most of both, 

In Nature’s wild luxuriance bloom. 


a'i 

Had fortune aided Nature’s care, 

For once forgetting to be blind. 

His would have been an ample sliare. 

If well proportion’d to his mind. 

But had tlie goddess clearly seen, 

His form had fix’d her fickle breast; 

Her countless hoards would bis have been. 

And none remain’d to give the rest. 


A.N 0CC.VS10IVAL PROLOGtIK. 

Dimuin rtcTiori to rit rfirotaancB or wicel or roarcKr ~ 
AT t FIITATI rHKltai.4 

Since the refinement of this polish’d age 
Has swept immoral raillery from the stage; 

Since taste has now expunged licentious wit, 

Which stamp’d disgrace on all an author writ; 

Since now to please will» purer scenes we scrti, 

Nor dare to cult (he blush from Beauty’s cheek ; 

Oh! let die modest Muse some pity claim, 

And meet indulgence, tliough she find not fame. 

Still, not for her alone we wish respect, 

Others appear more conscious of defect : 

To-night no veteran Boscii you behold, 

In ail the arts of scenic action old; 

No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here, 

No Siddons draw the sympathetic tear; 

To-night you throng to witness the dWmf ' 

Of embryo actors, to the Drama new : 

Here, then, our almost unfledged wings we try. 

Clip not our pinions ere the birds can fly : 

Failing in this our first attempt to soar, 

Drooping, alas ! we fall to rise no more. 

Not one poor trembler only fear betrav's. 

Who hopes, yet alnmst dreads, to meet your praise ; 

: But all our dramatis personir wait, 


' These Tcnn vereWriUea at llam>wga(e, Id Aufa>M.1l06.— E. 

■ The cornelian of ihcM renes was given to LonI Byron by the 
CambrM^ cbortster, Kddteslone, whose mnslcal tilenU Rntt in- 
trudaced him to Uie young poet's aoquaintanoe, and for whom he 
appears to have eniertaitoed, tabsequenUy. a aebUnicnt of Um most 
romantic fricodship.— K. 

' In a letter to llhs Pigot, of Southwell, wiitteo in June. IM7, 
lard Byron Ihos describes Eddiestono:— “Ho is exactly to an 
Iraur two years yo«iiigcr than myself, nearly my height, very Ihin. 
very fair cocnpicziuo, dark eyes, and tight locks. Uy o|)inion of 
his mind yon already know ; 1 hope I shall never have occasion lo 
change ii." Eddlesloae. on leaving hb choir, eolcrctl Into a mer- 
ranUle bouse in ibemetropotis, anddieil ofa consumption, in 1811. 
lord Byron, on bearing of his death, ihns writes to Uie mother of 
hb Mr correspondent ;— »* 1 am about to write lo you on a silly 
Mibjrcl, and yet 1 cannot well do otherwise. You may mnember 
a cornelian, which some years ago 1 oonaigned lo Uiss Plgol. in- 
deed gave to her,. and now 1 am alwut lo nuke the moet aelftih. 
and rude of requests. The person who gave it to me, when I was 
very young, is dead, and thmgh a long Umc lias cU|ised since wc 
■net. as It was the only meniurUI 1 possesned of that person (in 
whom t was very much IntereKed), It baa acquired a value by this 
eient 1 could have wished it never to have borne In my eyes. If. 
therefore, Mia Pigot shotih) lave preserved it, t most, under these 
clrcnmstaoccs, beg lier lo excuse my requesting It lo be trans- 
nuiit-d to me, and 1 will irplace it by something she may remem- 
ber me by equally welL As she w.is always so kind as lu Ict-I 


iiiteresled in tlie fkle of Idm who formed tlic sobject of our C(>n- 
versalloo, you may tell her that llie giver of that cuniLdlaii died 
iu May Iasi, of a consumptlou, at the age of tne<ityMHic,~u>aking 
the slxth^ within four monUis. of (Hends and rrlaiiont that I Iutq 
lost between May and the end of AugusL'*— Tlie cornelian heart 
was retumod accordingly : and. indeed. Miss Pigot nmunded Lord 
Bynn that lie bad left it with licr as a d«}K>dl, not a gift. It ia now 
in the possession of the Hon. Mrs. Leigh.— E. 

4 *• When 1 was a yunib. 1 was reckoned a good actor. Besides 
Harrow speeches, in which 1 shone, I enacted l*eanidduck, in the 
*' Wheel of Furtune," and TrUlrain Fickle, In die farce of ** The 
WeaUtcrcock/* for llirce nights, in some private llkealncaU at 
.Southwell, in IMS. with great applause. The occasional prologue 
tor our volunleer play was alw) of my eoibposition. The other 
performers were young Indies and gcnUeineo of the oetgbbour- 
Imod t and the whole went off wilh great cnccl u|>oq onr good- 
tutured aiHlIrnct*.”— />iary, t*2t. 

* This prologue was wrilien by tbe young poet. Iietweeii stages, 
on his way from iJarrowgate. On getting into the carriage at 
Cheiterlielil, be sakJ to his cnmitackm, “ Row, Pigot. 1 'Ii spin a 
(Mulogue fur our play ; " and iwfore they reached Mansfield he had 
completed his ta^, inlerrupUng mily once his rliyiniiig rem-ie, 
lo ask the proper ;ronunciatiou of the French word " d/iut.'* 
and. on being answered (not, it would si-ein, very currecUyl, et- 
cfariniing. *' Ay, that will do (or rhyme lu ' nru'.' " Tlu' epilogite. 
which was frtMn ll«e pen of the Rev. Ur- Bechcr. was delivered by 
Lord Byron.— h. 
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ati UYKONS 

In fond suspense, this crisis of ibeir fate. 

venal views our progress can retard, 

Your generous plaudits are our sole reward t 
For these, each Hero all his pow er display’s, 

Each tin>id Heroine shrinks before your gaze. 

Surely the last will some protection fuid ; 

None to the sof^ter sex can prove unkind : * 

While Youth and Beauty form the female shield. 

The sternest censor to the fair must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail, 

Should, after all, our best endeavours fail, 

Still let some mercy ha your bosoms live. 

And, if you can't applaud, at least forgive. 


O.N THE DRATII OF MR. FOX. 
tft roLUMfiM tLum*L mraoimo n a ■oasni* »Arta. 

** Our nation’s foes lament on Fox's death. 

But bless the hour when Pitt resign'd his breath : 
These feelings wide, let sense and truth unclue, 

We give the palm where Justice points it 's due.” 

TO WBICI T8K AfTSOI OP TRUSS PIIGSK SMT TRB POUOWTRC 
ISPU. 

Oh, factious viper! whose cn\*enoui'd tootli 
Would mangle sti^l the dead, perverting truth; 
W’hat though our “ nation's foes” lament U»c fate. 
With generous filing, of tlie good and great, 

Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the name 
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame ? 

When Pitt expired in plenitude of power, 

Though ill success obscured his dying hour, 

Pity her dewy wings before hjm spread. 

For noble spirits “ war not witli the dead 
His friend.s, in tears, a last sad requiem gave, 

As all his errors slumber'd in the grave; 

He sunk, an Atlas bending 'neath the weight 
Of cares o’erwhelming-our conflicting state : 

When, lot a Hercules in Fox appear'd. 

Who for a tiuic the ruin'd fabric rear’d : 

He, too, is fall'll, who Britain's loss supplied, 

With him our fast reviving hopes have ied ; 

Not one great people only raise his urn, 

All Europe's far-extended regions mourn. 

** These feelings w ide, let sense and irulii undue, 

To give the palm where Justice points it 's due ; ” 
Yet let not canker’d Oilumny assail, 

Or round our statesman wind her gloomy veil. 

Fox ! o’er whose corse a mourning world must weep, 
W hose dear remains in honour'd marble sleep; 

For whom, at last, e'en hostile nations groan, 

While friends and foes alike his talents own,; 

Fox shall in Britain's future annals shine, 

Nor e'en to Pitt the patriot’s palm resign, 

Which Envy, wearing Candour’s sacred mask. 

For Pitt, and Pitt alone, lias dared to ask.' 


WOKK!?. 

tub tear. 

o torbrriumtn (ona, lawro Mcrai 
Oucrottaoi ortu»«i snlpio; <]Dilcr 
FBIIflln iBoqoi KAtenlem 
r«clore tt. pla NjaipSt, tHUlt"— 

When Friendship or love our sympathies move. 
When Truth in a glance sliould appear, 
llielips may beguile with a dimple or smile. 

But the test of affection 's a Tear. 

Too oft is a smile but the hypocrite's wile. 

To mask detestation or fear : 

Give me the soft sigh, w hiist the soul-telling eye 
Is dimm'd for a time witli a T^. 

Mild Charity's glow, to us mortals below, 

Shows tiic soul from barbarity clear; 

Coii)|>assion will melt where this virtue is felt. 

And its dew is dilTused in a Tear, 
rhe man doom’d to sail witli the blast of the gale, 
'Flirough billows Atlantic to steer, 

.Vs he bends o’er the wave wiiicli may soon be hlsgrave, 
Tlie green sparkles bright with a Tear. 

The soldier braves death for a fanciful wreatli. 

In Glory's romantic career ; 

But he raises the foe w hen in bottle laid low. 

And bathes every wound w ith a Tear. 

If with liigh*bounding pride he return to bis bride. 
Renouncing the gore-crimson'd spear. 

All his toils are repaid when, endiracing the maid. 
From her eyelid he kisses the Tear. 

Sweet sceneof my youth!' seat of Friendship andTnitli, 
Where love chased each fast-fleeting year, 

Ixiatli to leave thee, 1 mourn'd, for a last look I turn’d. 
But (hy spire was scarce seen through u Tear. 

Tlioiigh my vows I can |>our to my Mary no more. 

My Mary, to Ixire once so dear, 

In the shade of her liower J remember the hour 
She rewarded those vows witli a Tear. 

By another possest, may she live ever blest! 

Her name still my. licart must revere : 

With a sigh I resign what I once Uiought was mine. 
And forgive her deceit with a Tear. 

Ye friends of my heart, ere from you 1 depart. 

This hope to my breast ts most near : 

If again we shall meet in this rural retreat, 

May we meet, as we part, with k Tear. 

When my soul wings her flight to the regions of night. 
And my cOrse shall recline on its bier, 

As yc pass by the tomb wliere my ashes consume. 

Oh! moisten their dust with a Tear. 

.May no marble bestow* tlie splendour of woe. 

Which the diililren of vanity rear; 

No fiction of fame shall blazon my nauiCi 
All I ask— all 1 w isb— is a Tear. 

October 9 fi(b, < 806 . 


' The "UBberal impromptu " appeared lit ihc Morning Port, .mil Lon) 


Bj'roa's “ rrply ’’ in tbi; Uoming Chrooicle.— E. * Harrow. 
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' REPLY 

TO MMiK Tusu or I. a I. riaoT. oqh on tik caciirt or ku Kmai«i. 

Pigot, complain of this damsel's disdain. 

Why thus in despair do you fret ? 

For months you moy try, yet, believe me, a sigh 
Will never obtain a coquette. 

Would you teach her to love? for a time seem to rove; 
At first she may frown iu a pet; 

But leave her awhile, slie shortly will smile, 

And then you may kiss your coquette. 

For such are the airs of these fanciful fairs, 

Ttiey think all our homage a debt : 

Yet a partial neglect soon takes an effect, 

And humbles the proudest coquette. 

Dissemble your pain, and lengthen your chain, 

And seem her hauteur to regret; 

If again you shall sigh, she no nioxe will deny 
Tliat yours is the rosy coquette. 

If still, from false pride, your pangs site deride, 

This w'hirnsical virgin forget ; 

Some other admire, who will melt with your fire, 
And laugh at the little coquette. 

For me, I adore some tWenty.or more, 

And love them moat dearly ; but yet, 

Though my heart they enthral, I M abandon them all, 
Did they act like your blooming coquette. 

No longer repine, adopt this design. 

And break through her slight-woven net; 

Away with despair, no longer forbear 
To fly from the captious coquette.. 

Then quit her*^y friend ! your bosom defend, 

Ere quite with her snares you 'rc beset : 

l.cst your deep-wounded lieart, when incensed by tlie 
smart, . » 

.Should lead you to curse die co<|uette. 


TO TUB SIOfllNQ STBEPI1U5. 

Tour pardon, my friend, if my rhymes did offend. 
Your pardon, a thousand times o’er; 

From friendsliip I strove your pangs to remove, 
But I swear 1 will do so no more.. 

Since your beautiful maid your flame has repaid, 
No more I your fofly regret ; 

She 's now most divine, and I bow at the shrine 
Of this quickly reformetf coquette. 

Yet still, I must own, I should never have known. 
From your verses, what else she deserved; 

Your pain seem'd so great, I pitied your fate, 

As your fair was so devilish reserved. 


Since the balm-breathing kiss of this magical mj^s 
Can.sucli wonderful transports produce; 

Since the “world you forget, « hen your lips once hove 
met,” 

My counsel will get but abuse. 

You say, wlien “ I rove, I know iqtthsng of love ; ” 

'T is true, I am given to range^*;^ 

If I rightly remember, I 've loved a good number, 

Yet diere *s pleasure, at least, in a change. 

I will not advance, by the rules of romance, 
Tohomoura whimsical fair; 

Tliough a smile may delight, yet a frown won’t affright. 
Or drive me to dreadful despair. 

While my blood is thus warm 1 ne’er sliall reform, 

To mix in the Platonists’ school; ' 

Of this 1 am sure, was my passion so pure, 

Thy mistress would think me a fool. ^ 

And if 1 shoiifil sliun every woman for one, ' * - . 

Whose image must fill my whole breast — 

Whom I must prefer, and sigh but for her — 

What au insult 't would be to the rest ! ' ^ 

Now, Strephon, good byef I cannot deny 
Your passion appears most absurd; 

Sudi love as you plead is pure love indeed, 

For it only consists in tiie word. ' 


TO EJ.1ZA. • ' ^ , 

Eliza, what fools are the Mussulman sect, 

Who to woman deny thesouVs future existence; 

Could tliey see thee, Eliza, they 'd own their defect, 
And this doctrine would meet with a general resis- 
tance. • 

Uad their prophet possess'd lialf an atom of sense. 

He ne’er would have women from paradise driven; 

Instead of Iiis houris, a flimsy pretence, . . - 
W^iUiVonieQ alone he had peopled his lieaven. 

Yet still, to increase your calanikies more. 

Not content wlUi depriving your bodi^ of spirit, » 

He allots one poor husband to ^lare amongst four !— 
Withsoulsyou ’ddispeose; but this last, wIk> could 
bear it? 

Uis religion to please neither party is made; 

On husbands ’t is hard, to the wives most uncivil; 

Still I c.an’t contradict, what so off has been said, 
“'fhou^i women are angels, yet wedlock ’s the 
devil.” 


LAUilN Y 

Away, ye gay bnd.scapes, \*e gardens of rose® ! ^ 
Id you let tlu* minions of luxury rove ; 


• site ElhabeUi Plgot. <rf SouUiwcIT, to whom Kvmt of Lord j it i« cerialcily oiw of the moil subUme anti picturwiiie amoa^U 

Byron a earUest letters were addmicd. , our “rjlalooua Alp*.” lU appcaraucc is of a dnsky line, Inii 

• ImcMh 'y Mir, or. as It la prortoonced in Ihe Fnie. iM.h nn ^ the Kinunit U ibe aeal of eternal mow*. Near Mchin y Gair I 
Carr, lowen proudf^pre-eDiiDom tit the Northern Iftjlitaiuls. | *peot tome of the early part of my Ilic, ibe recollectioD of which 
near Invercauld. One of our modem lonntU mentiooa it as tin- : has given htrUi to Ihctc alanaa*. 

highest monntain, perhapa, in Great llriUin. Re Ihla as 11 nuy. > 
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Restore me tlie locks, where Uie tnow-fliikc reposes, 
Tflbucli still they ore sacred to freedom and.love: 
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are Iby mountains. 

Round their white summits tliough elements war; 
Though cataracts foam ’stead of smooth-flowing foun- 
tains, ■ yss!^ 

f sigli for the of dark Loch na Garr. 

Ah! there my yoOng footsteps in infancy wander’d ; 

Mv cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid; 

On chieftains long perish’d my memory ponder’d. 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade ; ] 
I soughtnot my home tilUhe day’s dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 

For fancy w as cheer’d hy traditional story. 

Disclosed by tlie natives of dark Loch na Garr. 
“Shades of tlie dead! have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale?” 
Surely tlie soul of tlie hero rejoices, , 

And rides on the wind, o’er his own SighJand vale. 
Round Loch na Garr, wliile the stormy mist gathers. 
Winter presides in his cold icy car ; 

Clouds there encircle tlie forms of my fathers; 

They dwell in tlie tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 
“Ill start’d,* though brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause?” 

Ah! were you destined to die at Culloden,’ 

Victory crown'd not your fall w ith applause : • 
Still w ere you liappy in death's earthy slumber. 

You rest with your clan in the caves of Braeniar;* 
The pibrocli resounds, to the piper's loud number. 
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Lodi na Garr.' 

Years have roll'd on, laicli na Garr, since I left yon. 
Years must elapse ere 1 tread you again : 

JVature of verdure and flowers has bereft you, 

Yet still are you dearer tlian Albion's plain. 
England I thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To one who has roved'on the mountains afar: 

Oh, for tlie crags that are wild and majestic ! ’ 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Garr! * 


• Tlita wonl li crTOOwHMlj- pronotmeed jtlaJ : Uic proiiCr imi- 
nnncUlioa (accotdlna la Uicsivaclt) iinhowa by Ihcorlhosnipbr. 

• 1 alhtJe bere .to my matf'iual vicf^aton, "the Cordons," 

many of whom fouglit lor ||^kd^io|prtvmatc I’ridce Charlca, better 
koowD by (b« ituue of feb- gWiade f* ThU beiocb wu tkcarly 
olUed by Mood, ai weU u to the S(u«rL<i. GeorRc. 

the flecond Earl o( lluntleya 'wried Uk; rrinreu Anoabc-Ua 
Sbiart, daughter of James the Eirtil of Scolland- By her be tcfi 
lour sous i tbe third. Sir william Cordon, 1 have the booour to 
daim as one of my |>ru(teDitorB. 

) Whether any perUhrd fn the battle of Culloden,'! am iK>t ccr- 
tain: but, aa many fell In the iosurrcciion, 1 have used ilto name 
of the prinel|ial action, " pars pro loio.** 

4A^acM>f ibelligltliitdi so ulied. There Is also a casUe of 

' iliM hi.** Islaod.'* a poem written a year or two before Lord 
we have these lines— 

am nun itw iiiaitisod*' iMeiiingbiur, 

, lovessrlt peak Ibal »tHmi « kludml liDt:. 

Hall hk eacb crag a rrlenrf* Inmlllar face, 

And daap ilw moiinliilu In hb mind t t'Oibrscf*. 

Loug bate I roamd liirmtgb londA whtrh arr not aloe. 

AdoTfd Ibe Aipa, and lovcilltu! ipcnolnc. 

Betervd rantaiKia. and I'cbrM Ihr »lccp 


TO ROUAMCB. * 

Parent of goWen dreams, Romance! 
Auspicious queen of childish joys, 

Who lead’s! along, in ai?y dimee, 

Thy\olive train of girls and boys; 

At length, in spells no longer bound, 

I break the fetters of my youth ; 

>'o more 1 tread thy mystic round. 

But leave thy realms for those of Truth. 

And ye H is hard to quit Uie dreams 
AVliich haunt the unsuspicious soul, 

Where every nymph a goddess seems, 

WItose e>*es through rays immortal roll ; 

W’hiie Fancy holds her boundless reign. 

And all assume a varied hue; 

When virgins seem no longer vain, 

And even woman’s smiles are true. 

And must we own thee hut a name, 

And from thy hall of clouds descend ? 

Nor lind a sylph in every dame, 

A Pylades • in every friend ? 

But leave at once thy realn« of air 
To mingling bands of fairy elves ; 

Confess that woman’s false as fair. 

And friends have fecHng for— themselves ? 

WiUi shame I own I ’ve fell thy sway; 
Repentant, now thy reign is o’er: 

No more thy precepts I obey, 

No more on fancied pinions soar. 

Fond fool 1 to love a sparkling eye. 

And think that eye to truth was dear ; 

To trust a passing wanton’s sigh, 

And melt beneath a wanton’s tear ! 

* Romance I disgusted with deceyt, 

Far from thy motley court f fly, 

Where Affectation holds her seal. 

And sickly Sensibility j 


!•¥•*• Itto ud OlynpBk rroMB (bfi deep : ' 

BbI '(wm not <11 long <g«» lure, nor all 
Jkeif oilure, beM mt' In tUrIr tbrllllag IhraU ; 

Tt» Infanl rapture MUI ■■ratreri tbc bof, 

And Ixkcb na Carr wllh Ida louk d o'er Tro^. 

Mix'd C 4 IIIC awatorlM wllb Iba I'brYglan monot, 

Aud Rigblaod llnoa nlib Caiulle'a clear rount.** 

“ Wben very yooog,** (1*® #ddf in a note) **>boul clsht yciri 
of age. aficr aa aUack of ihe acarlel lever al Ab^een, I waa re- 
iDovol, by iiifdlcal advice, iuto ibc liiglilands. and fruni Uiia po> 
nod I dale my love of inoanUinoot couolrlea. I can never fbrgel 
the elfect, afew jeafa aflerward-s In Eo^and. of Uie only ihing 1 
Ium! long .'teen, even ui minlaiurt?, of a mouatain, in Ihc Malvern 
MiJbi. Aficr I iTturned to Chellcnhain, 1 used to watcli Oiein 
every aflen»oon, at tuoAcl, wilh a acDsaUon which I cannot de- 
scribe."— E. 

* It Is liardly necosnry to add, that Pylades vras tbc conipanKm 
of Oreales, and a partner in one of those friendships which, wMli 
those of AcbUIes and Patroclus, Nism and Eury ohu, Danion 
Pythias, have born handed down to |>ustqrity as remarkable »n- 
stonctiu of attachmeoU, which in ail prubabilUy never existed 
beyond Ihft imaghiaUou of Ihe poet, or Iht^^ge of an liislocian. 
ur modern uovcluil. 
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Whose silly tears can never How 
For any pangs excepting thine; 

Who turns aside from real woe, 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 

Now join with sable Sympatliy, 

With c)’press crown'd, array’d in weeds, 

Who heaves with (liee her simple sigh, 
Whose breast for every bosom bleeds ; 

And call thy sylvan female choir, 

To mourn a swain for ever gone, 

Who once could glow witli equal fire, 

But bends not now before thy throng 

Ye genial nymphs, whose ready tears 
On all occasions swiftly flow' ; 

Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears, 
With fancied flames and phrensy glow ; 

Say, will you mourn my absent name. 
Apostate from your gentle train? 

An infant bard at least may claim 
From you a sympatitetic strain. 

Adieu, fond race! a long adieu ! 

The hour of fate is hovering nigh ; 

E’en now the gulf appears in view. 

Where unlamented you must lie : 

Oblivion's blackening lake is seen, 
Convulsed by gales you cannot weather ; 

^Vhere you, and eke your gentle queen, 
Alas! must perish altogether. 


ANSWEB TO SOME ELBOAM VERSES 

ttn at A raiiia to nt Amoa, covruiniM taAT oaa or au oncair- 
rmt WAi aAtaca too waimu aaAwa. 

** BdI ir aoj old ladr. knlgM. prten. or phplctan, 

Sboald coodemn mt for {wlnllof a tcro^ ediitoo ; 

Ifgood MadAiD SquioIoni-iDf work AbooUl abuM, 

Mat i rcolura lo |t*« ber a Ajsack of ny auM?'* 

^ .Vrv toik CmU*. 

Candour compels me, Becheb ! ' to commend 
The verse which blends the censor witit the friend. 
Your strong yet just reproof extorts applause 
From me, the heiNiless and imprudent cause. 

For this wild error which pervades my strain, 

I sue for pardon, — must I sue in vain? 

The wise sometimes from Wisdom’s ways depart : 
Dm youth then hush the dictates of the heart ? 
Precq)ts of prudence curb, but can’t control, 

The fierce emotions of the flowing soul. 

When Love’s delirium haunts the glowing mind, 
Limping Decorum lingers far beliind : 


Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace, 

Outstript and vanquish'd In tlie mental chase. 

The young, the old, have worn the chains of love : 
Let Uiose they ne’er confined my lay reprove ; 

' I^t those whose souls contemn tlie pleasing power, 
Their censures on the hapless victim shower. 

CH) ! how I hate tlie nerveless, frigid song, 

The (baseless eclto of the rhyming throng, 

Whose labour’d lines in chilling numbers flow, 

To paint a pang the author ne'er can know 1 
The artless Helkon I boast is youth 
My lyre, the heart ; my muse, the simple truth. 

Far be 'I from me the “ virgin's mind ” lo taint ; ” 
Seduction’s dread is here no slight restraint. 

Tlie maid whose virgin breast is void of guile, 
Whose wishes dimple in a modest smile. 

Whose downcast eye disdains the wanton leer, 

Firm in her virtue’s strength, yet not severe — 
She whom a conscious grace shall thus refine, 

: Will ne'er be tainted ” by a strain of mine. 

' Rut for the nymph wliose premature desires 
Torment her bosom with unholy fires, 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread; 

She would have fallen, though slie ne'er iiad read. 
For me, 1 fain w ould please the chosen few, 

\Miose souls, to feeling and to nature true, 

Will spare therhildlsh verse, and not destroy 
Tlie light effusions of a heedless boy. 

1 seek not glory from the senseless crowd ; 

Of fancied laurels I sliail ne’er be proud : 

'flieir warmest plaudits 1 would scarcely prize, 
Tlieir sneers or censures 1 dlike dispise. 

NwtenbAr SMb, <M6. 


ELEGY ON NBWSTEAD ABBEY.* 

I ** It to iIm Tolot of ywn tbtt tn gont t Ibcy rod btfbra mt wUb ill Ibrtr 

I 

New'stend ! fast-falling, once resplendent dome ! 

Religion’s shrine ! repentant IIenby’s * pride! 

Of warriors, monks, and dames the cloister'd tomb. 
Whose pensive shades around Uiy ruins glide ; 

Hail to thy pile ! more honour'd in thy fall 
Than modern mansions in their pillar’d state ; 
Proudly majestic frowns thy vaulted hall, 

Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate. 

No mail-clad serfs,* obedient to their lord. 

In grim array the crimson cross * demand ; 

Or gay assemble round the festive board 
Their cliief s retainers, an immortal band : 


» The Ber. Johu Beclirr. prehendarf of Sualhwell, the wcll- 
lukcmn auUiur ofnevcral |>tiUatithro(4c pbus for the amrhoralJuo 
(if the cnoJilioa of the poor. Id lliU senUcroan the youthful pool 
found not <xdy an honest aodjiidkiouacrilic. bnt auocere friend. 
To Ilia CATC (he auperinletideDcc Of (he Kcood editioo of Hour* 
of lillefino,*' during tu proitrcaa through a coiinlry preu, was in- 
trusted. and al hia auggeatlon aereral correclioiu and omia»ioaa 
were made. *' I muAl relum you,*’ Mys Lord Byrun. In a leUcr 
uriUni in February. (80S, **my bMlacknowlodgraeota tor the in* 
brat you have taleii in me and niy |K>eUcal bonUings, and 1 shail 


ever be proud to abon bow ouch 1 esteem the advice and Ibe 
adotaer.**— B. 

• Aa one poem on IbU abb|ert b already primed, tlieaullmr had, 
originally, no intention of iiiaerllos the f^wioE. It it now adili-d 
at the particular request of tome friends. 

1 Henry II. founded Ncwiicad toon after Uie murder of Tbomat 
ABecheL i$ee ante. p. 4. note.] 

4 This word b used by Walter SeolL In his |iocm. ” Tl>e WiM 
lluotsmao/* synonymouf wiUi vatsal. 

< The red cross was Ibe badge of tbc crusaders. 
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Else miglit iBspiring Fancy’s magic eye 
Retrace their progress through the lapse of time. 
Marking each ardent youth, ordain'd to die, 

A votive pilgrim in Judea’s dime. 

But not from thee, dark pile! departs Uie chief; 

His feudal realm in other regions lay : 

In thee the m ounded conscience courts relief, 
Retiring from the garisli blaze of day. 

Yes! in thy gloomy cells and shades profound. 

The monk abjured a world he ne’er could view; • 
Or blood'Stain’d guilt repenting solace found, 

Or innocence from stern oppression Hew. 

A monarch bade thee from that wild arise, 

W'hcre Sherwood's outlaws once were wont to 
prowl ; 

And Superstition's Crimes, of various dyes. 

Sought slidtcr in the priest’s protecting cowl. 

Where now ihejtrass e.xliaies a murky dew, 

The humid pall of life-e\tinguish’d clay, 

In sainted fame tl» sacred fathers grew. 

Nor raised their pious voices but to pray. 

Where now the bats their wavering wings extend 
Soon as the gloaming ' spreads her waning shade, 
The choir did oft tlieir mingling vespers blend. 

Or matin orisons to Mary * paid. 

Years roll on years; to ages, ages yield ; 

Abbots to abbots, in a line, succeed . 

Religion's charter tlieir protecting shield, 

Till. royal sacrilege tlicir doom decreed. 

One holy Henby rear’d tlie gothic walls. 

And bade the pious inmates rest in |>eace; 
Another Hemby * the kind gift recalls. 

And bids devotion's hallow'd ecliues cease. 

Vain is each threat or supplicating prayer ; 

He drives timn exiles from their blest abode, 

To roam a drear)’ world in deep despair— 

No friend, no hom«i no refuge, btit their God. 
Hark how the hall resounding to the strain, 

Shakes wiUi the martial music's novel din ! 

The heralds of a warrior's haughty reign, 
nigh-crested banners wave thy walls m ithin. 

Of chauging sentinels the distant hum, 

The mirth of feasts, the clang of burnish’d arms, 
The braying trumpet and the hoarser drum, 

Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

An abbey once, a regal fortress * now, 

Encircled by insulting rebel powers, 


■ A« ‘'gloaming.** Ihr .Scoittsli nurd fur twilight, h fir more 
poetical, and lu<i lieen recomn>endrO by many emloeiil lllcrary 
men. particuiarlr by Dr. Muorc ki hb I.HtPn to Biinu, 1 have 
ventu^ to tue It ou accoaol of ib hamiooy. 

• The prtory wan dedicated to the VirKiu. 

XAt Um dlMoluliuti of Uie mooaatenee, Henry VIII. bestowed 
Newsiead Abbey on Sir Joiio Byron. [See tmir, p. 4. note.] 

4 NcvTfttcad sii!iiaiu( d a rmisiderahle sieit'; In the war betweeJi 
Claries I. aivd hu parliauioiii. 


War'sdread machines o'eriiang thy threatening brow. 
And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

Ah, vain defence! the hostile traitor's siege. 

Though oft repulsed, by guile o’ercoines the brave; 

His thronging foes oppress llie faithful Hege, 
Rebellion's reeking standards o'er him wave. 

Not unavenged the raging kiron yields; 

Tile blood of traitors smears the purple plain; 

Unconquer'd still, his falchion there he w ieids, 

And days of glory yet for him remain. 

Still m tliat hour tlie warrior wisited to strew 
Self-gather'd laurels on a self-souglit grave ; 

But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew, 

The monarcli’s friend, the monarch's hope, to save. 

Trembling, sliesnatclied him* from the unequal strife. 
In other fields the torrent to rCpel ; 

For nobler combats, l>ere reserved his life, 

To lead the band where godlike FALKLAnn *fell. 

From thee, poor pile! to lawless plunder given, 

While dying groans their painful requiem sound. 

Far different incense now ascends to heaven, 

Sucli victims w allow on tlic gory ground. 

'Piere many a pale and ruthless robber's corse, 
Noisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod; 

O'er mingling man, and horse commix'd with horse, 
Corn^tioii's heap, the savage .s|>oilers trod. 

^Graves, long witli rank and sighing weeds o'erspread, 
Ransiick'd, resign perforce their mortal mould : 

From ruffian fangs escape not e'en the dead, 

Raked from repose in search for buried gold. 

Hush'd is the harp, unstrung tlie warlike lyre, 

The minstrel's palsied hand reclines in deatli; 

No more lie strikes the quivering chord.s w ith lire. 

Or sings the glories of the martial wreath. 

• 

At length the sated murderers, gorged witli prey. 
Retire ; the clamour of the fight Is o'er; 

Sileuce again resumes her awful sway, 

And sable Horror guards the massy door. 

Here Desolation holds her drear)' court : 

WiKit satellites declare her dismal reign ! 

Shririiing their dirge, ill-oincncd birds resort, 

To flit their vigils in the hoary fane. 

Soon a new morn's restoring beams dispel 
Tlie clouds ofanardty frotii Britain's skies; 

The fierce usurper seeks his native hell, 

And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. 


< l.ord Dyruo, and hb broUtcr Sir WUtiam, held lii<h comroirMb 
io Ute fuyal «rmy. Tlie furmcr wu geueral in chief iu irebod, 
lleutenoat of tlie Tower, tDd guvenior tu Junon. Dishe of York, 
atlerwdnliiheuDhAppy Jamc< 11 .'; tlie hitter had ai>rinctpaJ share 
in many aoUooi. 

6 Luciiu Cary, Lord Vl»rount Falitland. Itie nwwl ■ooornpl<sbe<l 
man of bb age, ww killed St Ibc ImUIc of Yewbury. charging in 
the ranluf of Lord Byn«n*<i rrginx-nl of cavalry. 


Dk)i(ized-by trt»< 
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\\ ith storms slit* welcomes his expiriog groans; 

Whirlwinds, responsixe, greet his labouring hreolli; 

Earth shudders as her caves receive his bones, 
Loathing ■ thg^ offering of so dark a death. 

The legal ruler ' now resumes the' lielm. 

He guides through gentle seas the prow of state; 
Hope cheers, with wonted smiles, the pe.aeeful realm. 
And heals tlie bleeding wounds of wearied hate. 
Ttic gloomy tenants, .New stead! of thy cells. 

How ling, resign their violated nest ; 

Again the master on his tenure dw ells. 

Enjoy’d, from absence, w ilb enraptured zest. 
Vassals, witliin Uiytiospi table pale. 

Loudly carousing, bless their lord’s return ; 
Culture again adorns tlie gladdening vale. 

And matrons, once lanieuting, cease to mourn. 

A thousand songs on tuneful echo float, 

Lnwonted foliage mantles o'er the trees; 

.And liark ! the horns proclaim a mellow note. 

The hunters' cry liangs lengthening on the breeze. 
Beneath their coursers’ hoofs tlic valleys sliake : 
AVhat fears, what aaiioiis hopes, attend the chase! 
The dying stag seeks refuge in the lake ; • 

Exulting shouts announce the flnished race. 

Ah luppy days I loo liappy to endure! 

.Such simple sports our plain forefathers knew : 

No splendid vices glitter’d to allure; 

Their joys were many, as thej^^rcs w ere few. 
From these descending, sons to'yrto succeed ; 

Time steals along, and Death uprears his dart ; 
Another chief impels tJie foaming steed, 

Anollier crow d pursue the |>anting hart. 


Newstead ! what saddening change of scene is thine! 

Tliy yawning nrdi helokens slow deray; 

Tlie last and youngest of a nohle line 
Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his sway. 
Deserted now, he scans thy gray worn towers; 

Tliy vaults, where dead of feudal ages sleep; 

Tliy cloisters, pervious to the wintry showers; 

These, these he views, and views them hut to’weep. 
Yet are his tears no emblem of regret : 

Cberisli’d affectioh only bids lliem flow. 

Pride, hope, and love, forbid him to forget. 

But warm his bosom with impassion'd glow. 

Vet he prefers thee to the gilded domes 
Or gewgaw grottoes of the vainly great, 

A et lingers 'mid thy damp and mo.ssy tombs. 

Nor breathes a murmur 'gainst the will of fate.* 
Haply thy sun, emerging, yet may shine, 

Tliee to irradiate with meridian ray;' 

Hours splendid as the past may still be thine. 

And bless tliy future as thy former day.* 

— — _ ' tr 

ciiiLmsil auc(ftaLECTioifs.* 

** I caDoM b«i rroMfsber 
And uwt iWr lo me.** 

tVhen slow Disease, with all her host of pains, 

Cliills tlie warm tide whicli flows along the veins : 

V\ hen Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing. 

And flies with every changing gale of spring r 
Not to tbeacliing frame alone confined, 

Cmielding pangs assail tlie drooping mind : 

'Miat grisly forms, the spectre-train of woe. 

Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the blow. 


•^bsauukaicurscl. A vioicnl tBnpcI occurred linnic- 

ilMtrIjr MitMafuent lo (he death or iDtcrmcnt of Cromwell which 
(Kxadoofd maay dispute* between hb parlbaas and the cavaliers i 
b.jth interpreted the dtcuinsUnce into divine ioteipuKitiun ; twt 
whrUier as approbation or coudetnnalioit, we leave lo the caaubU 
of that age to dedde. i bare made such use of the occurreuce aa 
■uiled the Mbject of my pdem. i Charles II 

J the lireUmcof the fifth Lord Byron, there was fonml In 

thw Lake-wbere U is sop posed to have been thrown lor conceal- 
men! by the Monk*— a latRe brau eagle. In the boily of ,n hicli, on 
it* being tent lo be cleau^, waa discovered a secret aperture, con- 
baling within II a namber of ancient documents coimected with 
ibe righb and privilegesof the (uundaUon. At the sale uf the oU 
s efieeli, In 1776, Ibia eagle was iwrcluurd by a watchmaker 
of ?lo(ttnghani ; and || now forms, through (be liberality of sir 
lUchard Itaye, an appropriate oroamcni of Ibe fine old church of 
Stmtlmell.— E. 

♦“Come wliat may,” wrote Byron loNs ntolbcMnJifaiTh.tMg, 

' .Newstead aitd 1 sUikI or fall together. I have now lived on the 
•pot ; I have fixed my heart upun it ; and nd presnrr, prosenl or 
“^,1^11 Induce me to barter the last vestige of wir inrwrllauce. 

I have that pride within me which wUI enable me to support diffi- 
culii«. 1 can endure privations ; but could 1 ubUin, h rxebango 
lof .Newstead Abbey, the first (urtuue lo Ihe country, 1 wuoM re- 
ject the prqMsllioa. tict your mind at ease oo that score 1 1 feel 
like a man of hooonr, and I wUJ not sell .Newstead.” 

* •• We canoot,” said Ibe CriUcal Beview for September, IW7, 
” but bail, with aomeihingof pro|*eUc rapture, the hoiic conveyed 
in the closing stanza— 

** Mspir tby nil. UDcrglaf, yet nuy tlttiw." eie. 

♦The reader who turns from this Elegy to the lUnzas descrip- 


tive of Newstead Abbey and the surrounding scenery, in the Iblr- 
eenth ^oto of Don Jiian. (unooi fail to remark bow freuuniUy 
the c^,ng thoughts ill like two pieces are the same ; orio be do- 
Ightrt and .insirocled, in comparing the juvenile skelph with ihe 

bold touches and mellow colouring of the mailer's picture.— E. 

T These verses were composed while Lord Byrun vtas suffering 
under severe Illness and de]>re»ion of spirits. ” I was laid." he 
says, •'on my back, when that sebootbuy thing was written or 
rather dicUlcd-cspecUof to rise no more, my phyMciao having 
taken his sixteenth fee.” in the private volume the poem opened 
with the kiUowItig lines : 


•* nsnci ! IIMMI KDvsry log Mog of vsrfod loves, 
Wbkb yoalbeominrnd*, oMtarer tgr reproves ; 
WTiIca every rhymlni bard repnu By rola, 

By Ibonatodr rvboed to Ihawir-Maw dm* I 
Tired or Ibe dsll, oarcaeiDg. reploai Hraln. 

■y aool la paonog lo be free igaln. 
f anrvrcll I ye Dymph* proplliooi to my ten*, ' 
Some Mbar Damoo vrHI your rbaroie relmne I 
ScMoe other patni bis paaga. in bupe of bIBa, 

Or dwell la raptor* on your orrtar'd kin. 

Tbon baaunea.^ralefgl so my ardent eight. 

No BHwo cDtranre my sense* la dvllgbi ; 

Tbooe boeom*. form'd of aotnuied snow. 

Alike are lastelen, and anfirHIng navi. 

These lo miihi bappler lover l rrslgn— 

Tbr memory of iboae joys aletM la rnioe. 
Ceasare no more sbaU braod my buoMe name. 
The cblM of paaston and Ibe fool of fame. 

tofc. of life, detour'd vilih tplren. 
t rmi * perfen Tlmon. aoi nineteen. 

World ! I renoanee ibae t aft my hope '• o'errosl : 
Oiiesicb I give ibrt, bsi that iigb 'a Ibe tael. 
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WiUi Resignation wage relentless strife, 

While Hope retires appallM, and clings to life. 

Yet less the pang when, througfi Uic tedious iKHir, 
Remembrance sl^eds around her genial power, 

Calls back the vanish'd days to rapture given, 

W hen love was bliss, and Beauty form'd our heaven ; 
Or, dear to youth, portrays each diildish scene, 
Tliosc fairy iKtwers, where all in turn liave been. 

As, when througii clouds that pour the summer storm, 
Tlte orb of day unveils his distant form, 

Gilds with faint beams the crystal dews of rain. 

And dimly twinkles o'er Uie watery plain ; 

Thus, w hile tlte future dark and cheerless gleams, 
The sun of memory’, glowing through my dreams, 
'Htough sunk tlie radiance of liis former blaze, 

To scenes far distant points his paler cays; 

Still rules my senses witli unbounded sway, 

Tlie past confounding witli the present day. 

Oft does my heart indulge tlie rising thought, 
Which still recurs, unlook'd for and unsought; 

My soul to Fancy's fond suggestion yields. 

And roams romantic o'er iier airy fields; 

Scenes of my yoirtli, developed, crowd to view’, 

To which 1 long have bade a last adieu ! 

Seats of delight, inspiring youthful themes; 

Friends lost to me for aye, except in dreams ; 

.Some who in marble prematurely sleep. 

Whose forms I now remember but to weep ; 

Some who yet urge the same scholastic course 
Of earl/ science, future fame the source ; 

Who, still contending in the studious race. 

In quick rotation fill Uie senior place. 

These with a thousand visions now unite. 

To dazzle, though they please, my aching sight.' 

Id 4 ! blest spot, w here .Science holds her reign, 
How joyous once I join’d thy youtliful train! 

Bright in idea gleams thy lofty spire. 

Again 1 mingle with Uiy playful quire; 

Our tricks of mischief, every childish game, 
Unciianged by time or distance, seem tlie same ; 
Tlirougii winding patlis along the glade, 1 trace 
The social smile of every welcome face ; 

My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy and woe, 

Each early boyish friend, or youtliful foe. 

Our feuds dissolved, but not my friendship past 
I bless the former, and foi^ive the last. 


fVln(U. low, «imI teotalM, Mw oIUm adka I 
WobM I cvoM kM. rotnenSraMa*! |«« tool 
Ttt, IboDRb tbe fotuK datt and rbaerka* gtMOM. 
tbt curto of lonQory, bavorlny la iot drwna, 

CX^rta Nlib ftowlnf petxu aU ibaw yoaro. 

Bn yrt ny cop, eoipolaoo'd, ttow'd witb toon; 

8UU rvU-a my maam w lib lynnak fway. 

Tbep«a coainiDdiag «tlth thoprwralday. 

>* Atoa I In tala 1 rborb ibe ioadd«BlB| Iboagbl ; 

It Mill mon. anloob'diiir oad anaooBbl : 

My MMl to Foary'a,'' ctt. elc. ai at Him a. 

* Tbe next SttyHlx Uoc«, to~ 

*'UmSnt mDcmber d balbaioyeu band.'* 
were xJdcd In (he lint edllkm of Houn of Idleoeo.— E. 

• Dr. BuUer. hcad-nmler of Marrow actioot Mad Lord Bjrron 
pabliahed tnolher edflioo of these poera*. It appear*, from a looae 
sheet to hi* ItandwriUog. to have tus loteutloD, iuatcad of the 


Hours of my youUi ! wiien, nurtured in my breast, 
To love a stranger, friendship made me blest 
Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth. 

Wlun every artless bosom throbs with truth ; 
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign, 

And clieck cadi impulse with prudential rein ; 
When all w'e feel, our honest souls disclose — 

In love to friends, in open hate to foes : 

No varnish'd tales tlie lips of youth repeat. 

No dear-bouglit knowledge purchased by deceit. 
Hypocrisy, the gift of lengthen'd years, 

Matured by age, Uie garb of prudence wears. 
Wlien now tbe boy is ripen'd into man, 
liis careful sire clialks forth some wary plan ; 
Instructs his son from candour’s path to shrink. 
Smoothly to s|>eak, and cautiously to think ; 

Still to assent, and never to deny~ 

A patron’s praise can well rew ard the lie : 

And who, wiien Fortune's warning voice is heard. 
Would lose his opening prospects for a word? 
Altiiough against that word lus heart rebel, 

And truth indignant all his bosom swell. 

Away with themes like this! not mine the task 
From flattering Gends to tear the hateful mask ; 
Let keener bards delight in satire's sting ; 

My fancy soars not on Detraction’s wing : 

Once, and but once, she aim’d a deadly blow, 

To burl dellance on a secret foe; 

But when that foe, from feeling or from shame, 

Itie cause unknoi^o, yet still to me the same. 
Warn’d by some frtrtdiy hint, perchance, retired, 
W’ith this submission all her rage expired ; 

From dreaded pangs that feeble foe to save. 

She hush'd her young resentment, and forgave; 

Or, if my muse a pedant’s portrait drew, 
Pouposus’ ' virtues are but known to few : 

1 never fear'd the young usurper's nod, 

And he who wields must sometimes feel the rod. 

If since, on Granti’s failings, known to all 
Wlio share the converse of a college hall, 

She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain, 

'T is past, and ihus she will not sin again. 

Soon uiust her early song for ever cease, 

And all may rail when 1 shall rest in peace. 

Here first remember'd be the joyous band, 

Who hail'd me chief, * obedient to command; 


ptoc^e “ Or ffmymu«eapoUaol’«portraildrew.” to 

InieM— 

** ir <MK« my moiB • banber {wrlrall dmr, 

Warm wlib hrr «irw»s». aad dcem'il tbt lUNfim Into, 
by OMtor lodfmctil Uasbt. ber laaU (baowoa, 

WUb n«blrBUnd».afaallCMifHa'd.atoti«a.*‘-F.. 

1 VVbm Dr. Dniry relimi, In tM5, three candidate* prneoted 
ibcmielve* for the T«caoi chair. kiMar*. Drury. EratH, and RuUrr. 

**On Uic Dral nHircrorat to which tbte euotert gave riae in the 
wboo). youQf wudman,*' uy* Mooce. ** «u at the head of the 
party lor Mark Drary, «hi'.a Bynm heid htniwtf aloof from any. 
Amloas, however, to have Mm a* an ally, one of ihe Drory fhe- 
iKio aaU to Wildtnan— * Byron. I know, will not join, becauac he 
does not cboooe to act iccond to any one ; but. by givlos up tlic 
iraderthip to him. you may at once secure him.* ” This WHdinan 
accordio^y did, and Byron look the command. >E. 
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Who join*d with me in every boyuii sport — 

Their tirst advisert and Uteir last resort; 

>or shrunk beneath the upstart ptHlaut's-frov^n* 

Or aJl the sable glories of his gown ; * 

Who« thus transplanted from his father's school — 
Unlit to govern, ignoraniof rule-> 

Succeeded him whom ail uuiU* to praise, 

'The dear preceptor of niy early dn} $ ; 

Pbobus,* the pride of itcience; and the boast, 

To Ida now, alas Kor ever lost. 

With him, for years, we search’d the classic paget 
And fear'd the master, though w e loved the sage : 
Retired at last, his small yet peacetul seat 
From learning's labour is the blest retr^t. 
l^>MPosus fills his magisterial chair ; 

PoMPosus governs,->tHit, niy muse, forbear : ' 
Contempt, m silence, be the pedant's lot; 

His name and precepts be alike forgot ; 

No more his mention sluill my verse degrade,— 

To him my tribute is already paid. 

High, through thoise elms, - with hoary braurlies 
crown'd, 

Fair Ida's bower adorns the Landscape round; 
There .Science, from her favour’d seal,’ surveys 
The vale where rural Nature claims' her praise ; 

To her awhile resigns her youthful train, 

Who move in joy,' and dance along the plain ; 

In scatter'd groUps each favour'd haunt pursue ; 
R<^>eat old pastimes, and discover new ; 

Flush'd with his rays, beneath the noontide sun^ 

In rival bands between the wickets run. 

Drive o’er the sward the ball with active force, 

Or chasowitb nimble feet Its rapid course. 

But these with slower steps direct their w ay. 

Where Brent's cool waves In limpid currents stray; 
While yonder few search out some green retreat, 
And arbours shade them from the suuuuer heat ; 
Others, again, a pert and lively crew, 

Some rough and tlioughtless stranger placed in view, 
'With frolic qUaint tlteir autic jests expose. 

And tease the grumbling rustic as be goes; 


Nor rest with ibis, but many a passing fray 
Tradition treasures for a future day : 

*^'T was here the gather'd swains for vengeance 
fouglit, 

.Aud here we earn'd the conquest dearly bought ; 
ilere liave we fled before superior might. 

And here renew^ the wild tumultuous tight." 

While thus our »u]s with early passions .swell. 

In lingering tOues resounds the distant bell ; 

Ttic allotted hour of daily sport is o'er^ 

And Iv^ming beckons from her temple's door. 

No splendid tablets' grace her simple liafl, 

Blit ruder records fill the dusky wall; 

There, deeply carved, behold ! each tyro's nnnii 
Secures its owner's academic fame; 

Here mingling view Uic names of sire and son— 

The oiie long graved, the otiter just begun : 

Thes^ shal^rvii’e alike, when son and sire 
Beneath onjlominoii stroke of fate expire : * 

Perhaps their last memorial the^ alone, 

Denied ifKlcath a mooumental stone. 

Whilst to the gale in mournful cadeiice wave 
The sighing weeds that hide their nameless grave. 
And iioce my name, and many an eaHv’ friend's, 
Along, tlie wall In lengthen'd line extends. 

Though still our deeds amuSe tlie vbuthful r.xce, 

WIk) tread our steps, and fill our former places 
Who voung obey’d their lords in sflent awe, 

Whose nod commanded, and whose voice was law; 
And now*. In turn, possess the reins pf power, 

To rtila, the little tyrants of an hour; — * 

Tliough sometimes, with the tales of ancient day, 
Tliey pass the dreary winter's eve away— 

And tlms our former rulers slrmm’d the tide, 

And thus they dealt the combat side by side ; 

Just in this place the mouldering wall they scaled, ,, 
Nur tK>its nor bars agaiu^ tlicir streiigtli avail'd ; * 
Here PaoBrs c.nne, the rising fray to qiieH, 

And here he falter’d forth his last farewell ; 

And here one niglij abroad they dared to roam. 
While POHPOSUS bravely staid at home; "— 
While tlws they speak, the hour must soon arrive, 


menU.aiKi anocialn, biitwith tittle or Doomed; aad I soon (joad 
that a wild niounuin rt»ll lud bceu HibnMU( <f lo ni}- maDaseoieal. 
But there was luitid in li.s eye. Iih uiauin:r and tcmiwi-toon 
cuoviiiced me, that he niletit lie led by a »iUeu »tring to a ;>ouU, 
rattier than by a cablet— and on that [iriuriiile I acted.”— -K.] 

VTo Uiis pasuge. had Lord Byron |uibJidied anoUicr rdlUoil of 
Hours of Idleneu, it washU Inteotidnto live tbe foUowinit turn 
'*AiMHbn' alia bb auglUrrtal cImIs ; 

Rrloctnal lita ontu • Mrancer'arar*;* 

Ob : OUT like boQ<Mir« cron n bti foiBr^ oamc ; 

^ If lucS bU ilriDo, »ucb tbali be bUtaOM.'*-C. 

4 Durin;; a rebellion at Harrow, the poet prere&ted the tebouj- 
lYiom (rum bcinf burnt down, by pouitioir out lo the boys tbe 
n4iiusi of their fathers and grauiiraUiera do Uic walla. — E. 

4 Lord ttyruo claewhere Uius deacillira his uiuai course of life 
whiloat Harrow— "always orlckcling, rebellin;;. rcarm^. and In 
all manner of iniscUkfs.'' One day. in • IK of defiauce, he tore 
down aU iba fO'aUujs from the window of the ball; and when 
called o|)oa by Dr. Butler lo aay why be had ooiuntlUed this vio> 
lence, atuwered, wiUi stern coolness, *' because they daikeord the 
iwni.”— B. 


• Instead of this ooopret. the |irtra(c volume has the followlnit 
four linet 

“Csreteaslo'sooltK ibr prdMl's furiou/Trown. 

Scsrrriy mpMlfiig bh oii)ralk {oon; 
tj wbicb. In Min. bs salo d s borrow'd er««, 

Addloe sow irrror lo hll f*ee.*-E. 

1 Dr. Drury. This most able and eiceiieol man retired fmih 
hU sttuaUoQ in March, ISOS, after havioi; resided Uiirty-Qvc yean 
at Harrow ; tbe but twenty as hesiUmastcr ; an office he held with 
e^ual hao'jur lo himself and adva 0 U$e to the very extensive 
school over which he preshleri. Panegy ric would here he super- 
IIiKHU I it would be uoricss lo enumerate quatiflcations whicli were 
never doubted. A cunsUerabie contest took (dace between three 
rival candidates for bis vacant chair, of this I can only say, 

51 o)ca rum irstrts tslultscnl »oU, ! 

TloB (uret smblyOu* ttoit cmsroloir b««s. 

[Such was Byron’s parting eulogy oh 6r. Dnnr. Itmaybciotc- 
resOng to see by the side of it the Docinr’s own account of Ids 
puydl, wbra first committed to his caret— I took/* says Ihe Due* 
tor, '* my young disciple into ray study, ami endcavottrad lo bring 
him forward by enfiuiries as to his furnier amuscuienU. employ- 
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When Y)anies of ttMse^ like ourf, alone survive; 

Yet a fiew yeurs, one general wreck will whelm 
The faint remembrance of our fairy realm. 

Dear honest race! though now* we meet no more, 
One last long look on w hat we were before— 

Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu — 

Drew* tears from eyes unused to weep with you. 
Through spleiuli<l circles, fashion's gaudy world, 
Where folly’s glaring standard waves unfurl’d, 

I plunged to Urow n in noise niy fond regret, ' 

And all I sought or lioped was to forget. 

Vain wishi if chance some well-reiucinber’d (ace, 
Some ^U1 companion of my early race, 

Advanced to claim his friend ^'ilh honest joy. 

My eyes, my heart, proclaim'd me still a boy ; 

Tlie glitterjiig scenes the iUittering groups around, 
Were <|uitc forgotten when my friend was found ; 
The smiles of beauty — 'for alas I I ’ve kDdrw*n 
What ’I is to bend before Love’s mighty throne) — 
The smiles of beauty, tliongh those smiles were dear. 


C.ould hardly charm me, when that friend was near : 
.My thoughts bewilder'd in the fond surprise. 

The w oods of Iha d^need before iny eyes ; 

1 saw the sprightly wanderers {wur along, 

1 saw and join'd again the joyous throng ; 

Panting, .igam I traced her lofty grove, 

And friendship's feelings triumph’d over Jove! ' 

Yet, why slioufd I alone, w'iih .suclt delight. 
Retrace the circuit of my fornilet flight? 

Is there no cause, beyond the common claim 
Endear'd to all in childhoo<t's very name? 

Ah! sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, ' 
^Miich w hispers friendship will he doubly dear 
To one who thus for kindred bearts-mustroam. 

And seek abroad the love denied at Imme. 

Those hearts, dear Ida, have 1 found in thee— 

A home, a world, a paradise to me. 

Stern Death forbade my orphan youtbto share 
The tender guidance of a father's * care. 

Can- rank^ or e'en a^uardian’s mune, supply 


‘ TtiU de4Criptiua of what the jrouox (Met fell in IS01, on eiH 
coaoteriofl la llie world aifj* of his former Mhouirdiow*. fall* far 
short of the lit wliicl* tw* records an acchlcnul mee lint; with 
I.ord Clare, ou the r^>l liciwf-t'n hnola and Rolofna Ip im. 

This jnt'eliuK," he nay*. iinnihilaterl for a nuimenl all the years 
between the preaent time and the days of Harrow, tt wa» a new 
and inesplicablc feciiiis, liLeridug frum iIk Rrave, to tpe> Clare 
too vr.li much aal atnl— mfirc in apin-aratKc than was nij*«rlf^ fi>r 
I could feel lilt lieact luaf to his fiiifferK* ervU, iinUss, indeed, it 
was the tmlse of my own which made me think »o. Wc^were but 
fire minutes toftether, and i rt Ihe public road ; bat t hardly recol- 
lect an hour of my ensb'ni'C which could be weighed aR.iln<t 
them.*'— We may aiiNi qttote the followin;; i/itiTestin^ MmUnc'S 
of Madame Guiedoli “In tS22 (says she), a (ew days tiefure 
leavHii; l*tsa. we were une eveuiujf seated in the gardm of the Ta- 
laizo Lanfranctii. At this irsoment a servarH aoiKMinced Mr. 
Robl)ou«e. The slight shade of mel^iichnly di(TuM-d nver Lord 
Byron’s face gave instant place (u the liveliest Joy: Init it was «> 
ftreat, that it aluitjst d<T>rivcd him of strriuUh. A fearful paJeueM 
came arer his chreki, auil hh eyes were Gllni with tears as be 
embraced his fr.coil : hU cmoUi.>a was *u great that be was (orotd 
toaltdowu.’*— E. 

■ hi all the lives uf I.ord Byron hllherlu puhlUbed. Ike ch.irac- 
ler of Ibe poel'a taih^ has lieenaUuded to in lertm of uiinntlsatrd 
reproballoa. forwhich theascerUhvedfsctsuf hlsldstory aftord but 
a ileniler prefrxt. lie had, tike lib son. the nuvfijrloDC uf brio; 
brought trp by a mntlur alone— tdiniral B) ron) his father, being 
kepi at a distance from bis tamily hy professional duties, ilis 
eciucatiun was comphted at a /or< igii ini.iiafy acadeniy, nut. In 
those days at least, a Very farouraUle school! and fn^m tills, on 
recelrlnga Cummiv^loiilii the Cohblreain Ciiards. he was plung*^. 
^whtle ret a boy, into all the tcmplationv to which a t^ryoii of kin* 
golar beauty, and maitnrrs uT live musl capliraling gtace. can 
exposp the heir of a noMp name in our huttrious metropolis. 
The unfiirluuale intrigue, which has been gravely talked uf as 
marking his character with snmi'ihitig like hiuror. occurred when 
he was hardly of a;^. At alt rrenls, as captain Hymn, u'Ao died 
in hU Ikirt^-filik year, cositd have hail no mtluencc in deter- 
mining the amne of liLs sou’s cdiicattoti or pursuits, it is dilDcull 
to understand on what gruumls his (icrsonal ipialitirs hare been 
made the theme of sllscuxsion to say iKithing of augry \itti]KTa> 
(ion. either In Memo rs of I.ord B. or Reviews of those Memoirs. 

Some nttworUiy reflections on the wihjeci were haaardeil in » 
biographical sketch of Uie noble Poet, preBxcrl to a Freiicli trans- 
tatlon of one of bis Worti*, which apppared r. rf shortly Ivrfurc he 
left Genoa fur Greece; and the remarks which tliese drew from 
the son at the lime will probably gu far to soften Uw general im- 
pmaioa rcapecUng the Gilier. As Uw Inter wliick l.ortl Bymn 


addressed to tlie genlkmaa who hail forwarded the offensive 
tract from Paris Jiae not hithi'ito b'*en prlntnJ, aixl was pro* 
bably (he last lie wrote liehire qoiltiog llalyi we make no apo- 
lu^ for the length of the lulUiwiug extract i— 

Cea«e, IMA /v(y, m. 

“ As to the lU-ay, etc., l hare uuUiIng to ulyect to it. with regard 
to what rtmrsTns myself itcrsonatly, ihuugh naluraUy Uicre are 
•lime Ilf thi- facts iu- it discuiuiired. and srveral errors into which 
the author has been It'd by the arcomtii of oihcrs 1 allude to 
Lets, and not crkiaimi. But the same author has cnictly ca- 
liimiil.le«rmf lather aiul my gramf-onde. but more eajicciallf 
the fomHT. So tar fmm Uing ‘brulal,' he was. aoctMdiiig to the 
lestiinouy uf alt who knew him. of an ciimuely atnialiie and 
Joyous character, hot careless and diwipalcd. He 1 ia«l coiise- 
quemly the reinitiltun of a good oflicrr. and showed himself suck 
in Amerira. The facts U^nisolves refute the asserUun. It U not 
hy • brutality * that a ytnmg ufUcer the guards seduces atsii ear- 
th's off a UarchhrtU'iw. and niarrkf two brlrewe-v. It i» true that 
hf was A very I andsome man. wlilch goes a good way. HU first 
wife (Lady Omyers amt Msrchhn»e«a u' Caniiarihcn did nut d e 
of griff, but of a malady wliirh she caught by having iiupniflcuUy 
liislstt-il ii|)on aeromjianyiiig my (alher hi a linm, liefurc stic was 
complct ly recovered fruiu the accouchement wmih gave birth to 
luy sister August*. His second wife niy respectable romber, 
had, I av>urc you. tiKi proud a spirit U> bear wiiti llic ill usage of 
any man. no matter who he might be . and tins she would have 
soon (vroveil. I should add/ ilut tie lived ■ long ihite at Paris, aud 
was in hahilsnf intimacy with the old Marshal Ulron. commandant 
uf the French guards, who, frum the simllar-ly cd uaoies, and 
Norman origin of our family, sup|>osed that llwre was sumedfdant 
relationship lictwren us. He died w.mc years before llie age of 
forty ; and whatever may have bccsi bt* laulis, tlu-y were certainly 
not llwm of harshne>s aud gTv*me«.— If the notice should reach 
England I am ocrui n that the pa1s.^agc rcfalive to my father will 
give nuidi more pam to my sister even Uiaii to roe. Augusta and 
lluvc always loved the nieoiury of our lather as much as we 
loved each other; abd tills at least form* a preMirop'ion. tliai the 
stain of harshness was not applicable to il. If Ir divipjtcd his 
fdrtune.-lhat conconu 118 alone, fur we are Ids bilrt? and till we 
reproach him wilhil, I know no one else w ho has a right to «io ao. 

“ As to the lajrri Byron who killed Mr. Cltaworlh in a duel, so 
far from reUring from the world, lie made the tour of Eurojw, and 
was afipuiniivi Uastrr of the Stag-hounds, aficr that cvrnl} aud 
did not give up society until hU son had olTeniicd him by marrying 
in a manner contrary to his duty. So far from fi-elliig any re- 
morse Ibr haring killed Mr. Ch-iworth. who wu a spadwin, and 
celehratrd fijr his qiurrelsoiuc diqtoaition. he always kept the 
swonl wldch be used upon liiat occMkm in bu liedchamber. and 
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The love wUicIi sMsieus in a father's eye? 

For this can wealth or title's souih) atone, 

Maile, by a parent’s early loss, my own.? . 

What brother springs a brother’s love to seek? 
What sister’s gentle kiss lias prest my cheek? 

For me how dull the vacant moments rise. 

To no fond bosom Imk'U by kindred ties ! 

Oft, in the progress'of some (lec'ting dream, 
Fraternal smiles. collated round me seem; 
While still the visions to my heart are prest, 

The voice oT I6\*e will murmur in my rest : 

1 hear — I wake — and in the sonnd r^oice; 

I hear again,— but, ah! no brouter's voice. 

A hermit, 'midst of crowds, I fain must stray 
Alone, though thousand pilgrims nil the way; 
Wliile these a thousand kindred wreaths entwine, 
I cannot cay one single blossom mine: 

AVhat then rmiaiiis? in solitude to groan, 

To mix in friendship, or to sigh alone.' 

Thus must 1 cling to some endearing hand, 

And none* moro. dear than Ida’s social band. 

Alonzo! ' best and dearest of my friends, 

Thy name ennobles him who thus comihends : 
From this fond tribute thou eanst^ain no praise; 
Tlie praise is liis^o now that tribute pays. 

Oh! in the protnise of thy early youth, 

If hope anticipate the -words of truth, 

Some loftier bard shall sing thy glorious name. 
To build his own upon t|iy deathless fame. 

Friend of my heart, and foremost of the list 


tbere fl MU wu whni he died. It b lioRiiUr enough, that when 
very Toung. I formed a slruns aMachnient for the ^an«t*nirce aod 
heire« of Mr. Cbiwonb, who ttooil In the •.ime de g ree of reJa- 
UotMhfp u lojielf to Lord Byron : and at one hme it wa* thought 
that an rioioii would have taken plaee. This is • lung letter, and 
prloci|mUy about my family ; but It b the rnilt of my brncTalcnt 
blogra(>iKrr. lie may uy of me whalevcr of good or evil pieasvs 
him; but I desire ilut he strmld t;>fak of my retaliuns only a* 
they dt^aene. If you conki fitKi an occasion ml making Ur. Ame~ 
ciee Pichot rectify the farU relative (u my lather, and pubiidi 
them, you would do me a great service ; fur I cannot bear to have 
him nnjnstiy spoken of. 

** P.S. The tilhor tSth of ihb monlb, I shall embarii (or Greece. 
Shoold 1 reinro. I shall paa« thn>ugh Paris, and shall be mach (bl- 
Irrvd in meeting yon and your (lienda. shemid / nuf'rrfu>it, give 
me as affecliooaie a place in your remembrance as possible-’'— B. 
(M. AmM^ Pkhol has answered UiU letter In the U»t edtlion of 
ttio essay alluded to.] 

• It ha< bren reserved (or our own time to produce one dUlln- 
gntdicd eiample of the Mu«« having descended opon a bard'of a 
wounded s|4rlt. and lent ber lyre to tell, and we trust to soothe, 
anUcboni of noonlinary description j afOictioos originating pro- 
bably in Uiat singular combination of feeling, which lias been 
called Uk* poetical temiicramenl. and wlilcli has ao often saddened 
the days of those on whom II has been conferred. If ever a man 
couU lay chiin to that charaeJer, tn all its slrmglh and -ail its 
weaknese. with its imbounded range of enjoyment, and its etqnl- 
site sen«iFii:ity of ptca«are ami of pain, it miiU cen.vinty be granted 
to Lord Byron- Bis own tale is partly told in two ilaoi of Larai 

Utl to his sirs, uo louug swli loss lo fcoow. 

l«nl ut blaissir— Itust berlutesf n«ser-Sit Wsiirs Scsvt. 

■ The Uon. John Wlngfiekl. of the CotdMrean Goanta, brother 
to Richard, luurth Viscount Powersouurl. fl« dieJ'of a leyrr. in 
hM twmliclli year, at Coimbra, May I lih, tai 1.—" Of all human 


Of those with w'bof|i 1 lived supremely blest. 

Oft have we draiu'd the font of ancieu lore; ^ 
Though drinking deeply, Uiirsting still the more. 
Yet, when confinement's lingering hour was done. 
Our sports, our studies, and our souls were one : 
Together we imprll'd the flying ball, 

Together waited in our tutor's hall ; 

Together join’d in cricket’s manly toil, 

Or shared the produce of tlie river’s spoil ; 

Or, plunging from the green declining shore, 
Our4)hant limbs the buoyant billows bore, 

In ever}* element, undianged, the same, 

All, all that brothers should be, but the name. 

>'or yet are you forgot, roy jocund boy ! 
Davus,* the harbinger of childish joy; 

For ever foremost in the ranks, of fuo. 

The laughing hefald of the harmless pun ; 

Yet, with a breast of such materials made— 
Anxious to pfease, of pleasing half afraid ; 

Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel 
In danger’s path, though not untaught to feel. 
Still I remember, in the factious strife, 

The rustic's musket aim'd against my life 
High poised in air the massy weapon hung, 

A cry of horror burst from every tongue; 

Whilst I, in combat with another foe, 

Fought on, unconscious of the impending blow; 
YoOr arm, brave boy, arrestgd his Career- 
Forward you sprung, inseusibie to fear: 

Disarm’d and baffled by your conquering hand, 



beings. ** says Lonl Byron. " I was, perbap*, at uuc lime, the itoct 
auocbecj to pour Winsflekl. 1 bad known him (be better half of 
bU life, and the happuHi part of mine.** On hearlun vt the de«th 
o( hU beloved •cliooifellow. he added ibe following •laoxu lo the 
brft canto of CbUde Harold 

** AnO Ibso. ror IrtetHll— •!■(« OMTalllnfi wo* 
lar>Ufri>a lo} beorl. aDd mlnvlc* wUb iti«flralii- 
Did Ike sword UM (bee wlib Hm misbiy iow. 
rrlde nlcbi forbid ev'o Fririidsblp lo coqipMD * 

Bat ibiu DolaoiW d lodbMvnd In «t1n. 

•jr all (urgiaten. save Ibe IomIi brMtl, 

Aodmla BoMeedlng wlib lb* bos^wJ slaia. 

WbJJa Cl*ry rrowussonuay a meaner orvolf 
Wbal ludM ibou doM (« sluB mpMocefuJl) loraM? 

**Ob, known lbccarH*w.aad eileem'd itM moatt • 

. Dear lo t boart wberenovKbi was kbso riesri 
Tbo«|(blo my bopeleteUlT*^'' vrr * 

U dream* (tea) OM B«( Id see IhM beret “tie. -a. 

) The Rev. John Cecil Tailcrull. D. A., of Christ Church. Ox- 
(urd{ whe; died Dec. Sth. HUS. at llaira nacc, Kent aged tweuly- 
fuur. mUtd.'* M}i a writer In ilic GeiU- Mag., “won com* 

prebrnstw and pcrs|nctx>us: liio olfcciiuos warm oad sincere. 
Through exlrrme avtrsbu 10 hypocrisy, he was au (ar (Bum aa- 
suiniug the fatae ap(>earai)a‘i ut virUtc, that much of bis real rx« 
ceilenoe wu uoaern. whilst he wm eager (o acknowledge every 
fault into^whlcb Im was led. He was an ardent frieud. a strangrr 
to tceiUig* of efimiiy ; he lived tn good faith towards luen, and died 
, wiUi liutie in Uod.*'— £. 

(Tlie " roclinua slnto” here recorded, wosaixidciitallyhrtiuiiht 
on by the breaking up of sdiooL and Use dlsiiibaai of some votipK 
teen from diill. both bappeatog at Uic same hour. On Ibis occa* 
■ion. it appear*. Ibe bui-^od of ■ niiukrt wa.s aimed at Byron's 
bead, and would have fellerl him to the groiuid, but tor the inter- 
, pnoition of TallcnalL— E- 
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The grovelling savnge roird tipoD the sand : 

An act like this, can simple thanks repay? * 

Or all the laboors of a gratefnl lay? 

Oh no! whene’er my breast forgets the deed, 

Tbiit instant, Davls, it deserves to bleed. 

I.Yci's! * on me thy claims are justly great : 

Thy milder virtues could my muse relate, 

To thee alone, unrivall’d, would belong 
'fhe feeble efforts of my lengtlien'd song. ' 

>Vell canst tbou boast, to lead in senates Gt,- 
A Spartan lirmness with Athenian Wit : 

Thqugli yet in embryo these perfections shine. 
I.vcus ! thy father’s fame will soon be thine. 
Where learning nurtures the superior mind, 

What may we hope from genius thus refined I 
When time at length matures thy growing years, 
How wilt thou tower above thy fellow peers ! 
Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free, 

With honour's soul, united beam in thee. 

Shall fair Euryalus * pass by unhang? 

From ancient lineage, not unworthy sprung : 

Whnt though one sad dissension bade us part, 

'that name is yet embalm'd within my heart; 

Yet at the mention does that heart rebouud, 

And palpitate, responsive to the sound. 

F.nvy disspived our ties, and not our will; 

We once were friends, — I’ll tliink we are so still.'* 


I A form unmatch'd in nature’s partial mould, 
j .V lieart untainted, we In thee behold : 
j Yet not ttic senate’s thunder thou shall wield, ‘ 
i >'or seek for glory in the tented field; 

I To minds of ruder texture these be given — 

I 'fhy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven. 

Haply, in polish’d courts might be thy seat, 

Bnt that thy tongue couW never 'forge deceit : 
j The youftier’s supple bow and sneering smila, 
j The How of compliment, the slippery wile, 

J Would make that breast with indignation burn, 

; And all the glitferio^ snares to tempt thee spurn. 

I Domestic happiness will stamp thy fate; 

' Sacred to love, unclouded e’er by hate ; 

1 The world admire thee, and thy friends adore; — 

I Ambition’s slave alone would toil for more. 

! « \ 

I >'ow last, but nearest, of the social band, 

: See honest, open, generous Cleo.y* stand; 
j With scarce one .speck to cloud the pleasing scene, 
I No vice degrades that purest soul serene. 

On the sapic day our studious rare begun, 

On tbe same day our studious race was run; 

Thus side by side we pass’d our first career. 

Thus side by side we strove for many a year ; 

At last concluded our scholastic life, 

We neither conquer’d in the classic strife : 

As speakers, r each supports an equal name. 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame : 


• Id (he private volume : 

*' Tt»nv iJIrf YOU Mte that life I (nmlf pHae— 

A life uoMoriD; lorb ■ urriace."— S. 

* John PitcKibltun, lecoml Earl of Claret born June S. (793L 
HiH raiher. whom he aucceeded Jan. 2ttb. <803, wai for nearly 
iwelve yearn Lord Chancellor of Ireland. See attU, p. 54. note. 
Ilia Lonlsbi|i is now (<832j Governor, of Bombay.' ** 1 never,** 
1.or(l Byron says, th 1821, *‘hcar the mord-* Clare,' vithoat a 
lieabn? of ihi^hrart even nou'; and 1 write it with the fceliaics of 
1S03-4>S, ad mHaitum.*’ Of tbe tenaciotuneM with which be 
ciiibg In ail the hindly imprrseioos of his youth, there can be no 
stronger proof than the interesting f^ct, Uiat after his death at- 
most all Un.' notes attd irtten which his principal school faTOiirites 
had nr-'r addressed to him were found pressed carefully among 
his papers. The fnlkm log is the endorsement upon ooc of Ibcm s 
— *• This and another letter were writlea at llarrowv by my then 
and, 1 Ik^. ever beloved friend, l.ord Clare, when we were both 
school-hoyf ; and sent hi my study In conse<iueiice of some ehUdUh 
mistindcrstandlng,— Uie ooly uncwhich ever arose betwccQ oi. It 
wu of sliurl dnratioD. and I refaln (hb ootr solHy for (he purpoec 
of sulimUnng it to his iwriual, that we may smile over the recol> 
lection of the Insigniiicanoe of our first and last quarrel. “^E. 

1 In tbe private volume, the following lines conclude this cha- 
racter 

” For ever to potsMs a friend tn n>rs 
Wss MIm unhoped. Iboafth nm uuMntylil by mv. ' 

. Tkysollef •oul WM renn'd for Jo«e niune. 

To rnder passion* and to botr unkaowR; . 

Iby idIcmJ, In union wUh tby hesnleout form, 

* Was grsllc, bnt unUUo !>!ein ilic tlorm:. 

TInl fare. an litdrt of rckaihl worth. ■ * 

rrorlalni'd a heart sbftracled frotii Ihe earth. 

A on. wbea drpms'd with sad foretmttiig gluom. 

(sal rEelload upon narfanwirUc loisb, 

^ . I 'fe aacD tboarsympaUicUceTr* oorOow 

Wlih kk>d coaipsssloa tor Ihy cooirado's woe; 

Or wtMvi kM raoumful suh|^u form'd oitr ihem«>. 

, We tried a Ihooiaud food rooiantir H'hemet. 

on hut Iboo *oam. In frlend>htp's soothing lurte, 

IThalerer ttlth wa»mtoemiMl be Iblneowu.' 


* Ceorge-Jobn, Gflh Earl Delawarr, bom Oct. 36Ui, <791 ; suc- 
Mcded his tailuT, John-Richard, July 28ih, 17SKt. Thisancienl fa- 
hilly have been iyarons by the male line front <54S; tfiHr ancestor, 
sir Thoina* West, having l>eeo aammoned to parliam^ol ** Lord 
West, (he tfitb Kdw. U. We God the following notices in some 
hitherto unpublished letters of Lord Uyroo 
** Harrow. Ocl. 38th. <804.— I act happy enougb and coioforUble 
here. My trieods are not auitieroiis. but select. Among the 
principal. 1 rank Lord Delawarr. who is very antlable. and my 
particular friend.'* *'Nuv.8, <804.— Lord Delawarr is consider- 
ably younger than me, but ihc most good •tempered, amiable, 
clever fellow in U>c universe. To all which, be adds Ibe quality 
(a good one in the ryes of women; of being remarkably haiaU- 
stidie. Delawarr and myself are. In a manner, cuDoecteil; fur 
one of my forefatlien, in Claries the First's time, married into 
(heir family.**— E. 

< It is impossihio to pcrosC the following extract of a Irlter ad- 
dressod to Lord Clare in February. <807. wilbtiui acknowledging 
tl»e noble candour and conscientlnostye-v of the writer.— •* You 
will he astooished tu bear I have lalcly wriUeo to Delawarr, for 
the purpose of cx|dainii>g fat far as possible, without involving 
some old friehds of mine in the business,; Ihe cause of my beha- 
viour to him during ifly last residence at Harrow, which you will 
recollect was rather cn rara/irr. Since (hat period 1 have dis- 
covered be was treated with inju-dice, both by those who misre- 
prrsTQted his conduct, and hy me in ccmscqueiice of their sug- 
gestions. 1 hare, therefore, made all the reparation in my power. 

! by a|)ologbing for my mistake, though with very taint liopes of 
j success. However, 1 have cased iny own c*iuscience by the alooe- 
mcot, which is humiliating enough to one of my disposition; yet 
I I could not have slept utisiicd with tlie reflection of having, even 
iininlenllonally, injured any individual. I liave done ail that 
: ctMiid be done to repair the lujury.'*— K. 

I c Edward .Noel Long, Esq.- to whom a subsequent poem b nd- 
ilrcsscil. See p. 42. 

j T Thi* alli|dr.« to the (wblic speeches ddiverad at the sdiool 
I where (he anilior was educated. 
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To soothe a youthful rivara early pride. 

Though Cleon’s candour would the palm divide, 
Yet candour’s self compels me now to own 
Justice awards It to n^y friend alone. 

Oh! friends regretted, scenes forever dear, 
Remeunhrnnce hails .you with her warmest tear! 
Drooping, she bends o’er pensive Fancy’s urn, 
To trace the hours which never can return ; 

Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell,* 

And soothe the sorrows of her, last farewell! 
Yet grefits the triumph of my boyish mind. 

As infant laurels round my head wdre twined, 
When Phobus’ praise repaid my lyric song, 

Or placed me higher in the studious throng;’ 
Or when tny first harangue received applause, * 
His sage instruction the primeval cause, 

H'hat gratitude to him my soul possest. 

While hope of dawning honours fill’d mylireast! 


' Thut in the prir^te votunir-* ^ 

** Ti« lo Iht iWroitMcUoo tod* niter. 

And md* In ibe ioton grtrr.**- B. 

* rcmrmbrr,** uyfltyruo, ' that my Aral declamalion Atto- 
nbhed Dr. Drury into •atne imwohird ^ he waa economical of 
MKhi tod sadden eompAinentf, before the dedahnera at onr firat 
rehraruK Oforjr. 

certainly «a« much pleaaed with Lord Byrpa'a altiiiide. 
gralore, and dHirtry. as well ta with bh cohiposUion. AH who 
4"Ar on tbit day a^ered. aa nmal. to the letter of ibHf compo- 
Mtion, aa In the earUer pari of hi* delUery cHd Ixml Bynni. Hut. 
toniy»ur]>rl*e. be*tiddi«ily divrnted fnmi the wrilteo c<Mnpo*i- 
Uoo. wiUi a bbldnew and rapidity fufndeni to alarm me. lest be 
should (ail In memory aa to the cnnduiion. ThiTe wa* no rtllura i 
—he came round lo Ihe dONeoThia oompoalllun witboatdbcover* 
tfiy impediment and Irre^larlty on tlw whole. 1 qiiMtloned 
him, nhy he had altered hU declamation ? Iledeclar^ helud 
luadeDoalteratkin, and dUjiot know, In speaking, that be h»l 
dcTlated from It one ietirr. I belicTed him, and from k knowletine 
of bk leniperament am con^loced, tbal. billy Imiireiaed with the 
•eiw and «abstancc of the subject, he was hurried on to rsprra- 
dont and cokxuioga more atriklog than what bia pen bad ex- 
peeawd.”— Dr. Davar. 

* In the private Toluroe the poem ooodudea thaa I— 

WbM. y«t « aevva la (Iw mlnlc art. 

1 rHaa d (b« tnaiports of • TeBfrfal twart— 

WbrDMlb*lot*l Slats I trad Ibsststa, 

To fvai la Xsofs arara tbaa morUI rw*-' 

TtM pratSs ot rrobos aude uib test mart prood 
Tb*B alt lbs plsodlu «r ibt IM'alog <TDt*d. 

“ Ah I tala endsitoar la ihb riilMUb suwla 
T» raetbs tba w«at of wbtrb I iImu roaapUla I 
wbat caa atsll ibHbulUsM lo« at (law. 

TassasaraiofTow laajlDgHncrbrixiet. ' 

^ Itasarialsetartfrom a rrtmd to atar. 

Aad haaniais •tranesn drop aa tocUaff tsar. > 

I last aolJoT ta woman's ipar k tiag tja: 

The WDUrt of boaslr <*aaot chacb tbr d(b. 

Adloa.ibou aarldt thy ptrauwe '•■Uil adraaat. 

Thy tleiae bat a vtotooary tb«tna; 

Tby ytan o( ttcf oa ywrs arioUyrall, 

TUI irlaajng daaib aalgni the dMlard goal, 

Whm an or* bastaatag to tbs dread aboda, 

Tb BMct ihf IbdCRWol et ■ rlgblsoarCod : 

■IVd tn lb* raaraarw at llw tbootbltoas throog, 

A nwaracT aUdw at mlrtb, t gjlde along; 

< r A wrotfliwl. toaUiod. glacpir BHng. 

Cortt by rsdarrtoo's dopp nrrodtag fUag ; 

■at not that a»raUl»Uag whkb (Uba nUbta. 

Tht dart atragor of aapaabh'd sla ; 

Tba ittoai than whlrh toad* the fqltlf «r«to1i 
Ruendori aa a ract'* oottrlod Mrolrb : 

OanKtoaco that Mlag. that tb«ni« bin Mppika.* 


For all my humble fame, to him nione . 

The prnise is due, who made that fame my own. < 
Oh! could 1 soar nbot'e these feeble layH, 

These young effusions of my early days. 

To him my muse her noblest strain would give'. 

The song might perish, but tlie theme might live. 

Yet why for him the needless verse essay? • 

His honour’d name retfuires no vain display : 

By every son of grateful Ida blest, 

It finds an echo In each youthful breast; 

A fame beyond the glories of the proud, 

Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd. * 

Ida! not yet exhausted is the theme. 

Nor closed the progressofniy youthful dream. 

How many a friend dcserves the grateful strain ! 
What scenes of childhood still unsung remain! 

Yet let me hush this echo of the past, 

This parting song, the dearest and the last; 

-iC 

nual&d (be ibektoom whlcb b« M'«rc«ar 1 i*. 

Vor m*. wlutt'fT my lolly, or ny to*r. 

Ooe rhrarful raroleri iitll I* cbrrtob’d Iwre * 

No drrad liitornil twanu my bevn at rwt, 
Nodr*oawono}ar<d InaocMc* lnto*l;* 

Of bop*. W peora. oT •1n»o*l oil b*r*M. 

Coercirac*, ray Im( IpuI welronir giMSl to toll. 

Stomtor'i mpotoon'd breolb nwy bUM my nime. 

Rnry d«ngb(> to bU|tal 1b» bod* of tomt; 
ttMHi may rbitt (bo carreat of ray blood. 

AOd fA * o * oftooitoa** wirin mpoMlAo'd flood ; 

Rnooplng borror dirkm every 

F.ven bor* * HI roofHnK* be luy brat defoor*. 

Mf boMB food* no ’worm obkh M'or ran die: ' ** 

Not ertiDe* I moarn. bol btppinra* pan* by. 

Tbu* cnwllof »o wHb rauy ■ lepUMrile, 

My benrt to btiUT, ihoogbmy rbe^moy *mUe: 

No moron Mb former Mtoi my beorl to gUd; 

Hope ytrldo lo •ogtiUb. and my mmI to aod : 
rrora rend ragrel lo fblore joy ran mro ; 
lloatmbrinr* Uorabora only In lb«((r*ro.’*>-R. 

* "To Dr. Dniry." otwerre* Moore, "Lord Byron has left on 
reoonl a Intnfte of alTectlon amt reepeei, which, like the reverm* 
till regard of Dryden in Dr. Busy, will long asMdale together 
hoDtmrbbly Ibe name* of dje poeland the mauiT.” The above i* 
not, bowever, the only one. In a tmie to the fourth Canto of 
CbUde Harold, he sayt, '* My preceptor was the best and worllileit 
friend I ever peasemej. whose warning* I hare remembered but 
too well. Uioa^fa loo late— when 1 hare erred, and whose counseU 
I have but followed when I have dune well or wisely. If ever this 
im(*erfect record of my feeJInAs tow ards him should retch bbeyes, 
let II rrmlod him of one who never thinks of him bul wlili grall> 
tude and renenitlon»of ope who would more gladly boast of 
having bem hi* pupil, if. by mure ckiwly follow log his laJuDctifUM. 
be coiikl reflect any honour upon liU instructor.'* W'e exiract the 
fuliowing from k>roe unpiibiithed letters of Lord Bynm 

Harrow, Nov. fl.t (Mu.— Tlicre h so much of Ihe grnUeinin. 
so much mildness and nothing of'pedanlry in his charMter. lhai t 
cannot help likfng him. and wUI remember hts Instnictions with 
gratitude at long is t live. He Is the Ixwt master w^ ever bad, 
and at the same time respected and A'arrd.** '*Kov. 1tth,ia04.— 
I rrvere Dr. Untry. He It never vlulenl. never outrageoiia. I 
dread ofTetkding him iM)t. however, ihrongh fear ; but the re- 
spect I bear him nukes me unha(«p7 when 1 am under hi* db* 
plewre."— H. 

* ** I in oM s Jasrrh." wid Lord lyroa. In (gH. “ nor s Srlplo : boi | 
mnsKriy tftrra. 4bal I never It ray Utowdoradsny weimn."— S. 

* "Ws twfta eosMtb even *f Lord K)r«o't pritsls b>*lavy i* $It* om- 
wsrrsot ibsi. Uisasb bto yofib may bsvs Misrvd mmdswNi im Wrf«^ In 
lb* Indlimvton* of tboM tofi tco rarty msslsr* sf iheir own oritow *1*1 
fortnmf, tototbooS and auilce sloiit ran lupaie lo btm soy rral no** h»r 
iMpsbM remoru, or fftoomy mrlaiirboly.'*- 

sis toitTta Scon 
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And brood in secret o'er those Itours ufjay, ' 

To me a silent and a sweet employ, 

^Vhile, future liope and fear alike unknown, 

I think with pleasure on the past alone; 

Yes, to the past alone uiy heart coniine. 

And diase the phantom of what once was mine. 

Ida ! itill o'er thy hills in joy preside. 

And proudly steer thrnui^h time’s etentful tide; 

Still may thy bloominf; sons thy name revere, 

Smile in thy bower, but quit Iher with a tear; — 
'fbat tear, perhaps, the funded which wrill flow. 

O'er their last scene of happiness below. 

Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along, 

The feeble veterans of some former throng, 
'Wliosefriends, like autumn leaves by tempests whirl'd, 
Are swept for ever from this busy world ; 

Revolve tlie fleeting moments of your youth, 

■\Vhile Care as yet withheld her venom'd tooth; 

Say if remembrance days like the% endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeedin^j^ars ? 

Say, can ambition's fever'd dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to soothe your hours of woe? 

Can treasures, hoarded for some thankless son, 

Can royal smiles, or wreaths by slaughter w on. 

Can stars or ermine, man's maturer toys, 

( For glittering baubles are not left to 1k>vs) 

Recall one scene so much beloved to view. 

As those where Youth her garland twined for you? 
Ah, no ! amidst the gloomy calm of age, 

Y'di turn witli faltering hand life's varied page; 
Peruse tlie record of your days on earth, 
rnsullied only where it marks your birth; 

Still lingering pause above each cheqtierM leaf, 

And blot with tears the sable lines of grief, 

^Vhere Passion o’er tlie theme her mantle threw, 

Or weeping Virtue sigh'd a faint adieu : 

Rill bless the scroll which fairer words adorn. 

Traced by the rosy finger of the morn; 

>Mien Friendship bow'd before^he shrine of truth. 
And Love, without his pinion,* smiled on youth. 

ANSW KR TO A BRAL'TIFUL POEM, 
t:iTrrci» "m urr.''V 

Montgomery! true, the common lot 
Of mortals lies in Lethe's wave; 

Yet some shall never be forgot — • 

Some shall exist beyond the grave. 

“ Unknown the region of hi.s birth,’' ‘ 

Tlie hero * rolls the tide of war ; 

Yet not unknown his martial worth, 

^’hich glares a meteor from alar. 


His joy or grief, iiis weal or woe, 
Perehance may ’scape tlie page of fame ; 

Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

The patriot's and the poet's frame 
Must share the common toiiib of all : 

Their glory will not sleep the same; 

That wilj arise, though empires fall. * 

The lustre of a' beauty's eye 
Assumes the ghastly stare of death; 

The fair, Uie brave, the good must die, » 
And sink the yawning grave beneath. 

Once more the speaking eye revives, 

Still beaming through the lover's strain; 

For Petrarch's ^ura still survives : 

She died, but no'er will die again. 

The ratling seasons pass away, *■ ■ 

And Time, untiring, waves his wing; 

AVlillst honour's laurels ne'er decay, 

But bloom in fresh, unfading spring. 

All, all must sleep in grim repose. 
Collected in the silent tomb; 

The old and young, with friends and foes. 
Festering alike in shrouds, consume. 

The mouldering marble lasts its day. 

Yet falls at length, an useless fane;- 

To rqin's ruthless fangs a prey, 

Tlie wrecks of pillar'd pride remain. 

Wliat, though the sculpture be destroy’d. 
From dark oblivion meant te guard; 

A briglit fenown shall be enjoy'd 
By those w hose virtues claim reward. 

Tlien do not say the common lot 
Of all lies deep in Lethe's wave ; 

Some few, wbo ne'er will be forgot, 

Shall burst the bondage of Ilia grave. 


TO A LADY 

rtaixTSA Til 4mm 'Win rtt rtiTn waica ao«»a asa 
Ituics. 

This Band, which bound thy yellow hair. 

Is mine, sweet girl! tliy pledge of love; 

It claims my wannest, dearest care. 

Like relics left of saints above. 

Oh I 1 will wear it next my lieart ; > 

'T will bind my soul in bonds to thee : 

From me again 't will ne'er depart^ 

But mingle In tlie grave with me. 


< In a note to Uie tourlh untn of Chililf Harold. Lord Bycon 
•ayt Mo one coaid. or can be more atlach/d to liarruw than I 
hivc ahrayi bieni. and w<Ui rrasoii ; a [sirt of Ihe llioc paued 
Ibere was llu: bapi lest uf niy bfe."~E. 

* **L*imtue e*( I'Amoitr Mmallea,”iaa French proTCrb. [See 
a anbwrqnent poem, under this tiUe.—B.} 

' WrilUm liy Jamc-i Ment*omcry. aulhor of The Wanderer In 
ftwiuerlaB)]." etc. 


* Nu parlkular fwro is bereailiKlcd to. T he explolU of Bayard, 
Nemours. Edwaitl ihe Black Trince. aud.iu OMire moderu times, 
the fameuf Marlborough, FmlcrioA ihe Ureal, Gwml Sue. Charlfs 
of Sweden, etc., are famiiLir lo every liblurical reader, but the 
eiact piarea of iheir birth are knowii lo a very soiali pro|iurUon 
of their admlrci*. 
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The dew I gather from thy lip I 

Is not so dear to me as this; 

That I but for a moment sip, 

And banquet on a transient bKss : I 

This will recall each youthful scene, j 

ETen when our lives are on the wane; I 

The leaves of Love will still be green, | 

When Memory bids.thein bud again. i 

Oh! little lock of golden hue, « ; 

In'gently waving ringlet curl'd, J 

By the dear head on which you grew, j 

1 would not lose you for a world : j 

Not though a thousand more adorn . | 

The polish'd brow where once you shone, ' 

Like rays which gild a cloudless morn, ^ 

Beneath Columbia's fervid zone. . | 

lue. I ;<o«r urn pobiuM. I { 
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Their jivet did not end when they yielded theirbreath ; 

'flieir glory illumines the gloom of tirtir grave. 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion'^ full herd ? 

hy crouch to her leaders, or cringe to her ndcs ? 
Why bend to the proud, or applaud the absurd? 

Why search for delight In the friendship of fools? 

I have tasted the sweets ami the bitters of love; 

In friendship 1 early wos^ taught to believe : 

My passion the matrons of prudence reprove; 

I bave found that a friend may profess, yet deceive. 

To me what is w'ealth? it may pass hi an hour, 

If tyrants prev.iil, or if Fortune should frown; 

To me what is title ?“llie phantom of power; 

To me w hai is fashion ?-»l seek but renowii. 

Deceit i»a stringer as yet to my soul 
I still am unpractised to varnish the truth : 

Then w hy should 1 live in a hateful control? 

Why waste upon folly the days of my youth? 


*T is done ! — 1 saw it in my dreams : 

No more with Hope the future beams; 

My days of happiness are few : 

Chill'd by nusfortuhe’s wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast ; 

Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu!— 

Would I could add Remembrance too ! 

DM. I Saw Bni puMItbed. | 


LINES 

4BBtUMD TO m MT. J. T. BtCBU. 0« ABflUBB TBB 4ttMB T« ■!> 
anil wiTi tocttTT, 

Dear Becher, you tell me to mix with mankind; — 

1 cannot deny such a precept Is wise; 

But retirement accords with the tone of my mind : 

I will not descend to a world 1 despise^ 

Did the senate or camp my exertions require, 
Ambition might prompt me, at once, to go forth ; 

When infancy’s years of probation expire. 

Perchance 1 may strive to distinguish my hii'th. 

The fire in the cavern of Etna coHceal’d, 

Still mantles unseen in its secret recess ; — 

At length, in a volume terrifle reveal’d, 

No torrent can quendi it, no bounds can repress. ' 

Oh! thus, the desire in my bosom for fame 
Bids me live but to hope for posterity's pmise. 

Could 1 soar with the phoenix on pinions of flame. 
With him I would wish to expire in the blaze. 

For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the death. 

What censure, what danger, what woe would I brave! 

t 


THE DRATtl UP CALMaB AND ORLA, 

Air laiikTtoB or OMits > 

I Dear are the days of youth ! Age dwells oi> their 
: remembrance through the mi.d of time. lothetwilight 
. he recalls the sunny hour.s of morn. He lifts his spear 
j with tremhling hand. Nut thus feebly did I raise 
the steel before my fathers I " Past is the race of 
heroes ! But tlieir fame rises on the harp ; their souls 
ride on the wings of the wind; they hear the sound 
' through the sighs of the storm, and rejoice in their 
1 hall'of clouds! Such is Calmar. The gray stone marks 
liis narrow Imuse. He looks down from eddy ing tern* 
pests : he rolls his form in the whirlwind, and ^vers 
pn the blast of the mountain. 

In Morvendweittliechief;abeahiofwarto Fingal. 
His steps in the Held wereniarked in blood. Lochlin's 
sons had fled before his angry spear ; but mild w as the 
eye of Cilmar; soR was the flow of his yellow locks : 
they streamed Hke the meteor of the niglit. No maid 
was the sigh Of his soul : his thoughts w ere given to 
friendship, — to dark-haired Orla, destroyer ol lieroes! 
Equal were.lhcir swords in battle; hut Oerce was the 
pride of Ofla, — gentle alone to Calmar. Together 
they dwelt in the rave of Oithona. 

• From lA>chlin,Swaran bounded o'ei the blue waves. 
Erin's sons fell beaenth his migiit., Fiogat roused his 
chiefs to combat. Their ships cover the ocean. Their 
hosts throng oii the green bills. They come to Ihtaid 
of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the armies : 
but tlie blazing oaks gleam through the valley. Tlie 
sous of Lpchlin, slept : their dreams were of blood. 


> The tnie rr^n of Ihr tunghty «1iiiancf at which Byron, both 
at this period and afterwar<L<i, etood yparl fi-om ht« more upiilrnt 
oehOtbonri. i« to lie found leays Moore) ** In hli manryiog con- 
■ckiMneaB of ihe Inadequacy of hb own means to his rank, ami the 
proud dread of being marie to feel hu own inferiority by (lersons i 
lo whom, in eVery other respect he konv hlnuicif Miperior." | 
Mr. Berber fminentty npoBtulaled with him on ihb unaociahle- I 


ness; and one of his friendly remon*tr»nrr»drrw forth these tinea, 
an remarkably prrfiguriug Ihe rplemlid tmrsi with wlilch Lord 
Byron '■ volcanic gmiui was ero lung lo open ii|*on the world.— B. 

• It may l*e iieceas.iry to observe. Out ibe story, though cunst- 
derably varied in the calasin>iihe, is taken from “NUds ami 
F.nryalus.” of whirh episode a translaiinn U already given tn llir 
present voluroe. 
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They liR the sp^in thoughlt 9n<l Finfal flies. F(6t 
so the host of Morveti. yto watch was the post of 
Oria. Xlalmar stood by his side. Their spears were 
in their hands. Finfitl calM his diiefs : tliey stood 
around. The king was in the midst. Gray were bis 
locks, but strong was the arm of the king. Age 
withered not his powers. Sons of Morvcn,” said 
the hero, “ to-morrofr we meet the foe. But whe« 
is Cuthullin, the shield of Erin? He rests in the halls 
of Tura ; he knows not of our coming. Who will 
speed through to the hero, and call tlie chie^ 

to anno? The path is by the swords offoes; but many 
are my heroes. They are thunderbolts of war. Speak, 
ye chiefs ! Will arise ? ” 

Sou of^pomor ! mine be the deed,’* said dark- 
haired and mine alone. tVIxat is death to 

nu? I love' the sleep of the mighty, hut little is the 
danger. Tlie. sons of Lochlin dream. I w ill seek 
car-borne Cuthullin. If I fall, raise the song of bards, 
and lay me by tbo stream of Lobar.” — ** And Slialt 
thou fall alone?” said fair-haired Calniar. Wilt thou 
leave thy friend afar? Chief of Oithona 1 not feeble is 
my arm in light. Could I see thee die, and not lift the 
spear' No, OrJa! ours has been the cliase of the 
roebuck, and tba feast of shells; ours be the path of 
danger t ours has been the cave of Oithona ; ours be 
the narrow dwelling ontTibhanks of Lubar.” Cal- 
mar,” said the chief of Oithona, ** why should thy 
yellow locks be darkened in the dust of Erin ? Let me 
fall alone. My father dwells in his hall of air: he will 
rejoice in his boy ; but the biiie-eii’ed Mora spreads the 
feast for her son in Morveii. She listens to the steps 
of the hunter on the heath, and thinks it is the tread 
of Calmar. Let him not say, * Calmar has fallen by 
the Steel of 1x>chlin : he died with gloomy Orla, the 
chief of the dark brow.’ Why should tears dim the 
azure eye of Mora } Vi hy shonld her voice curse Orla, 
the destroyer of Calmar? Live, Calmarl Ij^vc to raise 
my stone of moss; live to revenge me in the blood 
of X^ochlio. ^oin the so^ng of bards' above my grave. 
Sweet will bethe song ofdeaxbto OrlS, from the voice 
of Cniinar. My ghost shall toiile on the notes of 
praise.” “ Orla,” said the son of Mora, “ could I 
raise the song of- death to my friend? Could I give 
his fame to the winds ? No, my heart would speak in 
sighs: faint and broken are the sounds of sorrow. 
Orla! our souls shall hear the song together. One 
cloud shall be ours on high : the bards w ill mingle the 
names of Orla and Calmar,” 

They quit the circle of the chien. Tlieir steps are 
to the host of Lochlin. The dying blaze of oak dim 
twinkles throu^ the night. The northern star points 
the path to Tura. Swaran, the king, rests on his 
lonely hill. Here the troops are mixed : they frown in 
sleep; their sideldsbcneath their heads. Their swords 
gleam at distance in heaps. Tlie fires are faint ; their 
embers fail in smoke. Allisbushed; but the gale sighs 
on the rocks almVe. Lightly wheel the heroes through 
the shimbering;iiand. Half the journey is past, when 
Mathon, restiofbn his shield, meets the eye of Orla. 
It rolls in flaw, anfl glistens through the shade. His 


spear is raised on high. Why dost tlioa bend thy 
brow, chief of OiUiona?” Mid fair-hatred Calmar: 
* ^ we are in the midst of foes, it this a time for delay ? 

It is a timefoc vengeance,” said Orja of the gloomy 
brow’. Mathon of Lochlin sleeps : seest thou bis 
spear ? Its point is dim with the gore of ray father. 
The blood of Mathon shall reek on mine; but shall 
1 slay him sleeping, son of Mura ? No! he shall feel 
his wound : my fame shall not soar on the blood of 
slumber. Rise, Mathon, rise! The eon of Connal 
calls ; thy life is his; rise to combat.” Mathon starts 
from sleep; but did he rise alone? No ; the gathering 
chiefs bound on tlic plain. ** Fly ! Calmar, fly! ” said 
dark-haired Orla. Mathon is mine. 1 Ibail die in 
joy: but Lochlin crowds around. Fly' trough the 
shade of night.” Orla turns. The' helm of Matlnm 
is cleA; his sliicld fhlls from his arm : he shudders in 
Ills blood. lie rolls by the side of the blazing oak. 
Strumon sees him fall : his wj’ath rises : his w*eapon 
glitters on tlie heaiTof Orla : but a spear pierced^bis 
eye. His brain gushes through the w’ound, and foams 
on Che spear of Calmar. As roll the waves of tiie 
Ocean on two mighty barks of the north, iN^pour the 
men of Lochlin on the chiefs. As, breaking the surge 
in foam, proudly steer the barks of the north, so rise 
thechiefsof Morven on the scatleredcrestsof Lochlin. 
The din of anus came to the ear of Fingaf. He strikes 
hjs shield ; his sons throng around ; the people pour 
along the heath. Ryno bounds in joy. Ossian stalk.s 
in his arms. Oscar ^|)pkcs the spear. The eagle wing 
of Fillan floats on th^ ind. Preadful is the clang of 
death! many are the widows of Lochlin I Morven 
prevails in Its strength. * 

Morn glimmers on the hills : no living foe is seen; 
but tiu- sleeper.^ are nuiiy; grim they lie on Erin. 
The bree/o of oce.'m lifts tlveir locks; yet tliey do not 
aw.ikf. The Imwks scream above their prey. 

t\ hoM? yellow locks wove o'er the breast of a chief? 
Bright as the gold of the stranger, they mingle with 
the dark hair of his friciid. ' T is Calmar : he lies on 
the bosom of Orla. I'lioirs is ouc stream of blood. 
Fierce is the look of the gloomy Orla. He breathes 
not; but his eye is still a flame. It glares iu death 
unclosed. His liand is grasped in Calinar’s: but Cal- 
mar lives! be lives, though low, Rise,” said the 
king, rise, son of Mora : 't is mine to heal the 
wounds of heroes. Cahnar may yet bound on the 
hills of Morven.'* 

** Never more sliall Calmar chase the deer of Morven 
with Orla,” said the hero. Wliat were tlie cliase 
to me alone? Who would sliare tlic spoils of battle 
with Calmar? Orla is at rest ! Rough was thy soul, 
Orla ! yet soft to me as the dew of morn. It glared 
on others in lightning : to me a silver beam of night. 
Bear my sword to blue-eyed Mora; let it hang in luy 
empty^iall.,lt is not pure from blood : but it could 
not save Orla. Lay me with my friend. Raise the 
song when I- ant dark ! ” 

They are laid by the stream of Lubar. Four gray 
stones mark tlie dwelling of Orla and Calmar. When 
Swaran was bound, our sails rose ou the blue waves. 
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' HOCBS OF idleness; 




The winds ^are our barks to Morrea;->-Uie bards 
raised Ihf Song. 

“"What form rises on the roarofrJoods?-^ hoiy'^ 
dori ghost gieaiiw on the red slreamB of teinpestsJ ^ 
His voieerolls on tile thunder. 'T is Oria, the brown 
cliief of Oitbooa. He, was untnatrhed in war. Paoce 
to thy. soul, .Orlal thy fame will not, perish. .Nor 
thine, Cahnar! LoTely wast thou, son of 'blue^yed 
Mora ; but not harmless was thy sword. It'hdngs tQ 
thy care. The ghosts of Lochlin shriek around Its 
steel. Hear Uiy praise, CalinarT It dwells on the 
voice of the nilgirty. Thy name shakes oh the edioes 
ofMorven. 'flien raise thy fair looks, son of Mori. 
Spread them on the airh of the rainbow ; and smile 
through the tears of the storm.**',. > "f 


L’AUim EST L'AWOt n SANS AILCS.* 

[wBTTTni Atctiim, <|M.] 

ttliy should my anxious breast repine 
.Because my youth is fled ? . " * 

Days of deliglit ni^ still be' mine ; ' 

ACfeetion is nolkad. • 

Jn tracing bock tli^years of youth, • 

One' firm record, one lasting trnth, 

^ Celestial consolation brings; 

Bear it, ye brwzes, to the Swt, t 
W here first my heart responsirr beat^— 

“ Friendship IS Love without his wings!” 

Through few, but deeply chequer’d years, 
What moments have been mine ! 

Now half obscured by cloOds of tears, . 

Now bright in rays divine. 

Howe’er my future doom be cast, 

My soul, enraptured with Hie past, 

To one idea fondly clings : 

Friendship! that thought is all thine own., 
Worth worlds of bliss, tliat thought alone-r-. 

• “ Friendship is Love without bis wiqgs ! ” 

Where yonder yew-trees lighdy wave • 

Their branches on -the gale, 

Unheeded heaves a simple grave, 

Which tells the common tale; 

Round this, uncooscious schoolboys stray; 
Tin tile dull knel.l of childish play '' 

From yonder studious mansion rklgs ; • . 

But here wbene’er my footsteps move,' 

My silent teys loo.^ainly prove,. 

“ Friendship iVlive wi,thout his wings !’* 
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* Oh Love! before thy glowing shrirte *• 

My early vows were paid,* j 

Myopes, my dreams, ray heart was tliihe. 
But these are now decoy’d ; 

For tiiine are pinions like Uie w ind, 

No trace of th^ remains behind,. 

Rxoept, alas! thy jealous stings.' 

Aw ay, away I delusive phwer« 

Tliou 'shall not haunt my coming honr;— . 

^ Unless, indeed,' without thy w ings. , 

Scat ofmj'vopth?* thy distent spire“ ' * 
Recalls each scene of joy ; 

My l)osom glow s w ith former li];ef 
In mind again a boy. 

Tliy grove of elms, thy verdilnthill,- 
Thy everytjfcrth delights o>e s <iir^ 

Each llowera double fragrance ilings; ' •“* 
^■bin, as once, in converse ga^. 

Each dear associate seems to say, 
m.: “ Friendship is Love without hU wings 
^ . * 

My LycusH wherefore dost tliotrweep? 

Thy falling tears restrain; 

Affection for a time may sleep. 

But, oh, ’t will wake again. f 
‘Think, think, my friqg^, wlien nett we meet, 
Our long-wish'd inteljfiew, bow sweet! ’ 
From this my hope oft*aptiire springs : 
While youthful hdarts thus fondly sw^, • - 
Absenc^ my friend, can onlydell, . 
/‘Friendship is Love without his wings!** 

In and one alone deceived, 

Did I my error mourn ? 

No— from oppressive bonds relieved, 

I left the wretch to scorn. 

. I turn’tFto those my childhood knew, 

With feelings warm, with bosoms true,' 

Tw ined with ray heart’s according strings; 
And till those vital chords shall break, ’■ 
For none but these my breast shall wake 
^Friend^ip, the power deprived of wings! 

Ye fetf ! piy soul, inv life is yours, 

Mjr memory and my hope ; \ 

Your worth a iasting*love ensures, 

-Unfetter’d in. its scope. 

From smooth deceit and terror sprung, 

With ^spect fair aud honey'd tongue, . 

Let' Adulation wait on kings; . -dNy 
" With joy elate, by snares, beset, ■ 


•"l Irar late ediiion luV cnmplctelr oTciihrown every 

hope that UaepUcr^'t (Man nil|di^ krove the tramlAiiMi of a 
•erie* of pocmi complete Ip them^i-a: but, while the impo»tnni.' 
to dtocoverrd. tlie raerli of the work jmiiinv untUafimet). Jltnuith 
DotwIlbOQt laalU-.particalariy,^iD.<iume part*, 
batlie die(ioB.—l1ie present humble ImiUUon will bcpanlonnl 
by Ibe adratren of the priglDat ai an atti*otpt, however interior, 
which evinces an attachment to their favourite author. 

• Sec fnilr, p. SS. note. We Iruert ihii (lupra here* on account 
of the (late of its composiUon.- It wb not. however, InciiKled in 
Uk puUlcatlbn of 4l07f^iL 


■ JHarrow.' ' . . _ • 

■“■ji Thc iflW of riare.— E. 

' s'.ihe young poet had r(>cenUy recHied from Lord Clart, an 
epwre contaiotoig ibis pasMito I think by your last lelterihal 
you are ve^ much pbpird wlih mo*l of your friefids ; and. If I am 
bot much mistaken, a Uitle so wUb me. In one part yon uy. 
‘ Uu're U link or np doubt a few years, or mnolhi. will render us 
as poliicly iiMh/ferenl to rath other, as IT we had new ttassed a 
porUoo Of our Umc together : * indeed. Byron, yuu wroni; me ; and 
I have no doubt— si least I hope— you wrong yourself.”— B-. 
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BYRON.'S WORKS. 


We» friend*, can ne’er /orget 

** Frieiidaliiji is Love without lii&wing4P 
Piriions and dreams inspire the bard • 
WIk> roiis the epic song ; 

Friendship and Truth be my reward— 

. To me no bays belong. 

If bureird Fame but dwells with fics, 

Me the encliantress ever flics, 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings: 
Simple'ond young, I d&re npt feign ; 

Mine be the rude yet heartfelt strain, 

“ Friendriiip is Love without his wings!” • 


I 


TIl^RiiSB OF N*TDRB.> 

»Rnim t*. tM.y 

Father of great God of HeavCn ! 

.Hear’st thou the nocents of despair? 

Can guilt like man's be e’er forgiven ? 

^in vice atone for crimes by prayer? 

Father of light, on thee 1 call 1 
Thou see’st my soul is dark within; 

Thou, who canst mark the sparrow’s fall, 
Avert from me‘the dealli of sin. 

No shrine I seek, to se^ unkno^iT ; 

Oh point to me tli^ {lad) of trutli ! 

Thy dread oumipidterm T own; 

Spare, yet amend, the faulisof youth. . 

Let bigots rear »gibomy fane, . . 

Let superstition liai) the pile; . ; 

I.et priests, to spread Uieir sable reign,jp| 
AVith tales of mystic eights beguile. 

Shall -man confine his Maker’s sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone ? 

Thy temple is tlie face of day; b 
F.arth, ocean, heaven thy twundless throne. 
Shall man condenui his race to bell, 

Unless they bend in pmn|>ous form ? 

Tell us that all, for one w ho fell. 

Must perish in the mingling storm t ^ 
Shall each pretend yo read) the skies,. 

Yet doom his brother to expire, 

Whose soul a different hope suppites, 
Ordoctrinee less severe inspire? 

Shall these, by creeds they can’t expound, 
Pceoftea fanded bliss or woe? 


# 
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Shall reptiles, groveling dn dKJ.grcmnd, ' • * 
Their great Creator’s purpose know? .» . . 
Shall those, who live for self alone, . , 

Whose years float on ill daily crime— 

Shall they by Failli for guilt atone. 

And live beyond the bound»of tiine^ • 

'Father I no prqihct’s laws 1 seek,— 

77ly laws in Na^ture’s works appear; — 

I own myself corrupt and weak, 

Yet w ill I pray, for llwu will hear! . 

TIhki, wiio canst guide the w nndering star 
Through tnickle.ss realms of aiUier's space ; 

Tt ho caim’st the elemental war, , 

Who.s^and from pole to pole I trace 

Tliou,'w ho in w isdom pia^ me here, ' 

Who, w iJtn thou wilt, canst take me hence, 
Ah! whilst I tread this caidhiy spliere, 
Exlcnd,to me IM* wide defence. 

T.o Tliee; my God, to thee I call ! 

Wlialex*er w'cal or. woe lietide, ' 

By thy conmiand I rise or f^ ■ ’ 

In thy protection J coiilun. ' • 

If, w hen this-dust to dust *s restored, * ' 
My soul shall float on airy w uig, 

How shaM thy glorious name adored 
Inspire lier feeble voice to sing!. 

Rnt, if this fleeting spirit share 
W ith clay tlie grave's eternal bed. 

While life yrt throbs I raiw ray prayer, 

Thougli doom'd nomdre to quit the dead. 

To Thee I breathe ;ny humble strain. 

' Grateful for all thy mercy past, 

And hope, my God, to thee again 
This erring life may fly at last. 


TO RDWAKD NOKI. tOIVO, ESQ> 

Dear Long, in* this sequester'd scene, 
WhHe all around in plumber lie. 

The joyous days which ours hare been 
Come rolling fresii on Fancy's eye; 
Thuswf amidst thf^athering storm. 
While ^louds the darkenM noon deform, 
Ydn heaven assumes a x*arled glow, 

1 hail Uie sky’s celestial J^w, 

— ■ • — — 


' It k (Orecull to QpR)«eliirc t»r what reswm.— but Ute*r «UnzM 
were out iaduded to the pubileatbm gl 1807 ; ibuuRh km br- 
feiute td place tiirm hictier than aujr iliiog sitm in ibii vaitune. 

W'rittcn wbeo the author was out nluetcen je»n of tqiC, One rtf- 
markaUc pucm abowa,*' ujrs Uourr. *‘how eariy the Urug];lc 
between natural pieljr and doubi brgAB Ifl hU mind.** tnrentUu;; 
lh« cdirbratcdcrUiiiue of tl»e Edinburjeb ftrvlcw mi the ** tlour)i of 
IcUennu.** lbs fact that the Tohnuc did iiot InrJuite UiJI Prayer of 
.Nature ousbl to be ko|>l in mtoU.->g. 

• Tbe poet appears in hare had in bb mfod obe of Mr. ikMifbers i 
juvooUe ptceca, bcglnnios.— | 

f *'6«. tiMML SBMIiM bMarefprSfsr. 

IWtb«YnMKflt&<h«rnrfpilr.''-e. I 


I rilii young ^Uemao', who was wIiH Lord Byron. boUi at liar* 
raw and Cambridge, afleCwa^s entered tbe Guanl*. and arnrM 
with dbUnclioa In ibc rapcdlUoo to CopothaKNi. lie was 
druwnffi fwriy in tS09, when on hU' w^ tojolq tbe array In the 
PeolnauU ; the tractspurl In which lie sailed brlnx run bml of fa 
bie night fiy'auuthcr of fhl* ijMivoy. father .”u>s Lord 

Byroad* wraie tu me. to write his $m'$ (^Upb- i pruinlsnl-> 
bull hadliot Ihu Iteart to complete IL lie iku such a good, 
an^ublc bring as rarely remains Iona in thk world; with' Uirat 
and arcomplbbfurnts, tuO, to msLe fiim the n»ore regretted.'* 
OSary. 




|)OCI(S OK IDLENESS. 




Which «pread!i ihe sisif of future peace, 
And bids the wAr of teni^ts cme. 

Ah f thoDj^h die present brinies but pain, 

1 think those days may come ap^in ; 
^^rif, iamelaiidiuly mood, 

^me lurking envious fear intrude. 

To cKwk my bosom ''s fondest thought, 

And interrupt the golden dream, 

I crush the fiend with rnalioe fraught. 

And still indulge my wonted theme. 
AJtbougli we ne’er ag|^|^n trace; 

In Granta’s vale, mm ant’s lore ; 

Mor tbrougii the grotlh*bf Ida chase 
Our raptured visions as before; • 

Though Youth has Down on rosy'pinioi^ 
And Manhood claims h^s stern dominion^- 
Age will not every hope destroy, 

But yield Some hoitrs of sober joy. 

Yes, Twill ho|>e that Time’s broad wing 
Will shed around soind dews of spring: 

But if bis scytlie must sw eep. Che Bow ers 
Which bloom among Uie foirV liowefs, 

W here soiiling Youtli delights to dwell, 
And hearts w ith early rapture-kwcll ; 

If frowmiig Age, with cold control. 
Confines Uie current of tlic soul. 

Congeals the tear bf Pity’s eye. 

Or <^ecks the sympatlietic sigh. 

Or hears unmoved misfortune’s groan, 

And bids me feel for self alone; 

Oh ( may my bosom never learn • ' • 

To soothe its wonted heedless flow ; ^ . 
Still, stfll despise tite censor stern, * ■ 
But ne’er forget another’s woe. > 

Yes, as you knew me in the days • 

,0’cr which Aemrmbranoe yet delays. 

Still may I rove, untutor’d, wild. 

And even in age at lieart a child. ^ . 

' . - w 

Though now* on airt visions borne, . • 

To you my soul is still the same ^ 

Oft has'it b^n mV fate to mourn, 

And all my former joys are lame. 

But, hence! y« hours of sable hue! 

Your frowns are gone, my sorrows o'er : 
By every bliss my childhood knew', 
ni think upon your shade no more. 
Thus, when the w hirlwind's rage is past, 
And caves their sullen roar enclose. 

We heed no. more the wintry blast, 

When lull’d by Zepliyr to repose. 

Full often has my infant muse 
.Attuned tb loVf her languid lyce;^ 

But DOW, wiUiout a theme Cp ctfoose, 


\ 


, Tlie strains in stoleii ligbi expire. * 

My you thful nymplis, abs ! are flown ; . 

is b v^ife, and C— — a mollier. 

And Carolina sighs alone. 

And Mary's gtvon to another; • ’ 
And Cora’s eye, w hicli roll’d on me,' 

* Can now' no rnore my love recalt: 

In truth, dear Long, ’t was time to flee; * 
ForCojv’seyewillshiueoiiaH. , 

And tliough the sun. With genial rays, >' 

His beams alike to all di.splays^ . 

And ever) lady’s eve 's aniH, 

Ttiese last should be confined to one. 
the soul's meridian don’t Wcome her, 
W'liose sun displays a general summei ' 

Thus faint is every former (lame. 

And passion^ self is how a name. 

Ao, w bm the ebbing flames are low, * 

Tile aid w bich once improved their H^t, 

^ And l>ade them bum with lietcerglow, 

«'‘ll Ibeir sparks in night t 
TliutQfc it Inwu with passion’s fires. 

As* many a boy and girl remembers, ' 
WLilean the force, of love cx|ures, 

' Rxtinguisird With the dying embers. 

Rut now, dear Long, *t is midnight’s noon, 

• And clouds obscure the watery moon, 

■* WImjSc ‘ beauties l.shaR not rehearse, 
ItcKribed in every sUiplingta verse; ^ 

For w hy slipuld ! the path go p’er, •,« * 
Wflich every bard has tr<^ before? 

Yet ere ypn silver lamp of night 
lias thrice perform’d i\pr stated round^. 
Has thrice retraced her path of light, W 
And chased kway the gloom profound, * 

I trust that w e, my gentle friend, 

Shall see her rolling orbit wend . 
Above the dear*loved pearefol seal * 

WTiich once contain’d our Vontli’s retreat ; * 
Audthen.wiUi those our diiliJhoodkncw, 

W> 'll mingle in the fesiivecrew; 

While many a Uie of former day 
Shall wingtlielaUgltinglioursaway; . 

And all the flow of souls sliall pour 
llie sacred intellec|ual show'er, 

Nor cease till Lull's waning Imrn 
Scarce glimmeritiirough ilte mist of mtiru. 


TO A LADT.« 


Oh! had my 
As once thi 
TheA^^lliee 
For then mr 



(.with thine, 
.jcy a token, 
t)ben mine, 
not been brokeyi^ 


* The two ftieDds ware 6oi]i pmiansiffy eiUcbvd to lleniDW ; 
SDd Mnetirace nude nonWiHM thrther logeiber, <u revive their 
•dioolliDjr reoullecttooi.>*n. 

• Mm. Mufttm. 

> "Our uiiiOR would have heated (cuds ia which Woml hod been 


» V , « . 

•tied by our fsthen-^t would have jolDid^iidA broad and rich— 
it would h«ie Joined at lca«t beart and, two penom aoi 01 
malched in yeais (the ta two yean my eMef),aiMl— tod— «nd-HrAnt 
bai been the rraull V'-p'Olary. 1*31 . 
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1‘0 (hee these early ftuUs 1 owe, 

* /'ro H»ee, the" wise and old reproving:' 

Tii'er know my sins, but do no( know 
*T Was thineto break the bonds of ionng. 
on£e jny ^ul, Hke tliine,'wras pure, 

' .,And an its r^ipg Hres coul4 smother; 
but sow thy vows no more endure. 

Bestow'd by thee ui>on anotlier. 

Perhat>9 his pe-aee I could destroy. 

And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my riv^l siinlein joy, — 

For ttiy dear sake I cannot hafe him. 

Ahl since tby angel form is gone. 

My heart no iimreean rctst with any; 

But w iiat it sought in thee alone^. 

Attepipts, alas t to flhd in many. 

Then fare fitce weB, deceftful maid I 
'T W ere vain aud frailless to regret thee ; 

^or Hope, nor Meiiior) yield their aid, . 

But Pride may teacKme to forget 
Yet all Ums giddy waste of years, 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures; 

'rhese varied loVeS, these matron’s fears, 
Tliesethoughtlessslraius to passion’s measures — 
If thou wert mine, had oil been hush’d 
This ciieek, tiow pale from early rud,' 

With passion's he<?(ic ne’er had Hiislid, 

But blbouTd in calm domestic quiet. ' 

Yes, oiiee Uie rural scene was sweet. 

For Nature Seem'd to smile before thee;* 
Ant^ovc my breast ^bhorr’d deceit;— . 

Fot ilicn it beat but to adore thee. 

but now- 1 seek for . otlier joys : 

To Uiiok, would drive my soul to madness ; 

In thoughHess throngs and einpty noise, 

1 conquer lialf my bosom’s sadness* 

Yet, even in these a Uiouglil w iU’steal,. 

In splteof every vain endeavour,— 

And fiends miglit pity what 1 feel,- 
To know that tltou art lost for ever. 


I VV(M;LU 1 WEJi£ A C\nElXS5 CHiLU. 
I would I were a careless chiW, ’ 
Stilt dwellingfit my Highland cave. 

Or roaming tlirough the dusky wild,' 

Or bounding q’er the dark blue wave; 


The cumbrous pom|i df Saxon • pride 
Accords not. with 4 he freel>o;:n soul, 

W hicii loves the mountain’s craggy side, 

And seeks the rocks w lwre Billows roll. 

Fortune ! take back these cultured lands, - ^ 
Take back this naoK of splendid sound 1 
1 hale tlie loue^Lof ser\lle hands, . 

I Irate ihe-slavfs Ui&t cringe around. 

Place me along the rocks I love, V 
AVhieh sound to Oce^q’s wildest roar; 

I ask but this— agaiatojqvc 
Through scenes li^ youth liatli known before. 

Few are ray years, and yet I feel ' 

. Tlie world was ne’er desigii*d for me: 

Ah! why do dark'uing sirades conceal 
t 1'hc liour when man must cease to be? 

Oncf . I beheld a Splendid dream, 

A viskniary scene of bliss : 

Truth! — wlwreforc did ih^ haled beam ' *. * 

' Awake me to a/world like th^ ? . 

I lluved— but those 1 loved are-’gohe; ' ‘ 

j Had friends — my early frlimds are fled : 

How rbeerless/eefs the heart alone, 
i ^Vhen nil its former hopes dre de^d! . 

1 . Though gay companions, o’er the bowl, 

DiSliel awl^lc the sense qf ill; , 

Thongh pleasure stirs tlie maddening' souk, 

The heart— Hie heart— is lonely still.* 

How dull I to hear the voice of those 
>Vhom rank or cliance, whom wolth or power, 
H^ve made, tlioiigh neither friends n6r foes, 
Associates of the festive bpur. 

Give me again ;r (billiful few,«r 
In years and feelings still the same. 

And I win fly the midnighj crew, 

W here, boist’rous joy is but a name. 

And woman, lovely woman! Ihon, 

My hoM| my comforter, my all! * •• • 

How cold mus.t be my bosom now^ 

.When e'en thy smiles begin to pall! ‘ 
Without a sigh would I resign - 
This busy scene of splendid i^e, • « 

To make that calm contcntuienl|kine, ; 

Which virtue knows, or.sc^isto know. 

Fain would 1 fly the. haunts of men — 

1 seek to slmn, not bate mankind; 

My ^reast requires the sCillcn glen, ’ ^ ^ 

Whose gjboih may suit'.a darken’d mind. 


> *‘Our mcHloci.*’ nr* i^orqBj rcw hi llK** were Aoten com. 
aqil a Rale ieadnis trom ytr. to 0^ ot mjr 

mothrr wa* Ihe |>tace ol pur lufqfrlBItf arUowr aH 

on my Ud#. I waa leHMi; *he »tie liked ^ a* a 

yemuRer tifllhar. and Imted and laogh^ at Q)e jv a alia, 
however. RV'b "w. her plciure. and (hat wit tomeUiioR to make ' 
TeraeaaV<m. Had I marvied her,perhjpa Ibewhote.lettourormy ^ 
lilewoiiIU have been dUJertni.*'— 

V Saneoach, or Saxon, a Gaelic word, tisnl^iOR Htber Lowland 
or RnRiUh. 

1 Ttie iroaRUuilon all cbmpact," v^h the grealeil poet who 


ever Uved bai ^Rned as IhediaUnRahhIoR badge of hia. brethren, 
is in evert case' a dzaRproos Rif). It exaRfemles.* indeed,. ear ex-. 
pectaliOTM, and ^oOeol)id its powtes*or hot>e< where ho|» is lost 
tofoasoni blit Ihe delusive pleasure arltinR fr^im these vtdtm* of 
^maRlnatluti reaembles UiMof a'ditkl.^whueenuUceis attracted By 
a frsRmeot of rUi| to wMcb a aun-beam . h.Vs Riven momentary 
BpieodoOr. He hasten^ In Uie spot with hrdaihlesa Impatience, ami 
tinih Ihe ol^eot of hu qurkwily and ex|ibebUoa Is eifuatiy vulnr 
and worihUia. Sticb it ttie roan of Rutek and txaltod {Hi^en of 
IraaRinattod. Ills fancy over-eqimates the object of hito wMies. 
and pieaanre, fbinc, disUncUoo, aro attmuiely pursued, attained, 


r 


nOUKS’OF IDLEI^ESS. 


4»> 


Oh I that tome the wings were ^ 

W’ltich bear theturlle to her nest! « 
Then would I clwive the vault of heaven. 
To -flee away, and be at rest,’- 


1^'hen 1 rovtfifeu 

AndcIrmmu^'S 
To gaze on tm ton 


WHEN 1 ROVED A YOUNG ilIGIILA>DER^ 

bung Highlander o’eMhe dark heath, 
1^' steep summit , oh Morven df show 1 « 
) gaze on tniT torrent that thunder'd brneatli, 

Or the mist of UiO tempest tliat gather'd below,* 
Untutor'd by science, a stranger to fear, , 

And rude as the rocks where my inthney grew, 

No feeling, save one, (o my bosom wot dear; 

Need 1 say, my sweet Mary, * 't was oenlred in you ? 

Yet it could not be love, for I knew not the name,>— 
What passion con d^ll ia the he^rt of a child? 

But still 1 perceive an emotion the same 
As I felt, when a boy, on the crag-cover’d wild : 
One Image alone on my bosom impress'd, 

1 loved my bleak regions, nor pouted for new ; 

And few were piy wants, for my wishes' were bless'd ; 
And pure w eremy thoughts, formy sool was with you. 

I arose with the dawn ; with my dog’ as my guide, 
From tiiountain to nuHmtaio I hounded along; 

1 breasted thC billq.ws of Dce's ' rushing tide, 

And hehrd at a distance the Higlildllder's song : 

At eve, on my heath;eover’a couch of repose, . 

No dreams, save Of Mary, were spread to my view : 
And warm So the skies my devotions arose, 

For the first of my pik ers was a blessing on you. 


I left my bleak home, and my visions are gone ; 

The mountains are vanish’d, mv youth is no more , 
As the last of my race, 1 must w Itlier alone. 

And delight but in days 1 liave witness'd before ; 
Ah !. splendour has raiked, but embitter'd my lot; 

MoVe dear were the scenes which my infancy knew : 
Though my^opes may have fail'd, yet they are not forgot; 
Though cold is my heart, still it lingers with you. 

tVhen 1 see some dark hill point its crest to tlie sky, 
1 think of the rocks that oershadow Colbleen ;* * 
^Vlien I see the'soft blue of a loVe-speakirig eye, 

1 think of those eyes that endear'd the rudesc^; 
When, haply, some light- waving locks 1 behold, 

Tliat faintly resemble my Mary’s in hue, 

I think on tbe long flow ing ringlets of gold. 

The locks that w^re sacred to beauty, and you. 

Yetthedaymayarrivewhen the inountains once more 
Shall rise mantles snow : 7 

But while th^eTlidbr akacs uA u[ichange<l as before. 
Will Marr^thcn* to Bgvb me"? — ah no ! 

Adieu, tl»en,'yeTti|ls, whsf^iy eiiMdliood was bred! 

. Thou sweet-flow to thy waters adieu ! 

No home in tbe forest shall shelter my liead,^ 

Ah t Mary, what home could be mine but with you ? 


• TO’GEOBGE, EARL UELAWARR. > • 

Oh ! yes, I will own weweredear to each otl»er : 

The friendshipS<^cliT1dbood,thoUjgh fleeting are true; 
*rhe love which you felt was the Im-c of a brother, 

Nor less the ^fectijn 1 cheri^’d for you. 


«od itfspiwil w hrti in h» po*<r. Like ihecacbaoletltniUlnilic 
(Mltoe qC a fOrcemylbe «4 iJpcU of his admiraUiin lose'thrir at- 
IraetkM aad ? alue a4 tooo at U>e7 are luwsped by tbe adveDtorer t 
haitd, aod all that reniiiiat it rey wS for Uw Hmc (oil Ui llte cba«e, 
aa<l atfooiihinent at the ImUIucIiuUuo liiidrr which it Wm uiulrr- 
Ukea Ybe disproportion between hope and pusteuion. which 
h Mt b)r all men. k thus 'doubled io them whom nature hat en- 
dowed with 'the power of Alkiloit a difiani priW|i«ct by the rays 
(rf ifotcioadon. These cMlccthmt. thouitb trilc and obrluitt, are 
to a WQiier forded from ui by the poetry of Lord Byron, ~by Um 
teullmmisof wearioetsof Ufa and ciunily with .w6rld which 
ihry aofrrquenlty etpreu.-^ml by the singular analogy which 
wchtenUmmUhuldwllbweil-knovD Incideolt uMihlUe.— Sii 
" *ma scorr. 

' '*and I said, ms! tfuil I hod wingt like a dove; foe then wonld 
Ifly tway. and be at reM ctaint Iv. d. Ihit verse Alto couii- 
Intrs a part of the moA beanlttul anltieni-tn our language. 

* Morren, a (ofly mounialn in Al^rJreutliirc. • n*' Gortnal of 
VT*.** b an caprr Ml oa frectuenlly tA ^ found In Ostlan. 

*Thb Will not api«ar> eitraordinary to those who have been 
^hcottomed io the mounlafot. It te by no meant uncommon, on 
attaiaiog the lop of Beo-e-vit. BcB-y-board. etc. to poceiTe. be- 
twren flie.Mtnmit and ibe'vaUry, eioutlt ponring down iWn. and 
oc r ad nn iUyaccoapaofeil by UxhiniDg. whUelhd t|)ecttfoiSilecally 
lockt down upon Ibt^aiurm, perfectly tecure from lb efheU. 

* Io Lord Byruo't pCtry ^ ftlS, be myt. “ I bate bcea Ibloh- 
^ bie(y a go^ deal of Mary Duff. How very otkk that 1 shoold 

brea to utierly, devoledirfoodof that gU, at an age when 1 
cesdd ntIUter feel paokm, nor know ilie Aeaning of the word, 
ted the effort ! My snhtber nted alwayt to rally meebout ihb 
cwMhh amour ; and. at Ust.nuiiy yaart after, wbdn I watdlteen. 
I^ t^aeooedays ‘Oht Byro^ I bare hada ktterfrom Edin- [ 
from Mias Ahcecromhy. and your old tweeihepri, Mary [ 
•^0, b married lo a Mr. Oockbani.* f Robert CdcLbum. Esq. W ! 


Edioburgh.] And what was iny answer f I really canool^iplain 
or account for my foellngi at that moment; liul Ihry nearly threw 
me into cooTuMont— to the horror of my tnolher. and the asto- 
nUhmriit of every body. And it b | t^^niKneBoo io my rstv- 
Vnceifor 1 was not eight years oltT, whtch has purtled. and Will 
puule me to the latett hour of It.”— Again, Ip January. ISIS, a 
lew dayi after las mairiogc, in.a letter to hit fihnaJ Capialn Hay, 
the port thus sfieaksof bb dilklialt attadimeoi Pray tell me 
more— or as much at ydb like, of your cootid H^. - 1 hellcre I 
told you unr story, some yean ago. 1 was twenly-sevi'na ti-w 
days ago, aod Ihavouever teen her since we were children, and 
young Children tuo^ bot I never forget her. nor ever can. You 
wifi oblige ine with presenting her with mybi'ti' re<|)ecL4, and all 
good wishes. It may seem ridicutous— b«( It b at any rate, I 
hope, oflensive to her flor her t i n roelo |>reteQii lo recoUect 
ao}rbt^ abom her. at to early a i>erfod of imih dur'Hvet. almost, 
if not quite, in our iiurseriw:— but it was a pleasant dream, wfafdi 
the mutt pardon me for remrniberiog. It ilte pirlly still? I have 
ibe most perfect id^ of her person, at a chlMv but Time, 1 su|s> 
pete, has played the devil with us both:*’— B. 

* Tbe Dee b a beaDtifui rtver, which rbet jteXr Mar Lodg*. and 
tails loio the tea at New' Abcrde^ 

*CoU4eenba mountalBnear the verge of die lllghlamh, nollhr 
from (be hiiiw of De€ Caalk. 

7 lutheipriogiif IMT. on recovering frum a teverc lUnest^Lord 
Ryroo had project^ a visit to Scotland Tbe plan wu mt pn| 
into eaeeutfbn t b'ut hh Him adrerls lo it, tn a NKlcr dated in An-' 
gusff ibd addrefbed to hit fair 6nrr<poa^l of SouihweU >— ** On 
Sun^ I let off for Bie HlghUodt. •. A friend nf mine accompanlrt 
me 10 qiy carriage to Edlnbnrglp There wc tLall leave iL and 
proceed tn a taadrm tbrungb tbe.weslcni partsto Inverary, where 
we stnll purchase siirliiet, to enable m to v lew placet InatceisiMv 
U» vehicular eonTeyaocst. Or (hr coast we shall hire a vrsed^ 
and Visit the mcRt remarkable of ihe flebrklc*, and. If we have 







40 < BTRO^’S 

Hut FrifndsUip ran vary ber genU« doniHiiOfi ; 

The attuclimrnt of years io a moment expires 
Like Love, tQOi she iimveson a swift-waving pinion, 
But glows not, like Love, with uii()uendiai)le Hres. 
Full ofthave we wander’d tkt'ough Ida together^.^ 

And blest were the stones of our youth, i allow : 

1q Rie spring of our life, how serene is the weather! 

But winter's rude tempests are.gathering now. 
NomorewitlrailecUon shall memory blending, 

The wonted ddigbts of our childhood retrace : 
When pride steels the bosom, fhe heart is unbending. 
And what would be justice appears a disgrace. 

However, dear Geofge, for 1 still must esteem you — 
The few whom I loveT can never upbraid— 

'fhe chance w hicb ha.s lost may in future redeem you, 
Repentance will cancel the vow you have'made. 

1 will not complain, and ^ll'd is aftectioo, 

With me no eorixH^g resentniii|il dl^afl live : 

My bosom Is caImM 1^ tb^iinple revictton, 

Tliat both may be vrrofl^nd thatbuAi should forgive. 

You kuew that my soUl^^tO^fSpnea my existence, ' 
If daugirr denuimled, were Vnolly your own; 

You knew me onalter'd by years or by distance, 
Devoted to love and to friendship alone. 

Yuu kne^,— bulaway wiUi theraib retrospection! 

' The bond of affection no looger endures; 

Too late you imiy droop p'cr'the fond recollection, 

And sigh for the friend who was fournierly yours. 
For the present, we part, — I will hope uot for ever; 

For time and regret will restore you at last : 

To forget our dissension we both should endeavour; 

I asK no atonement, but days like the past.' 


WORKS. 

My pensive memdry lingers o*er 
Tliose scenes, td be enjoy’d nb more, 

Tho% scenes regretted ever; * * 
The measure of our youth is full. 

Life's evening dream is dark and dull, 

/ And we iiiav meet — ah! never! 

• 

As when one parent spring sUp^lies^ 

^ Two staeams which from one fountain rise. 
Together join'd in vain; 

Uowr* soon, dherging from their source, 
Each, lunmiuring, seeks anotlier course, 
Till mipgied in the main! 

Our vital^treams of weal or woe. 

Though near, alas ! distinctly flow, 

Plor mingle as before 
>'ow sw Ift or .stow, now black or clear, 

Till death’s unfathoin'd gulf appear, 

And both sluill quit the shore. 

Our souls, my friend! which once supplied 
One wish, nor breathed a foought beside, 
"Now How in different channels : 

" Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

’T is yours to mix iii polish'd courts, • 
And shine in fashion’s annals; 

*T is min^o waste on love my time. 

Or vent my retries in rl\vme, 

. .Without the aid of reason; 

For sense and reason ( critics know it) ' 
Have quitted every amorous poet, 

. Nor left a thought to seize on. \ 

^ Poor Little! sweet, melodious bard! 

Of- late esteem'ditmonstrous hard ' 

That he, who Sung before all, — . 

Ue who the lore of lore expanded, — 

By dire reviewers should he branded 


‘to THE OP CLARK. 

, ^To*»np(V«R«rli 

sifomsor^M carl camltte m Mmoo." Tal. ftic. 

Friend of my youth! when v*oung we roved. 
Like striplings, mutually beloved, 

• With friendship’s purest glow, 

The bliss which wing’d those rosy. hours 
Was such as pleasure seldom showers 
On mortals here below. 

'Fhe recollection seems alone , , , ' 

Dearer than all the joys 1 ’ve known, 

When distanti'ar from you : ^ ■ 

-riu>ugh pain, ’I is still a pleasing pain. 

To trace those days and hours again, 

And sigh again, adieu ! 


As void ofwit and moral:*^ ^ , 

And yet, while Beauty's praise is thine, 
Uannonious favourite of the Nine t 
Repine not at thy lot.' 

Iby soothing lays may still be read, 

When Persecution’s arm is dead. 

And critics a|re forgot^ 

Still X must yield those worthies merit, 
,.Who chasten, w jRi unsparing spirit, 

Bad rliymes, and those who write tliem ; 
^ . And though myself may be the next 
By critic sarcasm to be vext, 

1 really yrill not light them.* 


time lad favoarablc wcalher. mein to sail as far u rceland,,only 
Ibrec itunJred miles fri>qt the norlltrm exlmnily.uf Calci|uBia, 
lO(ieqiat Mccla. I foeau to collect alilhc Eno naditioDs. 
etc. etcs aim! translate, or ea; ami *Uie subject lo flll a 'Volaqie, 
which may ai^icar i|i*it siting, uiMh^r llic dcAuailnatlmi «f * TVkr 
OigHhttd itatp,' or some Utle equally piclurrtquf. W hatwoold 
you say bi some ftanzas on MuuiH Hccia ?■ They would be written 
at least with fit r.”— E, 


< These stentas were written soon aller the appearance ot a se~ 
crtllifne, iri a fiurlhem review, ou a .new |)Oblicatinn of Ihn 
Bntuh Anacreon.— Edinburgh Rcvirw. July. 1807. ar^clr on 
“EpisUrs. OdpSr-imd uJlier Poelns. by Thoiuas Lillie, Es-]."— K.] 

A bard iliorresco referrm) dejlcd bU reviewer to mortal cook, 
bat. U itusesample becomes prevalent, otir pertodicat censors 
must be dipped hi Uic river Slyx t fur what else can secure them 
from Uw numerous Imsl of -Ihelr enraged aaaailaiHs? 


■ • Bigiftted by G» 'Ogk 
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Perhaps tbey would doffuile as well 
To break the. rtnielyMunding sliell 
Of sudi a young beginner. 

He W'ho offends at )>ert niiiet^Of 
Kre thirty may becoine, 1 ween, • • 

A very harden'd sinner. , 

Now, Clare, 1 must return to you \ 

And, sure, apologies are due: 

Accept, then, luy concession.* ' 

In truth, dear Clare, in fancy's Oight 
I soar along from left to riglit ; 

My muSe 'admires digression. 

I think 1 said 't would be your fate ' 
To add oite star to royal state ;•»* 

May regal smiles attend -you! 

• And should a noble nionarclr reign. 

You will not seek his sniilei in vain. 

If worth can recommend you. 

Yet since in danger courts aUviind, * « 

Where specious rivals glitter ronnd, *• * 
From snares may saints preserve you'. 

And grant your love or fri^dship ne’er 
From any (laim a kindred care. 

But those wJm) best deserve you I , 

Not fora mauMiit may you stray 
From truth’s secure, unerring 
May no delights decoy ! ' ' 

O’er' roses may your footsteps move, . 

Your smiles be eves smilesof love, * 

Your tears be tears of joy! 

Oh! if you wish that happiness 
Tom coming days and years may hleks, 

And virtues crown your l>row ; 

Be still AS you were wont to be. 

Spotless as you 've been known to me,— , 
Be still asyou are how.’ 

And thougii some trilling share of praise, 

To ehecr iny last deejining days. 

To me were doubly dear ; 

Whilst blessing your beloved name, 

1 ’d wave at once o poet's fame. 

To prove a prnphet here. 


With those who, scatter'd far, perchance deftlore,. 
Like me, the tiappy scenes they knew before : 

Oil ! as 1 trace again thy w ioding hill, 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores tlice still, 

Thou drooping Kim ! beneath whose boughs I lay, ^ 
And frequent mused the twiliglit hours away; 

Where, as Uiey ouce were wont, my Kmbs recline, 

But, ah ! without the thou^ts Mdtieh then were mine : 
How do thv branches, moaning to the blast, 

Invite tlie bosom to recall the past. 

And ^in to whisper, as they gently swell, 

**Take., whQe thouranst, a |iugcring, last farewell!" 

When fate shall chill, at length, ihrs fever’d breast. 
.And calm its cares and passioils Into rest. 

Oft liave i thougtU, *t would soothe inv dying hour,— 
If aught loay- soothe when life resigns her power, — 
to know some humbler grave, some narrow cell, 
AVould lu’de my bosom where It loved to dwell; 

With thisfonddream, uielhinks, ’t w ere swept to die — 
And here it [inger'd, lierc my heart might lie; 

Here might I sleep w herii all my hopes arose. 

Scene of my youth, and couch of iny repose ; 
Forever stretch'd b^enlii this mantling sliade, 
Press’diiy the turf wliereonce my childhood play’d; 
Wrapt by the soil that veils Hie spot I love<l. 

Mix'd with the eartii -o’er whidi my footsteps moved ; 
RIesI by Uie tongues tliat diarni’d my youthful ear, 
Mourn’d by tlie few my soul acknowMged here; 
Mepiored by those in early days allied, 

Ankl unrenicmber’d by the world beside. 

Wp<fi 6 i*fe> ivT 

fTbe "Lines written beneath an Elm art Harrow/' were 
ibe last in the liKle volume priiite<i at Ne«ark In tH07. Tbe 
trailer It irrerml tn .Mr. Moore's Aofirrs, far tariiHtk Inte- 
rrtling ;>aftlculars rrsperttiig thr impresdont pnKtuced on 
Lord Bsroh's mind b; the nHettraleil Critique of his Jute- 
oik perrortnamrs. put forth In the Kdiniiurgh Retiew,— a 
journal «hirh. at that time. possesM'd nearlt unditlded in> 
nueore and autborilv. The puel't diaries and letters aTTurd 
evtdence that, in kis latter da)s. he consltkred thU piece as 
the work pf Mr,(no* li>rd)BrOughaDi:biitou wlml grdumls 
he. had ronie tn that rondutiuii lie nowhere mentions. U 
fbnns. however, frdtai whatercr peft U may have proccedrtl. 
SO imiKiflini a link in l.«rd Byron's literary history, that 
we insert il at length.— I’.] 


USES WMTTB.N BENSATII Alt KLM IN THE CIirRCHTiltn 
or IIARBOW'.'* 

Spot of my youth ! whose hoary branches sigh, 

Swept by the breeze that fans thy cloudle^ sky ; 
''"^re now alone I muse, whd oft havotrod,* ' 
those I loved, thy so(V and verdant sod; 


ARTICLE FROU THE EDINBmr.H REVIEW, FOR 
JAltCARV, IKMt. 

Bant Of ibuinat aSsr^rt tT§n$i»U4. fy awry# 

L*ri a V/wr. Irw pp. aoo. ArrerS, 1 W. 

Itiepoeyjr ofthbyounglordbeLcmestolh^ classwhtrh ndiber 
gods nor loen are s^J 10 per^. lodeed. weddnullrcolkct to 
have seat a quantity uT verVMRUi vO kw (krlaiiuns in either dl- 
rectioo from tlut eiaqt sUndard. Ilk eltuskiiM arc spread over a 
dead daf, ami can no more get abovi below Ute level than if 
they were so much stagn^l walrr. As an eiirwualiott^ this of- 


* all I have ever kotmn. Clare has always hern Ibe lead al* 
Id every thine Irom Uie ricrllenl quatiilfs and kiod atkcUons 
'Drliatiadiftl me to himM) strongly at acbuul. I sliouhMunlly 
yeihmightil posKlbtrfor society for llie world, as it ti called 
® kite « tuinn with so HtUe of the Icasreo Of bad passions. 1 
Dot speak from personal eipcrkiife imly. but from all I have 
^cfbeahlof b.ni front others, during ahe^e and distance."— 
I*3i. 

*fhilonnRhb natural dauRbter. Alksra, in ApiHl IB22. Lord 


Byrbn sent her remains lobe buried al llacrmt. "where,** he says. 
IqA letter to Mr. .Hurray. " I once liofied to have laid iny OwA.'* 
** There is.” he add*, "a spot In Iherbureiliynrrf, near tlie footpath, 
on the brow of the hfll Inuking toward* Windsor, and a tomb 
tnnjcr a. brae tree (beanna thr name of Praebie. or Peachey , 
whrrrl used to slt*fnrhoqn andh<mrs when a hoy. This was 
myiavooritO'Spol: hut a»l wUb to erect a tablet to her meinorr. 
the iKldy bad beUer be deposed to the VAsirrA ■, and it was so 
•cconliiisty.— E. 


\ 


48 


BYRON S ^^VORl^S. 


fence, (be aoUe atHhi)r> pocuUmi^ fonf ani in pleading miDority. 
Wcbareit in the tiUe-f>age. and Do'Ihe rnj back of (be rofum > 
it (oUnwt t)is name like a fkniurtte part of ftb Mu^ kUtx 

b laid upon il ill (lietMrbce ; and Ihe ppema are connected wtih 
(hit general sUlement of hU ca«. by '|iarticular datea. Aibaian- 
Ub^g tbnage at wblch each wai wrillen. Kow, the lawxvpoa the 
pofol 'or4ninoritr we hold lu be 4 ierrectiy dear. It b a plea 
atallalile only to the ddrodanl ; no-plj«nlilT can oflrr it ae a vtijv 
ptemeiriaiTgroaiid of action. Thua, if any eaU'coal<| be brouxbt 
agaioM l.a>rd Byron, for ibe purpose of compeHing hlih 10 pit 
into conHaoefuin (|oaaUty of poetry, and njudgmrnt were glrio 
againd biui;^ is highly probable Ihal an exception would be (Acn,. 
were he to deliver for poHrf U\e conteoU of.ihls volAinc.. To 
this he mi^i plead miiMrlip / Jiul. as be now makes vokmlary 
lender of 0e'ariidr, he balk right to sue. on that grtioidl. 
the price in good' euir^Dt praise, slioukl (he goods be umnarket- 
ahtc. 1 1ris is our View of fbe law on the point ; and, We dare to 
sag, ao will il lie ruled. Perhaps, liuwever. in rrarily^ all that he 
Iftla n« about RU yuuUt itTifher with a view to increase oorwoo- 
der than to soften our censures. IleyMHstbly tncaos lb siy, " See 
1 k>w a mlHur can vfriie ! ^ This poem was actually composed. Iry 
a young man of dghieeo. and Ibis by one of only -sisleenf '* Dot, 
alas I we all mncaibcr the poetry of Cowlr^ at ten and Pope at 
twelvO: and so farfrivm hearing, with any degrei of surprise, that 
very poor verses Were written by s youlh (rum tiis leasing school 
lo b«s leaving college, iiiclutice, we really believe this (o be the 
most cvuiuHiQ of 4^1 occurreoees; that il hap)icns In ibe life of 
nine men in ten wbo are educated in England i and Uut the tentl) 
man writes beiier verse than Lord Byron. 

His other pica of |>rivjlrge our-ambor rather brings forward id 
order lu wave 11. lie cerfalaly. Iwwever. does allude frequnitly 
to hu family and ancdlers-subirtimcs ia poriry. sotnrtimcs in 
notest stid. while giving uji hU claim' on (heacure of rank, bd 
takiW care to remember us of Hr. Johnson's saying. Ihai when a 
itoblemaQ appears as an author, his merit should b<^ handsomeif 
acknOwfedgetl. in'lni'b, it is l^ls cunsideratiou only that hiducca. 
m lu give Lord R} run's (loeihs a place in 'our review. Igpide oiu* 
desire lo counsel bifn. IlHt he do lorHmitli abapdon poetry, and 
turn his talents. wliJcti are, cuffiukrable, and his opportuoiHcs, 
which are great, (u belief ao^uL 
TV iih tbirvrew, we must Ih^ leave seriously lb assbre bXhi,thai 
(lie mere rfayndug of U|e fifal syMbie. emi 'when accompanied 
by the presenoe of a certain number of feel,— nay, altbod^b 
(which does not atways happen) these feet ihotiM scan regularly, 
and Jtavc been sQ counted accurately upon the' fhigen,— it not 
the whole art of poetry. We wuuki entreat him to bdieve, that 
a certain portion of Uselinew. soniewbat of fancy, b necessary lo 
ouostiluU.' a poem, ami tliat a pocra 1 q the present day, to bar^, 
must euntain at least ooe(htMigii(!eiibrr|na liflle dt^gtec di^mit 
fruui the fcleas of former writers, or'dlfTefimtiV expeessetL Wo'^ 
putii lo hb candour, whether there b any dihig so'dewpiitig the 
naide ui poefry In vervss like Ihe following. WrHlen ioltOO ; and 
svbeiher.lf a yuU(h ciSidecn could say any thing sp anipteml* 
ing 10 his aiiceitors, a youth a( nlsetero iliduld {TublUb U : — 

“tLadn «r boroof. farMell I y*sr dsKSAdal. depiirtiBg 
from tlwsMtsI bis socMora. bus you wlbn I 
abroad or St h^pto, y«a> raovsibrsocv Impsntof 
Rew cwrsts, ba il Iblob- Bpoa abd you. . . • 
‘‘Tb^hslMrdltbblsofS'sUhliksdarparatlop, - . 

Tr b NSluri. sokfrs*. Uutstclio Ms rtgrsi: 
rardbUftt bayoss. wiibtboosiM cnaMUsn; ‘ 
Tbelsmtsf bit fstbm bsppr uo a>ry^.‘ ‘ ' 

.**,T|At rsnw, sod ibsl rOnusrr.sVIfl ulU beebertsb; 

Os sewifbM bt cW^'wUldlffrsra yobr rni'oHAi ; ' 

Libs you will b^llrd, or libs yon will bs portsb^ 

Whendsny'd. auy btinisgic tab dost »hb yodrawB.*' * 

{tow. we positively do assert, Uut there b nothing better than 
these stanus in the whole com pass of iba noble thlmir's volume. 

(,.ord Byrun sbbuld also luTcacareofalictNpUogwhaUlie greatest 
pMb have done before blm, for cumpsrtsoiu (as he must hare had 
(Kcasion to see at bb wrrUIng'inastcr's) are odkmi. Cray's Ode oa 
Eton College sboukl reaUy have kq>t out the ten bdbbUng staous 
** Oo a distant View of (lie VMlage and Sdniol pf Harrow.*’ 


** Wbrre tsB^ yri jays lo pstrses tbs rsssmhbofs 
Of rasirsdoi.ya n’lemMbp tnd Otlietitof sKled > 
lloN oMrlpM w BO yosf a«>‘rc>tlMlaf rvfBcoibrsiMa, 

W'blrb r«U 1 b,I 6 c boosm. tbosfb bops U'deBlod." 

Tnllke manner, theetquiiite lines of Ur. Aogera, ** On a Tear," 
might h|vq warped thonobleauibornffibuse premises, and spared 
us a whole doteo such stantas as the foUbwing i— 

^mid Clnriiys glow, to usmanalo boloN, 

Shows Utv SOS) from bvksrliy rbar ; 

CoapsMoa nlUnuU wbm tbbilrfM totdt, 
iod lb dow Is dllfuMd to a Ivor. , 

<' Tlw Bon itoom'd to nH w lib U»r tlktt of ttw gab, ' 

Throsgto bHbws Atbntk la Moeta ’■ ^ 

is bo teadf o'fv dM wars. Btilrir May soon bt Us grsv*. 

Tbt gross sporbiM Mlfkl with * Totr.*' 

Aod so of Instanrrs In which former pocb had failed. Thus, we 
do rtol thlnjk Lori) Byron was made lor translatlng.'daring hU 
nonage. ' * Adrian’s Address to hb Soul,** when Pope succeeded so 
indifferently In (he altempt.. If onr readers, however, are of an* 
olhicr opsnxto.'lhcy may luoi at it. 

^ ab ' •ssIb.'AoMiBg. wsTfring 
' rrbod •Bd*usdeb(e<dtMstia}l 
. To wbAt inboown regba boTBS. 

- WUI IbOB BOW wing (by dItUalgigblf . 

r* RoOMrfi lUth woBUd bOBwar psy. 

, • w 'Bus psUd’, cbtrrian, sod fortoTB.** 

linwever; be ihb as U may, we fear hb translaUoag and imi- • 
tatlonv ara great faroiirrtelwilh Lord Byrop. We havethem of 
ah kinds, from Andcr«oa to OssUn ; and, vievstn^ them as school 
excrcLoes, (hey may pass. Only, why prim them afbr they have , 
had their day and sevred (heir tom f And why call (he thing tn 
p. 79 .*airaniUU>iO, wherefiooworilsCf(iw-^i(v)uf the original 
are expanded into luor imes. and the olher tR^) io p. St.* where 
«90' iietnf U rendered by oteans of tlx bobbling 
veryes? 'AS'lohis Oislapic 'poesy, We are not very good iudges. 
bring, in truth, so moderatety skilled iaxhat species of cotapori- 
Uon. that we bhould. in all probability, be criHcbing some bit of 
llie ge'nnine atarphmon itself, were* we to 'esjtrcss our oplnitm of 
iBTd Byron's rha|>sodioi. If, then, the following beginniux of a 
**l»ooguf Bgrds ’’b by hb lordlbip. we venture toWh^ct to it, as 
tar as we can xuniprehend K. '**Wbat ftirm rises og ihe roar 
of clouds, w|ioee dafit ghost gleams no the red »tresm'ol lem- 
pevb. lib Voil^-rolbon the thunder; ’(IsOrU. (he bmwn chief 
of Uithona. Ifcwjs,”ctc. Jkflrrdetaining Ihb **brown chief.** 
some time,. Die bards euoclodc by giving Iwm tlirir advice to 
** ra<se his Olr locked ** Ihen 10 **s|>rrad tlicm on the sn;h of the 
rsbibt>wj**.and **(o smKc through rti^ tears of the stoym." Of 
<liU kindjaf thing iliere arc-no tew than Mine p«i^; and we can 
an Cir vdntore an uploiou in their (avoar, UmI they- look very like 
tfaepherton; and we are positive they are preUy netriy as stnplii 
and tiresome. 

II b a sort of privilege of pucli to lie egoUsts ; but ihey shonld 
"use H as not abusing it t'*and paftlculariy one wlw pi>|iics him> 
tdf vlbuugh indeed at Ibo ripe afe of- nuicleeo; dii bring ** an in- 
fant bawl,**— v**Tlie brlless ilriioun I boast b youth**)— ahould ri* 
iher not know, or should seem not lo know, so niurh oboat his 
owieane^iry. ' Rmidee a poent above died, on the braily seat of 
the 'Byraot, «ce have anoiher of eleven pages, on (be self^roe 
suli^, lqiruducod witli an apology^ *‘be certainly had no mteo- 
Ikis of inserting il,*' but really “(be parttcblar request of some 
frirnds** .fic. It congludfi w.ib five stanxason himself. ** Ihe last 
and younnet m a noble llne.*^ There b a g«XKl deal also aboiiit 
' his ina|emal anceebNv, in a*poem of. iBdiin y Cair, a mduniain 
yhcre be spent part of hit youlhi aud ml^t have tcamt that |N> 
broch b nota bagpipe^ any more (handuetmeansaRdcHc. 

AS the awbor bos dedieWed solaege a |iart pf hb voluine to i^.jx ' 
triorialbe hb eniploymems at school and college, we cannot poe> 
•ibly dbiuias H withi^ prewrniiug Ihe reader wUh a specimen of 
lUeae ^gemous elhul ms. In ao ode wlib a Greek' motto, called 
Ugnolb^e have the (ullUWbig magoificeut atanaas i— 

“Ihtte Inapfertwstrts wwn sod danp, : 

TJm cmBdkbb fur (oliccf Prir*v 




* s«s^. a. 
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OCCASIONAL PIECES. ’/ i!) 


SU» porlBf (he mMolftlil Un^, 

Con teto le bad. 7«f Mrly rim. 

■ "WbonwditilaeqMtulttnliiAMlv^ ' ■* 

' . /)r p«BdM «'«r ibtdfrpirUovU, 

oT^Miif • wboltaMDottMal, * 

'* Iji barb«fo«* litia dooB'd IS dnufl*: ' . . 

* ctery pfeMlsg pate . 

FfwbenilwrsstblalorfcMs, *. 

frvIbrrItTf isibe leiirr'd M(a ^ 

TIm itorsof Um Iiypotboraar.' * , •* 

**SUllb*nntna«renKMomipatlAfM. '' 

Tbal bun nose bul lbs bapfr* aiodml. 

* CofDfisrad wllb Mhiar r^prsllsiu, % *• 

l^likb bring tstellMr Itw Inprodral.** 

We arrM»n7 to hearirf bail aneccoonl oflhe college ptalmod} I 
IS b eonbtfoed In llietononiog AlUc aUozat]— ^ 

■ **Osr dwlr woobl ararreij be nnsid. 

Km aa ■ band of rs« brglansrs ; 

Ait Bare r a«w owd ba rafoBd 
To rarb a iH «f croallsg alabara. 


*>irpaTld,iibeaiiblslU«*«reni^ .. 

^ . itad-baard IbfMbleaAbsadSilflg baforoMm. 

. To us bta pMltda bad ne'er daarandrd : » 

111 farioua iqood he woiild ba^ tore 'in I ** 

whaterer judgment maj be piucd on (be poema of ibH 
I _ noble minor, It arema tpe maal tike Uiem ■« |i-f Cod liinil. ami be 
cunient i lor they are Ibe laat wr atuU eter hate fmm Uih. ^6 i*> 
at brat, bomys, but to Inlriiner inbill|8 grorraOf I*.iriuaau8;b," 
neterMted^n a garrrtl Rke lhon)ueh*^rrd poeli; and f'lhongti 
be once rotrd a carelegi monoLiiiuTr in the lliAbbitMU of scot* 
land,** he baa t»otuf bte en]oy»l Uib adtatitoxr. UiKrotiTtbr 
eapretoju profit fhim hUpubUcailiNi; and wbeibcr it ■uccenb or 
not, b highly improbable, fh>aihUAUaationaiid punniubere- 
^afler.** Ibai ho aluKild again awidcsccnd to Iicrotoe an au)hor. 
I Themrore, let ui take what we jtet.*«nd be thankful. What rigtit 
bate y«c |>oor detib to be nice ? . W’e are well off to bate' got ao 
much (rota a man of thb tord'a ilalkm, w1h> does lire in a 
g^rretf but *‘haa Ibo iwaf** of Newatead Abbey. 
let us be (hagkhai; ami, with hanrst Rancho, Ud dnj bli|||f^’ 
, giter, Dur look the gift hor^ in Ibe miutb.' * . 


• fc 

OCCASIONAL PIECES. 

' WRITTEN IN 180T— 8. 


THE ADIEC. 

wvirrn raau rw larafuiot tsat tai itnsA'ikevw loon au. 

Adieu, thou Hill ! • where early joy ^ 

Spread roses o*er my brow ; 

Where Science seeks each loitering boy 
With knowledge to endow. 

Adieu my yoirtliful friends or foes, ' 

Partners of former bliss or woes ; 

No more throu^ Ida's paths we stray ; 
Soon must I share the gloomy cell, 

WThose ever-slumbering jnmates dwell 
Unconscious of the day. 

Adieu, j-ehoor)' regal fanes, • ’ 

, Ye spi res of Crania’s vale, 

Where learning robed In sable reigns. 

And Melancholy pale. 

Ye comrades of the jovial hour, 

Ye tenants of the classic bower, • 

: On Caina's verdant margifl placed. 

Adieu ! while memory still is mine, 

For, ofterings on Oblivion's shrine, > 
These scenes must be effaced. • 

Adieu, ye mountains pf the clime . 

Where grew my youthful years; 

Where Loch na Carr in snows sublime 
His giant summit rears. 


I Why did my childhood wanderfortli 
From you, ye regions of tbe North, 

* W'ith sons of pride to roam? 

Why did I quit my Highland cave, 

Marr*s dusky heath, and Dee's clear ware. 
To seek a Sotheron home ? 

I Hall of my Sires! a long farewell — 

‘ Yet wliy bo thee adieu ? 

I Thy vaults will echo bock my knell, 

Thy towers my tomb will view : 
i The faltering tongue which sung thy fall, 

1 And former glories of thy. Hall,’ 

1 Fdrgets its wonted simple note — 
i But yet the Lyre retains the strings, 
i And sometimes, on .Flollani wings, 
i In dying strains may float. 

I Fields, which surround yon rustic cot, 
While yet I linger here. 

Adieu ! you are not now forgot, 

To retrospection dear. 

Streamlet M along whose rippling surge 
My youthful limbs were wont to urge. 

At noontide heat, their pliant ci)iirse, 
Plunging with ardour from the shore; 

Thy springs will lave these limbs no more, 
( Deprived of active force. 


« The M<7Hthiy Kninctrt, in Uumc cljyi the next in drcuUUoo 
to tbe EUmbargh, Rare a much ntore rarourable itotice of Uw 
“Hounof liUcoesi*." '‘These compcibHoti* (uiU Utey ) are gene- 
rallv nta plaisllreor an iiuatory caat. with an occuioQai mlxlnre 
of Mtire ; aixl they tlijplay boUi ease aiiJ strmRth— both palhot 
and fire. U wlH be expected that marks of Juvenility and of haste 
sbuohlbecUfCOTired In thrseivoducUoQSi and weaerlously advise 
our youAR bonl to fulfil with subml«iTe perteveraoce the duties of 
revbkin and correction. We discern, In Lord Byron, a d^ree of 
meotal power, and a lorn of roenlal disfKwlUon. which render ui 
soUcAous that botli should be well ciiltlraied and wisely dlrrcleil. 


In his career of life, lie has rrcclrcd latmta, and Is accountable 
tofthe use of thetn. * We trust that he will renler them teneOdal 
to nun. and a source of real Rratificatinii to hirDtcIf in declining 
age. Then may he properly exclaim wiih Uie nonuo orinor. ‘ ^on 
lubet mihl deploraru ritaro, quod multi, el II docU. sspc fixerunt ; 
ucque me vlxjsse |Krn(let t quonlam Ua vixL iit non frustra me na- 
tumciisiloieni.'’'— Lord Byron repaid the Edinburgh Critique wilb 
a Satire— and become himself a Mottlhljf AeHcwer.— B. 

• Harrow. 

t Seeoafe. pp. 4.'9B> . ' 

« The river Crete, at SoaUiwell.— E. 
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BtBON’S WORKS. 


And shain here forget Ihe scene. 

Still nearest to my br^sc? *• 

Rocks rise, and rivers roll between 
The spot which passion blest ; ^ 

Yrt, Mary, \ all thy beauties seem ' 

" Fresh as io I^e's bewitching dream, 

To me in smites display’d : ^ ^ • 

TiM slow disease resigns his prey * • ’ 

To Death, the parent of decay, 

Thine image Cannot fade. 

> And thou, my Friend ! •• whose gentle love 
Yet thrills my bosom’s chords. 

Hoy imich thy friendsinp was above 
» wJ^yrription’s power of wordsl 

my breast thy gift I wear; * 

Which sparkled once witb^eeling's tear. 

Of Love the pure, tho sacred gem; 

Our souls were equal, and our lot # 

In that dear moment quite forgot; 

I^et Pride alone condemn ! 

All, all, is dark and cheerless now T 
No smile of I/»ve*s deceit 
Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Can bid Life’s pulses beat : 

Not e’en the l^c of future fame * 

Can wake my olnt, exhausted frame, 

Or crown fancied wreaths my head. 
Mine is a short inglorious race,— . 

To humble in Uie dust my face, ^ ' • 
And mingle with tlie dead. 

.Oil Fame! tliou goddess of my lAti 
On him who gams thy praise, ' 

Pointless must fall the Spectre’s dart,* 
Consumed in Glory’s blaze; 

Rut me she beckons from the«drth, 

My name ob^re, unmark'd my birth, 

My iife a short and vulgar dream : 

Ix)st in the dull, ignoble crowd,** 

^ly hopes recline within a shroud. 

My fate Is lathe’s stream. 

When I repose beneath the sod. 

Unheeded in the clay. 

Where once my playful footsteps trod. 

Where no w my head must by ; 

The meed of Piiy will be shed 
In dew-drops o’er my narrow bed 
By nightly skies, and storms alone; 

No mortal eye will deign to steep . 

With tears the dark sepulchral deep 
W*hich hides a name unknown. 

Forget this world, my restless sprite. 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven ; 

There must thou soon direct Uiy flight, 

If errors are forgiven. , ' 

To bigots and to sects unknown, v 

Bow down beneath the Almighty’s Throne; 


. To him* address thy trembHrtg prayer : 

He, who is merciful and just. 

Will not r^ect a.child of dust, ^ . 

Although his meanest care. * 

Father of Lighti to Thee 1 call. 

My soul is dark within 
ThoU, who canst mark the sparrow's fall, 
Avert the death of sin : 

. Thou, who canst guide Uic wandering star. 
Who calm’st the elemental war, 

. Whose mantle is yon boundless sky. 

My thoughts, roy words, iny crimes forgive ; 
And, since I soon must cease to live, 

Instrucl me how to die ! . * 

. IWT. [SsfienipobUfbtti'] 


» ' TO A VAIS 1.ADV, 

Ah, heedless girl ! why thus disclose 
W*hat ne’er wasuteantfor other ears f 
Why thus destroy thine own repose, 

And (Kg the source of future tears? 

Oh, thou will weep, imprudent maid,' 

. While lurking envious foes will smile. 

For all tUe foHies thou hast said 
^ Of those «1 k> spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl! thj’ lingering woes are nigh. 

If thou beiiev'st what striplings say : 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly. 

Nor fall the specious spoiler's prey. » 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 

Ttie words roan utters to deceive.? 

Thy peace, thy hope^ thy all is lost, 

Ifthou canst venture to believe. * • 

While now, amongst thy female peers. 

Thou tell’st agalt^ Ihe sciothiUg tale, ^ 
Canst thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain would veil ? » 

These tales in secret silence busii. 

Nor make thyself the public gaze : 

What modest maid, wjthoQt a blush, . * 
Recounts a flattering coxcomb’s praise? 

Wilf not the laughing boy despise * 

Her who relates each fond conceit — 

Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes. 

Yet cannot see the slight deceit.* 

For she who takes a soft delight 
These amorous nothings in revealing. 

Must credit all we say or write, 

While vanity prevents concealing. T 

Cease, If yon prize your beauty's reign ! , 

No jealousy bids me reprove : 

One, who is thus from nature vain, r 

1 pity, but Fcannot love. / 

latiqsrr (Ml. [ Now Sr<( pabHibe^. 1 


* Erfdleslonf , ihc Cambriiiiiv eboriticr. See antf, p. ts. note. 


Dg:! C^OgU' 


• HanrDiUf. See emte/p. as, note. 


OCCASIONAL PIECES. - ' ;;i 


... , TO *^NE 

Oh, Anne ! your ofTonces to iite have been grievous ; 

I thought from my wrath po atonement could save 
But woman is made to command and deceive ns — (you; 

I look ’dan your face, and I aliiiokt forgave you. 

I vow*d I oould ne’er ftjr a moment respect you. 

Yet thought that a day’s separation was long : * 
When we met, I determined again' to' suspect yon— 
Tour smile soon convinced me suspicion was wrong. 
1 swore, in a tfanspo'rt of young indignation. 

With fervent contempt evermore to disdain you : 

I saw you — my anger became admiration; , 

And now, all my wish, all my hope, ’s to regain you. 
W ith beauty like yours, oh, liow vain tlie contention ! 

Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness Before you 
At once to conclude such a fruitless dissension. 

Be false, my sweet Anne, when I ce.ise to adore you! 

J«Wurj IS, ran,. ( am jnpimtMS. ) 


TO THE SAME. 

Oh say not, sweet Anne, that the. fates have decreed 
The heart which adores .von should « ishtodissever; 
Such Fates were to me most unkind ones indeed,— 
To bear me from love and from beauty for ever. 
Your frowns, lovely girl, are Uie Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain ; 

By these, every hope, every wish were o’erthrown. 
Till smiles'should restore me to rapture again. 

As the,ivy and oak, in the forest entwined. 

The rage of the tempest united must w eather. 

My love and my life were by nature design’d 
To flourish alike, or Jo perish together. 

Then say not, sweet Anpe, that the Kates have decreed 
Your tover should bid you a lasting' adieu ; 

Till Fate can ordain that ids bosom sliall bleed, 
His.soul, his existence, are centred in .vou. 

•U. I Sux SiW puMliSial 1 

TO THE AL'THDR OF A SONNET BEUINNINO. 
u ai YUfc,' To( t*t. *A»D in so mi.‘" 

Thy verse is sad” enough, no doubl •: 

A devilish deal more than Mitty! 

Why we should weep I can’t lind out, 

Unless for Ihee wc weep in pity. 

Yet there is one I pity more; 

And much, alas! I Utink lie ueeds^it ; - 

for he, 1 'm sure, will suffer sore* 

Who, to his own misfortune, reads it. 

Thy rhymes, without the aid of magic. 

May oure be read^but never after : 

Yet iheir effect ’s by no means tragic, 

Although by far too dull for laugtiter. 

But would you make our bosoms bleed, 

And of no common pang complain — 
if you would make us weep iiuleed, 

Tell 118, Voii 'll rctid them o'er again. 

Mwrti $. tm. \ Non Sni piiblblir'f ] 


' -ON FINDING A . 

Inane wtio felt as once he. felt,' 

This might, perhaps, have lann'd the flame; ^ 
But nowIii^tiMit no ii)ore will meit. 

Because that heart is not the same. 

As when the ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved -Uieir light, 

And bade tlieiu burn with fiercer glow, 

' >'ow quenelles aJ^ their blare in night, — 

Tluis Ikis It been with pa.Hsion's fires — 

As many a boy and girl remembers — 

While every hope of love expires, 

Extinguish’d with the dying ember.<i. ^ 

The firsts though not a sjiark survive. 

Some careful hand o^y teach to burn ; 

The lost, alas! can tife’irsurvive; 

INq touch can bid its warmth return. 

Or, if it chance to wake again, 

Not always doom'd its heat to siiiotlicr, 

It sheds (so wa^ard fates ordain ) 

Its former.^Kntli around nntther. 

iWT. { .N«i« Onl psSiUlicxJ. ] 


‘ FAJI£W£1X TO THE MUSE. 

Thou Power ! who hast ruled me through infancy’sda v s. 
Young oftsprii^;of Fancy, ’t is time we sliould part ; 
Then rise on the gale this th? last of myiays, . 

Tlic coldest effusion which springs from my heart, « 
This bosom, responsive to rapture no more. 

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to sing 
Tire feelings of childhood, vhicJi taught thee to soar, 
Are wafCi&d fardistantoii Apathy’s wing. ^ 
Though Simple the themes of my rude flowing lyre, 
let even these themes are departed forever; 

No more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire, 
My visious are flown, to return,— .ilas, never! 

When drain’d is Clie nectar which gladdens thebowl, 
Uow vain is the effort delight to prolong ! 

'When cold is the beauty w hich dwelt in my soal. 

What magic of Fancy c^n lengthen niy song ? 

Can the lips sing of love in the desert alone. 

Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign 
Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flowfi? 

Ah, no! for those hours can no longer be mine. 

Can they speak of the ffieods that I lived hut to love? 

Ah, surely affection ennobles the strain ! 

But how can my numbers in syni|>atliy move, 

When I scarcely c.an hope to behold them again? 

Can I sing of the deeds w hicli mv fathers have done, 
And raise niy loud harp to the fame of my .sires? » 
For glories like theirs, oh, how' faint is my tone !> 

For heroes’ exploits how unequal my fires! ' 
Vnh>uch'd, then, my Eyre shall reply to the blast— 
is hush'd, and my feeble endeavours are o’er ; 

And those who have beard it will pardon the past, 
When tliey know that its inurinurs shall vibrate no 
more. 



BYRON’S WORKS. 


And soon shall its wild crrinq notes be forgot, 

Since early aCFection and lov^ is o’ercasl 
<,)h} blest hod myfato been, and happy my lot, 

Had the first strain of love been tlw dearest, the last. 

Farewell, my young Muse! since we now can ne’er 
meet ; • 

If our songs havebeen languid, lliey surely are few : 
l>«t us hope that the present at least will be sweet — 
The present — which seals our eternal adieu. 

MW?. [.Vo^ Untpublbbcd.J 


TU AN OAK AT KBWSTEAO ' 

Young Oaf I when I planted thee dee{) in the ground, 

I hoped tliat thy dnys would !)e longer than mine; 

That thydnrk-wavingbranchef wouldllourish around, 
And ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwiue. 

Such, such was Illy hope, when, in infancy's years, 

On the land of piy fathers 1 rear’d tliee with pride : 

They are past, and 1 welcr thy stem with my tears, — 
Ttiy decay uot the weeds that surround thee can bide. 

I left thee, my Oak, and, since that fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in the hall of my sire; 

Tilljnanhood shall crown ine, not mine Is the power. 
But his, whose neglect may have bade thee expire. 

Oh I hardy llwu wort — even now’ little care 
Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds 
gently heal : 

Bat thou wert not fated affection to share^ 

For who could suppose that a Stranger would feef P 

Ah, droop not, my Oak ! lift thy head for a while; , 
£re twice round yon Glory this planet shall run, 

The hand of tliy Master will teach thee to smile, 

Vi lien Infancy’s yeanS of probation are don^. 

Oh, live then, my Oak ! tower aloft from the weeds 
That clog thy yoang growth, and assist Oiy decay, 

For still in thy hosomare life’s early seeds, 

And still may thy branches their beauty display. 

Oh ! yet, if maturity's )*cars may be thine, 

Tliough f shall lie low in the cavern of death. 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, 
Uninjured by lime, or the rude winter’s breath. 

For centuries still may Hiy boughs lightly wave 
O’er the corse of thy lord, in th}' canopy laid ; 

'While the branches tlius.cratehilly shelter his grave, 
The chief who survives may recline in thy shade. . 


And as he, wRh his boys, shall revisit this spot, 
lie will tell them in w hispers more softly to irAd. 
Oh! surely, by these I sjiall ne'er be forgot:. 
Remembrance still hallows the dust of the dead< 

And here, wilt they say, when in.Iife’s glowlngprimc, 
Perhaps he has {Mur'd forth liis young simple lay. 
And here must he sleep, ti H the moments of time 
Are lost in tbeiiouns of Eternity’s day. 

IMT. ( Vow flrrf pobiliSctf.J 


ON .UKVISITING IIABROW.* 

Here once engaged the stranger's view 

Young Friendship’s record, simply traced; 

Few^ were her w ords, — but yet, though few, 
Resentment’s hand the line defaced. 

Deeply slie cut— but not erased;. ' 

Tbechotacters were still si^plain. 

That Friendship once return'd, and gar.ed, — 

Till !itemory hni’dthe words again. 

Rejientance placed them as before ; 

Forgiveness Join’d her gentle name ; 

So fair the inscription seem'd once more, 

That Friendship Uiought it still tlie same. 

Thus might tlie Record now have been ; 

But, ah! in spite of Hope’s endeavQur, 

Or Friendship's tears, Pride rush’d between, 

And blotted out the line for ever! 

SeptaBbw. IS«T. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS, OF SOUTHWELL, 

« ciaBiu. »i«i> or »Kc.nc!iALa. 

John Adams lies here, of the parish of Southwell, 
A Carrier who carried his cap to hi$ mouth well; 
He carried so much, and he canied.so fast, 

He could carry no more— so wascarrted ut last i 
For, the liquor he drank, being too much for one. 
He could not carry off,— so ho 's now carri-;OM. ‘ 

S«(>t«Dber. (MR. 


TO MV SON.* 

Those flaxen locks, thosMyes of blue. 
Bright as tliv mother’s in tiieir hue; 
Those rosy lips, w hose dim{)les play 
And smile to steal the heart away. 
Recall a scene of former joy, 

* , And touch thy father’s heart, my Boy I 


• Lord Byron, on blBfirsl arrival .it New«tetd. in tTSS, planted 
an oak in llte garden, and nuurkhed -Uie fancy, that at the tree 
flourfdied so should he. On n-iiuiUnK the al>b«y, <hjrUiK I.ord 
Gte^de nntJtvi'n'B resklencL* there, he found the oak choked up 
hy weeda, and alnHMt dealroyed heuce IhcM; line*, shortly aftrr 
ColoDcl Wlldtnan, the present proprietor. txM»k po^vismu, iic one 
day noUeed it, and said to the lerrank who was with him, Here 
U a Hoe young oak ; but it moat be ouf down, as it grows in an 
improper ptace.'’— hope not, sir.” replied the man ; " for it ’■ 
the one that my lord was so fond of, because he set it himaelf.'' 
The CokNicl has. of course, taken every powibie care of it. It is 
already eniinired after, hy stran^en. as “Tnt Bvrov osk,” and 


promises t6 share, in after times, the celebrity of Shakiprare's 
mulberT 7 . and Pope’s willow.— B. 

• Somoyean ago, when at.Harrow, a friend of the author rn- 
fpwved on a particular spot the names of both, with a few addh- 
iloual words, as a memorial. Afterwards, on receiving some real 
or imagiaed iitfury, the author destroyed the frail record before lie 
left fldrruw. On revLdUng the place in IMS. be wrote under it 
iKese siantas. 

* .Neither the recorded ConTerulinDs of lajrd Byron, nor his 
letters or dUnes, furnish any trace of evfdeiKc that such a ion ever 
eiisted.— e. 
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And thou canxt lisp a lather’s name— 

Ah, William, were thine own the same, — 
Ro self-reproach— but, let me raise — 

My care for thee shall purchaM peace; 

Tby mother's shade shall smile in }oy. 

And pardon all the past, my Boy! ^ 

Iletjowly grave the turf has prert, ^ v 
Ai#^mi hast known a stranger's breast; ' 
D^hion sneers upon thy births 
And yields thee scarce a aarae on earth; 

Yet shall not these one l>ope destroy,— . 

A Father’s lieart is thine, my Boy! 

Why, let the world unfeeling frown. 

Most 1 fond Nature’s .claim disown ? 

Ah, rio-rthough moralists reprove, 

1 hail thee, dearest child of love. 

Fair chehib, pledge Of youth and joy — ; 

A Father guards thy birth, oiy Boy ! 

• • 

(Hi, ’t wHl be sweet in thee to trace, ' • * 
Ere age has wrinkled o’er my face, •“ 

Ere half ray glass of life is Hin, , ' , . 

At once a brother and a son ; ■ . 

And all n^ wane of years employ 
' In justice done to thee, my Boy I 

Although so young thy heedless sire. 

Youth will not damp parental Hre^ 

And, wert thou still less dear to nie, ' . 
While Helen’s form revives in thee, 

The breast, which beat to former joy. 

Will ne’er desert Hs pledge, my Boy! 


• FAREW'ELLl IF EVER PONOkST PRATER. . 

Farewell! if ever fondest prayer 
For other’s weal avail’d on high, 

Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft thy name beyOnd the sky.' * 

*T were vain tQ speak, to weep, to sigb^ . ' 
Oh! more than tears of blood can tell, 
>Vhen wrung from guilt’s expiring eye. 

Arc in that word— Farewell! — Farewell! 

These lips are mute, these eyesore dry; 

But in my breast and in my brain, 

Awake the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne’er shall sleep agaiOi ' 
M.y soul nor deigns lior dares complain. 
Though grief and passion there rebel: 

1 only know we loved in vain — 

I only feel— Farewell ! Farewell! ** 


BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF TUT SOUL. 

Bright be tlie place of thy soul I 
No lovelier spirit than thine 


E’er burst from its mortal control, ■ 

In .theorbs of the blessed to shine. - 
On earth thon w^ert all but divine, 

As'tby soul shall immorlally be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine. 

When we know that thy God is with thee. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb! », 

May its i-erdure like emeralds be : 

There should not be the Shadow of glomn 
In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers, and an evergreen tree. 

May spring from the of thy rest : 

But lior cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For whv should we mourn for the blest.’ 


V. > 




WE TWO PARTED. 


we two parted 
** 'JO sile 


silence!^ fears, 
HaffBnfc^^earted 
To ^er for years, 

Pale grew ihy check and cold. 
Colder Hi V kiss : 

Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 

Ttie dew of the morning . 

Sunk chilltm niy brow— 

It felt like (he warning 
Of what I feci now. 

Thy vows are all broken, ‘ ’ 
And light is thy fame; 

' I hear thy name spoken, 

' And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 

A. knell to mine ear ; 

A shudder gomes o’er fne — 
Why wert thou so dear ? 
'rhey know not I knew thee* 
Who knew thee too well 
Long, long shall I rue thee. 
Too deeply to tell. . ■’ 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve. 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet th^ 
AfteHong years, . , 

^How should 1 greet thee?— 
With silence and tears. 


TO A YOirrHFUL FRI£?<D.> 


Few years have pass’d since thou and I 
Were flmiest friends, at least in name. 


• Thu eopT of vrran, and that which followi, originally ap> 
pearrd in the voloixw pablbhed. in 1809, by Mr. (now Sir John) 

HoldMiue, under the tUk of **JmiUtlo(n Translatloaa, toge- 


I the 


Ihcr wkh Orifdnal Poems.*' and bearing the modasl epigraph— 
.vm 4<rr fiorfmna ttie nlAU.’*— E. 
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And childhood's gay sincerity 
Preserved our feelings long Uic same' 

Rut nOWf like.ines too Veil Uioti' know'st 
tVhat triOcs oft the heart recall \ 

And those who once have loved the most. 
Too soon forget they loved at all. 

And such the change the heart displays, 

So frail is early friendship’s reign, 

A mouth's brief lapse, perhaps a day’s, 
Will'view thy' mind estranged again. , 

If 80, it never shall be mine f 

To mourn Uie loss of such a heart ; 

Ttie fault was >'ature^s fault, not thine, 
'Which made thee fickle as thou art. 

As rolls the oceen’s rhanghis title, 

So houwm feelings dld> and How,;,. 

Ami who xvoiikl in a hrejujl i 
Where stormy passiunr 



it Ixjols not iluit, together i 
Our childish days were days of ]£; 

Mr spring of life has qnickly lied ; 

Tiiou, too, hast ceased to be a boy. 

And when we bid adieu tn youth, . 

Slaves to the specious w’oi 1 d*s , control. 

We sigh n long farewell to truth : 

'fhat world comipts the noblest soul. 

Ah, joyous season ! w'bea the mind 
Dares all things boldly, but to lie; v 

When thought ere spoke is 'Unconfined, 
And sparkles in t^ placid eve. 

Not 80 in Man’s maturer years. 

When Man himself is but a tool r 

When interest sways our hopes and foars, 
And all must love and hate by rule. 

With fools in kindred vice the same, 

We learn at length our faults to Mend ; 

And those, and those alone, may claim 
The prostituted name of friend. 

Such is the common lot of man : * 

Can we dien ’scape from folly free ?' ■ 

Can we reverse the general plap. 

Nor be what all in. turn must be? 

No ; for n^yself, so dark my fate 
Through every (urn of life bath been, 

Man and Uie world so mudi T hate, 

1 care hot when I quit the scene. 


But thou, w Uli.spirit fruit aud^iglU, 

Wilt shine awhile, and pass a«*ay r 

As glow-worms sparkle through the oigtit, 
Outdare not stand tbe test of day. 

Alas! whenever folly calls 
Where gprasites and princes meet, 

( Kor clierish’d first in royal lialls, . . 

TheWlcome vices kindly greet j ' , 

Ev’n now thou ’rt nightly seen to add ^ 
One insect to the fluttering crowd; ' 

And still thy trifling heart is glad 
To join the vain, and court the proud. 

There dost thou glide from fair to fair, 
blill simpering on wKh eager iKistc, 

As flies along-the gay parterre. 

That taint the flowers they sCarcelylaste. 

But say, w liat ay’tnpb will prize, the flame 
Which sc^iis, a&marshy vapours movT, 

To flit along from dame to dame. 

An ignis-fatuus gleam of love? 

What friend f^r thee, howe’er inclined, 
tVill deign tobwn a kindred care? 

Who will debase his manly mind, ^ 

For friendship every fool may share? 

In time forbear; amidst the throng 
No more so base a thing be seen ; 

No more so idly pass along ': 

Be somelliing, any thiug, but-^meao. 


LIIVBS 

IMCiniB CP<W A ccr IMBCP rnos a IACLI.* 

Start not— nor deem, my spirit fled : ^ . 

L: me Ivelmld the only skull, - 
From wludi, unlike a hying head, . 
Whatever flows is never dull. 

I livedv I loved, I quaffd, tike thee; . ^ 

1 died : let eartli my bones resign. 

Fill up— Uiou cansl not injure me ; ' 

The worm hath fouler lips than thine. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape. 

Than nurse tlie earth-worin’s slimy brood { 
And circle in the goblet’s shape 
The drink of Gods, than rep! He’s food. 

Where once my wit, perebanee, bath shone, 
In aid of others’ let me sliihe ; 

And when, alas! our brains are gone, 

What nobler substitute than wine? 


* LorrI Byron the hilloHutx account of Uiis cup *‘Thc 
gardener. In dragiog. dUcovereO a i»kull Uui bad probably belonged 
to foioo Joilf frbr or monk (d the abbey, about the Uioe it wa^* 
demtmatteried. Ohicrviiig It to be of xiani site, ami in a perfect 
ftato of preaenraUoD. a atrange fancy aeiied roe of having it »ct 
and mounted as a drinking cup. 1 acconlingiy sent it to town, 
and it retomed with a very poUtb, and of a.motUed colour 
Hketorlolaeahell.’* ft h now In the ]>osscaioo of Ctdoiiel Wtld- 


rokn, Ifae projirirtor of Newiiead Abbey, tn several nf our elder 
draroatlsts, mention Is made of the custom of (piaffing vrlno nut of 
similar cups. PorcKaro]ile,lnl)ekker’a '‘Wonder of a Kingdom/' 
TorrentlMys,— 

*' WeoM I had tea thousmui uMkw' hesits. * 

• Tbrto (fcolU set aU to Altver. le drtuhs bealtb« 

Tu bis roiirmian nho Ur, I lovrated usr."- S. 
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QuafTwbile thou .cans! i^nothf^r race, 
When thou and thine like are sped, 
May rescue thee from earth’s embrace^ 
And rhyme and revel with the dead. 


Why'not? since throujeh l»fr*s Ifttle day 
Our heads such sad effects produce, 
Redeem’d from worms and wasting davv 
. This ciiance is theirs, to be of use. 

^ Abbcj, 


ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS.* 


A ^TIRE. 


**l iMd'rnitMr be • bliten, ao4crr lucwl * 

Thin dm* 9t riMM MOK Qielre b.lUd-tn.nKm,'* 

Sttumtu. 

“Aarli th.nitlw* bard, we kave: rmI yet. t Ii Uve. 
TtMVcareaa aad, atundoa d crtllc. leo.” 

' Toe*. 


PREFACE* 

« 


All my friemU. learned and onlcamed. haie urged me 
not to publish iMs Satire wiih my name. If I were to tie 

turned from the career of my homour by qoibbles quick, 
and paper ballets of the brain,” 1 should have complied 
with tbelr counsel. But 1 am not to be levriHcd by abuse, 
or bullied by reviewers, with or wilbuul arms.' IcausaTe- 
ly say that I have attackid tunic personally, who did nut 
eommeuce on the ofTciishe. An author's w inks arc publli; 
property : he who purchases niay judge, and publish hbs 
opinion If he pleases; and the authors 1 have endeavoured 
to cunmemoraie may du by -me as I have dune by them.- I 
dare say Ibey will succeed better In condcraniiig my scrib- 
blinffs, ttian in itcndlDg their ow n. But my object la nut 
to prove that 1 cair wi^tc well. but. if jmssiblc. to make 
others write betler. -« 

As the popm has met wRb far more snccess than I ei> 
pected, I have endeavoured in this edition to nuke some 
additions and alterations, to render It luure w orthy of pub- 
lic perusal. 

In the first edition of this satire, published anonymously, 
fourteen lines on the subject of Bowles’s Pope werewritten 
by, and inserted at the request of. an ingenious friepd of 
mine.* who bas now in the press a vdlume of poetry. In 
the present edition 4bey are erased, and some of my own 
substltaled in their stead; ray only reason for this being. 


that w hich 1 cqncclvc wuiri^ operate with any other person 
in the same manm'r,— a determination not to publish with 
my name any pn^ucUon. which w.vs not entirely and cx* 
rlusjvHy my own coinposilion. 

»'ith i regard to the real talents of many of Ibe poetical 
persons Whose performances are mentioned or alluded to 
in the following pages, it is [kcesumed by the author llial 
4bere can. be JHtle difference -of opinion In the public at 
large; though, Nku oUier sectaries, each bas bis separate 
tabernacle of prosc^les, by whom bis abilities are over- 
rate<i. his faults overlooked, and his metrical caucus re- 
ceived without scruple and without consideration. But 
, the unquestionable possession of considerable genius by se- 
veral of the wrllers here ceu>ufed. renders their mental 
I prostitution more to be regretted. Imbecility may be pi- 
tied. or. at worst, laughed at and (urgotten; perverted 
I powers demand the most derided reprehcnsi<m> No one 
eaa wjsh more Ihae the author that wmie known aQd able 
writer bad undertaken their exposure; but Mr. (lifTord 
has devoted himself lb Massinger, and. in the a(>$eore of the 
regular physician, a country prortUioner may, In cases of 
absolute ncccssUy.-lje allowed to prescribe bis.noslrttm to 
'prevent the exicinion of so deplorable an epidemic, provid- 
ed there bb no quackery in bU. treatment of the malady. 

. A caustic la here ofleKd: ks it Is.to be* (eared nothing short 
of actual caulery ran recover the nuntonms patients aflilcted 
with the present prevalent and distressing rabies for rhym- 
ing. ^As to tbc Edinburgh Bevlcwers, V H w<)uld irvdeed 


* The flrst edition of thi. saUre. which then began with wbal is 
now the Dioety-seveoih line (;* lime if'fti. ere yel," etc.). a|>> 
peered in March, iSOO. A tectinil, lu wbicli Ih/i author preilted 
hh name, followed in October of that year; ami-a (faint acid fwirih 
wrre called (ordDrinehi* first pit^Hnuige, in (8tO and lilt. On 
hi* return lu Eoglaod, a fitlh editioo was pi^^pared for llie press 
by bltmelf, wlib comklenihle care, but suppre«ed, and; except 
one copy, destroyed, when on the eve of ptiblicalion. The text 
is DOW printed frr^m the copy that escaped; on casually nicriing 
wMi which, In tata, he rc'^pentted the whole, and wrote on the 
•DWghi some annoUlioiw, which also we ahall preserve, — di*- 
Ungouhing them, by the Insertion of their dale, from those affixed 
to the prior edilionj. 

The first of these US. notes of tll6 appears on the fiy^eaf. and 
nrai thus The binding of this volume is considerably Luo ve- 


V ■ • ^ T < 

Inable for the conteotsv and nothing but the consideration of i(y 
being the properly of another, prevents the from euasigulag iid« 
tnbcraUe record of uiisptaced anger and iodbcrindiute acrimony 
to the ftafne*.”— B. ' 

• 1 his pirteee was written for the sreond edition, and printed 
with it. The Dubfe niiUior had left thia oonnlry previous to tiio 
pobllcatkiai of that edition, snd is not yet retunied.— .vote (u 
Ute fourth edition. ia<l.>-;**Be la. and gone again.'*— B. laifi.j 

V Mr. Ilobbuuse. See p«uf, p. 6S. 

V Here the preface to the first editioa oomnieoced.— E, 

**•1 welt TeroMect.*' said Lord Byruit, in I8W. ‘•the effect 
which Uie crhhpic of the Edinburgh toeviewers, on i»y first poent. 
had upon ro«.-U was rage and restsUocc, and tedrevs: but nut de- 
spiiodency nordequiir. A savage review b hemlock to a socking 
author, a^ Ibe tme on roe (which produced the Englisb Bards, etc.) 
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require unTlercules to cruib tbe Hydra; Jsul if Un anfbor | 
succeeds Id merely “bnililnRODcqrHielieadftofthcserpenl.*^ | 
though bis own hdiiil should sufler lu lite cucountcr, be will | 
be ampljr sallsCed.' I 

ENGUSH BARDS i 

j 

. ‘ SCO’W:U REVIEWERS. , i 

Stilt must I hear?,' — shall 
His creaking couplets in a tavern ball,* 

And I not sin^ lest, Iiaply, Scotch reviews 

Should dub ine.srribblcr, and denounce my imise? : 

Prepare for rhyme— I’ll publish, right or wrong: i 

Fools are my theme, let satire be my song. j 

Oh! nature’s noblest gift— my gray goose-quill! 
Slave of my thoughts,’ obedient to ihy w ill. 

Torn from tliy prent bird to form a pen, 

That mighty instrurhent of little men! 

The pen! foredoom’d to aid the mental throes | 

Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose, ^ 
Tliough nymphs forsake, and criticafniay deride, j 

The lover’s solace, and the auUJor’s pride: 1 

WbatwiUlwliatpoets dost thou dailyraise! I 

How frequeql is thy use, how small thy praise ! ’' j 
Condemn’d at Ici^ih to be forgotten quite, j 

With ali the pages which ’t was thine to write. 

But tlioq, at least, mine own especial pen! •' 

Once laid aside, hut now assumed again, - 'I* 

Oiir task complete, like llamet’s,* shall bo. free; i 
Though spurn’d by, others, yet beloved by me: ' \ 


Then let us soar to-day ; vb oomnron theme, 

>o eastern vision, no distemper’d dream* 

Inspires— our path, though full of thorns, plain : 
SmooUi be tlie verse, and easy be tlie strain, 

Vvt\en Vice triumphant holds her sovereign sway. 

Obey’d by all who nought beside obey; ^ 

W hen Folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 

Bedecks her cap w ith bells of every clime; ‘ .• 
When knaves and fools combined o’er all prevail, 
And weigh their justice in a golden scale; ‘ 

E’en then the boldest start from publU: sneers. 

Afraid of shame, unknown to other fears, 

More darkly shi, by satire kept in awe, 

And shrink from ridicule, though not from law. . 

Such is the force of w it ! but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song ; 

The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 

Still there are follies, e’en for me to chase, 

And yield at least amusement in tlie race : 
longii w hen 1 laugh, I seek no other ftime; 

/riw: cry is up. and scribbler^ are ray game. 

Speed, Pegasus!— ye strains of great and Binall, 

Ode, epic, elegy, have at you all! 

I too can sernwl, and once^zpon a time 
. I jK)ur’rt along the town a flood of rhyme—.* 

A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or Wame; 

1. printed— older children do the same. 

‘ ’T is pleasant, .sute, to see one’s name in prints 
A book’s a book, allhougli there nothing irT- . 
Not that a title’s sounding charm can fflve 


knocked me down— but; gut up ajftiii. Th»t cril^u^witf a ma#- 
lerptece of low wit, a liisue of sctirtiioiw abase. .1 remember 
,lhef««a<a great dcalof vnigar Irash-abonl pc«ipTe being ‘ thankful 
Cor what they ctmld gel,*— • not looking a Kift Iiwae hi the mouth.* 
and Kiich aUble cxpresaloiu. But so far from Ihor bullytilg me, 
«r deterring me from writing. 1 was berUonrabifying ilicirmcu 
pttdlclium. anil dciermlned to djow them, ctoak ai they wpotd. 
that it «a* not ibe laU Unie U»ey ahoniH hfar fn»m E. 

I **Tlie severity the trUiclsm," os Sir Egerhm BrydgCh ^ 
wdl observed, ** ioocl»€<l Byron lu ihepoinl where his . 
gfaatstnndh layi It wounded his ijrtde, aud roused ]iU UUief*' 
inrilgnalioii. ' He imblisbed ' English B-irih and Scotch Reviewers, ' • 
and bowed dAwn ilmse win had hiiberto hetd a deappUc viotury 
over «»c prtblie mind. Theft was. after all. mo^lq U»e boldness 
of tie enfcrprisc, in the feariessuesa of the attack, than in its iu- 
triwlc f>rcc. But Uie moral cflccl of ibc gah^try of tbc assault. ‘ 
.md of the justice of llie eaure, made it vlctwrous arid triuiiii*liant. f 
'iWs was one of those lucky developcmeols which taunul often ' 
occur, and which Ihtnl Lord Bjtup’a fame. FronUhal day ht j 
etigagi^ the public nolied as a wWer of ainUoubted Ulciil aud 
energy, bolhxif uitdlect and temper.'*— 1?» 

t.'tNiT.—'*Scai9er ego sutUtsv isiiliunT nQaaasnuio ratwnsin. 

VeuHii Itfllcs rsuci Tbe»rlde Ssl, 1. 

^[“■flwirscFifeyrm/d.*'— *• Highi cnougli i but why nolieejucli 
a mountrtank."— B. 1810 ] 

4 Mr. Fitzgerald, ficelJoi^y iermed hy Cobbett tb.^* Small Baer 
l*oet.** inflicU his animal tribute of ferae on the Ixhrary Fund t 
not content With wrlliog. he Rjoub ip person, afctr the omupany 
have imbibed a roasuoaMe quantity of bad purl, to enable them 
to susUin Ibc operaUoo.— [Foe the long |*riod of ihWy-two years, 
this harmless poetaster was an attendant at the anoiversary dinners 
of the Literary Fund, aod constantly honoored the oocation w iUi 
an ode. which h« himself redted with most comical dignity of 
cmpliaida. liewasfbrtunAlo in having 'lor hU patmo the late VL«- 


I pouiil Dudliy and Wapl, oo wkbae death, without a will. Ms 
benevoimt Itilendoos tfiwards the bard w«re (ulflUed by the pCmeDi 
I Earl Dudley, who gencrondy aent liim a dlwfl for 80001. Mtzge> 

I raid died in 1829. Of h^ homeruus loyal efluduns only « tinyie 
itee has survived its a»lhi>ri but the cbarac.erbiics of hb style 
> have b«n ao hjppriy hit ofThi the ^'itutcrro a'i>i>ie.>su'*— ( a 
j work which Lord Byron has pronounced to l»c “by far the l»e»i 
I thing of the kind since tlie Rollla<i ; " ,i— that we cauiiot resist ihc 
tcuiptalion of an evVracl . 

** wb* burnt |coaroun<| bis soalM the bouMs tnalo, 

Ot Cuvent Csrden autl of Orory Nut? / 

W ho. whila the BffUib »quftdron lay olT Cork, • 

; Cod birta tbe ae{teni and ibe Duke of York ! | 

WUb B foul mnbquste rtvaged tba C^tracMS. 

■ ' And raised Ujdprlfe of dry-BOwfi Olid tohscroaf 

Who (B.>hrf Ibe f|iMHrrn*loaratid Luddites riM? 

Who inn the buicbm' shapa with large Mue Itles? 

W Ito ibonghl In lT.iit>e*»l. Jamas s ittorl to pinch r 
ntw burul the wsrdroiw ol poor tady Flocbt— 

Why be. wlw. forsinff For Ibis l»l« a yoke. 

- Bemlods ino of a Hoe t lalel; spoke— 

* rht kte of frtoJom to Iht 9rlU$k Oat.' 

Bleui escfr roao p<M*«a'd of »o|tol tOglTtl 
LongTuSy l.on* Tllney Wellesley Loaf tolanvat 
Cad bless Ibe army, blesa Ihrir fokis at seavlstf 

Cod Mm (bt oiry. bl«M tbe Prinrw Cbartattat 
dod bless ibe CuariJs, ibudgb wmted G«IUs scofft 

CyJ bless meir pig ulli, ibouBb ibey rf now «•! ®fFi 

AndohtlnDownlogSueetsliooldOJd.Mdtfasel, . 

Rugtaiui's prlroe mfolMar, iben bla^ the DevH I— l.J 

* ChJ Haniet Benengcli iirotnlses repose to hH lien. In the last 
chauier of Dtm Quiiote. Oh! Uial our voliiminmu gentry wuold 
foU^ Ibe example of Cid Hamct Benengcli. 

c Thiy msj hav« btcu wrillen in the aplrU of prophecy."— 
B. I81G.] 
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Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grare: 

This Lanibe must own, since bis patr^ian name 
Fail'd to preserve the spurious farce from siiame. ' 
No matter, George continues still to w rite, * * 

Though now the name is veil'd from public sight. 

Moved by tlie great example, 1 pursue 

Tl>e seff-samc road, but make mv own review : 

Not seek great Jeffrey’s, yet, like him, w ill be 
Self-constituted judge of poesy. 

A man must serve his time to e>*ery trade 
Save censure — critics all are ready made. 

Take hackney’d jokes from Miller, got by rote. 
With just enough of learning to mis<{note; 

A mind well .skill'd to find or forge a fault; 

A turn for punning, c-all it Attic salt; 

To Jeffrey go^ be silent and discreet, 

His pay is just ten sterling pounds |>er .sl>eel : 
Fearnot to lie, ’t will seem a sh:ir|)er hit; 

Shrink not from blaspltemy, 't w-ill pass for wit; 
Care not for feeling — |)ass your proper jest, 

And stand a critic, hated yet caress’d. 

And shall we own such judgment ? No— as soon 
Seek roses in December — ice in June; 

Mope constancy in wind, or com in chaff; 
itelieve a woman or an e|<jlaph, 

Or any othe% thing that 's false, before 
Vou trust in critics, wiio iht'inselvrs are sore ; 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey’s heart, or Lambe’s Bo'Olian head.* 

To these young tyrants, * by Uieins<‘lves misplaced. 
Combined usurpers on the throne of Taste; 

To these, when authors bend in humble au e, 

And bail liwir voice ns truth, Ilnur word ns low — 
While these are censors, 't would be sin to spare; 
While such are critics, why should I forbear.’ 

But yet, so near ail modern worthies run, 


T is doubtful w lmm to seek, or whom to.simn; 

Nor know w e when to spare, or where to strike, 

Our bards and censors are so inucli alike. 

Then should you ask me, * why I venture o’er 
i The path which Pope and Gifford trod l>efore; 

If not yet sicken’d, you can still proceed : 

Go on; my rhyme w ill tell you as yoti read. 
'‘Buthold!”cxclaiiusa friend, — “hcre’ssomeneglecl: 
Tliis — that— and t’ other line seem incorrect.” 

NVhat then ? the self-same blunder Po|k* lias got, 

! And careless Dryden — “ Ay, Imt INc has not : " — 
Indeed !— -’t is granted, faith! — hut what care I? 
Better to err with Pope, tliau shine with INe. 

Time was, ere yet in tliese degenerate days* 
Ignoble themes obtain'd mistaken praise, 

When sense .and wit w ith poesy allied, 

No fabled graces, nourish'd side by side; 

From the same fount tlieir inspiration drew, 

And, rear'd by taste, bloom’d fairer as they grew. 
Then, in lliis happy isle, a Pope’s? pure strain 
Souglit the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in vain; 

A polish'd nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised the people's, as the poet’s fame. 

Like him great Dryden pour’d the tide of song. 

In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 

, Then Congrevc'ssceneseould cheer, or Otway’s melt — 
! For nature then an English audience felt. 

• But why tliese names, or greater still, retrace, 

When all to feebler bards resign their place 
I Vet to such times our lingering looks are east, 

1 NVhen taste and reason with those times are past. 
Now look around, and turn each trilling page, 

Siiney the precious works that please the age : 

This truth at least let satire's self allow*, 

' No dearth of bards can !)c complain'd of now*. * 

The loaded press bencatli her labour groans, 


• TkU tesennooi roath ia meoticxiefi more parUculartv, wUh )iU I 
procteetdn. in another ptaer . 

• to ihe Kdinburgli Rr»lcw.H‘' '• * very s»o*l fellow j ami, 

nerpt hia WQtber aoU «Ulef, Uur bot Of the sei. to niy luiud.”-- I 
&UI6.] I 

> Mr«>nt. JetlTry ami I.ara1>e are the alplu and omriui. the tint 
and U»t of the EdMiurgh Ucriew ; (be oUten arc mriiituned here- i 
alter. I 

{'*This was not Just. .XHlher the liearl uor Uie head of Ibese I 
fenlteinen ire at all what they are tiere reprrwniled. At Iho lime ' 
this was writtcQ t was pertottaiiy unac«|iiaiutcd with cither.”^B. | 
iiie.-E.] I 

V liiir. nS rlemralU, ran lot ubiqaa 

osnrrM a*rllur» |Mcrcr« ebsrt«.''-/af . S«l. I. 
t laiT. **C«r Ham her IMmsI potbudacarrervracopo 

far qom m*Kou* fqao* lanmrw tirill •latURBs: 

M ratal, #t ruloorm admlliltU, 

y«r. SsM. 

• rrbe first editton of the Satire opened wUh UtU lioc ; and Lord 
Byron's ociEtn^l iotroUoa was In pr^s the MJuwing— 

"aacuac^T. 

The poet coosMereth limes put, and their poesy— makes a suth j 
den trsDsUloo to limes present— is incensed a^liM book>cnaliert 
—rerileth Waltrr Scott foe copUfity and hallad-mougenos, with j 
notable remarks oa Masler Southey— oomptahielh that Master I 
Southey halh infUeted three poems, epic and otherwtae, oo ihe 
PubBc— faiTCighetb asalQst W'UtUm Wordsworth, but taudelh ! 


Muter CoIrrUee and his elegy on a young ass— is disposed to ritu* 
perale Mr. I.ewU— and greatly rrbukelh Thomas UItte ;ihe late) 
and tbti Lord Straogfonl— recommrndelh Mr. llayley to turn Ids 
aitcnllnn to |MTMr— and eihorirtli (he MoravianS^lo glorify klr. (Ira- 
liamc — «ymp.UtiL<H;th«itli ihcnevrreiid — Dowic<i-jnilde|tloreth 
(he mdanclK)iy fair of Jaiiier Monl|;oaiery— breakeih oat into in- 
vective againvt Iho EditibiirRh Reslewers— callelli them hard 
names, harpies and Ibe nke—a|irMlrophi«clh Jeffrey, and [tniphe- 
sk(b.— EpiMxle of Jeffrey ami Moore, (heir Jeopardy and deliver- 
ance ; |HirienU nti Ihe morn of ihr combat : Ute Tweed. Tolhooih, 
Frith of F'orth. severally shocked; descent of a godde\s to save 
Jeffrey ; Inrorporali'tn of (lie bullets vt ilh his sinciput amt ncdpul. 
—Edinburgh Rrvi^s en morse.— Lord Aberdeen. Herbert. Acoll, 
llaliain. FiUans. Lambe. .Sydney Smith, Brooghani. etc.— Tho 
LonI lloltand applauded for dinners and Irjostalions.—theiirama; 
.Skeffingtoii. Hmtk. Biynoids. Knmey, Cherry, etc.— Sheridan, 
Culuian, and Cumberland called upon to write.- Return to pussy 
— scribblenofalliorts— birds Minu-limes rhj'me ;muchbcUer not— 
tlalic. Rosa Matilda, and X. Y.Z — Rogers, Campbell, CtfTord, etc- 
tnie port^TransUtors of ll»e r.rrek Anthoiogy—Crabbe— Dar- 
win's style— Cambridge— Sratonlan Pnse— Smytfie— liodgsuii— 
Oxfont— Ricfianls— PoeU hhpiiliir— CrmctuskiQ.''] 
r [When Lord Byron, in the au'iimii of ItfOS, was occupied upon 
this Sailed, he devoted a considerable portion of his lime to a deep 
study Of Ibe writings of Pope; and from that period may be &ted 
his emhnsiaslic adiniraikMi of this great poet— E.] 

* [" One of my motkxss Is. that (he preseut is tv>l i hiifit age of 
BngUdi poetry. Ttiere are mere poets (soi-diaant) Iban ever (here 
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ADil printer*’ devils slioke tlieir weary bobes; j 

While Soutliej ’s epics cram the creaking shelves, i 
And Little’s lyrics shine in hot-press’d twelves. 

Tliiis saitli tlie preacher : Nought beneath tliesun ' 

I s new ; ” yet still from change to change we run ; | 

What varied wonders tempt us as they pass I ; 

Thecow-poi, tractors, galvanism, and gas, i 

In tiirns.appcar, to make the vulgar stare. 

Till tlie swoln bubble bursts— and all is air I 
Nor less new schools of Poetry arise, . j 

Where dull pretenders grapple for live prize : ' | 

O’er' taste awhile these pseudo-hards prevail; I 

Each country book-club bows the knee to Baal, j 
And, hurling lawful geniUs frpm the throne. 

Erects a shrine and idol of its o» n ; ' : 

Sotng leaden calf— but whom it matters not, | 

From soaring Southey dow n to grovelling Stott. • ! 

Behold! in various throngs the scribbling crew. 

For notice eager, pass in long review : 

Each spurs bis jaded Pegasus apace, i 

And rliyme and blank maintain an equal race; | 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode; ' 

And tales of terror jostle on tlie road ; :• | 

Immeasurable measures move along; * | 

For simpering folly loves a varied song. 

To strange ^sterious dulness still the friend. 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 


Tlius Lays of Minstrels ’-rraoy they be the la.st !— 

On balf-strun^harps w hink mournful to the blast. 
While uiouiitain spirits prate to river sprites. 

That dames may listen to the sound at nights; 

And goblin brats, of Gilpin Horiler’s brood. 

Decoy young border-nobles tlirough the wood. 

And skip at every step. Lord knows how high. 

And frighten Ibrdish babes, the Lord knows why; 
While high-born ladies in their magic cell. 
Forbidding hnlglits to read who cannot spell. 
Despatch a oourier to a wizard's grove, . 

And light with honest men to Shield a knave. 

' Next view in state, proud prancing on his roan. 

The golden-crested haughty Marmion, 

Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the Bgiit, 

Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight. 

The gibbet or the field prepared to grace— 

A iniglity mixture of the great and base. 

And think’st thou, Scott!* by vain conceit, pcrehance. 
On public taste to foist tliy stale romance. 

Though Murray with his Mijler may combine 
To yield thy muse just half*a-crowii per line? 

No! wlien the sons of song descend to trade, 

Tlieir bavs arc' sear, their former laurels fade. 

Let sucli forego the poet’s sacred name, 

Wlio r.nek tlieir brains for lucre, ' not fop fame : 

Still for stern Mammon may they toil in vain ! . 


^CTC. and (iroporliojiaLIf trs4 poetr}'. TI 1 I 9 (iiCfiis I luv« niaJn- 
Uined (ur nofuc yran; Inil, siran^e to »ay, H mnpUtth nul with 
rouf rn»iu tijy hrclhren of the slwll/— 4WI.) 

• With regard 10 poetry in ^ncral, I am coBTlnccd that «re 
arc all upon a vrmafi revolutionary imclical ayatera. not worth a 
damn in iL<iclf, and from which nunc hut Ito;;crs and Oabbe siw 
ffor. 1 am the more confirmed in Uiiv by havhi? lately t;une over | 
aome of oqr clajaica, particnlarly Fd|>e, whom 1 Irinl in Ud .9 way 1 
—I took Uoore'a pficma. and tny own, and aome others, and went 
over them aide by side with Pope'a, and I wai really asiomsbed. 
and raorUfied at the incITable distance, in point of sense, leamlnt;. 
effect, and even Imafdhalion, passion, and Invention, between the 
little t^tern Anne’s man. and us of the Lower KmF^re. Depend 
upon it, U h all Horace Uicn. and Clandian now, among os; and if 

1 had 10 begin again, 1 wonldiuoold uij-scIfacconUagly."— />ioi y, 
1617.] 

• Mott. I>eUer known in the “kfoming Post" by Ihc name of 

Hafiz. This personage b at present the must profound expluref 
of the bathos, 1 remember, wlico tlic reigning family left Por- 
tugal. a special Ode of Uaatcr Slutf's, beginoiog tluis /o- 

7Ki/ur quoad Jiif>ernia'j'— 

‘'PrlDcel* oRkprlng of Rra|aaH, 

* Crta greets itwe nUlt a sudcs.” etc. 

Abo a Sonnet to Bata, well worthy of ibcsobject; and a luoei 
thundering ude, coimaenciDg as follows t 

OBI Ibr 0 lay 1 Kind a* the snnrc 
TiMl IstBes l.aptsnd'* soiodlug •bore.’' 

tXHd liave mercy on us! the “ Lay of the Last Xlimlrel*' was 
niilbing to this. 

' See the •• Lay of the Last Minstrel," f flssfrn. Never was any 
plan «u incoiii^ruous and abyurd a.s the groundwork of this pru- 
durtion. The entrance of Tlmndcr and Lightning, prolognising 
to Bayes’ tragctly, unfortunately lakes away the merit of origina- 
llty from (l:e dialogue between Mevir^irs tim Spirits of Fiood and 
Fell ^ the first canto. Then we bare Um amiable William of i)e> 
toraini'. "a stark moASvIrooper,** videlicet, a Ivippy cumpoood of 
poadter, stteep-straier, and liighw aynmn. 1 be propriety of Ids 
magical lady's byuactioa not to read, can only be etfoalled by hie 


eaudkJ acknowli-dgmcnl of hl« independence of the tranuneh of 
spelling, although, to use bis own eicg.int phrase, ' ‘ ‘t was his neck* 
verse at ItarrlK'e,” i. e. iJic gallows.— The Wography of Giulia 
Homer, and the marvellous iiedestrUn page, wlw travelled twice 
as fast as his master's home, without Urn aid of •even-kagus.*d boots, 
are ehfft^'tatvrt In Uie Improvemc'it of la.sio. Fi>p incident we 
have the Inrhible, but by no means .sparing box on the ear bestow- 
ed on the page, and the entrance of x knight and charger Into the 
casHe, under the very natural disguise of a wain of bay. Mar- 
mion. the hero of the latter romance, is exactly what william of 
Deloraine would have hem. had he been able to read and write. 
Tite (zOem was mamifacturcd for Messrs. Coosuble, MniYsy, and 
Miner, wor>hlpfiil booksellers. In cotufdcraiioii of the receipt of 
a sum of muncy; and truly, considering Ihc htsplration. It is a 
very creditable |>roduciJon. If Mr. ScmU will write for hire, let 
him do his licst (dr his paymasters, but not disgrace Us genius, 
whkh U undooblcdly great, by a repetition of black-leUer ballad 
imitatlocu. 

4 1** When Byron wrote hU famous satire, 1 had my aliarc 0 # 
flaRellatiou .imong my betters. Ny erhne wav luvlug written a 
poL’in fora tlmusand {lonndst which was no otherwise trac, than 
Hut 1 sold the cop)Tishl for that sum. Now. not to nlrnbon that 
an auilkor can hanlly Im 5 censured for accepting such a sum as U»o 
booksellers arc wUHog to give lilm. especially as the gcoUeracn of 
the trade made no complaints of tlieir hargatn, I Ihouglit the in- 
; tcrfcreocc wiili my private aff-rirs was rallier lieyood the Umits of 
I literary salirc., 1 w-as, Imwcvrr, so far from having any thing to 
j do with tlie ofTeasive criticism in the Edinburgh, lliai I remoo- 
I strafed against It with the eilitor, oocause i thought the •• Hours of 
j Idleness" treated with undue severity. -They were wrMleii, like 
all juvenile |ioelry. rallier from the njcollcctkm of wliat bad 
pleased the author in others, lhan whal had been suggested by hU 
own Imagiaaiion ; bnt, nevertheless. I ihouglii they contained pa^ 
sages of noble promise.*’— Bu WalTVi Scott.) 

» [Lord nyron, as w well known, set out with the deiermlnatloii 
never to receive money for hta writings. For the liberty to r»>- 
ptiblisb Uiii satire, be. refused four hundred guineas ; and the mo- 
ney paid for the copyright of the find and second cantos of Cb*Wo 
Harold, and of the Corsair, he presented 10 Ur. Dallas, in 1616, 
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And sad^y gate on gold they c«mot gain ! 

Such be their nteed, Midi still thejiist reward 
Of prostituted nnise and hireling bard! 

For lliis we spurn Apollo’s venal son, 

And bid a loqg*^ good niglit to Marmioiu” ‘ 

These ore the themes thdt claim our plaudits now ; 
'fhese are the bards to wiiom the muse must bow ; 
While Miltou, Uryden, Po{>e>, alike forgot. 

Resign tlieir iiaSiow*d bav’s to ^Yalter Scott. 

Tlie time has been, when yet the inuso was young, 
When lioiiUT swept the lyre, nud Maru sung. 

An epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 

>Yhite awe*strurk nations liail’d Die magic uainc ; 

The work of eadi immortal bard appears 
'fhe single wonder of a thousand years. * 

Em{iires have moulder’d from the face ofcarlli, 
Tongues have expired with those who gave tliein btrlfi, 
Without the glor)' such a strain can give. 

As even in ruin bids Uie bnguage live. 

Not 80 with us, though minor bards content. 

On one great work a life of labour s|>ent : 

With eagle pinion Soaring to the skies^ 

Behold Hie ballad*.nionger Soutliey rise I ” 

To him let Ctmoens, Milton, Tasso, yield, ? 
Whose annual strains, like armies, tako the Held- 
First in the ranks see Joao of Arc advance, 
Thescoufge of England and the boast of France! 
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Though borut by wicked Bedford for a w itdi, 

Bdiold ber.slatue placed in glory’s niche; 

Her fetters burst, and just released from prison, 

A virgin plucnix from her ashes risen. 

Next see tremendous Thalolia come on, * 

Aral>ia*s monstrous, wild, ond wuiidrqus son; * 
I>omd;inior 5 dread destroyer, who o'erllirew 
More mnd magicians than the world e’er knew. 
Immortal hero! all thy foes o'ercome, ' 

For e\er reign — llie rival of Torii Thumb ! 

Since startled metre fled before tby face, 

>Veii w ert tliou doom'd the last of all thy race! 

Well iiiighl triumpliant genii bear tliee hence, ^ 
Illustrious conqueror of common sense ! 

Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his sails, 
Cacique in Mexico, and prince in Wales ; 

Tells us sfrange tales, as other travellers do, 

'More old tlion Mandcville’s, and not so true. 

Oh, Southey ! Southey I * cease thy varied song ! 

A bard may chant too often and too long : 

As tliou art strong in verse, in mercy, spare! 

A fourth, alas! w'cre more than we could bear. 

But if, in spite of all the world can say, 

Thou still wilt verse;g|(rd.plod Uiy weary way; 

If still InBerkley bulBifb most iiiici>ii, 

Thou wilt devc^ig^d woniw to the devil, * 

The babe iiiibpnuhj^ dread intent may rue : 

** God help the«t,**^uthey,? andlliy readers too. ’ 


to a letter eackn&is • draft of lOOOjtulneas, oflered bjr Mr. Murray 
fur the Sioce of CorloUi and Pirbina, tlie iMtUe piKt arot Ibis 
aoower i— ** Vour oiler la liberal in the e&trcroe, and nucli tnore 
ibajaibolwnpociM can poialbly be worili— bat 1 caunut aoce|>l 
II, DOT will not. Vou are nioai welcome lo lliem, |i mbiHioin to 
tbeeollectrd vohmie*. witliout any demand or expedalbmoo my 
part wbatcf er. 1 Itave eodoMtl your draft |om, (or (ear gf acd* 
denta by tbe way; I wMt you would nut tbrow trmpUiioD in 
ttdar ; U b not from • diadain of ttit oolveruJ idulwior from 4 
preaeol auperfhilty of bb treaaurea— 1 can aiaurf you, dial 1 reflua 
to wonfaip him; but what b right b right, aodnnut not yield to 
ctrcamalaocca.** The puetwaa afterwanb loduccd.'at Mr. Mor- 
faj*a rameat perauaiioa, lo accept the Ibnosaod gidneaa. The 
aubjoined aUtemmt of ilie auroa paid by him at varioua limcsi to 
Lord Byron, fur oupyrlgbt, nay te oooaklcred a bUillopoiic carlo* 
••ty»- 

CblMe HarMd. I. II. . t. «M 

■ III 

— IV 

flitear 

indreraS)daa. 

CoTMlr. • 

tan 

•kea oT CoWalS . . . 7’ 

HrMsa U 

Laownt of Tawa 

■anfred 

■MIM 

Dae )*ia. I. It. . , 

- III. IV. V ■ . - 

Pago el Vrotta. ............... 

•ardaoapales, Catai, and Panrf 

M ai ippa 

rtlioiwr el cblUeo. 

tnadriH. 

neert af iSlanaw. Cagttoh'bafdi and icatrti He* \ 

Tiessare, ttlato fnai Uaraca, Warwtrv DelwaMt > 

Traaitwai#. Haevan aad Cartli. aw. . . ) 

LUa hr Tbamaa Moan 


Lrutol 

• Good night to Marmion "—the pathetic and abn prophetic 


' cxclamatloQ of Henry BkMiat. Kaqiiire, oti the death of hooeat 
I Marmion. 

• At the Odya^ Ig ad'Alosely connectrd with tbe alory of (bo * 
lUad, they may almoat *e.claaae<i aa one grtnJ historical poem. 

In litoding to Mlltoa ai>d Tamo, we con.dder the *' Parisliae Loal.*' 
and **ttenHaleui(iiR Uhenta.** a* thriV standard eS>r(at alnoe 
neither the “Jmiaalem Omqucred '* of the llalian. ck^ the '* Pa* 
(idbe Hegained ** of the Euglbb bard, ublained i profKtrtiooale 
celebrity lo tbeir former pocoM, (jury < Which of Mr. Southey’s 
williarfive? 

) ThaUlta," Mr. Soulhey’a aecotK) poem, b written in open de> 
lUnce of precedent and poetry. Mr. S. wished h> pmluoe aome* 
tbiog novel, and auccee^ to a mlrocto. ** Joan of Are ** was 
marvclluos enough, but “Thilaba** waa one of thoaqifioema 
'‘which," In the wordy of Puraon, "will be read when Homer 
and Viigil are forgotten, bat— not till tA#n.** 

*‘[**0f Ttwlaba, lit* wiM sod woodrow noK*-HAMK.-E.J 

r W*e be« Hr. Soutliey’a pardon i " Madoc dbdains the degrading 
IlOe of epic.'* See hb preface. Why b epic degraded? and by 
whom? <>rUintytbe hie routaunla of Masters Cottle, Laureat 
Pye, Ogllvy. Hole, and genllo Hbtmn Cowley, have not etailed 
the epic mnae ; but, aa Mr. Sonthey'a poem “ dbdaina the vppel- 
UUoo." allow ua lo aab— baa bp aabatilulod any thing belief lit lit 
alead? or must he be content to rival Sir Bicbard BUdunore in 
tbe quantity as 'well os quality, ol hb veree ? 

I ^See "Tbe Uhl W'oroan of Berilcy,**a bailad 14^* 
wherein an aged geoUcwoman b carried away by Bo^ebob. on a 
“ blgb*ut)tting bor«.** 

y Tbe laat line, *' Cod help tbee,** b an evident plaglariun IWim 
tbe Aml.jaoobin to Mr. Southey, on bb Ubciylka.— [Lord Byrgn 
here allodre to Mr. GitTord'a panidy on Mr. Souibcy'a DaclyUca* 
which end* tbni 

**St*ar talk «f tana^la t laAat Uty speUlnc-beek; 

Dtiwoftb and Dycbt ars Mb nm 4 at Iky quaBlIiiss— 
j naeiylic*,cairst Umu '«mr— ‘Cod bMp tb^iUly •«#.'**-£ I 

I *(" Lord Byron, on being inlrodoced to Mr. Southey. In 1IIS, 

I at Holland Hooae, deerribea Idm. *'aa (be bea(>loobiug bofd be 
' had reen (or a long Ume.‘‘— “ To have that poet’a bead and slioab 


tjai 

a,ioe 


lAM 

t.iee 
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N^xt comes the dull disciple of thy sciiool, 

Tliat mild apostate from poetic rulCf 
The simple Wordsworth, R‘anter of a lay 
As soil as evening ip his favourite May, ' 

Who warns his friend to shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books, for fear of growing double;*** 
Who, both by precept and example, shows 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose; 
Convincing all, by demonstration plain. 

Poetic souls delight in prose insane; 

And Christmas stories, tortured into rhyme, j 

Contain the essence of the true sublime. | 

Tl\|;s, when lie tells tl»e tale of Betty Foy, i 

The idiot mother of** an idiot boy;* *' ' 

A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost Ifis way, I 

And, like his i>ard^ confounded njgtit with day;^ i 
Socloseoncach patheticpartliedwells, ^ ", 

And each adventure so sublimely tells, [ 

That all who view the ** idiot in his glory,” \ 

Conceive the bard the hero of tlie story. I 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, I 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear? . i 

Tlioiigli themes of uuioceno eMy ise him best, 

Yet still Q^wcurity *8 a I 

If Inspiration siu^d her .aid muso \ 


To him who takes a pixy for a muse,* 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
Tlie bard w ho soars to elegise an ass. 

So well the subject soils his noble mind, 

He brays, * the laureat of the long-ear'd khid.^ 

Ob! wonder-wOrkuig I^is!? monk, or bard, 

Who fain wouldst m.ike Parnassus a churdiyard ! 

Ix>! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow, 

Thy muse a sprite, Apollo’s sexton thou! 

\Miether on ancient tombs thou takest tliy stand. 

By gibb'ring spectres hnird, thy kindred band ; 

Or trare^ cliastc descriptions on thy page, 

To please the females of our modest age ; 

All hail, M. P. !* from whose infernal brain 
Thin sheeted phanton)S glide, a grisly trajn ; 

At whose command ** grim women ” throng in crowds, 
And kings of Are, of water, and of clouds, 

With “small gray men,’’ “.wild yagers,” ,ind wlintnot. 
To crown with honour thee and Walter Scott : 

Again all hail !. if tales like thine may please, 

St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease; 

Even Sataii*s.self with tliec might dread to dwell. 

And in thy ^oll discern a deeper hell. 

Whqfin soft guise, surrounded by a clidir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s fire, 


dert, I woold.” he eajrt, htve wrtUeC kb Sopphlcs. He 

fi cerUintr a prcpoMcWns {XTson to lonk on.' and i iigo of l»- 
tmr, and all iha(, and (here it hi* colosir.'* In hU J<ianuil, of the 
aame jear, he tajrs-^'* Sotiiber 1 hare not acen mneh of. (lb a|»- 
peannee It fpic, and he b the only eabUng rtnire mao of leltem. 
All the otbm have aoroc pursuit aiinq|«l to U>6r antborslilp. 
HU manners arc ralkJ.but uoUbose of almnof Ibe world, and kU 
talent* of llic first order. HU (irose b perfect. Of bit po6lry 
there are varimis opioiona *. there b, perfa^, too much' it foe 
the pment itei^llon— poaierity wUl probably lelrct, fic bM 
pasuge* equalto any Udng. At preienl. he bu a'parfp, but Do 
pobHc — except lorb^ prose wrltion. His Life of b’eboo b beau- 
tiful. ^ Cbewliere. and later, (xiru B. proa ounces Soulhey'a Hon 
Roderick, *' the first poem of our Ume.**— V.] 

1H6.J 

* Lyrical Daliada. p. 4v~‘* The Tabiea Turned.** Stanu 1 . 

^ **Cp. op. ny (rteod. aad ebar foor taaha; 

Why ail lau t*U and tfvuUey 
Cp. up, 9xy frkad. and qnti yrar books. 

Or surety you W trow doobib' 

* Ur. W. In hb preface labours hard to prove, tiiat prose and 
verse are much tbe tame ; and certainly hb preoepU and practice 
are strictly coofornubie « — 

"And cta«i lo Mty*iqBOsU«o< b# 

Mads iBswcr. lika a trareller botd. 

Tba cock did crow. l<KWboo. lo-wboo, 

And Ibo mo did thiae la coM*" air., olo.. p. taa. 

I Coierldte’s Poems, p. 1 1, Son^ of the Pixies. I. e. Hevonsliirc 
fUriearp. 43. we have, "Idoes to a young Lady ]** and, p. U, 
■* Lines t» ji yqm ifi Asa.** 

siTbui ifiiM by Lord Byron, in bb last rev bioo of tbesatire. 
lo ill former odlUons Uie line stood. 

**A bUow-raHIni makr* us woodrons klod.**-E.( 

<>[*< B. tllO.— tp a lelter to Mr. Coleridge, written in 

1815, Lord Byron ays,— Ycm tnentloa my * Satire,* Uinpoon, or 
whatever you or others please to caU It. 1 can only uy. that It 
was written when 1 was very youdg and very angry, and has been 
a thorn hi my able ever atnee i more partlcubrly as almost all the 
persona anintadverted oimm became aubsrqumUy my acquaint- 
anrea, and some of ihrsn my friends ; which b * heaping Are upon 
an enemy's head,' and farglTiog me too readily to permit me to 
forgive mjidf. The parlappUed toyou b peri, and petulant, and 


■hallow enough ( but, alliiougb I have long done every Uilng in 
my power to suppress (tre circubtiou of. the whole Ibiug, 1 Mull 
always rtgnS ibe wantonness or generabiy of many of its aUempied 
attacks.*’— E.J 

T(Matlhew Uregory I,ewU, M. P. for ilindon. never dbtlngaished 
himself- ill Pardameot { but, nuinfy in consequence oP the clever 
use be made of Ids knowledge of Uw Gemum language, then a 
rare accompUdiment. attracted much noUce In (he Itlcrarf world, 
at a very early period of Ms life. Hb Tales of Terror ; the drama 
of the Castle Spectre; and Uie romance called the Bravoof Venice 
(which b. however, iiliie more than a verakm from the .swtas 
Ztcbockb / 1 but above all, the DbkHuoui aud Impbnw novel of Tbe 
Nook, invested the name of I.ewb with an extraordinary degree 
of celebrity, during the poor period which intervened between 
the obscuration of Cowper, and the full display of Sir Waller 
Scott's talenb ki the "Lay of the Last Minstrel."— a period whicb 
b sufficieolly characterised by tbe fact, tliat Hayley then 'passed 
for a Poet. !(exl to that solemn coiaoinb, Ltwb was for several 
yean Uie fashionable versifier of hb tlnsc; bul hb plagiarisms, 
perhaps more audacious Uun liad ever liefore been retorted lo by 
a man of real ulcota. were by Agrees unveiled, ami wrilen of 
greater original genius, as well as of purer Uste aud morals, soc- 
cesuvely emerging, Monk levU, dying young, bad already olrtr 
lived libreputatliMi. Id society be was to the last a favourite; and 
Lord Byron, who Jod Become well acquainted wUh him during 
hb experiCDcrdf life, thus notices his doaUi, wbicb oc- 
curred at sea io*1klVj— " Lewb was a goOd uoA, a clever mau. 
bul a bore. My only revenge or consotathm used to be, setling 
him by the oars with some vivarluus person who haled bores e^ie- 
dally,— Hadaiue de StafI, or liobbousc. for example. But I liked 
Lewb; be wm Uie Jewel of a man, bad be been belter set;— I 
don't mean prrsonrif/y, but lets firesome, for bo was tedious, as 
well as ccntradlclory lo every thing and every body. Poor fal- 
low ! be died a martyr lo hb new riches— of a second vWt U> Ja- 
maica i— 

“ I 'd fits Ibe Undt ef Driorsloa, 

Dark Miucn^* wo^sllvt sfslo i** 

Thatb,— 

** I ivoaU (He msBy ■ sugar csoa, 

Nal UWU w«r« sNVt sgsUi r-E.') 

■ “ POT every one knows litUe Matt 'san M. P.**-S«e a poem lo 
Mr. Lewb, In *’ Tbe Statesman," supposed to be written by Mi • 
JekyU. 
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With sparkling eyes, and ch«ek by passion Dush'd* 
Strikes his -w ild lyre, whilst UsteningdajncS are hush’d ? 
T is Little! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but as immoral, in hts lay ! 

Grieved to condemn, • the muse must still be ju&t, 

Nor spare nielodig|)g advocates of lust. 

Pure is the flame whicli o'er her altar hurns;^ 

From grosser incense with disgust she turns : 

Yet, kind to youth, this expiation o'er, '' 

She bids thee “ mend thy line, and sin no more.” 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song^ 

To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 
Hibernian Stran^ord ! with thine eyes of bluOi * 

And boasted locks of red or auburn hue, 

Whose plaintive strain eacli lovc-sick miss admires, 
And o’er lunnonious fUstiaii half c.xpires, 

Learn, if thou eanst, to yield thine author’s sense, 
Nor vehd thy sonnets on a false presence, -r 
Think’stthou to gain thy verse a higher place, 

By dressing Camo^ns ' in a suit of lace? 

Mend, Strangford ! mend thy morals and thy taste ; 

Be warm, but pure ; be amorous, but he rJiaste : 

Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer’d harp restore, 

N'Or teach the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

Behold! — ye tarts! one moment spare the text— 
Hayley’s last work, and worst— until his next; 
Whether he spin poor couplets into plays, 

Or damn the dead with purgatorial praise, 

His style in youth or age is still the same, 

For ever feeble and for ever tame. 

Triumphant lirst see “Teniper’s Triumphs” shine! 

At least I *m sure tliey triumph’d over mine. 

Of “ Music’s Triumphs,” all who read may swear 
That luckless music never triumph’d tiiere. < > 


* [Tn very e*riy llte, LitUe't Poems " were LordByroo's farou- 

rile stody. he exdakns lo IRO. Jo a letter to Heorr, 

** I believe all the jnitobief 1 bare ever done, or has been 
owinx lo that conroasded booX of yours."— E.] 

•The reader, who may wish for an explaoatton ot this, may 
refer to • ’ StTiangferd'a Camotina,'* p. I W, note to p. 36, or to the 
last page of the Edinburgh Review of strgnfffurd's CamoOna. 

Ml U also to lie remarked, that fhe tilings given to the public as 
poems of Carooens arc do more to be fiMUnl In the original Forto- 
guesr, than lo llic Sung of ^uioiiioa. 

* Hay ley's two hkwI noturtoav verse productions are “ Triumphs 
of Temper," and “ The Triumph of Mude." He hasalso^ducn 
much comedy in rhyme, epistles, 'cic. etc. As he is rather au 
eircaiit writer of notes and biograpliy, id us recoiotncnd Pope's 
advice to Wycheriry to Mr. I!.*s conslUcralion, via. “ to convert 
bis poetry into prose." which may be easily dune by taking aw.iy 
ihe final syllable of each ouiiplcf.— 'Tlic only performance for 
which llayley is now remembrredislibLlfcofCowper. Hbpcr< 
•onal history has been sketched by Hr. Southey in the Quarterly 
Review, vol. xtxi. p. 9G5.— E.] 

* Mr . Craliame has poured furili two volumes of cant, umter the 
name of “ Sibbaih Walks," and Biblical Picture*.**— [This very 
amiable man. and plea-ting poet. pubiiOied subsequently "The 
Birds of Scotland," and other pieces; but hfa repuUlkm rests on 
his •* Sabbath. * He began Kfc at an advocate at the Edinbnrgli 
bar; but he had little success there, ind being of a raelanchoiy 
and very devout tcmperanjiml, entered into Iwly onlers, and nv 
tlred lo a curacy near Darfiaia, where 1m; died in 1311.— E.] 

•( Ininediately before diis line, w® fiud, in the original nuou- 


Moravians, rise! bestow some meet revi'krd' 

On dull devotion — Lo! the Sabbath bard,” 

Sepulcliral Grahame,* pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme ; 

Breaks into blank the Gospel of Si. Luke, 

And Imldly pilfers from the Pentateuch; 

Ami, undisturb’d by conscientious qualms, 

Perverts the Prophets, and purloins the Psalms. 

Hail, Sympathy! thy soft idea brings* 

A thousand visions of a thousand things. 

And shows, still wlyrapering through threescore of 
years, 

The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 

And art thou not their prince, harmonious Bowles! 
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls? 

Whether thou siog’st, with equal case and grief. 

The fell of empires, or a yellow leaf; 

Whether thy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells, » 

Or, still in hells delighting, finds a friend 
In every ciiime that jingled from Ostend. 

Ah! how much juster were thy muse’s hap. 

If to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap! I 
Delightful Bowles ! stHI blessing and still blest, ' 

All love thy strain, but children like it best. 

’T is thine, with gentle Little’s moral song, 

To soothe the mania of the amorous throng ! 

With thee our nursery dapisels shed their tears, 

Kre miss as yet completes her infant years ; 

^ut in her teens lliy whining powers are vain ; 

poor Bow les for Little's purer strain. 
^g|||ko soft themes thou scornest to conflue 
The lofty niimbersof a harp like thine; 

“ Awake a louder and a loftier strain,"* 

Such as none heard before, or will again ; 


•cript, the foUowiog. which Lord Byron food*oaturedtyeoofeiited 
b omit, at the requc*l of Ur. Dallas, who was, do doubt, % frkiid 
of (he Mribbter tliey refer to t— • 

** Id vtfu n«t( ilslt, opproduble. Rst- 
, Come, let 09 cbenge ibe mxam. koi' wKb rrsU; 

Id him ao autttor'i lochlm Kil behold, 

Coodemn'd to make the boolu wbtrb our* be Mid : 

Degraded nun ! agiln rewme ihr trade- 
TheTotarteaofibemaaeare 111 repaid, 

HHnigb daily pufb oore nora tsvile to b«T 

* A oew cdltlM o( Iby ' Syntpatby.' ” 

To wbicb ihU note was appended r—‘* Mr. Prati, once a Bath 
iiookseller, now a London author, has written as much, ta as 
little purpose, m any of bis scrilbiiog cotcuiporaries. Hr. P.’s 

* Sympathy* H in rhyme ; but bis proee producUooii are Ibe most 
volnminons." The more popular of these last were enttUed 
*’ Glesningi."— B.] 

t'See Dowin'g ’‘Sonnet lo Oiford," and "Stanzas on bearing 
the Bells of Ostcad." 

• ** Awake a louder." etc., Is the first line hi Bowles's "Spirit of 
Discovery ;** a very spirited and prelty dwarf-epic. Among other 
ciquisitc lines we have the foUowing t— > 

“A kiw 

SIoIp oa Ibe llalroing lilrore, oerw yet 

Rere beard ; tbey tremblod cvni at If itie poner," etc., etr. 

Tliil is, Ihc woods of Madeira trembled to a hiss ; very mncli asto- 
niditul, as wHl they iiilglii be. at such a pbcnomcnon.— {" Uu> 
quotiNl and infeunderstood by me; hut not iotenUonalty. It was 
not Oie " woods/’ but the pcti|de in then who iremMed— why, 
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Where all Discoveries jumbled from the flood, 

Since first the leaky ark re|H>sed in mud, 

Hy more or less, are sung in every book, 

From Captain Noah down to Ci^in C(M)k. j 

Nor this alone ; but, pausing on the road, 

'llip bard sighs forth a jgentle episode ; • ; 

And gravely tells — attend, each l)eauteous miss! — j 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

BowlesUn thy memory let this precept dwell, 

Stick to thy sonnets, man I — at least they sell. * 

Hut if some new-born whim, orjarger bribe, 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scril>e; 

If chance some bard, though once by dunces fear'd, 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered ; 

If Pope, whose fame and genius, from the first. 

Have foil’d the best of critics, heeds the worst, 

Do thou essay : cad) fault, eoch failing scaA; 

The first of poets was, alas ! but man. 

Rake from each ancient duughill every pearl, 

Consult Lord Fanny, and confide in Curll;* 

Let all the scandals of a former age 
Perch on thy pen, and flutter o'er thy page; 

Affect a candour which thou caiist not feel, 

ClothI envy in the g'frb of honest zeal ; 

Write, as if St. John’s soul could still inspire, 

And do from hate whal Mallei* did for hire. 

Ohi hadst tlmu lived in that cmigenial time, 

To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhynae, * • 
iRroiig’d with tlie rest ar^d Ills living head. 

Not raised tliy hoof against tlie lion dead, * ^ 

— ^ ^ 

HeaTeo otUy they were overbeanl maUiiR Uic 

{»rodlgious MDack.**— B. iStS.] 

* The epiMKie abore- Alluded lo is the slorr of ** Robert k 
Macbin" And Anna d^ArTel.'* * lulr oT ronslAOt lovm, tihv 
performed the km abore meotiooed, that startled Ute woods of 
Madeira. 

■ ^ Aitbmigh,^ uys Lord Byroo, to ISSt, ** I regret hiving |i«l>- 
Ilshed 'English Bards and Scolcii Bevlcwers,’ the part which 1 
regret tic least is (bat which regards >lr. Bowles, with rrfrrmce 
to Pope. Whilst 1 was writing that pabtlcatimi, in ISO? and ISOS, 
Mr. Uobbouse was deslroo^ that I slHxild expreas oiir mutual opi- 
nhm of Pope, and of Mr. Bowles’s edition of his works, as 1 had 
coQipletcd my outline, and felt laay, 1 rw]ue$lrd that he would do 
su. lie did It. ilia fourteen linesua Bowles's Pope are in- the flrsl 
ediUoa of ‘ English Bards,' aud arc quite as aerere, and much 
more poetical, than my own, in the second. On reprintiug the 
work, as I pul my name to it. I omitted Mr. ItobhouN's lines, by 
which the work gained leas than Hr. Buwlea.”^Tbe fnilowlgg 
arc the lines written by Mr. llubbousc i — 

"ffHefe (a Hijr soniwls. nwnt-at Irflfttlwy Sill. 

Or lake lb« oAlf path itut open Iks 

rormodernWsnbkswIiewotiWbepalSrtM; 

rii on KMDe »«ll-kMOwD DaoM..aaJ, Mt by bit, 

rara off IbemvrflJ orhla worth awl nU; x 

od eocb alike nvptoy tbe crllk's hulfr, 

Au<l nbeu a cumiDCQt fdtb. pcWli s Ilk; • 

Hint rertain falilngi, bull* before uaknona. 

Re«kir rorgwwn Iks. and add your own ; 

Lrt no dUeose. k( no mbforiunc 'wape. 

And print. IMockUy dofong'd, bk ahapo, . 

Tbw abatl tbe world, qaltruudecohed at lad. 

CliWTe to tbeir pmeiil w h«.ai>d quK llwlr past ; 

Berdsoore irtered DO n\ore Mllb la«oor fkw, 

IMit give ibHr madrro eoaiktMrs tbeir doe ; 

Tbae with the dead aujr lltlog neiii rope, 

IbuabowkoDMy Irluoipli uVr the abaile of rope.' -L ] 

> Curl is one of tlic li?roes of the Dunciad, and was a boukscllcr 


A meet reward had crown’d tiiy glorious gains. 

And link’d tliee tothe Dunci.id for tliy pains. ^ 

' Another epir! W ho inflict.s again 
More books of blank upon tlte sons of men! 

Rmotian Cottle, rich RristOBa’s boast, 

Itn|H>rls old stories from (be Cambfian coast, 

And sends his goods to market;'— oU alive! 

Lines forty thousand, cantos twenty-five! 

Fresh fish from Helicon!^ who ’ll buy? wlw’ll buy? 
The precioi^bargain *s cheap^in faith, not L 
Your turtle-feeder’s verse must needs be flat, 

Though Bristol bloat him with the. verdant fat: 

If Commerce fills the pur^, she clogs the brain, 

.yid Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 

In him an author's luckless lot bdiold, 

Condemn'd to make the books which once lie sold. 

Oh, Amos Cofrie!— Phnebus! what a name 
To fill the s|ieaking trump of future fame !— 

Oh, Amos Cottle! for a moment think « 

What meagre profits spring from pen and ink ! 

AVIien thus devoted to poetic dreams^ 

Who will peruse thy prostituted roams? 

O pen perverted! papex misapplied! 

Had Cottle* still adorn’d the counter's side, 

Bent o'(T the desk, or, born to useful toils. 

Been taught to make tlie paper which he soils. 
Plough'd, delved, w plied tbe oar with lusty limb, 

He had not sung of Wales, .nor 1 of him. ^ 

As Sisyphus against the infernal steep 


Lunl Faqny !• tbe |>oeUcal name of Lord Itcrrey, auUtor of '* IJne» 
lo tbe tmlutor of llurare.” 

4 Lord Boiin^iruke Mrcd Mallet (o traduce Tope aUer de- 
eeaae. breaiue the poet had retained •ume cufties of a work by 
Lord Bullugbruie— the “ Patriot king, which tliat>pbwiHd Iki t 
malignant geniui had onlerrd to be deafhtyrd.— {"BoliustHoke's 
(hint of Tcugeanc^,” luyc i)r. Johtnon, '* Indtn) Ii1m to bU»t the 
' mctiiory of tbe man over wboui he bad wept in bis lut i 

* and lie eiiiploynl Mallet, another friend of Pope, Ip tell Uic talc t<> 
Uie public^ wllb all Ha aagravatious." — E.J 
I 4 DconU tbe crillc, and Aaipb Ihu rbymesler.— 

j ' ' SIkoce, }« wolves \ H lillc RsiRb to Cf nibis bowls, 

t Msktog ntgUt hMfOOs; suwer btm, jcowlsl-iluMVM. 

* See Bowln’t late edition or-Fo|»e'9 works, fur wrhlch be re- 
ceived three hundred pou^s. Thus Hr. B. has cxpcriniccd how 
' much easier U U to profit by the n-putatloo of another, than to 
elevate bis own. 

I T [Lord Byroo’a MS. note of Ills ou Ibb pasaage i»,— “ Too sa- 
I vage all this on Bowlet;** and well might he uy so. That vener- 
able person is vtill living ; and In stdle of all the criticism to which 
till iniudidoas edition of Pope cipuscd him afterwards, there can 
be DO doubt ttiat IaxyI B.. inhu calmer niomcnU, dki Justin to 
that eiqnhUc poetical grniiu which, by their own cunroMoa. ori- 
I glnaJly lns|iir^ boih Wordsworth and Ckileridge-— K.] 

' »p*Fresii fish from lielicon! “llcilcou” Is a monntain, aud 
’ not a fhli-^nd. it sboold have been '• Hippocrtoc.”— B. ISI6.J 
I *Hr. Cottle. Anios, Joseph, I don’t know which, buloncorlwtb, 
once sellers of bookii (hey did nut wrflr. and now wrilcys of booka 
tbry do' not sell, hare pubiiitied a pair of epics. “Alfred,”—* 

' 'poor Alfred: Pye has been at him tool)— “Alfred,” and tbe 
“Fall of Cambri.'i.” 

>• Here Lord B. notes In 46IC All rizbL I saw some lertem 
oflhh fellow iJoeeph Cottle) to an nnfortunate poclees, whose 
(iroducUoii*. whkh the poor woman by no means ibouglil vainly 
of, he atticked so rofighlj and billerly, that 1 could banlly rcsl>t 
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Roils the huKe rock, whose motions ne'er may sleep, 
So up Uiy hill, ambrosial Riclimond, heaves 
Dull Maurice* all his granite weight of leaves; 
Smooth, solid inonumeots of mental pain ! 

The |)etrifnctions of a plodding brain, 

That, ere they reach the top, fall lumbering back again. 

■\Vith broken fyre, and cheek serenely pale, 

1.0! sad Alcanus wanders down the vaie ! 

Though fair they rose, and might have bloom'd at last, 
Tiis hopes have perish'd by the northern blast: 
Nipp'd in the bud by Caledonian gales, 

Hih blossoms wither as the blast prevails ! 

O'er his lost works let cloifle Sheflield w-era; 

May no rude hand disturb their early sleep** 

Yet say! why should the bard at once resign 
His doiin to favour from the sacred Nine? 

For ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wolves, that still in darkness prowl ; 

A coward brood, which mangle as they |>rey, 

By hellish instinct, all tliat cross their way : 

Aged or young, Uieli\ingor the dead, 

^o mcTCj' fin(i— these harfl^s * must be fed. 

Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native Held ? 

Why tamely thus before thHr fangs retre^, 

!S*or hunt Uie bloodhounds back to Arthur Seat 

Health to'immortal Jeffrey! * once, in name, 
England could boast a Judge almost the same; 

In soul so like, somerciful, yet just. 

Some think that Satan has resign'd his trust. 

And given the spirit to the world again, 

To sentence letters, as lie sentenced men. 


(io 

Wkh hand Jess mighty, but with hesrVas black. 

With voice as willing to decree the rack ; 

Bred in the courts betimes, though all that law 
As yet hath tauglit him is to Bnd a flaw; 

Since well instructed in the palrioffeiool 
To rn|l at party, though a party tool, 

Wiio knows, ifrhance his patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before. 

His scribbling toils some rerompence may meet, 

And raise this Danie) to the judgment'Seat ? * 

Let Jeffries' shade indulge tlie pious hofie. 

And greeting thus, present him with a rope: 

Heir to my virtues I man of equal mind ! 

Skill'd to condemn as to tradtice mankind, 

This cord receive, for thee reserved with rare. 

To wirld in judgment, and at length to w ear.** 

Health to great Jeffrey! Heaven preserve his life, 
To flourish on the fertile .shores of Fife, 

And guard it sacred in its future wars. 

Since autliors sometimes seek the field of Mars ! 

C.an none reineml>C( that eventful day, ’ 

Tint ever glorious, almost fa Lnl fray, 

When Little's Icadle.ss pistol met his eye, ’ 

And Bow-street myrmidons stood laugliing by?*' 

Oh, day disnstrons ! Dn her firm-set rock, ^ 

Dwicdin's castle felt a secret shock ; 

Dark roH'd the sympathetic waves of Forth, 

Low groan’d the startinl whirlwinds of the north; 
Tweed ruffled half his waves fh form a tear, . 

Hie other half pursued its calm career; * 

Arthur's steep summit nodded to its base, 

The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her plare. 

1 llie Tol^th felt— for marble sometimes can,* 


amlllns him. rvra wm* U onjiul. whicii it ii nO(.-(Dr mHly be 
la u 4HS.— (The Mu»e penou b«l Uie ttuoour be 

recorded to the Aal^Kobin. probAblf by Canniof; 

** ADd r«ule. Bal b« fiho ttul AirrwJ OMde fioHMU. 
tut of Brtilol. Ibe brpttMrot Amoi.'‘-B.]. 

' Mr. Maurice hath mannractored (he compoornt parta of a pon-' 
deroitt quarto, upon the brauUea of Rkhmopd llfll,’* aod the 
like ^t abo Ukes In a ctianuing view of Tumham Green, llafo- 
mmcDlih, Brrotford, Otd and New, and the parta adjacent.— 
(The RcT. Tbomaa Maurice tlao wrote “WeatmiaUrr Abbey,** and 
other poems, the*' INslury of Andent aitdModern |{indoatan.“ete. 
and hli own '‘Memoirs: eomprelKmdinff Anecdotes oTUIertry 
CharacUr*. durlnit a period of lliirty yeara;”— a very imuatng 
piece of autobtoqnphy. He died hi t S24, at hta aparfapeots in the 
Brltiab Museum ; where he liad been for anme years aasMtnf 
keeper of MSS.— E.) 

• Poor Moatfumery. (houah praiaed by every Engibh Rerlew, 
baa bern bitterly rerded by the Edinburg. AR^rail, the bard 
of Sheffleld H 1 man of cunshlerablc Rcnina. tUa " WaiKterer of 
SrtUerlaad *’ is worih a Otoaund “ Lyrical Banada,” aid at leaat 
fifty •* draraded epica." 

t [tn a US. crilk|ue on this saUre, by the late Reverend willbm 
Crowe, public orator at Cxtord. Ihe IncooEvidty of Ibeae meta- 
phors b tbav noticed :— ** Within the space of Ihree or fonr con- 
piets he transforms a mas into as many (ttRefent aniinab t -allow 
him bat the eompaas of Ihree tinea, and he will metamar|)hoae 
him (ram a wolf inlu a harpy, and in three more be wUI make 
him a blood-bouod.'* On seeing Mr. Crowe’s renurka. Lord By- 
res (kdred Mr. Murray to suhatitute, is (he copy fn bb poawsaiao. 
fuv *' luUUh instinct, ‘* “ brutat insiincl.** lor “ Aarpiea **** fe/osa,** 
for “ bfootUttmndj" '\heU-kotmd».“—E.\ 


4 Arthur^ Seal: the hill whidi overhang EdlnbutEb. 
i (Mr. JeBrcf,,wlM. after the first NunUtcr or two, tncoeeded 
Ihe Rev. Sydn^ Smith In Ihe editorship of iheEdlnbarRh Review, 
retired from hta critical post some litlfe time before he was ap- 
pointed Lord Advocate for ScotlaiKl, wbieli hivh office he now 
(ttS3i BJb. **fhave often, sttice my return to EnKiand,** uya 
Lord Byron (f>iory tM4l. “heard Jefhry most hishly eom- 
mefuled by those who knew him. fur Ihinga indepctident oflUa (•- 
leob. 1 admire him Cor (Ha— not bccAtuc he hai praised me. bnt 
because bo U. perhaps, ibe only man who, nnder the relatkma in 
which he and 1 aland, or stood, with regard to each other, would 
have had the liberality to M thssi none biH a great soul dared 
hazard it— a little scribbler would have guoe on cavilling to (he 
end of the chapter.'*— B.) 
a(**Too ferodons— (bb is meveinaanily.'*— 4. 
s [** All thbi had. becanae perMoal.**- B. IBIS.] 

■ in ISQS^ Messrs. Jeffrey and Moore met at Chalk-Farm. The 
dtW was tirevcnled by Ihe lolcrbwoce of the magistracy ; and. 
on exvnlTtation< the balls of the pistols were found to have eva- 
porated. This incident gave occaatoo to mocb waggery In Ihe 
daily prints. 

[The above note waa atnicic out of Ihe fifth edition, and the fol- 
lowing. after bring suhmitird to Mr. Moore, sabMltnled In iu 
place.— B.] “ I am lnfonne<t that Mr. Mooee pnbliabed at (he 
Ume a diaavowat of ibestatemenls in Ihe newspapers, m (kr as 
regarded himself; and. Injosttoe to him. I mentioo lh)« cirenm- 
stance. As I never heard of it before, I eanool state the partko- 
hm. and was only made acquainted with Ihe bat very btefy.— 
November 4. (Mi." 

9 The Tweed here brtiaved with proper decorum ; it would have 
been highly reprehensible in the Engtlih half of ibe river to have 
ihown the imalleat tymptom of apprehenaioa. 
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On such occnsiooB, fwl as much as man— 

The Tolbooth felt defrauded of Ids clianns, 

If Jeffrey died, cscept within her arms ; ■ 

Nay, last, not least, oi^tbat portentous mom, 

■file sixt«nth sriK, where himself was bonif 
His patrimonial garret, /el) to ground, 

And pale Edina shudder’d at the sound ; 

Slrcw’d were the streets around with milk-white 
Flow’d all tlie Canongate with inky streams; [reoms, 
This of his candour seem’d the able dew, 

Tliat of his valoor show’d the bioodloss hue; 

And all with justiw deem'd the two combined 
The mingled emblems of his mighty mind. 

But Caledonia's goddess hover'd o'er 

The field, and saved him from the wrath of Moore; 

From either pistol snatch'd the vengeful lead, » 

And straight restored it to her favourite’s head ; 

That head, with greater than magnetic power. 

Caught it, as Danae caught the golden shower, 

Aod, though thethickeningdrosswiit scarce reCne, 
Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 

“"My son,* *' she cried, “ne'er U»i«t for gore again, 
Resign the pistol, and resomathc pen; 

O'er politics and poesy preside, 

Roast of Uiy country, and Britannia’s guide! 

For long as Albion’s heedles.s sons submit. 

Or Scottish taste decides on Englislt wit. 


WOURS.^ 

So lung sliail last thine unmolested reign, 

Nor any dare to take thy name in vain. 

Briiold^.a chosen band slinll aid thy plan, 

And ow n tivee chieftain of the critic clan. 

First in l\\c oat-fed phalanx shall be seen 
The Iraveird thane, Athenian Aberdeen.* 

HerU’rt shall wield Thor'S hammer, * and sometimes. 
In gratitude, thou 'It praise bis rugged rhymes. 

Smug Sydney < too thy bitter page shall seek, 

And classic Uullam * much renown’d for Greek. 
Scoll may perchance his name and induence lend. 

And paltry Filbns*sliall traduce his friend; 

Idle gay Thalia’s luckless votary, Lambe,’ 

Dainn’d Hke the devil, devil-like will damn. 

Known b^th)’ name, unbounded be thy swa>’ ! 

Tliy Holland's banquets ^all each toil repay; 
tYhile grateful Britain yields the praise slieowes 
To Holland's birrlings and to learning’s foes. 

Yet mark one caution, ere thy next Review 
Spread its light wings of sall>on and of blue. 
Beware lest blundering Brougham* destroy the sale. 
Turn beef to banooeks, c;mliltowers to kail.^’ 

Thus having said, the kiitSl goddess kist 
Her son, and vanish’d in a Scottish mist.* 

Then pr^er, Jeffrey! pertest of the train 
\Vhoin Sc(^and pampers with her flery grain! 


* Ttiis dispUf of lympathf on Uie part of the Tolbooth (tbe | 
principal prlioD In BJinbursli). whicb truly aecini lo have beco < 
moat affected on Ihia occasion, U much to be comucuded. U was 
to be apprclrcuded, tliat tli« maoy unha^^y crlniiuals executed in 
front might have rendered the edi&Qc more callous. She Is aahl 
lo be of Ibe softer sex, because her iklteacy ol feeilog on tiris day 
wax truly femlnloe. tbuugb, like moetfemluiiicJmpulscf. perhaps 
a Utfle seIGsli. 

s His lonUhip baa been moch abroad, la a member of the Athe- 
nian Sor-irty, and reviewer of '*Geli's Topography of Tmy.’*.- 
(Geurge Uaulitoo Gordon, fourth Bart of Aberdeen. K.T., F.R.9., 
SodP.S.A. lnlS22.lilj lordship |>ubU»lied au '’Inquiry iulo the 
Principles of Beauty In Grecian Arcliiteciure.'*— E.j 
s Mr. lleiiiert U a Iranalalor of Icelandic and oihcr poetry. One 
of the principal pieoea la a “ Song on the HecoVery of Tlwr's Ham* 
meri*’ tbe iranslaUou is a pleasant chant in tbe vulgar tongue, 
and eodcdi thus 

** iailssd «rmoo*]r sod rlsfs. I wot, 

Tta bsminer'i b^sM wsrr tier let. 

Tfcol Odio's sen bU bsauner foL.* 

ITb^Hon. William Herbert, brother to the Barf of Carnarvon, 
HealsopubUshed,in4fll. Hetga,'' a poem in seven cantos— B. 

4 Tbe Rev. Sydney smith, tlie reputed author of Peter Plymky's 
Letters, and sundry criticisms— {Now {tSSl) one of the Canons 
ResldcniUry of SL Paul’s, etc. etc. ''Dyson’sAddrcastuhlsCon- 
stitoeols on the Reform BUI.” and many other pieces pubUihed 
anooynioutiy, or pseodonymously. are generally ascribed to tliis 
emlncnUy witty person, who has pul forth nothing, it Is believed, 
in his own name, except a volume of Seriouus.— B.] 

> Mr. Hallaro reviewed Payne Knight’s “Taste, ” ind was et- 
oepiUngly severe oo sooie Greek veries therrlo. it was oot di»- 
covered tlut tbe lines were Pindar's Ull the press rendcled it 
impossible to cancel the critique, whkh sUU sUods an ovcrlasbug 
monument of llallaro's Ingenuity. 

Kotf added to second edition.— The said Hallam ti incensed 
because he U falsely accused, seeing that be never dloelh at Hol- 
land Uonae. If UUa be true, 1 am aorry— not fur having saM so. 
but oo bis accounl. aa 1 tmderatand ids lordsltip's fra«ta are pre- 
ferable to hia composilions.— If be did not review Lord HoUiod'a 


I performance, 1 am glad, because it mu.<t hkve been paioRd to read, 

' and irksome lo praise It. If Mr. Hallam will tell me who dkl re- 
view il, the real name shall find a place in iheleit) pruTldcd, ne- 
verlbeless, the said name be of two ortliodox musical sj Itabiea. 
and will come Into Uic verse t till then, Hallam must stand lor 
want of a better.— 'It caoiuit be nrcrjsaiT lo vindicate iTic great 
author of tbe *' MkiUfe Agrs," aud the *’ CuottiluUuaal History of 
England, ” from the indnuaUoas of the juvenile |»oet.— E.J 
^ Pillans is a tutor at BtDo— (Ut*. Piltaua b^me aflerwards 
Rector of the High School of Eiilnburgli. and has now been fur 
. some years Professor of Humanity in that I niversity. There was 
not. il la I»clier6l, the altghiest foonJaliou for the charge in the 
teil.-K./ . ' 

7 The Hon. George Lambe reviewed “ Beresford’a Miseries,'* 
and is, moreover, autlior of a farce eaacted wiUi much applause 
at tbe Priory, S'anniore ; and damned wiUi great cxiN.xHiiuii at the 
late theatre, Cuvent Garden. It was cuilUed, “ WlusUe for I|.** 
— [Mr. Lambe was. in 4819, the successful candidate for the rc|>ro- 
aeittaliouof Westminster, in oppodlion lo Mr. iloMiousc; who. 
iKiWevcr, defeated him in tlie fullOwlog year, and lias ever since 
kept the seal. In 488t, Ur. Lambe publlvhed a translation uf 
CaUdlus. Helsnow (tgiu; I’oder Secretary of Stale for Uic Homo 
t>e|»rlinenl, hit chief being liia hrotber. l.ord Metboame.— E.] 

* Ur Brougham, in No. XX V. of the Bdinburgh Review, through- 
out llie article eooccmhig D-.m Pedro de Cevalkia, had diqilayed 
more pobllcs than policy i many ofglic northy.biirgmes of Edln- 
burgli tadiig so incensed at the Mtaiiioas itriociples it evinoes, as 
(0 have-wiUidrawa their subscriptions.— [Here followed, in the 
first edilToR.— “ The name ot this peraonage is pronounced Brooeq 
in Che smih. but ihe truly nortliem amt uuufro/ {kr unmciaikm 
la BiObc*-su, In two ayliables) ” but for lbi<, Lord B. nubsUhiled 
Id Ibe second edIUoQ:—** It seems U>at Ur. Brougham b not a 
Piet; as I suiquanl, bot a Bmdercr. and hb name b pronounced 
Broom, from Treut to Tay : so be it."— E.] 

V I ought to t|)ologite lo the worUty ddtlea for introdudng a 
new goddess w<Ui 4hurl petlicoais to their notice : but, alas ! what 
- was lo be done t 1 couU sot say Caiedouia’a geoiua, it being wcO 
known there ia oo such genhts tu be found from Ctackmanao to 
CalUweaa; yet, wliboui supernatural agency, bow waa Jditey to 
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^Vbatevcrblcssipg waits a genuine Scqjy ^ • ,And tinge with red the female reader’s cfwk, . 

In double portion swells thy glorioQjPkf; / My lady skims the cream of each critique; 

For thee Edina culls her evening sweets, Breathes o*er the page her purity of soul, 

Aod showen their odoors on thy candid sheets. Reforms each error, and retines the whole, v 

Uliose hue and fragrance to thy work adhere-^ 

This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear. ‘ Drama turn— Oh ! motley sight ! 

Lo! blushing Itch, coy nymph, enamour’d grown, precious scenes the wondering eyes iovilel - 

Forsakes the rest, knd cleaves to thee alone; within a barrel pent,® 

And, too unjust to otiier Pictish men,- And Dibdin s nqnscnM, yield complete content. , • 

Enjoys thy person, and inspires thy pen!* Though now, tliank Heaven! Uie Rosciomanla's o er, ^ 

And full-grown actors are endured 6nce more ; 

Illustrious HoHand I hard would be bis lot, Yet what avail their vain attempts to please, 

nis hirelings mention’d, and himself forgot ! * ' tVhile British critics suffer scenes like these.’ 

Holland, witbHenry Petty ^ at his back, \VhiieReynoldsventshis^*danunes!”'^poobs!”and 

The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. . “ zounds!”’ 

Blest be the banquets spread at Holland House, * And common-place and common sense confounds ? 

Where Sfcolchmen feed, and critics may carouse l ■\VhilcKenney’s“‘World”—ahl where is Kenney’s 

Long, long beneath that hospitable roof wit?~ 

Shkll Grub-street dine, while duos are kept aloof. Tires the sad gallery, lulls the listless pit ; 

See honest Hallam lay aside his fork, And Beaumont's pilfer’d Caratach affoHs 

Rerame his pen, review his Lordship’s work, ^ A tragedy ccanplete in all but words ? 

And, grateful for the dainties on his plate, ^yho but must mourn, while these are all the ^ge, 

Declare bis landlord can at least translate ! * The degradation of our vaunted stage! 

Dunedin ! view' thy children with delight, Heavens ! is all sense of shame and talent gone? 

Tliey write for food — and feed because they write . Have we no living bard of merit ?— none! 

And lest, when heated with the unusual grape. Awake, George Colman I '* Cumberland, " awake 1 

Some glowing thoughts should to tbe press escape, Ring the alarum bell! lef folly quake! 



hewred? Tbe national **kelplet“ire too unpoellcal, and ibc 
“ brownies *’ and ** gode neighboun *' (apiriis of a good dlapotiiioo) 
refuted to extricate bim. A goddeea. Ibereforr, hat been called 
for tlie purpose; and great poght to be the graUlude of Jeffref , 
wring it b the ontjr comcnuoicatioo be ever held, or is likely lo 
boW, with any thing heaveoly. 

* See tbe colour of ibe back binding of the Edinborgh Rerlew. 

■ (In tbe tenth canto of Don Juan, Lord Byron pay* tbe fol- 
hmlog'pieUy compliment lo hh quondam anlagonisl i— 

-** iBtf »n.vttr llUle fnids-at ICMt all oloe- 
De«r ooie oiy fBoal mloulHcd tur, 

|ij far at rh>me and rrUlrUa rooiblna 
To loafca iurh pupp«ts of ua Itiings brloit) 
lr« over: krro '■ a beatlb to ' AuM Laog 
1 do not know foti. aod naaf iMvcr know 
Tour rare-boi )ou bate acted on Um whole 
Moot nobl) , and t on o U from of 

Bad eooogh, and on mtslakrn groands toa**— B. ISIS.] 

<(Lortl Henry Petty;—' pow (IB3S) Uarqncw of Lansdowne.— 
B.l 

*4<n ISIS, Lend Byron dedicated the Bride of Abydns lo Lord 
Hollaad : and we find in bii Joamat (Nor. 17th) ihh passage 
*‘l hare had a most kind ktler from Lord Holland on the BrUe 
of Abydos, whidi ho like*, sod so docs Lady H. ThU is very 
good-naiurcd In both, from whom 1 don't dnerve any quarter. 
Tet I did think at the lime Itui my cause of enmity proceeded 
from Holland llotur. And am glad I was wrong, and wish 1 had 
not been in such a hurry wlUi th.-iLcoD(uunried Satbr, of'wlikh 1 
wonid sappreu even ibc memory ; bnl (R-opIr. now they can't get 
It, make a fuss, 1 rerily beliere out of coiUradiction.**— E.) 

’ Lord Holland hat translated tomespa dmeosof Lopede Vega, 
ioatrted in his life of the author. B<dh are bepraisrJ by bis dis- 
imUratrd gurals.— {We are not aware that Lonl HoUaod has sub. 
se«|ucnlly piibiUhed auy Teraet. eierpt a oniversaity admireil vrr- 
tioa of Ibe 9t;h canto of Ute Orlando Punoso, which is given by 
way of appendia to one of Mr. W'. Stewart note's Toliime*.— R.] 

T Certain it b, her ladythip Is suspected ol having dlq)layed her 
raatcbloM wit in the Edmborgh HeView, However that may be, 
we koow, froa good auttiority, that the ' mannactlpU are aub- 
aiUed to her peruaaip-oo doobt, for oontettoo. 


- 


■ In tbe nielo-drama of Tekcli, that heroic prince is dipt into a 
barrel on tlie tuge; a new asylum (dr distressed heroes.— ftn the 
original U.S. ibe note ttands thus r— “in the melo-drami of Te- 
keti. that heroic prince U clapt Into a barre! on the stage, and 
Count Evrard fn the furUeas bides biinseif in a grccit-hoiise boilt 
expressly (dr tbe occasion. '*T is a pity (hat Theudnre itoedi, wIuj 
is really a Inan of talent, should ciuifinc his genius lo such paltry 
prodiiciiuns as tbe ^Fortress,** Music Mad,* etc. clc."—ThU ex- 
traordinary humorist, who was a mere boy at the date of Lord 
Byron’s satire, has since distinguished Himself by works more 
worthy of his ahiliUcs — nine volumes of highly popular novHs. 
entitled * Sayings and Doings’'— a world of pollllcal tttt- 
■pfil, etc. etc.— E.] 

9 All these are favourite expressions of Mr. Brynolds. and pro- 
nilDenthi his comedies. living and defunct.— (The reader U re- 
ferred to Mr. Beyoold’s Autobiography, pobiished In ISM. for a 
full account of his votuminous writings for Ihostsge.— B.} 

*•( Mr. Keuney has iloce wrttirn many succraful dramas.— E.] 

>* Mr. T. Sheridan. Um new manager of Drury Laiie Ihealre. 
stripped |hc tragedy of Bonduca of the dialogue, and the 

scenes as the spectacle of caractscus. Was ih's worthy of hfssire?' 
or of hlmaelff— [Thomas Sheridan, wlio nnlM much of (becea- 
rivial wti of. bis |Mrmt lo many amiable qnaliUes, reccHeil, after 
thelertuinalioR of his theatrical mauagemenf. the fftiputntmmt 
uf colonial paymaaier at the Cape of Good Ho|>e. where he died 
In Seplemb^i 1117. leaving a wklow, (whose novel of **CarVrell " 
has ubtaioed moch a|>pn>balion] and wvcral children; among 
uihen, the aocompibhed aiHhort.‘«sol*'Ro»alIe" and utber poems, 
now (be Honourable Mrs. ^orion. -E.) 

>* (Lord Byron ratertaioed a Mgh opinion of George Colman** 
convivial power*.— If 1 fiad,'’ be says. *' lo choose, and cou’4 
not have both at a time, 1 slmnhl say. ’ Let me begin the erming 
with Sher.daii. and tiuish it with Colman.* Sheridan lor dinner, 
and Colman for supper; She; klan for claret or port, bnl Cotman 
(orevery ilibig. Sheridan was a gretiadiercompany of life-guards, 
bnt Colman a whole rrgiiueut-^f light Infuntry, lo be sure, but 
still a regiment.'*— B.) 

V) (Bkbanl ComberUod. the welMmown atttlior of (Be ** West 
Indian," the ** Observer.” and one of the most interesting of au- 
tobiogiifitiles, died lu iSII.— E.] 
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oh, ShQridan I if aught ran move thy pen, | 

Bet (Comedy assume her throne again ; i 

Abjure the mummer)' of the Gernmn schools ; I 

I<e«*ivenew Pizarros to translating fools; 

Tfive, as tliy lost nieiuoriaUo the age. 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 

Gods ! o>J* those boards shall Folly rear lier bead, 
Where Garrick trod, and Siddons lives to tread?' 

* On those shall Farce display BiHtooirry’s iqask, 

And Hook flenoezd his heroes in a cask ? 

.Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 
From Cherr)', Skenington, and Mother Goose? 

While .Sliakspeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot. 

Oil stalls must moulder, or in closets rot? 

Lo! with what pomp the daily prints proclaim 
The rival candidates for Attic fame ! 

In grim array though Lewis' spectres rise, 

Still Skeffington and* Goose divide the prize.* 

And sure gretfl Skeflfngton must claim our praise, 

For skirtlcss coats and skeletons of plays 
Renowu’d alike; whose genius ne'er confines 
Tier night to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs;* 

Nor sleeps with Sleeping Beauties, ** but anon 
In five facetious acts comes thundering on,* 

While poor John Bull, bewilder'd w'ith the scene, 
Stares, wondering what the de\*il it can mean; 

Rut as some hands applaud, a venal few*! 

Rather Uian sleep, why John applauds it too. 

Such are we now. Ah! wherefore should we turn 
To wliatour fathers were, unless to mourn? 
Degenerate Britons! are ye dead lo shame, 

Or, kind to dainess, do you fear to blame? • 

Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Xaldi's face ; i 

Well may they smile on Italy’s buffoons, I 

And worship Cataiani's pantaloons,^ | 

Since their own drama yields no fairer trace | 

Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace.* ! 


* [Id all •diiiuoa prrviooi lo lbs fttUi, U waa, '* Kerahle Uvea to 
trcail.'' LonJ uanl til ujr. U>*(, " of ecton, Cooke waa Ute 
iiuMt natural, KemUe ilic moat xipemaUiral. Kraii the moUluoi 
belwreu Uie two; biii that Un. skMom waa Monb Uicm aU put 
tiijtoUier.** Soeb effect, however, had knan'< acting un hU mlod, 
that onoSk *n aecing Ulm play .sir cHea Uvcrreacb, be waa telKd 
wiUi a iwt of coDvultlve ril." Jultu kciuble died lo ISS.—bia 
llbialriom liater Ui IS30.-K.] 

>'• [ Dibdin'a |Moloaibi)e of Mother Coo«e had a ran of nearly a 
hundrod idglua, and brought more Uua iwcniy ilkNiaaod pouwU 
ii> Um IreaMry of Govenl Carden Uwatre.— E.J 

> Mr. CrernwovdH, ne beUrve, acene'paluier lo Pmry Lane 
tlieairo— a* audi. Mr. Skeffinglon U much Indebted to lilm. 

4 Mr. [now sir Lumley) Skelfinglun i« (lie lUuitrtour author of the 

** Sleeping Beaely i " auU aome cotuedia. pariicuUrly " Matdaaod 
Uacbelon i *’ Uj^’alaurei baculu ntrgU quaro lauro Agnl. 

* .Xaldl and Caulanl reioire IllUe notice ; for the vUage of Itia 
one. and the Mtary of the oUmv, will enable Ui kutg to recoUrcl 
IHcae anmung vagabond*. Ilraidra, «e are *1111 black and b)ne 
Iron Uie aiiutexe on the Sr*t night id the lady'a appearance In 
trowsera. 

* [Th« fuUowu^ twenty Unr* were alruck off one night after 
Lord Bynwi'a reinru tram the Opera, and aent (be neat mumiug 
to the (irinter, witha requcat lo have them placed where they now 
a|tpear.— K.] 

T To prevent any blimdpr, aneb at nUsMkiog a alreet for a man. 


I Then let AuMnia, skill'd in every art 
j To soften jpaM^s, but corrupt the heart, 

I Pour her exotic follies o’er the town, 

To sanction Vice, and hunt Decorum down : 

Let wedded strumpets languish o'er Deshayes, 

And bjess the promise which his form displays; 
While Gayton hounds before the enraptured looks 
Of hoary marquises tmd stripliug dukes: 

Let high-born lediers eye the lively Pr^le 
Twirl her light limbs, that spurn the needkss veil; 
Let Angiolini liore her breast of snow. 

Wave the white arm, and point the pliant toe; ' 
Collini trill her love-inspiring song. 

Strain herfairneck, and charm the listening throng^! 
Whet not your scythe, snppressorsof our vice! 
Reforming saints ! too delicately nice ! 

By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save. 

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shave; 

And beer undrawn, and beards iinmown, display 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbnth-day. 

Or hail at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folly, Orm ille and Arg}'le!7 
Wherg )Tm proud pabice. Fashion's hallow’d fane. 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley train, 

, Behold the new Petronius* of the day, 

, Our arbiter of pleasure and of play ! 

There, the hired eunuch, the Hesperian choir. 

The ntelting lute, the soft lascivious lyre^ 

The song from Italy, the step from France, 

The midnight orgy, and the mazy danco, 

Tiie smile of beauty, and the Hush of wine. 

For fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and lords combine : 
Eacli to his humour— Coimis all allows ; 

I Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour’s spouse. 
I Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade ! 

I Of piteons min, whldi ourselves have made; 

I In Plenty’s sunshine Fortune's minions bask, 

I Nor think of poverty, except en masque,” 


1 beg leave tu eialw ihai it is tlie institution, ami nut the duke of 
Ibat lume. which Is here alluded to. a genUeraan. with whom I 
am ilighUT ac<iuaiotnJ, bwt in the Argylo Ruum* several thouaod 
{•ouods at backgammon.* Ii is but justice lo the mausg'-r In tills 
instance to say, OhI some degree of dua|i|irobatioD was manltestedi 
but w hy are Uic lni|4einmls of gaming allowed In a |iUcc ilcvotod 
to (he suclcly of belli sexes ? A |Hra*ant ihmg fur Uw wives and 
daiighicr* of those who arc I4ru or cursed with sucJi vunoeiioiis, 
lo bedr ibe lUlianMables ratUing in use rooiu. and (be dice in 
aoutber! Thai this is the case I myself can testify, as a late un- 
woriby member of an iiwHUipon which materially allccla the 
morals of (be liigher orders, white U>e lower may not even move 
to Ibe sound of a tabor and dddle. w iibont a ctiaace o( indtotinent 
for riedotts beliavtotM'.<— [Cosweiviag ihe furrgoing note, logrlhcr 
with Ihc lines In ibe text, lu conveya rdtecUon u{joq Ids conduct, 
aa nuiiager of the Argylo (hsiliution, Cutunol Ureville dcmaodeii 
an ex|iUiulion of Lord Byron. Tbe matter was referred h> Mr. 
Lcckle (Ihe authur of a work uo Sicilian afUirs) on Ibe of Co- 
lonel Grcvillc'. and to Mr. Moore on tbc part of Lord Byron i by 
whom U was amicably sell'.eiL— Ii.j 

* I'cirouiiM, arbiter elcganbanim** to Nero. a very 

|MTtiy (riUiw in bis day, "'as Mr. Congreve's ** Old Bacbelue'* saith 
of ilauudMl. 

* ["Tro*. It was tSllT Wsr wbelstl tbs UMOsy. I knew hkn. sad wss 
s sobsrrlbvr to liu argjis st Ih* (Jme •( itw mat.''-B. itl*.] 
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^VbcDt for the night, some lately titled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandsire was. 

11^ curtain dropp'd, the gay Imrletta o'er. 

The audience take their turn upon tlie floor ; 

Now round the room the circling dow’gers sweep, 
Now in loose walta tlie thin-clad daughters leop ; 

The flrst in lengthen'd line iitajcslie swim, 

The last display the free unfetter'd limb'! 

Those for Hibernia's lust)’ sons r^>air 

With art the cliarms which nature could not spore; 

These after liud>ands wing their eager flight. 

Nor leave inucli niyslery foctlie nuptial night. 

Oh t blest retreats of Infamy and ease, 

Where, all forgotten but the power to please, 

Xadi maid may give a loose to genial tlmught, 

J-^ch swain may tdach new s)‘stcms, or be taught : 
Tliere the blithe youngster, just return'd from Spain, 
Cuts the light pack, or calls the rattling main ; 

The jovial caster set, and seven 's the nick, 

Or— done! — a thousand on the coming trick! 

If, mad with loss, existence 'gins to tire, 

And all your hope or wist) is to expire, 

Here 's PoweH's pistol ready for your life, 

And, kinder still, two Pagets for your wife: ' 

Fit consuimuatiun of an earthly race 
Begun In foHy« ended in disgrace; 

While none but menials o'er the be<l of death, 

Wash tliy red wounds or watch thy wavering breatli ; 
Traduced by liars, and forgot by all, 

The mangM victim of a.drunken brawl. 

To live like Claudius, and like Falkland fall. ■ 

Truth! rouse some genuine bard, andgnidehis band 
To drive this pestilence frooi out the land. 

E'en I— least thinking of a thoughtless tlirong, 

Just skill'd to know the right and choose the wrong. 
Freed at that age when reason's shield is lost. 

To figtit my course through passion's coontlessbost, * * 
Whom every path of pleasures flowery way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray— 


• fTbe oriftiMJ reading waa, ” a Pagel Ibr joiir wire.*‘.-E.l 

• 1 knew ibe late LMtl Falkland ireU. On Sunebj night I beheld 
liiB proiding at hit u«u table. In all the booest prUe of tKMpita- 
IKyi on Wednndar moaning, at Uiree o'clock. 1 uw «>trelchcU 
btiCore me all that rctnaliieil of courage, bvlfag. ^nd a ho^l of |taa* 
•looi. lie wai a gatlanl and auccesatul ofSerr i hi* (aulta were die 
faulU of a tailor —*» micIi. Dnlutn will (iirglve lliejn. lie died 
likeabrave mao In a better came: (or bad hcfaltenlollke inaooer 
on the deck of Uie frigate to wldch he wai Jml JHiuluted, Im latl 
BomeoU wimld bate been held i>p by t>U Countrymen at au 
cumplc to MicceedUig beroet.— Lord Falkland wu killed iu a 
duel by Ur. Fuwell, in IflOS. It was not by words only UiatLord 
Byron gave proof of tymfialby on the meianchoiy nccauoo. 
Tbougli Ills own difficulties press^ on bitn at the lloie. he cow- 
Irived to admiuisier relief lo ibe widow and children of bit Iriend. 
-B.J 

^ P' Vet t and a precious cluie ibey led mr."— B. ISI6.] 

enough, ccrUioly, Ihcu, and no wiaer tluoe."— b: 

• What would be the senUtncala of the Peniao Anacreon. Ha* 
fia. couU be rise from his splendid sepal ch re at Sheerat. (where 
Be reposes wKh Ferdooil and SedI, the oriental Homer and Ca- 
tullus and behold bis name aasumad By one Slolt nromurr, the 
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E’en I must raise my voice, e'en I must feel 
Such scenes, such men, destroy Hie public weal ; 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 

** What art thou better, meddling fooy than they?" 
And ever)’ brother rake will smile to see 
Tliat miracle, a moralist, in me. 

No matter — when fome bard in virtue strong, 

Gifford perdiance, sliall raise the diasteniug sung,' 
Then sleep my pen for ever ! and my voice 
Be only heard to iiail him, and rejoice; 

Rqoice, and yield niy feeble praise, tliough 1 
May feel the lasb that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller Cry, who swarm in shoals. 

From silly Haflz* up to simple Bowies, 

Why should we call lliem from theirdark abode, 
in broad St. Giles's or in Tottenham-road 2 
Or ( since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-street or the Square ? 
If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 

Most wisely tfooin'd to sliun 4he public sight, 

What harm.’ In spite of every critic elf, 

SirT. may read liis stanzas to himself; 

Miles Andrews* still bis strength in couplets try, 

I And live in prologues^ though liibdrainas’die. 

Lords too are bards, Qieh things at times befall, 

And *t is some praise in peers to write at all. 

Yet, did <fr taste or reason, swuyTlie times. 

Ah! who w’ould take their titles with their rhymes 
Roscommon ! Sheffield ! with yotir spirits fled. 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 

No muse will cheer, with renovating smile. 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle.’ 

The puny schoollx^ and his early lay 
Men pardon, if bU follies pass aw ay; 

But who forgives tl>e senior'sCeaseless verse. 

Whose liairs grow hoary as Ida rhymes grow worse.’ 
W hat heterogeneous honours deck tlie peer! 

Lord, rliymester, petit-mattre, pamphleteer!* 

So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age, 

His scenes alonehad damn’d our sinkingstage; 


niotl IniiHMlcut ami execrable uf blenr> poKben for the daUjr 
prints? 

• [Miles l*eter Andrews, many years 51. P. for Bewdtey, r.ok>nel 
of the Prince of Wales’s Volurtfrers, |>ro(>rtoiar of a gunpowtier 
manuiaoiorjr at Darlfonl, aulhurufnuuieruiH pruk)Siie»,epiU«gnes. 
end Qrces, mhI oneuf tbeberocsurUie B«t 1«1. He died la UM. 
-B.| 

; [lo tbe origioal uiannscrlpl we tiud Uwse Hnei t— 

Id Ibcse, ear lln^ ullh dsUf woodm trig, ' 

A lettered peer It llhr a Irtfnvd |ri« ; 

IMb kDOW Ibelr slpbebet, but wIm. Iran (tursce. 

Inters Ibstpcen or plm Ittrt itHniy Mroee ' ^ 

anil 1 cm ihal lucb ibuuUJ woo Ibc grttc«rtil nine . 

NruikUJ nas not cDSdefor Ignis cn>l swine. "- 1:.| 

* [Oil being laid IbU it w«i belieTod licallDilcd lo Lord CarUUe's 
nervous disorder la tfais line. Lord Byron cscUiinedW'l thank 
Iteaven I dU not know it; and would nor, cuiUd not. If 1 had. I 
must naturally be tbo last penou to be |Mj|ntcd on dcfccia or ma- 
ladiea."~E.] 

»Tbc Earl of Carlisle has lately |iub!Uhcd an eighb*en-pemiy 
pimplilel oo ihoalalc of tbe suge. and ofrera his plan for boUdiug 
a new Uteatre. It hlo be hoped lilt lordship will be pmiiiilnl 
itriug fi)i want any thing fi>r Uic fta^c -except Ins own trax<^lie*. 
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But maDagers for once cried, ** Hold, eaeogh ! 
Nordrogg'd Ueir audieooewith the tragic stuff. 

Yet at their judgment let bis lordship laugh, 

And case his volumes in congenial calf; 

Yes! doff that covering, where morocco shines. 

And hang a calf-skin* on those recreant lines.* 

With you, ye Druids! rich in native lead, 

Who daily scribble for your daily bread. 

With youl war not : Gifford's, bcavyhand 

Has crush’d, without remorse, your numerous band. 

On all theUlents.’* vent your venal spleen; 

Want is your plea, let pity be your screen. 

Let monodies on Fox regale your crew, 

And Melville's Mantle* prove n blanket too! 

One conunon Lethe waits each hapless bard, 

And, peace be w ith you ! 't is your best reward. 

Such damning fame as Dunci<uls only give. 

Could bid your lines beyond a morning live; 


Leave wondering comprehension fgr behind.* 
Though Crusca’s bards no more our jodmals fill, . 
Some stragglers skirmish round the columns still ; 
Last of the howling host which once vVas Bell’s, 
Matilda snivels yet, -and Hafiz )'ell8; 

And Merry's metaphors appear anew, 

Chain’d to the signature of O. P. Q. * 

\Mien some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, ‘ 
Kmpldys a pen less pointed than his awl, 

Leaves his snug shop, for&vkes bis store of Shoes, 

St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse, 

. Heavens ! how the vulgar stare ! how crowds applaud ! 
i How ladies read, and literati laud !7 
If chance some w icked wag should pass his jest, 

’T is sheer ill-nature— don’t thewortd know besl^ 
Genius mus.t guide when wits admire the rhyme, 

I And CapelLofft* declares ’t is quite sublime, 
i Hear, then, ye happy sons of ne^less trade I 


But now at once your fleeting labours close. 
With names of greater note in blest repose. 

Far be ’t from me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rosa's prose in ntasquerade,. 

W'hose strains, the faithful eciioes fif her mind, 


KtkfJohmt . 

Lord C^rluJe'i works, ntdiljesplcfkleiitly bound, form « coospl- 
cuinu oruameot to his bocA-sheires t— 

*' The reel Is ail hut (rather and pruBaUa.” 

• [** Wrong also— ibc pmvocaiioa was nut iniffidrat to juslify 
(be acerbity."— n. I8|6.]— (Lord B)'roD RvraUy regretted the tar- 
caims he hul pubUahed against hia nobletdatioo, under the mu> 
taken Imprenion that Loi^ Carlisir bad Intentionally slighted him. 
In a letter to Mr. Rotors, wriitcn in 1814, be asks.— '* Is there any 
chance or possibility of making it up with Lord Carhsle, as .1 (ref 
dispoaed to do any ihia^ reasonable or unreasonable to effoct it ?*' 
And In (he third c.iiito of Chilslf panld,‘he thus adverts to the 
fate of the ilon. Freilerirk How^i^:l4ird?:arlUte'8 yuuiigctl son, 
one of iboee who fen gloriwsly at WUerioo 

" Thdr pnitte Is liTinn'iI br leflier turps Ihao mine : 
lei OM i mouM »elecl iromtbal prw|J tbroeg, 
rarl(i> because they blend me « lib bl* liar, 

Am^fartlf thal l aU his Sits *<ms mrong. 

And peril) liul brlabi ueina nIU hallaw aoog; , . 

Aad ble WM of Hie brasest, and ssben ebowef'd 
Tbedcelh'bolii dceiUlcat (be Iblon'd Ulcs along, 

Creo wb(TV tlwibIciMat o( nar's lempcello«ict''ti, 

They raneb'd no nobkr breui tbju (blue, youag, gallaJit Reward r ** 

In Uie following extracts from two onpiibliaheil letters, Written 
when Lord B. was at Harrow, may |)o«Jbiy be traced Uie origin 
of bis conduct towards hb guardian.— "Nor. II, IS04. Yon mis- 
take me if you thtdk i dislike Lord Carlisle. 1 respect him, and 
migbt like 1dm dhl 1 know him better. For Uni tnp mocker Acs 
on smCf why, t know no^. .1 am afraid ho could be hiitof 
iiUie use (o me : but I dafe my lio would assist me if be could t ao 
I take the will ftir the de^, and am obliged to him, cxaclly in (he 
same .roanner as if he succeeded in his efforts." — “Nor. 81. 1804. . 
To Lord Carlisle make my warmest acknowledgments. F feel 
0 M>rc gratitude than i cau well express. 1 am truly obliged to 
him for hia eudearoura. a o(Lw perfectly aatiafled with your cx- 
ptaoapon of bia reaerre, thM^S was hitherto afraid it migbl pro- 
ceed from personal itisUkc-^rW tlie future I shall miwldcr hhn 
as more my frteod than I hare hitherto been taught to think." 
-K.j 

I '* UelvUle’a Uaulle,‘'a parody on “ Elijah'! Hmile," a poem. 

,4 This lovdy little Jessica, (lie daughter of tJie uotrd,Jcw King, 
to be a follower of the Della Cnisca school, and has pub [ 


Swains ! quit the jdougb, resign the useless spade ! 
Lo! Burns’ and Bloomfleld, nay; a greater far, 

Gifford was born beneath an adverse star, 

Forsook the labours of a scrviic-statc, 

Stemm’d the rude storm, and triupiph’d over fate : 

Ibhed two rolunieiof very respectable absarditiei in rbyrae. as 
- times go; besides sundry onreU in (ho style of tlic first cdiitoo of 
die Ifunk.— She since married the floming Pt»t— au exceeding 
good match; and U Duw dead— which is lietter.*'— B. I8in.] 

I These are the signatures uf Tarious worthies who figure in the 
poetical deparbnenls of the acw9|»apers. 

^ [Joseph Blackett, the slioemaker. He died at Sea^m. In 1810. 
His poems were alterwanlsculleclml by Pratt; and, oddly enough, 
his principal (tatroocss was Uhs Milluuk. (hen a perfect stranger 
to Lord Byron. In a IrJtcr wrnilon lo Dallas, on board the Volage 
frigate, at M?a. In June DM I, be says,—** 1 sec that yours and Pra tt'a 
proU!g^, Blackett the cobbler, tedead, in spile uf bw rhymei and- 
Is probably one of llie instances where death has saved a loaa 
froui danmallun. You Were the ruin of that poor fellow amoogaC 
yon : had it nut been for his patrons, he might now have been In 
very good pligbt. shoe-^not verse-^makliigi bniyou have made 
him immortal with a vengeance : wIh> would think that any body 
wuuld be such a blockhead ai to sin against an cx|irea proverb,— 

* he sutor ultra crepidaiu I ' 

' Bat spar* blm. ye Criltn. bb folUes are past. 

For tba Cobbler li come, at be ougtou to bit 

wliich (wo lines, with a Kratch under ia$t, to show where the 
Joke lice, 1 beg that you wUI prevail on Miss MHbank to have In- 
serted dn (be tomb of her departed Blackett."— K.J 
.1 [“ Tins was mesnt for poor Blacken, who was lhca‘palroni«ed 
by A. J. B." (L*dy Byron); "but that 1 did not know, or (his 
would not have been MMiea, at least l think not.*'— B. 1816.] 

■ Capri Lofh. Milenas of. shoemakers, and prefoce- 

writer general versetDen ; a kind of gratis accouchedr 

to (hoae who wtaQIJi^^ivcrfd of rhyme, bat do not know Upv* 
lu bring forth:— iThe pm-t Blootafield owed his first cclebriiy to 
the.ooUce of Capel Lotftaud TlitHnos Hill, Eat{nires, whoread his 
*' Facoer'a Boy," in manuscript, recommended It to a publisber. 
and by their it^oence in society and literature, soon drew general 
aHenliun to Us merits. It b dlsireaingto remember that, after all 
that bad beeh done by the aeal of a few friends, the public sym- 
pathy did not rest perroanenUy on the amiable filooinfHrld, who 
died In extreme poverty la 182S.— K.] 

' a [ “ Brad Bums to-day. What w ould he have begn if a patri- 
dau? We sbiHild liave had morcpoliiJi— less fora*— just a.s much 
vtTse, but no iininoriaUiy— a divorce and aduet or two, the which 
lud hr survived, as his (.niatioiis must have been Ims ^riUxMia, 
ho might have lived as long as Shftftlan, and onUlved as modi as 
poor Biiiislry."— 'B. Jounull, 1815.) 


ENGLISH BAlIDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


'fheo why no more ? if Phoebus smiletl on you, 
Bloomfield ! why not on brother Nathan too?* 

Him too the irania, not the muse, lias seized; 

Not inspiration, but a mind diseased : 

And now nO boor can seek liis last abode, 

No common be enclosed, without an ode. 

Oh! since increased reUorment deigns to smile 
On Britain's sons, and bless our genial isle, 

Let poesy go forth, pervade the whol^. 

Alike the rusticaod meclianic soul 1 
Ye tuneful cobblers! still your notes prolong, 
Compose at once a slipper and a song ; . 

So shall thefairyour bandy work peruse : 

Your sonnets sure shall please^ perhaps your shoes. 
May Moorland weavers * boost Pindaric skill, 

And tailors* lays be longer tban.tlieir hill ! 

>Vhile punctual beaux rew^d Uie grateful notes, 

And pay for poems»~when they pay for coats. 

To the famed throng now^id the tribute due, 
Neglected geulus ! Jet me turn to you. 

Come forth, oh Campbell ! * give tliy talents scope; 
Who dares aspire if thou must cease to bopeP 
And thou, melodious Rogers ! * rise at last, 

Recall the pleasing meniorv' of the past ; 

Arise 1 let bleit remembrance still inspire, 

And strike to wonted tones thy hallow’d lyre: 


* see ?Caihafiid Btoocnfield'* ode, elesr- or whatever be or any one 
etoeeboom tn ult It. oq tbe eadosore of “ lluontostuQ Green.** 

* VMe *' Recotteclkma of a Weaver In tbe Moorlaads of Slaf* 

fordabire.** ' * ‘ . ' j 

3 It would be superfluous to recall lo the mind of Ibe reader Ibe 
anthors of *'The Pleamres of Memory*’ and “Tbe Pteanirev of 
Hope,** tiw no«t beautiful dUacUc poems In oor language, if we 
eaeept Pope's ** Eway on Man : “ bol so many puctasicrs bate 
sUrt^ up, that even tbe names of Campbell and Rugen'are 
become strange.^Benealh UiM note Lord Byron scrlbWrd, in 
iste,- 

** firUy BU« l•wlarilB• * 

D»d a auMf4j8iii6t, » 
lad NMitf uMcrt rniS* ' 

Tbiofs at MU» Geriradc. 

Wblle Mr. UsmUoo 
iad • grvsl snoT ob, 

• Mtblog kcbaoit lo«a 

Lika a t«rca Usmelaha.**— E.] 

4 [** t bate been reading.** says Lord Byroo, lo ISIS, ** Memory 
again, and Hope together, and retaiii all my preference of Ibe for- 
mer. HM elegance Is really wonderful— tfaere is no’ such a thing 
as a vulgar line In his bOub.'*— B.] 

* (“ Rogers tus noCibifilled tbe promise of bis ftrst poem% but 
has still very great merit. ”—B> tSIO.) 

* Glllbrd. author of tbe Baviad and Mzvlad, the first satires of 
tbe day. and translaior of Juvenal.— {The op.nk)o of Mr. Gilfurd 
bad always great weight with Lord Byron. ** Any suggestion of 
yours.'* he says la a letter wrltlen in IMS. “ even were it oonveycil 
in the less tender shape of Ibe teat of the Baviad. or a Monk Ma- 
son note in Maasioger, would be obeyed.** a few w eeks bebre 
bb death, on hearing from England of a report that he had written 
a satire on Mr. Giniurd.hewroteliMtanilytoMr. Murray : — “Who* 
ever aaterta that I am iho anlboror abetter of any thing of the kind, 
lia lo Ills throat. It is not true that I ever dUi, srif/, would, 
eoutd.orihoiUd write a saUre agalnstGiffonl. ora hair of his head. 
I always considered him as my literary biher, and myself as his 
’ prodigal * SOD ; ami If 1 have allowed his * btted calf ' to grow to 
an ox before he kilts It on my return. It Is only because I prefer 
beet to veal.*'— B.) 

? boihebr, translator of wicUnd's Obrron and Virgil’s Georgies, 


m 

Restore Apollo to hts vacant throne, 

Assert thy country’s honour and thine own. ’ 

What ! must deserted Poesy still weep 
Where her last hopes with pious Cowi>er sleep ? 
Unless, perchance, from his cold bier she ttvns. 

To deck the turf that wraps her iiiitistrel. Bums ! 

No! though contempt hath mark’d the spurious brood, 
I’he race who rhyme from folly, or for food, 

Yet still some genuine sons ’t is hers to boast, 

Who, least afTecting, still affect the most; 

Feel as they write, and write but as they feci — 

Bear witness, Gifford,* Sothebyi’ Macneil.* 

Why slumbers Gifford?’* once was ask’d in vain ; * 
Why slumbers Giffotd? let us ask again. 

Are there no follies for his pen to purge?'* 

Are there no fools whose backs dnnand the scourge? 
Are there no sins for satire's bord to greet ? 

Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street?. 

Shall peers or princes tread |>oliutioo*8 patli. 

And 'scape alike the law’s and muse's wrath? 

Nor blaze witli guilty glare through future time. 
Eternal beacons of consummate crime? . 

A rouse thee, Gifford 1 be thy promise claim’d. 

Make bad meu better, or at least aslianied. 

. Unliappy White! “ while life was in its spring. 
And thy young muse just waved her joy ous wing, 


EUd aiUhor of '‘Saol,** an rplA^^m.— (Mr. Soibrby ha* tlace 
CMcnllally rabed hU reptilatloa by varkma orlgmal pocmi, and a 
(niulaiiim of the Iliad.— E,} 

wboac poems aro deacrrcdly popular, particalarty 
**^tlaxid'a Scailb.'* and tbe “\Var« of War,'* of which lea 
thuuvmd copies were auUl lo ooe muoUi.— {Hector Macoeil died 
hi 4SIS.-E.) 

9 {Lord Byron here aUudea lo the maalerty poems of “ 5ew 
UuralUy '* lla* Jolot productlmi of Ur. Caouiog atW Mr. Frere). 
In Ibe AoUjacubiu. In which Gifford Is thus apostrupblsed t— 

** BcCItlok ibee, cirford, when • mr falor* agv 
Siwll traca ibe promlM at Iby playfol pwie • 

* Tba baod nbkh bruib'd a •ttartn of fowU away, 

* SlwoJd reuse to srt«j> a now rehtcUni prey l ‘ 

Tbioh. Umo, util ptoMted Mooreaw ricuia 
Tbe Utne accmlda of iby leofuld anuef 

Ata; erben U now Ibat pmoMer wby *u long 
Sleep (bo keen *hafl* of Milrv and of Mni|> * 

ObJ rone, wHb iMie end sinoe •( (by ilde^ 

Wlib erdeni seal lulUned, and pilrlet prMe; 

Vlltb keen poetic aieneo direct ibv blew, 

And vmpii eH Iby qoUrer.oo tba Am— 

Ita paiwo -aa rcM-UU wetiertof on Ibegroand 

Tbe potwooiu bydra lies, lod pierced wUb maay a woaod."-'E.] 

•• Ur. Gifford prooiUed piibitoly that the Bar Lad and Mcvlad 
should nu^ be hls last original works i let hlnr remember. “Hos 
in rriuctantea dracoDCf.**—(Ur. Ciflbrd became the editor of the 
Quarterly Review, —whiob tbeacefortb occupied moat of Ms ttme, 
—a few monih'a aflrr the first «p(>earaAee of this Hllre.- E.> 

>• Henry Elrte White tiled at Cambridge, lo October, iSW. in 
ooQseiiuence of too nuich eirriton in ihe pursuit of stadica tliat 
would have malored a mind which dbeaae and pnveriy could not 
impair, aodwhlch death Uaelf destroyed rather than lubdoed. Ilia 
poems abouud In such beauties aa must iniprcsR the reader with 
the liveHaat regrcl, that so abort a periiel was allotted lo laleots 
whidi would have dlgniftctl even ihe sacred fuactiona be was des- 
tibed lo awuaie.— {In a letter to Mr. Dallas, in fSII, l..ord Byron 
says,—*’ I am sorry you don't like Harry While ; wHh a great detri 
of cant, which in him was sincere [indeed It killrd him. as you 
killed Joe Blackett), . certes there is poesy and gcnloa. I don't say 
Ibl* on account of my simile and rhymes; but surety he wav beyoiifi 
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The spoiler swept that soaring If re away. 

Which else bad sounded an immortal lay. 

Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone, J 

When Science’ self destroy’d her favourite son ! , 

Yes, she too muc|) indulg^ tby fond pursuit, . 

She sow'd the seeds, but death has reap'd tl)e Tfuit. 

’T was thine own genius gave the linal blow. 

And help’d to plant the wouud that laid thee low : 

So the struck eogle, stretch'd upon the plain, ' 

TIo more through rolling clouds to soar again, < 

View’d his own feather on the fatal dart. 

And wing'd the shaft that quiver'd in his heart; 

Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
He nursed the pinion which impell'd the steel. 

While the same plumage that had warm’d his nest, « 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast.' 

There be, who say, in these enlighten'd days. 

That splendid lies are all the poet's praise ; 

That strain’d invention, ever on the wing, 

Alone impels the modern bard to sing : 

*T is tme, that all who rhyme— nay, all who write, 
Sltrink from that fatal word togeiius»rrit^; 

Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest Ares, 

And decorate the verse herself inspires : 

'rhis fact in Virtue's name let Crahbe* attest— 

Though nature’s sternest painter, yet tlte hest.^ 

And here let Shee < and Genius find a pla<^ 

Whose pbn and pencil yiflN an equal grace ; 

To guide whose hand the sister arts combine, 

And trace the poet's or the painter's line; 

Whose magic touch can bid the canvas glow, 

Or pour the easy rhyme’s harmonious flow ; 

'While honours, doubly merited, attend 
The poet's rival, but the painter’^ friend. 

Blest is the man who dares approach tlte bow er 
Where dwelt the muses at their natal limir ; 

Whose steps have press'd, whose eye has ntark’d afar. 


all the BlooraScId* and BtacketU, and birlr coiUtei'al culiblen, 
whom LoITt and Pratt have or may ktdn.ip from Uielr caUing into 
theaerrice of tlic trade. SetUns aahic hijotry. he lurely rants 
next to Chaitrriuo. It UaatunUbmg bow liutc be was known i 
and at Cambridge no one thonght or hrant of «ich a man till Im 
death rendered all iwlices nsekas. For iny pait. 1 aboHkl have 
been moat pn<tul of such an ac<iuaintance; hit very prejudicei 
were reape^blc.”— E.] 

* (Hr. Southey's deUgblfui Life of JUrke White b ia every oaie's 
baoib.— B I 

• ['* t contkler Crabl)e and Coleridge as the first of these tiaiei, 
to point of powrr and genkis.'*— B. ISI6 ] 

(this eminent poet and excellent man died at hia rectory of 
Trowbridge, in Pebnury, 1833, aged srveoly-cIgiiL With llic 
eiocptloo of the veuerabie Lord SluwelUhcWM the but aurviviog 
eseJebrated man meuUoneJ by Buawrd to connexion with Johntoo, 
who revbed bb poem of the *' ViUif^c." tib oUier works are Use 
library,” the *' hew«papcr,*' Ihe “Borou^.” a coilecOon of 
** Poems.” wbldi diaries Kox read hi uiaimscrlpt on his death- 
bed ; *• Tgles,'* and. lastly, Tales of Uie Hall.” lie has besides 
left various poetical pieces in US., and a collective ediUoo of hb 
works b onderstood to be in preparatioo.—K.] 

4 Ur. Shee, author of *' ttliyniee on Aii," and "Elemeob of 
ArL'*--^Now (48St) Sir Martin Shee, and President of the Boyal 
icadetuy.— E.) 


! Tlic clime that nursed tbe sons of song and war, 

I The scenes which glory still must hover o’er, 
i Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore. 

I But doubly blest is be whose heart e.tpands 
With hallow'd feelings for those classic lands; 

Who rends the veil of ages long gone by. 

And views their remnants witli a poet's e>el 
I Wri^dtt! * *twas thy hofipy lot at once to view 
‘ Tliose shores of glory, and to sing them too; 

' And sure no common muse inspired tlir pen 
To hail dte lat^ of gods and godlike men. 

And you, associate bards ! * who snatch'd to light 
Tliose gems too long withheld from modem sight; 
Whose mingling taste comlHned to cull the wreatli 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe. 

And all their renovated flagrance flung, 

Td grace the beauties of your native tongue ; 

Kow let those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
Toe glorious spirit of the Grecian mnse, 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow'd tone : 
Resign Achaia’s lyre, and strike your own. 

l.et these, op such as these, witli just applause, 
Restore the muse's violated laws ; 

But not in flimsy Darwin's pompous chime. 

That inighly moster of unmeaning rhyme, y 
Whose gilded cymbals, more adorn'd than clear. 
The eye delighted, but fatigued tbe ear. 

In show ihe simple lyre could once surpass. 

Rut now, worn down, appear in native brass ; 
While all his train of hoverrog sylphs around 
Hvaporate in similes and sound : 

I Him let them shun, with hinvlct tinsel die : 

! False glare attracts, but more offends the eye.’ 

I let let them not to vulgar Wordsworllt stoop, 
i The meanest object of the lowly group. 

Whose verse, of all hut childish prattle void. ‘ 

I Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and Lloyd : ' 


< Waller IlodweU Wright, late conutl-gsn^al for the Sevco 
blaodt. b auUror of a very beautiful poem, Just pubibhed i It b 
mtlllfd *’ Hone loolcr,” and ,U druripllvc of the bln and Ihu 
adjaceat cout of Orecoc.^fTo ihe tiunl edition, which came out 
hi tll6, waa added ao excelleat Iranalxiion of Ihe ** Orevte” of Al- 
fieri. sner hb return In England. Mr. Wright waa cboMn Be- 
confer of Bury .st Edumndji.— K.} 

* fhe translators of the Antholofty, Bland and Merivate. have 
since publidictl separate poems, wluuii evince genius Uut only ve- 
Quires upportuniiy to attain einmrocr.H The late Rev. Robert 
Bland pubibhnl, in ctmjunclkMi whiUi Ur. Merivale, '‘CuHecliona 
from the Greek Antholoity.” He abo wrote Eilwy auri Elgiva,** 
Uie ‘'Four Slaves of C)tli«>a.” etc. in 1144, Mr. Ucrirair pub- 
Ibhed "Orlando in Rooceyallcsr*' and io the following year, "An 
Ode on the Ucliveir of Europe.” He b now ouc of Hie Cummb- 
BkNirrs of the new Bankruptcy Court. —E ] 

• the iicgleel of iho "Botanic Garden" b some proof of lemni- 
ing taste. The scenery b Us sole reconmoiidaiion. 

•lK(«vn. Lamb and Lloyil, the moU ignoble foliowen of Southey 
and Co.-^ in 4798. Charles Lamb ami Charlea Lloyd puhlbheU lu 
coojunciioa a volume, entitled, "Foeou in Blauk Verse.** 
Mr. Lamb b also Ihe author of "John Woodvllle.’’ "Talcs from 
SiMkspcarc,” the " Bssays of EUa.” etc. ; and Mr. Lloyd has Miioe 
piiblbhed "Edward OUvrr,'*' a rnivel. "Niigs* Canor*." and a 
irausiallou ol AlSrri's Trag^ies.^E.] 


— uy C’.' 


ENGLISH DAIUkS AND 

Let tbem^but bold, i^y muse, nor dare to teaoh 
A strain far; far be>oftd thf bumble reach : 

The native genius witti their being given 

Will point the path, and peal, their notes to heaven. 

And thou, too, Scott! ' resign to minstrels rode 
The wilder slogan of a border feud : 

Let otlkTs spin their nwaare lines for hire; 

Knoii^h for genius If itsdl inspire 1 

Lci Southey sing, although his teeming nuise, 

Prolilic every spring, be too profuse ; 

Let simple ‘Wordsworth* chime his childish verse. 
And brother Coleridge lull the hnbe at nurse ; 

Let speclre-inongering Lewis aim, at most, 

To rouse tlie galleries, or to raise a ghost; 

Let iVloore still sigh; let Strangford steal from Moore, 
And swear tliat Camoi'ns sang such notes of yore ; 
Let Ilayley hobble on, Montgomery rave, 

And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave; 
l/*l sonneteering Bowles his strains refine, 

And whioe and whimper to the luurteenth line ; 

T^t Stott, Larli^,* Matilda, and the rest 
Of Gmb-strect, and of Grosvcnor'place the liest. 
Scrawl on, ’till death release us from tlw strain, 

Or Common Sense assert lier riehls again. 

Rut thou, with powers that m<M;k the aid of praise, 
.Shouldsl leave to humbler bards ignoble leys : 

Thy country’s voice, the voice of all the nine. 
Demand a hallow'd harp — tlwt harp is thine. 

Say! will not Caledonia's annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler held 
Than the vile foray of a plundering dan. 

Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man ? 

Or Marmion’s acts of darkness, lifter food 
For Slierwood’s outlaw talcs of Robin Hood ? 
Scotlami ! still proudly claim thy native b.ard, 

And be thy praise his first. Ills best reward I 
Vet not with thee alone his name should live, 

Rut own the vast renow n a world can give ; 


' By Ike bfe, 1 bope that in Hr. scoU't next poem, Wa hero or 
bcrolDe will he lem addteted to-*'Gniroarye.‘* aixt more to grain* 
mar, Uuin ibo Lady of the Lay anil her bravo, Willtaru of Delo- 
ralne. 

V It may be aaked. «by I have ceo fared the Bari of CaVlIste, mjr 
gnardhn and relalive, to wbotn 1 delleated a volume ofpueHlii 
pon» a few ycen agot—The gdardUnahfp was nominal, at l<kat 
aa fjr aa t lave been able to dbeover ; the rela(iontlii|i I cannot 
help, and am very aorry for il; but as bUlordslilp teemed to forget 
it Ml a very eatrulial occasloo to me, 1 ihall not burden my me* 
mory wUh the recolleaiton. 1 do not think that peraenal dtffe*< 
KDCca unction Ibe unjuat condonmaUon of a brother aeribbter; 
but face nnreaaoQ why they should aet aaa preventive, when tbe 
auibor, noble or ignoble, law, for a aeriea of yean, beguiled a 
“dbceniing public'* (u the adrertiaemeatj have if) with divers 
rrams ul most oribodox, linpcrul nomense. B<-ai(les, I do not step 
aside lo viiuperale Uie eadt no-4dsworka come fairly io review 
wiib thoae oTothrr patrician literati. If. before I escape (rora my 
teens, 1 saki any thing In fovour of his lordship’s paper books, U 
wu In tlw way of doUfol dedlcaUoo, and more from the advlee 
of uthera than luy own judgnmit. and 1 aelae the Brst opportu- 
nity of iirononucing my sincere recantation. I have beard that 
some persons conceive me lo be under obUgatiucM to Lord CarUslei 
V so, 1 Shalt be most particularly happy to ieam whal Oiey .are. 
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I Re known, perchance, when Albion id no more, . , 

I And tcU the tale of whnt she was before ; 

I To future times her faded fame recall. 

And sore her glory, though hjs country fall. . 

Yet what avails the sanguine poet's hope 
To conguer ages, and with time to cope? 

New eras spread their wings, new nations rise^ 

And other victors fill the applauding skies; , 

A few brief generations flMt along, 

Whose sons forget the poet and his song : 

E'en now, wRat oncedoved minstrels scarce may daim 
The transient mention of a dubious name ! 

When fame's loud trump hath blown its noblest blas^ 
Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last; 

And glory, like the phoenix* 'midst her fires, ^ 
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta oell her sable sons. 

Expert in science, more expert at puns ? 

Shall these approach the muse? ah, no ! sbe files. 
Even from the temping ore of Seaton's prize; 
Though printers condescend the press to soil 
Wittnehymeby Hoare,* and epic Uank by Hoyle 
Not him whose page, if still upheld by whist, 
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list.? 

Ye! who in Granta's honours would surpass, 

Must mouQt her Pegasus, a full grown ass ; 

A foal well worthy of her ancient dam. 

Whose Helicon is duller than her Cam. 

There Clarke, still striving piteously “ to please,” 
Forgetting doggrel lends not to degrees, 

A would*bc satirist, a hiredhuffoon, 

A monthly scribbler of some low lampoon,* * 
Condemn’d to drudge, the meanest of the mean, 

And furbish falsehoods for a magazine. 

Devotes to scandal his congenial mind~ 

Himself a living libel on mankind.* 


and vthen cooferred, that Uiey may be dbiy appreciated and pub* 
Ucly acknowlcdgcih- What 1 have bunibly advanced as an opi- 
tiiou on hii printed Ihlniw. 1 prepared to support. If necessary, 
by quoiailons from elesia, eulogies, odes, cpl^et, and certain 
facetious sod dainty Ira^io bearios hU name and mark i— 

" WbaUsa sniwMs kMTW, or fesU, sr comtdi? 
aiwl noi alUhs Mas# stall ibt llouards." 

So uys Pope. Atnen!-*{*‘Moch too savage, whatever the foun- 
dation might be.’*— B. ISIS.] 

^ t'*Tbe devit take that pbanls! How came It tiiere?’*— 
B. ISIS.) 

i [TheBev. Charla James Hoare published, in 1106, the '.'Ship- 
wreck of St. Paul.’’ a seaionian prise poem.— C ) 

* [The Hev. ebartfs Hoyle, auibor of *‘EkOtliis,'* an epic In 
thirteen books, and several other Seatonlan prize poems.— E.J 
7 The *'Games of Hoyle.** well known to the votaries of wbtit, 
chess, etc., are hot lo be superseded by Uie vagaries of lib poetical 
namesake, whose poem comprised, as expressly stated in the ad- 
vertisement, aH the *' ptagnea of Egypt.” 

■ [ “>lght enoogh t this was well deserved, «d well laid Ou.** 
-B. IMS.] 

» This perMO. who hu'lately betrayed the most rabid symptoms 
of confirmed aulbonhip. Is writer of a pe^ dtnmfidoat^ ibe 
" Art of PbNwiag.** at^'lneui a noa foeendo,'* contMoIng HOlc 
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• 

Oh! dark asylum a Vandal race! * 

At once tlic •terning and disgrace ! 

So lost to Phu*4ilJCthat nor.Uodgaoni's * verse 
Can make thee better, nor poorHewson’s* worse. 
But where fair Isis roll? her jHirer wave, 

The partial muse delighted loves to lave; 

On her green banks a greener wreath she wove, * * 
To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove ; 
'Where (Uchards wakes a genuine poet's ITres, 

And modern Britons glory in their sires. ^ 

For me, who, thus uoask'd, have dared to tell 
My eountry what her sons should know to6 well, 
Zeal for her honour bade-wie hw engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age ; 

No just applause her honour’d name shall lose, 

As first in freedom, dearest to the muse. 

Oh! would thy bards but emulate thy fame, 

And rise more worthy, Albion, of tby name! 

IVhat Athens Vas in science, Rome in power,' 
What Tyre appear’d in her meridian hour, 

*Tis thine at once, fair Albion I tb have beeo~ 
Earth’s chief dictatress, ocean’s lovely queen : 

But Rome decay’d, and Athens strew’d the platn^ 
And Tyre’s prdud piers lieshatter’d in the main : 
Like these, thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl’d. 
And Britain f^l, the bulwark ef tbe world. 

But let me ceasci aod dread Cassandra’s fate. 

With Wanting ever scofTd at, till too late; 


To themes less lofty still my hi>^confine, , * 

And hrge tby bards to gain a nSiroe like thine. * 

Then, hapless Britain! be thy rulers blest. 

The Senate’s oracles, the people’s jest! 

Still hear thy motley orators dispense 
Tlie flowers of rhetoric, ' though not of sense, 

While Canning’s colleagues bate him for his wit. 
And old dame Portland * fills the place of Pitt. 

'Fet once again, adieu I ere tbir the sail 
That wafts roe hende is shivering in the gale; 

And Afric’s coast and Calpe’s ^vew hei^t. 

And Stamboul's minarets must greet my sight: 
Thence shall 1 stray through beauty’s native clime,^ 
\yhere Kaff* is clad in rocks, and crowo’dwithnoow 
sublime. 

Bnt should 1 back return, no tempting press* 

Shall drag my Journal hrom the desk’s recess: 

Let coxcomb, printing as they come from far, 
Snatch his own wreath, of ridicule from. <^rr ; 

Let Aberdeen and Elgin*' still pursue 
The shade of fame through tegions of virth ; 

Waste uselessihousands on their Phidian freaks. 
Misshapen monuments and maim’d antiques ; 

And make their grand saloons k general mart 
For all theisutilated blocks of art: 

Of Dardani tours let dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to rapitP* Cell ; 


pteMotry lew poetry, lie ilm acts u monthljr ctipendlary 
Md collector otcjIureAhn for (be ** Satiriil.'* If UiU uofortuoate 
yoans.mui would exOheinte the magatbics for Utc mathraialica.' 
tDd codcarour to take a dveent degree In hU unneralty, it might 
eTetPuaily prove more aervkcable than hU preseol aalary.— 
fur. itew»oQCIarkewMabotheaiilborof**TheSaunteitr,'’aDd ’ 
a ** Hblory of the'Cam|ka1gn in nnisia."— K.] 

* *’ Into Cambridgcaltire the l^mporor Probua iraa^ported a 
couiderable body of VaniUI«.’‘"-Gi(>hon'4 Dcdloc and Fall, 
voL (L p. as. TIrere b no reason to doubt the troth of thb aaser- 
Uon ; lire breed b alill in high pcrfociion. 

* Thia gentlMnan's name requires uo praiae : the man wbo lo 
trainlaliun displays unquestionable genius, may be well expected 
to excel in original compoaUtoo. of which It b lo be hop^ we 
stSlU soon see a aptcodid spccimi'n.^l Besides a iranslalitm of 
Juvenal, Hr. Hodgson has publbbcd "Lady Jane Grry,''*‘Sir 
Edgar, ''and "Tbe Friemb." a poem in four books, lie aho lrans> 
laled, in conjunction wilb Dr, UuUer, Luden BOoapartc-'a uoread> 
aUec|iicof ^CJiarleoiago«."*-B.1 

* Benaon Clarke, etg., as it b wrillen. 

* Tbe "Aboriginal Britons." an excellent poem, by Rkbards. 
[The Rev. Crurge Richards. D.U. has also sent from Ibe press 
"Songs of tbe Aboriginal Rards ofBriuin," "Modern Prance," 
IwovolunH-aof Mbcellaneuus Poems, and Baropton Lectiirn "On 
the Divine Origin of Propbecy." This genUetuan is now Rector 
of Martin's in tbe Fie)<b.— B.] 

s [ With lids verse the satire odginally ended,^E.] 

* A friend of mine being asked, m by bjs Grace of Portland was 
IJbcned lo an old woman? replied, " be supposed it wu because 
be was past bearing."— Hb Grace b now gatberod to bb grand- 
mothers, where be sleeps as sound as ever ; but even Us sleep 
was beuer than hb colleagues* waking.— IStl. 

7 Georgia. 

* Mount Caucasus. 

» These four lines origtnally stood,— 

“ Ml sbMM 1 bsck rslom. ee leUcr'd tags 
SfeaB drag aiT MMMn-pboa taaok eo IM state;* 


Let vain Valmlls * rival Isrklesi Ctrr. ** 

Aed equal blD whose noA tw aougbi to our.** 

' '«[ln aielterwrUlenfrom Gibraltar (obis friend ftodgsoo. Lord 
Byron cays,-:-"! have seen Sir John Carr at Seville andCadii. 
and. tike Swifl'a barber, have been ilown on my knees to beg* be 
would not ptii me into Usek and white."— £.] 

« LonI Elgin wouItTfam persuade oa that all tbe figures, wlih 
and without noaea, in hb atooe-»bop arc the work ef PliMiaa ! 
"CrCdat Judaeus r* 

(The oriiptial epithet was "claaaic." Lord Byron altered it 
in the fifth edition, and added Ihb note— ‘*RapkJ" Indeed! He 
topograpbbed and Jypograpbbed King Priam'idonihboosintliree 
days ! 1 called him " cJasMc" before 1 saw the Troad, but slhce, 
have learned better than to tack lo bivaJme what don't belong 
to it. '-E.] 

• > Nr. Cell’s Topography of Troy and Ithaca cannot fall to en- 
sure tite approbat.on pf every man possessed of classical taste, as 
well lot the Informstion Hr. Ceil conveys to Uic mind of Uie read- 
er, at for Uie abUfly and research tbe respective works display— * 
("Since seeing tbe plain of Troy, my o|itninns are toinewhal 
changed aa to the above ndte. Gell's survey was b^ty and super- 
ficial. '— B. t8ie.] 

[Shortly after hb return from Greece, in 1814. Lord Byron 
wrote a review of Hr. [nnw'Sir vVilliam) Gell's works for the 
Moudkly ^rlebr. See iroera'a tveficea. In his Diary of 4824 

* Lord TakolU Iwbeae IreBendoos inivcii are rortheoming wlih Me 
dtrariiiloas, trspbksl. lopograpblral. typograpblcsl. deiKMcd, us Sir Jetiw 
C*rt ■ uolucfcy Mil. Ibal Ur. Uubol» i wilre pcrmtlrd bit purctMW vt ibe 
** sirstigw In Ireland. Ob. Dv. mj lord] bar }nur li>r<Ublp no oMrefecllDg 
fora fallow .loai In 7-iMti '* two of a trade," I be) 

t^rom tbe many lourf Iw iShdc. Sir John waa callnl "Tbe JsuotiBf 
Car.” A wirked wH hafiiif aeTmly lathed blm In a publlrailvu. called 
'■My rocket Root', or Uinta for a R>ghl Merrle and Cgocelird Tosr,” be 
breufibi an anion of damages againu Ibe pubiltber-. but at lb* work con- 
talDcd'iMi y wbat Ibe Court deetned IsgtUowte crfllclam. ibe awiglil wei 
Donaiiiied. Edward DobeM, taq .ibeeudior oftUs pfeatsM seltre. baialM 
pubUabM "The Wreeib,” conaMliig of IrsAslalloDs from Sappbo. Rloa end 
■oeeiiitf. " Old Nkfe," a ntlMcaJ story, sM sa ediiloa of tbe beesaerDO of 
aoecncdo.-B.] 
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And, quite content, no more shall ^terpqsc 

To stun the public ear^-at least with prose. ’ i 

Tlius far I ’ve held nw' undisturb’d career, 

Prepared for rancour, steel’d 'gainst selflsh fear : , 

Tliis thing of rhyme I ne’er disdain’d to own — I 
Tliough not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown : I 

My voice was heard again, though not so loud, i 

My page, though nameless, never disavow’d ; I 

And now at once I tear the veil away: — 

Cheer on the pack ! the quarry stands at bay, 
llnscared by the dm of Melbourne House,* 

By Lambe’s resentment, .or by Holland's spouse. 

By Jeffrey’s harmless pistol, Haitam's rage, 

Edina's bfawny sons and brimstone page. 

Our men in buckram shall have blows enough, 

And feel they too arc penetrable stuff : ” 

And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 

M ho conquers me shall lind a shibborn foe. 

'fbe time hath been, when no harsh sound would fall . 
From lips tliat now may seem imbued with gall ; * 

Pior fools nor follies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawl'd beneath my eyes : 

But now, so callous grown, so changed since youth, 
I've team’d to think and sternly speak the truth; 
Learn’d to deride tlie critic’s starch decret*, 

And break him on tlie wheel he meant for me ; 

To spurn tlie rod a .^ibbler bids me kiss, 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss : 

Nay more, though nil my rival rliyniestcrs frown, 

1 too can hunt a poetaster down ; 

And, arm'd in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to southern dunce. 

Thus much I 've dared ; if my incondite lay 
Hath wrong'd these righteous times, let others say: 
This, let the world, winch knows not how to spare. 
Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare.* 


POSTSCRn»T TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

I hare been infomird. liDce Ibe prewat editloa went to th« 
prew. ihat mr tnmy aod well'beloved coiMin!i. the RJlnbnrgh 
Retiewm, are preparing a moat vebement critique on oiy poor» 


there li this paaeage In reading. ) have Joit chanced upon an 
npreaaioD of Tom Campbell’a i»apeaklng of ColUna. hoHya that 
’ no reader care* any more about the ehnractrrUtir mannert of 
biaeclogues thanaboni the aulbmticltyof the laleofTroy/ 'T ia 
faUe— we do care about ' the anihcoUrlry ut the tale of Troy.‘ 1 
bate itood opoo that pUin. daUjf. for more than a mouth, in 
ttIO; aud if auy Ihina dimiflbihed ruy pleawre. it waa that Uic 
blackboard Bryant had Impiignet) ita veracity. It ia iroe, t read 
* Homer Travestied.’ because lluhhouse and olhcra bored me with 
Ibetr learned lucaliti^ and 1 love ipdixing. But I atltl vrneraird 
the grand original aa the tniih of SiWory { (n the material facts) 
aod of place. Otherwise it wouhl have given me no rteiibliL 
^bowili persuade roc. when I rrclined upem a mighty tomb, that 
it did not contain a hero?-~iia very magnitude proved Ihii. Men 
do not Ulioiir over llte ignoble and petty dead and why should 
not the dead be Warner's dead ? **— E.J 
' ( Lord Byron act out on hip travels witb the dctermlnalkm to 
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gentle, naresisting Muse, whom they have already to be-devlled 
with their ungodly ribaldry t 

'‘TaolcDc aolmli cvtallbui Ine r* 

I ntppote I roust tay of Jefb^y lu f>ir Andrew Aguccheek a.viih, 
**an 1 bad known he waa «> cunning of fence. I had teen l\hn 
ilamneil ere I had fooght biro.” What a pity it la tlut I il^ll be 
beyond the Bosphonu before the uext number haa iiassed the 
Tweeii 1 But 1 yet hofie to light my pi^ie with it in Per^a. 

Myix^em frielKUliave accosctl roe, with justice, of pereonabty 
' towards their great literary aniliropopbagus. Jeffrey; but what 
I else wastobedoue witb him and his dirty pick, who feed by lying 
and sUndering." and alakc their thirst by***evtl speaking?** I 
hare adduced facta already well known, and of Jeffrey’s mind 1 
liave staled my free opiolon, itor haa be thence austaioed any in- 
jury]— what scavenger waa ever soiled by being pelted with mud? 

II may be aaid Uiat 1 quit England because I have censured there 
** pertons of honour and wit about town ; ” but I am coming haek 
again, aod their vengeance will keqi hot till my return. Thoae 
who koow ffi^ cau testify that roy motivea for leaving Itogland are 
very diffrreul from fraiw, literary or persmaal t those who do not, 
may one day be couviuced. Since tte publication of this Ibing, 
my naiDfl )>aa nut been concealed] 1 have been itiuslly In London, 
reaily to auswrr fur iny transgressiuna, and in daily exi>ectation 
of sundry cartels; but. alaa! "the age of chivalry is over,” or, in 
the vulgar longue, tliere is no spirit now-»days. 

There is a youth yuleped ilewson plarke ^subaodi esquire), a 
sixer of Emauuel College, aud. 1 bAleve, a denizen of Berwick- 
upori'Tweed. wtiom 1 have inlruduceil to Uicse pages to much 
heller complroy than be has been accustomed to meet; bob, nol- 
wiihsianding, a very sad dug and, for no reason tlut I can dis- 
cover, elcept a personal quarrel w ilh a bear. ke]M by me al Cam- 
bridge to sit for a teilowship, and whmn the jealousy of hb Trinity 
conteinporarirs prevented from success, haa been abusing me, and, 
what is worse, the defeuceiess inooernt above mcntiimefl. in “Tbo 
Satirist.” for one year and some months, taro utterly iincon^ 
adouB of tuving given him any provocation; indee<l. I am guilliero 
of having heard his name till coupled with *‘Th« Satirbl.” He 
hav Ihorofore no reason to complain, aod 1 dare uy lliat. tike Sir 
l-'relful Plagiary, he Is rather pleased than otherwise. 1 have 
now mentioned ail wlio have done me the hoooor to uotlce roe 
and niioe, that Is, my bear and iny book, except ilie editor of 
**Tlie Satirist,” who. it seems, is a genUeman— God wot! I wbh 
he could imparl a litUe of his genliliiy to his subordinate scrib- 
blers. t bear that Mr. Jei-ntiigbam b about to take up Ibe cudgeb 
for his MaK^ciias, Lord Carlisle. 1 hope not i be waa one of the 
few, wbo. in the very abort lulerrourse 1 had with him, treated 
me with kiwhiess when a buy ] and whatever he may aay or do; 
'*p(Mir on, 1 will endure.” 1 have ootbing further lo add. savi^a 
geoerat note of thanksgiving lo readers, purchasers, aod puhliah- 
en. aod, io the words of Scott, 1 wish 

“ T» all and each ■ fair good Ulgtrt, 

XBd rosy drwtiM and ilombers Ugbi.” 


keep DO Jouroal. lo a letter lo hb friend Henry Drury, when on 
tlie point of aalUng, he pleasantly aaya.-^" Hobhuusc has made 
wnumly preparations for a book on his return:— one hundred 
pens, two gallons ol japan ink. and several volmnes of best blank, 
b no had proviMon for a ducemlng public. 1 have iakl dow n my 
pen, but have promised lo coulribule a chapter on the state of 
morals, etc. etc."— E.J 

* [ “idngiilar enough, aod din enough. God knows.”— B. 4916.] 
s ( In Ihb passage, hastily thrown off as it b, ” wc find.” says 
Moore, ** ihe strongest trace oflhal wounded feeiins, which bleeds, 
as it were, through all his subseipieni writings. '— E.) - 
4 ["The greater |>art of ihb ultrc 1 most sincendy wUh had 
never been written— not only on account of the injosiice of much 
of the critical, and some of the personal part of ii— but the tone 
and temper are such as I cannot approve.”— Buon. July 44, 
4816. Diodati, Ceneta.] 
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OCCASIONAL PIECES. 


WRITTEN 

WELL! THOU AST 1IAPPY,» 

Well ! thou art happy, and 1 feel 
That 1 should thus be happy too ; 

For still my heart regards thy weal 
Warmly, as it w;is wont to do. 

Thy husband's blest—and 't will impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot: 

But let them pass — Oh! how my heart 
Would hate him, if he loved thee not ! * 

When late I saw thy favourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would break : . 

But when the unconscious infant smiled, 

1 kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

I kiss'd it,— and repress'd my sighs 
Its father in its face to sec; 

But then it had its mother's eyes, 

And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu! 1 must away : 

While thou art blest 1 T) not repine; 

But near thee I can ne>er stay; 

My heart w’ould soon again be thine. 

1 deem’d that time, L deem’d that pride 
Ilad quendrd at length my boyish flame; 

Nor knew, till seated by thy side, , 

Rfy heart in all, — save hope, — the same. 

Yet w'as I calm : I knew tlie time 
My breast would thrill bi^fore thy look ; 

‘But now (oTrerable were a crime— 

We met,— and not a nerve w as shook. 

I saw thee gaze upon m>- face, 

Yet meet with no confusion there : 

One only feeling couldst thou trace; — 

The sullen calmness of despair. 


» These Uaes were printed ori^ioally in Mr. Hobhoose’ii Mitcel- 
Uoy. K fevr days befure they were written, the poet had been 
invited to dine al Aonrsloy. On the inlant daughter of bis fair 
bosteas being birnifd)! into the room, he started involuDUrlly, and 
with Ibc utmost dUlicoUy supprc«ed his cmoUoo. To the sensa- 
tions of (liat nioiiicnl we are iudebted tor these bcaoUtMl stanxas— 
and for several o( the fullowinK pieces.— R. 

• Lonl Byron wrote to hl< mother on lliLi same Sd November, 
annoiirclofi liislulcutioii of sailing for India In Mat^h 1S09.— K. 

* This niuDiiineiit U still a conspicuous ornament in the garden 
ofNewstcad. The following is IIm; iuscripiion by which the verses 
are preceded 

** Kfsr thh spot 

Are itepMiled ihe tlsoi.lasorone 
Wt» pww«Md Bwoly y^ libooi Tanhy, 

Strcu«|lh without InMleore. 

Courage nlibom Ferxltr. 

And aU the V(rio« of Mtn » fihwjt bU View. 

This rnlae, ubkh woald be uomeoDlDS Plaiierr 
ir lo: (Titled over humiii wbw. 


IS 1809—10. . , 

Away! away! niy early dream 
Remembrance never must aw ake : 
Oh! where is Lellie'd fabled stream? 
My foolid) heart, he still, or break. 


INSCRFITION 

s, 

os m MosevrM or s srwrocvpi.*Ro ww > 

When some proud son ofinan returns to earth, 
Unknown to glory, but uplield by birth, 

Ute sculptor's artexliausts the pomp of woe. 

And storied urns record W'ho rests belqw : 

When allls done, upon the tomb is seen, 

Not what he was, but what he should have been : 

But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend, 

Ttie first to welcome, foremost to defend. 

Whose honest heart is still his master's owm, 

Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for lum alone, 
Unhonoiir’d fails, unnoticed all hi$ worth, 

Denied in heaven the soul he he[d on earth : 

While man, vain insect! hopes to be forgiven, 

And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 

Oh, man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour, 

Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power, 

Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust, 
Degraded mass of animated dust! 

Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat, 

Thy smiles liypocrisj’, thy words deceit! 

By nature vile, ennobled but by name, 

Each kindred brute might bid thee blush'for shame. 
Ye ! who perchance behold this simple um, 

Pass 00 — *it honours none you wish to mourn : 

To mark a friend's remains these stones arise; 

I never knew but one— and here he lies. * 

Ifeiritci4 Abbey, Koveoiber SO, <M. 


Is b«l • Jn<t trlbale to (be MoDorr of 
BOATSWAIN, a Dog. 

Who waa boro at Newfoaodltiuf, May, (80S, 

Aod <tM a( Sewsleoa Abbey. .Vov- (8. <80B.'' 

Lord Byron Uitu onnonneed (he death of his fAvourito to Mr. 
liodgsoft :— ** Boatswain is dead !— be expired in a state of road- 
nesB, on the 18th, after sufTcriDg much, ycl retaining all the gen- 
ttencaa (rf his'iMture to the last ; never attempUng (o do (he least 
injary to any one near him. I have now lust every thing except 
old Murray <" By (he will whkh be executed in I8H, he directed 
that liif own hody should be buried in a vault in the garden near 
Ills faithftil dog.— E. 

4 In Mr. Hobhouse's Miscellany, In which the epitaph was Orst 
publistM»l, the last liue ran thus 

** t hD«w bat oocuDcbangMl— sod boro be Jlcs.'* • 

The reader will not fail (o oboerve. that Ibis inscription was writlen 
at a time when the poet's early fecUngs with respect to the lady of 
Anncsicy bad been painfully reviveii. E. 
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TO A LADY, . j 

•R »U|« AlllR ■? RtAMR rOR QCITnil* RSAUH* 111 Till fPRI.’l*. 

VvheD Man« expeH'dfrom Eden’s bowers, . 

A nionierit lingerM near the gate, 

Each scene recall’d the vanish’d hours, 

And bade him curse his future fate. 

But, Wandering on through distant climes, . 

He leartat to bear bis toad of grief; 

Just gave a sigh to other times, 

And found in busier scenes relief. 

Thus, lady I * willU be with me, , 

And I must vi^ thy charms no more : 

For, while I Hnger near to thee, 

1 sigh for-all 1 knew before. 

In flight I shall be surely wise, 
Escapingfromt^ptation’ssnare; , 

I cannot vfew my paradise 
Without the wish of dwelling there. * 

D«Mniaa-.a,iaa 


BBUIRD ME NOT, REUIND ME NOT. 

Remind me not, remind me not, 

Of those beloved, those vanish’d liours. 
When all my squl was given to thee; 

Hours that may ne>er be forgot. 

Till time unnerves our vital powers, ' 

And thou and 1 shall cease to be. 

Can I forget— eanst thou forget. 

When playing with Ihy golden hair, 

How quick thy fluttering heart did move? 

Oh ! by my soul, I sec thee yet. 

With eyes so languid, breast so fair, 

And lips, though silent, breathing love; 

Wlien thus reclining on my breast, 

Those eyes ^hrew back a glance so sweet. 

As half reproach’d yet raised desire, ' 

And still we near and nearer prest, 

And still our glowing lips would meet, 

As if in kisses to expire. 


And then those pensive eyes would close. 

And bid their jids eaeh other seek, 

Veiling the azure orbs.below ; 

While their long lashes* darken’d gloss 
Seem’d stealing o’er thy brilliant check, 

Like raven’s plumage sni^hed on snow.*' 


I dreamt last night our love re] 
And, sooth to say; that vei 
Was sweeter in its pliant 
Than If for other hearts 1 bum 



For eyes that ne’er like thine could beam 
« In rapture’s wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not, 

Of hours whidi, though for ever gone, 
Can still a pleasing dream restore, 
Till thou and I ^all be forgot, 

And senseless as the mouldering stone 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 


THERE WAS A TIME, I .NEED NOT NAME. 

There was a time, I need not name, 
Sincelt will ne’er forgotten be, 

When all our feelings were the same 
As still iny soul hath been to tbee. 

And from that hour when first thy tongue 
Confess’d a love which equall’d mine. 
Though many a grief my heart batii wrung, 
Unknown and thus unfelt by thute, 
None, none hath sunk so deep as this— 

To thitak how all that, love hath flown; 
Transient as ever\' faithless kiss, 

But transient in thy breast alone. 

' And yet my heart some solace knew, 

W'hcn late J heard,lh^. lips declare. 

In accents once im.aglne^Fhe, » 

Remembranre of ilmi^ys that were. 

Yes! my adored, yet most unkind ! 

Though thou wilt never love again, 

I To ijje ’t is doubly sweet to hod 
\ Remembrance of th.ai love remain. 

I Yes! 't is a glorious Uioughl to me, 

I Nor longer shall my soul repine ; 

I Whate’er thou art or e'er shall be, 

I Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 


AND WILT THOU WKEP WHEN 1 AM LOW? 

And wilt thou weep when 1 am low? 

Sweet lady! speak those words again : 

Yet, if they grieve thee, say not so— 

I would not give that bosom pain. 

My heart is sad, my hopes arc gone, 
lily blood runs coldly Uirough my breast ; 

And when I pcrisli, thou afone ^ 

Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 

And yet, ntethinks, a gleam of [>eace 
Both through my cloud of anguish shine; 

And for aw bile my sorrows cease, 

To know thy heart hatli felt for mine. . 


■ In ihe Hr»l copy. '• Thns, Mary !*'— ;Mr». MiMtcril. Tlie reailrr 
R portrait of ihli lady in Pinden's lIliiRtraUooj of Lord 
Woriu, No. lii.— K. 

* to Mr. Iiobhousc‘» voiumc, the line ilood,— “W'iihout a wish 

to enter jh* Mluwiug it an exlract from an unpuhlUEcd 

Wier U Lorj Byron, wrlttm m iftB, only three day* pi evlou* to 

• lejTuig Italy Crtecc i— "MiuUhairqrth yiu twoyeariHolder 

mpeit she married a man of an aiicieal and rcspccUble 
^‘LboihermarrUsewMnoUbappieruQettMuimyofm. Her 


conduct, however, was Irreproachable ; but there wa« not *ympa> 
Iby between Itieir characters, l not «^tn her for many yean, 
when an occasion oOered. 1 whShpua Ihe i>oint, with her conshnl, 
of paying her a visit, when myaUier, nhuhas always had more 
laHuence over me than any one else, persuaded inv not lo do It 
' For.' said she, ‘if you go you will fall lo ioTeagalo.af>dthen there 
will be a scene; one step will leail to another, el ceia frra ttis 
refal.* I was guided by those reesoos, and shortly aftef married, 
—with what success it Is ussiest lo say."— E. 


C _ ;:y Coogle 
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Oh lady ! blessed be that tear~ 

It falls for one who cannot W^p: 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To tirose whose eyes no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady) once iny heart was warm 
With every feeling soft as thine; 

But beauty’s self hath ceased to chami 
A wrctdi created to repine. 

Yet, wilt thou weep when lam low? 

Sweet lady! speak those words again; 
Yet, if they grieve thee, say not so — 

I would not give that bosom |)ain.' 


PILL THE GOBLET AUAIK. 

* t, Msa. f 

Fill the goblet again ! for 1 never before 
Felt the glow w hich now gladdensmy heart to its core; 
Let ns drink) — who would not?— ^since, through life's 
varied round, 

In the goblet alone no deception is found. 

I have tried in its turn all U)at life can supply; 

I have bask’d in the beam of a dark rolling eye; 

1 have loved! —who has iiot^^but what heart can declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there? 

In thedaysofmy youth, w'hen the heart’s in its spring. 
And dreams that affection can never take wing, 

1 had friends! — who has not?— but whal tongue will 
avow, ^ 

That friends, rosy wine! are so faithful as thou? 


The hci^rt of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts w itli the sunbeam — thou never canst 
diangc : ' 

Hiou grow'st old— who does not ? but on earth what 
appears, ^ 

W hose virtues, like thine, still increase with its years? 
Yet, if blest to the utmost that love can bestow. 
Should a rival bow down to our idol below, 

Wcare jealous! — who’s not? — thou hast no such alloy; 
For the more that enjoy tliec, the more we enjoy. 
Then, the season of youth and its vanities past, 

For refuge we fly to the goblet at last; 

Tliere we find— do we not? — in the flow of the soul. 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 

When the box of Pandora was open’d on earth. 

And Misery’s triumph comment^ over Mirth, 

Hope was left, — was slie not ?— but the goblet we kiss. 
And care not for Hope, who are cettain of bliss. 

I^ng life to the grape ! for w'ben summer is flown. 
The age of our nectar shall gladden our own ; 

We must die— who shall not? — May our sins be for* 
And Hbbe shall never be idle in heaven. [given, 


STANZAS TO A LAl)r.> ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 

’T isdone— Ond shivering in Uie gale 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail ; 

And, whistling o’er the bending ma&t. 

Loud sings on high the fresh'ning blast; 
And 1 must from this land be gone. 

Because I cannot love but one. 


’ * The melaacbolj which was now gaining fant upon the young 
poet's minU was a source u( mocb noewiiiess to liis (hends. ' It 
was at this period that the fiiuowiag pleasaot verses wereaddresKd 
to him by Ur. Huhhoiue 

, EN-STlt 

to t toess HDi|.rMix is uitc. 

Btil 1 geueroot reutb. Hhem gionr's ssersU nsme 
Idtpom, oui» oalnuiM or rame; 

Who feel iba noble nl>b berore jou dla 
To ralM Ibt Soger of e^cb p«saer^>j : 

Uall I mat ■ tolare age admiring tlew 
i Falkbad, or a Clarendon ill ] <Hi . 

Bui t» roar bloiAl nllb daogaroos paaeloo botlSr 
Bawareland ftt from Vamu'dlkcn lolb' 

Ab llel the bead protect iKe weaber bsirt. 

And W Uden • iEgla turn on Besaty's dart. 

But If 't to Sx'd lhal orefy lord muil pair, 

And you and hewstesd must not want so bair, 
Loaenolyourpalaa, and scour ibe country rooQd. 

To find a (raasure lhal can m w be found I 
No I tahelbe Drat the lo« n or court affords. 

Tric'd out to stock a marbe* for tbr lords ; 

By cbancc perbapa your luebisr ehotce may ryll 
00 ooo, UwBgb n kkad. iMt Ihe worst of til : 

One, tbougb prrbaps as any Masweli /r«e, 

Tet acntTc a copy . Clailbel. of I boa : 

Itol very ugly, and not icry old, 

A little pert Indeed, but iwt a Kold 

One that, in sbort, nay Mpio lead a life 

Pot fartber much from conTfnrl than from strife . 

And w ben tbe diet, aod dtaspiMlDlj your tan, 

SbeJl ieera wmeiOTi for your deeming y««ra. 

But, aa your early yoolh aomclicne allows, 
ftor ntstoiD y« demands you for a spouse, 

SoOM hoQti of Itfedom may remain aS yet 


For one wbo Ibogbt allbe at lore and debt : 

Tbeo, why In basta f put off Ibe eMI day. 

And snatch at yooibfiil comforta whilat ybu may I 
Fauttl nor to auofl ibe various bllaa forego 
That sloglo sODla. and aucb aloaa, can know. 

' Ab 1 wby too early coreiats life resign, 
lour murnlDg itumlMr. and your arenlpg wliia; 

1 oor loved companion , sod tali easy talk ; ^ 

Voor mnto. Invoked la ovary pooctful walk f 
Wbatl can DO morayodr aoru« paternal pkasa. 

Sniiea sacred long to wLic, udmaied oose? 

The prospect lengthen'd o'er tbe dislani dowo, 

Lskea, meodowi, rbdng woods, aitd all your own > 

Wbatl stiail ypnr Newstcad, sbsll yourOolticr'd bowers, 

Tbe bigb o'er-bangibg arch and trembling lowers; 

Shall tbece. profaneJ wUb fotly or with sliifa. 

And cn-r fund, or c-tre sit^ry wife; 

SbAll IlKwr no nvore conbis a manly swat, 

Put cbuiifcrui woman'i chaagtng wbima obey? 

Who OMi . pcr[ta»L)iparylAd bumour calls, 

CoQiract (ot^U^ando'ertbrow your vralla, ' 
let JU’pton i KbIp UhI tho ancleot ground, 

Cbsuigr I iMiyiyffC^ and sqoarc convbrt to round ; 

B4x>i up the clntf-d^Vcti r<' loo solemn gloom. 

And UU wUti shriibtUrtiw gay and grwn Ihelr room; 

Roll dowu tbe lerr.re to • gay parlcrrtt, 
vtlM^grAteld walA/iand iiowersallerutSglara; 

And ijtilii' irauifunu, tu ctery polnycompkie, 

Tour Gotfik sbl'cy tea rounlry aval. 

Fofget the fair one, and your fata delay : 

If not avtri. at least deler tbnday 

When yon beoeaib ibe female yoke shall bend. 

Aud lose yunr u<r(, your fessprr, aud your frint4.‘ 

Trin. coll.Camb. IBOB. 

* Mn. kliulere. 

* In hli molber'i copy ol Mr. Bobbouee's volsme, now before us. lord 
I Byron baa here wrlim vrith a pencil,—'' f here /osl tktm alf, uad sAo/i 
t wtK McaNingfy. IBM B."~‘X. 
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But could Ibe what I have been, 

And could 1 see what I have seen— 

Could 1 repose upon the breast 
Which once niy warmest w ishes blest — 

I should not s^ another zone 
Because i cannot love but one. 

*T is long since i beheld that eye - 
>\ hich gave me bliss or misery ; 

And 1 have striven, but in. vain. 

Never to think of it again : 

• For though I Oy from Albion, 

1 still can only love but one. 

As some lone bird, without a mate. 

My weary heart is desolate ; 

I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile or welcome face ; 

And even in crowds am still alone, 

Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening foam. 

And I will seek a foreign home ; 

Till I forget a false fair face, 

1 ne’er shall find a resting-place : 

My own dark thoughts I cannot shun, 

But ever love, and love but one. 

The poorest, veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth, 

^Ticre friendship's or love's softer glow 
May smile in joy or soothe in woe; 

But friend or leman 1 liave none, 

Because I cannot love but one. 

1 go— but wheresoe'er 1 flee. 

There ’s not an eye will weep for me; 

Tliere 's not a kind congenial heart, 
tVbcrc I can olaiin the meanest part ; 

Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone, 

>Vilt sigh, although 1 love but one. 

To think of every early scene. 

Of what we are, and what we 've been, 
Would whelm some softer hearts with woe— ■ 
But mine, alas ! has stood the blow ; 

Yet still beats on as- it begun. 

And never truly loves but one. 

And who that dear loved one may be 
Js not for vulgar eyes to tee. 

And why U^t early love was crost. 

Thou knoVst the best, I feel the most ; 

But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

I Ve tried anoUier’s fetters too, 

With charms perchance as fair to \iew; 

And I would fain have loved as well, 

But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 


*T would soothe to take one lingering view, 
And bless thee in my last adieu ; 

Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
Fpr him that^wanders o'er the deep : 
liis lK>me, his hope, his youth are gone, 
Yet still he loves, and loves but one.' 

tm. 


LIfVES TO MR. IIQD(;SO.V. 

Wimu OR TRt UlMR P<aitT. 

Huzza! Hodgson, we are going, 

Our embargo ’s off at last; 

Favourable breezes blowing 
Bend the canvas o'er the mast. 

From aloft the signal 's streaming. 
Hark! tlie farewell gun is fired; 
Women screeching, tars blaspheming, 
Tell us (hat our time 's expired. 

Here 's a rascal 
Come to 

Prying from the (^stom-liouse ; 
Trunks unpacking, 

Cases cracking, 

Not a corner for a mouse 
'Scapes unsearch’d amid the racket, 

Ere ^e sail on board the Packet. 

Now our boatmen quit their mooring. 
And all hands must ply die oar; 
Baggage from (he qua^s lowering. 

We 're impatient — push from shore. 
^Mlave a care! that case holds liquor— 
^op the boat— I 'lu sick — oh Lord ! 
-^^k, ma’am, damme, you ’ll be sicker 
iCrc you 've been an liour on board.’* 
Thus are screaming 
Men and women, 

Gemmeti, ladies, servants, Jacks; 
Here entangling, 

All are wrangling, 

Stuck tc^elher close as wax.— 

Sudi the general noise and racket, 

Ere we reach the Lisbon Packet. 

Now we ’ve reach'd her; lol the captain. 
Gallant Kidd, commands the crew; 
Passengers their births are clapt in, 
Some to gnimble, some to spew. 

. Hey day I call you tliat a cabin? 

Why 't is hardly three feet square; 

Not enough to stow Queen Mab in— 
Who (be deuce can harbour there ? '* 

** Who, sir ? plenty— 

Nobles twenty 

Did at once my vessel fill.” — 

Did they ? Jesus, 

How you squeeze us I 
Would to God they did so still : 


• Tboi oorrecled by bloiaelf, ia hi* motber'i copjr of Mr. Hob- | '* Tbo«|li Kbmwe'tr mr tart oir; mn. 

kome's MiiceilaDj ; (be (wo UmI Uom being origUully— I * ^ 
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Then 1 'd "scape the heat and racket 
Of the good shipf Lisbon Packet." 

Fletcher! Jtlurray ! Bob!^ where are you? 

Stretch'd along the deck Iik4 logs — 

Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you ! 

Here’s a rope’s end for the dogs. • 
Uobhouse muttering fearful curses, 

As the hatchway down he rolls, 

Now his breakfast, now his verses, 

Vomits forth — and damns our souls. 

“ Here's a stanza 
On Bragaiiza^ 

Help ! "— ** A couplet ? ” — ** No, a cup 
Of warm water—” 

“ What's the matter ?” 

“ Zounds ! my liver’s coming up ; 

1 shall not survive the racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.’’ 

Now at length we ’re cCf for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we shall come back ! 
Breezes foul and tempests murky 
May unship us in a orack. 

But, since life at most ajest is, 

As philosophers allow, 

Still to laugh by far the best is ; % 

Then laugh on— as I do now. * • 

Laugh at all things, ' ■ 

Great and small things,' 

Sick or well,’ at ^ or shore; 

While we ’requafllng, 

Let ’s have laughing — 

Who the devil cares for more.’ — 

Some good wine! and who would lack it, ■ 
Ev’n on board Uie Lisbon Packet ? • 

. * Fatmoulb ftoflds, June so, <800. 


LtNBS WRITTO* LX AS ALBUM. AT MALTA. 

As o’er the cold sepulchral stone 
Some name arrests the passer-by, 

Thus, when thmi view’s! this page aiooe. 
May mine attract thy pensive eye t 
And when hy thee that name is read, 
Perclwnce in some succeeding year, - 
Reflect oil me as on tlHii dead, 

^And think my heart is buried here. 

^ svpicmbcr 14, 


TO FLOKENtX. ) 

Oh Lady ! when I left Uie ^orc, 

The distant shore which gave me birth, 

I hardly thought to grieve once more, 

To quit another spot on earth : 

Yet here, amidst this barren isle, 

Where panting Nature droops 'the-head, 
Where only thou artseen to smile, 

I view my parting hour with dread. 

Though far from Albin’s craggy shore, ^ 
Divided by the dark-blue main ; 

A few brief rolling seasons o’er. 

Perchance 1 view her cliffs again. 

But wheresoe’er I now may roam, 

Through scorching clime, and varied sea. 
Though Time restore me to my home, 

1 ne’er shall bend mine eyes on thee : 

On thee, in whom at once conspire 
All charms which heedless hearts can move. 
Whom hut to see is to admire. 

And, oh! forgive the word— to love. 

Forgive the word, in one who ne’er 
W ith sucli a word can more offend ; . 

And since tliy heart I cannot share, 

Believe nje, what I am, thy friend. 

And who so cold as look on thee, 

Thou lovely wand’rer, and be less ? 

Nor be, what man should ever be, 

The friend of Beauty in distress? 

Ah! who would think that form had past 
Through Danger's most destructive path. 
Had braved the death-wing’d tempest’s blast. 
And 'scaped a tyTont’s fiercer wrath ? 

J.ady I when I shall view the walls 
Where free Byzantium once arose, 
AndStamboul’s Oriental halls 
The Turkish tyrants now' enclose ; 

Though mightiest in the lisU of fame, 

'Hiat ginjrlous city still shall be; 

On me ’t w ill hold a dearer claim, ' 

As spot of thy nativity : ' 

And though I bid thee now farewell. 

When I behold that wondrous scene. 


• Lord ByronVi Ihrrcscrvanii.— E. 

* in the idler in wlilch ihric lively ven'e* were enclnted. Lord 
Syron »ay< "1 leave Eu^lami willioul re;;ret— 1 ihatl rrtuni lo 
U wilhi>ut pleasure. I am like Adaui, the Gn<t convict aenienccd 
frt transportation ; hut i have no Eve. ami Itavc ealrn no apple bul 
what was sour as a crab; and thus rsuis my first chapter. *’—K. 

3 These lines were written at Maira. The lady to whom they 
were addressed, and whom he aderwanls aposIrophLsn In the 
stanaas on Uie thunderstorm of Zitia and in Cluldc Uarold, h thus 
mrationrd in a Idler lo bi» inuthcr;— *• This letter is commuted 
to the charRcofa very extraordinary laily. whom you have doubt- 
ICM heard of, Mrs. Si>cuccr Smith. uT wliove e8ca|*c the Marf]uis 
de Salvo publUlted a narraUve a few years ago.- She hav since 
ba-a ibipwicckcdt and her Ulo lias been truni Its coaiiacocroMiiit 


so feriUe In remarkable inddraU, that in a romance they would 
appear Unprohabie. She was bora at Corwlanlinople. where her 
ratlicr, Baron flerbcrl, was Austrian ambassador; married un- 
happily. yel has never been lm;ieached in point of character; 
excited the Tcni;eance of Bonaparte, hy taking a part in some 
con«pirai 7 ; several nines rfekf’il her life? and is not yel five amt 
twenty, she i* here on her way to England lo yoin her busbaml. 
being obtiged to leave Trieste, where she was paying a visit lo her 
moihcr, by the ap|iroacli of the Firnch, and embarks sooq in a 
ship of war. ,sir>ce my arrival here 1 liavc had scarcely any other 
companion. I have found her Very preUy, very accomplbhcd. 
and exiren»ely eccentric. Bonaparte is even now so incensed 
against ber, Uial her life would be in danger il she were taken 
priiooer a seco-.id Uuitf.'*— B. 
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Since where thou art I mar not dwell, 

'T will soothe to be, where thon hast been. 

Sep«B>b«r, laos. 

' stanzas 

eoMrono ockiaa a ricnoEB'tTMV* 

Chill and murk is tlic nightly blasts 
Where Pindus’ inmmtainsrisc, 

And angry clouds are pouring fast 
Tlie vengeance of the skies. 

Our guides are gone, our liope is lost, 

And liglUiiiiigs, as they play, 

But show where rocks our path have c.rost, 

Or gild the torrent’s spray. 

yon a cot I saw', though low? 

W hen lightning broke the gloom — 

How w elcome were its sliade! — Ah, no ! 

’T is but a Turkish lonib. 

Through sounds of foaming w aterfalls, 

I hear a voice exclaim, — 

My way-worn countryman, who calls 
On distant England's name. 

A shot is fired— by foe or friend ? 

Another— ’t is to tell 
Tl)e mountain-peasants to descend, 

And lead us where they d^ ell. 

Oh ! who in such a night w ill dare 
To tempt the w’ilderiiess ? 

And who "mid thunder-peals can hear 
Our signal of distress ? 

And w ho that heard our shouts would rise 
To try the dubious road? 

Nor rather deem, from nightly cries, 

That outlaws were abroad. 

Clouds burst, skies (la.sh, oh, dreadful hour ! 

filore fiercely pours the storm ! 

Tet here one thought has still the power 
To keep my bosom warm, j 

While wandering through each broken path, 
O’er brake and craggy brow; ' 

W'hile elements exhaust their wrath. 

Sweet Florence, where art thou? 

Not on the sea, not on the sea, 

Thy bark hath long been gone: - 
Oh, may the storm that pours on me, 

Bow down my bead alone ! 


Full swiftly blew the swift Siroc 
When last I press’d thy Up, 

And long ere now’, with foaining shock, 
Impeird thy gallant ship. 

Now thou art safe ; nay, Jong ere now, 
Hast trod the shore of Spain; 

T. were hard if aught so fair as thou 
Sj^j^ld Unger on the main. ' 

And sfnee I now remember tlice 
In darkness and in dread, 

As in those hours of revelry 
Which mirth and music s|>ed ; 

Do thou, amid the fair white walls. 

If Cadiz yet be free. 

At times from out her latticed halls 
* Look o’er the dark blue sea ; 

Then think upon Calypso's isles. 

Endear’d by days gone by ; 

To others give a thousand smiles. 

To me a single sigh.* 

And when tlie adm^riifg circle mark 
The paleness of Ihy face, 

A half-form’d tear, o transient sjKirk 
Of melancholy grace. 

Again thou ’It smile, and blushing shun ' 
Some coxcomb’s raillery ; 

Nor own for once thou thought'st of one, 
Who ever thinks on thee. 

Though $n)ile and sigh alike are vain, 
When sever'd hearts repine, 

My spirit flies o’er mount and main, ^ 
And mourns, in search of tliiiie. 


STANZAS . » 

wames M rttaiic ni Aimtciiii esir. 

Through cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams llie moon on Actium’s coast: 
And on these waves, for Egypt's queen. 
The ancient world was won and lost. 
And now upon the scene I look. 

The azure grave of many a I^oman ; • 

Where stern Ambition once forsook 
His wavering crow n, to follow woman. 
Florence! whom I will love as well 
As ever yet was said or sung, * 

(Since Orplieus sang his sjwause from hell) 
Wliilsi thou art fair and 1 am young ; 


* Tlil« (hanacr-.itorm occiirml during tli« of the ttlh Oc- 
iul«r. 1009. wh>*ii LonI Dyrem's euidc« I^d lost the road to Zitz.v. 
tv'ar the ranite of mountains runticrir called Pinda*. to Albania. 

Mr. tlobbmue, who had rode on iiefore the rest nf the parlf, and 
arrived at Zilra lust as the evenine »et In. de^riltes the ihunder as 
*'nariDX without interuiissitin, the echoes of nnr |>eai notcra.»ins 
lo roil bi the niountaioi, before another trenKndi>i» crash bunt 
over our heads ; whilst the plains and the dhlaiit hills appearrtl in 
I perpeiual blaie.** “The tempest.” he taya. “was altogether 
IfTTilic, and wonhy of the Crrcian Jove. Mf friend, with lltc 


pricsl and the servant*, did not enter our hut till three In the morn- 
ing. I neiw leami from him Uiat they hati lust their way, ami 
that, nanderinf; up and down in total Ignorance their (KMihoo. 
Ihejr had slu[^>ed at last near eomr Turkish {oiiibstones and a ior- 
n'rit, nhidi they .xaw by Ihe daslKW of lishtiiluft. They h.id been 
thiu eiitosed (or nine hotUN. It was bms hrtore we ceased to talk 
of ibe liuinder-slorm in the plain of Ziua.'*— E. 

* *• TIic*c slsniM,” Mj's Mr. Moore, ’* have a music in them, 
which, independently of all meoninS. >• euclunling. 
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Sweet Florence! those were pleasant times, 
When worlds were staked for ladies* ej es; 
Had bards as many realms as rhymes, 

Thy charms iiu^t raise new Antonies. 

• 

lliough Fate forbids such things to be, 

Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl’d! 

I cannot lose a world for thee. 

But would not hose thee for a world. 

* ?ie«emtM>r 44. fWt. 


THE SPFLI. IS BnOKF. THE CIURM IS FLOWN 2 

WlITTIt iT *riE», liltikT Ift, 48«0. 

The spell is broke, the diarm is flown ! 

Tims is it with life's fitful fever: 

We madly smile when we should groan ; 
Delirium is our best deceiver. ^ 

Each lucid interval of thought 
Recalls the woes of Nature's charter, 

And helbat acts as wise men ought, 

But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 


WBITTEN AFTKM SWIMMING FROM .SESTOS TO ABTDOS.' 

If, in the month of dark December, 

Leander, who was nightly wont 
(\>'hat maid will not the tale remember ?) 

To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont! 


Ilf when the wintry tempest roar'd, 

•He sped to Hero, nothing loth, 

And thus of old thy current pour’d, ' 

Fair Venus ! Iiow I pity both 1 

Forme, d^enerate modern wTetch, 

Though in the genial month of May, 

My dripping limbs I faintly stretch, 

And think 1 ’ve done a feat toniay. 

But since he cross'd the rapid tide, 

Accoiding to the douhtfiH story, 

To w'oo, — and— Lord knows what beside, 

And swam for Love, as I for Glory *, 

*T were hard to say who fared the best : 

Sad mortals! thus the Gods still plague you! 

He lost his lalmur, I my jest : 

Fur he was drown’d, and I’ve the ague.* 

Mi| 9, MM. 


MAID OP ATHENS. ERE WB PART. 

9ut i/mni. 

Maid of Athens, * ere we part. 

Give, oh, give me back my heart I 
Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest! 

Hear my vow before 1 go, 

7.'vk ays<Tw. 4 


> On the Sd of May, IMO, whMe (be Salsette (Captain Baihurvt) 
W 2 I lying in the Dartlanrllci, Lieutenant Ekenbcad, ol that fHRate, 
and tbe writer of -these rhymes swam fnim the European shore 
* to the AHatle— by the by. from Aliydos to Scsios would have been 
more correct. Tbe nholc distance, from the place whence wc 
alarted to our landing on the other side, including the length we 
were carried by the ruirent. was computed by those on hoard the 
frigatealiipwardsof four English mileti though the actnai breadth 
is barely ont. The rapidity of tbecorrent is such that no boat 
can row directly acroM, and It may. in tome mra*oire. be eiiimatcd 
from the circarnMance of the whole distance l>e]iig accomplished 
by one of the parties in an hour ami five, and by the other In an 
hour and ten, minutes. The water was estremcly cold, from the 
melting of the mountain snows. About three weeks before, in 
m April, we had made an attempt ; but. having ridden all the way 
from tbe Troad the same morning, and the water being ot an Icy 
chillness, we fonod it necessary to postpone the completion till the 
frigate anchored Iteiuw the castles, when wc swam the straits, as 
just stated ; entering a CMuiderable way above Ihe Euroftran, and 
landing beiow the AsfiUc furL Chevailer says that a young Jew 
swam the sanu; disLince for hu mistress ; and Oiiver mentions Us 
having been done by a Neapolitan ; but our consul. Tarrigona, 
^ remembered neither of these circumstances, and .tried to dissuade 
us from ihe aiiempt. A number ol the Sabetle’s crew were known 
to hare accomplished a greater distance ; and Ihe only thing that 
surprised me war, that, as doubts had been entertained of Ihe truth 
of Leander'f story, no traveller had ever endeavoured to asccrtaui 
ib practicabiltiy. 

» [ ** My companion.** says Mr. Ilohhnnse, *• had before made a 
more perilotu. but lets celebrated passage t lor 1 recollect that, 
when wc were in Portugal, he «wtm from Old Ltobon to Belem 
Castle, atsd having to contend with a tide and counter ciirrcoi, the 
wind blowing frcBbly. was but little Im than two hours In cros^ 
Ing.*— E.) 

) [We copy the following interesting account of the Maid of 
Athens and her family from Uie liie eminent artist, Mr. Hugh 
WilUams ofEdinburgli's “Travels In Italy, Greece," etc.— “Our 
aawanl. who had gone before to procure accominodaliua, met us 
at (be gate, and comlncled ns to Ttiendnra MaeH. the tionsulina’s. 


where we at present live. This lady is tbe widow of the consul, 
and has three lovely daughters; the eldest, celebrated tor her 
beauty, and said to be the of Aiheas' of Lonl Byron. Their 
apartment Is Immediately opposite to ours, and, if you could see 
them, as we do now. throtii^ the gently waving aromatic pUnb 
before our window, you would leave your heart in Athens. 

“Theresa (Uic MaM ofA(bcns), Catinco, and Mariana, are of 
middle vUture . On the crown of the bead of each ia a red AlbaniaQ 
akull-cap. with a Uue tassel spread out and fastened down like a 
star. Ni*ar the edge or bottom of the skull-cap b a haudkcrchler 
of various colours bound round their temples. The youngest 
wears her hair loose, falling on her shoulders, -•-the. hair lichlad 
descending down the back nearly to the waist, and, as usual, 
miicd with silk. The two eldest generally have their hair botmd. 
and fastened under the handkerchief. Their u|iper robe Is a p^ 
lisse edged with fur, hanging loose down to Uie ankles; below Is a 
handkerchief of muslin covi ring the bosom, and (ermin/Uiig at (be 
waist, which Is short t under that, a gown ol striped silk or musllo, 
with a gore round the swell ol the loins, falling in front in graceful 
negligence white stocking* and yellow slippers complete (heir 
Billre. The two eldest have black, or dark, Italr and eyes; their 
visage oval, and coinpicaiun somewhat |tale. with teeth ofdaullng 
whiteness. Their cbwks are rounded, and noses straight, rather 
inclined to aquiline. The youngest, Mariana, is very fair, her face 
not so finely rounded, but has a gayer ex|fri‘Ssion than her sisters', 
whose counien.mces, except wiien the cunrersahon has something 
of mirth in it. may be said to be rather pensive. Their |>crM)ns are 
elegant, and ibrir moimcra pleasing and ladylike, such as would 
be loMHoating in any cojintry. Tbey|ioascM very considerable 
powers of cunversallon. and their minds seem to be more instruct- 
ed than those of Ihe Greek women Ui general. TViUi such allrac- 
lioQs. H would, lodml, be remarkuhle. if Ih-y dnl not meet with 
great aitcnikins from the iraveiler* who occo-osonally are resident 
io'.Mbciiv. They sit in the eastern style, a llUle reclined, with 
thvlr limbs gathered utider them on the divan, and without shoes. 
Their employments arc the needle, tambouring, and reading. ” 
There Is a U-aiiitfuI engraving Of the Maid of Athens In Findeii's 
lltustrations of Byron, No. I.— B.] * 

* HonuJc ri|>rv«tion 4if leodemess ; if I translate U, I shall af- 
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CIIILDE IIAI^OLD’S 

By those tresses anconftned, 

Woo'd by each /frlgean wind; 

By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge; 

By those wild eyes like the roei 

%fM\ t2/xc6. 

By that Up I long to Uste ; 

By that zoue-encirded waist ; 

By all the token*flowers * thaUell 


PiLGKIM-VGE. 

What words can never speak so well ; 

'By love's alternate joy and woe, 

Maid of Athens! 1 am gone: 

Think of me, sw eet ! w hen alone. 

Thoagb I Hy to Istambol. • 

Athens holds my heart and soul : 

Can 1 cease to love thee ? >'o ! 

T/m'% fttiZ, 9t(( 

Albciu, ISIS 


\ 



CHILDE HAROLD’S PILGRliLiGE. 


. A ROMAOT. 


rDBlnn art dm tsp^ «le llvre, Joot on o*« la qs« te pco w Hia 
p«ffv ^ouid oa o'a laqsimi ptyi. J'cn fnillltie an«M«KnaO 
nombro. ifu J'al truu i^a i ^ttaarnl awMT»IWi. (X b«o»fd d* 

B'« (lotol M*lnfr«(turas. J« balwaJi ma potrle. TeulMleala* ^ 
pcrttMacoa dea ptopka tUTcra. panul leaqaab J'al v4cu, n'oait rf- 
fMCllW arae oil*. (JaaiKl )• n aarala ilr^ d'aaln b^>o(Crv 6t mea 
vofa 0 w qaa<«lul4b, J« a'ea icgrrtlcrala aJ l«i fnilt »l lea r«Ugnca. 

U coaaoHkuta.) 


PREFACE. 

t ro Tit mn aao aiean caaroa. ] 

Tbr rollowing poem wai vriuen. for the most part, amidst 
tbet^nes whkh it allcmpis to describe. It was begun in 
Albania ; and the parts rcIaUie to Spain and Portugal were 
composed (Yom the author's dwervaiinns In those countries. 
Thasmucblt majr be necessarv to state for tbc correctness 
of the descriptions. Tbe scenes attempted to be riietrbcd 
are in Spaio. Portugal. Kpirus. Acamania, and (ireere. 
Theca^ for Ibe present, tbe |>uem stops : its reception will 
determine abelbcr the author may venture to coniiucl his 
readers to the capital of tlie East, through Ionia and Phry - 
gia : these two cantos are merely experimental. 

A fletiUous ebarartor Is introduced for the sake of giving 
some connexion to the piece; which, boweser, makes ih> 
pretension to regularity. It hu been suggested to me by 
friends, on whose opinions I set a high value, that in (his 
fictitious character, “Cbilde Harold," I may incur Ibe sus- 
picion of having intended some real {lersonage : ibis 1 beg 
leave, once for all, to disclaim— Harold is (be child of ima- 
giodtioD. for the purpose I have staled. In some very tri- 
vial particulars, and ihon' merely local, there might be 
grounds for such a notion; but in tbe main points, I should 
hope, none whatever. 

It Is almost superfluous id rocallon that the appellation 


“Chllde," as "Chllde Waters." "Chiide Childers," etc. Is 
used as more consonant w lib the old stnicture of versifica- 
tion wtilcli I have adopted. Tbe *‘Aood higbt," in the be- 
ginning of the first canto, was suggested by *'Lord Mai- 
welfs Good >*igfat," in tbe Border 3Iinstrclsy, edited by 
.Mr. Scott. 

With Ibe different poems which have been published on 
.Spanish subjects, there may be found some slight rolnrldenre 
in the first part, which (reals of (be Peninsula, but it ca/i 
only be casual; as. with the eiceplion of a few concluding 
stanzas, the whole of this poem was written in ibe Levant. 

Tbe stanza of S|)cnser. accordbik’ to one of oor most suc- 
rosful iK>ets, atliniis of every Ytrirty. l)r. Ucattie makes 
the following observation “Not lung ago I began a i>oem 
in tlie style and stanza of Spenser, in which 1 propose to 
give full scoiie lo my Inclination, and be either droll or pa- 
thetic, descriptive or sentimental, tender or saUrical, as the 
liiimour strikes me; for, if I mistake not. the measure which 
I have adopted admits equafly of all itiese kinds of eoropo- 
sllion."^— Strengthened in my opinion by such autboritj. 
and by the example of some in the highest onler of Italian 
poets, I shall make no apology for attempts at similar va- 
riations in the follow ingA^mposilion; satisfied that, (bey 
are nnsuccessfuJ, their failure iiuist be In the execullMi, ra- 
Ibertban In tbe design sanctioned by the practice of Ariosto. 
Thomson, and Beattie. 

LooSoa, Soliraarr, Ilia. 


t 

j 

-s 


froul tbe grnUemeo. as It may teem that I toppowd they could 
not; and if 1 do not. 1 saay affrool the ladies. For fear of any 
nfeeoQttnicUaa oo Iht part of Ibe tatter, i tball do to, begging 
pardoa of Ibe learned. It means. “ My life, 1 love you t** which 
t o u wdi very prettily la all Ungiuiggi, and is as much in (athioa in 
Greece at tlii* day as. Juvenal tells ns. Uie Iwo (irot words ware 
amongst ihe Eooua ladies, whose erotic expreasioos were ail JM- 
lenised. 

* lo (be Bast (where ladies are not (aught to wiUe; lest they 


should scribble assigoalions', Oowers,dBden.pebbics. etc., convey 
the scuiiroenis of (be paries by that ooiverNl deputy of Mercury 
—an old woman. A cinder says, *' 1 burn for Ibre ; " a bunch of 
flowers lied wlib hair, '^Take me and fly;’* but i pebble declares 
—what nothing else can. 

• Conslauiinopfe. 

s [ Par U. de Monibron. Paris. <7W. Lord Byron aoraewliere 
calls it "an amudng liiUc voiiune, full of French flippancy."— C.| 

* BeaUie’a Letters. 
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BYRON S WORKS. 


m 

ADDITION TO TOE PREFACE. 

I bav<» nuw waited till almost all our pfrlodical Journals 
have distributed tlielr usual portion of crUirlsin. To the 
Justire of the Rrnoralily of their riiticisms 1 have nothing to 
objert : it would ill become me to quarrel with their very 
sliphl degree of censure, when, (irrhaps, if they had i>eeii 
loss kind, they had been more candid. Returuiug, there- 
fore, to ail and each roy best tiuiilks for their liberality, on 
one point alone shall I venture an oliscrvalion. AtuoQgi<i 
the many objertions justly urged to the very indilTerenl rha* 
raelcr of the "vagrant Chlltle" (whom, nolwitlislanding 
many hints to the contrary. I still maintain to be a fldilious 
personage^. It has ticen stated, that, besides Ibe anaehronisni, 
he Is very unini^ht/iy. as the limes of the Knights were 
limes of Love, ilnnour. and so forth. Now. it so hapy>eiis 
that the giMwl old limes, w hen " I'amour du bon vieui temps, 
I'amour antiiiiic" llouhshett. were the most profligate of all 
pfKsible I'rnluries. T!»*o' w ho have any doubt* on this sub- 
jeri may eonsutl Sainle.*Paiaye, passim, and more partiru* 
larly vol. il. p. C9.* The vows of cliJvalry were no belter 
kept titan any otlH>r vows wliataoever; and the songs of the 
Tnmitadours were not more decent, and ecrUlnly were 
niiicb less refined, than thoM of OvM. The "t^ourt d'a- 
mour. parlemens d'amour, oone courtesk el de gejiHlles.se,** 
fuid much more of love than of courtesy or gentleness. See 
Roland on Ibe same subject with Sainte-Palaye. What* 
ever other objeAion may Itr urged to tlvat most unamiable 
personage Childe Harold. I»c was so far p«‘rfectly knightly lu 
his attributes— "No waiter, hut a knight templar.*** By 
the by. ] fear tbal Sir Trislrem and Sir Ijineelol were tvo 
belter than they should be, although very |K>elical persort- 
ages and true kuigbis, "sans pciir." Ibouab not "sans re- 
prorbe." If ibe story of the Institution of tbe "Garter ” be 
not a fable, the knights of that order have for several eeit> 
turles borne the badge of a t'.ountess of Salisbury, of Indif* 
fereitt memory . So much for ehlvalry. Rurke need not 
have regrelleil that its days are over, though Marie- Antoi- 
nette w as quite as chaste os most of those in whose bonoors 
lances were shivered, ami knigtUs unhorsed. 

Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of Sir Jo- 
seph Banks (the most chaste and crlelirated of ancient and 
modern times), few etceptlom will be found to this state- 
ment; and I fear a little investigation will leach us not to 
regret these monstrikus mummeries of the middle ages. 

1 now leave "Childe Harold*’ to live his day, such as he 
is; Il bad been more agreeable, and certainly more easy, to 
have ilrawn an amiable rhararter. It bad been ea.sy to var- 
nish over bis faults, to nuke him do more and express less; 
but he never was intended as an example. Ihribcr than to 
show, tlial early perversion of mind and morals leads lu so- 


iie4| of |kait pleasures and disappolnlment In new ones, and 
that even the beauties of nature, and the stimulus of travel 
(exeepi ambition, the most powerful of all exeitemenU) are 
lust on a soul so constituted, or raibcr misdirected. Had 1 
prociH'ded with Ibe poem, this character would have deep- 
rmsl as he drew to the close; for the outline which 1 once 
incaiil to fill up for bim was. with some excepHoos, the 
sketch of a modem Tioion.i perhaps a poetical Zeiucu.t 

I.vBdoa, ISO. 


TO la.TTIlE.* 

Not in those climes where I have late beeo straying. 
Though Beauty long hath there been matchless 
deem'd ; 

Not in those visions to the lieart displaying 
Forms w hich it sighs but to itave only dreamed, 
ilath aught like thee in truth or fancy seem'd : 
Nor, having seen thee, shall I vainly seek 
To paint thoseclvarms which varied as they beam’d — 
To such as sec thee not my words were weak ; 

To Utosc w iio gaze on thee, what language could they 
speak ? ^ 

Ah! may’st thou ever be what now thou art. 

Nor unbe.seem the promise of thy spring, 

As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart. 

Love’s image upon earth without his wing, 

And guileless beyond Hope’s imagining! 

And .surely she who now so fondly rears 
IRy youth, in thee, thus hourly bri^tening, 
Beholds the rainbow of Ivor future years, 

Before whose heavenly hues all sorrow disappears. 
Young Peri* of the West! — 't is weil for me 
My years already doubly number thine; 

My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee, 

And safely view thy ripening beauties shine ; 
Happy, I ne’er shall see them in decline ; 

Happier, that while all younger hearts shall bleed, 
Mine shall escape the doom thine eyes assign 
To those whose admiration shall succeed, 

But mix’d with pangs to Love’s even loveliest hours 
decreed. 

Oh! let that eye, which, wild as the Gazelle’s, * 
Now’ brightly bold or beautifully shy, 

Wins 06 it wanders, dazzles where it dwells, 
Glance o’er this page, nor to my verse deny 


• ("Qu'on Use dans rAuteurduromaxde G^arddeRoiuatlloa, 
ea Provencal, les details ires'oircoosianci^ dastt lewineli il enire 
sur la rdccplioo bile par le comte CCranl k I'arnbaaiadeur du roj 
Charles: no 7 verradrsparUcularildsiiaguUeres, <|ul itonneatane 
^Irauge idee des emeurs el de la polUessc de ccs siteles aiuai cor- 
rumpus qu'ignoraDs." — Vemotrra tur t'oncieime Chevalerk, 
|ar M. de Lacume de Sainic-PaUye. Paris, I 7 SI, /oc. cit.— £.] 

• The Rovers, or i be Boubie ArraugemenL — {B7 Messrv. Canuing 
and Frere ; firsl published in Ibe AdU-J.vcoIiIo.— E.] 

X (Inooeofhia early poems— "Childish Uecoilcctiuns,” ante, 
p. SI— Lord DyroD oxnpares himself lo the Atlvealaa miaan- 
thrope. of whose bitter ajKipbUiegnu many are upon record, 
though DO auiheotic partlculara of Ins life have come dowo to ns 1— 

** Wnry of Lose, o( UfS. drtoor'd »Ub (plem, 

1 rvsl a psrisci Ttovos, not ■ineirco.'* tu.-e.] 

4 [II wot Dr. Moore's object, in this imwerfol romaivee (now 
unjustly Degt^ted). to trace the faul elfects reaulllog from a hind 


mother's aDcondilional compliance with tbe bnmonrs and paa- 
sioos of an only child. With high advantages of persoo. birth, 
fortune, and ability, Zeitico U roprcMWled os tuherablc, through 
every scene of life, owing lu Uie spirit uf unbridled sclf-mdulgenco 
Ibus (lampervd iu intancy.— K-] 

* [The Lady Cliarloite Harley, second daiigliler of Edward fifth 
Earl of Oxio^ ^nuw Lady CiurloUe Baom), in the autumn of 
ISli, when these lines were addressed to her. had not cuinpleled 
her eleventh >rar. Ur. Westall'a portrait uf the juvenile beauty, 
(tainted at Lord Byron's request, is engraved iu '* Fmdea'a iilo^ 
tratioai.''— E.] 

* [PeW, the Persian tenn for a beautiful inlennediale order of 
beings, it generally su|>posed to be another form of our own word 
Pob-y.— E.) 

7 [ A species of the antelope. '* Von have the eyes of a gaxelle,'* 
is considered all over the East as the greatest complimcoi Uut can 
lx paid lo a woman.— C.| 
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That sniife for which my breast might vainly sigh. 
Could 1 to thee be ever more than friend : 

This much, de^ maid, accord ; nor question why 
To one so young my strain I would commend, 

But bid me with my wreath one matchless lily blend. 

Such is thy name with this my verse entwined; 
And long 88 kinder eyes a look shall east 
On Harold’s page, lanthe's here rasiirined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last : 

My days once number'd, should this homage past 
Attract thy fairy fingers near the lyro 
Of him who hail’d thee, loveliest as thou wast. 

Such is the most my memory may desire; 

Though more than Hope can claim, could Friendship 
less require? 


CHILDE HAROLD S PILGRIMAGE. 

CiRTO rot PItST. 

Oh, tboul in Hellas deem'd of heavenly birth, 
Muse! form’d or fabled at the minstrel's will! 
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth. 

Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill : 

Yet there I ’ve wander’d by thy vaunted rill ; 

Yes ! sigh’d o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine,' 
Where, save that fe^lc fountain, all is stUJ ; 

Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine 
To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine, 
ir. 

Whilome In Albion’s isle there dwelt a youth, 
Who ne in virtue’s ways did take delight; 

But spent his days in riot most uncouth, 

And vex’d with mirth the drowsy ear of Night. 
Ah, me! in sooth he was a shameless wight, 

Sore given to revel and ungodly glee; 

Few earthly things found favour in his sight, 

Save concubines and carnal com|)anie, 

And flaunting wassatJers of high and low degree. 

HI. 

Qiilde Harold washehighl : — but » hence liis name 
And lineage long, it suits me not to Say; 

Suflice it, tliat perdiance they were of fame. 

And had been glorious in anotiier day: 


« Tbe laUe rilla^ of Casiri uit the pile of Oet|>Ui. 

Akiox tbe p«ib of Ibe motuilaiQ. frA) r.hf 7 W». arc the mnatm of 
•ppotebm hewn la atwl froep Uk> *<Dne,*' Mid tbe rukIp, 

*'of a Liag »bu brokehia Qvek ilu oi 4 jc»ty bad <xr- | 

Udnly cboaen the filteat fpot for tucb an achlercmeat A litUc { 
above Caitri U a care, nippoecd tbe Pylhiao, of inuDenae depth ; • 
Ibe apper part of it ia paved, and now a eowboute. On the oihrrn 
lUe o( tlanda a Ureeb inonaaterr ; aome way above vibldi 
la Ibe deft In the rock, wiUi a range of caverns difficult of ascent, | 
and apparently leading to Ibe interior of the moanlatn ; protMUy | 
to Ibe Corydan Cavern mentioned by Pacuanlas. From llib part ^ 
descend the fountain and tbe Dewa of Catlalie.*'— ( *' We were i 
^Tinkled.’* aaya Mr. liobhouae, *' nltb Ibe apray of the Immortal 
rill, and here. If any where, ahouid have fell the poeUo ioapira- I 
Ilou I we drank deep, too, the apriog ; bat— ( I can answer foe { 
myaeif)— without feeling aeoaible of any exiraonllnary effect*’— B.] ; 


But one sad losel soils a name for aye, 

However mighty in the oldea time; 

Nor all that heralds rake from cofliiv’d day. 

Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme. 

Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime. 

IV. 

Childe Harold bask'd him in the noontide sun, 
Disporting there like, any other fly ; 

Nor deem’d before his little day was done 
One blast might chill him into misery. 

But long ere scarce a third of his pass’d by, * 
Worse than adversity the Childe befell; 

He felt the fulness of satiety : 

Then loathed*he in his nati\*e land to dwell, [cell. 
Which seem’d to him more lone than Eremite’s sad 

t. V. 

For he through Sin’s long labjTinth had run, 

Nor made atonement when he did amiss. 

Had sigh’d to many, though he loved but one,* 

And that loved one, alas ! could ne’er be his. 

Ah, happy she! to ’scape from him whose kiss 
Had been pollution unto aught so cliaste; 

Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss. 
And spoil’d her goodly lands to gild his waste, 

Nor calm domestic peace had ever deign’d to taste. 

VI. 

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart. 
And from his fdlow’ bacchanals would flee; 

’T is said, at times the sullen tear would start, 

But Pride congeal’d the drop within his ee ; 

Apart he stalk'd In joyless reverie. 

And from his native land resolved to go, 

And visit scorching climes beyond the sea ; 

« With pleasure drugg'd, he almost long’d for woe, 
I And e'en for change of scene would seek tbe * shades 
below. 

vn. 

The Childe departed from his father's ball : 
ft was a vast and venerable pile ; 

So old, it seemed only not to fall, 

Yet strength was pillar’d in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome! condemn’d to uses vile! 

Where Superstition once had made her den. 

Now Paphian girls were known to sing and smile; 


*\See5taBxu wriaeii ti> a LiJy. anU, p. 7U.— B.J 
> [ In IhcN •taniM, afkd indved throngliout Ms worka, we muifl 
not accept too UteraHy Lord Byron's tcMitnony againct hloweir 
—be look a morbid plcaaurc in darkening every •haduw ofliia 
aelf>portraitarc. IIU Interior at Newstead bad, no doubt, been, iu 
aome iwinta, hxwe and irregular enough ; but it certaloly never 
exhibited any Ihiog of ibc profuae and NuUaalc luxury nbich Uiu 
ianguago in tbe text might seem to ludlcale. In fact, ibe narrow, 
new of hia rnctna at the lime Ibe verses refer to would alone have 
precluded this, fill houieboM economy, while be reinaioed at 
tbe K\)bey. is known lo have been conducted on a very inoderate 
scale; ami, besides, hh owal companions. tliMigb tar from being 
averse lo convivial Indulgences, were not only, as Mr. Moore says, 
of habits and tastes loo ioteUectnal for mere vutgar debauebery,” 
but, assnredly, quite IncapaUe of playing Ibe parts of Oallrri t * 
and parasite;.— B.] ' 
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And monks might deem their time was come agen, 
If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy men. 
• Tin. 

Yet oft-times, in his maddest mirthful mood, 
Strange pangs would llasli along Cliilde Harold’s 
As if the memory of some deadly feud [brow. 
Or disappointed passion lurk'd below : 

But this none knew, nor haply cared to know ; 
For his was not that open, artless soul. 

That feels relief by bidding sorrow (low ; 

Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole, 
Whate’er his grief mote he, which he could not control. 
IX. 

And none did love him — though to hall and bower 
He gather'd revellers from far and near, 

He knew them llatt'rers of the festal hour. 

The heartless parasites of present cheer. 

Yea! none did love him— not his lemans dear— 
But pomp and power alone arc woman’s care. 

And where these are light Eros flnds a fieere; 
Maidens, like moths, an ever caught by glare, 

And Mammon wins his way where Seraphs might 
despair. 

Qiilde Harold had a mother— not forgot. 

Though parting from that mother lie did shun ; 

A sister whom he loved, but saw her not 
Before his weary pilgrimage begun : 

If friends he had, he hade adieu to none. 

Yet deem not thence his breast a breast of steel : 
Ye, who have known what 't is to dote upon 
A few dear objects, will in sadness feel 
Such partings break the heart they fondly hope to heal. 
XI. 

His house, bis home, his heritage, his lands. 

The laughing dames in whom lie did delight, ' 
Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands. 
Might stake the saintship of on anchorite. 

And long had fed his youthful appetite ; 

His goWeta brimm'd with every costly wine. 

And all that mote to lusiiry invite, 

Without a sigli he left, to cross the brine, [line.- 
And traverse Paynim shores, and pass Eartli’s central 
xti. 

The sails were fill’d, and fair the light w inds blew, 
As glad to waft him from his native home ; 

* And fast the white rocks faded from his view. 

And soon were lost in circumambient foam : 


t [Lord Bynm oH^oatly iotcmled to vbit Indk.— E.} 

• [Sec Lord Haiwdl's **U«ud Msht," in ScoU'a Border Min> 
atreliy, toI. I. p. J97.— 

*'Adlcu, okadaroe, my mother dear," etc,- E. | 

) [Thia'MltUe Hubert Husbton, Ihc too of one of 

Lord Byron'i tenants. " I Uke Robert «ilh nic/‘sars the poet, in 
« letter to hb mother; like liinip because^ like mjaelf, beseems 
a friPiKlIi-ss aDiroal/'— £■] 

* [Seeing ihsi the boy was "sorrowful” at Ibe separation from 
Ida parnils. Lord Byron, on reaching GIbralter. sen! him back tu 


And then, it may be, of bis visfa to roam 
Repented he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his lips did come 
One word of wail, whilst others sate and wept, 
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 
XIII. 

But when the sun was sinking in the sea, 

He seized iiis harp, which he at times could string, 
And strike, albeit with untaught melody, 
tVhei> deem'd he no strange ear was listening-: 
And now his Cngcrs o'er it lie did fling, 

And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight 
>Vhile flew the vessel on licr snowy wing, 

And fleeting shores receded from liis sight. 

Thus to the elements he pour’d his last “ Good Night.**’ 

1 . 

“ Adieu, adieu 1 my native sliorc 
Fades o’er the waters blue; 

Tlie niglit-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 

And shrieks the wild sea-mew. 

Yon sun that sets upon the sea 
%Ve follow in his flight; 

Farewell awhile to him and thee, 

My native Land — Good Night ! 
a. 

A few short hours and he will rise 
To give the morrow birth j 
And 1 shall hail the main and skies. 

But not my mother earth. 

Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 

My dog howls at the gate, 
s. 

Come hither, hither, my little page ! * 

Why dost thou weep and wail ? 

Or dost thou dread the billows’ rage, 

Or tremble at the gale ? 

But dasli the tear-drop from thine eye ; 

Our ship is sw ift and strong ; 

Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly 
More merrily along.” 

4 . 

winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 

* I fear not wave nor wind ; 

Yet marvel not. Sir Childe, that 1 
Am sorro^^in mind;* 

For 1 havolfimi)’ father gone, 

A mothe^VK I love. 


England under llie care of III old icrrant Murray. " Pray.” be 
'eayf to hit moiber. ** sliow (he lad crery kindness, as be has be- 
hared extremely well, and U a ftrcal bvouriic.” He also wrote e 
Idler to the faiber of the boy, which leaKs a most favourable im- 
pmsioa of bb ihoufthtfuIncM and kimlliuen. " 1 have/’ he says, 
"sent Robert home, because the country which I am about to 
trard through b in a stale which renders It unsafe, particularly 
for one so yonnie. 1 allow you to deduct from your rent five and 
Iwcnty pounds a year for the expense of his edocalion, for three 
years, prorkled I do not return before that time, and 1 desire 
he may be considered u In my service.**'— E.] 
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And have no friend, save these alone. 

But thee— and one above. 

5. 

“ My father bless’d me fervently, • 

Yet did not much complain ; 

Bui sorely will my mother sigh 
Till I come back again.** — 

** Enough, enough, my little lad! ^ 

Such tears become thine eye ; 

If I thy guileless bosom had, 

Mine own would not be dry.* 

6 . 

“ Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman,* 
^Vby dost Uiou look%o pale.^ 

Or dost thou dread a French Toeman ? 

Or shiver at the gale?” 

** Deein’st thou I tremble for my life? 

Sir Childe, I ’in not so weak; 

But thinking on an absent wife 
blanch a faithful cheek. 

7. 

My spouse and boys dwell near thy ball, 
Along the bordering lake, 

And when they on their father call, 

AVhat answer sliall she make?” 

** Enough, enough, my yeoman good, 

Thy grief let none gainsay ; 

But I, who am of lighter mood, 

Will lau^ to flee away. 

s. 

** For who would trust the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour ? 

Fresh feeres will dry the bright blue eyes 
We late saw streaming o’er. 

For pleasures past I do not grieve, 


?ior perils gathering near ; 

My greatest grief is that I lca> e 
?io thing that claims a tear. 

** And now 1 *m in the world alone. 

Upon the wide, wide sea : 

But why should I for otliers groan, 

When none will sigh for me ? 

Perchance my dog will w hine in vain, 

Till fed by stranger bands ; 

But long ere I come back again. 

He'd tear me where he stands.’ 

10 . 

'* With thee, my bark, I ’ll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine; ^ . 

Nor care what land thou bearst me to. 

So not again to mine. 

Welcome, welcome, yc dark-blue waves! 

And when you fail my sight, 

Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves! 

My native Land— Good Night! 

XIV. 

On, on the vessel flics, the land is gone. 

And winds are rude in Biscay’s sleepless bay. 

Four days are sped, but with ll>e fifth, anon, 

New shores descried make every bosom gay ; 

And Ciutra’s mountain greets them on their way, 
And Tagus dasliiiig onward to the deep, 

His fabled golden tribute bent to pay ; 

And soon on board the Lusian pilots leap, 

And steer ’twirt fertile shores, where yet few rustics 
reap. 

XV. * 

Oh, Christ ! it is a goodly siglit to see 
What Heaven hath done for this delicious land ! 


* Ifcre foUowt in th« original US. 

• “Mr Mother U a hJgb-born (fame. 

And mcKb roUllkrili ne; 

She laHb mr riot brln([ell> abame 
On all mr anre«trr : 

I bad a «t*ter ooce I rreen, . 

Wboae tears perbapa will Bow; « 

Bnt ber fair faeo I bare not aren 
For Ibrae loeg fe«n and moe,** 

• (WflUam Fletcher, the faiUifol vakt;— who. after a aerricc 
ol twenty yean, ("daring which," he tayo, “hla Lord was more 
to him than a father, '*) rcorired the Piffrim’s last words at Mis- 
aolongfat, and did not t;ait his remains, uoiil he had seen them 
deporiled in the family raull at lluckncll. Thb unaophistlcaled 

*• yeoman ’* was a constant aonree of pleasantry to his master «— 
e. g. "Fletcher,*’ heuys. ina letter lohis mother, "is net valiant: 
be reqnires <»niforts that 1 can dispense with, and sighs for ticcr. 
and beef, and lea, and hb wife, and ihe devil knowswhat besides. 
We were one night lost in a Umnder^tonn. and since nearly 
wrecked. In both cases be was sorely bewildered; from appre- 
hensiom of famine and banditti in the first, and drowning In the 
second instance, ills eyes were a lilUc hurt by ihc lightoiog, or 
crying, l don't know which. 1 did what I could to cousoJe him. 
bat round him incorrigible, lie sends six sighs to Sally, l shall 
settie him in a Lrm; for be has served me faithfully, and Sally isa 
good woman." After all hfs adventures hy flood and field, short 
conimoos included, tills humble Achates of Ihc poet has now esu- 
blished bimscif as the keeper of an Italian wai-ehouse, in Charles 
streeL Berkeley Scjuare, where, if be does ooi ihriTe. every one 


who knows anything of hb character will say he deserves to do 
80.-E.1 

> ( Here follows in Ihe original US. t— 

" Nelbinks U would luy bo«om visd. 

To otiaofte oiy proud nlslo, 

- . Andbe BgalD s |•uebtne Ud 

■ Wllb on^ bHored pUjmste. 

SiD(«vsuib. I «^rre bsve put'dsn bour 
W'lihool dligiut or pstn, 

Etrept sometloMs In Udi's bon«r, 

Or nbca th« bowl I drain."— K.j 

4 [Originatly. the “little page** and the "yeoman *' were intro- 
duced in the tallowing ilanzas , 

? And ofbistrsln thfre was abenrbnan poee, 

A pmsani boy, whoierved hhi master writ; 

And onch would bit prsnAtomo prate enftace 
Cbildc nsroItTi esr, wboi bl» proud benrt did fweil • 
Hllhtublo llMuabU Ibal be disdain'd (o Irll. 

Tbca would be tmlle on him, siHi Atwin tmllod. 

Wlim eufbl (bat rrooi hb youoK lip* arrhly fell 
Tbe fhiomy Oim from Rarold'teie beirwiled; 

And plroMd for a glimpM appeared llw wotful CbiJdr. 
nim end onr yvoman only did be tsSo 
.To irsidostiwartl to a for counirb; 

And. tboiisb the boy wat grivu-d to ln*« Ibe folio • 

Oa whoao fair banks be grew Irom Infouty, 

Kflteont bit iltUc boart boat merrily 
With bopo of (orrtgn nallont to tiehold. 

And many ihloR* right BiartvIIcHis to acr. 
or which our taunt lug roysftrraori Imio lotd. 

In many s Ioom w trnoss MandrriUo'sof old."- f.) 
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Wbat fruit$ of fragrance blush on every tree ! 

What goodly prospects o'er the hills expand ! 

But man would mar them with an impious hand : 
And when the Almighty lifts bis Qercest scourge 
'Gainst those who most transgress bis high com- 
mand, 

With treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge 
Gaul’slocust host, and earth from fellestfoemen purge. 

XTI. 

What beauties doth Lisboa' first unfold ! 

Her image floating on that noble tide, 

Wbidi poets vainly pave w ith sands of gold, 

But now whereon a thousand keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied. 

And to the Luslans did her aid afford : 

A nation swoln with ignorance and pride^ 

Who lick yet loathe the band that waves the sword 
To save them from the wrath of Gaul's unsparing 
lord.* 

xvn. 

But whoso enterclh w ithin this town^ 

That, sheening far, celestial seems to be, 
Disconsolate w ill wander up and down, 

'Mid many things unsightly to strange ee ; 

For hut and palace show like filthily : 

The dingy denizens are rear'd in dirt ; 

^'e personage of high or mean degree 
Doth care for cleanness of surtout or shirt, 
Though shent with Egypt's plague, unkempt, un- 
wash’d, unhurt. 

XVIlt. 

Poor, paltry slaves! yet born 'midst noblest scenes — 
Why, Nature, waste thy w onders on such^men ? 
Lo! Cintra's* glorious Eden intervenes 
In variegated maze of mount and glen. 

Ah, me! what hand can pencil guide, or pen, 

To follow half on which the eye dilates, 


• ( " A friend advites C7iMi|xm( ^ bul luboa U (be l’ortu^e»c 
word, coofeiiuenlly the beat. Ulinipont li pedantic : and u I 
lugged In Heliat and Ki'oa not long before, there would have 
been Momeihlag like an aRecUUon of Creek temu, which I wished 
(o aruld. On (he apbmiuloa of tutiUinia lo the Uours, they^ 
changed (be name of (be capiul, which till then had been UUmpo, 
or Lbpo ! became, la the Arabic alph^t, the letter p U not 
Hence, 1 believe, LUhoa ; whence, again, the Preach LUboooe, 
and our Uabon, — God ktwwa which (be earlier corruptioni" 
■Byron, MS.J 

* [ By COO] paring lUa and the thirteen followhig aUntn wHh the 
account of hi* progrea* which Lord Byroo aent borne to,hla mo- 
Iher, the reader wlli tee that (hey are (he exact ccboca of the 
tbonghta which ooenrreU to hli mbKl as he went over the «po(t 
dcKAbed.— See yoltett of Lord Oyron'a Life.— E.] 

i (*'TomakeaincndifortheflUbinei8 of LiabM, and \(s siQI 
filthier Inhabitants, the village of Clnira, about fifteen mile« from 
the capital, ia, perba|M. in every renprcL the uroat delightful In 
Europe. It contaioa beautlea of every description, oalnrai and 
artificial > palacei and gardens rtang in the midst of rocks, cata- 
racla, aud precipices; convents on stupendous heights; a distant 
vfow of the aea and the Tagus ; and. Iiesidcs (ibongh that Is a se- 
condary ooosidentioQ), Is remarkable as the scene of Sir Hrw 
Dalrymple's convention. It iinUes in Itself all the wlhlnea of (hr 
western Highlands, with die verdure of the south of France."— 
It. lo Mrt. Byyon, IMO.— £.) 

4 The convent of “Our Lady nf Punishment," Sotut Srhom 


Through views more dazzling unto mortal keo 
Than those whereof such things the bard relates, 
Who to the a we-struck world unlock’d Elysium’s gates? 

• XIX. 

The horrid crags, by toppling convent crown’d. 

The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep. 
The mountain-moss by scorching skies imbrown’d. 
The sunken glen, whose sunless shrubs must weep, 
Tlie tender azure of the unruffled deep, 

The orange tints that gild the greenest bough, 

The torrents that from cliff to valley leap. 

The vine on high, tlie willow branch below, 

Mix'd iu one mighty scene, with varied beauty glow. 

• XX. 

Then slowly cfimb the many-winding way, 

And frequent turn to linger as you go, 

From loftier rocks new loveliness survey. 

And rc.st ye at “ Our Lady’s house of woe;”* 
AVhere frugal monks their little relics show, 

And sundry legends to the stranger tell : 

Here impious ni^n have punish'd been, and lo ! 

Deep in yon rave Uonorius long did dwell, 

In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell. 

XXI. 

And here and there, as up the crags you spring, 
Mark many rude-earved crosses near the path : 

Yet deem not these devotion's offering — 

These are memorials frail of murderous wrath : 

For wheresoe'er the shrieking victim liath 
Pour'd forth his blood beneath the assassin's knife. 
Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath ; 

And grove and glen with thousand such arc rife 
Throughout this purple land,wherc law secures not life.* 

XXII. 

On sloping mounds, or in the vale l>eneatl>. 

Are domes where whilome kings did make repair ; 


derma, *n Ihc summit of the nick. Brlow. it ioo>e«li>l«ice» 
if the CorkCoDvenL where St. Uonorius dag bis den, over which 
b bif ephfph. From the hills, Uie sea adds lo the beauty of (he 
view,— Since (he pfibUcatioa of this pcietii, I have been informed 
of the mUapprrheiiftoa of tlic term A’osm Se^ra de Pena. It 
was owing lo Uie want of the Hide, or mark over (he il. which 
alirra the signification of the word : with it, Tewa signifies a rock ; 
wiiboot IL Pena baa (be sense I adopted. 1 do wot Uiink U neces- 
sary to alter the jiasuge ; as. though the cooudoo acceptation 
affixed (o it U "Our Lady of the Bock." 1 may well assotne (he 
other sense from the severtUos practised there -— to id 
EdUiow.) 

» U Is a well known fact, that In the year (§09. the assassina- 
tions in the streets of Lisbon and lls vldully were not confined by 
the Portuguese to their countrymeo i hut that Foglialimen were 
daily butchered i and to far from redress being obtained, we were 
rtqursicd not to interfere if we perceived any compatriot defend- 
ing himself against bis allies. 1 was once slopped in the way to 
Ibe Uteatre at eight o’clock lo the evening, when (he streets were 
not more empty than they generally are at Uia( hour, opposite to 
,an open shop, and In a carriage with a friend : bad we not fortu- 
nately been armed. I have nut ibe least doubt that we should 
have "edoniedalaie**insteadof teiUngoor. The crime of assas- 
slnatkio b not oowfined to Portngal i In Sicily and HaJIa we are 
knocked on the head at a liandsome average nlgbliy, and not a 
Sicilian or Maltese b ever punisheil 
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But npw tbeivild flowers round them only breathe; 
Yet ruin'd spiefMlour still is lingering there. 

And yonder towers the Prince's palace fair: 

There thou too, Vathck!' England's wealthiest 
son, 

Once form’d thy Paradise, as not aware. 

When wanton Wealth her mightiestdeeds hath done, 
Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shUn. 
XXIti. 

Here didst thoudwell, here schemes of pleasure plan. 
Beneath yon mountain's ever beauteous brow : 

But now, as if a thing unblest by Man, 

Thy feiry dwelling is as lone as thou ! 

Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To halls deserted, portals gaping wide; 

Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how 
Vain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied; 

Swept into wrecks anon by Time's ungentle tfdel 

XXIV. 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened!* 
Oh! dome displeasing unto British eye! 

With diadem hight foolscap, lo! a fiend, 

A liule fiend that scoffs incessantly, 

Tliere sits in parchment robe array’d, and by 
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll. 

Where blazon’d glare names known to chivalry, 


And sundry signatures adorn the roll, 

W' hereat thelJ rchin points and laughs widh all bis sou) .* 

* XXV. 

Convenlion is the dwarfish demon styled, 

That foil’d the knights in Marialva's dome:. 

Of brains (if brains they had] he them beguiled, ' 
And turn'd a nation’s shallow joy to gloom. 

Here Folly dash'd to earth the victor's plume, 

And Policy regain’d what arms had lost : 

For cliiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom ! 
Woe to theconqu’ring, not Die conquer'd host, 
Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania’s coast ! 

. XXVI. 

And ever since that martial synod met, 

Britannia sickens, Cintra! at thy name; 

And folks in office at the mention fret, 

Andfain would Mush, if blush they could, for shame. 
How will posterity the deed proclaim ! 

Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer. 

To view these champions cheated of their fame. 

By foes in fight o’ert^own, yet victors here. 
Where Scorn her finger points through many a coming 
year ? 

XXVII. 

So deem’d the Chiide, as o'er the mountains be 
Did take his way in solitary guise : 


• (‘'Tatliefc. " fi]r>Lord Byron, In ooeofbbdUiiet, “waione 
of the Ule« I hail a very early adnilrallon ol. For correctnen of 
cotitune, beauty of devcriplion, and power of imagiiuUon, it far 
iorpaaacs all European ImitatliNW ; ami bears »ucb markt of ori- 
Sioatity. that thoae who have vtiited tho Ea>( wilt And tuma djf- 
Sculiy in beHeving it to be more than a trandaUon. A* an cap.- 
tem tale, even Ranelai inu*l liow before it t bh-'bappy valley ‘ 
wtU not bear a cumpariMin with tlie ; Hall uf Ebllv.’ "—(William 
Becbford. Eaq.. aon of Uie once-celebrated aUlennaa, and heir to 
bla enortiMMia wealth, publiabed, at the early age of eighteen. ** Ve- 
muinofetiraordinary Paioicra;" and in the year after, the r«^ 
mance ihiu euloglBed. After altllng fur llinduii la aeveral Parlia- 
menta. Ihla gifietl peraon woa induced to fix. for a lime, hla 
roklencc in Porlnsal, where the memory of hla magnificence wa.i 
freah at the period of Lord Byrou'a pilgrimage. Retanilng to 
EngiMS, he realiaed all Uie outward abgws of Colldc grandeur in 
bbuoaubstantal pageant ofFonUiiU Al»bcy;and has more recenUy 
been iikdiilglog hia laocy with anotlicr. prcS^'diiy not more laaUng. 
mocniaicnt of arebileclural caprioc, in the vidnUy of Batb. It U 
much lo be regreUetl, that, after a lapse of fifty ycira, Ur. Beck- 
furd's literary repulalton ahoutd continue lo reat entirely on bu 
javenile, however remarkable, perfurmaners. It U aald. however, 
that be haa prepared aeveral worka for poathumoua pubUcalion. 
and hia Italv ^a been already publUhed (I8S4,.— E.] 

• the Convention of Cintra wav aigned in the palace of the Mar* 
cbese Matialva.— [**TbeanaUtice, the negutlatioiu, the coavcp* 
UoQ liielf. and the execution of Us proviaiunv were all commen- 
ced. conducted, and concItKled. at Uie dbiance of thirty milei 
from Cinira, with which place they had not the alightent coik- 
aciion. potiUcal. military, or local ; yet Lord Byron boa gravely 
aoKrled, In prove atul verve. Uiat the convention waa aigned at U»a 
Marquu ol Marulva'a bouae at Cintra ; aud the author of ** The 
Diary of on Invalid.’ improving upon the puet'a diacovery. detect- 
ed the ttauM of the Ink aplU by Juoot npoii the occaakjn.**— Oaf, 
ilapirr'v ttitiorjf ofUl^ j>eiitiuuiar f>'ar.J 

* (The pvaiige alood differcciUy in tlm original US. Some vri 
wkcb the poet omitted at the entreaty of hia (rkoda can now 
ofkod no one, and may perhape amuae many t— 

• 

In goMm ctiarartcn rtgbl well de»lgR‘d. 

enw M ite Uw tppaarwk o 


Tbeo raruin piberglortooi name* w« Aod. 
WhIrlirlivmcoiDpetMe mr to ptaea Mow . 
DnII ticton i baRM by a vto^uUb’d for. 
WbeedM by coO] nge leogoea of laitraU dM. 
XUNd. wonby of racb otber. la t row— 


BeW 

rotiwu 


air Artbar. Uarry.aod iho dImrU Bi 
Oolr) tapir, wely w Igbl, tore dipa of 

Cootmllpn b Ibodwarfbh demoa ilyied 
Tlwl foird Ibe InliliU In * dome: 

Of bf«Mi I If brelM tbey bid ) bo ibem befollod. 

And inro d « nation'* ftbaltow )nf lo gloom, 
for well I wot. when fliM Ibe oew*dld rente, 

Ttul Vlmlfn'i Odd by Ooel wai toal. 

For poregraph oe paper Karrr bad room, 

Ssrii Fcao* loeoMil fur ottr irl«aipb«iil boat. 

IQ Ceoiian CbrookJa, and cte la Moraliq rod : 

Sal whra CoBtanlloo •rnl bb baody-worb, 

PeiM, loDgMV, Irei, band*, combiord In wild Bproar ; 

Mayor, aidennfo. laid down Iba apUflid farb; 

Tba Benrh of Kbbopi half (orgot lo tnora ; 

Vlern Cabbrlt, wbodbr on# whale weak fbrbare 
To quMUon aagbt, oa<« iworo wHb tramporUeapC 
And bit bb dtvUUb qaUlafra.'aad vWoia ▼ 

Wllb foa nub llaaiy Bovav abouU bo k«pt ; 

Thta bom iboblaUnTboatt, and roar'd, and raged, aod-UapI I 
Tbiio i|alo Uaa««n appeal'd tbe people ; Umrew. ' 

W Mcb lovcB Ibe lieg» of oar grad^ klof , > 

Decreed, ibauere ourgnurab were RirgifcD, 

Inqatiy ^Hfutd be beld aboal ibc Ibing. 

■at Maiey cleeb'd tbe bebae beoMlh ber wing : 

‘And ae ibey aparrdoar lece, *o apervd wr ibam; 

(Wb«ve waa the pttyofaar atroehr byngf)** * 
let boatae. aot IdlaU. rtiniilSjbr law n>ndrm«: 

Tbm live, yagaUent baitlMa I aiS Meae your fadgaa* pbWffm I 


oaf. 

i|C>ii 

rKg4V hr 

■.M.1 ^Bet, b 


W**-a Sgarv hr tbeaek. I ihhtb ■»! wedhy vmeltett In hk 
Irontarve of aa Aioao. ' Ueraro boa the **bHiu^ oiuharan rapNaa: '* 
I. foriunala ^bb oagb. ibo NbHartow* moMiyhatr oolms eaa. 
by ibM qoery U wIM meant ibol aar foatM geawrah aboaU have heeo 
, bat that byn| mlghi bare bra« aparad; tboogb tba awe aufkred and 
tba olbMvewap^. probably for Candlde'a reatott.'*ponr ractmrtgcr ke a»- 
tree.'* [Sw Crubrr'a ‘'boawril,'* vol. I.p. 2M; and tbe Qtiarleily Batkw, 
val. uvti. p. T0T, wbrrt tbe qncalloa, wbelbar tba admiral waa or was ool a 
pollUnI oMHyr. latraaled altargr.-b.] 
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8S 

Sweet wM the scene, yet soon he thought to flee, 
More restless Uian the swallow in tlie sK.ies: 
Though here awhile he Icarn'd to moralize, « 

For Meditation fix’d ut times on him ; 

And conscious Reason whisper'd to despise 
nis early youtli, misspent in maddest whim ; 

But as be gaxedou truth his acliing eyes grew dim 
xxxaii. 

To horse ! to horse! * he quits, for erer quits 
A scene of peace, though soothing to his soul : 
Again he rouses from his moping fits; 

But seeks not now the harlot and the bowl. ^ 
Onward he flies, nor fix’d as yet the cool 
Where be shall rest him on his pilgrimage ; i 
. And o’er him many changing scenes must roll, 

Kre toil Ins thirst for travel can assuage. 

Or he shall calm his breast, or learn experience sage 

XXIX. 

Yet Mafra shall one moment claim deJay, 

WTiere dwell of yore the Uisians’ luckless queen t, * 
And church and court did^ningle their array, 

And mass and revel were alternate seen ; 
lyordlings and freres — ill-sorted fry I ween! 

But here the Babylonian wtK>re hath built * 

A dome, where flaunts sbe in such glorious sheen, 
That men forget the blood which sbe hath spilt. 
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to varnish guilt. 

XXX. 

O’er vales that teem with fruits, ronianiic hills, 
(Oh, tliat such hills upheld a freeborn race !) 
"Whereon to gaze tlie eye w ilh joyaunce fills, 
Childe Harold wends through many a pleasant place. 
Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase, 

And marvel men should quit their easf chair, 

The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace, 
Oh I there is sweetness in the mountain air, 

And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to share. 

.WXT. 

More bleak to view the lulls at length fecede, 

And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend ; 


■ [''After renuiaing ten dafv In LUIkui, wo tent our tugs*xc 
and part uf our srrrants bf Io Gibraltar, and trarrilc-d on 
burselMuk to SrVtilc; » dlsUnce uf nrarly four hiiitdrtnl mibrs. 
Tho bonu^.arc excellent t we rode tetenty miles i-ihy. 
and wine, ami hard bed«i are all thd •rconimodatlon \rr Cmiui, 
and. in suii) torrid wrathrr,(|uile enough.’' ff. Xrlf«ru. ISoa.— E.] 
• ''ilcr hickIcM Maj<’xty went sulixcqiieotiy mad and Dr. XVil. 
li*. who so deitrruu'ly cudgelled kindly peHcraniuini, cuiild 
make nothin? of hers.“— ffyi'on ,¥S. ( The Qu«ikljboured umjrr 
a nieianehuly kind of derangement, from whidi the iiotcr rc' 
covered, she died at (he tiruiiU. In 1816.— E. 

> The extent of Malra is prodigioui : ft cotiUiiu a palace.. con- 
vent, and inosi xuperb rhurcli. The six Urgant are the most 
l)can(iful 1 ever liebeld, id pulid of decoration : we did nut hear 
theiii. but were told that liteJr tones were corretpondcnLlo Ihcir 
xplendour. Mafra K Icrnied (he Escurtal of Portugal. [^" .\b«>ui 
ten miles to life rialit of Ciulra," says Lord Byron, in a IcIUt to 
his mother, llie pal.ice of Hafra. the boast oTPuriug-d, as^i 
might be of any cmmtry, in point nf niagnificenoe, without ele- 
gance. There is a convent annexeti : the monks who pomu 
large rerenuct. arc courteous enough, and nndersUnd Laun; so 
thatwehad a long conversation. They have a large library, and 


Iimnense borizon^uoded plains fucoeed I 
Far as the eye discerns, withoiUcn end, 

Spain’s realms appear, whereon her shepherds tend 
Flocks, whose ricli fieeee right well llie trader 
knows— 

Now must the pastor’s arm his lambs defend : 

For Spain is compass'd by unyielding foes, 

And all must shield tlieir al l,or share Subjection's woes. 

:xxxii. 

WTierc Lusitania and her Sister meet, 

Deem ye what bounds the .rival realms divide? 

Or ere thejealous queens of nations greet, ^ 

Doth Tayo interpose his mighty tide? 

Or dark sierras rise in craggy pride ? 

Or fence of art, like China's vasty wall ?— 

>'e barrier wall, ne river deep and wide, 

Ne horrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall. 
Riselike therocks that part Hispania’s land from Gaul: 

XXXIIl. 

But these between a silver streamlet glides, 

And scarce a name distinguislieth the brook. 
Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides. 

Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook, 

And vacant on the rippling waves doth look, 

That peaceful still ’tw ixt bitterest foemen flow ; 
For proud each peasant as the noblest duke : 

^Vell doth the Spanish hind the difference know 
’Twixt him and Lusiao slave, the lowest of the low.* 

XXXIV. 

But ere the mingling l>ounds have far been pass’d, 
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billows, iminmiring and vast, 

So noted ancient roundelays among.^^ 

^Vhilome upon his banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and Knight, in moiled splendoflr drest : 
Hereceased tliesw ift their race, here sunk the strong ; 
Tl)e Payiiim turban and tlie Cliristian crest 
Mix'd, on Uie bleeding stream, by floating hosts op- 
press’d. 


Mkcd me if ibe EnglHi bad ani/ bo^U In (heir cocotry.”— 'Mafra 
was erretrd by John V., In punuaiice of a vovr, made In a dange- 
ruiis ill of iIIucm, to foiiod a convent for the uve of the poorest 
friary in the ktn?dom. Upon inquiry. Ibis |>oorest was found at 
Mafra ; where twelve Franciscaus lived together lu a hut Them 
k a ma?ninci'nt view of ibe exktnj edifice in "Flndco's liluMra- 
liona.’ — E.) 

* S' Writ 4t61li (b« spsnl^b blrrdtlMMlirrrrmcabnoir 

*TwUt titfii aiiil LoWau vUve, tbr tuncl oflbv low.” 

I found the Fortoxiiesc. m) I have clvaracterlmd Uicm. That 
tlicy are aitice tin]iro«cU, at least in coura^*. is evvdeut. The laie 
rxpIuitxQf Lonl WeJUustuu hive effaced the fuUicf of Ciiitra. Uo 
has, indeed, done wunden .* he has, prrhaivt. changed the charao 
(erof anaUun, rcvonclled rival superstiiunf, and baffled ao enemy 
v»bo iicYor retreated befute hb predoccssors.— 1812. 
s [la>ni Byron scemi Id have (bus early ac^piired cnoiiKh of 
to iiodcrstand and appreciate Ibe grand liody of aucictx 
(nqiuUr poetry, uneqtiaHed in Europe, which niusl ever form the 
pride of that maguUirent language. Hiv beautiful verskvo of one 
ufthe best of the tulladi of the GiWoada war— 'the *' Romance 
muy doloroso del sitio y toou de ALhiitia”— w'Ul be found in a 
subfcqacot part of Ibis volame.—E.] 


n-_ . : , GoogU 
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xxiv. i 

Oh, lovely Spoin ! renown ’d, romantic land ! 
Where is that standard which Pela^io bore. 

When Cava’s' traitor-sire first call'd the hand 
That d>‘ed Uiy mountain streams with Oothicgore? 
Where are those bloody banners w hich of yore 
Waved o*er thy sons, victorious to the gale, 

And drove at last the spoilers to their shore ? 

Red gleam'd the cross, and waned the crescent pale. 
While Afric's echoes thrill'd with Moori&li matrons' 
wail. 

XXXVI. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale? 

Ah ! such, alas ! the hero's amplest fate ! 

W' hen granite moulders and when records fail, 

A peasant's plaint prolongs his dubious date. 

Pride ! bend thine e^e from heaven to tldne estate, 
See how the Mighty shrink into a song! 

Can Volume, Pillar, Pile, preserve thee great? 

Or must thou trust Tradition's simple tongue, 
When Flattery sleeps with thee, and History does thee 
wrong? 

XXXTlf. 

Awake, ye sons of Spain! awake! advaoce! 

Lo! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries; 

But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance, 

Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies ; 

Now on the smoke of blazing bolts .she files, 

And speaks in thunder through yon engine's roar : 
In every peal she calls — “ Awake I arise ! " 

Say, is her voice n>ore feeble than of yore, 

When her war-song was heard on Andalusia's shore ? 

XXXVIII. 

Hark ! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note ? 
'Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath ? 

Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote, 

Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath 


■ Gxint JuUaa'i daughter, (he Helen of Spain. Pelagiut pris. 
•erred hii iodrprndeocc in Ibe biinesKS uf (be AsUir'«»> and Uie 
deicettdauU of bU lullowcrt, after «oraeccuturie»,«wuipletcii ihdr 
Mroggieb; ihc ctMiqueat of Grenada.— {“AlinoM all Ibe SpanUh 
b.iUiilaDr, a$ well as the voice of IraditiOo, Mcribe the invisJuo of 
Ibe lloor* to (be forcible rioUtioa by Roderick of Florinda, callod 
br the Muon Caba. or Cava. Xbu wM-ibe daughter of Count Jih 
H an, one of the Gothic mooareb'i principal lieuteoadla. who, wiica 
ttie crixue waa perpetrated, wm engag^ in tbe defence of Ceuta 
against Ibe Moory. lo hit 'lodigoalioa at the ingratitude of bis so- 
vereign. and the dishonour of Ids daogbter. Count Julian forgot 
the duties of a Chriatian and a patriot, and, forming an alliauce 
with Muaa. (bco Uie Caliph's UcuiruDt in Africa, be countenanced 
the invaaion of Spain by a body of Saraccni and Africans, cork 
minded by Uie celebrated Tarik ; the Uaue of which was the de-' 
feat and death of Roderick, and tbe occupation of almost die 
whole pnilosula by the Moorr. The Spaniards. In detestation of 
FkinthJa's memory, are said by Ccnranles never lo bestow that 
name upon any human female, rcsenriug it espctdally for tbeir 
sia watrai Scorr.j 

* llo ihe original US.— 

■ from recS lofoffc • 

aiurretDinits soar aloft In suipburoui . 

Frsgtunu enfrsgnvni* IneootuUae kMrS:] 

* ( bolder prosopopdia." says i nantelcss chUc. **or one 
* better imagined or expreestd, cannot easily be fonod in the vrboic 

<^Qge of aodent and modern poetry. Cnlike tbe * phirac of llor- 


Tyrant.^ and tyrants’ slaves ? — the fires of death, 
The bale-fires flash on high:— -front rock to rock 
Each volley tells that tltousands cease to breathe ; 
Dentil rides upon thesulphurv Siroc,* 

Red Battle stamps his foot,.and nations feel the shock, 

XXXIX. 

Lo ! where Ute Giant on the mountain stands, 

His blood-red tresses deep’ning in the sun, 

With death-shot glowing in Ills fiery hands, •• 
And eye that scorclieth all it glares upon ; 

Restless it rolls, now fix'd, and now anen 
Flashing afar,*>and at his iron feet 
Destniction cowers, to mark what deeds are done; 
For od this morn three potent nations meet, 

To shed before his shrine the blood be deems most 
sweet.* - 

XL. 

By Heaven! it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 
Tlteir rival scarfs of mix’d embroidery, 

Tlieir various arms that glitter in llieair! 

W hat gallant w ar-hounds retase them from their lair, 
And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey ! 
All join the eha.se, but few the triumph share : 

The Grave shall bear the chiefest ‘prize away,.' 

And Havoc scarce for joy can number their array, 

XU. 

Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice; . ^ 

Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high ; 
Tli'ree gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies ; 

■ The shouts arc France, Spain, Albion, VictoryT 
Tlip foe, the victim, and the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 

Are met — as if at home they could not die— 

To feed the crowon Talavera’s pbin. 


And fertilize the field tliat each pretends to gain. ' 



ror,' or Um 'eagl»winged Victorr,' dneribed by our great epio 
l>oet, ihls gigantic tigure is a dUUncl object, perfect in lineaiweota. 
irdncndoos la operation, and vutcil with all the aitributoa calcu- 
lathi to rxcite tmor and admlralioo."} 

4 [We (hiok it right to restore here a note which Lord Byron 
hiniKli a»pi>rcMad with reluctance, at the urgent request gf a 
irieiid. It alludes, inter o/ln, lo Ibe ibeo recent publication of 
Sir Walter Scott's ViMoo of Don Roderick, of which work tbe prt)- 
lils had been handsooidy given to the cause of Purtugoese patrio- 
lisni I— “ Wc have bean! wooden of ibe Portugueae lately, and 
Uidr gallantry. Pcay Heaven it continue: yet 'would it wen 
beiMime, Hiil, and all were well !' They must iigbt a great many 
hoars, by ‘.Shrewsbury ckick,' before ilie uumber of ibelr slain 
equals Uiat of our counirymen buteberad by these kind cre.'ilures, 
now metamorphosed Into *ca(-adorc»,' ami wlut not. I merely 
stale a fact, nut conlmed lo Portugal ; for in Sicily anil Malta we 
■re knocked on the head at a handsome avenge mghUy, and not 4 
Sicilian and UallcM* is ever punished! The neglect of pruteetton 
is disgraceful to our government and gwremori; for the murders 
are as golorious at the moon that shines upon ibem, and tlie apathy 
that overlooks Iliem. The Portuguese. It is lo be hoped, are cosn- 
' idimentcil with the 'Forlorn llofir,'— If the cowards are become 
Lmve (like the rest of ihtir kiild, iiiaoomrr), pray let them diK 
I'lay, it. Bnt there is a subsertpHon for. these ‘ 0,nr^9u)ct' 
obey need nut lie ashamed of the epithet ouce applied to thg Spar- 
Uos); and all the clurilaUe patronymics, from ostentatious A. lo 
diffident Z.. and 1 /. Is. Od. fioro 'An Admirer of Valour,' art In 

IS 
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XLIl. I 

There shall they rot— Ambition’s honour’d fools! 
Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps Ihcir clay! 
Vain Bopliistry ! in these behold the tools, 

The broken tools, that tyrants east away 
By fnyriads, when they dare to pave their w'ay 
With human hearts — to what? — a dream alone. 
Can despots compass auglit that hails their sway? 
Or call with truth one span of earth their own, 

Save that wherein at last they crumble boneb) bone? 

XUII. 

Oh, Albuera, Rlorious field of grief! 

As o’er thy plain the Pilgrim prick'dhis steed, 
>Vho could foresee thee, in a space so brief, 

A scene where ininglitigfbes should boast and bleed I 
Peace to the perislfd! may the warrior’s meed, 

And tears of triumph, their reward prolong! 

Tin others fall w here other chieftains lead, 

Thy name sliall circle round the gaping throng, 

And shine in wortlUcss lays, U»c theme of transient 
song. ' 

xuv. 

Enough of Battle’s mmions! let them play 
Their gameoflives, and barter breath for fame : 
Fame that will. scarce re-animale their clay, 

Tliougli thousands fall to deck son>e single name, 
lu sooth *t were sad to thwart tlieir noble aim 
Whostrike,ble.sihirelings!fortbeircounlry*sgood, 
And die, that living might have proved her shames 
Perish’d, perchance, in some domestic feud, 

Or in n narrower sphere wild Rapine's patli purged. 

XLV. 

Fall sw iftly Harold wends his lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla* triumphs unsubdued: 

Yet is she free — Ihe spoiler's wish’d-for prey ! 


* Soon, soon shall Couqucsl’s fiery fool intrude, 

' Blackening her lovely domes w ith traces rude. 
Inevitable hour! ‘Gainst fate to strive, 

Where Desolation plants her famish’d brood. 

Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre might j et survive, 

.And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive. 

XLVI. 

But all unconscious of the coming doom, 

The feast, the song, the revel here .abound^, 
Strange modes of merriment the hours consume, 
Norbleed these patriots with their country’s wounds: 
Nor here War’s clarion, but l^ove’s rebeck sounds ; * 
Here Folly still his votaries inlhralls; 

And young eyed Lewdness walks her midnight 
rounds: ' 

Girt with the silent crimes of Capitals, 

Still to the last kind Vice clings to tl>e tott’ring walls. 

XLVII. 

Not so the rustic— w ith his trembling mate 
He lurks, nor casts his heavy eye afar, 

Lest he should view l)is vineyard desolate, 

Blasted below the dun hot breath of w ar. 

No more beneath soft eve’s consenting star 
Fandango twirls liis jocund caslanet : 

Ah, inonarcbs! could ye taste the mirth ye mar, 
Not in the toils of Glory w ouirt ye fret ; 

Tlie hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man be happy 
yet! 

XLVIII. 

How' carols now the lusty muleteer? 

Of love, romance, devotion is his lay, 

As whilomc he was w ont the leagues to cheer. 

His quick bells wildly jingling on the way? 

No ! as he speeds, he chants Viva el Rey I ” ♦ 

And checks his song to execrate Godoy, 


rc>[ul9iti<m for the IbU at Lloyd's, and tbf honour of Uritbb brnp- [ 
voteiTCc. Writ: ueli-lVe fought. And uilMicribcit. and bcT^towed 
liccragm, and biirkd lb« killed by our (ricnd.4 and foc»t and. ki ! 
all tliU ii to be done over again: Like LvcnCbl (In GoltlsmiihS 
(aUmi of ihc Workl ), at we ‘ prow older, w o grow never the bet- ' 
ter.* U would be plrasant lo iram who will nibtrribe for d«, in i 
or hbaut (he year 4SI5, and wlut natlim will send lt|ly llioncktul I 
inro, lirst lo bcdrcimaled in the capital, and then decimated again 
(m Uie Iritli tasblcm, nine out of ten) in Ilit: 'bed of honour;’ 
which, as SergeaHl kite says t* ouiuidcrahly largiT and more 
conmuKlimw than ‘the brd of Ware.' rhen Umy niu«i have a 
p«>et lo write tbo ‘ Vitioa of Don Perceval,' and generoutly be.-dow 
(!>e prulila of Ihe well and widely printed i|iiarto to rrbulld ilie 
‘Packwynd.’ and the 'Canongalc,' «r fumi»h new kills for Ihe 
half roastwl Highlandm. Lord Wellington, howev cr. has enacted 
marveU ; and to did liis DiHental brother, whom i mw cliariotecr- 
Uig over Die Prcnch llag,' and heard rllp|ilng had Spanldi, after 
listening lo ihc q>coch of a palrtoUc cobliler ofcadia. on ihe event - 
of hivown entry in’o that city, and Uic exit of some live lhou<and 
buhl Brilons out of lliU * best o( oil possible worlds.* Sorely were 
wc pnuletl bow U> (iL«pose of that same victory of Talavera ; and a 
vlclory it surely was somewhere, for every l»dy claimed II. The 
Spanish di<sp3tch and mob called it Cucsia's, and made no great 
mention of llie Viscolint; Ihe French called it lh< Irs 'Jo my great 
di>cuMifiture,->-f>ir a French connil stopped my niunlh in Greece 
Willi a (lestilenl Paris gizrlte, just as I bad ktlM .<M'b«stiani, ' in 
Iiuckrojn.' king Josepii 'in Kendal 'green')— and wc have not ' 
yet determined vhnt lu call it, or tchoae ; for. certes, it was none I 
uivurowB. Ilowheit, 3ta«sena‘a retreatis agrealioinrort; andas • 


we have not been In Ihe habit of pursuing for some year* pa«t. no 
wonder we are a IKCe. .iwkwanl at first. No doubt we ahaJI Im- 
prove • or. if ilot, we. hare only lo lake to our old way of rctro- 
gradme. and there we arc at home.'*— E.) 

• [Thisstanialsnolin the original M.s. It was written at New- 
steasl, in August I8H, shortly after Ihc batUc of Albuera, which 
loi>k place lu May.— K.) 

s[" At Seville, we lo»|ged in Ihe house of two Spanish unmarried 
ladh's women of character, the ckleai a fine worn.in, the yotingwl 
pretty. Tht' freedom of manner, which Is genrnl here, astootshed 
me notaliule: and, in U»e course of fiitlher observaiion. 1 find 
that reserve i« nol the characte^s'lc of S|>aul^h bcfles. The eidesi 
bonourftl your unworthy son with very particular attention, em- 
bracing him with gre.it tenderness at |Mriing(l was Uirre but 
three days),.ifler culling ofTa lock <rfbis hair, and presenUng him 
with one of her own. about three feci In length, whidi I send you, 
and bcp'y«ni will retain till ray re'uro. Her last words were, 
'Adiiis, til hfrmoso, me gnsto mucho!' ‘Adieu, fott pretty follow, 
you plca8<‘ me much Lordfl. to hit iVo//»rr, Aug. 1809.] 

> ( A kiud of fiddle, with only two strings, played on by a bow, 
said to have l»een brought by the Moots into Spain — K.] 

* “Vhael Rev Fernmdor Lchir live King Ferdmaml! is Ihe 

cimrus of most of -the SjunlNri patriotic M«igs. Tlwy are chiefly Ui 
ili'prjtse of tltc old klm; Glories. Prince of 

Peace. I have heard tnvny of Ih'-m : some of the airs arc brairti- 
ful. Pon Manuel Codoy, the rnurfpe da In Pa*i of an ancient 
but decayed family, wws bom at Bad.ijor. on llie frontiers of Por- 
tugal, and was originally in the ranks of the Spanish guards; till * 
his prrson attracted the queen's eyes, atnl raisetl him lo the duke- 
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The royal wittol Cliartcs, and cur^e the day 
When first Spnin’squeet) beheld the block-eyed boy, 
Andgore-fiiccdTreasonsprungfroinberadulteralejoy. 

XLIX. 

On yon long, level plain, at distance crown'd 
With crags, whereon those Moorish turrets rest, 
Widescatter'dhoof'marksdint the wounded ground; 
And, scathed by fire, the greensward's darken'd 
vest 

Tells that tlie foe was Andalusia's guest : 

Here was tlie camp, tlie watch-llame, and the host, 
Here the bold peasant storm'd the dragon's nest ; 
Still does he tn«irk it w ith triumphant boast. 

And points to yonder cliffs, which oft were won and lost . 

L. 

And whomsoe’er along the path you meet 
Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue, 

Which tells yon whom to shun and w liom to greet : ‘ 
Woe to the man that w alks in public view 
W'ithout of loyalty this token true : 

Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke; 

And sorely would the Gallic foeman rue, 

If sifbtle poniards, wrapt beneath the cloke, 

Could blunt the sabre's edge, or clear tl)c cannon's 
smoke. 

Lt. 

At every turn Morena’s dusky lieight 
Sustains aloft the battery's iron load ; 

And, far as mortal eye can compass sight. 

The moiinlain-hpwitzer, the broken road, 

Tlie bristling palisade, tlie fosse o'erflow'd, 

The station’d bands, the nevcr-vacant watch, 

The magazine in rocky durance stow'd, 

Tlie bolster'd steed beneath the shed of thatch, 
Theball-piled pmmid, * tlie ever-blazing match, 

LII. 

Portend the deeds to conic but he whose nod 
Has tumbled feebler des(>ots from their sway, 

A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod ; 

A little moment dcigneth to delay : 

Soon will his legions sweep tlirough tliesc their 
way ; 

The West must own the Scourgor of the world. 
Ah ! Spain! how sad will be thy reckoning-day, 
When soars Gaul’s Vulture, with his w ings unfurl'd. 
And thou shalt view thv sons incrowdsloHades hurl'd . 



4x0 of Aicndia, elc.. elc. U b tn 1(ti< msn llie Spaniards mriyrr- 
sail; in>pu(r the ruin of ibeir country.— [ See. f-ir ample parllctilars 
cnncmiiTu; Ihe RaeUious court of Charles IV. , SoQtlicy'a Ublory 
of lh»* Penlamlar War, yol. I.— F.j 

; Tlie ml cockade, with '^FemanUo VII.'* In the centre. 

• .\tl «ho have seen a latter)- will recollect the pyramidal foim 
In nhkh shot and shells are plied. The Sirm Morrna was (ortl- 

in erery deRle tbrongh which I passed in my way to ScvUlc. 

* 8«eh were the explolu of thC'Matd of Sarafuxa. who hy hrr 
yaloof eleyaird herself to the higftrst rank ofhemiiies. When ilie 
author was at Seville she walked daily on ibe Prado, decoraled 
with medals and orders, by command nflhe Jiinta.-';Theespro!ta 
of Ao«u*tina, the famooa lierolne of Ixjih the aleue* of Saragoza, 
•re rreorded at lengtli in <me of the most splendid chaplersof 
>*'KJthey‘s nialory of tho Peniosular w'ar. At the time whdi she 


Llll. 

And must they fall? the young, the proud, tl»e brave, 
To swell one bloated Cliief.s unwholesome reign ? 
No ^tep lietwecn submi.ssion and a grave? , 

Thf* rise of rapine and the fall of Spain ? 

And doth tlie Pow cr tliat man adores ordain 
Their doom, nor heed tJie suppliant's appeal ?• 

Is oil that desperate Valour acts in vain ? 

And Counsel sage, and patriotic Zeal, 

TheVeleran’s skill, Youth'sHre, and Manhood’s heart ' 
of steel ? 

MV. 

Is it for this the Spnnisli maid, aroused. 

Hangs on the w illow her unstrung guitar, 

And, all unset'd, tlie aniaee hath espoused. 

Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of w ar? 

And she, whom once the semblance of a scar 
Appall'd, an owlet's lanim chill'd w ith dread, 

Now view’s tfic column-mattering bayonet jar, 

The falchion flash, and o’er the yet warm dead 
Stalks with Minerva's step where Mars might quake 
to tread. 

‘ Lv. 

Tc who shall man'cl when you hear her talc. 

Oil ! had you known her in her Softer hour, 
klark'd her black eye tliat mocksher coal-black veil. 
Heard lier light, lively tones in lady’s bower, 

Seen her long locks that foil the painter's power. 
Her fairy form, w iih more than female grace, 
Sr.arce would you deem that Saragoza's tower 
I Beheld her smile in Danger’s Gorgon face, 

Thin the closed ranks, and lead in Glory 's fearful chase. 

LVI. 

Her lover sinks— she sheds no ill-tiined tear; 

Her chief is slain — she fills his fatal postj 
Her fellows flee — she checks their base career; 

Tlie foe retires — she heads the sallying host : 

Who can appease like her a lover's ghost ? 

Who can avenge so well a leader's foil? 

What maid retrieve w hen man’s flush'd hope i&Jost? 
Who hang .so fiercely on the fly ing Gaol, 

Foil’d by a woman’s hand, before a batter d wall ? * 
I.VII. ^ 

Yet are Spain's maids no race of Amazons 
But form'd for all the witching arts of love : 

I ■ Though thus in arms they cmul.itc her sons. 


flr$l attracted noltce, hy moiiatiD;; a battery where her lover had 
fallen, aiut wurklai; a gun in bl« room, she vra<t in her (wenty- 
ite&.)Ud year, ciC' iH]lu:;ly prelty. and in a rofl fcmiuiiie .dyle of 
be.iuty. She in-t fnriher had tlie lionour lo be painted by Wflkle, 
arid alluded to in Wordsworth's Disserta'ioiron the Convcntfon 
(misnamed) ofClntr.'t: where a mdde pasu^ concludes in Ute^n 
words **sar3|idz:i has exemplified a melancholy, yea, a dismal 
truih,— yet eoasoiatory and full of joy,— that when a people aro 
C.dM Middenty to fl:;ht for Ihdr liberty, and are sorely prc»eil 
upon, Ihcir best fH'ld of baitlc U the (lof>n n{»ia wiitcli llidr 
diUdrea have pUyed: Uie chambers where the timiiyoreaeb man 
l»a« «l(Td;.upon or umlt-r the roofs by which they have been 
sbeitered ; in ihe gar<ims of tlieir recreation! in the street, or In 
the market-pkre : before the allan of their temple^, and amrui^ 
Itieir rnfigregated dwelling, blazing or uprooted. "-F.) 
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BYRON S WORKS. 


And to the horrid phalanx dare to move, 

*T is hut the tender fierceness of the dove» . 
Pecking the band that hovers o’er her mate : 

In softness as in firmness far above 
Remoter females, famed for sickening prate;' 

Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as great . 

LVlli. 

The seal Lore’s dimpling finger hath impress’d 
Denotes how soft that chin which bearshis touch * ' 
Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their nest, 

Bid man be valiant ere he merit such : 

Her glance how wildly beautiful! bow' much 
Hath Phoebos woo’d in vain to spoil her cheek, 
■Whichglowsyetsinootherfromhisamorous clutch! 
Who round the North for paler danies would seek ? 
How poor their forms appear! how languid, wan, and 
weak! X 

LIX. 

lyiatch me, ye climes ! which poets love to laud ; 
Match me, ye harams of the laud ! w here now * 

I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud 
Beauties that.cv'n a cynic must avow ; 
iNtatch me those Houries, whojn ye si-arcc allow 
To taste the gale lest Love should ride the w ind, 
WiUittpaln’s dark-glancing daughters* — deign to 
, know, , 

There your wise Prophet’s paradise we find, 

His black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelically kind. 

LX. 

Oh, thou Parnassus ! * whom 1 now survey, 

Not in the plirensy of a dreamer’s eye, 

Not in the fsbied landscape of a lay. 

But soaring soow-clad through thy native sky, 
lo the wild pomp of mountain majesty I 
What marvel if I thus essay to sing? 

The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 
Would gladly woo thine echoes with his string, 
Though from thy lieights no moreoneMusc will wave 
her w ing. 


< " stslUt III toeoto libpram Amorl*dl|1lulo 

VeMlglo (temoiutraDl iiMllltQdInein.'* Act. fliu 
• Thia ttanta was writicn in Tarkry. 

s [** Look black lulr, dark lanf^lshiDx ejM, clear ullre coni- 
plesions, and funna hinrc graceful in moUou than can b«; conceir- 
ed bjr an Sngllsliman, used to the drowsy. lUtless air uf his coun- 
trywomen. ailded to the most becoming dreu, and. althc-samc 
lime, the mewt decent in the world, render a S{>aabii beauty trrc~ 
audible.’*— a. loAis Vo/f«r,-.Vug. 4S09.] 

4 These stsnua were wriUeu in Caatri [DeJphoe^ at the tool u{ 
Paraastus, now called Xisxusx it.iakiira). Dec. 1809. 

AT '‘Upon Parna,uii8, golnjt to the foimtaia of Delphi (Castri 
In f 909. 1 saw a fUglil of twelve eagles (iiobliouBC says iliey wer«7 
viiIlorA—aUcasUn conversation), and 1 seizcil the omen. On 
the day before. I coin|>oscd Ui.e lines to PamaisuH (in CbUiJe 
HarohJ'i. and on beholdinj; the binlt, had a hOi>c that ApoUo bail 
uroepted my Itomage. 1 have at least had Uic name and fame of a 
r>oel. during the poetical period of life tfrom twenty to thirty);— 
whelher ii will last is anolhcr matter : but 1 have been a votary 
the deity and the place, and am grateful far what be has done 
lu my bclialf, leaving the future in hla hands, aa l left the past.” 
—a. Diary, ISil.J 


LXL 

Oft have I dream ’d of Thee ! w bok glorious name 
Who knows not, knows not man’s divinest lore : 
And now J view thee, ’t is, alas! with shame 
That 1 in feeblest accents must adore. 

■\Vlient recount thy worshippers of yore 
I tremble, and can only bend the knee; 

Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar. 

But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy 
In silent joy, to think at lost I look on Thee ! * 

LXII. . 

Happier in this tlian mightiest bards have been. 
Whose fate to distant homes confined their lot. 
Shall I unmoved behold the hallow’d scene, 

Which others rave of, though they know k not ?' 
Though here no more Apollo haunts his grot, 

And thou, the Muses’ seat, art now their grave,* 
Some gentle spirit still pervades the spot. 

Sighs in the gale, keeps silence in the cave. 

And glides w itli glassy foot o'er yon melodious wave. 

LXllI. 

Of thee hereafter.— Even amidst my strain 
1 turn’d aside to pay my homage here; 

Forgot the land, the sons, the maids of Spain ; 

Her fate, to every freeborn bosom dear; 

And hail'd thee, not perchance without a tear. 

Now to my theme — but from thy Iwly haunt 
Let me some remnant, some menx)rial hear ; 

Yield me one leaf of Daphne’s deathless plant, 

Nor let thy votary’s hope be deem’d an idle vaunt. 

LXIV. 

But ne’er didst thou, fair Mount! when Greece was 
young. 

See round thy giant base a brighter choir, 

Nor e’er did Delphi, when her priestess sung 
The Pj'thian hymn with more than mortal fire. 
Behold a train more fitting to insure 
The song of love than Andalusia’s maids, 

Nurst in the glow ing lap of soft desire : 


^ Ca»nng the eye over Ibe >110 of ■oeJeat Delphi, one cannot 
powibly luHgiiic wliat hu bccotne uf (he walls uf ihe oumerou* 
buHUiogs which are mriiUoued m the history of iu former magni- 
bccocc.— buildln;^ wbicb frovered two milcsof ground. With the 
MCepUou of the ftw terraces or suppurtiog w.Alis, nothing uow 
appears. ThC varkmi fubbcries by Scylla, Xero, and Coostantlnc, 
are incoRsiclcrahle; for ihc removal of ihe statues of hronse. and 
marble, and Ivufy, eOuld not greatly affect the general appearance 
of Ihe cl4'. Tl>e acclivity uf the hill, and the fuurHlatiuns being 
placed un rock, without cement, wooid no do«ib( render Uiem 
cumparativdy easy to be removed or burled down iulo the vale 
beluw ; but the vale exhibits no appearance of accumulalioo of 
hewn iloDcs; and Ibc modern village coidd have consumed but 
few. In the course of so many centuries, the debrU from the 
mountain must have Covered np a great d»*al. and even the rub- 
bish itself may baveaaiuifedaaoU Mifncicol lo conceal many noble 
renaius fi-um the lightufday. T«t wc see no swcUiugt or fir- 
ings ill the ground, indicating ibegravcsof Use temples. All there- 
fore U myslery, and Ihe Greeks may truly say, * Where stood the 
walls of our fslbers?' scarce their mussy tombs reiiuio 
;r i/iiams’a rrare/« in Creeer, vol. ii- p. SSI. 
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Ah ! that to these were given such peaceful shades I 
Ks Greececanstillbestow, thoughOlory flyber glades. 

ixv. j 

Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast 

Her strength, her wealth, her site of oncientdays; ' ■ 

Hut Cadiz, rising on tlie distant coast, 

Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise. I 
Ah, Vice ! how s^ft are thy voluptuous wa>-s I | 

While boyish blood i^inantling, who can ’scape ■ 1 
The fascination of thy magic gaze? 

A Cherub-hvdra round us dost thou gape, j 

And mould to evtvy taste thy dear delusive shape. j 

LXVI, I 

When Paphos fell by time— accursed Time ! 

The Queen who conquers all must yield to thee— | 
The Pleasures fled, but sought as warm a clime; . i 
And Venus, constant to her native sea, | 

To nought else constant, hither deign’d to flee , I 
And fix’d her shrine within these walls of white; 1 
Though not to one dome circumscribeth she I 

Her worship, biitr devoted to her rite, i 

A thousand altars rise, for^ever blaziug bright.* j 

LXVIt. I 

From moTH till night, from night till startled Morn ! 
Peeps blushing on the revel’s laughing crew, i 
The song is heard, the rosy garland worn; 

Devices quaint, and frolics ever new, I 

Tread oir each other’s kibes. A long adieu j 

He bids to sober Joy that here sojourns : 

Nought interrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish incense burns. 

And love and prayer unite, or rule the hour turns. 

Lxvm. 

The Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest; 

What hallows it upon this Christian shore? ' 

Lo ! it is sacred to a solemn feast v \ 

Hark! heard you not the forest-monarch's roar? | 
Crashing the lance, he snuffs the spouting gore | 
Of man and steed, o’erthrown beneath his horn; ’ 
11)6 throng'd arena shakes w ith shouts for more ; | 

Yells the mad crowd o’er eptraifs freshly lorn, I 
TSor shrinks the female eye, nor ev’n aflecls to mourn. 


• Serille wa« U>e Hl«[>a)b of Ihc Homans. " - i 

• p'Cadii. if the firttqmUn the CTTaUofi. The 

beautf of iti itreeb and manttoni U onlf rxcelM by the liveliix si I 
of Ha tohabitanta. 11 ia a complete Cylbera. foil of Uie finest | 
men in .Spain ; ibc CaJU Wing llie Laneaihire wilchea of : 
their land." ijmt b. to hi$ .Volhfr. isiKi— £.] I 

In Uim mixing up Ihe light with the tulemn, it waa the inlen* ! 
tion of the port to imitate Arinsiu. Bnt it is far easier lo rise, with I 
grace, from tW level of a strain generally faini'.ljr, into an occa- 
aioual iliort bnnt of pathos or aplrndour, Uun lu Interrupt thus a 
prolonged tune of solemnity by any desccift into the ludicrous or 
burie*(;uc. In the firmer case, ibe Iran'iiioo may have the e(rr<T 
uf softening or eicvatmg; while, in tlic latter, it almost invariably 
Mtocks;— fur the same reason, perhaps, that a trait of patiuM or 
high feeling, in comedy, has a peculiar charm : wlriJe Uie intrusiiui 
of comic senimtito tragedy, however Mmclioncd among ns by 


LlIX. 

Tlie seventh day this; the jubilee of man. 

London ! right wcH thou know'st the day of prayer : 
Then thy spruce iKtizei), wash’d artisan. 

And smug apprentice gulp Ibeir weekly air i 
Thy coach of hackney, w hiskey, one-horse choir. 
And humble.st gig, through sundry suburbs w hirl ; 
To Hampstead, llrentford, Harrow make repair; 
Till the tired jade the w heel forgets to hurl, 
Provoking envious gibe fVom each pedestrian churl. ^ 

LXX. 

Som A’cr thy Thamis row the ribbon'd fair, 
Otber^ along the safer turnpike fly; 

Some Richamud-hill ascend, some scud to Ware, 
And many to the steep of Uighgate hie. 

Ask ye, ^otian shades 1 the reason why?* 

'T is to the worship of the solemn Horn, 

Grasp’d in the holy hand of Mystery, [sworn. 
In whose dread name both men and maids aru 
Alid consecrate the oath with draught, and dance till 
morn. * 

LXXI. 

All have their fooleries — not alike arc thine. 

Fair Cadiz, rising o’er the dark blue sea! 

Soon as Hie matin bell proclainK'th nine. 

Thy saint adorers count the rosarj’: 

Mud) is the Vibcix teased to shrive them free 
(Well do I ween the only virgin there) 

From crimes as iiiiinerous as her headsmen be ; 
Then to the crowded circus forth they fare : 
Young, old, high, low, at once the samediversion share. 

LXXII. 

Tlie lists are oped, the spacious area clear'd. 
Thousands on thousands piled arc seated round; 
Long ere the first loud trum|tel’s note is heard, 

Ne vacant space for laled wight is found : 

Here dous, grandees, but chiefly dames abound, 
Skill'd in the ogle of a roguish eye, 

Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound; 

None tlirough tlieir cold disdain are doom’d to die. 
A« moon-struck bardscomplain, by Love’ssadarcherv 
^ LXXIII. 

' Hush'd i*the din of tongues— on gallant steeds, 
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light-poised 
lance. 


hAbitand luthori'y, rarrly (ailsIuofTenc). The poet wu 
convinced uf the failun* of the experiment, and in iium' vt the xui 
ceedinR cjuiti?i of iliilde llorok) repeated it.'*— Mooiie.) i 

* This was written at Thebe«, and consrquciiUy in Uie best ^ 
lualion fof a.«kinRai>d anmerinx auch a question; not as the Uri^ 
place of PuHlar, imt as tlie capital of fiirota, where the fi|t 
riddle was propouivlcd and solved. 

* [ Lord Byrun alludes to a riiliculoui custom which fnrmr|y 
prevailed at the puldic-hottses in IliRhRate, of administering .v 
burlesque oath lu all travellers of Uie middling rank who atopgd 
fhcrc. The jiartjr was sworn on a pair of iiorna, fastened, 

to kbs the maid when he cmild Uie mistress; never. to eat hr^ui 
bread when be auuld get white: never to drink small beer sd*' i> 
he could get strong;'* Willi m.iiiy other itduncUons of ibe^ilo 
kind,— to ail which was added the saving danse— ‘'MO]r<a sut< 
J{k.‘ il 
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i>4 -BYRON’S 

Four cavaUers prepare for venturous deeds, 

And lowly bending to the lists advance ; 

Rich arc their scarfs, their chargers feaiiy prance.: 
If in the dangerous game they shhie to-day, 

The crowd's loud shoiit and ladies* lovely glance, 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away, 

And all that kings or cliiefs e’er gain their toils repay. 
LXXIV. 

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak array'd, 

But all afoot, tlic ligbt-limb'd Matadorc 
Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowing herds ; but not before * 

The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o’er, 
"Lest aught unseen khoujd lurk to thwart his speed : 
Uis arms a dart, he iiglits aloof, nor more 
Can man achieve without the friendly steed — 

Alas ! too oft condemn'd for him to bear and bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thricp sounds the clarion; lo! the signal falls, , 
The den expands, and Expectation mule 
Gapes round the silent circle's [>eoplcd walls. 
Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute. 
And, wildly staring, .spuros, witli sounding foot. 
The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe ; 

Here, there, he points lus threatening front, to suit 
His first attack, wide, waving to and fro 
His angry tail; red rolls bis eye's dilated glow. 
LXXM. 

Sudden he stops; his eye is fix'd : aw*ay, 

Away, thou heedless boy I prepare the spear : 

Now is thy time, to perish, or display 
The skill that yet may chock his mad career. 

With well-timed croupe the nimble coursers veer; 
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes; 
Streams from bis fiank the crimson torrent dear: 
He flie.s, he wheels, distracted with his throes; 
Dart follow sdart; lance, lance; loud bellowings speak 
his woes. 

LXWIt. 

Again he comes ; nor dart nor lance avail, 

Nor the w ild plunging of the tortured horse ; ; 

Though man and man'.s avenging arms assail. 

Vain arc his weapons, vainer is his foft^e. 

One gallant steed is stretch'd a mangled corse. 
Another, hideous sight! unseam'd appears, 

His gory chest unveils life’s panting source; 
Though death-struck, still his feeble frame he rears; 
Haggrring,.but stemming all, his lord unifarm’d he 
bears. * 

LXWIU. 

Foil’d, bleeding, breathless, furious to the last. 

Full in the centre stands the bull at bay, 


WORKS. 

Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances brast, 
And foes disabled in the brutal fray: 

An<^ now* the Matadores around him play, 

Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand : 
Once more tlirougli all he bursts .his thundering 
way — 

Vain rage] the mantle quits the conyngc hand, 
Wraps bis fierce eye — ’t is past — be sinks upon the 
sand ! • • ♦ 

LXXI.X. 

Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine, 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies. 

He stops — lie starts^isdaining to dt.'cline : 

Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries, 

Without n groan, without a struggle dies. 

Tlie decorated car appears — on high 

The corse is piled — sw cet sight for vulgar eyes — 

?'our steeds that spurn the rein, as «wifi as shy, 

Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by. 
LXXX. 

Sirch the ungentle sport that oft invites 
The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish sw*ain. 
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights 
In vengeance, gloating on another's pain. 

What private feuds the troubled village stain ! 
Though now one phnianx'd host should meet thefoe, 
Enough, alas I in humble homes remain, 

To meditate ’gainst friends the secret blow, 

For some slight cause of wrath, whence life’s warm 
stream must fiow. 

But Jealousy has lied : his bars, his bolts, 

His wither'd sentinel. Duenna sage! 

And all whereat the generous soul revolts; 

Which the stern dotard deemed be could encage, 
Hove pass’d to darkness with the vanish’d age. 

• Who late<so free as Spanish girls were seen, 

('Ere War uprose in his volcanic rage,) 

With braided tresses bounding o’er the green, 

While on the gay dance shone Night's lover-lovihg 
Queen ? 

Lxxxn. 

Oh I many a time, and-oft, had Harold loved, 

Or drram’d he loved, since, rapture is a dream; 

But now' Ills wayward bosom was unmoved, 

For not yet had he drunk of Lctlie’s .stream; 

And lateiy had Ik learn’d with trutli to deem 
Lx)ve has no gift so grateful as his wings : 

How fair, how young, how soft soe'er he seem. 
Full from the fount of Joy’s delicious springs 
Some bitter o’er the flowersilsbubblingvenom flings.* > 


1 [The rra-Jer will do well to compare l.onl Brron’a inlmalH 
pictoro of llic pn|>nlar '*tport** of (lie SpanLdi luUon, w iih tlte- 
Tetv circuin«lan(i.il delaih conlalned in Ihe riiarmlm? ** Lcitrrt ot 
Don tcocadjo 04 d)Iado,” (I. #. IheRcv. Blanco Wl»ife‘ prili|i«hnl 
In (H0. So Inveterate «a«, at one time, the rage of the peojiic for 
itHi amtivcmpQt. that even bofs mimicked iu features in U>c(r 
piar. In the >tauRliter-lioos« iUclf ilie profcMlonal Imli-fijhlr: 


R4VC public le«sonii ; and mch was the forc<^ of depraved ewfom. 
that Uriic< of Ibe liiphcst rank were not a<hamc«l to ipjKar amidst 
ibe filii* and horror -of tt»e t>harnhies. The Spaniard" receive*! thi.v 
sporl from thcMoom, amrmg whom It wa" celrhraie*! wlih gn'at 
pomp and splendour. — Sec variMw Note* lo Mr. Lockhart • Col- 
Irctton of Anclcnl Spanidi B.illad", IS22.— E.’ 

» **Meilioricf«»ttle iepornm,** etc.— Lie. 
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LXXXIII. 

. Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind, 
Though now it moved him as it moves the wise; 
^ot that Pliilosophy on sucli a mind 
E’er deign’d to t)end her cha$tely*awfui eyes : 

But Passion raves itself to rest, or flies; 

And Vice, tliat digs her own voluptuous tomb, 
Had-buried long his hopes, no more to rise : 
Pleasure’s pall’d victim ! life-ahhorring gtoom 
Wrote on his faded brow curst Cain’s unresting doom. 


Nor |ow Ambition’s honours lost, 

That bids me loathe my present state. 

And fly from all 1 prized the most : 

' * -4. 

It is that weariness which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see: 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings: t 
Thine eyes have scaite a charm for me. - 
fl- 
it is that settled, ceaseless gloom 


LXXXIV. 

Still lie beheld, nor mingled with the throng ; 

But view’d them not with misanthropic hate : 

Fain would he now bave join'd the dance, the song; 
But who may smite that sinks beneath his fate? 
Nought that he skwiits sadness could abate : 

Yet once he struggled ’gainst the demo^ sway, 
And as in Beauty's bower be pensive 
Pour’d forth this unpremetjUated lay, 

To charms as fairas those that soothed his happier day. 
* TO INEZ. '■ 

I. 

Nay, Smile notot my soHen brow ; 

A las ! I cannot smile again : 

Yet Heaven avcrt.lbat ever thou 
Shouldst weep, aodhaply weep in vain. 

s. • 

And dost thou ask, what secret woe 
I Umr,. corroding joy and youth? ' 

And wilt Uiou vainly seek to know 
A pang, ev'n thou must fail to soothe? 
s. 

It is not love, it is not bate, * 


The fabled Hebrew w'andercr bore ; 

That will not look beyond thetoiub. 

But cannot hope for rest before. 

‘ 6. 

What Exile from himself can flee ? 

To lones, though more and more remote, 

Still, still pursues, where’er L be, 

Tlie blight of life— the demon Thought. 

• 7. ' , 

Yet Others rapt in pleasure seem, 

And taste of alLthat 1 forsake; 

'I Oh! may they stHI bf transport dream. 

And ne'er, at least like me, awake I 

I. 

Tlirough many a clime ’t rs mine to go, 

With many a retrospection curst; 

And all rhy solace is to know, 

Whate’er betides, I’ve known tlie worst. 

9 . 

What is that worst? Nay do not ask — 

In pity from tlie searoli forl>ear: 

Smile on — nor venture to unmask 
^lan^s heart, and view the Hell that ’s there. 


95 


• lo pUce of ihis son^, whicli was written at Athene, January 
S3 isto. auU nhicb cunlatoa. a« Muure sajra, **.aumc of the drea- 
rkai touche* of aidnc** that ever Byruii’e pen let faU," ,we find, in 
the first draught of the Canto, the following 
u 

Ob ae' w ta)fc iRain la me 
ur oortbero ctlaie* aoiJ ^llUb ladle* ; 

J( luc net t>ecD y^r h>l lo see. 

Like me. the lovely girl ot cadls. 
aiibeuah her eye be not of blue. 

Kor fair her tochf. like RnflM lavca', 

Hoo far Its omo etpresktre hue 
The tanguld aiore eye lurpaase* I 

a. 

rrometbcus-llke, from heaven she stole 
The Are, UmI ihreagh ibose sHsea lashes 
In rtarkMt eluiKoi lectiw lo roll, 

Frooiejes ibal eanoothlde ibelr lleibes : 

Aod as aleoff her IxMin sieol 
Id tengiben'ii flow her Irenes, 

Tou 'd swear each elnMerlns lork ronld feel, 

Aod ruri'tf lo give ber^neefc esimev. ^ 

fl- 


our English fflskis arc lou8 ie «roo. 

And trHtld even In po^^slco ; 

And If their charms U fair Ie slew, 

Tbtir llp« are slow at Loves roofeMlou : 

Bol. born beneath abrlgbler snn, . -i*r 

Par love ordtiQ ii Ibe -VairoUb maid Is-: 

Lud vsbo,— Nben rondly, iairl) won.— i - 

Eoc boats you Ilka lb« girl of Cadli I 
4 . 

TIm Spanifb ntaM U no roquelie. 


Nor Joys leree a lover Irenbie, 

Aod If she love, or If she baia, 

Alika the knons Dot lo dlMrmble 
Ocr bran rau ne'er be bough) or sold - 
IIOKror II beats. It bcais sincerely; 

.tod, though II will not bead to gold. 

T will leva you loog and love you dmrly . 

». • 

Tbe SpaoUb girl ibal meets yoor love 
Ne'er lounts you wlib a mork denial. 

For every tbongbl Is bent lo prove 
Her pa^*loD lu ibe hour of irlaL 
Wben tlirohitlng fnvmen menace ^aln. 

Sbe dares ibedeed and abstrs the danger; 
And should her lover press the phin. 

She hurl* ihe Ipeer, her leva's avenger. 

«. 

And when, betiaotb Iba evening star. 

Sbe Aingin In ibegty botero. 

Or tings lo her stluimt guRsr 
•rf ChrlAl.in knlghl or Moorish bero. 

Or cou nls Iter brads w Hit fairy band 
Broeaih the IM Inkling rays ofneaper. 

Or Joins Jevollon's rboral band, 

Torhauot the ^ect and hallow'd vesper;— 
7 . . 

Id eaeb bar rbsrms Ibe hearl muM loovo 
Of oN wlw> venture lo bvholrf brr ; 

Tbeti let not maids Ims fair reprota 
baraosa her bosom It net raMce: 

Through many a cllma *t la mloc to roam, 
Wbare many a soft and nitUirig ould la. 

Bal none abroad, and Ibw at borne. 

May naleb Ibe darb>eTed girl of r.*dls. 
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LXXXV. 

Adieu, f^ir Cadiz! }'eu, a long adieu! 

Who may forget how well thy waHs have stood? 
When all were changing thou alone wert true, 
First to be free and last to be subdued : 

'And ifamidst a scene, a.shock so rude, 

Some native-blood was seen thy streets to dye, 
Ati'aitor only fell beneath the feud : • 

Here all were noWe, save Nobility \ 

None bugg'd a conqueror’s ehain, save fallen Chivalry ! 

LXXXVI. 

Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her fate! 
They fight for freedom ,who were never free, 

A kingless people for a nerveless state ; 

Her vassals combdt when their chieftains flee. 

True to. the veriest slaves of Treachery*, 

Fond of a land which gave them nought but life, 

* Pride points tlie path that leads to liberty ; 

Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife, 

War, war is still (he cry, “War even to the knife!” ■ 
Lxxxvn. 

Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards know, 
Gos read whate’er is writ of bloodiest strife : 
Whatever keen Vengeance urged on foreign foe 
Can act, is acting there against man's life : 

From Hashing scimitar to secret knife, 

War mouldetli there each w'eapon to his need— 

So may he guard the sister and tlie wife, 

So may he make each curst oppressor bleed, 

So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed ! ’ 

LXXXVUI. 

Flows there a tear of pity' for the dead ? 

Look o’er the ravine of the reeking plain; 
l>ook on the hands with female slaughter r«l ; 


Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain, 

’Then to the vulture ief each corse remain; 

Albeit unworthy of tbe-prey-bird’s maw, [stain. 
Let their bleach’d bones, and blood’s unbleaching 
Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe : 
rtius only may our sons conceive the scenes we saw ! 
LXXXIX. 

Nor yet, alas! the dreadful work is done; 

Fresh legions pour adown tlie Pyrenees : ^ 

It deepens still, the work is scarce begun. 

Nor mortal eye llie distant end foresees. , 

Fali'n nations gaze on Spain ; if freed, she frees 
More than her fell Pizarros once enchain’d : 
Strange retribution ! now Columbia’s ease 
Repairs the wrongs diat Quito’6 sons sustain’d, 
Wiiile o’er the parent clime prowls Murder unre- 

f in’d. 

xc. 

Not all the blood at Talavera shed, 

Not all the mpnels of Barossa’s fight, 

Not Albuera lavish of the dead, , . 

Have w on for Spain her well-asscutedright. 

W'licn shall her Olive-Branch be free from blight? 
When shall she breathe her from tlie blushing toil? 
How many a doubtful day shall sink in night, 

Ere the-Frank robber turn him from spoil. 

And Freedom’ s stranger-tree grow native of the soil ! 
xci. 

And thou, my friend !«— since unavailing woe 
Bursts from my heart; and mingles with the strain — 
Had the sw ord laid thee with the mighty low, . 
Pride' might forbid e’en Friendship to complain : 
But thus unlaurel'd to descend in vain. 

By all forgotten, save the lonely breast, 


• vtludlos tu (he conduct and tleatti of Solano, tbe governor of 
Cadiz, in Uay. IKI9. 

* War la the knife." Palifox'a answer to Uie French general 
at the siege ot saraguia. [In his procLimatloni, alao, be slated, 
that, shoald the Frr-ncti commit any roU>eriea. devastations, and 
murders, no quarter diuold he given them. The dogs by whom 
tie was bcaet, he uid, Marcely kflhitu time to clean hbaworil 
from their bkiod, but they still found Uielr grave at Sarjgoaa. All 
bis idtlresaes were in the same apinl. *• Ills language,** uya Mr. 
Southey. *‘ had the hi..(h tone, and aomvUiing of the intlaUuu uf 
Spaiiuh r*)mancc, siriiio^ the charecU-r of Iho^e to whom It was 
directed.** See ilUlotTf of /»e«i«aiifar ly 'or, rol. 1H. p. isa. 
-E.] 

»The canto, in the original MS., close* with the following 


AS ir itiercia Ibe; meant to colootie ; 

BdW ■rosny tiaope f'Cron'd tlie UugklAg mala, 

Vbtt user bebaid iticsald return aaaln : 

]tDw nmr bnlUllDgs are In socli a place. 
il«<* lasD} kagket rrom (hi* to yuoder plain. 

How rasDT relics cech rathedral «nire, 

And where ctrtMt rtiads en tier stgaattc Hass. 

Tbcre may you read t Ob. Fborbus. ave Sir lobn, 
Tldl ibetc my word* proptivilc may not err 1 1 
- AIMbat wasMid. or tung. orUwt or wen. 

By vauallog; WelksN) or by Mauderlng rrere. 

Ha that wrote Baif die '■ bcedy EnUii'Orlodar.* 

Tbu* poesy UM way lograudeor para- 
W bo woBid Qot Hirti dipiomaUUs prefer 7 
Bat cMse. my Mu»e. Uty speed Mine respite cn*««, 
Leave logsta (« tbeir bouse, and irmla ui ibetr grate*. 


stanzas:— 

' Ve, wbo wootd oiora of SpatD and Spaniard* know. 

Siptii*, SatniJ. Aotlguc*. Aru. Anecdote*, and War. 
col bW ye bance l« Nienioelce-row- 
-A/e they not wrlltea ia ihe Book et Carr,* 

Aeen Krio't kai«tx sal baropcawauderliMiiUrt 
TBm llsleo. keadrr,''tallM Han of Ink, 
nrer what b*dld.a«d MHisbi, nod wrote afar; W" 

AU lbe*oare coop'd wHbln opr gtaano sbrlek. 

TbI* borrow . sttM ^doii't bay-.-nud tell u* whet yoo think. 

with kpeclacin on eya. 

Fyt did embork for Spala, 
prwpheeics of tten'et were wiiiten afliT theti 



Yet hereof'— menUon may be made. 

Wbo fttr ibe Junta mOdoU'd aaptent lawa, 

Taught them to goreni ere they were obey d : 
certa. fit (eechcr to command, becauM; 
ifls soul Sarsllewo kanttp^ awe*: 

Bleft wHb a datne In Ylrtbe * bo*oa horst,- 
Wlib berletkilMtadiPIratloo pauat- 
Troe to her second bethaod and her Orit : 

Oq suA aoibaken (aioe let Satire do its wont. 

t The ilonooraUe Jofan Winghcld, of the Guarils, who died of 
fever at Coimbra. 1 had known him len yuars, the better half of 
i^Ris life, and Ibe liappiest part of mine. In the short space of one 


hi, here: but It rwpHrea no srrend sifiii '[ >’«>nih. I have lost her wbn gave roe being, and matqf Ihoac who 
lo fe^l * Move : the trsi gUmpae of ike knight wa eooupb. [ We here 
sireedy stated ( eetr, p. TB |. tMt Lord Byron bad iiie* Sir John Carr at 


eeffipletloo. ai 


Cadtt. and Icnploced ••not to he pul down hi Mack and whllc.--B.] 


: 


** [The ** >f«ady Knire-grlnder," In the Anll*lacobhi. wma joint prodoe- 
I tion of Prere ahd CaDnlBi.-S.I 
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And mix unbleedin^ wiUi the boasted slain, 

^Vhfle Glory croons so many a n>eaner crest! 
1^’bat hadst tliou done to sink so peacefully to rest 7 
icii. 

Oh, known the earliest, and esteemed the mosk! 
Dear to a heart wliere nought was Jeft so dear ! 
Though to my hopeless days for ever lost, 

In dreams deny me not to see tl>ee here! 

And Morn in secret slull renew tite tear 
Of Consciousness awaking to her woes, 

And Fancy hover o'er thy bloodless bier« 

Till my frail frame return to whence it rose. 

And mourn'd and mourner lie united in repose, 
xciri. 

Here is one f)ite of Harold's pilgrimage : 

Ye who of him may further seek to know, 

ShaU find some tidings in a future page, 

If lie that rhymeth now may scribble moe. 

Is this toomucli 7 stern Critic ! say not so : • > 
Patience! and ye shall hear w’hat be beheld 
In other lands, where lie was doom'd to go : 
T^nds that contain the monuments of Eld, 

Ere Greece and Grecian arts by barbarous hands were 
queH'd. 


CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 

OI«TO IBE SECOND. 


1 . 

t 

Come, blue*eyed maid of heaven !^but thou, alas ! 
Didst never yet one mortal song inspire^ 


had made ttui being tolerable. To me the Unea of Youog are no 
BcUoq t— 

** iMiluia arTtiec ! ranM not ooe nifOre } 

Tby.tban new tbrk«. nd thrice mf peace wae deIn, 

‘And thrice ere ihrire jeu moon bad Ail'd her tnro.'* 

I ahoaU have ventured a verse to the mt^nry of the Late Charles 
Skinner Uatlhcws, Keilow of Downing College. Cambridge, were 
be nut loo much above all pralic of mine. Ills powers of mind, 
■buwti ID Ihealtaimii^Dl of greater honours, againsl ibe ablest can* 
didjin. than lho*e of any graduate on record al Cambridge, have 
jufBcietitly establUhed hU faiue on Uie spot where it was acqnfretl ; 
while his softer quatfUcs live in the reColIccUon of frini^ who 
loved him too weJI lo envy his superiority.— [This atul the follow, 
ing stanza were added In August. 1811. For an account of young 
WingSeld. see anle, p. S3. Uallhews waa the son of the talc John 
Matthews, Ksq. (the represmtallveof Herefordshire In the parlia- 
ment of I80S-6), and brother of Ibe author of “The Diary of an 
lovalid.” also unUmely snatched away.— E.] 

' Part of the Acropolis waa destroyed by the explosion of a ma* 
gazine during the Veneilati siege.— [On tlie highest part of Lyca- 
beilua, as Cliandier was Infamved hy an eye-witiiets. Ibe ye> 
DfUaAs. to ir>87. placr^ four, nsortars and. six pieces of cannon, 
wbro llir)* hatbrred the Acrapojia. One of the bombs was fatal 
lo some of the aculptnre on the west fhmt of Uic Parthenon. * lu 
•667," says Hr. ilobbauae. “every arulquity of which there is now 
any trace in the Acmpolu was In a tolerable state of prescfvalioa. 
This great temple might, at that period, be called ciiRre Itaviag 
been previously a ClirtslUn church, it was then a nvoaque, the 
most beautiful h> ibe world. The portion yet standing, cannot fall 
to &U the mind of the most Indifferent spec(at«»r with sentiments 
of asionishmcDl and awe: and the same reOecUooi arise upou Uie 
4 olgll even oTlbe enormous ma«es of marble rulni which are spread 
opdn the area of the temple. ”—E.) 


Goddess of AVisdom! here thy temple wos, 

And iS) despite of war ond wasting fire,' 

And years, that liade thy worship to expire , 

But worse than steel, and flame, and ages sK>wv 
Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts df thee and thine on polish^ breasts 
bestow. 

n. . . 

Ancient of days I august Athena !* wliere, 

Where are thy men of might ? thy grand in soul ? * 
Gone— glimmering through the dreams of thiogs 
that were ; 

First in the race that led to Glory’s goal, 

They won, and pass'd away-^'s this the whole? 

A schoolboy's tale, the wonder of an hour J 
The warrior's weapon and the sophist's stole 
Are sought in vain, and o’er each mouldering tower, 
Dim with the mist of years, gray flits the shade pf 
power. 

III. 

Son of the morning, rise ! approach you here*! 
Come— but molest not von defenceless urn : 

I^ok on this spot — a nation's sepulchre! 

Abode of gods, whose sluines no longer burn. 

Even gods must yield— religions take their turn : 
'Twas Jove’s — T is Mahomet’s — and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly hfs incense soars, his victim bleeds ; 

Poor child of Doubt and Death, whose ho|>e is built on 
reeds.* 


• Wc can ill feel, or imagine, the regret with whicli the ruiiu of 
citiee, once the capitals of emplrcf, are brhekl: llie renections lUg- 
grsted by such objrclsare too trite to require recapitulation. But 
never did the lUllenew of man, and (he vanity of his very bevl vir- 
tues, of patriotism to exalt, aodof valour (o defetMl hU country, 
a{>pear more conspicuoos than In Uie reconI of what Uliens was, 
j aud the certainly of what she now Is. Thb theatre of conieotioa 
! between ruigbly facUons, of the struggles ufuraiors, Ibe exaltatioo 
and deposition of lyrauls. the triumph and ponishinenl of generals, 
la DOW beemne a scene of )>eUy iotrigua ami perpelual disturbance, 
itetween tfic bickering ageiils of cerlaiaBriUdi nobility and g«tdry. 
“Tlic wild foxes, the owls, and serpents in iheruius of Bat^ion," 

. wei^ surely less degrading Uiao such iuhaUlanls. The Turks have 
Uie.p(ea of conquest (or their tyranny, and Uio Greeks Kave only 
autli'rcd the fortune of war, IncideoUl lo the bravest ; but how are 
ihemiglity fallen, w hen lwi» iwinlcrsooiilest lbs privilege df plun- 
dering the Partltenon, and triuin|tb In turn, accordiug lu Uie leuor 
of each succeeding firman : byila could but ptiulsli, PhiHp sub* 
due, and Xerxes bum AUicnst but it remained for the paltry an- 
tiquarian, and hh despicable agents, to render her contemptible ' 
as liimaelf and his pursuits. The I’artheaoii, before ils destrucUon 
In part, by fire during Uic Vcneiian siege, bad been a tciiqdf. a 
I churdi. and a musque. In each point of view il is an obJi*et of 
. regard: it changed its worshippers; but still it was a place of 
I worsltip ihrice sacred to devotion t Its viulaliou is a triple aacri* 

' lege. But— > . 

( “ Has. proud msa, 

I Dmt la a ItlUa brief oHibortiT, 

risT* *arh faniasik (rirtu before Ugh bMvan 
I Os make Ibe angels wrep." 

I ■ ^ (In the original MS. we find the fullowing note lo this rtansa. 

I which had been pre(>ared lor fnbttcation, bul was afterwords 
1 withdrawn, “ (fom a iBar." says (be poet, '‘that rt might be eoao- 

13 
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UYUON S WORKS. 


* IV. 

Bound to the enrth, he lifts his eyes to heaven— 

' Is ’toot enough^ unhappy thing ! to know 
lliou art ? Is this a tH>on so kindly givcn» 

Tliat being, thon wouldst be again, and go, 

Thou know’st not, reck'st not to what region, .so 
On earth no more, but mingled will) the .skies ? 
Still wilt thou dream on future joy and woe ? . 
Regard and weigh )*on dust before it flies ; 

That little um saith nwre than tbouund homilies. 

V. 

' Or burst the \-anish*d Hero’s lofty mound ; 

Far on the solitary .shore lie sleeps : ' 

He fell, and falling nations mourn’d around ; ' 

But now not one of saddening thousands weeps. 
Nor warlike-worshipper his vigil keeps 
■Where demi-gods appear’d, as- records tell. 
Remove yon skull from out the scatter’d heaps : 
that a temple uiiere a God may dwell ? 

>Vhy even the worm at last disdains her shatter'dceli ! 
vz. 

Look on It-s broken arch, its ruin’d wall. 

Its chambers desolate, and portals foul : 

Yes, this was once Ambition’s airy hall, 

The dome of Thotight, the palace of the Soul . 
Behold, tliroiigh eacii lack-lustre; eyeless hole, 

Tlie gay recess of Wistlom and of AVil 

And Passion’s liosl, that never brook'd control : 

Can all saint, sage, Or sophist ever writ; 

People this lonely tower, this tenement relit ? 

VII- 

Wcll 'didst thou speak, Athena's w isest son ! 

“ All that we Know is, nothing can be known.” 
AVhy should we shrink from what we cannot shun ? 
Kach hatlj his pang, but feeble sufferers groan 
AVilh brain-born dreams of evil all their own. 


Akkred ralber as ati alUtck, than a defence of rclifiloai'*— 
this au?e of bigotry, wh^n the pnritan and prlent hare changed 
placet, and the wretched Catholic vidtiHl with Uic ‘sim of hla 
fatliera,’ even untn generaiioa* far IieyutMi the pale of the com- 
mabdtncnt. the cast of o|>tnion in these uLinias will, donbllcn, 
meet with many a coatemptiions anathema. But let it be remem- 
bered, that the spirit they breathe Is desponding, not sneering. 
acepUcism ; that he wbo has aeen the Greek and Moslem aupersii- 
tions contending for masrery orer the former dirhiei of PotjMhcism 
—who has left in hU own, • Pharise«ts, thinking God that Uiey are 
not like pabiicans and sinner*,' and Si«nUrd» in theirs, abhorring 
the bereilcs, who bare hotpen Utem In their need,— will be not a 
little bewildered, and lieein to ihink. that as cmlf one of them can 
bo right, they may. most of them, be wrong.' with regard to 
morals, and Uic effect of reiiglon on mankind, it apix'ars. from all 
hisloHcal testimony. it» have had less effi-ct in making them lore 
their oeighbotirs, Ilian Inducing that cnnlUl ChrbUan aUiorrenee 
between sectaries and hchi<maties. The Turks and Quakers are 
the roost tolerant t if an Itilidel p.iys his heratch to the former, he 
may pray bow, when, and where he pleaM** ; and the mild tenets, 
and (lerout demeanour of the Utter, make tlwdr Urc« the truest 
commentary on the .Seniion on the Mount.”— E.] 

* It was nut always the custum of the Greeks to bum iheir dead : 
the greater Ajax, In particular, waii interred entirr. - Almost all 
the chiefs becaate gods after Ihclr 'decease ; and lie was imiecd 
neglected, wbo bad not annual games near his tomb, or fcsUrals 
iu honour of his memory by bU eonntrymrn, as Achilles, Bra- 


Pursue what Ghaiicc or Fate proclaimclh best ; 
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron : . 

Tlierc no forced banquet claims the sated guest. 
But Silence spreads the couch of ever- welcome rest. 

f 

VIII. 

Yet if, as holiest iQen have deem’d, there be 
A land of souls bey ond that sable shore. 

To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee 
. And sophists, madly vttjn of dubious lore ; 

How sweet it were in concert to.adore * 

AVith those who made our mortal labours light ! 
To hear each voice we fear’d to hear no more ! 
Behold each mighty shade reveal’d to sight. 

The Bactrian, Samian sage, and all who taught the 
right!* 

IX. 

There, thou 1 — whose love and Kfe together fled, 
Have left me here to love and live in vain — 

Twined with my heart, and can I deem thee dead 
AA'hen busy Memory flashes on my brain ? 

AA'ell — I w ill dream that we may meet again, 

And woo the vision to my vacant breast : 
if auglit of young Remembrance tlien remain, 

Be as it may Futurity's behest, 

For me ’t were bliss enough to know thy spirit blest ! ' 

X. 

Here let me sit upon this massy stone, ^ 

Tlie marble column’s yet unshaken base ; ' 

Here, son of Saturn ! was thy fav’rite throne : 
Mightiest of many such ! Hence let me trace 
The latent grandeur of thy dw clliug-place. 

It may not be : nor ev’n can Fancy's eye 
Restore what Time hath labour’d to deface. 

I Yet these proud pillars claim no passing sigh; 

I Unmoved the Moslem sits, the liglit Greek carols In . 


sidas, cic., and a| la*l even Antiooiu, whine death wa« as heroic 
as hb lifi; was infamnuii. . 

• [In the uriglnal US., for ihU magnificent stanza, we find what 
foHows I— 

'* Fmwa not upon tor. rburibb rrksll (bal I 
l.oot not for life. *bcre lltr ms} oevor tw ; 

. i am D« MiMirrr at tb? phamsiy ; ■ 

Thoo pllhwl nia.^alMl I envy ibM. 

Thoa bold dUcovervr to an BokooivD no, 
or bapp) UleaaiH] bapplrv imanUlhera; 

I aak Iber not to prove a s«dduc«« ; - 
sun drv«in of ParadlK. Uvou knoH'at not where, 
nm lovnt Ino well lo bid iblge erring l>rnlher«bAr«.T-C.] 
ifLord Byn)Q wrote this stanza at ^ewstead, in October till, 
on hearing of the death of his Camlindgc fricDd, young Eddlc- 
stono. See mtr, p. 2S.] 

4 [“The thought ami the cxprc5Sk>a." lays Professor Clarke, In' 
a letter to the {lori. ** are here so truly Petrarch's, that I would 
ask you whether you e«er read,— 

4 * r<ri quABdo T vero kgombra 

Qae) doirv error pwr If mnk-Mno awldo, 

Me freddo. pletra morla In pteira viva ; 
to gulM d tiooi ebf pen*] « plaoee e veriva 
“ Thas reiiJcrcU by Wilraot,— ^ 

- Rot when rude inilb destroys 

1 b*> loved NIusloi) of Ibe dreamed sweets, ^ 

I *«( M»« (font 01) lb* told rufgtd atoite. ' 

less roM, less dted Ibaii I, eod tbink and wrrp stone.' C.-J 
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♦ XI. 

But wbo, of all the plunderers of yon fane ; 

On liiglif where Pnllas linger'd, loth ta flee 

The latest relie of her ancient reign ; 

The last, the worst, dull spoiler, who was he? 
Blush, Caledonia I such thy son could be ! 

England ! 1 joy no child he was of thine : 

Thy free«bom inen.should spare w hat oace was free; 
Yet they could violate encli saddening shrine. 

And bear these altars o’ct the long-reluctant brine.* 
XII. 

But most the modern Piet’s ignoble boast, 

To rive what Goth, and TurKt and Time hath spared : ' 
Cold as the crags ufion his native coast, 

Ills mind as barren and his heart as hard, 

Is be whose head conceived, whose hand prepared, 
AjughI to displace Athena's poor remains : 
lier sons, too weak the sdered shrine to guard, 

Yet felt some portion of their mother’s pains, ^ 

And never* knew;, till tlien, the weight of Despot's 
chains. . 

, XIII. 

IVhat ! shall it e’er be said by British tongue, 
Albion was happy in Athena's tears ? 

Though in thy uame the slaves her bosom wrong, , 
Tell not the deed to blushing Europe's earss 
The ocean queen, the free Brit<uinia, bears 
The last poor plunder from a bleeding land : ■ 

Yes, she, w hose gen'rous aid her name endears, 
Tore down Uiose remnants with a haipy’s hand, 
^Yhicbeoyious Eld Corbofe, and tyranUleft to stand.* 

XIV. 

Where was thine .Egis, Pallas ! that appall'd 
Stern Alaric and Havoc on their woy ? * 

Where Peleus’.son? whom Hell in vain enthrall'd. 
His shade frmn Hades upon that dread day 
Bursting to light in terrible array ! 

What! could not Pluto spare the chief once more. 
To scare a second robber from his prey ? ' ' 

Idly he w’ander'd on the Stygian shore, 

Nor now preserved the walls he loved to shield before. 


• The temple of JapUer Olrropiai. of which Uxlceo columw. 
enUrrIy of marble, yet nirflvc : oriftlnaUy^ Uiere were one Mir- 
dred and 6ny. Theie cdlumoA, bowevec. are by m'aoy rap posed 
to have belooKdd to the Panlhera. 

* See AppefMilx to Uila Canto [A), for a note (owlqna to be 

here. - 

1 1 cannot mist araUUift myrdf pt; the permisdlon of my friend 
I)r. Clarke, whow name requires oocommcfit with the public. Dot | 
whutc mocHod will add tetilokl weight to my testimony, to Insert | 
the followint; eiiractfrom a very obliging letter of bh to me, as a ' 
note to the above lines t— “When the Iwt of the Uelopes was 
lak^ from tlie Parthenon, and, la moving of it great part of the 
wpml rue hire wiih one of the Irigls^hs was thrown down by the 
worknicti whom Lord Llgin^mploycd, the UMir, who beheld ilie 
nbchicf done In thebnildipg. took lili pipe from lib cnoaUi, drop- 
poll a tear, aud. in a supplicating lone of voice, said to Lusieri, ' 
Toerf— I was preieot." Tlie Disdar alluded to was the father of 
the present DUdar. 

4 (After sUoza aiii. the original US. has tlic roilowiiig i— 

" Come. tbeo. riaiiic TbSMsot e<cb degras. 

Dart BsmllMM sod mIIcii abtnlcra, 


XV. ■ ’ • 

Cold 19 the heart, fair Greece ! tliat looks on thee, 
Nor feels as lovers o’er tlie dust they lov<*d ; 

Dull is the eye that will not w*eep to see 
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines removed 
By British hands, w hich it had best behoved 
To guard those relies ne'er to be restored. 

Curst be the hour when from fheir isle they roved, 
And once again tliy hapless bosom gored, 

And snatch'd tliy shrinking Gods, to northern climes 
abhorr’d I . . 

XVI. . 

But where is Harold? Shall Mhep forget 
To urge the gloomy w anderer o’er the wave? 

Little reck'd.be of all that men regret; 

' No loved-one now in feign'd lament could rave ; 

No friend the partir^ hand extended gavci 
Ere t(iecold stranger pass’d to 6ther climes : ' 
Hard is his heart whom charms may not enslave ; 
But Harold felt not as in other times, 

And left without a sigh the land of War and crimes. 

XVH. A 

He that has sail'd upon the dark blue sea 
Has view’d at Umes, 1 ween, a full fair sight ; 
When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may be. 
The white sail set, tl\e^aliant frigate tight; 

Mnsls, spires, and strand retiring to the right,. 

The glorious main expanding o'eMlie bow, ■ 

Tlie cofivoy spread like wild swans in their flight, 

. The dullest sailer wearing bravely no|v. 

So gaily curl Uie waves before each dashing prow. 

XVIII. 

And oh, the little warlike world within 1 
The well-reeved guns, the netted canopy,* 

The hoarse command, the busy humming din. 
When, at a word, Uie tops are manq’d oa hij^ : ' 
Hark, to the Boatswain’s call, the cheering cry ! 

W hile through the seaman’s hand the tackle glides; 
'Or schoolboy Midshipmanlhat, stanaing by, 
Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides^' 

And well the docile crew that skilful urchin guides. 


* According lo Zosimu>, MiDcrvn aod Achilles frighicned Abric 
from Ihe AcropulU; but oiUt» relate that the Gothic kiogWM 
nearly m mbebievoo* aa thr Scoltbli peer-— See Cbardlsi. 

^Topravcot bieckt ur tpliotrra from (ailing on deck dnring 
action. - ^ 


C«nw. plllWr ■flUie rilfiMilovei towe, 

All ItiAl r*t rAiwt'cralM Ibe fedlof MBM : . 

Oh1 btUer Here It ye bad Duicrbceo, 
bor T,e. nor nvr Ihitjeaicr wlubl, 

Tb^ tkllm i.4d of ra«rKoUiKllnK apleea. 
nouae-fomUlHT nllhal. one VboiUM hlfbt. 

Tluo ye aSoaM bcoroHo oiraefromHroiy'dAlbeoA’salio. 
Or Mill IbogruHcDllciund ereiv - 
?(OM delegate Itw tA*b ibdlgglrtg Oelld . • 

Tbal mlfbti llnntr of a blrci'a rye vieti f 
How like Id \alut«l«i hU rolanec loti ; 

Who ran m Kb him Ihc folio'* liinlU *«Ht 
With til ibe Aoibor aow. orMbl be 
Wlioceo topavraphlao or delieko MoUf 
.*io boaaicT be. nor Imptuleni Mtl rat*. 

Bl* pencil. pcB. and abadc, ellke eHhoula Oe«'.'*-R.] 


Dtgr.,l3c by Coogle 
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XIX. 

^Vhite is the glassy deck, witlwntastain, 

VVliere on the watdi the staid lieutenant ualks : 
Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the Ioim; chieftain, who majestic stalks, 

Silent and fear’d by all— not off he talks 
With might beneath him, if Ivc would preserve 
That strict restraint, which broken, ever balks 
Conquest and Fame : but Britons rarely swerve 
From law, however stern, w hich tends their strength 
to nerve. [ 

XX. 

Blow? .swiftly blow, thou kecl-compcUing gale! 

■* Till the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray ; 
Tlien must the |>ciinant'bcarer slacken sail, 

That lagging barks may make their lazy way. 

Ah ! grievance sore, and listless dull delay, 

To waste on sluggish hulks the sweetest hreezO! 
What le^igues arc lost, before the daw n of day. 

Thus loitering pensive on the willing seas. 

The flappingsaii haul'd down tohalt for logslike these! 

XXI. 

The moon is up ; by Heaven, a lovely eve ! 

I»ng streams of light o’er dancing waves expand ; 
IS'ow lads on sliore mav' sigh, and maids believe : 
Suoh be our fate wl>en we return to land ! 

Mefiiitime some rude Arion’s restless hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love ; 

4 circle tJiere of merry listeners stand, 

Or to some well-known measure feady move, , 
Thoughtless, as if on shore they still were free to rove, 
xxli. 

Through Calpc’s straits survey the sleepy shore *, 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze I 
Lands of the dark-eyed Maid and dusky Moor 
Alike beheld beneallt pale Hecate’s blaze : 

How softly on the Spanish sliore she plays, ^ 
Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest brown, 
Disynct, though darkening with her waning phase , 
Bui Mauritania's giant-shadows frown, 
Frommounlaln-clifftoooasl descending sombre down. 

» xxm. 

T is night, when Meditation bids us feel 
We once. have loved, though love is at an end : 
The heart, lone mouruer of its baffled zeai, 

Though friendless now , will dream it had a friend. 
Who with the weight of years would wish to bend, 
When Youth itself surv ives young Love and Joy ? 
Alas 1 when mingling souls forget to blend. 

Death hath but little left him to destroy ? 

All ! Iiappy years I Once more who would not be a boy ? 


XXIV. ’' 

Tims beuding o*er the vessePs laving side, 

To gaze on Dian’s wavc-Tellectedsphere, 

The sou! forgets her .schemes of Ho()e and Pride, 
And flies unconscious o’er each backward year. 
"Kone are so desolate but something dear, 

Deiirer than self, possesses or possess'd 
A thougjit, and claims the homage of a tear; 

A flashing pang ! of which the w eary breast 
Would sliil, albeit iu vain, the heavy heart divest. 

XXV. 

To sit ou rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell, 

To slowly trace the forest’s sliady scene, 

W’here tilings that own not man's dominion dwell. 
And mortal fool hath ne’er or rarely been ; 

To climb the trackless mountain all unseen, 

With the wild flock tliat never needs a fold ; 

Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 

This is not solitude ; 't is but to hold 
Converse with Nature’s charms, and view her stores 
unroll’d. 

XXVI. 

But ’midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 

% To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 

AndToain along, the w orld's tired denizen, 

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless ; 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress f 
None that, with Kindred consciousness endued. 

If we were not, would seem to smile the less 
Of all that flatter’d, follow’d, sought, and sued; 
This is to be alone ; this, tliisis solitude 1 
XXVII. 

More blest the life of godly eremite, 

Suoh as on lonely Athos may be seen,' 

Watching at eve upon the giant height, 

Which looks o'er waves so blue, skies so serene, 
Tliat he who there at such an hour hath been 
Wjjl wistful lingeison that hallow'd spot; 

Then slowly tear him from the w itching scene, 
Sigh forth one wish that such had been his lot. 
Then turn to Irate a world he bad almost forgot. 

XXVlll. 

Poss we the long, unvarying course, the track 
Oft trod, that never leaves a trace behind ; 

Pass we tlie calm, the gale, tlie change, the tack, 
And each well-known caprice of wave and wind ; 
‘Pass we the joys and sorrow s sailors lind. 

Coop’d in their winged sea-girt citadel ; 

The foul, the fair, tliecontrary, tlie kind, 

As breezes rise and fall and billows swell. 

Till on some jocund morn — lo, land ! and all is well. 


• [One of Lord B]rron*a clilcf deH^hto was, at he hlmMlf ftates 
in one of his Journals, after hathins in some rrtired »pot. to se.it 
himselfou a high rock above the nca, ami there remain for hour*, 
gazing upon the >ky and the waten. *' lie led ibc life,*' uyv .Sir 
Egertoa BrydiWi *'uhe wrote the strains of a ime ]>oc<. He 
could sleep, and very frequenUr did sleep, wrapped up in bis rough 


great coal, oo the hard boards of a deck, while the winds and the 
waves were roaringrooad him on every side, andcojild subsist on 
a crust, and a glass of water. It would be difitculi lo persuade 
me. that he who is a coxesimb in his maoners, and arli&clal lo bis 
habits of life, coold write good jioetry 



€QTLI>£. HAROLD'S PILGRDIAGE. 


^xix. 

But not in silence pass Calypso's isles,' ** . 

The sitter tenants oftbe middle deep ; 

There for the weary still a haven smiles^ 

Though the foir goddess long hath ceased to weep. 
And o'er her cliffs a fruitless watdi to keep 
For him who dared prefer a mortal bride : 

Here, loo, his boy essay’d the dreadful leap 
Stem Mentor urged from high to yonder tide; 
While thus of botli bereft, tlie nymph<queen dpubly 
sighed. 

\xx. 

Her reign is past, her gentle glories gone : 

But trust DOtPthis 3 too easy youth, beware ! 

A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous throne^ 
And thou may'st find a new Calypso there. 

Sweet Florence ! could another ever share 
Tins wayward, lov'eless heart, it would be thine : 
Bat, check’d by every tie, I may not dare 
To cast a wofthleis ofTeriitg at thy alurine, 

Nor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for mine. 

XXXI. 

Thus Harold deem’d, as on tliat lady’s eye 
He look’d, and met its beam witliout a thought, 
Save Admiration glancing harmless by : 

Love kept aloof, albeit not far remote. 

Who knew his votary often lost and caught, 

But knew him as his worshipper no more. 

And ne'er again the boy his bosom sought : 

Since now he vainly urged him to adore. 

Well deem'd the little God his ancient sway vfas o'er. 

XXXIl. 

Fair Florence* found, in sooth with some amaze, > 
One who, ’t was said, still sigh'd to all he saw, 
Withstand, lui moved, the lustre of her gaze, 
Which others hail’d with real or mimic awe. 

Their hope, ti^eir doom, their punishment, their law ; 
All that gay Beauty from her bondsmep claims : 
And much she marvell’d that a youth so raw 
Nor felt, nor feign’d at least, the oft-told flames, 
Which, though sometimes they frown, yet rarely anger 
dames. 

xxxiii. - ^ • 

'* Little knew she that seeming marble heart. 

Now mask'd in silence or withheld by pride, ^ 
Was not unskilf ul in the spoiler's art,* 

And spread its snares licentious far and wide ; 

Nor from the base pursuit bad turn’daside, 

As long as aught was. worthy lo pursue : 

But Harold on such arts no more relied ; 


m 

Atid had he doted on those eytt'so blue, 

Yet never would lie join the lovers’ whining crew, 
xxxiy. 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman’s breast. 

Who thinks that wanton tiling is won by sighs; 
What careth she for liearts when once possess’d? 
Do proper homage to thine idol's eyes ; 

But not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, tlioygh told in moving trop^ : 
Disguise ev ’n tenderness, if thou art wise. 

Brisk Confidence still best with woman copes; 
Pique her and soothe ii> turn; soon Passton ‘crowns 
* thy hopes. 

XXXV. 

*T is an old lesson ; Time approves it true. 

And those wlm know it best, deplore it most; 
When all is won that all desire to woo, 

The paltry prize is hardly worth the cost : . 5 

Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour lost, 

These are thy fruits, successful Passion! these! 

If, kindly cruel, early Hope is crost, 

Still to the last it rankles,.a disease. 

Not to be cured when Love itself forgets to please. 

XXXVI. «• . 

Away ! nor let me loiter in my song, 

For' we have many a mountain-path to tread. 

And many a varied shore, to sail along, 

By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led— 

Clinfes, fnvr withal as ever mortal head 
Imagined in Its little schemes of thought; 

Or e’er in new Utopias were read, 

To teach man what he might be, or he ought; '' 
If tlut corrupted thing could ever such be taught, 
xxxyii. ' ’ 

Dear Nature is the kindest mother iftill, 

Though alway changing, in her aspect mild; 

From lier bare bosourlet me take my fill, 

Her never-wcan’d, though not her favour’d diild. 
Ob) she is fairest in her features wild, 

Wliere nothing polish'd daises pollute her path : 
Tome by day or night she ever smiled, 

Thougik I have mark’d her when none other bath. 
And sought her more and more, and loved her best 
in wrath. 

xxxvin. 

Land of Albania] where Iskander rose, 

Theme of the young, and beaCon of tlie wise, 

And be his namesake, whose oft-baffled foes 
Shrunk from his deeds of chivalrous emprize : 

Land of Albania!^ let me bend mine eyes 


> Goza U nhi to have b^en th« Island of CalyiMK). 

■ [For an account of tlib acconiplUhi’d but eccentric ladj, 
wHoac arquamlancc ibe port formed at Malta, >cr ante, p. 78. 
’’ In coe to imaitliialive as Lord Byron, «ho, wblle he iofuard so 
much of bis life into his poetry, niLDgled also not a liUle of poetry 
with bti life, it U dilflcuU,” uys Moore, '* in uoravellinf; uie iex> 
lure of hU IcelbuP, dUUngnlsh at all times between the fanciful 
and the real. Ills description here, for instance, of the nnmoted 
and ‘ knreioa heart.’ wiJb which be contempUied even the chanaa 


of this attractive person, is wholly at TariaAcc with the sfatemenia 
Id many ofhb letters; and, above all, niili one of the mosf ffrace- 
fot of hi* IcsKr poems, addressed to this same lady, during a 
tbunder-sturm on bis road to Zliaa.”— E.] 

V (Against Ibis line it is suflicient to set the poet’s own dedara- 
tioD, in 1881 . already cioolrd. p. S7.-~“ 1 am not a Joeeph, nor a 
RCi|«u, but I can sairiy afTion, that 1 never in my Ufe seduced any 
woman.'*— B.] 

4 s«8 AppendU to this Canto, Note ^}. 
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On thee, thpu rugged nurse of savage men I 
The cress descenas, thy ininareU arise, ^ 
And the pa^e crescent sparkles in the gleu, 

Through many a cypress grme within eaclixdty’s ken. 
xx\i$. 

Childe Harold sail’d, and pass'd tlte barren spot 
Where sad Penelope o’cflook’d the wave;* 

And onward view’d the mount, not yet forgot^ 
Th’e lover’s rduge, and the Lesbian’s grave. • 
Dark Sappho ! could not verse iiiunorta! save 
Tiiat breast, imbued witli such immortal fire ? 
CotilU she not live wtio life eternal gave.^ 

If life eternal may await the lyre, 

,Ttiut only heaven to which Earth'schildren may aspire. 

XL. 

’T was on a Grecian autumn's gentle eVe 
Childv Harold hail’d Leucadia’s cape afar;* 

A spot he longed to see, nor cared to leave : 

Oft did he mark the scenes of vanish’d war, 

^ Actium, Lopanto, fatal Trafalgar; * 

Rfark them unmoved, for he would not deliglit 
(Born beneath some reiiiole inglorious star) 
fw themes of bloody fray, or gallant fight, fwight. 
But loathed the braVo’s trade, and laughed at martial 

. XU. 

Bnt when he saw the evening star above 
Leueadia’s far-proj<‘Cting rock of woe, 

And IwilM the last resort ofiruitless love. 

He felt, or deem'd he felt, rro coinmoii glow r 
And as the stately vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount,'' 

"^lle watcifd the billows’ melancholy flow, 

And, sunk albeit in thought as be was wont. 

More placid seem’d his eye, and $mcK)th.bis pallid front > 
XLII. 

Morn dawns ; and with it stern Albania’s hills, 
Dark Suli’s rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak, 

Robed half in mist, bedew'd with snowy rills. 
Array'd in many a dun and ptu^ple streak. 

Arise; and, ns U^e cloud.^along them break, 
Disclose the dwelling of the mountaineer^ 

Here roams the wolf, the eagle whets hismak, 
Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear, [year. 
And gathering storms around convulse the closing 


• ScpI. says Mr. Ifobhome. •• we were in Jbe 
chaani'l, witli Kh.tca. Uicn ii1 the bands oT the French, to the wrst 
of us. Wc wen* rlDse to it. and saw a few shrubs un » brown 
tioathy land, two little towns In the hills, scattered aninngst trees, 
ajid a w Indmili or two, with a lower on pie lidghts. Thai Ithaca 
was not very strun^ly ^arrisOKrd. you will easily bcUcTe. wli, n 
1 tell, iliat a munlh afterwanls. when the Ionian biaiHls were hi> 
vested by a Oritbli s>|i]adrun, it was siirreodered into the bands of 
a sergeant and seven iiieu,’' For a very curious account of the 
slate of the Jringdotu of I lysses tu 1816, see willlanu's Travels 
vol. U. 437.] 

* Lcneadia, now Santa Maura. From the promontoix (the 
Lover's Leap) Sappliu la said to luve thrown berwlf. 

V Actium and Trabil^ar need no further mention. The battle of 
I.epanto. equally bloody and considerable, but leas koowu, was 


XUII» 

ISow Harold felt himself.at length alone, » • 

And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu ; 

- IS'ow he adventured pn a shore luiknown, 

Which ail admire, but many dread to view : [few ; 
Ilis breast was arm'd ’gainst fate, his wants were 
Peril he sought not, but ne'er shrank to meet : 

The scene was savage, but the scene was new; 

This made the ceaseless toil of travel 'sweet. 

Beat back keen winter's blast, and welcomed sum* 
nier’s heat. s 

XLtV. 

Here the fed cross, for still the cross is here, 
Though sadly scofTd at by the circumcised. 

Forgets that pyide to pamper’d priesthood dear ; 
‘Churchman and votary alike despised. 

Foul Superstition ! howsoe’er disguised, 

Idol, saint, virgin, prophet, crescent, cross, 

For whatsoever symbol thou art prized, 

'Fliou sacerdotal gain, but general loss 1 
Who from true worship’s gold can separate thy dross? 

XLV. 

Ambraoia's gulf behold, w liere once was lost 
A worldrfor woman, lovely, harmless thing ! 

In yonder rippling hay, their naval host 
Did many a Roman chief and Asian king* 
Todunbtfu) rORfiicl, certain slaughter bring-; 

Look where the second (iesar’s trophies rose!* 
Now, like the hands that rear’d then), withering : 
ini|K*rial anarchs, doubling human woes! 

God ! w as thy globe ordaiiiM for such to win and lose? 

XLVI. 

From the dark harriers of that rugged clirae, 

Ev’n to the centre oflllyria’s vales, 

Childe. Harold pass’d o’er many a mount sublime, 
Through Ipnds scarce noticed in historic talcs ; 

Yet in famed Attica such lovely dales 
Are rarely seen ; nor can fair Tempe boast 
A charm they know not ; loved Parnassus fails, 
Though classic ground and consecrated most, [coast. 
To mat^ some s]>ots that lurk within this lowering 

XLVIt. 

He pass'd bleak Pindus, Acherusia's lake,* 

And left the primal city of the land, 

And on wards did his further journey take 


fought in the Gulf of Palrss. Here tbo author of Don Quixote lo«t 
his left ludil. 

1 ft U said; that, oo tlie day previous Id the battle of AcUum, 
Antony bad thirteen kingv at liis levee.— [“ Tiwlay “ (Nov. 12), 
** I saw the remains of llic town of Actium, near which Antony lost 
llie world, In a small bay. wberr two fri^alcscrmld liardly ma- 
mnivrc : a broken will b the sole remoaut. on anoUier p;irt of 
the itulf staud the rnius of Meupolb, built by Anguslus, to honour 
of lib victory.*’— a. lo /lu Vol/ler, ISW.j 

* McnfMjlb. whose ruin.* arc niostcxtemlve. is at some distance 
from Actium, wln^rc the wall of tlw llippo«lr»»me survives In a few 
fragments. Tliesr rulm are large mavses of brickwork, the bricks 
of which are Joined by iiitmticcs of mortar, as large as the bricks 
themselves, and equally durable. 

^ According to Pouquevilte, Uic lake of Tanlna : but Pouqucvillc 
U always out. 
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To greet Albania's chief, < whose dread couinuiDd 
Is lawless law; for with a bloody hand 
He sway s a nation, turbulent and bold.> 

Yet here and th^re some daring tnountain>band 
Disdain his power,, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless. to gold.* 
XLVllI. 

Monastic Zitza! * from thy shady brow, ^ 
Thou small, but favour’d spot of holy ground! 
Where'er we gaze, 'around, above, below,. 

What rainbow tints, what magic charms are found I 
Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound. 

And bluest skies that harmonize the whole : 
Beneath, the distant torrent’s rushing sound 
Tells wl)ere the voiumed cataract doth roll 
Between those hanging jocks, that shock yet please 
the soul. 

xux. 

Amidst the grove tluit crowns yon tufted fail), 
Which, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier still, .. 

Might well itself be deem’d of dignity, ^ 

The conx’ent’s wlike walls glisten fair on high : 
Here dwells the caloyer, < nor rude Is he, 

Nor niggard of his cheer; the passer by 
Is w'cleome still; nor heedless will he flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature’s sheen to see. 

r - 

Here in the sultriest season let him rest. 

Fresh is the green beneath those rgted trees; * 
Here winds.of gentlest wing will fan his breast. 
From heaven itself he may inhale the breeze : 

The plain is far beneath— oh ! let him seize 
Pure pleasure w hile he can ; the scorching ray 
Here pierceth not. Impregnate with disease: 

Then let bis length the loitering pilgrim lay, 

And gaze, untired, the mom, the noon, the eve away. 

" LI. 

Dusky and huge, enlarging on the sight, « 
Nature’s volcauic amphitheatre, ^ 


■ The cdobnted Ati Pacha. Of ibia extraordinary man ihcrr It 
an iacorrcct accouol In Pooqoeville'i TraTcU 1 Icfi Malta to 
the 9 | 4 iUt hrlft of war, cm the ei»l of AepietntM*r, and arrived in 
right days at Pmrru. I thcncc have irsversed the Interior of the 
pruvlnce of Aihania. on a vidt to the Paclia, 99 far an Tepah'en.hia 
highnem'a country palace, where I vrayed Utrec days. The name 
of the Pacha is Alf, and'hr b eouiddc*red a man of the tint aMliilea : 
be gotems the whole of .sibanli ;the andent lUjrrictim). I^lrua. 
and part of M.vrcdoola .*'— to his Mother,} 

* Fire iliouaand Suiiniev. among the rocks and Icr the castle of 
Suit. viUhtiood thirty IhouMiid AlhatUatu for eighteen yeart{the 
catUe at last was taken by bribery. In llib contest there ncre 
several arts performed not unworthy of the brlter days of Greece. 

t Ihr ronvrotaiMl vlUage of Zllza are four hours' Journey from 
Joanmna. or Tanlua, iHh capital of the Pachthek. In the valley 
the river KaUmas (onre the Acheron^ Anns. and. not far fnuU 
Utza, forms a Hne cataract. Ihe ntiiatioir b ;»eHia|H the finest fa 
Greece. Ihwigh the approach to Ddroiachi and lartt of Acamaola 
and AUolia may cimtcstlhe palm. Delphi. Parnasaus. and. Id At~ 
tio*. oven Cape Colonna and Port Rsphil.are very Inferior : as 
also every scene In Ionia, or the Truad ; 1 am almost iocilned to 
add the approadi to ConsUnUnopIe ; but, from the dlffereni fealttrc* 


Chlma*n>'s alps extend from left to right : 

Beneath, a livingx'klley seems tolttir; ' ? 

Flock.s play, trees wave, streams flow, tlie moun< 
tain-lir c 

- Nodding above : beltold Adieron!" 

Once consecrated to. the sepulchre. 

Pluto! if tiiis be hell I look upon, [for none. 

Close shamed Elysium’s gates, my shade shall seek 

i 

. • ‘ - MI. 

Ne city’s towers pollute the lovely view'; 

Unseen is Yanina, though not remote, 

Veil’d by the screen of hills : here men are few, . 
Scanty the hainiet, rare the lonely cot : 

But peering down each precipice, the goat 
Browseth; and,. pensive o’er his scaHer’d fldek, 
Hie little shepherd, in his white capote, f 
Doth lean his boyish form along the rock. 

Or in his cave awaits the tempest’s short-lived shock. 
LIU. 

Oh! where, Dodonal is thine aged grove, 
Proplietic fount, and oracle divine? 

W hat valley echo’d the response of Jove? 

What trace reinainet|i pf the Thunderer’s shrine? 
All, all forgotten — and shall man repine 
That his frail bonds to fleeting life are broke? . 
Cease, fool! the fa|eofgodsmay well be thine : 
Wonkist tluni survive Uie marble or tbe oak ? 
Wlien nation.s, tongues, and worlds must sink beneath 
the stroke! , 

LTV. 

Epirus' bounds recede, and mountains fail ; 

Tired of up-gnzing still, tJic wearied eye 
Reposes gladly on as smooth a vale 
As ever Spring \clad In grassy die : 

Ev'n on a plain no humble beauties lie. 

Where some bold river breaks the long expanse. 
And woods along the banks ar^ waving high, 
Whose shadow sin the glassy waters dance, 

Or with the moonbeam sleep in midnight's solemn 
trance. 


of the last, a compariaun can hardly be made. Zilza," says the 
po«t’i coinjKinlon, *‘U v village tnhahitod by Grdrk praiunfs. 
Perhaps Ibtre U iKit In the world a more mraanUc |>rovpect than 
Uiat which I* vhrwrd from the siimmil of the hill. The foergrrmnd 
is a gentle drrlivlty, terminating 00 every side in an extensive 
lands^pe of green I1IU9 ami dale, enrtclictl with rineyards, ADd 
dotml whb fm|uenl fltK^kv.**— E.j 

* The Greek monks are so called.—” V» went Into the monas- 

tery.** says Mr. (lolvboaic, ”a(ierMtne |»artcy with oqo of ilte 
monks, through a small door plated with iron, on vvliich the marks 
otTiotcnce were very a|»|kareiit. and wikcli. before the ciHintry had 
been traiK|uilIizi-d nmlor the powerful govertuiiCMt of Alt, had 
hern tvatten*d in vain by the iro(»pa of rohlwr* then, by Inrnv, In- 
fesUng every district. The prior, a humble, iiveck-mannernl man. 
entertained u< la a warm chamber with gra|>es. and a ptraaant 
while wlnr. not trodden out. as he the feet, but pressed 

from the grape by Ihehaod; anUj^aM^.vrell )iletsed with 
every thing about os. that we agMlBHna with trim on our 
retain from the VUIcr.** ' 

* The Chimarlot mountaios appear to (Me flm volcaoic. 

* Now called Kalaraas. 

r AUttnese ckiak. 
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LV. 

The sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit, ‘ 

And Laos wide and fleree came roaring hy ; ■ 

The shades of wonted bight were gathei^ing yet. 
When, down the sLee]> banks winding wariiy, 
Childe Harold saw, like meteors in the sky, 

The glittering minarets of Tepaleo, [nigh, 

Whose walls o’erlook the stream; and, drawing 
He heard the busy hum of warrior-men fglen;* 
Swelling the breeze that sigh'd along the lengthening 

LVI. 

He pass'd the sacred Haram’s silent tower, 

And, underncnth the wide o'erarching gate. 

Survey’d the dwelling of this chief of power, 
Where all around proclaim'd his high estate. 

Amidst no common pomp the despot sate ; 

While busy preparation shook the court, 

Slaves, eunuchs, soldiers, guests, and santons wait ; 
Within, a palace, and witliout, a fort : 

Here men of every clime appear to make resort. 

*" LVII. 

Richly caparison'd, a ready row 
Of armed horse, and many a warlike store. 

Circled tlie wide extending court below; 

Above, strange groups adorn'd the corridord; 

And oR-tiines, tlirongh the area's echoing door, 

. Some higli-capp'd Tartar spurr'd his steed away : 
The Turk, the Greek, the Albanian, and the Moor, 
Here mingled in their many-hued array, [of day. 
While the deep war-drum's sound announced the close 
LYUl. 

Tt)C wild Albanian kirtled to his knee, 

With shawl-girt lieadand ornamented gun. 

And gdld-en^roider'd garments, fair to see ; ' 

Tlie crimson-scarfed men of Macedon; 

The Delhi with hU cap of (error on, 

And crooked glaive; the lively, supple Greek; 


* Aocieiiby Mount Toinanis. 

■ Tlie river Laon wju roll at the time the author passed it; and, 
linmpdUleiy aliorc Tcpaleen. was to the eye as ikiik as the Thames 
at Westniiiislcr; at least in the u|jiniun of the author and bU feV> 
low-lravelkr. In (lie siiinincr it must be much narrower. It cer- 
tainly h live Hnest river in the revaiit ; neither Achcluus, Alpheus, 
Artirron, Scaraandcr, nor Oaysier, approached U in breadth or 
beauty. 

i AH Pacha, hearins th*t Hoshshmao of rank was in hla 
doiiiUiiuiis lefl i>rdcr«. In Yanina, with llie comtnandant. (o pri>- 
vltlr a hiHue, and supply me with every kind ufneee«ary. graiU. 
1 rude out on (he vJder's horses, and saw the |>alacvs of himself 
and sramlsons. 1 .diall never fnr^ the singular scene on entering 
Tcpaleen, at live in the afiernoon <Ocl. lit. as the sun was going 
down. It bronght to niy raiiid (with sixnc change of drt*$, how- 
ever,) ScoU's i)e«ciipiion of Braiiksome Cast'e in hli Lay, ami the 
feudal system. Tlie Albanlaits in their dresses-^the most magnlO- 
ceot in the workl. consfeUog of a limg white kilt. gold'Worked 
eioak. crimson velve4 gold*lae«d Jacket and waldcoat, silver- 
mounted pistols and daggers; ; the Tartars, with their high caps ; 
the Turks la thrir VtilvOMAltes and turbans; the soldiers, and 
black slaves wiUi former In groups, in an immense 

large open gallery Jh^lkmC of the palace, the latter placed In a 
kind of cloister beldWtf; (wo hundred atceds ready caparisoned 
to move in a moment : couriers cuieriiig or passing out with <le- 
spatcbei ; (be ketUcdniina beating; boys c^ling (he imur from 
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I And Bvartfay Nubia's mutilated son; 

I Hie bearded Turk, tliat rarely deigns to speak, 
Master of all ai;ound, too potent to be meek; 

LIX. 

Are mix'd conspicuous : some recline ingroups, 
Scanning the motley .scene that varies round; 

There some grave Moslem to devotion stOops, 

A,nd some tliat smoke, and some that pljiv are found ; 
Here the Albanian proudly treads tlie ground; 

Half whispering there the Greek is heard to prate; 
Hark! from the mosque the nightly solemn sound. 
The Muezzin's call ^th shake the nrinaret, 

** There is no god but God ! — to prayer^io ! God is 
great ! ” * 

LX. 

Just at this season Ramazani’sfast’ 

Through tlie long day its penance.did maintain: 
But wlien the lingering twilight hour was past, 
Revel and feast assumed (he rule again : 

Now 'all was bustle, and tiie menial train 
Prepared and spread the plenteous board within ; 
The vacant gallery now seem'd made in vain. 

But from the chambers came tlie mingling din, 

A& pageaud slave anon were passing out a^ in. 

LXI. 

Here woman’s voice is never heard : apart, 

And scarce permitted, gqarded, veil'd, to move. 

She yields to one lier person and her heart, 

'faniM to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove : 

.For, not unhappy in her master's lo^ e. 

And joyful in a mother's gentlest cares, 

Blest cares ! all other feelings far above! 

Herself more sweetly rears the babe she bears. 
Who never quits the breast, no meaner passion shares. 

LX1I. 

In marble-paved pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose. 


the minaret of Ihemovqne illoftcUier, wit(i the Ainf^uUr appear- 
ance of the buililUiit itaeif. fornietl a new and deUghtlut apectacle 
to a atracifcr. 1 was c^hmIulIciI Iu a very handsome apartn^ent, 
and my health eni{uircd after by the viiler'a secretary. ' k la mode 
turque.'**— B. ZeMCf #.— B.) 

4 On onr arrival at Tepaleen, we were lodged in (he paloco. 
During the night, we were distur(>cti hy the per|>eiual carouaol 
which reenied to be kepi op in the gallery, and by the drum, and 
the voice of the ‘Mueixin,’ or chanter, calling ibe Tnrka to 
prayers from ilin mmarei of the niot^k attached to the palace. 
The cltaiUer wa« a buy, and he Miig ont his hymn in a tort of 
loud melancholy recllative. lie nu a long time repealing the 
piiqxvrt of these few, words t 'God muet high! 1 bear wilneM. 
that there is no god but GmI, and Uabomet is hit prophet : come 
to prayer; come to Use atylnni of taiTalioo; great God! (hero ia 
nogod but God!"— lIUBBOL'si.] , 

* ('* Wc were a liitle nninriimate In the time we chose for tra- 
vclUng, for It was during (he Ramazan, or Tnrkish Lent, which 
fell Uiu year in October, and was hailed at the ridng of the new 
nKmn, on the evening of the Sib, by every dcmonsiraiion of Joy t 
but although, during this month, the sinclest absUuence U otH 
served In the daytime, yet with the setlhig of Uie tun the feoating 
commences^ then h the Ume for paying and receiving visUs. and 
for the amusements of Turkey, pnppet-sbowa, jugglcn. dsocera, 
and Btory-tellera.*’— II obioi;kk.J 
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Whose-bubblihg did a genial freshness fling. 

And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose, 

Ali redined, a man of war and woes : ' 

Yet in his lineaments yc cannot trace, 

Wliile Gentleness her milder radiance Urt'ows 
Along tliat aged venerable face, [grace. 

The de^s tlut lurk beneath, and stain him with dis> 
Lxm. 

It is not tliat }'on hoary lengthening beard 
111 suits the passions which belong to youth ;* 

Love conquers age^so Ifatiz hath a«*eiT'd, 

So sings the Teian, and he sings in sooth—- 
But crimes Utat scorn the tender yoice of Rutli, 
Beseeming all men ill, but most the man 
In years, liave mark’d him with a tiger’s tooth ; 
Bl(^ follows blood, and, through their mortal span, 
In bloodierlictscoocludc those w ho with blood began. * 
LMV. • 

’Mid many things most new to ear and eye. 

The pilgrim rested here his weary feet, 

And gazed around on Moslem luxiyy, 

Till quickly wearied with that spacious seat 
Of Wealtli and VVantonness, ^e choice retreat 
Of uted Grandeur from the city’s noise: 

And w’erc it humbler it in sooth were sweet; 

But Peace abliorreib artiflcial joys, [destroys. 
And Pleasure, leagued with Pomp, the zest of both 
LXV. 

Fierce are Albania’s children, yet they laeft 
Not virtues, were those virtues more pinture. 
Where is the foe that ever saw tlteir back? 

Who can so well Uie toil of war endure? 

Their native fastnesses not more secure 
Than they in doubtful tin>e of troublous need : 
Tlieir wrath Ikiw deodly! but their friendsliip^sure, 
\Mwn Gratitude or Valour bids tlvem bleed, 
Unshaken rushing on where’er their chief may lead. 
Lxn. 

Childe Harold saw them in their chieftain’s tower 
Tlironging to war in splendour and success ; 

And after view'd them, w hen, within flieir pow*er. 


• ("Oothe ISih, Iwastntroducrdio AN Pacha, llie vixicr re* 
cdttd nke {r a lari^ mom pa\e*l wiib marUe; a (ounlaiD was 
plartne in ttic centre. He reedveU me iitaoiiins. a wtKiOerfkil com- 
|tUu»eat(rom a Mussulman, ami made me sit down oo hb right 
baud, lib lint was. «iiy, at so eaHy an a^, I left my 

codnlrjr. He Uxm said, the Enulikh min s er bad told him 1 was 
of a threat familjr. anJ de«ired his rr-tpecb to my irwlhor; which 
1 now, io Ute namr of Alt Pacha, pn-wnl to yon. lit said he was 
ccriaio I was a man of Nrih, tiecaiiie 1 lud small ears, curlnwt 
hair, and little wh-le bamh. l|e told me to consider him as a la* 
iLer, wh.bt I was In Turfcry. and said he loobiii on me as his own 
ton. Indeeil, be treated me.like a diild. sentiinf; me aimomlt 
ami sugared dir-rbel, fruit, andswccimeab. twenty times aday. 
1 then, after cuflee and pipes, rellre«l.">— S. to Ah Molhfr.J 
*(Ur. Iloldtoiise disciilH-s the vixier as “a dmrt man, about 
6ve (eet five inches in height, aud very fat ; posaeisiits a very 
plrasiiig face, fair and round, with b!ur< <;uick ryes, nut at all 
aeUlcd into a Turkish gravity.'* Ur. lluUamJ happily compares 
the apliit which lurked under Ali'a usua. exterior, as '* Ute Are of 
a stove, burning fiercely under a smooth and p->Ushed sutlace.** 
When ibe doctor ithimed Croo AltMaU, hi ISIS, be brought a 


Himself awhile tlie victim of distress; 

Thai saddening hour when bad men hotlier press : 
Bill these did shelter him beneath their roof, 

Wlt^n less barbarians would have dieer’d him less, 
And fcllow-countrjmen have stood aloof—* 
la aught tliat tries the heart bow few wjUistand the 
proof! 

LXV4I. 

It clianced that adverse^inds once drove his bark 
Full on tlie coast of Suli’s shaggy sliore, 

^Vhen all around was desolate and dark; 

To land was' perilous, to sojourn more; 

Yet for a wliile the mariners forbore, 

Ddbious to trust w here treadiery might lurk : 

At length they ventured forth though doubting sore, 
That those who loathe alike the Frank and Turk 
Might once again renew their ancient butcher- work. 

LXVIII. 

Vain fear! theSoliotes stretch’d the welcome liand. 
Led them o'er rocks andpast the dangerqps swamp, 
Kinderlhan polish’d slaves though hot so bland, 
And piled the heartli, and wrung their garments 
damp, 

And till'd the bow l, ond trimin’d the cheerful lamp. 
And spread their faro; though homely, all they had : 
buch conduct bears Philanthropy's nrre stamp— 
To rest the weary, «and to soothe the sad, 

Dotli lesson liappier men, and sliame s at least the bad. 
LXIX. 

It came to pass, that wiien he did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain-land, 
Combined uiarauders half-way barr’d egress, 

And wasted far and near witli gtalve and brand; 
And tiier^fore did he take a trusty band 
To traverse Ararr.ania*8 forest w ide, 

In war well season’d,* and with labours tann’d. 

Till be did greet w hite Achelous’ tide, 

And from his further bank .f^tolia’s wokis espied. 
LXX. 

^Vhere lone Utraikey forms its circling cove, 

And weary waves retire to gleam at rest. 


leUer from the Pactia to Lord Byron. " It b.” $i}i Ibe |iop(, in 
l.a(iii. asd begins * Esceiienliisime. nrenofi Caruslme,' and cmW 
about a i;nn he wants m^de for him. He IrlU me (hat, last spring, 
betook a town, a hosUlc town, where, forty-Iwo years sgo. his 
mother and sisters were treated as Miss Citnegunde was by the 
Bnlgariao cavalry. He takes the town, selMii atl Ibe torrivon 
ol the eiploK^chiklren. gratMbchlldrca. ete.. to the lone of six 
homlred. and lias them shot bcfdre hU face. So much for ‘deaf- 
est friend.’ *■ — E.] 

) (The fate of All was (irecisdy inch tt the poet anticipated. 
For a circnnuUnilal account of his assassination, in February, 
(889, see Wabli's Jonmey. lib head was sent to CoosianJlnnple 
and exhibited at Uie gates of Uir scragiki. As the name of -All bad 
made a cutisiderable noise in boglaiid, fn coiueipiroie of bb ne- 
gotiaiioM wiili Sir Tliuaias Maiiiand, and 11111 more, perhaps, 
ibeacsianxxsuf Lord Byron.a merchant of Corwlaolinople thought 
it would he no had speculation to purchase the brad and coosigh 
it to a Loudon showman ; but Ibis s^eme was defeated by Uie piety 
of an old servant of the Pacha, who bribed Uie execuliooer wiUi 
a higher priee, and bestowed decent sepulture on the relic.^B.; 

4 AlhMUog to the wreckers of Corawali. 


44 


my BYRON'S 

How brOM’n Uie fuiiage of thp green hiU's grove, 
iNoddiog at raidniglit o*er the calm bay's breast, 

As winds come lightly whispering from the west, 
Kissing, not ruOling, the blue deep's serene :~- 
Here Harold was received a welcome guest;, 

Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle.scene. 

For many ajoy could he from Night's soft presence ! 
glean. 

LXXI. 

Qn tlie .smooth sliore the night<nrcs brightly blazed, 
The feast was done, tlie red wiue circling fast,* 

And he that unawares had llwre ygazrd 
With gaping wonderment had stared aghast; 

For ere^iiglit's midmost, stillest Imur w’as past. 

The native revels of the troop began; 

Each Palikar *. his sabre from him east, 

And bounding liand in hand, man link'd to man, 
Yelling their uncouth dirge, long daunced the kirtled 
clan.* - 

, LXXII. 

^ Childe Rarold at a little distance stood 
And view'd, but not displeased, the revelrie, 
Norliated harmle^ mirth, how ever rude } 

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight to sec 
Their barbarous, yet their not indecent, glee; 

And, as the names along their faces gleam'd, 

Their gestures nimble, dark eyes Hashing free, 

The long .wild lock's tliat to their ^rdles stream'd, 
While thus in concert they this lay half sang, half 
scream'd : * * 

1. 

Tambourgi! Tambourgil* thy 'laniin afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war ; 

All the sons of the mountains arise at tlie note, 
Ghimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliotc!* 

2 . 

Oh! who is more brave than a dark Saliote, 

In his snow’y camescand his shaggv capote? 

To the wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild flock, 
And descends to the plain like Uiestreamfrom the rock . 


• The Alb.in4n MusMiImani do not ahsUin from wioc, and, In- 
deed, Tcry few of the others. 

* I'allkar. shortniod when addreued to a single person, from 

a general name fora soldier amon;tst the Greeks and 
AlhanCM; who speak liumalc : it iiirans, prupeiir. a lad." 

) i^Tlie CoMowiiis is Mr. Ilolthousc's animated description of ibis 
scene s— “ In the cveniag the gates were secured, and prepare- 
Ugus were made for fctnliug our AU>anlans. A goat was killed 
AJiJ roasted whole, and four fires were klndlediu the yard, rouiul 
which ibe soldiers seated ihemsclvcs in parties. After ealln^ ami 
drinkinft. the peaiest pari of them assembled ronnd the largest of 
^tbe fires, and. wliiM ourselves and Uie elders of Uie parly were 
seated on llie ground, danced round the blaic. to their own songs, 
wfUi astonishing energy. All llictr songs wore relaUuns of sOme 
robbing ciplidls. One or them, which deUIued Utem more than 
an huur, began thus i— iviien we set out from Pargs, there were 
silty of us i ''then came the burden of the verse,— ' 

* lofabm ill al Parga > 

Aobhars all al Farsa r 

wore !!*«•/«.*■ 

KAifrn; sore li«r^r/«! ' 

and, at ihcy roared out this slave, they whirled round Ibe Itre, 
dropped, and rebounded from their knees, and again whirled 


WORKS. ' 

_ a. • ■ 

Shall the »uns of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a ffiend, bid an enemy live ? 

Let tliose guns so unerring such vengeance forego ? 
What mark is so fair ns the breast of a foe ? 

Macedonia sends forth her invincible race; 

For a time thev' abandots the cave and the chase : 

But those scarfs of blood-red shall be redder, before 
The sabre is slicathed and the battle is o'er. 

5. 

Tlien the pirates of Parga that dwell by the waves, 
And teach the pa)c Franks what it is to be slaves, 

, Shall leave on the Iteach the long galley and oar, 

And track to his covert the captive on shore, 

6. 

I ask not the pleasure's that riches supplv, 

My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy ; 

Shall win the young bride with her long flowing hair. 
And many a maid from her mother shall tear. 

• 7. 

I lOve the fair face of the maid in her youth, 

Her caresses shall ItiH me, her music shall soothe; 
Let her bring from tlie chamber her mahy-(on^ lyre, 
And sing us a song ou the fall of her sire. 

«. ' 

Ttemember the moment when Previsa fell,? 

Tlie shrieks of the conquer'd, tlie conquerors' yell; 
'file roots that wc lired, and the plunder w e shared, 
The wealthy we slaughter’d, the lovely w e spared. 

9. 

I talk not ofmercy, I talk not of fear; > 

He neither mustkuow who would serve tlie Vizier: 
Since the days of our prophet the Crescent ne’er saw 
A chief ever glorious like Ali Pashaw. 

10. r 

Dark 'Miichtar his son to the Danube is sped, . 

I^t the yellow-hair'd’ Giaours^ view his horsetail '* 
with dread; 


ruunJ, a« Ihe cboni* vrai ugaiii rrpeafetl. The rippling of the 
wave! upon the pebbly margin where we were teatcii fillod up the 
paukCJ uf U)o aoiig with a milder, and oot niuru monuluitout mu- 
sic. The night was very dork ; but, by the lliuhes of Uie firea, we 
caught a gtim|Me of the wooaU. (he rocka, ami the lake, which, 
tug'*lher with the wild ap|>earance of the daucert. piescoled iia 
with a scene that wimiUI have mode a Tme picture in ihc baudi of 
such an artist at the author of ilte Uyiieries of Gdolpho. As we 
wi-re acipiaiDlcil with IliP. character of tb« AlldDlant, It did not at 
all diminish our pleasure lo know Uiat every One uf uur guard 
had bcc-ii rubbers, ami some utibeni a very abort Uroe before. U 
was eleven o'clock before wc had retired to our room, at which 
lime the Albotiiaus, w rappiog ibemseivcs up in Uieir capote*, weui 
lu sleep round ihe llrrs.”] 

1 {For a ipccimco uf the Albauiin or Aroeout dialect of the tUy« 
ric. we Apprudii to Ibis C^auto, hole (C].J 

* Drummer. 

* These slanzss are partly taken from diflerent Albane*e aotigt. 
as Crr as I was able la make them out by the exposition of the Al- 
boDcae in Romaic and Italian. 

1 1t was token by slorui from the Frendi. 

* Teilow is tbe e|>itbet given to the Rusdona. 

slfUideL •«T1ieloslgidao(a Pacha. 
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When bis Delhis' comedesliingki blood o'erthe banks. 
How few shall escape from the ftluacovite ranks! 

SeKctarl* unsheathe -then our chiefs scimitar ; 
Taiobourgt! tlty’laruin gives promise of war. 

Ye mountains, that see us descend to the shore. 

Shall view us as victors, or view us DO more! » 
LXjmi. 

Fair Greece! sad relic of departed worth!* 
Immortal, tlmugh no more; though fallen, great! 
Who now shall lead thv sc'atter’d clutdren forth, 
And long-accustom'd bondage uhcreate? 

ISot such thy sons who w hilome did await. 

The hopeless warriors of a willing doom. 

In bleak Thermopylae's sepulchral strait— • 
01) ! who that gallant spirit sliall resume, 

Leapfrom Eurotas* banks, and call tliee from the tomb? 

LXXIV. * 

Spirit of freedom ! wlien on Phyle’s brow < 

Thou safst with Tlirasv’bulus and his train, 

Cpuldit tliou forebode the dismal hour which now 
Dims the green l)eauUes of thine Attic plain ? 

Not thirty tyrants now enforce the chain, 

But ever}’ carle can lord it o’er thy land; 

Nor rise thy sons, but jdly rail in vairts 
Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish hand, 
From birth till deatli enslaved; in word, in deed, un- 
inann'd. 

LXXV. 

In all save form alone, how changed ! and who 
That marks the lire still sparkling in each eye, 

W'ho but would deem their bosoms burn’d anew 
W'itii thy unqueoclted beam, lost Liberty ! 

And many dream withal the honr is nigh 
That gives them back their fathers’ Iteritaget 
For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh, 

Nor solely dore encounter hostile rage, [pag^ 
Or tear their name defied from Slaver)’'s mournful 

LXXVl. , 

Hereditar) bondsmen ! know ye not, 

Who would be free themselves must strike the blow ? 


By their right arms the conquest must be wrought. 
Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye ? no 1 
True, they may lay your proud despoilers low, 

But not for you will Freedom’s altars flame. 

“ Sliades of the Helots! triumph o’er your fool 
Greece ! change tliy lords, thy stale is still the sanle ; • 
Thy glorious day Is o’er, but dot thine years of shame. 
LXXVII. 

The city won for Allah from the Giaour, ^ 

The Giaour from Ollunpn’s race again may wrest ; 
And the Serai's impenetrable tower 
Receive the fiery Frank, her former guest ;* 

Or ^Yahab'8 rebel brood, who dared divest 
The prophet's^ tomb of all its pious spoil. 

May wind their path of blood along the West ; 

But ne'er will freedom seek this fated soil. 

But slave succeed to slave through years of endless toil. 

Lxwin. 

■ Yet mark Uieir mirth— ere lenten days begin, 

That penance which their holy rites prepare 
To shrive from mao bis weight of mortal sin, 

By daily abstinence and uightly prayer ; 

But ere his sackcloth garb Repentance w<^r. 

Some days of joyaunce are decreed to all, 

To take of pleasaunce eacli his secret share, 

In inotley robe to dance at masking hall, 

And join themimic train of merry Carnival. , 

LXXIX, 

And whose more rife vith inerrhneul than thine, 
0 Staroboul ! ; once the empress of tlieir reign ? 
I'bougli turbans now pollute So|)hia’s sMnft, » 
And Greece her very altars eyes in vain t 
(Alas! her woes will still pervade my strain!) 

Gay were her minstrels once, for free her throng, 
All felt the common Joy tliey now roust Icign ; 

Nor oft 1 ’ve seen such sight, nor heard such song, 
As woo’d the eye, and thrill'd the Bosphorus along. • 

LXXX. 

Loud was the lightsome tumult on the shore, 

Oft Music changed, but never ceased her tone. 

And timely eclio’d hack the jneasured oar, 


• iloncnien. anaweiins lo our furluro hope. 

■ Sword-bearer. 

V Some ihMifHiU on the present state of Greece will be fouod In 
U>e Appendix to this Cantu, Note (!>}. 

4 Phyle, which commamlaa beautihil view of Athene, haa Kill 
cooeMerablo (vinaina: it was teix^ by Ihraiybuhw, prevlotM to 
the expaUion of the Thirty. 

4 When taken by the Latlm, and reloincd for several year*. 

A Mecca and Medina were taken i«)me time a^o by Die Waliabees. 
a sect yearly InetraUnA. 

T for Consianttnnple (.onl Hymn aays .^1 have seen the mins 
of Aihrm, of EiHicsiir. and ] 1 have traveraed great |>art of 

Turkey, and many other jiarts of Knrojtr, and some of Asia ; but 
1 never beheld a work of nature or art which yielded an tm{>re<i- 
•hm like ibe prospect on each aide, from the Seven Towers lo the 
end of the Golden tioni.”— E.] 

• I‘‘ The flew of ConsianUnople.’* uya Mr. noae, **whlcb a)>- 
peared iDtersecled by grovra of cyprew (fur such is the effect of 
Us great boriakgronnds planted wilb these trees) , iu glldal domes 
and udoareto reflecliDg the first rayeofihe sunt Ihedeqi Mucsea 
* in « hicb it glaiaed ItaCif,* and thal sea covered with beauUful 


I boats and barges djrtin|li> every dlrerilou in perfect silence, amid 
sea-fowl, who sal at rovt upon the waters, aUugctber convey^ 
{ such an im|irealon as I hod uever rcoelvrd, nixi probably iKVcr 
1 shall again rrct4ve. from Uie view uf any other place." The Id- 
; lowing sonnet by tlie same autlior, has bcrnM often quoted, that. 

but for Its exquiulc beauty, we sbunhl not hare ventured to rc- 
< |rriut U here i-> 

^ *■ Sftarloasfurai lb} »hlain<rttvwere, 

‘ 'MidrTprrailblrXeuofpKmobil vmn, 

Wilb mlniral sod foiden datogbrtncvB. 

Wbllr lb) MB soniy Uw'd Ns (nwy : 

DsrilDfl aanwnbOM Mlm yips8< was MVB 
Otwulpturwl b*rqu« sad fsneyi nwny 
Wbroev o«lw WM boo* MW IbSt of |vU«bla { 

Nor word mu moU. lo brtsk Ibe ciW 
Oabmnlifnhlikn' d bMitma's b«Hsr}oat: 

. Wbo, molt m stobod • moa of rows. 

Sod oolf toUvBlIs tboMord} itrobt. 

. When tarim full tootIVb bn plHBOM IMS. 

I. btrdl} aHurbwa ff ) drMin'd er n«h«. 

ISsrh'd tbsl sirsagr picreol settoo tod rcfraw."- f.l 
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« 

And rippling waters made a'jDleasant moan : 

'rhe Queen of tides on Irigh consenting shone, 

And when a transient breeze swept o’er the wave, 
*T was, as if darting from her heavenly throne, 

A brighter glance her form reflecled gave, [lave.* 
Till sparkling billows kern'd to light the banks they 

LXXXI. 

Glanced many a light caique along the foara» . . 
Danced on the shore the daughters of the land, 

I>'c thought had man or inaid of rest or home, 

%Vhile many a languid eye and thrilling hand * , 

Exchanged the Ipok few bosoms may withftand, 

Or gently prest, return’d the pressure still : 

Ol^ve! young Love ! bound in thy rosy band, 

Let sage or cynioprattle asJie will, 

.These bourse and only these, redteem Life’s years of ill! 

LXXXtI. 

But, midst the throng iti-merry masquerade, 

Lurk there no hearts that throb with secret pain, 
Even through the closest searment half betray'd ? 

To such the gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem to re-echo all they moufn in vain; 

To sudi the gladness of the gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thought and stern disdain : 
How do they loathe Uie laughter idly loud, 

And long to change the robe of revel for the shroud! 

J ■ *., LXXXIII. . 

This must he feel, tlie true-born son of GreeQC, 

If Greece^ne true-born patriot still can boast : 

Not filch as prate of war, but skulk in peace. 

The bondsman's peace, who sighs for all he lost,^ 

Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost,’ 

And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword : 

Ah ! Greece ! they love tliee least who owe thee most : 
Their birth, their blood, and tliat sublime record 
Ofbero sires, who sliame tliy now degenerate horde! 

LXXXIV. 

when riseth X>acedemon’s hardihood. 

When Thebes CpnminoOdas rears again. 

When Athens’ children arc with hearts endued, 
When Grecian mothers shall give birth to men, 
Then may’st thou be restored; but not till then. 


WORKS. . 

A thousand yekrs scarce swre to form a state; 

An hour may lay it in the dust ; and when 
Can man its shatter’d splendour renovate. 

Recall its virtues back, and vamjuish Time and Fate? 

. - LXXXV. 

And yet how lovely in thine age of woe,” 

Land of lost gods and godlike men, art thou T 
Thy vales of evergreen, thy hills of snow, • 
Pfoclaini thee Nature’s varied favourite now; 

Thy fanes, .thy temples to thy surface bow, 
Commingling slowly with heroic earth, 

Broke by tlve sliare of every rustic plough : . 

So perish monuments of mortal birth. 

So perish all in turn, save well-reoorded Worth ; 

. Lxxxvi. 

Save where some 'solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brethren of the cave ; * 

Save where Tritonia’s airy shrine adorns w 
Colonna’s dilTf, * and gleams aTdng the wave ; 

Save o’er somo warrior's half-forgotten grave. 
Where tlie gray stones and unmolested grass. 

Ages, hut not oblivion, feebly brave. 

While strangers only not regardless pass, 
Lingering Ukeme,p€rchance, to gaze, and sigh** Alas !’' 
V ■ ' txxxvn. 

Tet are thy skies as blue, thy wags as wild; 

• Sweet arc thy grovles, and verdant are thy fields, 
Tliine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled, 

And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields ; 
There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds. 
The freeborn wanderer of iliy mountain-air; 

Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds, 

Still in his beam Mehdeli*s naarbles glare ; 
ArtyGlory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair. 

LXXXVIII. 

Where’er we tread ’t is haonted,'hply ground ; 

• No earth of thine is lost in vulgar mould, 

* But 'one vast realm of wonder spreads around, 

And all the ^luse^s tales seem truly told, 

Till the sense aches with gazing to-behold 
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon : 
Each hill and dale, each deepening glen and wold 


* Ob maoy of Ihe mouolaini. partictilarif Llakura,. (he «nw 
never b eoUreir meUeS, not«iUistaiulin; (be iDlcnse heat of (be 
•uqioier ; blit I never saw it lie on llie piaim. even in winter. 

« or Moirut Pen(e!icu9, from whence the marble was duft Uiat 
ccRulruclcd the (Kitillc eUinces of Alliens. The modem name U 
Mount tfendcll. An immense cave, formed by the quarrlei. ilill 
renfaln»t and will till the end uf Uoie. 

a la all Attica, if we excqit Athens Itself and Uaratlmn. Ibere b 
no seene more biteresUns tlian Cai>e Cofonna. To ihe antiquary 
and frtbl, sixteen culumna arc an inexhaustible s6urce oT obierva- 
tioii and (leUgn ; tn the philosopiicr. tlie sniqKMd scene of son>e of 
Plato> conversalions will nor be Mnwelcome; and the traveller 
win te stnick with (he beauly of the prospect over “ U\t$ thnt 
rroirn lAe Mgran deep : ” but. for an EiigUshnian, Colonna has 
yet an additional interest, at the actual apot of Falcooer'i Ship- 
wreck. PalU<i and Plato are forgoUen, in ibe recoUccUoo of Fal- 
eoner and Campbell 

H«r« tn the dead of ol(tbl. by Lobm'« atatp. 

• . TMm«idid*s cry nasbard alooglbe deep. ” 


This temple of Minerva may be teed at sea froma sreat distance. 
In two journeys which I nude, and one voyage to Cape Colnnna, 
the view from cliher side, by land, was lest Str.kins iban (Ire ap- 
proach from the ides, tn uur aecund land excursion, we liad a 
narrow escape from a parly of Mainoies, concealed bi ihe caverns 
beneath. We were told alicrwanU, by one of their prisoners, 
sulise)|urnlly ransomed, tliat they were deterred from altackiog 
Rs by the apftearancc of my two Albanians t conjecturing very sa- 
gaciunsly, but fitsciy, that wc had a complete guard of these Ar- 
uauuts at hand, they remained stationary, aiwl thus saved our 
parly, which was loo small lo have oppiecd any effectual re- 
sistance. Culunoa is no less a resorf of painters than of pirates t 

there , . 

** The blrellns sriut pUnts lit* pallry desk. 

AmJ Dtakes degraded naiarf ptltaresque.'* 

(.See UoOfiou't Lady Grey. I 

But there rraiore. with tlie aid of Art, has done lhal for herself. 
I was fortunate enough to engage a very superior (ierman artist ; 
lod hope to renew my acqaalntance with this and many other Lo- 
vanlioe scenes, by the arrival of his perfornuDOM. 
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DeOes the power which cmshM thy templet gone : 
Age shakes Athena’s tower, but spares gray Marathon. 

LXXXIX. 

The sun, the soil, but not the slave, the same; 
Unchangeti in all except its foreign lord — 
Preserves alike its bounds and boundless fhme. 

The battle-field, where Persia's victim hor^e 
First bow’d beneath the brunt of Hellas’ tword^ 

As on the morn to distant Glory dear, 

When Marathon became a magic word ; *■' 

Which utter’d, to the hearer’s eye appear 
The camp, the host, the flght^ the conqueror’s career; 

. . ' xc. 

The flying Mede, his shaftlcss broken bow; 

The fiery Greek, his red pursuing .spear; 

Mountains above, Earth's, Ocean's plain below; 
Death in the front, Destruction in tlie rear ! 

Such was the scene — what now remainelh here? 
What sacred trophy marks the hallow'd ground, 
Recording Freedom's smile and Asia's tear? 

Tlie rifled urn, the violated mound, [around. 
The dust thy courser's hoof, rude stranger I spurns 
* ' 3tci. * . 

Tet to the remnants of thy splendour past 
Shall pilgrims, pensive, but unwearied, throng; 
Long shall the voyager, with th’ Ionian blast, 

Hail the bright clime of battle and of song; 

Long shall thine annals and immortal tongue 
Fill with thy fame the youth of many a sliore; . 
Boast of the aged ! lesson of the young I 
Which sages venerate and bards adore, ~ 

As Pallas and the Muse unveil their awful lore. ' 

xcif. 

The parted bosom clings to wonted home. 

If augluthat ’skindred cheer the welcome hrarth; 
He tliat is lonely, hither let him roam, 

And gaze complacent on congenial earth. 

Greece is nO lightsome land of social mirth : 

But he whom Sadness soothelh may abide, 

And scarce regret the region of his birth, 

When wandering Mow by Delphi’s sacred side. 

Or gazing o’ertheplains where Greek andPersiandied. 

xcni. ^ 

Let such approach this consecrated land, 

And pass in peace along the nuigic waste; 

But spare its relics^let no busy Irand 
Deface the scenes, already how defaced ! 
hot for such purpose were these altars placed * 
Revere the remnants nations once revered : 


• “Sl^le. viator— hfroa calras! ” wjj the rpjU|<h on the fimons 
Cooot Mrrci Ihen nmst be <hi# ferlUigs «hrn •tandm; oo 
Ibe lumohif ot Ihc two hundred (Greek)i who fell on il;tr4ilion ? 
The (tnncipal barrow ha« recenily been opened hy Fativel s Tew or 
bo relic*, a* vato, etc., were found by the excavator. The plain 
ot Uaraihon was offered (u me for sale at the sum of sixteen thou* 
uod piaUrcs, about oioe hundred pounds ! atas RipenJc— 
<|uot U^rui in duce summo— ioveoies?'*—W'aa Uie dust of Mil- 
worth no more? 11 could acareely have fetched lets if sold 
hy 


So may onr country's naipe be undisgraced. 

So may’st thou prosper where thy youth waiiear’d. 
By every honest joy of love and life cndearM ! 
xciv. 

For thee, who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed thine itHesse with inglorious lays, 
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the throng 
Of louder minstrels in these later days : 

To such resign the strife for fading bays— 

III may slich contest now the spirit move 
tVhith heeds nor keen reproach nor partial praise, 
Since c(|^ each kinder lieart that might approve, 
And none are left to please when none are left to lofe. 
xcv. 

'fhou too art gone, tbou loved and lovely one! 

W hom youth and youth’s affections bound to me ; 
Who did for me what none beside have done, 

^or shrank from one albeit unworthy Ihec. 

What is my being ? thou bast ceased to be I 
Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home, 
Whomournso'erhoersvrtuchwcno more shall see— 
Would they had never been, or were to cornel 
Would return’d to iiod;fresb cause to 

xcvi. 

Oil! ever lovihg,Tdv«iy, and beloved! 

How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past, 

.And clings to thoughts now* better far removed ! 
Rut Time sliall tear thy shadow from me last, [bast; 
All thou couldst have of mine, stern Death! thou 
The parent, friend, and now the more titan friend : 
"^ie'er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast, 
Andgrief w ith grief continuing still to blend. 

Hath snatch’d the little joy that lilebad yet to lend. 

XCYII. 

Then must 1 plunge again into the crowd, ^ 

And follow nil that Peace disdains to seek ? 

Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud, 
False to the heart, distorts the hollow cheek, 

To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak; 

Still o'er the features, which perforce they cb^r, 
To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique, 

Smiles form tlie channel of a future tear, 

Or raise the writhing lip with ill-diss«mbled sneer. 

XCVIII. V 

What is the worst of woes that wait on age ? 
WJiat stamps Uie wrinkle deeper'' on the brow? 

To view ea^4oved one blotted from life’s page, 
And be alon^ on earth, as 1 am now.* 


*|ThU ifanxa wm wrtilcn October II, ($11 ; upon which dty 
the poel. In a leUrr loa frirod, M}t.— 'Mlxeenixw iltoa^h I were 
In experience in my yonUi ibe ereatcU mHcry of ag«. Hj frierxb 
fell aruumi me. ami I thall t>o left a lonely tree licfore I am wHher- 
eij. Other men can always lake refuse in their femilin 1 1 hare 
DO reaooroe bat my own reAection*. aitd (hey prexeni no proepeci 
here or bereafier, except ihe aeifith utisfaction of •umvian my 
Irieods. I am Indeed very wretched." In referenceto ihUxtaoaa. 
** Sorely, ’’ aakl Professor Clarke lo the aulhor of the * Punniils <>f 
LUerature/ Lord Byron cajui-4 have experijncerl mch keen an- 
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Before the Chostener humbly let me bow, 

O'er hearts divided and o’er hopes destroy'd : 
Roll on, vain days ! full reckless may ye flow, 
Since Time hath reft whate’er my soul enjoy’d. 
And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years alloy’d. 


APPEXpiX TO CANTO THE SECOND. i 

}• Non [A). p. 90. 

^To rive «lMt Cotb, and Turk, aiid Tim btib <{wr«d.'' j 

ill. I 

Atttil^TnomrntCJanaarjr S, IMO', I>c4]des vihal haaSrfn already 
<lepoiltcd-in Loodon, an Hydriot vemi U in the Pyra'Ui to receive I 
every portable relic. Thita. a$ Ilieard a youni^ Creek observe, in 
common with many of liia conntrymen— fiir, lust as they are. they | 
yet feel on ibU oocasion>-thus may U»rd El^in boa<t of bavinje 
ruined Atitcoa. An Ualiaa painter uf Ihc first efainence, named ' 
Lusleri, is the agent of devastation: and like the Creek finder of : 
VerTCs in Sicily. \tho follonrd the Kune profession, be has prmed ’ 
theable Instmihrnlofpluiidrr. BetweenthisartiitaiHlUicPrench ' 
consul Fauvel. who wishes lu rescue the mtialm for Iris own go- , 
vernmeiit, there Uiion a violent dispute concerning a carem- ' 
irioyed In ihcir conveyance, tin* p^heel of which— I wi.sh iltey were I 
both broken ii|»nn It— has Im-ii locked up by the Cohnil, .ir>d Lu* ^ 
iileri has laid Ills complaint bcf<»rc lito Wayvode. Lord Elgin has j 
been 'extremely happy in his choice of sigtP^.ft|^lcri. Diirins * 
reddence of ten years in Athens, lie nrverliatttbojl^iosiiy to pro- 
ceed as far as Suniuin (now Ca(ie Uolomia] . tlH^Sj^Oiiipanicd ns ' 
in nor second excursion. However, his wi«rk«, u for as they go, 
are most beautiful i but they are almost all unfinishci), white hi; 
and his patrons confine themactveji to taaliti:^ medals, appreeiaiing 
cameos, skelchiiig cotumml ami rheapenii^tgems, tiicir little ab* 
simiiilct are as harmless as insect or ftixhtinling. maxlen s|>eecTU‘ 
fylng, barouche-driving, or any such but when they carry 

away three or four sliiplumls of the ji>ov{WUMi)lc and mavy relics : 
that time and l>arbaristii have kfi to the must injurcl and most , 
celebrated of cities; when they destroy, in a vain ollemptto kur 
down, those works whirir have been the adniir.ition of k'itu, i 
know no motive which ran excuse, no name which can designate, 
the iierpeiralors of Him dastardly devastation. It was not the least 
of the crimes laid to llie ch.ii^c Of Verres, that he had plundered 
Sicily, in ilk* manner since imitated at Aibens. The most unblush- 
ing bnpudroce eouUI hardly go farther Itian to affix the name of 
Its plunderer to the walls of lh» Acivipolis: while the Wanton and 
uselesa defacement of tin* whole rangr.a^ itic bavvo-rciirros. in one I 
compartment of llir temple, will never permit that name to lie | 
pronounced by an oliscrver without execration. ! 

on this occasiofi I Bjwak iiiiparUally : I am not a collector or 
admirer of collcclions. consequently no rival; but 1 have loine 
early prepossewiemv fn favour of Greece, and do not think the ho- 
nour of England advanced by phmdcn whelhj’r of liHlia or Attica. 

ABOibcr noble Lord has done better, bccanv' he has done h m t 
bo| some others, marc or less noble, yet “all bonoiirable men,'* 
bare <kme bcH. because, after a deal uf cscavalion and execration, 
bribery to the WaywoJe. miniot; and cuunlerrmniiig, tliey have 
done nothing at all. >Ve lud such iok-»hed. and wine-slied, which 
almost ended In hUieiMmU Uml E.'s “prig**— see Joiiallian 
Wild for the definition of •• prisgi-vm iju.nm*lled with anoiheis 
GropiiM* by name fa very gooil name too for his biulness), and 
muttercri something about HO-sfactiuo. in a vcrliolanawerio atmic 
of the [wor I'nissiani ibis wls staint at table lu Gnifritis. whu 
laughed. bul cuiild cal no dinner afterwards. The rivals were not 


rcoouciled when I left Greece. I have reuon to remenflyer tbeir 
squabble, for they wapicd to make me Aieir arbllrftor. 


Non (B). stt loi: 

*' Land ofAUMnUl IH me bend mtoseyss 

. Oa tbWj Ibou rogB«d nurw of Mvage own f 

iMau luilll. tiara 3 oak t. 

Albania corapiiies part of Macedonia. Illyria, Ctiaunla, and Epi- 
rus. Iskander U the Turkish word for Alexander; and the cde> 
braled Semderbeg (Lord Aleiauder) is alluded to In the Ihlrd and 
fourth lines of Uk thirty-eighth stanu. 1 do not know whether 
I am correci In making Scjudcrbeg die eouniryman of Alexander, 
who was bom at Vella In Macedoo, but Mr. Gibbon lenus him so, 
and adds Pyrrhus to the list, |q speaking of liis exploits. 

Of Albinia Gibbon remarks, tlni a country **wiihin sight of 
Italy Is less known than the interior of America." clrcumstancns. 
of little consequence b» mention. Ii^ Ur. Jlobhntuc and myself 
into Oiat country before we vifiied any. oilier t>*rt of the UUuman 
dominions, and, with Ihe excepliun of Major Leake. Iheii ufCdally 
resident at Joanniiia, no other Englishmen have ever advanced 
beyond the capital inio the tnUTiur, as that gentteinan very lately 
assured me. All Paclia was at that time (October. 1809) carrying 
Uf] war against Ibrahim Vaclu. whom be had driven to Bent, s 
strong fortress which lie was then besieging i on our arrival at 
Joaniilna we were invited to Tcjialeiii. Ids hlglinesa's Uriliplice, 
and tavourilc :>cral. ouiy'om? lUy's {llsUncc [rum Herat i at ihi^ 
juncture the VjzleT had made it lib hi ad-quaiicri. After some stay 
dn the capital, weacconlingty followed sbql. UmuglifuraMied witli 
every aoconimoihrtion. and otToilwl l)y owe of ilic viiier's >ccre— 
tarirs. we were nine days (oA accoiml pf the rains in accoiiipUsli- 
ing a Journey which, on our rrtiirn. Igrcly occupied four. On our 
route wc passed' two cities, Argyrocastru and Llbodubo. appa-^ 
reutiy liulc inferior to Yanina in size; and no pencil or pen cau 
ever do Justice lo U>e scenery in the vicinity of Zitzi and Dclvi- 
iiachi, tbe frunlier village of Kpirus and Ailtauia Vri^icr. 

On Albania and its inhabitants 1 am iiniirllling to dcsiunt. because 
this will be done so much belter by my fedow-lrat'ellcr, iuawurk 
which may iirobably precede (his in puhlicabon. that I ‘as^tlle 
wifli to foduw Os 1 would ip anticipate biiu. But smut- few ub^r- 
valiops are, neccMary to the text The Arnauuis, or Albannc, 
struck me furribly by their rescm(>lance to Ihe iligblamlers of 
Scotland. In dress, ligtirc, and manner uf living. Tbrir very 
mountains seemed Caledonlafi, widi a kinder climalc. The kill, 
though while; the spare. act|vc*(orm; tlicir dialect, Celtic in its 
sound, and (heir hardy habits, all carried me back lo Monreo. No 
nation are so detested and dreaded by Uicir neigiiboiirs as the Ai- 
bancse ; the Grt^a hardly regard Uieiii as Christiaiu. or die Turks 
as Moslems; ami in fart llu-y are a mixture of both, and sume- 
Umea neither. 'Tbdr lubits are prcilatory— all* arc armed; ami 
the rrd-khawled Amaouts, Uie Montrnegrius. ChimarkKs, anti 
Gegdes, fere treacherous; tlie others difler sotucwhal in garb, and 
esneiitially in Hiaractcn As for as my own cxiicricnce goes, 1 can 
speak tavoiiraWy. I was alteiidcU by two, an liiikicJ and a Mii«- 
sulmoii, lo Cousiantuiofrie .ind every oUter lurl of Turkey which 
came wlUiiu my ubscrvalkni ; ami more faiddul in (ktiI, or inde- 
fatigable ill' service, are rarely to be (imnd. The Infidel was 
named Basilius. tliv Mustcni. I>rrvish Tahiri ; the former a man of 
middle age, and die latter about my own. Basill was strictly 
charged by All Pacha in person to attend us; and Uervbh was one 
of filty who acroini»anled us tliruiigli Ute forcai uf ArcanaiUa to 
die lunks of Acheloiis. and ouward lo Mesulunghi fn .EiuUa. 
1 here I took him Into my own service, and never had occasion to 
repent It till the moment of ray dqurlurc. 

When in tfetO, after the departure of my fc|ptj|^r. Hobhoose 


guUh as ilie«e exqiibile'alhisions lo what older men may have.fcit 
seem to denote.''— “I (ear he lia.s.“ answered M.iiihias;— "he 
coHtd not (rikeru'ias hiiff vnllrH surh a pur/n.**>--K.] 

* Tilts Sr. Gropius tvu rmpkhwl by ■ noble Lord for tbe sole purpose of 
stuKrtilng, In nbirh ho rurls : but I am sorry to »uy, ibat be bat. Ibnseiib 
tbe abuarO MiKdon o( Ibat most rrtpeilabic name, been ireatling at huniUe 
distinct In Ibo sK-ps v(5r. l.oHrrt.— A sLilprulof bit iropMrs was detaiooil. 
and I brllere cmiiUcsteiJ. at runilafUlnople, In laia I am mosl happy lo 


be uoiv rnabled lo Male.tbet '*lbli was not Is bli boiHl;*' Ibat be waa em- 
ploy rd solely asa pilDicr, arKl that bh* noble palrou diMiewaall cwonectloa 
will) bltn, ^repi as an artUt. If Ihe crior la the flnt «ml icrond fdlllon 
of Ibis pociD.bas plteo the noble Lord a ruom^’itt s pain, 1 am very sorry (or 
It : Sr. GroptOs bas aMumod (or yotre Ihc luua of bis agent ; and Ittough I 
rannot luacb roadrnin tayarif (or shatlng la Ibe mistake of so many. I am 
bappT lo bring oiw of Itw fersl lo be uodorrisod. Indeed. I Ittvr as marb 
plnasure In cmilradkitog Ibis sa I fell regret In slallag tt.-ffofe lo third 
cdilrea. 




CHILDE HABoLn'S PILGRIMAGE. 
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for Eoj^nd, I wm arhed wHh a ieTere CcTer in the Mowa, iheac 
rarii Mved my lifebyfriglilpninKawajr myijhysttiUa.whuM Ihroat 
Ihey ihrratrnrd tt> cui if I wan m»t ciiml Milhiii a givrn im»c. 
To ihh coQsolaiory auuraoce of i*oMlmmous relrihiition, ami a 
rrsolulc refusal of Dr... nonundii's preacrlptiona. 1 ailributeil my 
recorery. I had left my last pnnjinln5Engh1.l1 serranlal Athens; 
inydragomanwasaitillas nij'elf, and niy(ionrArnaouisoursrdme 
Willi an aileniioa which would have done Ininour to clvllisdiloii. 
They lud a raricty of advesdoriM*; (or rtic Moslnn, IHrrisb, being 
j remariably handsome man, was alw-^r» »<|uabhUng with the 
husbands of .Athens; iiniomuclr (hat Imr of thr principal Tint* 
|«h 1 me a visit of remonstrance at the Convcitl, on ihl? subjecl of 
iu» Itaviog taken a woman from the bath— whom he had itwfiilly 
Imught, bowever— a thing (|iy|e cd^ary to etji|ucttc. Batlli 
also was extrpniely gallant amidst Id* own persuasion, and 
the greatest ycoeratiun for thi^hurch, mixed with Uie highesf 
contempt of cburcliinen. whom^ cofTcd in>oii occisioti in a must 
beierodox tna^r. Yet he Derer passed a c’hiirch without croas- 
iog titm*elf; arid 1 remember the risk be ran in entering St. So- 
phia, in Stanbol, because it had once been a place of his wordiip. 
On rrmoDilrallug whh him on hU incoiulstenl pniceediDgs he im 
variably answered. “6ur church Is holy, our priests arc lhiev«;*\ 
and (hen be erdmed himself as usual, and Ikixc^ U>e cars of the 
first *' papas " ^bo refused to assist in any requirctl operation, as 
was always fouad to be necessary wlierc a priest liad any iaOmace 
with the Cogia Baabi of hi* village. Jiulccd. a more abaadoiicd 
race of miscreariU cannot ciist llian the lower orders the Gtcek 
clergy. 

When preparations weiw liiadc for my reium. my Albanian* 
were summoned to realve Ihcir jwy. Btsiii look his with an awk- 
ward diuw of regret, at niy intended deporiuie, and marclied 
away to his ijuartcrs with his bag'of piastres. 1 siml for Deiwid). 
hut for some lime he was not to he found ; at la.«t he entered, just 
a* Siguur {.oguilieli, father to the cUievant .Aiiglu-consul of 
Athens, and some olbcr of my i;rrek ac<iitairitances. paid me a 
vWL lie rvUh took (he money, but on a sudden daslied 1| io the 
ground ; and Cla.*piDg his hands, w hicb he raised (o hla forchrjd, 
rushed uut of room wetting hitlerly. From that nroiDcol to 
the hour of my embarkation, lie coiuiuued his lamenUlion*. and 
ali our efforts to console him only produced (his answer, “Ud 
9iryu,*' •• He leaves me." Signor Logoibeli, who hi9^r wepl 
before for any thing less than (be lust of a para (about tho fourth 
of a tirtbiogj, melted; the padre of the convent, my atietaiants, 
iny vuiters-aod I verily believe that even Sterne's “ foolish fat 
•ciUlhjo" would have left her ••fidi-keltle,” to syiiiiulhisewiUi the 
unalTecied and unexpected surruw of Uiis barbarian. ' 

For my own part, when I remtiubcrcd that, a sJiorl time before 
ray departure from Kiigland, a noble and most luttroatc asKwiale 
had excused himself from (akliiif leave of me because he had to 
attenda reiauou "to a milliner’s.** l fdi no less su^rised Uion 
bumlliated by ibe present occurrence and the past recuileciioo. 
That DenrMi would leave me with some regret was to be rx|iected i 
when master and man have been scrambling over tho mouolaint 
of a doxM provinces logelher. Un7 are unwiliiog lo aeparale; but 
his present feelings, contrasted wlih hu native ferocity, Improved 
my opioioQ of the huinan heart. I believe IhU almost feudal 
fWehly is bTt]uent amongst them. One dsy, on our journey over 
Paraasras, an EngUsbnun in tny srrvfte gave him a push In some 
dispute about (he baggage, whlcli lie imlucUly mistook for a blow; 
be spoke not. but sat down leaning his head ii|»on-hia hands. 
Foreseeing ihe cotisrqueuces, we endeavoured to explain away ibe • 
alTrunt, which produced Ihe following answer;—'* I havk been a 
rubber j 1 am a siridier 5 no captain ever struck me ; you are iny 
master, 1 have eaten your bread; but by ihnl bread.’ (a uSuai 
oath) had It been otherwise, I would have subbed Ibe dog your 
servant, and gone to tlie mountalm." So the affair ended, but 
from that day forward he never llioemighiv forgave the ihoughtlesa 
fellow who iuMitod 1dm. Orr^sli Pirelii-d in the hu 

country, conjectured lo be a remnant of the ancient Pyrrhic f be 
that as it may. it is maoly. and rtf)uires wonderful agility. It U 
very dUtinct from Uie rtopM noriiaika. Uic doll ronnd-about of the 
Greeks, of ®*“* AUwaiafl party had so many specimens. 


•The Albanian* in general (f do not mean the coStivalor* of (he 
earth hi the jirovlncr*. wlm have also Uut a|i{ivilatioo, hot Ibe 
mountaineers) have a fifte cast of countenance; swd the most 
beaulifni women I everlirhdd. in stature and In featoira, we 
saw Uttlling the rood brokr-n down by the lorrents betwend Del- 
viiuehl and Libuchatio. Their manner of waJkiug Is truly Ihea- 
Irical; but this sinit is prohaWy the ellecl of (he cajiotr, or cloak, 
depending fn)m one shoulder. Their long hair rcmiiKls you of 
Uic Spartans, and their oouiagc In desultory warfare Is um{uei. 
tlonable. Though the)- baVc some cavalry amongst (he Gcgdesi, 
1 never saw a good Ariiuout horseman ; my ow n preferred Ibe 
kiiglidi saddles, which. Iiowirvcr, they could never keep. But 6a 
tout Ihry are not to be stibdncd by fatigue. 


50TB {Cj. .See.fi. 

'* vs bM« Ibus la rossmi,'* etc. 

{ * SUmss lixit. // ms /C fl, 

As a 8{>ecinfen of the Albanian or Amaont dialect of the lllyrfc, 

I here invert two Uieir most |io|iular choral song*, which are 
gciieraliy chanted In dancing by men or woiuen indiscriminately. . 
The Brst words are merely a kind of cliorus wilhoutineaniog, like 
some in our own and all other languages. 


Bo. Bo. lo, Bo. Bo. Bi 
Msdsrara. poposo. 


K«olsruri Qs civla 
Us pm (terinl li bln. 


Its p« nttorl escroilol 
Tl >ln It mar wrveUol.* 


Callrlole ine surme 
F.S bs p« pw dus live.' 


Buo. Bo. Bo. Bo. Bo. 

C| euem spirts eslmlru. 


Callrkxe *u 1« ruods 
lUlc f«w Innde luude. 


CxIlrlott me sarmo 
TS ml pslepol ml Iv. 


Sr II puu clilmoni 
SI ml rJ ul tell odu g|a. 


Vs le oi il rbc csdale 
Colo more, more cclo. 


Lp. lo, 1 rome. I rome; bs Iboo 
>lleai. 

1 

I come. I run : open llw door ibol 
i me) rnieir. 

' 3. 

Open ibe door b)' balres. Ibsl 1 
ins) isXe my lurben. 

s. 

Csllrloles * wllb tV«- dsrb C7«e, 
open Ibe gate. Ibal I lUayVnier. 

y 

Lo. Lo, I bear Ibce, mj sonl. 


An linseui girl. In (oeUy nert, 

ivsiks wlib creceral pride. •. 

• 7. . 

Csllrlot Dutdor Ibe dsrkefcs, give 
me s hlH. ) 

s. ■ 

ir I bate kIsM tb«c, wbal-hut 
Ibou gslded t 1 $^ tool U roo- 
kumed wlib art. 


Dance llghlly, more ({eoUj, sod 
Bend) smi. 


Plu bsrill lircte 
riu burvn rts prs selL 


Msks nol CO initcta dort to destroy 
■ )our embrotderid boos. 

The last stanu woujd puuie a commentalor: ibe men have 
o^rtaiidy busUtH of the moot beautiful texture, bm ifie ladieo (to 
wbum Uic-abovg U rappused to be addressed) have iioUiisg uuder 
their lillle yellow Niuts and slippers but a wemuroed and aoate- 
,Unct very white ankle. The Araauut girU are much baodiotver 
than Uic Creeks, and Ibeir dress b hr more picloresqoe. They 
preserve their shape much tonger aho. from being always in Ihe 
o|ien air. It is to be observed, lAat the Arnaout b not a ur»itf«a 
Unguage : (he words of ihis song, therefore, as weU as tbe one 
wbicJi follows, are spell according to ibeir pronunciilioo. They 
are copied by ooe who speaks and undersuods Ihe dialect perfectly, 
and who b a naUte of XUieue. 

1. V. ^ 

ndIteldstiDdeulatossa I am wMnded by (b? tovc, and 

VeUlmi oprt vl loC»o. bovt loted bwc to tcorcb mysolf. 

2. 3. ' 

Ab vsislaio ml priti lofss Tboa bast roustimcd we I Ah, 

SI m) rtol ml la fow«. mild; ibo« bast alnick km to 

ife« bean. 


a Aibanew. partlealarty (be woaoeii, arer r«q«M0llT terracd"Cailr(oiss:*'rar wbat tmma I Mfoiradlo t«|b. 


DiOitiiCC! by CiOngle 



"BYRON'S WORKS. 


m 


,CU UM rota«lM 
BliU m tahll dM. 


Q« nfl ftal T«tU dai. 

$. 

QorBrial dfti dvflral 
Bote ti ilar|Bl Uidl anU 
«• 


Cura pba valrtM na rial rtn U 
baptt 

CU mi wa a pMa ri fal dandrol 

UlUlL 


OdI Tan adorini ndft cfeara ditl 


Odarlul lalil hoUoa a ad« calmoot 
mon. 


1 - , 

I ftara aU 1 wlah oa dowry, bat 
UilBdaya aad eyalwbea. , 
t. 

. rta aMvrwd dowry I want aol, 
boi Ibeaoaly. 4 
5. ' 

CJta'aa ll>y ctnriDV >ad Idtba 
.parltOQ load tUe Ibmea. 
t. 

I bara loTcd tbea, aum. wHb a 
. rincrrc tool, bol iba« lUM left 
lua like a wlibered Irea. 


If I bare piscad ay band on iby 
botoni, « bai btfc I Kilned ^ tny 
. band H wlibdnwa, bat reulua 
ibe Oame. 


^ ) 

f believe Uie two listatanzaa, u they are laa diffIrTent measure, 
ought to belong Co anoihcr ballad. An idea aomelbing timilYr to 
the thought In the last tinea was ciprcsacilbyCocralea. whovarm 
having come in contact w.th one of tils ‘*uc&/o)c{ 0 (," Critdbniua 
or Cleobulua, llie pbiiosopher complained of a shooting pain as 
Ibr at 1its shoulder fdr wMie days after, and ibcrefore very properly 
resolved lo teach tUs disciples in future without toucUug Ibcm. 


lYoTi See p. 107. 

** Fair Crerretaidrrttc efdqurtrd wortb I ' *• 
Immartal, tbMfb so o^<^. lliough ftilra. fraaSI" 

Staua IMIU. Star* 1 «ad 3 . 


before I My any thing about a city of which every body.-tra- 
Teller or not.Mias thought it nocesaary to aay someiliing, I will 
’ request UiwOwt’oton. whrnthcoexi burrows an Aihcntan heroine 
(or her fonr vuliunes. to haVe the guodnew to marry lirr to aome- 
body more of a gentleman Uun a “ Diwiar Aga ** (wito by tiic by 
la oot an Aga\ the most impolite of itcliy oflicers, the greatest pa- 
tron oflarcny Aibefts ever uw (eiccpl Lord K.] . and ibc unwuriliy 
occifpsnt of (he A'crofwlls, on a handsome anbubi Kii{>ebd ot ISO 
piailret (eight pounds sterlings out of which lie has only to papr 
hU garriacn, the must lU-rt^oUted corps in Uie ill-regulalcd Otlo> 
man Empire. ' I tpc.ik it icnderly. seeing 1 was once tlie cause of 
the husband of “Ida of Athena** nearly luffering the bastinado ; 
and brcjuan the aaid iHsdar *' Is a turtinknl imsiMnd. and lieau 
his wife ; ao ttiBl 1 eihorl am) beseecli IlUa Oweruon to sue for a 
se|iarale maiiitraance In behalf of “ Ida." l(a\lng premUcO thus 
Diuch, on a matter of such ioiport to the readers u( roniancea. I 
may now leave hla. to mentioo her biribplaee. 

Setting aside Die magic of the name, a{i<J all (hose asanciations 
which It would be jiodaiiUcBnd superfluous lo reeapitulab*. Ibe 
very ailuatioQ of AUrcus would render i( the fjvouriie of all who 
have eyes Cur art or oalure. Thecliiliate, lo me at lea^l. ap(icared 
a perpeiiial springe during eight mouihs I mvrr |>a8sed a day* 
withoui lioing as many hours on hursehack t rain is eiircmeiy 
rare, snow never lies in the plains, and a cloudy day U an sgrw- 
able rarity. In 8(>ain. Portugal, and every |t^H of ilie East wldrh 
I vhiled, eicept Ionia and Aliica. i |iercdvcd no such siiperioriiy 
of cliiiialeto onr own; ami at Cunstanlinople, where 1 pawed 
lUy, June, and part of Jii:y (4810). you ml;;hi “damn the cii- 
nult:. and conqdain of siileen,^' five days out of seven. 

. The iir of the Morea b heavy and iinwliolewuite, but the moment 
you poM the isihinm in the direrbon of Uraara lliv change is s'rik- 
logly |>crce|>libie. But i fear Hcskid will still be found correct In 
his de»cri|ition of .a Boeotian wrioler. 

Wc found at Lirailia mi *' e.v|irit fort” in a Greek bishop, of alt 
freelhiiiker»l This worthy hypocrite rallied his own rrligiun with 
great fulrepidity (lull not before hU flock , and diked of a mam as 
a *XOgUocii^^LiJ|Lwas Im^jossiblr lo iliiiik better of hint lor 
Ihia : but, he was brisk with all his absurdity. This 

phenomenodflnplle eacepUoii indeed of Thelies. ilie rc'malns of 
Chxnniea. BvpInR^ Ptalea. Orchomenus. Livadla, and Its nomi- 
nal cave of Trophonlui.', was Uie only remarkable thing we saw , 
before w« passed Mount Uthcron. 

The (ouniaia of Dirce turns a mill : at least my oompanioa | 


'^who, resolving to be at once cleanly aod claw teal, bathed In it), 
pronounced it lo be the fountain of Dirce. and any body who 
'thinks ft worth While may coniradici him. At Caslri we drank of 
half a Uosen stiramlris, some iiut of the imrest. before wedecliled 
to onr salufaetioQ whicb was the Intr Casialiaii, and .even Uiat 
bad a vilianoiu twang, jirubahly from the anew, lliough it did not 
throw us into ao epic fever, like poor Dr. Chandler. 

From Fort Phyle. of wlilcli large remains atiil eilst, the Plain 
ol Atliras, Pentelieus, IlymeUiis, tliu /Egean. and Utc Acropolis, 

, burst upon the eye at onde ; in my opitiiun, a more glonous pro- 
spect than even Clulraor Istambul. ^ut the view jroin the Truad, 
with Ilia, ihfe Ilelles]ionr, aud the more distant Mount Atbua,cao 
e«iuai ft., though to nipcrkir in cstcnL 

I heard much of the branlf of Arcadia, but ciccpling Ibc view 
the monastery of Mega^]H'liA (which U liikrior to ZiUa In a 
command of country), and the dnernt fnim thc'inuunlains on the 
way from Tripolitza to Argoa. Alladia has little to recommetul it 
4>cyoud the name. 

“ Stcrallar. et dtileei morlciis molnlfrllur Arges.** 

Virgil could have put (his into the mouth of none but ao Argfve, 
aod (With revi-nrnce be it s|>uki-u) it dues nut deserve the epithet. 
And iftlie Puiyniecsof titaiins, *‘lii minliis audit duo Htora cam- 
pis.’’ did actually hear huih shore* in crussiog (he isthmus of 
porinlli, he bad better ears than bare ever been worn in such 
a journey since. 

** Atheos,” says a celebrated topographer, " ia sthf the most po- 
lished city of Greece." l*etbaps it may of Greece, bat not of the 
Crerks ; fbr Juaiiniua lo Epirus is universally allowed, amongst 
themsclye*. lo f*e sii|»crlorJii the wcaltb^ reCnrmaii, leamiiig, and 
dialect of id inhabitauia. Tho Ailicnians are remarkable (or their 
cunning; and the low-ee prders are not improperly characterised 
ip tint proverb whicb ciasaes them with ** the Jewi of balunics, 
aud ti>c Turks of tiiu ^vg^opont.'’ 

Among the various fureigtiers resident in Athens, ''French. Ita- 
lUiis. Gennans, Uagusans. etc., there wu never a dilferenee of 
opinico bi their esiiniate of ilte Greek character, though on all 
other topics Utcy disputed with great acrimony. 

M. Fauvel, the French consul, who haspasMnJ thirty years prin- 
cipally at Athens, and to whose talents as an artist, and iiiatincrs 
as a gentienian, nom; who have known him can refuse their 
(eatimoiig. has Irequently decland in my hcariag, that the Greeks 
do not dikCf ve lo tie cioaocipated ; rea* imng un the grounds of 
their “naUuiial ami LiKlividnai depravity!'' while ho forgot that 
such depravity is to be atirihuied to causes wlii£h can only L« 
leinuvtiU by ilic tneasure be reprobates. 

II. nmpir, a Frcncii hicfchaut of rcs|ieclability long settled in 
Aitxhs. aaserlcd with Ibe most amusing gravity, “8ir, they are 
(be same canuiffe that c&islcd fn the dayt of Themistocie*!’’ an 
! alanning remark to the *’ LainlJtor icmtiui is acii.** Tlie ancienia 
' banished 1 bcuiiaiocJes ; the modems' cbcdl Uuus.cur Koque t thus 
gi-eai men have ever liern treated! 

In abort, all the Franks wlio are QxUires. and moat of the Eiig- 
iislimen, Certnaio, Danes, ric., of passage, came over I y degrees 
lo iheir opinion, uri imidi the aitne grounds that a Turk in Eng- 
land would cunueinii the nation by whule>aic. because he was 
wrunged by liis laapiey, aud overdiarged by liu washerwoman. 

Certainly It was not a i.iLc alaggL'iiiig when the Sicurs Fauvel 
and Lusleri, the two grcalml deiiugugui s of the day, who divide 
between tlirm the iiOwer of Pencks and the |Hipulariiy of Clcoo 
and puzsie the (lour AN aywu«ic with perficinai diflereuces, agri'etl 
dn Ibe uUer cuinJcinnatuii, “nulla virUite rrdcmplum," of the 
CiTcki in gciK-ral. and ol the AUieiiian* in {larliciHar. 

For roy own Iinmblcopiiiiun, I am fuih luhazaiU it, knowing as 
1 do. that Uicre be iiuw in JIS. uo less ih.m five Uxirs uf ibe first 
magiiitiKle and of die most ihrtaUunng a>pi‘CL *11 in typogra}ihical 
array, by pcrsrmv of wit, an 1 iionour, and regular commun-placo 
books ] but, ift may say Uiii without o(f ncc, il serms to iiic rallicr 
hard to ikxlare so puviihciy and |>eiliuad<Muly, as almost every 
Uoily has declared, ilut the Greeks, became they are very bad 
will never be beilt-r. 

Etun and immmii hue led us astray by their panegyrics and 
projects : tut, un the oilier hand. Ue Panw and Ttioritlou bave 
debased the Creeks beyond their demerits. 

The Greeks will never be iodi peodeni ; lliey will never be sove- 
reigns u heretofore, tnd Cod forbid they ever should r but they 
may be subjects wUbeot being ilavea. Our oulooiea are uol fiule- 
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pradenl. bat ibe^ irelwe tAd imhutrioa*. and noKtiuj Greece 
be bereafler.^ 

At prr?e^, like the CaihoHc* of Irf latMl ai>d the Jena (hrou)th- 
out ibf wocld. and mic|i olhr*r i-iKlftelled ami brterodox jieof>le. 
(hey suffer all (heniorai am) idiyMeal ills ihat Can afQict hiimaulty. 
Thrir life ia a simple against Iriiih ; tliey are vicious In their own 
drfenoe. They are « imiwed to ki’ndh^, that when they oceJ- 
akwally meet with iutfsey look upon it with anspirion as a dog 
often beam anafis at your lingen if you attempt to caress him. 
"They are ungrateful, nulnnoiisly. ahninlnaMy ongratefu)!"— 
this i« the general cry. ^ow,<n Ihooatne of Nemesis! lor n bat 
sreHiey fo be eralrfai? Where la tbe bacnan being that erer 
cooferrei] a benefit on Grrek or Greeks ! Titey are to be grateful 
to the Tarks for thilr fellers, anil to the Pranks fur Iheir broken 
promises ami lying cuunvels. They are lo (legralrliil to Ibe aiilvt 
who engraves Iheir ruins, and lo Ihe aoUquary viho carries them 
«wayi to the IraTeiler whose JamsHry Hogs ihem,#ud to the 
scribhfrr whow* journal abuses ibcoi 1 This Is the amount of their 
obligations lo foreigners. * 

II. 

^ FrwMJiMS Conreat, itAisi, ^anaary tj. IIM. 

Amofigal the reinnantsof the barbarous policy of the earlier 
ages, are Ihe traces of biHidage wbich yet eilat in different omn* 
tries i whose ioliabilaiits, Jiow ever divided in rrligiooaud mannen. 
almost ail agree in oppression. 

Tbe English have at la<i| compavdonafed llwlr negroes, and, 
tinder a le«s bigoted goveniiiiNil. may probably out- day re>‘a<« 
their Calbullc brrlhren t but the inlcr|MMltlon of foreigners alone 
can emaDCipaie the Greeks, who, ulherwhe. appear to have as 
small a chance of roderopUoD from Uic Turks ts Uic Jews have 
from mankind in gmeral. I 

Of the aocirnt Greeks we know more than enough ; at least tic 
younger mro of Europe devote much of iHrir lime lo the study of 
the Greek writers and history, whipb would be more usefully spent 
iu ras-iirnug their own. Of tbe modems, we are pei haps more 
neglectful than they deserve ; and wlille every man of auy prclen* 
skms to b anilng is tiring out his youth, and olien bis age. in the 
study of the language and uf Ihe harangues of the Athenian de- 
iTMgugues In favour of freedom, Ihe real or su{>pused dcsccDdaots 
of these slvinly republicans are left to tbe actual tyranny of Utcir 
masters, atihough a very slight elTurl is required to strike off their 
t^Mins. 

To talk, as the Greeks themselves do. of their rising again to 
Ibeir pristine sujieriarily, would be ridiculoiM ] as the rest of (lie 
world must resume Us bariiarism, alter reasserting tbe sovereignly 
of Greece i but there sernw to lie no ver)' great obstacle, ezeepi 
fn the apathy of tbe Franks, to iheir becoming in useful depCo- 
ileocy, or even a free stale with a proper guaranree;— utidcr cur^ 
recUon. however, be K ipokeA, fiar many and welHoformcd men 
doubt the pracUcabUfly eveu of this. 

The Greeks have never lust their hope, though they are now 
more divided in opinion on the subject of their probable deliverers. 
Rdlgioa recummcmls the Rusdaas ; but they have twice beeu de- 
cciveii and abandooed by dial power, aud the dreidlul Icssoo Utey 
received after Ihe Muscovite dusertl<»n la (he Morea baa never 
been forgotten. The French they dblike; aUltough the subjuga- 
tion of the rest of Euro|H; will, probably, be aUtnided by Ihe de- 
liverance uf continental Grrece. The Islaoders look to the Eng- 
lish fur succour, as they have very lately posseasrd UwiimcIvcs of 
the Ionian rr|>ahHc, Uirfii excepted.^ Butwtioever ap;«ear with : 
arms m Lbelr hands will be welcome: and when liiat day arriies, i 


tiS 

Fleaven have ihercy bo the Ottovnaos, they caonot expect it ftom 
the Giaours. 

But iiwtead nl considering what they have b«*en, ami ipecolaUng 
on what they may lie, let uv look at Ihejn as they are. 

-Ajid here it ia Impossible to reconcile the contrarlrtr ofoplnlons 
some, partlcvilarlf the merrhaiits, decryln:’ the Greeks in tbe 
strongest latvgiiagc; otlier*, generaHy travellers, turning periods 
in' their eulogy, and puhllshiiig very ciiriom .sivecuUlions grafted 
on (heir fivmicr state, which ran have no more cRrcl on Iheir pre> . 
aent lot. than the existence of the tiicas oo the fnture (o^unca of 
rrm. • « i- 

Otie very ingeniosaa peona teftns them the ituatural allies of 
RngKshmen ; ** ann(bcr,no less ingrnfons. will not allow them to 
he Ihe allies of atiylHidy, am) denies lbelr very d< scent from the 
ancents: a third, more iugcnimu than either, buihb a Greek em- 
pire on a RiiMbn-fosindatlon, and realises (on pa|MT) all the chi- 
meras of Catharine 11. As to the ipiesilon of their jjcsccni. what 
can if import whether Ihe Mainoiea are the lineal Laconians or 
not? or the present Aihrolans as indfgfnnns as the heed of Hy- 
Bieltui, or as the grawboppers. lo which they once likened ihrpi- 
selves? >\'hai Fugll-shman cares if he be of a Danish, Saxon,' Nor- 
man, or Trojan Mood? or who, except a Welshman, is aflllcled 
with a desire of being descemled from Caractacus? 

The poor Gn-cks do not so much abound In pte good tilings of 
lliU world, as to render even ibi ir claims to antiquity an objr-ct 
of envy ; It is very cruel, then. In Mr. Thornton to disturb them 
in the imsses-vhin uf all that time baa left then ; vfx. Iheir ^Igrre. 
of whii'h they arc the more iwscioiw, as it is all they can call 
their own. II would l>e vTiirlh vsliila topnblUh together, aodcotn^ 
(■are, the works of Messrs, Thornluii and de Vaiiw, Eton and Son- 
inni; paradox on one side, and prejudice on the other, pr. 
Thornliin conceives liinuelf to have claims to public oon6denct! 
from a fourteen years* residence at Fera : perbapa he mky on. tbe 
subji'cl of the Titriis. but (hii can give him no more iosighi Into 
the re«l stale of Greece and ber Inliabilants, lhao as many yean 
simnt In W'a|ipirig inio that of the Western lllghtands. 

Tim Greeka of Coniianlino|ile live in Faoal; ami if Mr. Thornton 
did iKil oftener cross the Golden Horn lhan his brother merchants 
arc accustomed lo do. I should place no great reliance on Ids in- 
formation. 1 actually heard one of these genllemen boast of 4hdr 
liiUe general intercourse with the city, and assert of himself, with 
an air of triumph, that be bad been but four times at Cooslanti- 
iKiple Id as many yean. 

, As to Mr. Thomion's voyages lo the Black Sea with Greek 
vcttcb, lliey gave him the same klea of Greece as a cruise to Ber- 
wick In a Scotch smack would of Johnny Grol'a bouse. l’|>ou 
what grounds then docs be arrogate Ibe right of condemning by 
wholesale a body uf ineu, of whom lie can know little ? It Is ra- 
ther a curitMis circumslaiicc that Mr. Tliomlou, wbu so lavbldy 
dispraises P(.Hiqiieville4m every occa^on of nunUouitig tbe Turks, 
has yet recourse to him as autborfiy on the Greeks, and terms him 
an impartial observer. .Now Dr. Pouqneville la as little entitled 
to tlial a|ipcUaUun. as Mr. Thumton tu confer It ob him. 

The facL is,, wc arc deplorably in want uf informallaQ on The 
•ubji'Ct of tlie Greeks, and in particular their literature: norts 
thcie any probaMlily uf our being better acquainted, lid our in- 
tercourse becomes more loUmate, or iheir Independence con- 
firnu'd i the relations of passing travellers are as little to be de- 
pended on as Ihe iuvccUvcs of angry factorv : but till louiclbiiig 
more can Mr attained, we most bo content with Die iUlle to he ai> 
qulred from similar sources. ' ^ ' 

However defeefive Uicse may bo. they are preferable to Ibe pa- 


* A went, m niib Nr. Tbornlon ai>e Dr. roaquevlUe, nbo bive 

Area bettieen (linn vr«*<ilT cllpolnit (ti« SulUu't TurkUh. 

Dr. rouqurtlUe tclU s long ilvry of a Monleai «ba •njllawod corroMra 
MkilouW la Mcb qQSDiuln (hsi he •cquIrvU lh« aame of ' 
rrv<M.’* L qoolh ttw Dnclor, ‘‘SHfryNuiii, fSv nJ«r of corrotipv rvS/t- 
MoX." *' Aka." thlohs Nr. Tkorjium (»nttn tsllli llie Doctor for tbe Sftlvtb 
ttmoi, '*ture 1 C4B|tit ^out'-Thea. Iu a Rote ImIcv lb« iblrkncM of (Im 
D oelor'i aaerdote. be gnc»tlon( (be doctor'* prubclenei Iu (be TutSlali 
lonfiK. and liia veraett) la hie oou.— *’ Pur." obaervoe Mr. Tboroteo | after 
toakilag on m tbe toogh participle of a TiirkUh rrrto J, *• ti menoa nosblng 
■wore Ibaa SalrjrilMR Ike ttler." and qnllr ewhlerf Itw sappleriMnlarf 
'• tnUimmu." 'um kolh aro right, aod both ara wrans if Mr. Tbomion. 
taken hr Deft realdea *' foortaa yean la ttw fartorT." nKI roiuull blalarh- 


Uh dkttoaarf.oc aifc aoy of Mr .UimkoNor acqaalniaoe«. be Hllldlueorer 
Ikal-*' .Sa/rysM'n y^yrn." pnt logeiber dUcrretly, idtjo tbe -■ ScMt/Zoferr of 
raS/iMdir." wltbonl any ^Safrynan ' In Ibe rate ; “ SkfryiM'* ytfnirying 
“corrotire nW/ttMte." and not being • pr<*PW name oa tbit ercattoQ, 
■liboogb tt ba aa nrlbodoi nomr enough Mitb the addliloo ofn. After 
Mr. Tliomlou'i frequmi blnti of profound Ofienw'hiu. t>« nitgbl bavs foaod, 
Ibla oOl iteforv be uog iwb pvant virr Dr. PoogwalKe. 

■ Afler.lbU, ilhlak “Tratoil«rtt>errti* Paclora' tboll beoarmotlo. ibaaigb 
tbeabure Mr.TbvriUoii baa coodeniiMd “ boc gentu onjor,* (br mitiabeand 
nilarcpcescMallou. ^'Ne Sutor ultra crepkfaa." *‘No nwrcbaal beyond 
bbbalot." n B. Por tbe beoaftl of Mr. Ihornloia, “Sutor '* W nui a proper 
name. 
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ratloxci of ip^n who have rc»l luperflclalif of (be ancicnb, aad 
smi aoiluHi; of Uiu uuKlrrus. nicb av Dc Pauwr; who, wlien he 
acserte Uul the ttrftish breed of Jiorscs U ndned by .NewmaHiet. 
and that (hr Spartans were cowards in tbe Odd, belrays as equal : 
kDo«lc«lKeo(Eo|;ll»bbor^es.iad'%>ar1an men. flis ’‘phUosophical 
obscrvalioos*' havea much hcttCr claim lo (he tUleof *'|>ocUcal." 
It could nut expected that he wlto m liberally condemns some 
nr the moil eek-brated ImliluUuus of the aiiciml. should have 
iDorcyun the modem nreeks; and ft forlunately tiaiipens, tlut 
Utc aluurdiiy of his liypothcsis on tbeir rorcfalhcrs refutes his les- ' 
fence on themselves. 

Lei us trust, itKq, that in sifHe of the profiheaea of De Pauw. 
ahd iltc donbts of Mr. Thonitoii. there is a reasonable tiupc of the 
redemtilion'uf a race of men, who. whatever mar be the errors 
nf itieir rdi^ton and policy. Iiavc been amply punislied by three 
centuries and a half of captivity. 

III. 

i/ftnt. I’rsnrisnn CemrsiU, iforcS (7. 

*' I miut bate soiDB Ulk wUb tbts Inmed Tbrhan.'' 

Some time after my rettiro from Constantinople to this city, I 
received the thirty-iinit immber of the Biliiibur^dt Iteview as a 
great favour, and ccrtahily at ilus dlsunce an acceplahle one, 
from the captain of an Fm^lidi friftaie off Salamis. In that ntim- 
ber, Art. 3, containing thr review of a French Iran&latbm of 
Strabo, lliere are latru<luccd sofuc remarks tm the modern Creeks 
aod*t}ici^ literature, wilii k sliurt account of Coray, a o>lraD»- 
lalor in the French vonkm. On those remarks 1 mean to ground 
a few observations; and the spot where I now write will, 1 hope, 
be snflic.'ent excuse for introducing them In a work In some de- 
gree ooDiiccfed with the subjeci. Coray, tbe most ccicbralcO of 
living Creeks, at least among the Franks, wa.n bom at Scio in the 
KCvirw. Smyrna h staled, 1 have reas.m to think, incurreclly), 
and besides the Iranslstinn of Bccoaria and other works men- 
tioned by the Itcriewer. b<is pubiidicd a lexicon in Romaic and 
French. If 1 may trust the assurauoe of some Danldi travellers 
lately arrived from Paris; but the latest wc hare seen here in 
Trench and Greek U that of Gregory Z<>Iikog]oou. < tkiray has 
recently been involved in an unpleasant contforen^ with M. 
Can,** a Parisian commentator and editor *f some Iraustalions 
from the Greeks IK^^ 1^* con«C(|uctice of the Institute having 
awarvloi him the prtccfurhls version of Ilippocralei " nt-si vo'zrw,'* 
etc., to the disparagement, and oonsequenily dispicasun*, of Utc 
sahl Gall. To his excrlions, literary and palrfoUc, great praiOe 
is undiMibtedly due, but a part of that praise ought not to be with* 
bekl from the two brothers Zosimado (merchants sctlled in 
iioml. who sent him to Pari.*, and m.imtaiaed him. for tlic ex- 
press purpose of efucklating tbe ancient, and adding to tbe modern, 
renearchet of his countrynii-n. Curay, however, is not considered 
hy hts countrymen equal to some wliu lived in the two last centu- 
ries ; more |»artlculariy TXiroihous of Mliylenc, whose Hellenic wrl- 
are so much esteemal liy the Gr:eeks, that Meirtius terms him 

Mtrc rev Hou/uifKaNv *xi Zoepiivrs i^u9T0( C^V«vuiv.** (P- 224. 
FccUrsiJislioal Hitlory, vol iv.) 

I'anagioles Rodrikas, tbe translator of Footenc'lle., and Kama- 
rases.whotranslated Ocellus LucaiMU on tbe Cniver^ into Frcnd;, 
iSiristodmihu, and morj particiit.irly Pivlida, whom 1 luve con- 
versed witli in Joanoloa, are als-i In high re;Hjte among the-r lite- 
rati. The last mentiosMNl has published in Romaic and Latin a 
wiirk on '‘True Happincs*.~ dedicated lo Catherine II. hut Po- 
iyzuis, who |« slat«H»y thr Reviewer In botbeoniy iiioderr) except 
Coray wlio has dislingiiislirti himself by « knowledge of Hellenic, 
if he t>e tbc.Polymis Lam|tani!tk>lcs ot Tauina, who haspublUhcd 
a iiuinlier of eilitjuiK in Romaic, was neither more nor less Uian 


• I tiavc la 01 ) poMt*ien at i'i«v1tefi| tosli'on ’■V(7k’jj9«ov,''MMcb I 

rvroln.Hl lo eirhange frotu 8. O— , E*(|. Tor a small giio : my autiquarUMi 
frtn>dsliB«c aever rgrKUUt-ah, or lurglvti me. ' 

* to tialls p«iuphk*t agalml Caray. be talks of ‘Mbrowlng lb« lutolrnt 

eat of tbe wloduMs." On tbii a marti crlllr riHalois, “Ab. my 
Cod! Ibruia an IIHIenUtuul o( Iba wriudow S wbal uerUege!** 11 rrrtalaly 
would U; a MTlvui biuti>e>a for lltose ualbera wba dwell In the attic* : but I 
hnve quoiad tbe pawage aicnly prore Ibn drolUtUy «t tl)ie aoiong llw 
ronlroverkloUsU of all pulbtu-d rouiitrics; Lootfoa or iidloborglj could 
bardiT parallel (hW rarbhti rbulllllun. 


an iUoerant vender o( boc^s> witli the contents of Fhich he had 
no iNmci'rii lieyiind hi^nameon the title page, placed there to ae- 
ctire bla property In die publication; a^ Im was, moreover; a 
man utterly Uectitole of scholastic acqnirt'tBcnU. As the name, 
however, is not iincoiniDOD, some other Polyaols may )iave edited 
Tbe Kpisllea of Aristrartus. 

It Is lo be regretted (hat the system of ctKilincnlal blockade has 
clusetl (be few channels iliniugli which the Greeks Teodved their 
publications, particularly Venice and Trieste. Even the coonnuo 
grauimars for children are become loo dear for the lower orders. 
Amongst their original works (he Geography of Heiellus. Arcb- 
bbliop of An>cns,.and g multitude of Iheologicafl quartos and po^ 
tfcal paniphltTp,' are to be met with ; their grammars and lexicotia 
of two, three, and four languages are fiiimeroiu and exreUenl. 
Thdr poetry is iu rhyme. The niiNil singular piece I have lately 
seen Is i saiire in dialogue ItelwVen a Hnssfan, EngUsli, and French 
traveller, god the WayWode of Walta’chia (or Riackbey, as they 
lemi him >, an arcbbisliop, a merchant, and CpgU Bacht (or pri- 
mate', iu succcsakin; lo all of wliuirt under the Turks the writer 
attributes Uieir present df^rneracy. Their MUgs are sometimes 
pretty and pathetic, but their tunes generally nnpluastng hi tbo ear 
of a Frank ; the best is the Camoos “ Aevre cars>; q^v 
by the unforlunsle Riga. But from a catalogue of more than 
six^ anlliors, now before me, only Cftcen can be found wlio liave 
touched on any ilicme cxci^i theology. 

1 am intrusted with a comroUaion by a Greek of Athens uaoved 
Uarmaroiourl to make arrangements if pcuvsiblc, (or printing in 
l.ond4>n a irauslalioo of BartheiehtPs Anacharsis In Romaic, as he 
has no olber opportunity, natesi he despatches the MS. lo Vienna 
by Ihe Black ^a and Danube. 

The RerU-wer meiilloas a sdiool establislicd at Ilecatonesi, and 
suppressed at the tnsiigallop of Si-bajtlani s he uH'aus Cidonles. or, 
in Turkish, liaivalit a town on lb<? cunliiieut, whm' that inslilu- 
lioii fur a humired students and three professun still cihu. it i» 
true that this cstablislirocol was disturbed by Ihe Purle, adder Uiu 
ridicuJous pretext tliai (he GrccLs were poostnicting a fortrew 
. instead of a cullegc : but on iiiveiligaiion, ami the paymeut of some 
: purses Iu Ute IMran. it has bkrn permitted to contiuuc. Tlie prin- 
cipal prolmor, named t'rniamin (I. e. Beojamin'., U st.iled to be a 
man of talent, but a Irefthtoker. He was bom In t.c&bue, studied 
in Italyf and is roaste^ of Hellenic. Latin, and some Frank lan- 
guages; besides a smgtiering of the seieoces. 

Though it is not my Intentlda to eater (briber od this topic t)un 
may allude to the article To questkm, I cannot but observe that ibe 
Revtewerl limeutathM over the fall of (he Greeks appears singu- 
lar, vihen he eiosM ft with Ibesc words i ^ The change U to 6e 
eUtriiuifd to, Vttir misfi/iii/nes ralier tAanJo any ' phytkal 
<t(g'radaHon.‘“ It' may be true Uiat the Greeks are not physic- 
ally degenerated, and lhal^>MUtanUno|de conuiiied on the day 
when It changed masters as many men of six fret and upwards as 
in the boor ofproeperity: but ancient history and modem poUlics 
iustriicl us that something inure lUan i4iydcal perfection la nece»- 
tary to preserve a state In vlgonr and indcpcudcDcc;'and (be 
tirceks. In particular, arc a rnelaocholy example of llu: near con- 
nexion between moral degradsTon and national decay.' 

The Reriewer tiii'nlions a plan ** irs 6e/iree " by Potemkin, for 
tbe piirilTcatloa of ihc Hotnalc ; and 1 have endeavoured iD'Vain 
to procure any Ud'mgt or traces of its existence. There was an 
academyin .si. Petersburg for (he Greeks; but U was suppressed 
by Paul, and has not licvn revived by his st|occ.«ur. 

There is a slip of (he |ieii, and li can only be a slip of the pen. 
In p. Sft, Mo. SI, of the Edinburgh llcvlew. where these worda oc- 
cur i—*‘ We arc told ih.vt,wheu the capital of the F.4st ytflIUud lo 
To/yjann”— It may be presumed that this Iasi word will, in a fn- 
turc edition, be altered lo Mahomet ir.t The ladles of Coustan- 


Xln a rormer number itu* Erflntnirgn nrvlew, tsm, It U obaerred : 
“ ijrr^ ffroa pastKtf mmo o! till (cri) )ears to .«coUaail, wberr lie uipbl 
lute Iramrd that sttforA do<^ nul mt'an a tmyp'pt, any okh-c Ibsti da«/ 
turaiis 3 Quer),— Wnt 11 In Sroil.’iLd ihni Ibe )oud 2 genllBrnro of 

Ibr K^lobuntU Krvl<*wrrararU Itiat rolgrMciK tnrani JfoAemrtil. ao) more 
Iban cHls^im inrana ta/ai/ia/Jilff t-but Ibus It la. 

" CcdliDiu l[W)oc fknn prorbenMM crors MRlIlU." 

Tbe mlnUkr wni,.'<l to coniplelct) a lip«e of Ihc pen (from lbc(rrra< rUnt- 
/ortfy of Ihe (no words and tbe rvto/ a^rracc of error from Ibe foruKr 
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tlDople,*' lhat period tpoke a dialr<ct, ‘'whicfa would 

not have dU^aced ihc llpt of ao Aihenian.^ - 1 <lo not know liow 
that might be, but am sorrf to asy ihe ladlci in geofral. and the 
Athenians in particular. 4MBuch aUcrcd ; being far from choice 
either in ihdr dialect or e^i^ott-s, as ilte whole Attic race are 
bartNvoua to a prorerb 

•“0 A(>xv», 

T( yuifxflivi e.iffiis rw/f*-” 

Id GibboOt tol. 1. p. <6f . U tbc following sentence " The vulgar 
(liileei of lU cHy was gross and barbarous, though the composi- 
tioM of the ch|Uech oud palace sonicUmes alActed to copy ibe pu< , 
rlly of the Attic models/' wbalcver inay tw asserted on the sub* 
Ject, iliipffficaU'tu conceive that the “ladies of Cunslerilloople.'' 
in Ike reign of the last Cssar, spoke a purer dialect than Anna 
Comii^Qa wrote three centuries before i ahd those .royal pages ape 
not esteemed the best models of comitosiiimi, sithuugh the priu- 
cest ylthRi-Kv u^r*' AKPIBQ3 ATum^^'tvTitv- In tlie Fsnal. and in 
T aaing, Iho best Greek b spoken : in Uie latter there it a flourish- ; 
log school under the direction of l^salida. 

There is now in Alliens a pu|iil of rsalida‘s„ who Is making a ' 
lour of observation through Greece i he b Inlelll^nt, and bslter 
educated than a fellow conunrmer of ih^'St colleges. I mention 
thb as aproof that the spirit of iu<|uiry b nut dormant among ihc 
Greeks. 

The Boviever menlloni Mr. Wright, the author of Uio beautiful 
poem ilorc lualcx," as qualified lo give details of these Dotnioal 
Rumam and di-generatc Greeks ; and also of their language t but 
Mr. Wright, though a good poet and aii able man. has made a mis- 
take where tic states the Albanian dialect of the Romaic to at»- 
proxiniale nearest to the Hellenic > for the Albanians speak a Ro- 
maic as notoriously corrupt as the Scutch of Abcrdeeiuhlre. or Ifae 
Ilaliin of Naples. Yanina, iwherc, neit to iltc Faiul, Uki Greek 
is purest,) allliough the c>ipltai of All Pacha's dmnlnioos, b put in 
AUunia but Epirusj aAil bs'ybiid Dcivinachi in Albania Proper up 
to Ai^rocastro and Tcpaiccn Jkcyund which 1 did not advance), 
they sficak worse Greek than even tlv Atlienians. 1 was attended 
fora year and a half by two of these singular raouuUioeers, whose 
mother tongue u lllyric. aud I never hcani them ur dseir coun- 
trymen (whom I have seen, not only, at home, but to the amount 
of twenty Uiotuaod in the army of Veil Pacha) praised for their- 
Or^k, bat often laughed at for hieir provincial barbarisms. 

I have In my possession about twenty-five letters, amongst which 
aome from Use Bey of Corinth, writleii to me by Notans, (he Oogia 
Bachi, and qtbers by the dragoman of the Calmacam of the Murea 
(which last governs in Veil Paeba's absi.-nce)are said to be favour* 
•ble spechneoi of their epbtolary style, l also receive*! some nl 
Constantinople from private persons, wrillca in a most hjperpo- 
lical style, but in the true antique character. - ^ 

Tl>e Reviewer pruecods, afli r some remarks on the tongue in ib 
past and present stale, to a paradox (page 89} on the great tnis- 
ciiief die knowledge of bis own longiuge has done to Coray, who, 
it seems, is less liktdy to understand tlte auchmt Gn-ck^ because be 
Is perfect master of the modcml ‘This observation follows a f$- 
ragrapb, recumnicDdiog, in explicit terms, the study of the Ro- 
maic, as *‘a iHiwerful auxilfary,“ aut only to Uie.traveJIer and ft^ 
reign merchant, but also to tbe classical seboU^i in short. to,evcry 
body except Ihc only person who can be thoroughly acquainted 
with Its uses; and. by a partly of rcAsouing. our old language is 
conjeclnred to be probably more atlaluahle by “ forelguers ” llun 
by uursolvesl Now, 1 am Inclined to ihlnk, that a Dutch Tyro in 
our tongue (albeit himself of Saxon blood) would be sadly per- 
plexed with “Sir TrNirem." or any other given “Aurhinleck 
MS." with or without a grammar or glossary ; aod tomosta|iprc- 
lieoslons it seems evUent. that none bnl t native can ao>|uire a 
competent, far less complete, knowledge of our obsolete KHoms. 
We may pvc the critic credit for his ingcmiity, but no more be- 
Ueve him than we ikUbnollctCs LLsmahago. wbo maliilaJiu that ll»e 
purest English Is f|Sken in Rilinbiir^h. Ttiat Coray may rir is 
very possible ! but If lie docs,^lie fault Is In (he man niUier Ilian iu 


bU mother longue, which ts..as il ought to be, of Ihc greatest aid 
to the native aUH^t.— Here the Reviewer proceeds to lmsines»oo 
Strabo's traosUtors. and here 1 close my remarks. 

. Sir W. Orumiuoud, Ur. IlamiltoA, Lord Abordocn. Dr. Clarke, 
Captain Leake, Mr. Gell, Ur. Watpole, and many others now in 
England, have all the requisites 19 furnish details of this fallen 
people. The few observatiuus 1 have offered 1 should have left 
where 1 made them, fiod nut tlie article in qucsiiou, aud above ail 
the spot where 1 read'll, induced mo -to advert lo those pages, 
which the advantage of nry present situation enable^ meto clear, 
os at feast to make U»e alU-mpt. 

1 have endoavouced to wave the pcrsuual feeliogs. which rise in 
despite of me in toncbiogiipoo any part ofihe Ediubuigh Review ; 
not frum a wlsfr lo conciliate Uio favour of Its writers, or tocnucel 
ibe m^mbrance <A a syllable 1 have fortnerfy pubfUficd. bpt 
siiuplyrroiii a w‘Ose of iheimpro^^etyof mixing up private resent- 
luenis with a dlsqiiisibon of the pfeseut kind, and more particu-^ 
larly at Ibli distance of Umd and place. 

- - 
ADDITIONAL N<>XS,.jON THE TURKS. 

The difficulties of travellfrtSjl ‘Hirk'^y hove been rnneh exag- 
gerated, or rathir have conslirrably dlmlobbed of late years. 
The Uunuim.'ins hare fo'cn bealen Into a kind of sullen civility, 
very cumfuriable lo voyagers. 

U Is ilazarduu)i lossy niiKhon the subject of Turks aod Turkey ; 
since it Is. possible to live amungst them (weniy yean wlibout 
acquiring mformatloD. at least from themselves. Ay far as my 
own slighi experience carried me, 1 have no com|iialul to make : 
but am ImlelibHi for many dvilities^l might almovt say for/riend* 
ship], and much hospilality. to Ali Pacha, hissdo Veil Pacha nf 
the Morca, and several others of high rank in the provinces. . Su- 
leyman Aga; laic Goveruor of Athens, and now of Thebes, was a 
bon riounf, and os social a being as evCr sal cros^gged al a 
trjy ora table. During the caroival, when our EngtUh partg 
wcrc|fnasqucradiog, both himself and his successor were more 
liappyin ‘'receive masks*' than any dowager InGnyvenor Square. 

On one occasion of his iup|)lng at the conveut, his friend and 
visiter, Ihc Cadi of Thebes, was carried fVora table pertecUy quali- 
fied for any club in Christctkioin : while the wo^iy Waywode 
himself Diumpbed in his fall. 

1q all money tramartioos with ttie Moslcou, 1 ever found liic 
strictest honour, the highest dislntercslrdness. In transactiog 
bnsineu with them, there are none of those dirty peculations, 
under Uienamc of interest, dilferencc ofocchaage, commission, etc. 
uniformly found fu applying to a Greek consul to cosh bffU. even 
on (he first houses in Pera. 

Wiilr regard lo presenU, an established custom in the Ea.vt, 
you will rarely find yourself a loser; as one worth acceptance is 
generally relumed by anotbtr of similar value— a horse, or a 
shawl. 

Vi the capital and at court the ciiixens aod courtiers are formed 
in the same school with those of chrivUanlty ; but (hm does not 
.exist a more botiouraMe. friendly, aod high-spirited character than 
the tj-ue Turkish provincial Aga, or Moslem country gentlenun. 
- It is pot mesulhere to designate tbe^veruorsof (owns, but those 
Agas wbo. by a kind of fendai tenure, possess lands and houses, of 
more or less extent, in Greece aud AsU Minor. 

Tlic l(Avcr orders are in as tolerable dlsdpliDe as the rabble in 
countries with greater prelensioos to civiltsatioo. A Moslem, io 
waiklog the streets of our country-towns, would' be more incom- 
moded in England than a Frank to a similar MhuUon In Turkey. 
Bt-gjmentals are the best travelhog dress. 

I The best accounts of the religion and ditferentsectsof Islimism, 

I may be hiund in D'Ohsson's French ; of their manners, etc.. pCr- 
' haps in TbornlOD’s Englbli. Tbc Ottomans, with ail theirdcfccts, 

' arc no! a ptvqdc to ho clcspised. Equal, at loaiL to die S|MDiards, 
they are superior lo. tlic Portuguese. If U lie difficult to pro- 
nounce what they are, we can at least say what thry are noli they 


pages of ibe Ifttriry IrvtMbsn J. tbsi I iRonlrf have psMcd II afcr as In Ibc 
Mil. bad I no< prrcvl'edln Ihr Edlnborali Mevkw murb tacr* leas ruillal Ion 
UD aU mrb drtiviiofl*, partlenlarly a rvcral on*, wlwrc wor<ltand«rilabin 
are »uakn* ol dM|ublltsi> and trampovllioii , aiM Hit aboTv-iuenUotird 


porDlk'l pasaage Ici Riy own caw IrrcaUHMv propHM me (0 btB> murb 
VQsIrr lilt 10 licrrlllnl ttiao corrrri. Tlw lynif/cwm. hav|np«D)i>ycd many 
a fiVaaipA on nrh rielorIM, nlli Itardh l>e|nids« me 4 rilshl maliaa (or 
ihfpreaeoi 



11(J • ’ ■ ■ BYUONS 

MT no( treaciicruiu, Ibey |i« iiuf oowarUly, Ihey do <iof bunt be- 
reUcs. i|i«y m nel ummIiu, nor baa an eoeaiy adTtnccd to their 
capHal. Tticy atv hi'bfiil to their tulUn UH he becomea uaRt to 
govern, and devout to thdrXiod vritbout an UH|uu>tkMr. Wm* 
they driven frOm !»(• tkiftliia to ntomm. and Uw French or Kua- 
atotv enthroned In tbeir ate^ <1 would become a qw^liuci whe- 
ther Kuri^ would gain by the exchange. England would cer- 
tainly be we luarr. 

WHh regard tn that ignorance of wbi^ they are ao geneMly. 
aud M>(oeUm»itutiy acesaed. it may be doubted, ahvaya except- 
log Fnuice and BngUnd, in what uarfttl poinu ot knuwiedgc they 
are excelled by other laatkma. la it in the cfnnnon artj of life? 
In thtir roanufaciurra? la a Turktab aabre interior lo a Toledo ? 
or ia a Turk worae clothed or lodged, or M and Uhgtal, Utan a 
Spaniard? Are ibeir Paebaa worac rducated than a Grabdte? or 
oti Efrendi than | knigld of SU iago? 1 thaik not 

1 remember Mahroout, the of AU Pacha, aakiog whe* 

Ihertny fellow-traveller ami tnyaelfwere io the upper or lower 
Monae of ParUauicul. Kow, Ihiajui^^n frooi a buy of ten years 
Md proved that hia ^cation hatf^otl^u noglectod- It may be 
doubled If an EngUah boy at Ui;^ agttjkouw* the ditterence of the 
IMraii from a cdflege of I)< n1ii^ but I am "very anre a Hpaulard 
duci out. ilow little UahiitonlflDil^uoikd, ax b« bad been, en- 
tirely by hie Turkish lulurs. Iil^carncd that there was such a 
thing ua Parliament, it were uacteas to coujecinrr, unleaa wc aup- 
poae that hi* iastmeton did Dot (uafine bla aludiea to the Koran. 

In all the mo«<{ues there are achooU calablialicd. which are very 
regularly a«icnded ■, and (Iw poor are taught without the church 
of Turhey bc^ pul into peril. I believe the ayvlein ia not yet 
printed (though there ia auch a thing aa a Tnrkldi |>reai. and hooka 
■•riuted on (be late military iiulitolluo of the IHiaain Gedidd)( nor 
have 1 heard wbellicr llie MufU and the MolUu hare aubscribed, 
or the Caioucam and tlie Teflerdar Ukcn the alarm, for fear the 
ingenuous ypuih.of the turban ahould be laiigbl not to ** pray lo 
God thrirway.** Tlu-Grccksalao— akmdof Baslero Irish papbta 
—bare a college of their own xl Maynootb— no, at liaivall ;'wi)cr0 
ihc heterudox receive much Uw same kind of nuuntciumce from 
the OUonun ax Ute t^athoUc coUe.;e from the EnglUli legyialure. 
Wlui ahali tliA affirm, that tbe Turks are Ignorant bigola, when 
they U|ua evince the exact |M^>purtkin of ChrlatUn chanty which 
ia (oterafitl tn Ihc lOiwt pruspauua xnd orthodox of all poMihle 
kiogdoma? But thtuigh tliry altow all lliia, tfiey will not MfTi'r 
the Greeks lo pariicipale iu Ibeir privilegcai no, let tbem^Rglii 
Ibdr baUic*. and pay their haralbh (laxrsX be drubbed id this* 
world, and damned in the nexL And aliaii we then eminopatc 
our Iildi lletuta? Maliproct forbid I We ahould then b6 bad 
ytuaaoliuaiis, aud worse Cbilallaiii : ft preaeAt we unlie Ute best ' 
of both— joultigd faith, aud autnelHlng nut much inferior to 
Turkiali toleraliou. * 


CIIILOE IIAKOLD'S PILGR1M.\GE. 

CA5T0 TUe TUIM. 


_**xin %w nttaapptmtlao vo«a IMxAl df 
poMcr a autrv riMM, It o y a an ««nia it 
rtiMil* 41W calaHa.flt it i€Otp$.''^UUn 4m 
g«lf« Pni4«a Af'i/aMsXfrt, X(f 1. 1, ITlf. 


I. 

Is tby face like thy mother's, my fair child! 

Ada I ' sole daughter ofmy bouse and>hearl.> 

^Vben last 1 saw thy young blue eyes they smiled. 
And then we parted,— not as now we part, 

But with a hope.— 


' (In an hitherto tmpuhlidied kUer. daird Verunn, November 6, 
181(1. Lord Byrunaays— ' By the way, .Xdirx tiameiwfakh lAound 
In oor ited^ree. under king John's reign), i* the simc with that of 
the Killer of Charienugne, AS 1 redde, the oUicr day, io a book 
treating of the Ithlne.*'— E.| 


WORKS. 

Awaking with a start, 

Tlie waters heave around me ; and on high 
Tlie winds lift up their voices: J depart. 

Whither 1 know not; but tbe hour’s gone by. 
When Albion's lessening shores could grieve or glad 
aiineeye. » 

II. 

Once more upon tbe waters f yet once morej 
And tbe w'aves bound beneath me as a steed 
Tlial knows Ifis rider. Welcome, to the roar! 

Sw ift be their guidance, wheresoe'er it lead! 
Though tlie strain'd mast should quiver as a reed, 
And Uie rent canvass'fluttering strew the gale. 

Still must 1 on; for 1 am as a weed, 

Fhingfroin the rock, on Ocean's foam, to sail 
Where'er the surge may sweep, the tempest's breath 
prevail. 

nt* 

In my youth’s summer I did s>og of One, 

The wandering outlaw of his own dark mind ; 
Again I seize the theme, then but begun, 

And bear it with me, as the rushing wind 
Bears the cloud onwards : in that Tale J find 
The furrows of long thought, and dried-up tears. 
Which, ebbing, leave a sterile track beliind, 

O'er w hich all heavil}’ tlie journeying years 
Plod the last sandsof life,— w here not a flower appears. 
IV. 

Since ray young days of passion— joy, or pain, 
Perchance my heart and harp have lost p string. 
And both may jar: it may be, that tn vain 
1 would essay as I liave sung to sing. 

Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling ; 

'So that it wean me from tbe w^ry dream 
' Of selfish grief or gladness— so it fling 
Forgetfulness around me — it shall seem 
||^o me, though to none else, a not ungrateful theme. 

, ' V. 

lie, who grown aged in this world of woe, 
lutfteds, not years, piercing th^ depth of life, 

So llot no wonder waits him; nor belo^ 

Can love, or sorrow, tame, ambition, strife, 

•Cut to his heart again w i,th the keen knife 
or silent, sharp endurance:, he can tell 
Wh\nhought seeks refuge in lone caves, yet rife 
\Mtb airy images, and shapes which dwell 
Still unimpair’d, thoughold, in thesoul’s haunted cell. 

VI. 

’T is to create, and in creating Ike 
A being liiore intense, that we endow 
With form our fancy; gaining as we give 
The life we image, even as I do now. 

What am I? >othing: but not so art thou, 

Soul of my thought! with whom 1 troverse earth, 


*'[Lonl Byron quiitei] Enj;lat»d, fur the recuiKi and lul llinc, on 
Ihu S3 li of Ajirll, ISIS, allcuded by William Ftctclnr and Robert 
Riiditon, the '’yi-ouuo" anil '* pane'* ofCafltu I. ; hU jjliyMCLto. 
Dr. Poikkid : ottd a Swias vakt.— £.] 
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Invisible but gazing, as 1 glow < . ■ 

BIix*d witb thy spirit, blended with thy birth, 

And feeling still with thee in my crush'd leeliogs’ 
dearth. . . a 

. Yll. ' _ ■ 

Yet most I think less wildly':-^! have thought- 
Too long and .darkly, till iny brain became, / 

In its own eddy boiling and overwrought, 

A wbirliog ^uli' ol 'pliantasy and flame : 

And thus, untauglit in youth ihy lieart to tame. 

My spfiiigs4)f liil were poison'd. 'T is too late 
^ Yet ami ciianged; thougii stUI enough the same I 
In strength to bear wbat time cap not abate, 

And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate, 

vip. 

Sometfaing too much of this but how is past. 
And the spell closes with its silent seal. 

Long abseht Maaold ro>appearsaf last ; 

' lie of fhe breast whieirfain no more w ould feel, 
Wrung with the w'ouiids which kill not, but ne'er 
heal, , ■ . 

YetTin>e, who changes ail, had alter'd him 
In soul and aspect as in age : ' years steal 
Fire from the mind as vigour from tlic limb ; * 
And lite's dncbanled cup but sparkles near the brim. 

IX. • 

His had been qaaffd too quickly, and he found 
The dre^s were wormwood ; but he lill’d again, 

And from a pnrer fount, on holier ground. 

And deem'd its spring perpetual ; but in vain I 
.• Still round him clung invisibly a cliain 

Which gall'd for ever, fettering though unseen,- 
iAnd heavy though it clank'd not ; worn with pain, 
V\ hich pined although it spoke not, and grew keen, 
Entering w ith every step he took through many'^ scene. 

• ' X. 

Secure in guarded coldness, be hdd mix’d ' 
Again in fancied safely with his kind, 

And deeni'd his spirit now so Qrmly (ix’d 
And sheathed with an invulnerable mind, ' 

That, if no joy, no sorrowlurk'd behind ; 

*And be, asxtne, might 'tmdst the numy stand. 
Unheeded, searching tlirpugii the crowd to find 
Fit speculation ; such as in strange land 


/ But 'who (ian view the ripen’d rose,^J5* ^eefc* • 

To wear it ? who can curiously behold 

The smoothness 'and the sheen of beauty’s cheek, 

Nor feel the heart can never all grow old ? 

Who can contemplate Fame tlirough clouds unfold 
The star w hich rises o’er her sleep, nor climb / 

’ Harold, once more w ithin the vortex, roll’d 
On witlr the giddy circle, chasing Time, 

Yet with a nobler aim than in his youth’s fond prime. 

' • XU. 

hut soon he knew hinis>elf the most unfit 
Of mcrTto herd with Man, with whombe-held 
Little in coiimion i uotanght to submit 
His thoughts to Olliers, though his soul wa| quell’d 
In ymilh by his own thoughts ; still unconipcll’d, 
He would not yield domiuioftot his mind 
Td^pirlls against whom his own rebcll’d ; ' 

Frond though in desolation, wliidi could find 
A life within itself, to hrraifie without mankind, 
xm* 

Where rose themuiiutnins, there tohim werefriends; 
Where roll’d the ocean, thereon was Ins home ; 

\\ here a blue sky, iuid glowing clime, extends, 

He hikl the passion and tiu? power to roam ; 

TIk* desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s foam, 

^Were ui|to him companionship ; they spake - 
A mutual langMse, clearer than the tpme 
Of [us w hich he would oft forsake^ 

For Nuture^ajH by sunbeams ou the lake. 

XIV. 

l.ike the. Chaldean, '^e could watch tlie stars, 

Till he had peopled tliem with beings bright 
As their own beams; and earUi, and earth^rn Jars, 
And human frailties, were turgotteii quite : ^ 

Could he have kept his spirits to that flight, 

He had bet» happy ; but this clay w ill sink 
Its spark immortal, envying it the light 
I To w hich it mounts, as h' to break the link 
That keeps us from yon heaven w hich w oos us to its 
brink. 


Butin Man’s dwellings he became a thing 
Kestlesa and worn, and stern and wearisome, 


He found in wonder-works of Ck)d and Nature’slianif. ' 



* [The Snt aw) •ecood cantoi of " Chllde IlirokTs Pngrtmage** 
produced, oa ihelr appcanoce in <wa,'au effret upoir (lie pulillc, 
at least rqiial lo any work n liieh ba< appcaiA^^fa tlib or .ibe 
Ust century, aod placed at once upon Lord Itie gar- 

land lur whicb 'oOicr men u( geuius. have fodeawmg, and which 
they have gaiwext late, tie was placed prwemliienl amoogit tlw 
Ihrrary men of hu cuimlrjr by gtuerol accJamalion. It was amidst 
such frelliigs of adiniralion (hat iw euiered tbe public stage. 
Every thing HI liU uiaouer, pertob^ and "coitvcrsaliiun. tended Xv 
matnuio the ebarm Wbidi bu geuins had flimg arunnd fafnr; and 
thus« adml.ted to bis couversatioci, far from UnUtng that ihb in- 
spired poet siuik into ordiisary niurtality. felt tHemaelies attached 
to him, not only by many nubie quSUUea, bol by Ibe loteresl of i 
niysteiious. undefined, iiij) alinoit painful cariosity, a counten- 
ance rrijuisiiely modeled l^^e»prmion of feeling and paatoo, 
and caJiiLiUng ilie remarfcjRbtilrasl of very dark hair and eye- 


Dropp'd as a wild-born falcon w iiliclipt v^gf 


brows, with Hght and expressive eyes, preseoted lo the physlogno: 
mbt Ibe most inierestirtg udiject for the exrrolse of hU arU The 
predonliutlog expremiun wu that of deep and htbitnai thoogbt, 
'which gave .way to the most rapid play of fejtores when he en- 
gaged ill interesting discuwlon i,so dial a tirother poet compared 
them to tbe scfuipbire of a lesoltlu) alabaster vnm. only seen to 
perfection when Hghled up from within. The flaslies of mirth, 
gaiety, Indlgnaikio. or taiirical dislike, w hich fi-equently aQlnUited 
Lord Byron's countenance, might, during an evening's coiivma- 
(ioo, be mblakcn. by a stranger, for the habboai cx|ireastw>, su 
easily and so hapfilly vras it formed for them alt ; but those who 
had an o|tportualiy of studying hb features fur a length of time, 
aod upon various oecadons, bulh pf rest and tgnoUon, will agree 
that Iheir proper language' was tfiat of metsneholy. Someibnee 
■hades of Ibis gloofn intomipted .ercn hb gayest and most harpy 
momenu.~sn w&LTn norr.] 
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To whom the bOuodlett air*«looe wve hornet 
Theb (»4||^s Ift-again^ ertiich fo o'ercom^ 

As p^eri^be iMirr'd-up bird heat 

UiA ^laeast and beak agatQSt fato.wiry dome * 
Tili^e blood tingie hjs plumag^ip the beat 
Of his ibapeded soul would thfposh nis bosom eat. 

XVI. • 

• • • . ‘ ■ 
Self-exiled Harold ' wanders forth again, 

With nought of hope left, but with less of gloom ; 
The very knowledge that be lived in vain, ^ 

That all was over on this side the tomb. 

Had made Despair a smilingness assume, [wreck 
Which, though *t were wild, — as on the plunder'd. 
When mariners would madly meet their doom 
With draughts intemperate oU the sinking deck^ — 
Did yet inspire a che^, which be foYebore to check.* 

XVII. 

Stop !— for thy tread is on an flmpire's dust ! 

An Eartliquake’s spoil is sepulchred below 1 
Is the spot mark'd with no colossal bust ? 

Nor column trophied Tor triumphal show ? 

None; but the moral's truth telli simples' so. 

As the ground was before, thus let it be ; — 

Ildw that red rain hath made the harvi*st grow ! 
And is this all tlic world has gain'd by thee. 

Thou first and Iasi of bolds ! king-making Victory ? 

XVIII. 

And Harold stands upon jHMf skulls, 

. 'Jlie grave of France, the dea^QMtafrloo ! 

How in an hour the power ^lajP^ve annuls 


Its gifts, transferring flame as fleeting top ! 

In ** pride of place ' here last the eagle flew, ' 
Then tore w'ith bloody talon the rent plain,* 

■ ' Pierced by the shaft of banded nations through ; 

Ambition's life and labours all w'ere vain4 
He wears the shatter'd links of tlto w'orld's -broken 
• chain. 

XIX. 

Fit retribution 1 Gaul may champ the bit 
And foam in fetters ;~but is Earth more free ? 
"Did nations combat to make Oife submit 
Or league to teach all kings true sovereignty P 
W'hat 1 shall reviving Thraldom again be , 

The patcb'd'up idol of enlighten'd days ? 

Shall we, who struck the Lion down, shall we 
Pay the W'olf homage? proffering lowly gaze 
And servile knees to thropes ? No ; prove before ye 
praise ! ' 

XX. 

If not, o'er one fallen despot boast no more ! 

' In vain fair cheeks were furrow’d with hot tears 
. For Europe's flowers, long rooted up before 
The tramplcr of her vineyards ; invain yeaK 
Of deatlv, depopulation, lx>Hdage; fears. 

Have all been borne, and broken by the accord 
Of rousednip millions : all that most endears 
Glor)', is when the myrtle wreathes a sword 
Suclias Harmodius * drew on Athens’ tyrant lord. 

XXI. 

There was a sound of revelry by night,* 

And Belgium's capitai^bad gather’d then ' 


• (Vlo Uie Uiird caoto of CtUldc Harold.** tays Sir KffertoD 
Drytlgc*, ^ there is niucb iacquaUty. The thopghUaod images are 
someUmes laboured ; but sUI) they are a very great tniproveueat 
tipgu the first two cantos. Luitl Byron here speaks in bis own 
lansoagc and character, not io the tone of othen »—be isdcscrlb- 
ing, Dul iDveotlng: therefore he lias not, and cannot have, the 
freeitoiu with wbicli fleltonJa composed. . Somellmcstic has aeon- 
dsCnen which is very powerful, -but almost abnipt.' Prom irwt- 
ins liiinself alone, and working out his own (lce)>-buried ihoushta, 
he now. perliapf, friJ into a babK of labourins. even where there 
was no occasion to labour. In the first siitccn stantas there is 
yet a ml.^hty but groaning burst of dark and appalling streagth. It 
was uaqnestloiubly the unexaggerated pietdre of a nMMt tem- 
pestuous and sombre, but magnfficeul suuJ 1'*] 

* (TIicm: Atanxas, in wlifcli the author, adopting more dblinctly 
the character of Childc Harold ilun in tlic origiital (tocio, assigns 
tlie cause why he luw'i-esimif d hi« PUgt(im's staff whed It was hojied 
1^ liad sat down for life a dcuiacil of liis iiaUve country,— aboumT 
wiih much moral interest and poetical beauty. The commentary 
through which the iiicanlog of this mclauclHily tale is rendered 
obvious. Is situ ill vivkl remembrance f for the errors of those who 
excel Uiclr fellows iu gifts and accompUdimenU are not soon (or* 
gotten. Those sccocs, ever most paliifhl to the bOfOru, were ren- 
dered yet mure so by public dlMussloQ ; and It U at least possible 
lliat amongst ihate'who excUinied most loudly on tliis mdiappy 

■^dccaslon, were some, in whose eyes literary suppriority exagge- 
rated Lord Byrou's offence. The scene may bs described in a few 
words I— the wise coiidcinoe«l— the good regretted— the multitude, 
idly or malicioti<^Iy Imiuisitlrc, rushed from place to place, gather- 
ing gossip, which they mangled and exaggerated while they repeat- 
ed it I and Impudcoce, ever ready te hitcb Itself into tfoloriely, 
/looked on, as Fatslafi eojuios Banlolph, biustcreil, bullied, and 
talked of •• pleading a causc,^ M * taking a rid?. *— Sia Wairica 
.SCOTT.l 'ife. 


) Pride of pUoe "'is a term of faJeoory, and means the highest 
pitebofflight. See Uacbcih, etc. 

** An eagle lowerlDg In bU pride af ptice," c(r. 

|( I Io the original draught of this stanza (which, as well u the 
preoediag one. was‘ wrillcn after a visit to the field of Waterloo), 
the lines slotxl— 

nm bU last fliKtil Ibe bsupbly <ws>e flnr, ^ 

Tbco (ore with bloody bei>k (h» lalal plnln.**— 

On seeing these lines, Ur. Rciiragic sketched a s{»iriled chained 
eagle, grasping the earth with iih tn/ons. The drcuoistance behig 
mmlioncd to Lord Byton, he wrote thus to a friend at Bnissels i— 
“ Krinagle Is a better poet and a belter ornithologist man 1 am : 
eagles, and all birds of prey, aUack wiili their talous, and not with 
their beaks; and I have altered the Hue thus i— 

" Then tore wllb bloody lalon Ibe reot plalo.' 
tliis is, I lliiok. a better line, Iwsides its poetical Justice.”— H.] 

* See the famuos song on llarmodltu and ArLstugiton. The licst 
Cnglirii tniiistaiion is iu BlandY Antboiogy, by Mr. ( now Sir Tho- 
mas) Denmauj— r - . 

ray sword wOl I wrcslbe,** etc. 

® ( There caiTfie nu more remarkable proof of the greatnesi of 
Lord Byron's gcniu.«. than the s,Hrit add interest he has contrived 
to communicate to his picture of the olten^rawa and difficult 
scene of the breaking up ffom Brussels before Ibe great battle. II 
b'a trite rnn.vrk. that pocta generally fail in the represenUUon of 
great events, where the interest Is recent, and the parUculan are 
consequently eJearty and commonly known. It required some 
courage b; venture on a theme beset with so many daogen, aod 
deformed with the wrecks of m> ' many fonner adventurers. See, 
Ihiwctct. with what easyrireiiglh he rovers upon It, aud with how 
iniich grace be gradually fiutU liis vty back to his own pceoliar 
vein of scDliiiient aod diclluo !— Wnit)] 
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Her Beauty and her Chivalry, pDd bright 
The lamps shone o*er fair women and brave iheix; 

A thousand hearts beat liappily | and when 
Music aVose with its voluptuous^ swell, 

Soft eyes fpok’d love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage bell ; ' ^nellt 
But husli ! harh 1 a dccp*sound strikes l^e a rising 
• * ' xxu. , 

Did ye not ^ear it ?— No ; ’t was but the wind, * 

Or the car rattling o'er the stony street : 

On^with the dance! let joy be unconfmed ; 

No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet— 
But, hark !— tliat heavy sound -breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds Hscdio would repeat ; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier tium before ! 

Arm! arm! it is— it is — the cannon’s opening roar! 

^ xxm. 

Within a window’d niche of that hi^ ^all » 

Sate Brunswick’s fated chieftain t'he flldii^ 

That sound the first amidst the festival, ''X 
And caught its- tone with Death's prophetic ear ; 
And wben they smiled because he deem’d linear, , 
Hts heart more truly knew' that peal too well 
Which stretch'd hts father pn a bloo^Jtier,* 

And roused the vengeance bloody alone could quell : 
He rush'd into the fleld, and, foremost f1ghting,^fell.’ 
xxlv. 

Aht then'an'd there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hohr ago 
. Blush'd at the praise of their own lovelmess ; 

And there were sudden jtartings, such as press 
the life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might be repeated : who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

Since upon night so sweet suchawful mom conld rise! 

"V ' XXV. . 

And there was mounting in hot haste : the steed, 
The mustTring squadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pouring forward With impetuous sp^. 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war ; 


* Oo the nigtit prev(pii!( to fli« action, it h uid that a ball vraa 
Sfren at BnuKU. — ITbe jMiiHjUr error of tbr Duke of W'dlingtoG 
harlDR been turpiised. oo (he ere of the h!itlle of Waterloo, at a 
ball j^eo bjr (be DuchHa.’of Hich|i»oo(l at BrumeU, wa« first cor- 
rceletl on aadiurily, in (Ite '* UUtory of Napolrao Buonaparte,*' 
whirh frotos a portloa of lhe ‘* Paoiitr Library." Tbe DukeStad 
receired litlelltgence of . Napoleon's decidve operalkms, and-ft was 
intendrd to putoff lb« ball; but, on rtfflvction it aeemed highly Im- 
IKirUDt that U)c people of Bniwcla titoold be kept In ignorance as 
to the course of events, ami the Duke not only desired that the ball 
^Swnld proceed. bi|f tbo grncral olficers received hja conlnaniis to 
■Ppear at ii-<acli taking care u> (juH the apaiimenl as quietly as 
possible at ten o'clock, ami proceed to Join his respective division 
enreate.^Bj 

* [ The father of the Duke of Brnnswick srbo fell at Quatro-braf, 

received hts <U*alb-woond at Jena.— R.] 

* I ******* *“■ even from its total onadommeat. 

* ,, * rrrsiticatloo of Uir common narratives : bol hqre nay 

well be applied « poriUon of Johnson's, liial « where inilb issuffi- 


And Uie dec|^ thunder peal op’ peal afar ; 

And near, the beat of tbe alarming dmm 
Roused up die soldier ere' the morning star ; 

While thropg’d the citizens with terror dumb, . ^ 
Or whispering, with white lips— “The foel They 
come! they come!” v 

XXTL 

And wild and high the “Cameron’sgathoring ” rose! 
Hie war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn's hills 
Have heafd,.and heard too have her ^axon foes 

• How in the^nopu of night that pibroch thrills, * 
Savage and shrill ! But with Uk breath which Alls 
Their ipoantain^pipe, so G(l tlie mountaiPeers 
With tbe tit^rce native darfng.whidi instils 

The stirring memory of a thousand years, [ears I 
And Evan’s, Donald’s * fame rings In each clansman's 
XXVII. 

And Ardennes* waves above' them her, green leaves, 
Dewy , with Nature’s Icor-drops, as they pass, 
Grie^og, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, ** 
Over the unretUrning brave, — alas! 

Ere evening to be.trodderrlike'tlie grass ■ 
W^t^yiw beneath them, (wi^pve shall grow 

• , In fOKsf^rdure, when ihirWy moss 

Of iiT!iif^pilour rolling on the foe, [low. 

And burning with btgh'hope, shall moulder cold and 
xxviii. . ^ ' 

I^st noon beheld Uicm full of lusty life. 

Last eve ui Beauty’s circle proudly gay, 

.Tlie midnight lirought the signal-sound of strife, 

Hie morn the marshalling in arms,-^tbe day, ' 
Battle,'s megnifleeudy-stern array ! ., .a 
T he Unmder-clouds close o’er it, which when rent, 
The earth is cover’d thick with oilier clay, 

Which her own clay shall coyer, heap’d and pent, 
Rider aiid horse,-*friend, foe,— in one red burial 
Went!« , , . 

XXIX. ^ ‘ • ' 

Their praisfi Is hymn’d by loftier harps than mine ; 
Yet one f would select froin that proud throng. 
Partly because they blend jne with his line, 

And partly that I did hts sire some wrong,? 

'And partly that bright names will hallow song; 


cknt to (ill the mind, ficUoo it worse tbao ufkleM."— Sit E. 
Bbtdcu.] , . . 

* Sir Evan CamflftQo. and his desceodtDt Donajd, ihe ** gentle 
Lochiel" of the " (bilT-flvp." 

’ The wood of SolpHiP< i» 5«i|ip<wotl to lic a rormiTinl of Ukc forciit 
of ArdeiiDet. famoiu in Bol.irdo'i orlaud oitd ImmorLil to tUiak- 
•peare’t ‘‘At you like it." n « cvlebraicd in Tocltas as betn;; 
the ipnt of lurcesifoi doft-ncr bj Um* tif,'nn;inv a^ainil theJtumau 
cncroechnuratt. .1 Inve vonlutt-.d to aJofit Uk* name connected 
with nobler asaodaliun^ ttova ilio«cof ni< i-c <la!i«htcr. 

* t Child* MaroM, lie in cclcbr.iie ihc victory of 

Waterloo, gives tu here a imivt Iwaoiirul d<’«Tipti.xi of ihc etpn- 
ing whkii preceded tbe Iviiiif of (tnirtrc Hraii, the ^larm kIhcIi 
calkd out the troops, at»i tbe burry au<l ounjutiodwhicli pn-eeilnt 
their march. 1 am not sure (tut any viTScalw.pilli'iUn^iMge sur- 
pass, b vigonr and in rct Uii;;. tbiH most iN-adUfUl 4rau.‘i|iiion.— 
Sll WiLTItn SCOTT.] * 

t [See note to Englldi Bards and scotch Bevtewers, ante, 
p. ei.-E.) 
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* ' J 

And his vasof the bravest, and when shower'd 
The death boJts deadHest the thion'd files nloug, 
Even where the tliiekest of war's teihpest lower’d, 
yThe)* reaeb'd no nobler breast than thine, young, gal- 
Iniit.Howard ! 

XXX. ‘ 

There have been tears and breaking hearts for thee, 

, And tuthe were nothing, had I such to gire ; 

Rut when 1 stood )>cneath the /"resh green tree, 
tVhich living waves where thou didst cease to live, 
*And saw around me the wide field revive 
'V^'^th frnits and fertile promise, and the Spring 
Come forth her work of gladnes| to contrive, 

\Vith all her reckfess birds upon the wing, 

. 1 turn'd from all she brought to those she could not 
bring.' 

XXXI. 

I turn'd to thee, to thousands, of w hom each 
And one as all a ghastly gap did make 
In his own kind and kindred, whom to tench 
. Forgetfulness were mercy forllieir sake ; '* 

The Archangel’s trump, not Glorj’s, liwist awake 
Those whom they thirst for : though the sound of 
May for a luoment smnhe, it cannot slake [Fame 
The fever of vniii longing ; and the name 
So honour’d but assujnes a stronger, bitterer claim. 

^ . xxxii. ' 

'They mourn, but smile at length; and, smiling, 
The tree will w iiher long before it fall ; [mourn :• 
The hull drives on, though mast and sail be torn^ 
The roof-tree sinks, but moulders on llic ball 
In pi.issyboarincss ; the ruin’d wall 
Stands when its wind-worn battlements are gone; 
The bars survive, the captive they enthral ; (sun ; 
'|1*c day drags tiiroirglt thougli storms keep out the 
And thus the heart w ill break, yet brokenly live on : 

XXMII. 

Rlien as a broken mirror, w*hich the glass 
In every fragment multiplies; and makes 
A thousand Images of one that was. 

The same, and still the hiore,'the more it breaks; 
And thus the heart will do which not forsakes, 
Living in shelter’d guise, and still, and cold. 

And bloodless, with its sleepless sorrow' adies, 


* Mj (tnide from Mont SI. Jeui over the A«td geemed lntelli|;eat 
and acciiralr-. The place where Major Howard (ell wu not tar 
(rov) two tall and luUUry trees (thenjwaa a lldnl cot down, or 
&hiTrmJ in Ute balUe}. which stand a Crw yaida from each uther 
al a luihwav'fl side Beoeaili (he^ he died, and was buried. The 
body han since been removed lo Rn^land. A small hollow toe Uie 
present marks where it lay. but will prtAiably soon be elTaoed ; the 
plouttti has been upon iL and Ibe srdo h.— After pcdnliiig mit lha 
diderent ifiots where Piclon and other gallant men had perished, 
ibe iptJde said. " Here Major Howard Uy t I was near him when 
wounded.'.’ 1 told him my reJatio|lshjp, and he s<'era«d Uien still 
more anxiuns to point out the particular spot aud circunuUoceH. 
The place b one of the must marked In ibe field, from Ibe peco- 
Marity of die two trees above nientioned. I went on horseback 

twice over ihe licUJ, ronipatinft it wiih my rccoileclkm of simiUr 
scenes. As a plain, Waterloo Menu marked out lor the scene of 
some (treat aetlon, thoiM;h this may be mere iroaldnallon 1 1 have 


WORKS. ' • . 

yetVithm on till all without i« old. 

Showing no visible sign, for such filings are untold.’ 

XXXIV, , . 

. Tliere is a very life in ourdespnir, 

Vitality of [>olson, — n (puck root * • 

AMiich feeds these deadlyjminrlies ; for it were 
As nothing did we die ; hut Life will suit 
Itself lo .Sorrow’s most delesltNi fruft, 

•Like to lliC apples • on the Dead Sea’s shore, 

AU ashes to the taste: Did man compute 
Existence by enjoyment, and count o’er ^ 

Such hours 'gainst years of life,— say, would he name 
threescore? 

XXXV. ' 

The Psalmist numlier’d out the years of man : 
-They are enough ; and if tbv tale be free, '• ,• 
Thou, w ho didst grudge him even that fleeting span. 
More than eitougli, thoU fatal Waterloo ! 

Millions of tongues record thee, and anew 
« Their diildrcn't lips shall echo tlicm, and say — 

“ Here, where Ihesword united nations drew, 
“Our countrymen were warring nfi tlialday ! ’* 
And tliis is nmcJi, and atj w hich will not pass away. 

' •. ixxvi.. 

There siifl1#rbe greatest, nor the w'orst of men, 
Whose spirit, antithetically mist. 

One inoment of the mightiest, aud again 
On little objects with like firnmcs.s lixt. 

Extreme- in all things ! Hadst thou been betwixt. 
Thy throne liad stiH been thine, or ncvfr been ; 

For daring made thy rise as fall : thmi Seek'st 
Even now to re<isstime the imperial lOicn, 
An^-shake again Ute world, {he Tlmndererof the scene! 
XXXMJ. 

(Conqueror and captive of the earth art thou! 

She trembled at thee^still, apdthy w ild name 
^> as ne’er more bruited in men’s minds thau now 
That thou art nothing, save the jest of Fame^^. 
'W'ho woo’d thee once, thy vassal, and became 
The flatterer of thy fierceness, till thoo wert 
A god unto thyself; nor less the same 
To the astounded kingdoms all inert, 
ho deem’d thee fora time whate’ertlmti didst assert. 


w 

viewed wlihaUcntloD ihoMof Platca. Troy. KariUnea, Leucira. 
Chamnea, and Maralhun ; and tlje lirld around Mont St. Jean and 
ItouxoumonI appears lo want UtUe but a l^ter came, and that 
und/finable but imfwesaiTo halo which Ibe lapae of a^ea throws 
aroood a celebrated apot, to vi« iu iulcreat with any or all of these, 
except. pcrha|ia. the last mcoli«ned. 

• L** There « a richnw and enersy in Ibis paaaagr, which is pe- 
culiar to I,ord'Uyrr>n, amonx ah RHidero poets,— a ihrunx of Klow- 
ioft bnasr^, poured (orib at once, with a facility . attd profusion, 
which must appear mire wastcr»lnt» to inoi'e ecouomicjl wri- 
ters. and a ceriain iiexNxence aud lur>lii]e»s of diction, which can 
bclunx only to an aiiUiur wbu is oppressed with the eioberanoe 
and rapidity of hb coocepUons.**— Jars^BT.] 

The tabled] applet on the brink of tbe lake Aiphaltcs were 
jUhl lo bo fair witbwt, and. wiihin. aslies. Vide TacUus. IlMor. 
Ub. V. 7. 
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And motidn of the soul wliidi'wHI not dwell 
In its own narrow being, but aspire 
Beyornl tbe fitting medium of desire ; 

And, fn^t once kindled, quenchless evermore, 

Preys upon liigli advcfUure, nor can tire 
Of aught but rest ; a fe'cr at the core. 

Fatal to hiinwbo bears, to all who ever bore. 

. XLIII. 

This makes the madmen w ho have made men mad 
By their contagion; Conquerors and Kings, 
Founders of sects and systems, to whom add 
Sophists, Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet things 
Wliich stir too strongly the soul’s secret springs. 
And are themselves the fools to tlmse they fool ; 
Envied, yet how unenviable! what stings 
Are theirs ! One breast laid open were a' school 
Which would unteacli mankind the lust to sbme or 
rule: \ ■ 

XLIV. . ' 

Tlieit breath is agitation, and their life ^ - 

A storm whereon they ride, to siuk at last,. 

And yef so nursed and bigoted to strife, 

That should their days, surviving perils past, 

Melt to cairn twilight, they feel overcast 
With sorrow aAd supineness, and so die; 

Even as aflame unfed, which runs to waste 
With its own flickering, or a sword laid by, 

Which cats into itself, and rusts ingloriousl} . 

XLT. 

rie who ascends to mountam-topa, shall find 
The loftiest peaks most wrapt in clouds and snow; 
lie who surpasses or subdues mankind, 

Must look down on tlie hate of tlwse below. 
Though high above the sun of glory glow. 

And far beneath the eartli and ocean spread, 

Bonnd him are icy rocks, and loudly blow ' 
Contending tempest^ on his nak^ head, , 

And thus rew'ard Uie toils wliidi to those suinmiUlcd.* 

. XLVI., 

Away with these I true Wisdom’s world will be 
Within its own creation, or in thine, 

^taternal >ntur€ ! for who teems like tfiee, 

Thus on the banks of thy majestic Rhine ? 


xxxvui.* • 

Oh, more of less than man — in high or low*, 
Battling with-nations, flying from the field ; 

* Now making inonarchs’ necks thy footstool, now' 
More than thy meanest soldier taught to yield ; 

An empire thou couldst crush, Command, rebuild, 
But govern hot thy pettiest passion, nor. 

However deeply in men’s spirits skill’d, 

Look through thine own, nor curb the lustrOf war, 
Nor Icam that tempted Fati* will leave the loftiest star. 

XXXfX. 

Tet wet) thy soul hath brook’d the turning tide 
With that untaught, inqate philosophy, 

Which, be it w isdom, coldness, or deep pride, 

Is gall and wormwood to an enemy. 

When the w hole host of hatred stood hard by,^ 

To watdi and mock Uiee shrinking, thou hast smiled 
With a sedate and all-enduring eye ; — 

When Fortune fled her spoil'd and favourite diild, 
He stood iinbow*d beneath the ills upon him piled. 
XL. 

Soger than in thy fortunes; for in them 
Ambition steel'd tltee on too far to show 
That just habitual scorn, wiiidi could contemn 
Men and their'thoughts ; 't was w isc to feel, not so 
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow, 

And spurn the instruments thou wert to use ' 

Till tliey were turn’d unto (hlne overthrow ; 

’T is but a worthless world to win or lose ; 

So hath it proved to thee, and all such lot who choose. 

XLI. 

If, like 0 tower upon n headlpng rock. 

Thou hadst been made to stand or fall alone, 

Such scorn pf man had help’d to brave the shock ; 
But men’s thoughts were the steps which paved thy 
Their admiration. thy best weapon slione ; [throne, 
Tlie part of Philip’s son was thine, not then 
(Unless aside thy purple had been thrown) 

Like stern Diogenes to mock at men ; 

For sceptred cynics earth were far too wide a den.' 
xui. 

But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell, 

And there hath been Uiy bane ; tiiere is a fire ' 


• The grc»l error of !fapoleoii, "If we bare writ oor aaoaH Inie.** I 
wua conilniicU obintsionon mankind of hU want uf all commu- 
Dltr of fceliotr for or with itirn ; prrhapa more offensive to human i 
vaniiy than the active criteUy uf more trrmblUiff anil «ii»|iiciuiM I 
tyranny. .<iucf) were hU speeches to public auemhiirs as w«ll as 'j 
iodivUuaU; and the iin{;le expression whicbhelv Mid to have u«cd ’ 
oorfluniinx lo Paris alter the Russian winter had destroyed his j 
army, nibbing hU funds over a fire, " Tbis i< pleasanter than Mos- 
cow." would probably alkwate more favour from bis cause ihan 
the destnicCion and reverses widch led to Ibe remark.— [ Far from 
brictxdefideui In that necesury branch of the (loliiician's art w hich 
BcoOiet the paaloos ami cuocilbites the prejudices of those whttm 
they wish to employ as inslruinents, Buonaparte pdKsess<;il it in ex- 
<n>hite perfection. He seldom rukwed findini; the very mao that 

was fittest fur his immediate porpowrt aitd ho had. in a peculiar 
decree, the art of moolding him tu it. Ii • ax ool, then, because 
he despised Uie meem neceiury to gain his end. ibal he finally 
fell short of training It. but becauae, ooafiding in hb lUre, hb for- 


tune. and hb strength. Ihc ends which heproposed were unattalo* 
able even by the gigantic means wbicli he possessed.— Sii Wit- 
TKI SCtlTT-l 

• This is certainly splendidly written, bot we trust il Is not troe. 
From Macedonia's midniau to the Swede — from Kimrod to Buona- 
parte,— the hunters of men h.-ivc pursued their qiort with as much 
gaiety, and as lilUe remorse, as the hunlers of other anlmab ; and 
luve lived M cheerily in iJicir days of art:on, and as comfortably 
in ihcir repose, as the foilowcrs of better pursuits. II would be 
strange, tiiepefure, ifihe. other active, but more Innocent spirits, 
whom Lord Byron has here placed in tbe same predicament, and 
wbo share all their sources of eiijoymiiii, whboul the guilt and 
the banlness wlilcli they ctimot fail of contracting, .should be 
more roberabie or more uofrieodcii than Ifujse splendid curses of 
Uieir kind t and it would be passing alrause. aikI pitiful, if the inQit 
precious gifts of ProTbicnce should produce only unhapploesa, 
and mankind regard wilh bootUiCy Uieir greatest benefacton.— 
Jirrin.} 
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'Hiwe Harold gazes on n work divine, 

A blending of all beauties ; streams and dells, 

Fruit, foliage, crag, wood, corn-(ield,i mountain, 
Andchiefleas^astlesbreatbingslernfarewells [vine, 
From gray but leafy walls, where Ruin greenly dwells. 
XLvn. 

And there tliey stand, as stands a lofty nund. 
Worn, but unstooping to the4>aser crowd, 

All tenantless, save to the crannying wind, 

Or holding dark communion with the cloud. 

There was a.day when they were young and proud, 
llanncrs on high, and battles pass’d below* ; . 

But they who fought are in a bloody shroud, 

And those whidi w*aved are slircdlcss dust ere now, 
And the bl^ battlements shall bear no future blow. 

XLVIII. 

Beneath these battlements, within those walls, 
Power dw elt amidst her passions ; in proud sUte 
Each robber chief upheld his armed balls, 

Doing his evil will, nor less elate 
Than mightier heroes of a longer date. 

Wbat w ant these outlaws' conquerors should have? 
But History's purchase^ page to call them great? 

A wider space, an ornamented grave? [as brave. 
Their hopes yfoe not less warm, thbir aouls were full 
XLIX.’ 

In their baronial feuds and single Helds, 

What deeds of prowess unrecorded died 1 
And Love, whicli lent a blazon to their shields, 
With emblems w'ell devised by amorous pridfe, 
Tlirough all the mail of iron hearts would glide ; 

But still their (lame w*as llerceness, and drew* on 
Keen contest and destruction near allied, 

And many a tow*er for some fair mischief Woo, 

Saw the discolour'd Rhine beneath its ruin run. 

L. 

^t Thou, exulting and abounding riverl 
Making thy waves a blessing as they flow 
Ihrough banks whose beauty wouldendure for ever. 
Could man but leave thy briglit creation so, 

Nor its fair promise from the surface mow 
With the sharp scythe of conflict,— then to see 
Thy valley of sweet waters, were to Know 
Earth pa\*cd like Heaven ; and to seem such to me. 
Even now what wants thy stream? — that it should : 
Lethe be, , 

LI. 

A thousand battles have assailed Ihy banks, 

Jlut these and half their fame have passed away. 
And Slaughter heaped on high his welticring ranks*, 
Tlieir very graves are gone, and what are Uiey ? 
Thy tide washed down the blood of yesterday, 


• ** W*1ut wants that*)iDaTe that a king *houkl have?'* was King 
Jiiiim's qunUon on mectiof Juhnoy Armstroos and hli followers 
to full aecoulremeDti.— See Uie Ballail. 

■ Tt>e casUe of Dnchcnfvla sUnds uo llie highest sonmit of 
“ the Seven Mountains,*' over the Rhine banka < It b in ruins, and 
eonoecied wiUi some lingalar tradiUona t It to the 6rst in view on 
the rosd from Boon, bat o6 the opposite side of the river; on this 


And aU was stainlesi, and on thy clear stream 
Glass'd with Us dancing light the sunny ray ; 

But o'er th.c blackened memory*8 blighting dream 
Thy waves would vainly roll, all sweeping as they seem. 
LII. 

Thus Haf*old mlysaid; and pass’d along. 

Yet not insensibly to all wdiich here* 

Awoke the jocund birds to early song, - 
In glens w hich might have made even exile dear : 
Though on his brow were graven lines austere. 

And tranquil sternness, which had ta'en the place 
Of feelings fiercer far, but less severe, 

Joy was not always absent from bis face, [trace. 
But o'er it in such scenes would steal with transient 

LIII. % ' 

Nor was all love shut from him, though his days 
Of passion bad consumed themselves to dust. 

It is in vain that we would coldly gaze 
On such as smile upon us ; the heart must 
Leap'kindly back to kindness, though disgust 
Hath weaned it from all woridlings,; thus he felt. 
For there was soft resemblance, and sw eet trust 
In one fond breast, to which his own would melt. 
And in its tenderer hour on that bis bosom dwelt. 
LTV. 

And he had leam’d to love,— I know not why. 

For this in such* as him seems strange of mood,— 
11ie helpless looks of blooming infancy. 

Even in its earliest nurture ; what suMued, 

To change like this a mind so far imbued , 

Willi scorn of man, it little boots to know ; 

But thus it was; and though in solitude 
Small power the nipp’d affections have to grow. 

In him this glow'd when aH beside had ceased to glow. 
LV. 

And there was one soft breast, as hath been said. 
Which unto his was bound by stronger ties 
Than the church links withal ; and, though unwed, 
Thai love was pure, and, far above disguise, 

Had stood the test of mortal emnities 
Still undivided, and cemented more 
By peril, dreaded most in female eyes ; 

But this was firm, and from a foreign shore [pour ! 
W'ell to that heart nii^t his these absent greetings 
t. 

Tlie castled crag of Drachenfels * 

Frow*ns o'er tlie w ide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine. 

And hills all rich with blossom'd trees. 

And Gelds which promise corn and wine. 

And scatter’d cities crowning these. 


i nearly facing U. arc the remaJm of aDuther. called (he Jew's 
{ Castle, and a Urge crow conimentoraiive of Ihe murder of a chief 
bybto brttilier. The Qiimber of caMles and cities along Uie coarse 
of Die Rhine on hoth sides to very great, and thdr situaUoos 
iiurkably beaaUful. { Thcee verses were wrilten on (he banks of 
the Rhine, In May. The original peudlliog Is before os. It Is 
aeedlesa (o observe Usat (bey were addreased to bis sutor.--'E.) 



CIULDE HAROLD'S PILGRLMAGE. 


9 Whose far white waits along them shine, 
Have strew’d a scene, which f shoald see 
With doable joy wertt/iou with me. 

• *• 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes, 

And hands which offer early flowers. 

Walk smiling o’er this paradise ; # 

Above, the frequent feudal ^wers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray, 
Aud many a rock w liich steeply lo\^ ers, . 
And noble arch in proud decay, 

Took o'er this vale of yintage-bqwers; 

But one U)ing want these banks of Rhine, — 
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine! 
s. 

I send the lilies given to me; 

Though, long before thy band they touch, 

1 know that they must wither’d- be, 

But yet reject them not as such ; . 

For 1 have cherished titem as dear. 

Because tiiey yet may meet thiue eye, 

And guide thy soul to mine even here. 

When thou faehoid’sfthem drooping nigh,' 
Ajidknow'st them gathered by tl>e Rhine, 
And offer’d from my heart to thine! 

4 . 

The river nobly foams and flows, 

The charm of this enchanted j^ound, 

And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round: , 

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 
Through life to dwell delighted here; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found ^ 

To nature and to me so dear, 

Could thy dear eyes, in following mine, 

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine ! 
LVI. 

By Coblentz, on a rise of gentle ground, 

There is a srhalland simple pyramid, 
Crowning the summit of the verdant mound ; 
Beneath its base are heroes’ ashes hid, 

Our enemy’s — but let not (hat forbid 


Honour to Marceau ! o’er w hose early tomb 
Tears, big tears, gusb’dfrom the rouglt soldier’s lid. 
Lamenting and yet envying stich a doom^ 

FalliBg for France, w hose rights be battled to resume. 

LVU. 

Brief, brave, and glorious was his young career, — 
His mourners were two hosts, his friends and foes ; 
And fitly may the stranger lingering bore 
Pray for his gallant spirit’s bright repose; 

For he was Freedom’^ champion, one of those,- 
'fhe few ia number, who had not o’erstept 
The charter to chastise which she l)e6tDW's 
On such as wield her weapons ; be hod kept 
< Thew'hitenessbfhissoul, andthusnieno'erhimwept.' 

I LVIII. 

! Here Ehrenbreitstein,* w ith her sliatter’d wall 

I Black with the miner's blast, upon her lieigbt 
Yet shows of what she was, w|ien shell and ball 
Rebounding i<4ly on her strength did light : 

A tower of victory! from whence the (light ♦ 

Of baffied foes was watch’d along the plain : 

But Peace destroj ’d what War could never blight, 
.And laid those proud roofs bare to Summer’s rain— > 
On which the iron shower for years hod pour'd in vain. 

Lix. - 

Adieu to thee, fair Rliine! How long delighted 
The stranger fain would linger on his way! ^ 
Tliine is a scene alike where souls united, 
jOr lonely Cc^ntemplation thus might stray ; 

And could the ceaseless vultures cease to prey 
On seif-condemning bosoms, it w ere here, 

Where Nature, nor too sombre nor too gay. 

Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere. 

Is to the mellow Earthras Autumn to the year. 

LX. 

Adieu to thee again ! a vain adieu ! 

There can be no farew ell to scene like thine ; . 

-Tbe mind is colour’d by thy very hue ; 

And if reluctantly the eyes resign 
Their cJierisb'd gaze upon thee, lovely Rhine!* 

’T is with the tiiankful glance of parting praise ; * 


* Thr monumefit of the yoans aod Umeoted Ceoenl Merceau 
(killed by a riDo>ball at AJtsnkIrchco. oo ihe last day of tbn fourth 
year of Ihe Freach repobUe) still reraalos as described. The. 
inscrfpUous oo his noauraent are rather too Ions, a^d not re- 
quired : his name was eooosh : France adored, and her onenilrs 
admired ; both wept over him. Ilii funeral was aitcDded by the 
snierala and deitchoients from both annies. In the same svave 
Gtoeral Hoc he is iolerred, a gallant man ahu in cTery.a4fnc of Ihe I 
words but thoogh he disUn-tuMti^d bimnelf grrally iu bstllc, Utt 
bad not the good fortune Iu die there \ his death was aitrodod by 
wpteions of potaon. a separate tnnnuinent (not over his ho)ly. 
wbeb is buried by Marceau's). is raised him near Aiidcmadi. 
opposite to which one of his must-memorable i?i|tloils wit per- 
fonned, in throwing a bridge to an itiand on (lie Rhine. The shtiie 
•ad style are dUferont from that of Marceau's, and the inscripii»u 
nore ample and pieasiBg:— “The Army of the Sambreand Ueii^c 
to its Commander-io Chtef Hoebe.*' This is all, and as U shoniil 
be. Hoehe was esteemed tunong the first of France's eartier gc- 
BenU, before Buooi|iarte monopoliaed her triumphs. He was 
the tkatined co mia ander of the invadiog army of Ireland. 


■ Ehrenbrellstein, (. t. *' the broad sfuoe of booour," one of the 
..strongest fortresses in Europe, was dismantled and blown tip by 
French at the IruCeof Leoben. It bad been, and could only 
be. reduced by farotiie or treachery. It yielded to iJieTbriner, aided 
by aurprise. After having seen tbe forUAcalions of Uibraltsr and 
Malta, it did not much strike by comparison ; but the situation k 
comroatuiing. r.ciieral Marceau liesleged it in vain forsome lime, 
and 1 sleiit in a room where I was ^uwn a window at which he b 
said to hare been slandiug nlMervlii^ tbe progress oltbe siege by 
I mounilghl. when a ball strqck immediately betow It. 

s [ou taking Uockhelm, the Anstrlam. in one part o( the en- 
gagement. got to the brow of the bllJ, whence they had their tirst 
view of ihc Rhine. They Instantly halted— not a gun was fired— 
not a voli« hoard : but they stood gtxlug on the river w/ilt tbnee 
feelings which Ihe events of the last fifteen years at once called op. 
Prince Schwartzenberg rode np to know the cause trf ihU snddra 
slop : then they gave three cheers, rusliMi after the enemy, and 
.drove them into the water 


by Googie 
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m 

]j[lore [ttjgfaty spots may rise— roOre gbriog shin^, 
Bgt none unite in one attaching male 
The brilliant, fair, and ^ft,—the glories of old da) s, 

LX!. * 

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of coining ripeness, the white city’s sHeen, 

Hie rolling stream, the precipice’s globm. 

The forest’s growth, and Gothic walls between, 
The wild rocks shaped as they hod turrets been 
In mockery of man's art ; and these withal, 

A race of faces happy as the scene, ' 
tyhose fertile bounties here extend to alt, 

Still springing o'er thy banks, though Empires near 
thenLfali. 

LXTI. 

But these recede.* Above me are the Alps, 

The palaces of ]Sature, whose vast walls ^ 
Hare pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps, 

And throned Eternity in icy halls • *' 

Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche^the tlmnderbolt of snow! 

All that expands the spirit, yet appals,. 

Gather around these summits, as to show [below. 
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain man 
, LXIII. 

But ere these-matebiess lieigbts I dare toucan, 

. There is a si>ot should not be passM in vaiui-^ 
Moral! the pro^id, the patriot field! where man 
May gaze on ghastly trophies of the stain’, 

Pior blush for those w ho conquer’d on that plain ; 
Here Burgundy bequeath’d his tombless host, 

A bony heap, through ages to remain, 

Themselves their inoimmcut ; — the Stygian coast 
Uosepulchred tliey roam’d, an^ ^iriek'd each wander- 
ing ghost.* 

LXIV. . . 

While Waterloo w ith Cannsc’s carnage vies, 
Moral and Marathon twin names sliall stand; 

They were true Glory’s stainless victories. 

Won by the unamb’iti<MS heart and hand 


I Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band, 

I All unbbugbt champions in no princel/cause 
' Of vice-eq^ail’d Corruption ; they no land. 

Doom’d to bewail the blasplieniy of bws 
Making kings’ rights divine, by some Draconic clause. 

L>.V. 

By a Ibne wall a lonelier column rears 
A gray and grief-worn aspect of old days ; 

'T is the last remnant of the w reck of years, 

.\nd looks as with the wild-bewilder'd gaze 
Of one to stone converted b>' amaze, 

Yet stiil with consciousness; and there it Stands, 
Making a marvel that it not decays, 

Whdn the coeval pride of human hands, 

LevcU'd Aventicum,* hath slrew’d her subject lands. 
LXVI. • 

And there— oh! sweet and sacred be the name ! — 
^uUa— llic daughter, the devoted — gave 
Her youth to Reaycn ; her-beart, beneath a claim 
Nearest to Heaven’s, broke o'er a fatlicr’s grave. 
Justiceis sworn 'gainst tears, and hers would crave 
Hie life site lived in ; but tlie judge was just. 

And then she died on liiin she could not save. 
Their tomb was simple, and witliout a bust; [dust.* 
And held within their urn one mind, one heart, one 
LXVII. 

But these are (^eds w liich should not pass away, 
And names that must not wither, though Uie earth 
Forgets her empires with a just decay, [birth ; 
The enslavers and tlic cnslaved,^tlicir death ami 
The high, the mouqtaiq-majesty p£ worth 
Should be, and shall, sun ivor of its w oe, 

And from its immortality look for\h 
In the sun’s faca, like yonder Alpine snow, ^ 
Impcrishably pure beyond all things below. 

LXVIll. 

Lake Leman woo6 me with its crystal face,’ 

The mjrror where the stars and mountains view' 
The stillness of their aspect in each trace 
Its clear depth yields of their far height and hue : 


1 The ahapel U destrbyt^d, and ihc pyramid tf boDM dTmkiislieiL 
to a small number by Ike B*ir/;undian Icgjon in llte serricc of 
France ; who aiuhMuIy effaced this reconi of Uidr anocsloni' less 
auccctofut loraalous. A few still renuio, noiwitlistandini; ihc 
pains taken by the Diir^imdians for asc* (all wIk) pawedthal wa]9 
eemoTing a boie iu Un*ir«mir country), and tlio lem jusUnable 
larcenies of (hc'Swig postilions, who carried Ihein off to sell for 
knifediandlo ; a ptir|Hwe-(ur which the whilcncss imbibGil by Ibe 
bleaching of years had rrnderod Utem iii'givat request. Of thcitc 
relict 1 Tcntuml to bring away as much as may hare made a qu.ir> 
ter of a licro, for which Uu: sole eaenso is, that If 1 had nnl, llic 
next |a«cr-by mighv-ftavr |icncrted them to worse than the 
careful preservathm which 1 lulciid for them. 

* AYciUicum. near Mural, was the Roman capital of llelveiia, 
where Avenclua now stands. 

i Julia Alplniila, a }*oang Aycnllan priestess, died soon aOor a 
vain endeavour to save her father, condemned to dcalb as a traitor 
by Attlus CtcQina. Her e|ilis|ili was discovered many years ago; 
-.It b thus :-^*'iuUa Alpinuia i Uic jaceo. ln!cllcii patrn infelis 
.proles. Dew Aventl* .Sacerdos. Exorarepalriineccmnonpoiui: 
Male mori in latls Ilk erat. Vlxl annus xsiii,'’— Iknow Of no Im* 
■nan composiUoo so aflectiaS asltiis, nor a libtory of deeper inte- 


rest These are ihc names and actions which ought not to perish, 
and to which we turn with a triteand healthy tenderness, from Uio 
wrciOtiedandftlitU'rlus detail of a coiifusdd niaiss of conquests an«i 
battles.wilh which the tiilud U roused for a Umeloa falseaiKi te- 
veridi sympathy, from whence it recurs at lengll) with all the nau- 
sea con9riju«T>('un such intoxication. 

* This is wTiitci) in iltoeye of Mont Blanc (June 3d, tli6\ whiett 
even at Uiu dislancc dailies mine.— 'July SOibw) t. this day observ- 
ed for some time the distinct reflection of Mont Blanc and Mont 
Argeutkre in ihe eatiu of Iho lake, which 1 was erossiug in my 
boat ; the distance of these mountains from Uieir mi rror b silly miles. 

* In lire tiKi|iiHte lines wbkh the puct, at this time, addressed 
to bb sister, there is Uib touchiug siauza 

I did rnniDd Iheeoroar own <l«ar UhS. * 

Br ilir old ball wbkh HM> tw mloe DO more. ' ^ 

DvtdSti's is fair; bgl Uitnb not I forsake 
Tbe-imtvl rcuKmiiranrc of • deorer tliore : 

Sod iMfoc Tliuo mint niib my rociuOT) mabe 
Ere that or ISch cod fade Ibow cyrs treforc ; 

• TlHMiRh, like oil iblnp w birb 1 bate lored, Ikey art ' , 

BoUgo'd for eter,or dltldcd far.” ' 

' Tbe tiUe of .'(ewiteid Abbey. 



CUILOE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. I2-". 

There Is loo much of-man here, to look Uirough' i , . 

With a at mind the might which I behold j | And thus I am absorb’d, and this is life ; 

But soon hr me shall Loneliness renew 
Thoughts liid, but not less cherish’4 than of old, 

Ere irangUng with the herd had petm’dme in their fold. 

LXIX. . ‘ . 

To Hy from, need not be to hale, mankind ; 

All are not fit with tliem to stir and tod, ' 

Nor is it di^ontent to keep the mind 
Deep in its fountain, lest it orerboil 
In the hot throng, wlier^ we beeome the spoil 
Of our infQCtion, till too late and long 
We may deplore and struggle with the coil, 

In wretched interchange of wrong for wrong 
Midst a contentious world, striving where none ace 
strong. 

LAX. 

There, in a moment, we may plunge oar years 
In fatal penitence, and in the blight ' bodiless tliought ? the Spirit of each spot ? 

Ofourown soul turn all our blood to tears, Ofwhich,evennow,J share at times the itnmorlal lot? 

And colour things to come with hues of Night; lxxv.- ^ 

The race of life becomes a hopeless flight ' ' Are not the mountains, waves, and skies, a part 

To those that walk in darkness : on the sea, Of me and of iny soul, as I of them? 

Theboldest steer but where theic ports invite, Is not the love of these deep in my heart 

But tliere are wanderers o’er Eternity [shall he. With a puce passion? should I not contemn 
Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor’d ne’er Ail pb]eDts,if contpared with these? and stem 
LA XI. . A tide, of, ^ilTering, rather than forego 

Is it not better, then, to be alone,- *'“=*' f®'' 

And love Earth only for its earthlv sake ? “"'S' t*'®" ' 

By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone, ■ “P®“ 8ro“”<<. '"'■‘I* thoughts whi«h dare not 

Or the pureSosom of its nursing lake,' lxxvi. 

Which feeds it as a mother who doth make hut this is not my theme; and I return 

A fair but froward infant her own care. To that which is immediate, and require ^ 

Kissing it? cries away as these awake ; Those who find contemplation in the ura, ^ 

Is it not better thus our lives to wear, [b«ir ? To look on One, whose dust was once all firC, 

Than join the crushing crowd, doom d to inflict or A native of the land where I respire 

Lxxii; . Theclear air for a while— a passing guest, 

I live not in nH-selt, but r become Where he became a being,-whose desirg 

• Portion of that around n>e; and to me. Was m be glorious ; 't was a foolish quest. 

High 'mountains area feeling,* but the bum * keep, he sacrificed all rest. - 

Of human cities torture : J can see Lxxvn. 

Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be Here the self-torturing sophist, wild BouSsean, ‘ 

A link reluctant in a fleshly chain, , The apostle of affliction, he who threw 

Class d among creatures, when the soul can flee. Enchantment over passion, and from woe 
And M ith the sky, the peak ^ the heaving plain W’rung overwhelming eloquence, first drew ■ * 

Of ocean, or the starS, mingle, and not in vaiu. The breath which made him wrelcived; yet be knew 


I look upon the peopled desert past, 

As on a place of agony and strife, 

>Miere, for some sin, to sorrow I was cast, 

To act and suffer, but remount at l^st 
With a fresh pinioix; which I feel to spring, , 
Though young, yet waxing vigorous, as the blast 
Which it would cope with, on delighted wing, [cling. 

Spurning tbeclay*cold bonds which round our being 

LXXIV- 

And when, at length, the mind shall be all free 
From w'hat it hates in this degraded form, 

Keft of its carnal life, save what shall be 
Existent happier in tlie fly and worm, — 

When elements to elements conform, 

And dust is as it should be, shall 1 not 
Feel all I see, less dazzling, but mofe warm? 


• The cok)ur of Uie AhoDC at Gcoeva U blue, lo a ikptb of Unt 
»h.ch i have ort cr teen equaled tn uU or frevh. exi^l in 

Ukc lleOiierraDean aud Archipelago [See I)oo Joan, oaolo ziv. 

•Uoxa t7, (or a beautllhl cotiiparboa 

** There ww im pniatsperUy of te«nf. ' 

Tbough morli to temper; but (her ue?er duh'd : 

Tbcy looferi Ilk* •urs aniiad in ibeir »pb(irci. 

Or lihe tbe Ib«n« by Lemaa'tWeltrt WMh d. 

Where mlogled aod jd scporile ippr«r* 

Tbe rher from the idle, ill bluc;y dMh'd 
Tfaronih tbe tcreae and pUckI aluHy derp. 

Which filQ irouM toll Its r|rer rhlkl to iiecp.**-E.} 

* C** Mr. Hobboiise and myeelf are juet rvlurned from a Journey 

, of Ukeaand uonalaios. We bve been to Uic oHndetwald, and 


Uic JuoKfrau, aod »tood on the luimmit nf the W'eit^en Alp; and 
teen (orrcDb of 900 feel in fjll. anl glacirrx all ilinieniMoiu ; wc 
hare heard ahcplicrd^' and avalanches, and luoketi on tbe 
cloiida foamin; i»p fruiii the' ratloys below us hke the fpny of the 
ocean nfljAll. Chaiuuimi, aud that Which it (nlKTils, wc nw a 
omnlh ago ; but. tbongh Moul Wane U higher, it U jnd ntuat In 
wildness to tbe Jungfrau, tbe Elghers, tbeShreckbum, aud (he 
Bom Gladcre. Desidrs this. 1 luve been over all llie Bernese AI 411 
aatl their lakes, and think many of the scenes ^snme ol which were 
not those usually frequented by the Englbh) liner than Cbamouui. 
thave been loClairus again, and crossed ilie mountains bchiml 
jl."— fi. Letters. Sept. 4816.) 

.3 ( >'1 bare traversed all Boussoan's ground wilh llie ‘ Hdintse ' 
before me. and am struck tu a degree that 1 cannot ospresa with 
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flow to m^e toadness beautiful, an<Lcast 
O'er erring d^$ and thoughts a heavenly hue' 

Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they past [fast. 
The eyes, which o'er them shed tears fediogly and 

L^XVIft. 

His love was passion’s bssenoe — as a tree ^ 

On fire by lightning; with ethereal flame 
Kindled he nyas, and blasted; for to be 
Thus, and enamour’d, were in him the same. 

But bis was not the love of living dame, 

Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams. 

But of ideal beauty, which became 
In him existence, ando’erflowing teems 
» Along bis burning page, distemper'd though it seems. 
LXMX. 

This breathed itself to l ife in Julie, (Ais 
Invested her with all that 's wild and sweet; 

TIhs hallow'4 too, the memorable hiss * 

Which every mom his fever'd lip would greet. 
From hers, who but with friendship his would meet ; 
But to that gentle touch, through brain and breast 
Flash'd the thrill'd spirit's love-devouring heat; 

In that absorbing sigh percliance more blest 
Thau vulgar minds may be with all they seek possest. * 

' LXXX. 

His life was one long war with self-sought foes, 

Or friends by him self-banish’d ; for his mind 
Had grown Suspicion's sanctuary^ and chose, 

For its own cruel sacriflee, the kind, 

'Gainst whom he raged witli fury strangeand blind. 
But he was phrensiedf^-wherefore, whomay know f 
Since cause might be which skill could never find ; 
But be was phrensied by disease or woe, [show. 
To tbgt worst pitch of alt, whidi wears a reasoning 

c LXXXI. 

For then he was inspired, and from him came, ^ 

As from the Pythian’s mystic cave of yore, 

Those oracles which set the world in flamcv 


the force and accuracr of hU detcripUoM, and Uk beaaly of Utdf 
realUf. UaillrHc. Clareo*. and Vevay. and ihe Chilean de 
lOD, are places of 1 Uj Hule^ because all 1 cguld uy 
niul Call sburt ol the inipri'MliMis ihry siamp.’*— a. irtter*.] 

• U h evident tbtt Ibe liiipassiunrd parts of Roiutsc'iu'i ro- 
tnaoce bad made a deep InipressiMi upon the feelings of the iioble 
*poet. The eathosiasm expressed by l.onl Byron is’ do small in- 
Imte Id the power possessed by Joan Jaoijiies over the passions 
and, (o say Inilh. we needed some such evidcn> e ; for, ihoogh al- 
most astuimed lo avow (he IniUi.^ill, likeihe barber of Midas, 
we must apeak or die,— we hive never been able to feel the iotereKt 
or discover the merit of ibii (ar-fainod performance. That Ihrre 
la much rinqitriicc in the Irtlcrs wc readily admit : iliere lay Kous- 
•ean's atrenstb. But his luvera, the celebrated SL Prevx and Ju- 
lie. have, frotii Uif earllesl moment we bare heard Uic tale (wlifcli 
we well remember), down to the prt'sent hour, (btally failed lo In- 
terest us. There might he some consUtutional hirdncm of heart ; 
but nkcLance’s pehble-bearted cur. Crab, we reaiaintd dry .eyed 
while all wept around us. And still, on resuralns the volume, 
even now, we can see lUlle In ttie loves of these two tiresome pe- 
dants to interest oar feelings for eilher udhem. To slate our o()i- 
idon la language * mneb better than our own, we are onfortunatc 


WORKS. 

Nor ceased to burn till kmgdonli were no more : 
Did be not this for France.^ which lay before 
Bow’d to the inborn tyranny of years? 

Broken and trembiing4o the yoke she bore, 

.Till by the voice of iiitn. and his compeers [fears ? 
Roused up to too inuc^ wrath, w bicb followso’ergrown 

LkXXII. 

They made themselves a fearful monument ! 

The wreck of old opinion»— things which grew, - 
Breathed from the birth of time: the veil tliey rent, 
And what behind it fay all earth shall view. 

But good with ill they also overthrew, 
living but ruins, w herew ith to rebuild 
■ Upon tlie same foundation, and renew [Gll’d 
Dungeons and thrones, which the same hour re- 
Aslvretofore, because ambition was s^- will'd. 

LXXXIII. 

But this will not endure, nor be endured ! 

Mpnkind have felt tlieir strength, and made it felt. 
Tliey might have i^sed it better, but, dlturod 
By their new vigour, sternly have they dealt 
On one anotlier; pity ceased to melt 
With her once natural charities. But they 
Who in oppression’s darknCss caved had dwelt. 
They were not eagles, nourish'd with the day; 
What marvel then, at times, if tliey mistook their prey ? 

LXXXIV. 

%Vhat deep wounds ever (Josed without a scar ? 

Tlie heart's bleed longest, and but heal to wear 
That which disflgures it; and they who war 
Withtbeir own hopes, and have l^en vanquish'd. 
Silence, but not submission : in his lair [bear 
Fix’d Passion bolds his breath, until the hour 
Which shall atone for years ; none need despair : 
It came, it cometh, and will come,— the power ' 
To punish or forgive— in one we. shall be slower. 

LXXXV. 

Clear, placid Leman! tliy contrasted lake, 


enoogb tp rrgArd tbit fir-Caraed bUlofr of ptrUo*ophical galUiotry 
Ai AH ' uDfa^kineO, indelicate, tour, gloomy, fcrucioos medley uf 
pedantry and lewdocaa;. of tpetaphywcal aprcntahoiia, blaudnl 
with the coaneal aensuality.' Sit W'aLTEi Scurr ] 

■ This refen lo the account in hM *' ConfcMiooa^ of bii paasion 
for the Coininte d'Houdeiol {the mlilren of St. Lamberts and hb 
long walk every morning, for the sake of the single kiss which wm 
the oonjtnon talnUtion of French acquaintaocv. Rousseau's de- 
scrlptfon of his feelings on this occasion nay be conMderctl as Uiu 
rnost panionate. yet not impure, description and eKprcssioooTlove 
that ever kindled into words; which, altcr all. must be felt, from 
their very force, lo be inadei;uate lo Uie deUoeabvn t a paiating 
can give do sHfRcient idea of the ocean. 

I ['* Lord Byron's character of Roussean 1i drasm with great 
force, great power of discrimination, aodgrettetoqnenfe. 1 know 
not that he uys any thing which has not been said brfore,— but . 
what l»e says issues, apparently, from ibe recesses ol his own mind. 
It is a liKle laboured, which, possibly, may be caused by the form 
uf tbe stanza lulo which U was necessary to throw U ; but it can- 
not be doubled that the poet fell a sympathy for the enibusiastic 
tendrmeu of RouWeati's genius, which ne coold not Itave recog- 
nised with such extnvDe fervour, except from a consdoosnen ol 
lutrlng at least oeckdooally cxperteDced thuiUr c t aottoni."— gii 
E. BSTMiCS.] t 


* S«e Baric's IcderUons. 



CIllLDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 


With tfw wild world I dwelt io, is a thing 
>Vhich warns me, with its stillness, to foisafce 
Earth’s troubled waters for a purer spring. 

This quiet sail is os a noiseless wing ■ 

To waft me fVom distraction; once I lorved 
Torn ocean's roar, but thy soft mOrmuring . 
Sounds s weet as if oSister's voice reproved, (moved. 
That 1 with stern delights should e’er have been so 
xxxxvi. • ' 

It is die hush of night, and alt between 
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk , yet clear, 
Mellow’d qnd mingling, yet distinctly seen, 

Save darken’d Jura, whose capt heights appear 
Precipitously Aeep ; and drawing near, 

There breathes a living fragrance from the shore, 
Of flowers yet fresh with cl^hood; on the ear 
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar. 

Or chirps the grassbopperone good-night carol more : 
Lxxxni. 

He is an evening reveller, who makes 
His life an infancy, and sings his Oil : 

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, then is still. 

There seems a floating whisper qn the hill. 

But that is fancy, for the starlight dews 
All silently their tears of love instil, ^ 

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature's breast the spirit of her hues. 

LXXXVIII. 

Ye stars 1 / which are the poetry of heaven I 
If in your bri^ leaves we would read the fate 
Of men and empires,— ’t is to be forgiven, 

That in oat aspirations to be great. 


' (Dunag Xortl Byroa'a fUy In Switzerland, be look ap hb real- 
deuce al the wdl-kiiowa OmpagDe-Moiiiti, in Ihe v.lUi^ ot Coll- 
icny. It alaoUa at the top of a rapidly deacendisg vineyard ; the ■ 
wiodowi conimanding, one way. a noble view of (be late and of 
Geocfa ; tbe olber, up the lake. Every evening, the poet embark- 
.ed on Ihe lake; and to the teelingi created by (hear exc^r^ion* we 
owe these delightful atanz^a. Of nMMie of passing a day, ibe 
loDowing, from the Journal alre^y referred to, la a pjeaaant 
specimen ' 

September IS. Called. Got up a( five, lldbbouae walked 
oo before, node till wlUiin a nUlc of Vevay. Slopped at Vrvay 
two hours. View from |liechurch*yard superb ; wlihlo it Ludlow ' 
the regicide’s monument— black marble— long Inscription : La- 
tin, but simple. Xear him Broughton (who read King Charia's 
aenietice to Charles Shurl) Is buried, with a queer end rather 
canting Inscription. Ludlow's bouse shown. AValked down-to tbe 
lakeside; servants, carriages, saddle-horses,— all act olf. and left 
os pfanieM th, by some misiake. Jlobhouae ran on before, and 
overtook Ibfin. Arrived al Clareni. Went to Chjilou throogh 
soeoery worthy of I know not whom ; went over the castle again. 
Met ao Engllsb party in a carriage: a lady in H fast asleep— fast 
aeleepinthe mostiotl-Darcoticspot in the world. —excellent! After 
a sU^t and short diunrr, vUiied the Chateau de Clarrns. Saw all 
worth seeing, and Ihen descended to the ' Bosquet dc Julie,* do. 
etc. ( oar guide full of Bousseaii, whom he Is eternally coaVto^* 
ing with St. Preux. and mixing (he man and Ihe book. Went 
again as faras Chilloa, lorevidt the little torrent from the hill be- 
hind It. Tbe corporal who showed the wonders of Chillun was as 
drunk as Blucber, and ^to my miodl as great a mao i be was deaf 
also: and. ihInUng every one else so. roared out tbe legends of the 
castle so fearfolly, that I^obhouso got out of bnoaour. However, 
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Our destinies o’erleap their mortal state, 

And claim a kindred with you ; for ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and create 
In us such love and reverence from-afar, [a star. 
•That fortune, fame, power, life, hive named themselves 

LXXXIX.. • 

All heaven and earth are still— thqfigh not in sleep. 
But breathless, as we grow when feeling most ; 
And silent, as we stand in thoughts too deep: — 
All heaven and earth are still : From Ute high host 
Of stars, to the lulled lake and mountain-coast. 

All is canoentred in a Ijfe intense. 

Where not a beam, nor bir, nor leaf is lost, 

But hath a port of being, and a sense 
Of that whicli is of all Creator and defence, 
xc. 

Tlien stirs the feeling inGnite, so felt ** . 

In solitude, where we are leosf alone; 

A truth, which through our being then doth mdt 
And purifies from self: it is a tone. 

The sOul and source of music, which makes known 
Etemallnirmony, and sheds a charm, .. 

Like to the fabled Cythcrea's zone, ' 

Binding all dungs with beauty;— ’t woold disarm 
Tty spectre Death, had he substantial power to harm. 

XCI. V 

Not vainly did tlie early Persian make • 

Ilfs altar the high places and the peak 
^ Of earth-o'ergazing mountains, * and Uius take 
A fit and unwaird temple, there to seek 
'fhe Spirit in whose honour shrines are weak, 
Uprear’d of human bands. Come, and compare 
Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek, 



wcMwthlofiCrqm the gxUowx to the dungeon*. Sonwt reflected 
in Ihe lake. Nine o'clock —going to bed. Have' to get up at five 
lo-iDiirroiV.”— After Lord Byron quilled ihe Campagne-Diodali, 
Sir Egerloo Brydge* tells ui. Out the doors of the houM were 
heaet by traveller*, anxious to get a sight of tbe mom, ip which 
the poet *I<V* — 

• II is to recollected, that the most beautifnl and inprea*ive 
doclrinrs of the divine Founder ofChriaUaoily were delivered, not 
in the||rn»pfr. but on the Jfoimf. To wave Ibe queslioo of de- 
vollun. and turn to human eloquence,— ihe most effectual and 
splendid spedtnens were dot pronounced wrthlu walls. Demoa- 
thenes'kddrcsseil the public and popular asembUe*. Cicero spoke 
In li>e torum. l bat Uib added to tltdr eflctl on the mind of both 
oralor and hearers, iiiay he cuaCdvcd from liic dilCi-reoce betnaen 
what wc read of the emoUuns tlim and there (iroduced. and ibosie’ 
we ourselves experii-nce in tbe persual in the closet. It is one 
Ih^lig to read the Iliad at Sigxuja and on ibe tumuli, or by Uie 
springs with Mount Ida above, and the plain and rivers and Arcbi- 
pelagu around you ; and amMher to trim your taper over It In a 
mug library— lArs t know. .Were t!iC early and rapid progreaa of 
what is called UvthodUro to be aiirlbuled to any cause beyond the 
enllnisiasm excited by its vebeiueiil (hUh ahd doctrines (the troth 
or error of whldi 1 presume ndtlier to canvau nor (o question), 
1 should venture to ascribe it to the practice of preaching in the 
(uldt, and the uniludied and eitetopofaneous ctfusiom of i(a 
leicher*.— ThcUussulraans. whose erraueousdevoikni^ai ioait in 
the lower orderi>) it mod sincere, and therefore impressive, are 
accusimned to repeal Uidr prescrtbed oriaons and prayrrs, wher- 
erer they may l>e, at the sUied hours — of course. fm|neaUy in ibo 
open air, kneeling upon a Itgh 1 mat (« hich they carry for Uie pur- 
pose of a bed or cnlhion, as required) i the cei*emonx l«U tome 
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Nature's reabns of vorship, earth and air, 

Nor Qx on fond abodes to circumscribe tfay prayerl 
xctr. 

Tlie sky is chaoi^edJ — and such acliange ! 0 night, 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong 
Yet Idvely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye iq. woman ! Far along, 

From peak to }>eak, tlie rattling crags among 
I^ps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now iiath found a tongue, 

And Jura answers, through lier misty shroud. 

Back to tlie joyous Alps, who call to her aloud! 
xcin. 

And this rs in the night Most glorions Night ! 
Thou wert not sent for slumber! let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of Uie tempest and of thee ! ' ' 

How the jit lake sliines, a phosphoric sea, 

And the big rain comes dancing to t)>e eai*th ! 

' And DOW again ’t is black, — and now, the glee 
Of the loud bills shakes witli its mountain mirtli. 

As if they did rejoice o'er a young eartlujuake’s birtb.* 
xciv. 

Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his w ay be- 
tween • 

- Heights which appear as lovers who have parted 
In hate, whose mining depUis so intervene 
That the} can meet no more, tliough broken-hearted I 
Though in theirsouls,whichthuseach other thwart' 
Love vvas tlie very root of the fond rage [ed, 
Whi^ bllglited tlieir life’s bloom, and Uien departed: 
Itself expired, but leaving them an age ■ 

Of years all winters,— war within themselves to wage. 

Now, w here the quick Rhone tbushath cleft his way, 
The mighUest of the storms hath ta’en his stand: 
For here, not one, but many make their play, 

Abd fling their thunderbolts from hand to hand, I 
Flashing and cast around : of all the band, | 


The brightest through theseparted bills hatbfork'd 
ills lightnings,— ns if lie did understand, 

That in surjl gaps as desolation work’d, [Iurk*d. 
Ttiere the hot sbait should blast whatever therein 
xcvi. 

aky, mountains, river; winds, lake, lightnings! ye! 
AVith night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make ttiese felt and feeling, well may he 
Things tliat have made me watchful j the fer roll 
Of your departing voices, is the knoll 
Of what in me is sleepless,— if I rest.* ' 

■ But where of \t, O tempests! is the goal ? 

Are ye like those within the human breast? ^ 
Or do ye Gnd, at length, like eagles, some high nest ? 
xevu. 

'Could I embody and^^bosom now 
Tliat which is most wii'hin me,— could I wreak 
My thoughts upon expression, and thus throw 
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strongorweak, 
All that 1 would have sought, and all I seek, 

Bear, know^fccl, and yet breatlie — into one woKl, 
And that one word were Lightning, I would speak ; 
But as it is, I live and die unheard, 

With a most voicelass thought, dieatbiogit asa sword. 
^ xcviti. 

The mom is up again, tbe dew y morn, 

With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom, 
Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn, 

And living as If -earth contain’d no tomb, — ■ 

And glowing into day : we may resume 
The march of our existence: and thus I, 

Still on thy sliores, fair Leman! may find room 
Aud food for meditation, nor pass by 
Much, tliat may give us pause, if ponder’d flttingly. 
xcix. 

Clarens 1 sweH Clareps, < birthplace of deep Love ! 
Thine air is the young breath of passionate thought ; 
Thy trees take root in Love ; the snow $ above 
The very Glaciers have his colours caught, 


lulnutes, doHn$ wjiicli they are toUlly abaorbeil. and onlf living 
in their softpliration : nothing can dUiorb them. On me Uie tint* 
pie aiMl <;nUrf ctnceiiiy of Iheae rrmi. and the aplril which appea^ 
edtobeWUMn and npon them, made a tir greater (mprexflun than 
any general rite.wWch waa cver^peviormed in places u( worship, 
•r which I have teen iKpse of aloMst every perasasion under the | 
mnj indiaUng moat of our nwn iccUiries, and the Greek, the O* ^ 
tholie. (he Armenian, the Lutheran, therewith, and Uie Mahome* • 
Ud. Many of the negnies, of whom there are numbers in the Tark> 
i(ib empire, are idolaters, and have tree exercise of their belief 
and Ita Hies : some of these I had a iQsUnt view of at Patras; and, 
from what I oooid make out of them, Uiey appeared fo be ofa’truJy 
Pagan description, and nut very agreeable to a spectator. 

t Thp thunder-^titrin to wlilch these Hues refer occurred on the 
IStb ul June, ittS, at midnight. 1 have aers. among the Acroce- 
ranniari noontaiosof Chlniari, neieral more leirible. but none 
more beantlhil. ( The o})posile'rngittPing presrnfj a fac-simUe 
cf Stanza icii. as dathtd eff bf Lard Byron, in Juhc^ IS(6. dur- 
ing one ofkis nening excursions onlhe Lake of Grnera.->E.l i 
* This b one u( (be most beauliful pauagm of tbe poem. The 
* Iteree and far delight* of a thunderstorm Is here described in j 
verse almost as vivid as Us liglitolags. Tbe Uve thunder ‘ leaping j 
among the rattUnffcrags'^Ihe voice of mountains, as irrhoutlug i 


io each other— ibe pUihiog of the big rain— (he gleaming of the 
wide lakCr Ugiited tike a phosphoric sea— present a picture of sub- 
lime terror, yet of enioyineal, often attenvpied; hot never so 
wcUL certainly never beUerr brought out in p<^ry.“— St a w aLna 
SCOTT.) 

1 Yhe Jourwal ofhU SwUa tour, which Lord Byron kept (or his 
sMlcr. cignCs with the following mourarul paoage “ In the 
vlcalber, for lUs tuUr of ihirteeo days. 1 have been very forluoate 
— forUinale in a companion-; Xlr. Ilobhuuse;— fortunate in ovir 
pco^>ec<s, and exempt fromeven the little petty ac^dents aud de- 
lays wliich often render}oorneyslna leMwjkl country dba|>poiDt> 
ing. 1 waa disposed to be plca^. lama lover of nature, and an 
admirer of bceuly. I can bear faUgue, and welcome |HivalkM). 
and liave seen some of Itie noblest views in the world. But In all 
this— (he rrcollMlkm of biltemess, and uiore especiaUy of recent 
aofl more home desolation. wNch must accompany me through 
life, hiu preyed upon me here; and neilUer Uic niusic uT the ahep. 
herd, the craving of the avalanclie. nor the torrent, the tuouiH 
tain, the glacier.' the fi»rcsL nor tbe cloud, have for one niorocnt 
lightetied the wei^t upon my heart, nor maUed me (o lose my 
own wretched ideotily, in the majesty, and tbe power, aud tbe 
glory, anxtnd, above» and beneath me.*'— E-| 

( (Staoxos xdz. to cxv. are ex«)ublte.. They have every thing 
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And sunset mto rose-Hues sees them wrought 
By rays which sleep there lovingly: the rocks. 

The permanent crags, tell liCre of Love^ who sou^it 
Id them a refuge from the worldly shocks, 

Which stir and sting the soul with hope that wods, 
then mocks. - 

c. 

Clarens ! by heavenly feet thy paths are trod, — 
Undying Love’s, who liere ascends a throne 
To which the steps are mountains ; where the god 
Isa pervading life and light,<~so shown 
on those summits solely, nor alone, 
in the still cave and forest; o'er the llower 
His eye Is sparkling, and his breath hath blown, 
His soft end summer breath, whose tender power 
Passes the strength of-storms in their most desolate 
hour. • 

ci. 

All things are here of him : from the black pines, 
Which are his shade on high, and the loud roar 
Of torrents, where he listeneth, to the vines 
Which slope his green patl) downward to the shore, 
Where the bow'd waters meet him, and adore, 
Kissing bis feet with murmurs r and the wood. 

The covert of old trees, with trunks all boar, 


But l||^t leaves, young as joy, stands where it stood. 
Offering to him, and his, a populous solitude. 

cii. ■ • . 

A populous solitude of bees and birds, 
Andfaify-formedand manyp^colour'd things, [words, 
Who worship him vrith notes more sweet than 
And innocently open theicglad wings, 

Fearless and full of life : the gush of springs, 

And fall of lofty fountains, and the bend 
or sfirring branches, and the hud which brings 
The swiftest titought of beauty here extend, 
Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty end . 
cm. 

He w ho hath loved not, here would learn that lore, 
And make his heart a spirit ; he who knows 
Tliat lender mystery, will love the more; 

For tliis is Love’s recess, where vain men’s woes. 
And the world’s waste, have driven him far from 
For ’t is his nature to advance or die ; [those. 

He stands not still, but of decays, or grows 
Into a boundless blessing, which may vie 
With the hmwrtal lights, in its eternity! 
ctv, 

*T was not for fiction chose Rousseau this spot, 
Peopling it with affections; but he found 


wbidi make« a poetical picture of local and particular scenery 
perfect. They exhibit a miraculous brillianey and turce of fancy i 
but Uie very SdcUty cause* a little conslraim and Jabouc of lao- 
goage. Tbe poet seerai to have been so engrossed by tbe aUen- 
tloo to give rigour and fire to the ImAgery, that he both Deglecled 
and disdained to render himself more harnxKiioui by diffuser 
words, whlcb, whUo they might have improved tbe cOect upon tlw 
ev, mi^t have weakened the ImpreMiim upon tbe mind. Thb 
mastery over new matter— this supply of pursers equal not only to 
an untouched subject, but that subject one of peculiar and uno> 
quailed grandeur and beauty— was suffideot to occupy Ihe strung* 
cst poeOcal Cscoltles, yooog as the anllior wss, without adding to, 
K all the practical skill pf the artist. The staotas, too, on Voltaire 
and Gibbon are disetimioaUve. sagacious, and Just. They are 
among tbe proob of that very great variety of Ulent which this 
Canto of Lord Byron exhibits.— Sfa E. BtTDCU.] 

* Roussesu's lielolsc. Letire 17, part 4, note. ‘'Cesmonlagnes 
soot 4 hantes, qu'une deml-heure aprks le soleii couche. leurs 
aommets aont edairesde tea rayons, dont le rouge fbrnie forces 
ctmes blanches wiie eouiew de rou qn'on ap^^olt de fort 
)otn.”— Thb applies more particularly to Ute heights over Heille* 
lie.—" J'allai 4 Vevay loger i la Clef, el pendant deux Jours que 
J’y reaUi tans voir personae . je prts pour cette ville on amoor qol 
ro’a Buld dans tons !es voyages, el qnl m‘y a fail Mablir enfln les 
Mros de roon ronMiK.Je dirals volontiert 4 ceox qni oat du gofit . 
et qni sont seosibles : Allez 4 Vevay— vbitex le pays, examfoei let 
siles. promene»>vous snr le lac, et ditea si la Nature n’a pas fall ce 
bean pays poor one Jnlie, pour une Claire , et pour uu St. Preux ; 
twb ae lea y cherchex pas.**— £rs omfffsion* , livre Iv, p. 306. 
Lyons, ed. f796.— In Joly, Ilt6, 1 made % voyage round Ihe Lake | 
of Geneva ; and, as far aa my own observations have led me in a 
not uninterested por tnattcnllve survey of ail the scenes-roost ce* ! 
Icbrated by Bouatesa in his " Ifdlobe." I can safely say., that in | 
this there b no exaggeration. ' It wotild be difficult to see Clarem 
(with the sceoea aroaod it. vevay, Chillon, Rtirercr, St. Gingo, i 
Meillerle, Blvan. and the eotrancea of the Rhone) without being 
foroibiy strock.Witb its peculiar adaptation to the persons and | 
events with which U has been peopled: But thb is not all t Ute i 
feeling with whiob ail around Clarens, and tbe opposite rocks of i 
Meillerle, b invested, b of a stUl higher and more comprehensive 
tMder ihaO tbe mert sympathy with lodlTidttal panto ; It is a * 


sense of Ihe existence of love In Its most exleoded and suUUne ca* 
jiadty, and of our own participation bfitsgood and of lb glory ill 
U tlie great principle of tbe universe, which b there more conden- 
sed, but not less mtnlfesled ; and of which, though knowing onr* 
scivea a part, we lose onr imlivlduallty, and mingle in tbe beauty 
of Ihe whole.— If Rousseau had never written, nor lived, the same 
asaodaltos wMild not less have belonged lo such scenes. Jle has 
added to llic interest of bU works by their adoption { Le has shown 
lib sense of ibdr beauty by the selection; but Uiey have done that 
fur him which no human behig could do for them.— 1 had the for- 
tune ’good or evil as it might be) to sail from Meillerle (where we 
landed for some time) to St. Giugo during a lake storm, which 
added to the magnificence of all aruorKl. although occastonally ae* 
companied by danger to tbe boat, which was small and overloaded. 
It was over thb very part of tbe lake that Rousseadlias driven the 
boat of St. Preux aiid Mbdame Wolraar to MeUlerie tor sbeller dur- 
ing a tempest On gaining tbe shore at St. Gingo, I found that tbe 
wind had been sufficiently strong to blow down some fine old 
chesnut trees oa the tower part of tbe mountains. On the oppo- 
site height of ClaiVAs b a chateau. Tbe billa are oovered with 
vineyards, and Interspersed with mine smsll but beaniiful woods; 
one of these wss nam^ tbe '‘Bosqnetde Jotle:*’ and K Is remark- 
able tlial. iboiigb long ago cut down by tbe hralal selfishpesi of 
the monks of St Bernard (to whom tbe tanda|q>ertaloed', that 
the ground might be endosed Into a vineyard the miserable 
drones of an execrable superstilioa, tbe Inhabitants of ClarenssUll 
poim out Ihe spot where its trees stood, calling it by Ibo name 
whidi consecrated and survived them. Ronasean has nol been 
particularly fortnoate In the preservation of the " local hahica- 
lious” he has given to *'alry nothings.'* Tbe Pidur of Great St. 
Deroird has cut down some of bb woods for tbe ake of a few casks 
of wine, and Buonaparte bas^levelied part of (be rocks of UeUleris 
in improving the road to the Simplon- The road b an excellent 
one, bot 1 cannot quite agree with the remain which | heard 
made, that " La route vant mieux que Ics souvenirs. " ( During 
lhc«]uaJI olf Meillerle. of which LordByran here makes mention, 
the danger of ilie parly was considerable. At Oueby, neay Lau- 
unne, )m was detained two days, in a small ion, by the weather ; 
and here U was that he wrote In that short interval, (be " Primaar 
of Chillon ; " ** adding.** aaya Moore, " one more deathless aaao- 
cUtto lo ^ already bnmorUlbad loeaUUes of tbe lake.*’— E.] 

n 
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It was the scene wirich passion mpst allot And 1 must pierce them» and sgrvey whale’er • 

To the mind's purided beings; ’I was the ground , May be permitted, as my steps I bend. 

Where early Love his Psyche’s zone unbound, 1 o their most great and growing region, where 

And hallow’d it w ith loveliness :’t is lone, The earlh to her embrace compels the powers of air. 


And wonderful, and deep, and liath a sound, | 

And sense, and sight of sweetness ; here the Rlmne I 
Hath spread himself a couch, the Alps have rear’d a ! 


Lausanne ! and Ferney ! ye have been the abodes | 
Qf names vhicl» unto you bequeath’d a name ; ' j 
Mortals, wlio sought and found, by dangerous roads, t 
A patiitoperpetuityoffame: ; 

They were gigantic minds, and their steep aim 

Was, Titan-like, on daring doubts to pile [dame 
Thoughts which should call down thunder, and the 
Of Heaven, again assail’d, if Heaven the while ] 
On man and man's research could deign do more than | 
smile. 

' cvi. 

The one w as fire and fickleness, a diild 
Most mutable in wishes, but in mind ^ 

A wit as various,— gay, grave, sage, or wild,— 
Historian, bard, philosopher, combined ; 

He multiplied himself among mankind, 

The Proteus of their talents \ Hut his own 
Breathed most in ridicule, — whicli^as the wind, 

Blew where it listed, laying all things prone,— 

Now to o’erthrow a fool, 'and now to sliake u throne, 
evil. 

The other, deep and slow, exhausting thought, 

And hiving wisdom witli each studious year, 

In meditation dwelt, w ilh learning wrought, 

And shaped his weapon with an edge severe, 
Rapping a solemn l^reed with solemn sneer; 

The lord of irony, — that masler-spcU, . [fear. 
Which stung his foes to wrath, which grew from 
And doom’d him to the zealot’s ready Hell, 

Which answers to all' doubts so eloquently well, 
cviu. 

Yet, peace be with their ashes. — for by them, 

If merited, the penalty is paid ; 

It is not ours to judge, — for le.ss condemn ; 

The hour must come w hen such things shall be made 
Known unto oil, — or hope and dread allay'd 
By slumber, on one pillow,— In tlie dust, 

Whicli, thus much w*e are sure, must lie decay'd ; 
And when it shall revive, as is our trust, 

*T will be to be forgiven, or suffer what is just, 
cix. 

But let me quit man’s works, again to read 
His Maker’s, spread around me, and su.spend 
This page, which from iny reveries I feed. 

Until it seems prolonging without end. 

The clouds above me to the white Alps tend, 


cx. 

Italia! too, Italia! looking on thee, 

Full Hashes on the soul tlie ligiit of ages, 

Since the fierce Carthaginian almost won thee, 

To the lost halo of the chiefs and sages 
Who glorify thy consecrated pages; 

'Xboiiwcrt the throne and grave of empires; still. 
The fount at which the panting mind assuage 
Her thirst of knowledge, quaffing there her fill. 
Flows from the eternal source of Rome’s imperial 
‘hdl. 

CXI. ^ 

Thus far have I proceeded in a theme 
Renew'd with no kind auspices : — to feel 
We are not what we have bceit, and to deem 
We are not xyhat wc should be; — .and to steel 
Tlic heart against il.self and to conceal, 

Witli a proud cautloni love, or hale, or aught, — 
T^ 1 ssion or feeling, purjmse, grief, or zeal,— . 

, ^Vhid^ is the tyrant spirit of our tliought, 

I Is a stern task of soul No matter,— it is taught. 

I » 

I And for tliese words, thus woven into song, 

If may be that they are a harmless w ile; — 

'fbe colouring of ibe scenes which fleet along, 
Which 1 would seize, in passing, to beguile 
My breast, or that of Olliers, for a while. 

Fame is the thirst of youth, — but I am not 
So young as to regard men’s frown or smile. 

As loss or guerdon of a glorious lot ; 

I stood and stand alone, — remember’d or forgot. 

CMII. 

I have not loved the world, nor the work! me; 

I have not flatter’d its rank breath, nor bow’d 
To its idolatries a patient knee, — 

Nor coin'd my dieek to smiles, — nor cried aloud 
In W'orship of an echo; in Uie crowd 
They could not deem me one of such; I stood 
Among them, but not of them; in a shroud [could, 
OlTUoughls which vvere not their tlioughts, and still 
Had I not filed * my mind, w'hich tjius itself subdued. 
1 cxiv. ^ 

'■ I have not loved the world, nor the world me, — 
But let us |>art fair foes ; 1 do believe, 

Tliough I have found them not, that there may he 
V Words whicharc tilings,— hopes whichwill notde- 
ceive, — 

And virtues which are merciful, nor weave 
Snares for the failing : I would also deem 
O’er oUiers’ griefs that some sinc.ere!y grieve; ’ 


• volUlre and Gibboo. 


“intiwiktu. 

For Btaqoo'i Imw hare i jl/rd 07 mlod."'.~M4Ci[Ti 


[ 1 n Utaitl by Rocftefoucjuld. that “Ibcre iialwayaaoraeiW^ia 

! Uic mUfortunes of mtu » best fricoUa not displeadng to Ihem.” 
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That two, or one, are almost whot they 
TbaVgo^dness is no name, and liappiness no dream. * 
^ cxy. 

Mj dnughtert with thy namd this son^begun— 
Rfydaughter! with t^»y name thiismuch shall ^nd— 
I sec thee not, — I hear thee not,— but none 
Can be so w rapt In thee ; thou art the friend 
To whom tiie shadows of far years extend : 

Albeit my brow thoii never shouldst behold, 

My voice shall with thy future visions blend 
And reach into thy heart, — when mine is raid,— 
A token and a tone, even from diy father's mould. 

^ ’‘.cxvi. 

To aid thy mind'5 development,— to wotdi 
Thy dawn of little joys, — to sit and see 
Almost thy ver}* growth,— to view thee catch * 
Knowledge of-objeets, — wonders yet to lliee ! 

To hold tiieif li"btl^ on a gentle knee. 

And print on tit}' suftclieek a parent’s kiss, — ' 
This, it should seem, wits not rescrv<^ for me ; 
Yet this w;as in my nature as it is, 

1 know not wliat is there, yet something like to this. 

, CXVII. 

*. 

Yet, though dull Hate as duty should be taught, 

1 know that thou wilt love mefthough my name 
Should be sliut from tliee, as a spell still fraught 
With desolation;— and a broken claim: [same, — 
Though Uw grave closed between us, 'I were the 
1 know that thou wflt love me : though to drain 
My blood from out thv being were an aim, 

And an attainment, — ail would bo in vain,— (tain. 
Still thou wouldst love mo, still that more than life re- 

, cxviir. 

Tlie child of love, — though bom in bitterness' 

And nurtured ill conviil«ion. Of thy sire 
Tliescwere the elements,— and tlhneno le$s. ^ 

A* yet such are around tlicp,— but thy lire 
Shall be more temper'd, and thy hope far higher. 
Sweet be the cradled sluml^s ! O’er the sea * 

And from the mountains where 1 now respire, 


Fain Would 1 waft such blOesiog upon thee, 

As, with a sigh, 1 deem thou might’stbave beta to me! 


CHILDE HAROU)*S PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO TUB VOCBTD. 

+ 

TI<lo ko Tmcuim, iMabanilA. RanMcaa, 

S aei MoDio cb«dl«t<]i*. « iiuel dll* Mrra % 

I*.* un auni« C aliro, I'bo It b4(ina. ^ 

^ stUraUI. 


/MH«rv a. tlis 

\ TO JOHN nOBIIOnSE, XSQ. A.M. F.R.S. 

« ETC. ETC. 

My pKAB HfTBirnt'sn. 

.Mter 'an interval years between' the compo- 

»UU>n of the first ad^Vl|Hi,eaiitoft of Cbildo Harold., the . 
cooclodon of the poem IsNkbuut.io tre suboiUlod to the pub- 
lic. In parting with so old a friend. U is not eitraordluary 
that I should recur lo one still older and better^— to one 
who has beheld the birth and death of flie other, and to 
whom I am far more indebted for the social advantages of 
an enlightened friendship, than— though not ungrateful— I 
can. or could be, lo Chiide Harold, for any public flavour 
reflected through the poem on the poet,— to one, whom 1 
have kDOWD long, and accompanied far« w^m I have found 
wakeful over my sicknete and kind in tny sorrow, glad in 
my prosperity and Qrm In my adversity, true In counsel and 
trusty In peril— to a friend often tried and never found 
wanting; — to yourself. 

In so doing. 1 recur from ftclion lo troth ; and In dedi- 
cating to you. In bis complete, or at least concluded slate, 
a poetical work which is the longest, the most tbooglrtful 
and comprchcuslve of roy compositions, I wish to do ho- 
uepr to oivselfby the record of many years' Intimacy with 
a man of learning, of talent, of steadlix^s. and of honour. 
It is not for minds like ours to give or to receive flattery ; 
yet the praises of sincerity have ever been perihitled to the 
voice of friendship; and It Is not for yoo. nor evw for 
others, but 16 relieve a heart which has not elsewhere, or 
lately, been so much accustomed to the encounter of good- 
will as to withstand the shock firmly, that I thus allcisgl 
to commemorate your good qualities, or rather the advan- 
tages which I have derived from their cierijon. Even the 
recurrence oT the date otlbis letter, the anniversary of llie 


T [ *‘ It is not the temper and faletiU of tho poet, but the use lo 
which he puts ilieni. on which bis happiness or mlvCry Is gronnd- 
ed. A powerful and unbridled imasinafion Is the author tad ar* 
chllect of its own disappointments. Us facemations, its esaager.-v- 
(ed pictures of good and evil, ami the menUi distress to which they 
give rise, are the natural and iicccwiry evils ailcndins on Uut 
quick siisccptibilily of feeling and fancy iuddrnt lo llic poetical 
temperament. But the Gitiir of all talents, while he has qualified 
Ihcro each with its separate and (lecatUr alloy, hu endowed lli>’ 
owner wdli the power of purifying and refthing them. But, as ir« 
to moflerate the arrng.viicv of genius, it is justly and wisely made 
.requisite, that he mutt regulate and tam« tin* lire <d his fancy, and 
desccjfd from ifie heights to which she exalta hioi. in order to ob- 
tain ease of mind and tranqurilily. The inalcrials of happiness, 
that is, of such degree of lup|»iiK,-ss asds conslsictil vshh otir pre- 
•nit slate, lie around us in profusion. But the man of talcnis.iinjst ’ 
sloop to gather tbco), otherwise they would Le beyond the reach of 
the mass of society, furwhoM licticfU. as well as for his, Pruri- j 
dcnck has created tlM-m. There is no royal and no poetical path ; 
lo contentment amf hearl's-ease : that by which they arc altainctl 
is oped to all claascs of mankind, and lies with n liic most Hradnl I 


range of intellect To narrow our wlsbea ami desires wilbiii |p4 
scope of our pbwm ^ attainment ; to consider onr misfortunes, 
however peculiar ib their diaraeler, as our hievijaltic share lu the 
patrimony of Adam; to bridle thoce indtable feelings, which, iin- 
goverocil, .ire sure lo become governors ; toalnin ilial inii'iisily of 
galling and sclf.wouodlng rallectton' whicti our puetbas so foreibty 
described in hit own burning language t— 

« . ■ 

* I buy Uwu^illt 

T<M) Iona and dsrkJy. (HI mi b^lu hwoitir, 

In Itsonn cddy.Ootilusr ond o'Smrwiiahi, 

A wiiirllDg gulf ««f pbsnUtj stid (baie — 

—to sloop, hi short, lo the realities of life : re|icnt if we have of- 
fended. and pardon if wc have been trrsfWMed ^gdusl ; lo look on 
the world i(ws u our foe than as rUoubtfol amJ raprioions friend, 
whose applause we ought at far as possible to dritcnrc, but neiil^T 
to court nor oontamn— such aeCin lb« most obvious and certain 
means of keeping or reg^nlng mental tranqullNiy. 

* Semlis eerie 

TrsnqeUla per vlrialam psiet uolea flir.”*- 

SlI WtLVU SCOVf-1 
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most unfbrt«t(M|« dsy of my past existence, bat wUcb can- 
not {Misun ixiy ftiUirc while I retain the resoarcc of your 
friendship, and ofiny own faculties, will heiircforlh have a 
more agreeable recolleciion for both, inasmuch os It will 
remind us of this my attempt to thank you for an Indcfa- 
tigable regard, sucb as few men have experienced, and no 
one euuld experience without thinking better of bla species 
and of himself. • 

It bas been our fbriune to traverse together, at various 
periods, the countries of chivalry, history, and fable — Spain, 
Greece. Asia Minor, and Italy ; and ythat Athens and Con- 
8tan'.iuo|ile were to us a few years ago, Venice and R^e 
have been more recently. The poem abo, or the pltfB, 
nr both, have accompanied me from first to last,' anfllUk-* 
haps it may Le a pardonable vanity which indnecs ni#to 
reOect with coraplacenry on a compositloa which in s<too 
degree couuccls me w ith the spot where it was pro<i|ioad, 
and the objects It would fain*db |fg ^ T and however nn- 
werthy it may bo deemed of Ib^ttigical and memorable 
abodes, -however short it maV (ii^ii^eur distant concepUo''s 
and Immediate impressions, yet, "as a mark of respectful 
what Is venerable, and of feeling for what is glorious, it bas 
been to rne a sotirce of {dca-sure in the produetion, and I 
part Willi It with a kind of regret, which I hardly suspected 
that events could have left me for Imaginary ubjecli. 

With regardio the condoet of the last canto, there will 
be found less of the pilgrim than In any of the preceding, 
and that llulc slightly, if at all. separalctl from the author 
speaking in his own person. The tact b, tball had become 
weary of drawing a line which ctcry one seemed deter- 
mined not to ficreeire : like the Chinese in Goldsmith's 
"CItixen of the World," whom nobody would beltove to 
lie a Chinese, K was In vain that I asserted, and imagined 
that I bad drawn, a disUiuilon between the author and the 
pilgrim ; and tbe very anxiety to preserve this difference, 
and disappointment at finding it unavaUing, so ihr crushed 
my efforts in the composition, that I determined tt> abandon 
it altogether— and- have done so. Tbe opinions which have 
beep, or may be. formed on that subject, arc rod a matter 
of indifferenf-c ; tbe wv>rk Is to depend on lt<elf, and nol on tbe 
write?; and i tic author w ho bas no resources in hU own mind 
beyond the rcpulalion, transient or permanent, w bleb U to 
arise from his literary eUbrts, deserves the (ate of authors. 

In the course of Ihc following canto it was my Intention, 
cither in the text or in the notes, to have touched upon the 
present stale of Italian literature, and perhaps of manners. 
Dot the text, within tbe limiu 1 proposed, 1 soon found 
hardly sulUcieiM for the labyrinth of eiternal objects, and 
tbe consequent n'lleclldns; and for the, wjiole of the notes, 
ev<^pHng a few of the shortest, I am indicted to yourself, and 
these were necessarily limited to the elucidation of the text. 

Itlsalso a delicate, and no very grateful task, to dissert | 
upon the literature and manners of a nation so dissimilar; 
and requlraa an hlle&tlon and impartiality which would io- 
duCo us— Ahough perhaps no inattentive observers, nor ig- 
norant of the language or customs of tbe people amongst 
whom wo ba>e.recenlly abode— to distrust, or at least defer 
our jodgiuent, and mnre narrowly examine our infonna- 
llon. The sUle of literary, as well as polUlral parly, ap- 
pears to run. or to hova run, so high, that for a strangef to 
steer liDphitUUy between them is next to impossible. It 
may be enough, then, at least for luy purpose* to quote 
from their own bcautlfui language— "Mi pare che in un 
paese tuUo poettco. cbe vanlc la lingua U piu nobik, cd in- 


sleme ta'pid doke, lutte la vk diverse *1 poeaono tenUra. e 
cfac sinchc la patria di AIQerl c dl MonU non a iwnlpto 1’ 
anlko valorc, iq lulte essa dovre^ essere la prima.** 
Italy has great names still— Canovar Monti, Cgo Foscolo, 
Flndemonie, Visconti, MorellJ, Clcognara. Albrlai. Mezxo- 
phantl. Mai. Musloildi, AgllelU, and Vacca, will secure to 
the present generaliou an honourable place in moat of Ibo 
departments of Art, Science, and Betks Letlres; and in some 
. Ibcvery highest; — Europe— the World — hasbutoueCanova. 

It has been somewhere said by Alflorl, that ‘‘La pianla 
uomo nasi-e piu robusla in- Italia cbe in qualiuMine allra 
terra— e cbe gli stessi atroci delitti chc v1 si corhinettono nc 
sono una prova.” \Mlhout subscribing to the latter part 
of bis proposition, (a dangerous doctrine, the" truth of which 
may be disputed on belter grounds, namely, that the Ita- 
lians are in no respect more ferocious than their neigh- 
bours), that man must be wilfully blioil. or ignocantly heed- 
less. who is not struck with the tilraordloary capacity oT 
this people, or, if such a word be admissible, their capobi- 
titits, the facility of tbclr acquisitions, the ratudily of tbeir 
coticcjrtlons, tbe fire of their geniuA their sense of bauty, 
and. amidst all the disadvantages w repeated revolutions, 
the desolation of batilos. and the despair of ages,' tbelr »UII 
unquenrbod “lOnging alter Immortality,''— the immortality 
of Indcpcmlenec. And when w;e ourselves, lu riding round 
the waHs of Rome, heard the simple lament of the labour- 
ers' chorus, “Homal Roma! Roma! Roma iion.e pUi come 
era prlraa,” it was difficult na^lo Contrast the melancholy 
dli^e with the bacchanal roar of the songs of exultation still 
ycikd from tbe London taverns, over tbe carnage of Mont 
St. Joan, and the betrayal of Genoa, of luiy. of France, ud 
of the world, by men whose cunduct you yourself have ex- 
posed in a work wofthy of the belter days of our history. 
Forme. — 

** Xoa ifiofrro Rial conk ‘ 

Ot« k larb« dl Hie daaee •■ords.’* 

What Italy has galned-by the late transfer of nations, R 
were useless for Englishmen to enquire, till It becomes as- 
certained that England has acquired something more than 
a permanent army and a sus|iendcd Habeas Corpus; it is 
ehougb for them to look at home. For what they have done 
abrdaHi and espctflally In the >ouih, “Verily they ♦ei/lhurd 
their reward.” and at no very distant period. 

Wishing you. my dear llobhouse, a safe and agreeable 
return to that country w hose real w elfare can be dearer to 
nonelhan to yourself, I dedicate to you this poem In Us 
completed state; and repeat once more bow truly 1 am ever. 

Your obliged 

And affcclioDate friend, 

BYRON. 

i 

I. 

I Mood in Venice, on tbe Bridge of Sighs ; • 

A palace and a prison on each hand : ^ 

I saw from out tl»e wave her structures rise 
• As from the stroke of the enchanter’s -wand 
A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 
Around me, and a dying Glory smiles 
O’er tlie far times, wlien many a subject land 

Look’d to the winged Lion’s marble piks, [isles! 

' 'When Venice sale in suie, tltroned on her huodrwl 


• See **Hislorkal Noies ” at the end of this Cadlo, No. I. 
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II. 

Sb« looks a sea C> be]e, freshr from ocean/ 

Rising witk her tiara of proud towers 
At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of the waters and tlieir-powers : 

And sud) she vas ;^ier daugliters |uid their dowers 
From spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East 
Ponr'd in her lap all gems in sparkling showers: 

In purple was she robed, mid of her feast 
Monarcbs partook, and deem’d their dignity increased. 

III. 

Id Venice Tasso’s-echoeS are nd more,* 

And silent rows the songless gondolier; 

Her palaces are crumbling to the shore, 

And musicmeets not always now the ear: * 

Tliose days are gone->but Beauty still is here, 
States fall, hearts Cade — but Nature doth not die : 
Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 

The pleasant place of all festivity, . ■ 

The fevel of the earth, the masque of Italy ! ^ ' 

IV. ■ 

But unto us she bath a spell beyond 
Her name in story, and her long array 
Of mighty shadows, wiiose dim forms despond 
Above the dogeless city’s vanished Sway ; ^ « 

Ours is a trophy which will not decay ' 

With the Rialto : Shylock and the Moor, 

And Pierre, can not be swept or worn aw ay— 

The keystones of the arch ! though all were o’er, 
For os re^pled wo-e the solitary shore. 

V. 

The beings of the mind are not of clay ; 

Essentially immortal, they create 

And multiply in us a brighter ray 

And more beloved existence : tliat which Fate 

Prohibits to dull life, in this our state 

Of mortal bondage, by tliese spirits supplied. 

First exiles, then replaces w*hat we hate ; 

Watering the heart whose early /lowers have died. 
And with a fresher growth replenishing the void. 

VI. 

* Such is the refuge of our youth and age, 

The first IVom Hope, the last from Vacancy; 

And this worn feeling peoples many a page, 

Andi may be, that which grows beneath mine eye i 
Yet there are things whose strong reality 
Outshines our fairy-land ; in shape and hues 
More beautiful than our fantastic sky, ' ‘ 

And the Strange constellations which the Muse 
O’er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse : 

VII. . 

1 saw or deeam’d of such,— but let them go;— | 
They came like truth, and disappeared like dreams ; 


And whatso’er they were— are now blit so : 

I could replace them if I would ; still teems 
My mind with many a form which aptly seems 
Such as 1 sought for, and at moments found ' 
Let these too go— for waking Reason deems 
Such over-weenkig pliahtasics unsound, 

And oAer voice$ speak, and other sights surround. 

VIII. 

I ’ve taught me other tongues — and in strange eyes 
Have made me not a stranger; to the mind 
Which is itself, no changes bring surprise ; ' 

Nor is it liarsli to make, nor hard to find 
A confitry wjth— ay, or wltiiout mankind; , ’ 
Yet was I born where men arc proud to be, * 

Not without cause and should 1 leave behind 
The Inviolate island of the sage andXree, 

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea ? ' 

IX. . 

Perhaps I lov’d it well ; and should 1 lay 
. My ashes in a soil whicli is not mine, 

My spirit ^all r^ume it* — if we may • • 

Unbodied choose a Sanctuary.. I twine 
l^ly hopes of being remember'd in my line 
With my land’s language ; if too fond and far, ** • 
These a^irations in their scope incline,— 

If iqy fame should be, as my fortuhes are, ' ^ 
Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion bar 

X. 

My name from out the temple where the dead 
Are honour’d by the nations— let it be — 

And light the laurels on a loftier head ! 

And be the Satan’s epitaph on me— 

Sparta hadi many a worthi^rson than he.”* 
Meantime 1 seek no sympathies, nor need; 
liie thorns wbicli I have reap’d are of the tree • 

I planted,— they have tom me,— and I bleed : 

I should have known what fruitvould spring from 
such a seed. 

XI. ' 

The spouseless Adriatic mourns her lord ; 

And, annual marriage now no more renew’d, 
TheHucentaur lies rotting unrestored. 

Neglected gsrment.of her widowhood ! 

St. Mark yet sees his lion where he stood/ 

Stand, but in mockery of his wither’d power. 

Over the proud Place where an Emperor sued, 

And monarchs gazed and envied in the hour 
When. Venice was a queen witlian unequalPd dower, 
xii. ‘ 

The Suabian su^, and now the Austrian reigns—* 
Ah Emperor tramples where an EmpeVor knelt ; 
Kingdoms are shrunk to provinces, and chains 
Clank over sceptred cities ; nations melt 
From lower’s high pinnacle, when thej* have fell 


* SibeUicoi, (ict erib i m llie appearance of Teoiee, baa made uae 
of the above imase, wbicb woold not be poetical were U not true. 
—“Quo fit ut qui mperne orbera coatemdelur, turritam teUuria 

n&seloem oMdlo Oemo figuratm at pant iiu|ficere.'* 


• See HUtoricaJ Nolct.” at the end o( this Canto, No. IL - ^ 

I The nswer of ibe mol bee of BraikUs, ihc LaocdotniHiian gr- 
neral, to Uic ainnsers wbopralftd the otetnorr other sun. 

S s See hoe. lU. iv. 
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The suDshioefor a while, aod downward go | 
Like iauwine loosen’d 'from the mountain’s belt ; 1 
Oh for one hour of blind old Dandolo! * \ 

Tti* Mtogenarian chief, Byzantium’s Conquering foe. 

XIII. 

Before St. Bfark still glow his steeds of brni^T 
Their gilded collars glittering in the sun ; 

But is not Doria’s menace come to pxss ' I 

Arc they not bridled ?— Venice, lost and won, i. 

Her thirteen hundred years of freedom done, I 

Sinks, -like d sea-weed, into whence she rose I ‘ 

Better be whelm’d beneath the waves, and shun, 
Even in destruction's depth, her foreign foes, ’ 
From whom submission wrings an infamous repose. 

XIV. 


Jn youth she was aH glorj ,— a new Tyre,— 

Her very by-word sprung from victory, 

Tlie “ Wanlerof the Lion,”* which through Are 
And blood she bore o’er subject earth and sea ; 
Though making many slaved,'herse)f still free, 
And Europe's bulwark ’gainst the Ottoinite , 
Witness Troy’s rival, Candia ! Vouch it; ye 
Immortal waves tliattow Lepanto'sdght ! 


: nor tyranny can blight. 
Siv. . ‘ • 


For ye are naincs najpfr i 

Statues of glass — all shiver’d^the long Hie 
Of her dead Doges are declined to dust ; 

But whei^they dwelt, the vajl and sumptuous pile 
Bespeaks the pageant of their aplcndHl trust ; . 

'fheir ^cefifre broken, and tb^ itworH in rust, > 
Have yicldecf to the slrangerV*eraply halls, 

Thin streets, and foreign o<^tts,' such as must 
Too oft remind her who aifdMiat enthrals,* 

Have Aung a desolate cloud o'er Venice’ lovely walls. 
XVI. 

when Athens' armies fell at Syracuse, 

And fetter’d thoii.sands bore tlie yoke of war, 
Kedeiiiption ros^ up in-the Attie Muse,*.,.^ " 

Her voice their only ransom from afar : 

See! as Hiey chant the tragic httnn, the car 
Of the o’ermaster’d victor stops, the reins 
Fall from his hands— his idle scimitar 
Starts from, its belt— he rends his capliye’s chains, 
.\nd bids him tlxink the bard fur fre^om and bis 
strains. 

xVii. • / -» 

Thus, Venire, if no stronger claim were thine, 
W'ere all thy proud historic deeds for^df, 

Thy choral memory of the Bard divine, 

Thy love of Tasso, should liave cut the knot 
Which ties thee to thy tyrant^; and thy lot < 

Is shameful to the nations, -^most of all, 


Albion I to thee : the Ocean queen should not 
Abandon Ocean’s Children ; in the fall 
Of Venice think of thine, despite thy watery wall. 

XVIII. 

I loved her from my boviiood— she to me 
Was as a fairy city of the heart. 

Rising like w ater-columnf> from the sea, 

' Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the uiart ; 

And Otway, RadclilYe, Schille^ Shakspeare’s art,* 
Had stamp'dlier image in me, and even so, , 
Althpugi) I found her thus, we did not part, 
Perdiaiice even dearer in her day of woe, ' * 
Than when she was a boast, a marvel, and a show. 

* XIX. 

I can repeople with the past — and of 
The present there Is still for eye and thought, 

And meditation ciiasten'd down, enough ; 

And itiore, it may l>c, than I hoped or sought ; 
Andhf the happiest moment.s which were wrought 
Within the web of my existence, some 
From thee, fair Venice ! have their'colours cau^t : 
There are some feelings Time cannot benumb, * 
Nor Torture shake, or mine would now be cold and 
dumb. ' * . 

XX. : 

But from tbeir nature will the tannen grow ? • 
Loftiest on loftiest and least slieltcr'd rocks, 
Roofed in barrenness, where nought below 
Of soil supports them ’gainst the Alpine shocks 
Of eddying storms; yetsprings the trunk, and mocks 
Tlie howling tempest, till its iieiglit and frame 
Are worthy of the mountains from wtiosc blocks 
Of bleak, gray granite into Iffe it came. 

And gre#a giant tree ; — the mindmaygrowthe same. 

XXI. 

Existence may be borne, and the deep root 
Of life and sufferance make its Hnii abode 
In bare and desolated bosoms : mute * • 

Hie camel labours w itb the heaviest load. 

And the wolf dies in silence,— not bestow’d 
In vain ^ould sucli example be ; if they, 

Things of ignoble or of savage mood,. 

Endure and shrink not, we of nobic'r clay 
May temper it to bear,— it Is but for a day. 

XXII. 

All suffering doth destruy, or is destroy'd, 

FN'cr by the .sufferer ; and, in each event. 

Ends Bcmie, w'ith hope replenish'd and rebuoy’d. 
Return to whence they came— with like intent, 

And weave their w eb again ; some, bow’d and bent, 
WaxTii’ey aud gfanstK', withering ere their time. 
And perish with the reed on wiiicli they leant ; 


».•» See **HiitDricjl V. VI. 

1 Tlul h, the l.kin Af St. Mirk, the lUndanl of the republic, 
which ft the origin oTihewrnn] rani^loonj'Piititaleone, Paniileon, 
r.intnloun. , , . 

1 See*'llhloric 4 l Kiticft'‘St4lii|.cn(IuIUti«Ceulu. Xo. vn. 

* The &torjr h l<fld 1 q Piqtaixli^ of IHbM. 


* X'ctilcc PreterTed; Mfiteriee ofrdolpho; the Uboil.Seer, or 
Armenian; the Uerchaut of Venice; Oiliello. 

7 Tannm is the plural of Tanne, a species of Tir pechpar to the 
Alps. wUch only tbrires in very rocky parts, whrrc scarcely m)U 
sofficient for fU nooriUimenl om be found. On these' spots it 
grows to a greater height thaO wy otbecmountahi tree-. ' 
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Some seek derdUon, pood or cdrne^ 

According as their souls Tv crefonird to sink orclii^b. 

. xxui. 

■ But ever and anon, of griefs subdued, . ^ 

There comes a token like a scoriiion's sting, 

Scarce, seen, but with fresh bitterness imbued; 

Ahd slight withal maybe Uie tilings which bring ' | 
Back on the heart the weight which it wotld fling i 
Aside for ever: it maybe a sound— i 

A toneof mifsic— summer’s cve—^or spring— ! 
A flower— the wind — the ocean— whidi s|iall i 
wbund, [bound; j 

Striking the electric chain wherewith we are darkly ] 

XJIIV. . I 

And how and why wc know not, nor can trace , | 
Home to its cloud this lightning of the mind, 

But feel the shock renew'd, nor can efface ► ‘ 
The blight and blackening which it leaves behind, 
AMiich out of things familiar, undesign’d, 

When least wc deem of such, calls up to tiew 
The speotres whom no exorcism can bind, 

Tliecold — theclianged— perchance the dead— anew, 
The mourn'd, the loved, ibc lost— too many !— yet how 
few I • 

XXV. * 

But my soul wanders ; I demand It back , 

To meditate amongst decays and stand 
A ruin amidst ruins ; there to track • 

Fallen states and buried greatness, o’er a land 
Whidi tros the mightiest in its old command, - 
And IS the lovdiest and must cVer be , 

The master-mould of Nature’s heavenly band, 
Wherein were cast the heroic and the free, v* 

The beautiful, the brave — tlie lords of earth and sea, 

XXVT, I 

The commonwealth of kings, till* men of Romel 
And even since, and now', Tair Italy ! . 

Thou art the^arden of the world, the home 
Of all Art yields, and Nature* can decree ; 

Even in thy desert, what is. like to thee? 

Thy very weeds are beautilul, thy waste 
more rich than other climes* fertility ; 

Thy wreck a ^ory, and thy ruin graced 
W'ithan immaculate charm which cannot be defaced, 
xxvii. V 

The moon is up, and yet it is not nights 
Sunset divides the sky with lier-^ sea ^ 

Of glory streams along the Alpine height 


• whde of UiU canto !■ rich in licseriptlon of KaMire. The 
love of Mature now airpesn «• a ditiUiei pasaioa to Byron't 
It U » tore Uut don not mt lu beholdiag, nuc h MtUfied with ue- 
•eribias. wbat b before hioi. It liua power and being, biendiiig 
itself with the poet's very life. Thoogb Byron bad. with Ills rial 
eyes, perhaps, aeeo more of Nalare then ever wabsfore permitted 
lo any great poet, yet he never before aoemed to open his hbule 
heart (p ber gewiti impolses. Bat to Ibis be It changed j and tii 
this and the fuuiil) Cuilos of ChUde Msrold, he wiU stand a coin- 
parison with [he best descriptive poets. (his age of deecripUve 
poetry . —Psovmon Wiuon ] 


Of blue Friuli's mbuntains ; Ileaven is free > - 
From clouds, blit of all colours seems to be 
JMelyed to one vast Iris of the West, 

Where the Bay joins Uie past Eternity; ^ 

. While, on the other hand, meek Dian’s ertst * 
Floats tlirough the azure air— an island of theble$t!^ 

xxviij. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
With her o’er half the lovely heaven; but still 
. Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
Roll’d oW the peak of (he far Rhactian hill. 

As Day and Mght contending u’cre, until 
Nature rcriaiin'd her order : — gently flows 
The deep*dycd Brenta, where their h\ies instil 
The odorous purple of a new-born rose, [glows. 
Which strums upon her stream, and glar’d within it 

XXIX. 

Fill’d with the face of heaven, xyhich, from afar. 
Comes down upon the waters; all its hues. 

From the rich sunset to the rising star, 

Their magical variety diffuse : , ■ « 

And now they change ; a p.aler shadow strewr 
Ils- mantle o’er the mountains; parting day 
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
With a new colour as it gasps away, 

'file J^t still loveliest, till — \ isgone— and alTis gray. 
^ XXX. *■ 

Tliereis a,to;iib in Arqua ; — rear'din air, 

Pillar’d in their sarcophagus, repose 
Tlie bones of Laura’s lover : here repair ' 

Many familiar with his well-sung woes, 

Tiie pilgrims of his genius. He arose 
To raise a language, and his land reclaim 
From the dull yoke of her barbaric foes : 

Watering tiie tree which bears his lady's name* 
With his melodious tears, he gave himself to fame. 

XXXI. 

They keep hi$ dust in Arqua, where he died;^ ^ 
I1ie mountain-village where his latter days . 
Went down the valeof years ; and 't is their pride—. 
An honest pride— and let it be their praise, 

To offer to tlie passing stranger's gaze. * 

His mansion and his sepulchre; bmh plain . 

And venerably simple, such as raise 
A feeling more accordant with his strain 
Than if a pyramid form’d his monumental fane, 
xxxii. 

And the soft quiet hamlet where he d wdt, * 


• TJm -obevc dricriptioh miy Mem bnUalFcaJ or exAfiSSTKeil lo 
Ukim wJtu hare oever Mm,ao OncnUl or ao lUton Ay, yet il (<• 
but 4 literal and hinlly aiiflickot deUuMlkm of m AuguU evening 
(the eigliieooih), as oooteittplatcd bi.oae or many -fides tioug the 
baoU o( Uic BrenU, near La Uira. 

« See-'^initoricaiNotcs,'* Nos. Vlll. lodlX. 

» ['’Usirnay op ^ 

Be balil his booM. wbaart M to slMlto to MogM. 

Aa»Q| Uw hills, a SUio|ms tosy Ills 
Thai MOthsd. not Wrr'tf.'' 

“ I have Jralir. vmmi UieKugMichn liiib, a simII booie. decent 
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Is one Of thsit complexion which seems made 
For those who their mortality hav&fdt, - 
And sought a refuge fttun tb^r hopes decayed ' 
Jn-ihe deep umbrage of a green hill's shade. 

Which shows a distant prospect far away 
Of busy'cities, now in rain display'd, 

For they can lure no furiltCr ; and the ray 
Of a bright sup can miike sufOcient holiday, ' 
xxxtii. 

Developing tlie mountains, leaves, and flowers. 
And shining in the brawling brook, wbere^by, 
Clear as its current, glide the sauntering hours 
With a calm languor, which, though to the eye 
Idlesse it seem, hath its morality. 

If from society we learn to live, 

*T is solitude aliould teach us how to die ; 

If hath no.flatterers ; vanity can give 
No hollow aid ; alone^man with his God must strive : 

XXXIV. ^ 

Or, it maybe, with demons, who impair * 

The strength'of better thoughts, and.seek their prey 
. In melandmly bosoms, such as were 
Of moody texture from their earliest day, 

And lov^ to dwell in darkness and dismay, 
Deeming tbetaaselves predestined to a doom • t 
Which is Doi of 4he pangs that pass away ; 

Making the sun like blood, the earth a tomb. 

The tomb a bell, and hell Itself a murkier gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferrara ! ■ in thy wide and grass^i;own streets, 
Whose symmetry was not for spikude, 

There seems as ’t were a curse upon the seats 
Of former sovereigns, and the antique brood 
Of Este, which for many an age made good 
Its strength within thy walls, and was of yore 
Patron or tyrant, as the changing mood 
Of petty power impell'd, of those who wore 
The wreafli which Dante’s brow alonebad worn before. 

' XXXVI. 

And Tasso is their glory and their shame. . 

Hark to Ids strain I and then survey his cell ! 

And see how dearly earn'd Torquato's fame, ' 


and proper: In which 1 hope to pau the rest o( mj dajri, thlnUnn’ 
alwije of my dead ur aUent trifnh." AOKftis thoae tliil ilring 
was Boccaccio, who U lhu> menUbnod by liim lo his will ;— ** To 
IMo Giovanni of CerUldo. lor a winter gown at bis evening slt^ 
dies. 1 leave fifty goMcn flurim t Unly, Iktie enough lor so great a 
man.** when U»e Venetians overran the country, Petrarch pre- 
pared for Oighb “ Write yoor name over your door,'* said one of 
his friends, ** and you wlU he safe.*’ am ootsuce ofthat.’^re^ 
plied Petrarch, and Aed wi|h his' books to Padua. His hooks be 
IclUo ihe republic of Veidce. laying, as it were, a tMindatlon Cor 
the library of St. Mark i but they exist no longer. IBs legacy to 
Praods t:arrara. a Madonna painted by GioUow Is still preKrv^ In 
the Catbedral of Padua.— Bociaa.l ^ 

• ''The Btcugglela to the fidl as likely 'to be with demons as with 
oor betier thoughts, Satan chose the wlldemem for Uie templa- 
Uon of our Saviour. And oor.unaolBed John Locke p re fer red the 
presence of a diild to ooroplele aelitqdo. 

[ In AprfL IM7, Lord Bfroa vWied Berran. went over Ihe 


WORK& 

Aad wbera Alfon8olH^||to 

The miserable ddspolflb^^ gutfll 

Thtrinsulted "lipd andliknd 

With the surrounding maniacs, in the bell . . 
Whefe he had plunged it. Glory witl^out end 
Scatter'd (beclouds awaj- — and on that naifle attrad 
XXXVII. 

The ta^ and praises of all time ; while thine 
Would rot inits oblivion— in the sink 
Of worthless dust, which from thy boasted line 
Is shaken into nothing ; but the link ' 

Thou formest Hi his fortunes bids ns think 
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with scorn— 
Ajfonso ! how thy ducal pageants shrink 
From thee! if in another station born. 

Scarce Gt to be the slaveof him tbdu madest to mourn : 
jXXXMII. 

Titou / form'd to eat, and be despised, and die, 
Even as the beasts that pqrisb, save that thOQ 
Hadfit a more splendid trough and wider sty. : 

He .' with a'glory round bis furrpw'd brow, 

Which emanate then, and dazzles now', 

In face of all his foes, the Cruscan quire. 

And BoUeau, wliose raslvenvy could allow * 

No strain which shamed bis country's creakinglyre. 
That whetstone of the tcetb— monotpny in wire ! 

XX XIX. 

Peace to Torquato's injured shadel T was his 
In life and death to be the mark where Wrong 
Aim’ll w ith her poison'd arrows, but to miss.'- 
(M), victor unsurpass'd in modem song I 
Kach year brings forth its millions; but bow long 
Thfiftide of generations shall roll on, 

And not the whole combined and countless throng 
Compose a mind like tbineUhough all in one [sun. 
Condensed their scatter'd rays, they would not form a 
' ~ ■ ' . . • • Kl. 

Great as thou art, yet parallel'd by^tbose, 

. Thy countrymen, before thee born to shine, 

The Bards of Hell and Chivalry : 6rst rose 
The Tuscan father's comedy divine; 

Then, not unequal to the Florentine, 

' The southern Sn>tt, * the minstrel who oeU'd forth 


ccille, cell, etc., ead wrote, a few days after, the Laroent ofTeeK). 
— *• One of llie F er r a res e asked me,'* he says, in a ieUsr to a friewd. 
*‘if 1 knew ‘Lord Byran' an acquMotance of hh. mow al Naples. 
1 (old bjm *No !' which was true both waya, tor 1 kiiew not (he 
impostor ; and, In the other, iw one knows himself* He sUred. 
wlien (old that I was Uie real Simon Pore ! Another asked mo. if I 
bad not translated Tasso. - You see whal Fame is ! how accurate ! 
botr boaDdlessl Idon'tiuww howotbera feel, but 1 am alwitf* 
linker and (he better looked.on when 1 have got lid of mine. It 
sis on me like armoor on the Lord Mayor'a diampioa : and 1 got 
rid of all the hosk of Uienture, llae attendant babble, by an- 
swering that 1 bad not translated Tasso, but4oamfeaakehad:and. 
by the blessiiig of Heaven. 1 looked ao Uula like a poet, lhat every 
body believed me."— LeUort.] 

> See lUstdricel Notes." at the end of Uds canto, No. X. 

' 4 [“ SeoU." says Lord Byron, in Ills MS. Diary, for tSSI, iseer> 
tainlytbemoslwoodBrfiiiwrlleroflheday. His novels are a new 
Uleraiure in Utemaalvei. and bia poetry ki good as any— if not beL 
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A new creation with his magic line, 

And, like the Ariosto of the North, 

Sang lodyedoveand WOT, romance aiid knightly worth. 
XU. 

The lightning rent from Ario.sto*s bust^ 

The iron crown of laurel's mimic'd leaves; 

Nor was the ominous element unjust. 

For the true laurel-wreath which Glory weaves 
Is of the tree ho boll of thunder Cleaves,* » 

And the false semblance but disgraced his brow ; 
Yet still, if fondly Superstition grieves. 

Know, that the lightning sanctifies below * 
Wbate’er it strikes ; — yon head is doubfy sacred now. 
xtn. 

Italia! O Italia! thou wbcriust 
The fatal gift Of beauty, which l>ecaine ' 
funeral dower of present woes and post, 

On thy sweet brow is sorrow plough'd by shame. 
And annals graved in characters of flame. 

Oh, God! that thou wert in th>* nakedne.ss 
Less lovely or more pow'erfiil, and couldst ddlm 
Tliy right, and owe the robbers l»ack, who pre.ss 
To shed Uiy blood, and drink the tears of thy distress; 
xUn. 

Then miglit^st thmi more appal ; or, less desired, 

Be homely and be peaceful, undCplored 

For thy*ttestroctivc charms; then, still untired, 

\Vould not be seen the armed torrents pour’d 

Down the deep Alps; nor would the hostile Iiorde 

Of many-nation’d spoilers from the Po 

Quaff blood and water; nor the stranger's fword 

Be thy sad w'eapon of defence, and so, 

Victor or vanquisii’d, thou the slave of friend or foe.< 
3^LIV. 

Wandering in youth, I traced the path of him,* 
Tlie Roman friend of Roi^e's least mortal mind, 
Tlif friend of Tully : as my bark did skim 
The bright blue waters w^Kh a fanning wind, 

Cime klegara before me, and behind 
vEgina lay, Piraeus on the right, 

And Corinth on the left ; I lay reclined 


I .Along thoprt)w, and snw all these unite 
! In ruin, even as he had seen tliedesolate sight; 

XLT. y 

For Time liath not i^ebuilt them, but uprear'd 
Barbaric dwellings on thdir shatter'd site, 

Which only make more mourn'd and more endehr’d 
] The few last rays of their far-scatier’d liglit, 

I And the crush'd relics of tlieir vanisird might. 

The Roman saw these tombs in his own age, . 
These sepulchres of cKies, which excite 
Sad w'onder, and his yet survirtng page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn from socli pilgr^age. 

XLVI. 

I 

That p9ge b now before me, and on mine ' 
His country’s ruin added to tjie ihass 
Of perish'd states he mourn’d in their decline, 

And 1 iixdesolation : all that teas 
Of then destruction is: and now, alas ! 
Rome-^oroe imperial, bows her to the storm. 

In the same dust and blackness, and we pa^ 

The skeleton of her Titanic form,* 

Wrecks of another world, whose a^es still are warm. 
XLVII. 

I Yet, Italy<! through every other land 
I Thy wrongs sh mild ring, and shall, from sid^ to side ; 

Mother of Arts ! as once of armtf ; thy hand 
Was then our guardian, and is still our guide; 
Parent of our Religion! whom the wide 
Nations have knelt to for the keys of heaven! 
Europe, repentant of he r parriqde, 

.%a)l yet redeem thee, and, all backward driven, 
Roll the barbarian tide, and sue to be forgiven. 

•' • XLTni. 

' But Amp wins us to the fair white walls, . * • 

i W'here the Etrurian Athens claims and keeps 

I A softer feeling for her fairy hails. 

Girt by her theatre of hills, she reaps 
Her corn, and wine, and oil, and Plenty leaps 
I To laughing life, with her redundant horn. 

I Akmg the banks where smiling Arno sweeps. 


ler (only on an erroneous system), and only ceased to be so popu* 
lar. because Uie vulgar were tired ofliraring. ‘ArUtules cblledlhe 
just.' ackd Scott the Best, and osiradsed him. 1 know no readiug 
lo which 1 bll With w)k|i ataworkothb. 1 love him. too, 

lor his manliness of clisracler. for the extreme pleasantness oflsis 
cqnrerutkin. and his good-nature towards myKirpcraoually. klay 
beprotper! for he dcsrrres il.'* In a ItrUer, wrllteo lo Sir Wal- 
ter, from Piu; In ttSi, he says—*' t qwe'to you far more than liic 
usoai otllgalioo fur the courtesies of Utcraliiro and common Iriend- 
ahipsfor you weoi out of your way. tntSt?, to do measenkc. 
when U retired not merely kindness, but courage, to do so i lo 
hire been recorded by you in soch a manner, would have been a 
prood memorial at any time, but at such t time, when *A11 the 
wurU andhlf wife,' at the provrrb goes, were trying lo trample 
upon me, was sumeililiig still higtier to my self>esleera. Had it 
been a common criiklsm, however elcH|ueDl or paoeg)Tipal, 1 
abould luTe-fcIl plesMtl and grateful, hut not to the extent wMcfa 
the eitraordiiiary good-bearledness of ihe whole proceeding must 
induce in'aoy mind capable of such seDUUoiu.”— K.) 

*, ^ See '* Hiilorical Notes,** at the end of this canto, Nos. XI, 

xu.'xiu. ' 


4 Tlie two btamas xiii. and xliii. are. with Qie cxceptkm of a 
line or two, a iranslaaon of the famoussonoettXFUioaJa!— “Ita- 
lia, Italia, 0 tu cui teo la soricl" 
s The celebrated letter of Serrins Siilpldoa to Cicero, on Use 
death of bis daughter, describes as it Ihm was, gnd now is, a |>aUi 
which 1 ofieo traced in Greece, both' by sea and land. In different 
Jiurmeys and voyages. “ On my return from Asia, as 1 was sail- 
ing from .egina towards Megan, 1 began to contemplaie ibe pro- 
spect Of the countries around mei ^ida wosbebind. Megara befbre 
me; Pircus on the rlghf. Corinth on the left t ail which towns, 
once (anioua and flourfahlng. now be overhimed and buried in 
Uicir ruins. Tpon this right. 1 could not but thmk presently with- 
in myself, Alas : how do we poor rmtrlals fret auii vex aursrivt^ If 
any of our'friends happen lo die or be killed, whose life is yet so 
short, when the oarcairiesofso many noble cities lie here exposed 
belure me in one view.*'— See Middleton’s Cicero. voL ii. p. 371. 

0 R b Poggio. who, looking from Ihe Caplhdioe bill upon mined 
Rome, breaks fOrUitnlo ihe excUmation. “ Dt nunc omul decore 
nudata, prosirita jacet. instar gigantel cadaveris oorriipii atquc 
iiodique exes!.’* 
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Was modern Luxotv of CommCTC«*botn, 

Aijd buried I^earnin;? rose, redeem'd to » new morn. 

XLIX. 

ThcrCf too, the Goddess loves in stone, and fills 
The air nround with f>eanty ; we inhale 
'fhe amhrobial aspect, which, beheld, instils 
^arlof its immortality; the veil 
Of heaven is half undrawn ; within the pale 
We. stand, and in. that form and face behold 
\VbQtniind can make, when Nature'sself would fail; 
And to the fond idolaters of old 
Enrv^be innate flash which such a soul could mould : 

i u 

We gaze and turn away, gnd know not where, 
Dazzled and drunk with beauty, till tlie heart* 
Reels with iUl'uiness;. there — for ever lliere — 

^ Clialu'd to thediariot of triumphal Art, 

We stand as captives, and would not depart. 

A. way! — there ne.ed no words, nor terms precise, 
The paltry jargon of the marble mart. 

Where P^antry gulls Folly — we have eyes : 

Blood — pulse—Hind breast, confirm the Dardan Shep* 
1 ' herd’s prize. 

ti. 

Appear'dst thou not to Paris in this guise 
Or to more deeply ble-sl Anclnses? hr, 

In all thy perfect goddess-ship, when lies 
Before thee thy own vanquisli'd Lord of War? 

And gazing in thy face as tow ard a star, '* • 


WORKS. ‘ - 

Laid on thy'lap, his eyes to thee upturn. 

Feeding on thy sweet chedi !* while thy lips are 
With lava Kisses melting while tliey Ixirn, [urn I* 
Shower’d on his eyelids, brow, and raoulb, as from an 

1.11. 

^ Glowiiig, and cimmifused in speechless-love, 

Tlieir full divinity inadequate ^ 

That feeling express, or to improve, 

The gods become as mortals, and man s faie 
Has moinenls like their brightest; but the weight 
Of earth recoils upon us:— let it go! , 

We can recall such visions, and create, . 

From whathasbeen, prniight be, things which grow 
Into thy statue’s form, and look like gods below. 

! uif. 

I leave to learned fingers, gnd w ise hands, v 
The artist and his ape,* to teac)» and tell 
How well his ronnoi&seurship understands 
Tlic graceful bend, and the voluptuous swell ; 

Let tiiese describe tlie iindesn ihahlc : 

1 would not their vjle breath should crisp the stream 
tVliercin Uiat Image shall for ever dwell; 

The unruflled niirror of the loveliest dream 
. That ever left tlie sky on tire deep soul to beam. 

LIV. 

In Siinta Croce’s holy precincts lie ‘ ♦ 

Ashes which make it holier, dust widch is 
I Even in itself au immortality, 

1 TIrougli -there were nothing Siive the |>ast, and this. 


* see "Hblortcal Note*,*’ at the end of thh canto; No. XIT. 

• [Ifl ISI7, the poet visited Flureocc, on hb way to Rome. *' 1 
rcnulued.'” hVaafs, "but adti </ ; Jmwevor, 1 «cnt tu llie IWO gal* 
leriei, from which one retunH rfrnnfc m(h btauiy. The-Venus U 
more for adininitioo than love ; tral there are sciUl'Uire and |Mint- 
ins,' which, for the first time, at all Rave me an idea of nhat (leuple 
mean bf their cant about thoM* two moel artiRcial of the art*, 
vvbat struck, me most were, the mirtrpss of Rapb;icl, a imrtraltr 

' the mutressofTilianr a portrait; a VcfltisUr Tttias in the Medici 
Callerjr; Me Venus; Canova's Trmio. also, in the other g.iUrry( 
Titian's mlslrras b abo In Ihcoiher R.iilcr; (that b. in Uie iHttl 
Palace Rallcry); the Pare* </M’charl Angelo, a picture; and the 
Anllnouf, the Alexander, am] oue or two not very dnCcot groups 
in marble ; the Genius of Death, a sleeping figure, etc. etc. 1 abo 
went to the Medki ctupci. Fine frip|>rry in great slabs of various 
expeoaive siODes. to oommcnioratc fifty rotten aoJ forgotten ear- 
casMt. It is unQnbhcd, and wHl remain aor* We rimlthefidtow- 
iog note oTa second visit to the gallerin in iSil. accom^ianied by 
the anthor of *• lip* PlcAStires of Memory : My former im- 

pressions were ooofinpvd; but there were too many visitors to 
allow me to feel any thing properly. When we were (about Uilrty 
or forty) all sladcd Into the eaUnel of gcms.and hnlek-knackefles. 
In a corner of one of Uio galleries, l told Hogera that ' it felt Ilka 
being In the walcbdionse.' 1 heard one boUl Briton declare to the 
woman on hi* arm, lo)king at the Veuai of Till.nii. 'Well. now. 
that.b really very line Indued an ubservallon wliich, like tlial of 
the laodloni In Joseph Andrews, on 'Uic certainly of death.' was 
(as the lapdkrd's wife observed) 'extremely Inie * In thcPilU 
Palace. I did not omit Gobbinilh’s prcaciipllon Tor a eonnolssenr, 
vU. ‘ That the piclurea would have been better if ihe palnlef had 
taken more pains, and to praise the works of Peter Peruglqo-' 

} fsTcfiv. 

“ Atgns ocotos {WKSl otergoe Kto«.'*-OTiD. imar. lib. II, 

4 (The delight* with which the pilgrim ctmtereplales the ancient 
Greek statnea at Florence, arid afterwafds at Borne, b inch as might 


havebecn expected fron any great poet, whose yoothfalmlndbad. 
like hb, been imbued with those daasical ideas and aaaocMIons 
which afford so tuany sources uf pleasure. Uirough every period of 
life. He has gaxed upon these niasifrpfeies of ait with a more 
wVceptlMe. and. in spile of hb dbavtiwal. with a more learned 
eye, ifian can be traeud io the effiisloos of any poet who had |>re- 
vionsly expressed, In any formal mauner. hb admiMliun of Ibelr 
beauty. It may app^^r fanciful to say so;— but wc* think the g*^ 
o us of Byron b. more than that of any oiber niudiTn poet, akin to 
that peculiar geoltis which seem* io have been diffiia^ araong all 
the pocb and artists of auciertl Greece ; and in whose above 
all Ui ottier wonders, the great specinicns of sculpture seem to have 
been coDCeivcU and executed. His creation^, whether of beauty 
or of strength, are all single creation*. He requires no gron|ilng 
to giveeflect io his favourites, or to tell hb sfory. Hi* herolufls are 
solitary symbols of loveUoess. which require no foiU lib heroes 
,rtand iTooe as ii)Kto marble peilcstiils. displaying the naked power 
of paabon, or the wrapped op and reposing cri'Tcy of grief. The 
artist Itho would illustrale, as it b'callid.diie works of any of our 
other poebi must borrow the mlroic ‘plendmirs of the pencil. He 
who vrquW transfer into another vehicle the s<drit of Byron, most 
pottr the liquid metal, or bew the siublwm rock. What he lose* 
in ease, be will gain In power. lie miglit draw from .Medora, 
Gulnare, Lara, or Manfrvd, auldects for fHieww, worthy of enthu- 
siasm almost as great as Harold has himself dlsplaywl o« the owi- 
lemptaUon of the loveliest and the sterneat relics of (he inimitable 
genius of the Qreeka.—Paonssoa WiLson.] 

» (Only a week bcf *re the poet visitesl ihe Florence gaOery, he 
wrote ihns to a friend 1 know nothing of painting. Dejiend 
upon It. of all Ihe aria, Il ls the mo*t artificial and tinoatural, and 
that by Which the nonsense of mankind is most imposed uptm. I 
never yet saw the picture or the stalne which carac a league within 
my conception or exjieeiatlon; btit 1 bare seen many moiinlains, 
and seas, and rivers, and views, and two or three women, who 
wrntas far beyond IL*’— J». hefh-ia.) 

« See “Hbiortcal ?tot«i,"at the e^ofibb canto, >k). xv. 
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Tlic particle of Uiose BublimiUes' 

Wlircli have relapsed to chaos : — lM;re repose 
Angelo’s, Allicri's bOnes, and his, ' * 

The starry Galileo, with his woes; 

Here Machiavelli's earth return'd to whence it rose.* 
LV; 

These are four minds, whidi, like the dements, 
Might furni-shforlli creation : — Italy! [rents 

Time, which hatlt wrong'd thee with ten thousand 
Of thine imperial garment, sltal) deny, . 

And hath denietl, to every other sky, 

Spirits which soar from ruin ; — thy decay 
Isstill impreguate with divinity, 

Which gilds, it with revivifying ray j '• 

Sudi as the great (^yore, Canova is to-day. 

LVI. V 

But where repose the all EtrusL'an.tJiree>— 

Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than tliey, 
T 1 )^ Bard of Prose, creative spirit ! he 
Of the Hundr^ Tales of love— where did they lay 
Their bones, distinguish’d from our common day 
In death as life? Are they resolved to dust,. , . ^ 

And have their country’s marbles nought to say? ' 
Could not her qiiarries furnish forth one bust ? 

Did tbey^ot to her breast titeir fllial earth intrust? | 
LVII. 

UngrateAil Florence ! Dante sleeps afar,* 
LikeScipio, buried by the upbraiding shore;* 

Tliy factions, in their worse than civil war. 
Prescribed the bard w hose name for evermore 
Their cliildren's children would ui vaiii adore 
With tire remorse of ages ; and the crow n * 

M’hich Petrarch’s laureate brow* supremely wore, 
Upon a far and foreign soil Itad grown, .[own. 
His life, his fame, his grave, though rilled— npt thine 
LVUI. ^ 

Boocacdo to his parent earth bequeath’d * 

His dust, — and lies it not her Great anmng. 

With many a sweet and solemn requiem breathed 
O’er him who form'd the Tuscan's siren tongue 
That music in itself, whose sounds are song, 

The poetry of speech! No;-^vcn bis tomb 
^ liptorn, must bear tliehytcna bigot’s wrong, 

Wo more amidst the meaner dead find room, 

Nor claim a passing sigh, because it told for ichom f 
ux. 

And Santa Croce wants their mighty dust ; 

Yet for this want more noted, as of yore 
The Caesar’s pageant, shorn of Brutus’ bust, 
Did'tuit of Borne's best son remind lier more: 
Happier Bdvenna I on thy hoary shore, 


Portress of falling empire! honour’d sleeps 
The iinnrartal exile; — Arqua, too. her store 
Of tuneful relics proudly claims and keeps, [weeps. 
While Florence vainly begs Iier banish'd, dead and 
LX. 

What is herpyramid of precious stones, ’ 

Of porphyry*, jasper, agate, and all hues 
Of gem and marble, to encrust the l>pnes 
Of merdiant-dukes ? The momentary dovi s * 
Which, sparkling to the twilight stars, .infuse 
Freshness in the green turf that wraps the dead, 
Wh^se names are tnau-soleums of the Muse, 

Arc gently prest w ith far more reverent tread 
Thaneverpaied theslab w hich paves the princelyhead. 
LXI. 

There be rooi;e tilings to greet the'hfavt and. eyes 
In Arno’s dome of Act's most princely shrine, 
Where Sculpture with her rainbow sister vies 
There l)e more marvels yel— but not for mine;* 

For I have been accustonf d to entwine 
Aty* tlmughts w ith Nature rather in the fields, 

Than Art in gallvies: though a work divine 
Calls fur my spirit's homage, yet it yields 
Less than it feels, becai^se the w eapon w hioh it wields 
LXH. 

Is of another temper, and 1 roam 
By Thrasimene's lake, in the defiles 
Fatal to Homan rashne.ss, more at home ; 

For there the Carthaginian's warlike w ilk 
Come back before me, as his skill beguiles 
The host between the mountains and the sliore, 
Where Courage ftills in her despairing files, • 

And torrents, swoll'n to rivers with their gore, [6*er, 
Reek through the sultry plain, with legions scatter’d 
. LXIII. 

Like to a forest fell'd by moiintnln w inds ; ' ' 

And such Ihe^ storm of battle on this day, . ^ 
And such tlie frenzy, whose convulsion blinds 
To all save carnage, that, beneath the fray, 

An earthquake feel'd unhecdcdly away!* 

N0116 felt stern Nature rocking at Jiis feet, • 

And yawning forth a grave for tliose who lay 
Upon thefr bucklers for a winding sheet: 
Suchistheabsorbing hate when warring nationsmeci! ^ 

LMV. 

The Earth to them w as as a rollingiiark 
Whicli bore them to Eternity ; they saw 
The Ocean round, but had no time to mark 
The motions of their vessel ; Nature's law. 

In them suspended, reck'd not of the awe 
Which reigns w hen mountains tremble, and thebirds 


^ • Sc'e "lUstnrlcal Nulif,” at the «qi 1 oflhU canto, ^os. XVI, I 
XVII. — ('*Tlte cliurcli o( SaiiU Crucc cuuCalns mucti UiutlriotiA I 
Aolhiog. Ihc lomM o( Urfchtm-lli, Michael Apgiitu, UaUli^. | 
uxl Alfitri. make >l the WcMn<iiif4<’r Allicv iif lUlf . 1 <liil tiol | 
<k)tiMrrauyurihc<)CtitmbA— tx;>'uiidtlit‘ircuutcul4. That of Atiicri I 
bhe.iTy;an4laHuftbeinMri’m to me o^erluaitfO. VMiatn iieccs- 
•^ry hula bmtanti uaniePaml peiln^Ma dale.’ the la«t for tbe 
undiriMK^ogical, uf whom I am one. Uul all your alk^ory amt I 


eulogy U luleriul. and none than the loog wigs of Euglhh num- 
i^iulb upon Uunuti Ixxlie*, in the tkiiuary of the relg;ia of Charka 
the Sccoo), WiIHjiu, aud Anoc/*-~fl. fMter*, t#t7.) 

*, *. S *, *, • see “ imtorlcal Xolei.” at the eud of lliU canto. 
,\o». XVlll. XIX, X.\, XXI, .XXIIaml XXIH.-[An earihguake 
which siMMik all Italy occurred duMag the hallle, and wa> unlrit 
by an> of the eombalanto.— E-J 
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m Ibe clouds forrefuge, and withdraw [herds 
'Fmrh their down*toppHng nests; and bellowing 
h'tumble'O'er heaving plains, and Juan's dread hath no 
Words. 

’ LXV. 

Far other scene is Thr^simene now ; 

Her lake a sheet of silver, and her plain 
Kent by no ravage save tHl|||RKle plougli ; 

• Her aged trOes rise thick aSroce' the slain 
Lay where their roots are ; but a hrook hath ta’en — 
A little rill of scanty stream and bed— 

A nanie ofblood from that day’s sanguine r*^; 
And Sanguinetto tells >e where tlie dead [red. * 
Made the earth wet, and turn'd theomvilliiig waters 
LXVI. , 

Kilt thou, ClUumnusl in thy sweetest wave * 

Of the most Jiving cry stal that was e'er 
The haunt of river nynij)h, to gaze and lave 
Her limbs where nothing hid them, thou dost rear 
’• Thy grassy banks whereon the milk-white steer 
Orazes ; the purest god of gentle waters I 
^nd most serene of aspect, and most clear; 

Surely that stream was unprofaned by slaughters— 
A mirror anda bath for Beauty's youngest daughters ! 

LXVIf. 


Win to tlie brow, H Is his ; apd rf ye trace 
Along his margin a more eloquent green, 

If on the lieart the fresluiess' the scene 
Sprinkle its coolness, and from the dry dust " 

Of weary life a moment lave it clean 
WlUi Nature’s baptism,— 't.is.to hint ye must 
Bay orisons for this suspension of disgust. * 

ixix. * , 

• The roar of waters! — from tlie headlong height 
Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice; 

The fall of w aters ! rapid as the light 
The flashing mass foams, shaking the abyss ; 

The hell of waters! where Uiey howl and hiss. 
And boil in endless torture; wliile ihcsweal 
Of tlieir great agony, wrung out from this- 
' Their Phlegethon, curls round the rocks of jet , 
That gird the gulf around, in pitiless Ivorror set, 

LXX. 

♦ W 

And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again 
Returns in an unceasing shower, w hich round, 

. With its unenipticd cloud of gentle rain, 

Is an eternal April to the ground, 

Making it all one emerald : — how profound 
The gulf! and how the giant element , 

From rock'to ro^ leaps with delirious bound, 
Crushing the cliffs, whicli, downward wornand rent 
W ith his fierce footsteps, yield in cliasnis a fearful vent 

LXXI. 

To the broad column which rolls on, and shoVs 

More like tlie fountain of an infant sea 

Torn from the womb of mountains by the throes 

Of a new world, than only thus to be 

Parent of rivers, which, flow gushingly, [back ! 

With many windings, through the vale:— Look 

IjO i where it . comes like an eternity, 

As if to sweep down all things in its track, 
Charming the eye w itli dread, — a matchless cataract,* 


nbnipg u swtelly as llw lovely slream which they desciibe.**— 
II. W . WiLLUMfi.] 

4 {‘‘-i>erlM|M ibere are no verses in our Ufiguage of happier 
descriptive power than the two sLtiuas which characterise the Ckr 
iiniitius. Id gdhrral (Hieb find R so didicoit la leave an iDtcrttlios 
suhjeci, Ihdi they injure the dUtinciarss of the dcscriplIoD by 
loading il to as to egibarrass, ralher than evcitn, the fancy of (be 
n-ader : or else, hi avoid that (aiilt, they coniine themselves to cold 
and abstract senrralit.es. Byron has, -in these lUnxas, acUnlrably 
sleered his course lieln Ut those estremes : vi hile Uicy present the 
uiiUliK-s ofa picture as pure and as brilliant as those of CLande Lor- 
raine, thelaAoIfilung up like more minute particulars Is jiidi- 
. ciously left to the iiuatsinaUoo of the reader ; and it must be dull 
iiidcetl If R dues not supply what the port has left unsaid, or but 
generally aud brirlly Iniinialed. While the eye glances over Use 
line*, wp seem to feel the rcrrcshlngeoolncss tif the scin^we hear 
the bubbling tale of the more rapid alrtauis, and sec the sletidcr 
pruportkms of the rural temple rcliected (u the cryslttl depth ut 
the calm pool."— Bisnop iUBRii.] 

W saw. the "Caslaca del mamiore*' ofTerol twice, at different 
p<Tiod<k ; oiKX from ihesuiimutuf the precipice, and again from 
the valley below. Tlie lower view^is br to be preferred, if tl« 
{ traveller has time (or one only ; but in ;my point of view, either 
I from almvc or below, it Is worth all the cascades and torrents of 
SwiUcriaod put togciher t the Staubach, Beiclienbach, Pbsc 


And on thy happy shore a Temple* still. 

Of small and delicate proportion, keeps. 

Upon a mild declivity of hill, 

It.s memonr' of tltee ; beneath it sweeps 
Thy current’s calmness ; oft from out it leaps 
The Gnny darter with tlie glittering scales, 

\Yho dwells and revels in thy glassy deeps; 

While, chance, .some scatter’d water-lily sails[tales. 
Dowd where the^liallower wave still tells its bubbling 

Lxvm. 

• <. 

« Pass not unlilesC the Genius of the place ! 

If through the air a zephyr more serene 


• [The lovely pcaecfnl mirror reflected tbc monnlaiRB of lluntc 
rukiaoa. and (he wihl fowl lilmmiug ita ample nurfacc, touched 
tlie waicrv wiUi iheir rapid wingv. leaving clrcteaand trains of light 
to gllHrr in gray rt^wtsc. As wc moved along, pno set of interest- 
ing featiiren yielded to an Ihcr. au'l every change eacilcd new de- 

* tiglil. Vet, teas it, nut among tbesu iranquil scenes itut llanidbai 
and Flamioluv met T . W’ss not Ihe blush of blood opoD (be silver 
l^c ofThraniiiiene?”— H. W. Wn.i.uH.<i ) 

* [.No hook of iraveN has omitled to cipitlale on the temple of 
^ ifie rjiiumnus. betwruii Follguo andspukio; sod no site, or see- 

fiery, evi-u in lUly. Is mure worthy a descriplkm. Bur an acomnl 
of (he dilapidation of this temple, Ibe reader is relorrcd to *' Hlsto- 
rk'Ul lIlustraiioQs of Ihc Foiirili Canto of Odldc Harold.’* p. SX] 
i [**This pretty bulcgcm viands oft dm acclivity of a luukover- 
looklng Its crystal waters, which luvp Uieir soiiroe at die dislaiioe 
o( tKHue hundred yards lowaids Spuleto. The t«-nii>le, frarrimg the 
river, is of ,-ui oblong form, in the C<irinth»iU order. FourcuUuuos 
support die pediment, the shafts wlvirli are covered in spiral 
lines, awl in furuu to represeot the scales of Gshc-s i live bases, too. 

richly sculptured. Wiihin the buddtrig is a chapel, (be walls 
of which are covered wRIi many liimdrcd namr«t hut we saw uoue 
which we cunid recognisR as Britldi. Can it be that ibb Ctoselcal 
temple Is vekkno visited by unr omatrymeo. though cdchrali'd by 
Pryden aud Addison? To future iravi^lers from Britain it will 
aurely be reudered inlcrcsUDg by the bekuUful linos Lord Byryn, 


-Bigiti^^s-by GocJjJlc 
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LWll. 

Horribly beautifuW but on the vei^e, 

From side to side, beneeth the glittering morn, 
An Iris sits, amidst the iniernal surge^ ' 

Like Hope upon a death-bed, and, unworn 
Its steady dyes, while all around is torn 
By the distracted waters, bears sererie 
Its brilhant hues witli all their beams unshorn: 
Uesembliiig, *mid the torture of the scene, 

Love watdiing Madness with unalterable mien. 

LAXIII. 

Once more upon the w oody Apennine, 

The infant Alps, whicb~liad 1 nut before 
Oazed op their mlgiitier parents^ where the pine 
Sits on morediaggy summits, and where roar*[more; 
The thundering Inuwioe — might be worshipp'd 
But i have seen the soaring Jungfrau rear 
Her never-trodden snow, and seen the hoar 
Glaciers of bleak Mont Blanc both far and near, 
Aid in Chitnari heard the thunder-hills of fear, 

LIXJV. 

The Acroceraunian mountains of old name; 

And on l^masaus seen the eagles fly 
Like spirits of Uie spot, as ’t were for fame. 

For still they soa^d unutterably high : 

1 We look'd on Ida with a Trojan‘s eye i 
Athos, Olympus, ^Etna, Atlas, made 
'Fhese hills seem things of lesser dignity. 

All, save the kmc Jiorocte’s heights display'd , 

Not now in snow, which asks the lyric Roman'fr aid 

LXXV. 

For our remembrance, and /rom out the plain 
Heaves like a long-sw ept wave about to break, 

And on the curl hangs pausing ; not in vain 
May he, who w ill, his recollections rake 


V kIk. (all of ArpeiMC, etc.^ riUi In comparatWe appearance, 
of ibe (all ijf Seb imiaiut n I'cannol tpeak. Ml fft havio$ aeeu it 

l*'Tbe Manning «ouQ<f. the mhl, uuoeriaUily. and tremendous 
de|0^ bewlldemi U»e aaiMra lur. a Ume. and Itie eye had little rest 
fttmi ibe iroprUwua'aad hurryli^ waters, to swr^ Inlo ibe niy*- 
IMoqi nd wliileoed gutf, which presrnied, tbroiish a etoud uf 
apray. Ihoapparittaw, aa It were, of rocks and uverh^inf wood. 
Tbe wind, bowevtr, wo«$d somellnin remove for an Instant this 
misty veil, aod di:<play such a scene of havoc as appalled the souL" 
— H. w. w’ltxiaws.] 

' of Ibe time, place, and (|ualities of ihb kind of iris, Ibe reader 
will see a short leconnt in a note to jVnn/ird. The fad )ooks.jo 
much like ‘’the hell of waters," that Addisoo Ihomthl ft the 
descent alluded to by the Rulf in which Alecio plunged into 
llie Infrrnal ivRiam. 1 1 is slnftutar eDongh, that two of the finest 
cascades in Europe shonid be artificial— this of the Velino. aod llie 
one at Tivoli. The Iravdier hstrongly rrcoinnH’ndedto trace Ihe 
Vetlno, al least as hi^h as the liiUe lafce.'CalIrd Fie’ di /.wp. Tbe 
hcatine territory was Uie lialinn Terope,* aod the ancient natu- 
smoogit other bcanilful v.irirlks, remarked tbe daily rain- 
of the lake Vellnos.** A scholar of freal name has devoted' 

* ireaibe to this dhlhct alone.*** 

* fa the ipeater part of Switiertaod, tbe avalanches are known * 
by the dshm of Uuwlne. 

’ Om. tpin.jtfSHif. It. 

i»ii 

*U. IsBut. it« KesUud triw igru^oe, sp. Sallvu|R, IbeiBBr. Iucd I 


I And quote in classic raptures, and awake 
Tlie hills with Ijitian echoes abhorr'd 
Too much, to conquer for the poet's sake, 

The drill’d dull lesson, forced dow n word hy word * 
I 1 q my repugnant youUi, with pleasure to record 

LXXVI. 

Aught tliat recalls Uie daily drug wlddi turn'd 
My sickening memory; and, thougtt'Time hath 
My mind to meditate what then it learn'd, [taught 
Yet sitch the fix'd inveteracy wrought 
By the impatience of my early thought. 

That, with tbe freshness wearing out before 
My mind could relish wliat it might have sought, 

" If free to clioose, I cannot now restore 
Its health; but wliat it then detested, still abhor. 
LXX^'It. 

Then farewell, Horace ; whom 1 haled so^ 

Not for thy faults, but mine; it is a curse 
To understand, not feel. thy lyric (low, 

To comprehend, but never love tfiy. verse! 
AlUiuugb no deeper Moralist rehearse 
Our little life, nor Bard prescribe lus art, ‘ 

Nor livelier Satirist the conscience pierce. 
Awakening without waunding the touch'd heart. 
Yet fare thee well— upon Oracle’s ridge we part. 

LXXVIII. 

0 Rome ! my cou^l^ city of the sofll 1 
Tlie crpluins of tbe heart must turn to tlu*e» 
lAine mother of tfl^d empires 1 and (vmtrol 
In their shut lireasls their petty mUerj-. ^ 
tVhut are our.woes and. sufferance.’ Come and see 
Tlie cypress, hear the ewl, and plo^ your way 
O'er steps of broken ttirones and temples. Ye! 
Whose agonies- are evils of a day — 

A world is at our feet as fragi^^as our day. 



I Tb^ aUitf u may prob^y rrmiud th« realkr pf Ensiga Xor' 
thertoo** rfOMrhBr*‘D— n Homo," eto«; but tM reaaotu for our 
(liilike arc iwM exactly the tame. 1 wivh to exprew, that we br- 
coine Uretl of the ia»k before w e cap oouiprehcud tbe beauty ; that 
we learn by ivUc before we can gel by hnrti that the rrmbuen b 
wont away, anil Ibe future pleasure anJ advantage deadebed and 
iTcBtroyed. 'by the dlilarUc SQllel|Mit|iiii, at an age when we can 
neither feel rior uudeftiand tbe power of compoilUocu whkh it 
requires an acqatinnince with life, as well as Laiio aod UreA. lo 
reilib, or loceaMinwjNin. Fur the »ame reason, we never oan be 
aware nf Uie fulness of some of Uie finest panagri of shakspeare 
{**Tu be. or not be.*‘ for instance), from Die babit of haviiiB' 
them haniiuered into us at right ybara old. as an rxrrcbe. not of 
minfl, but t<f memory : tn that when we are old enough to rnjoy 
them, the taatr is gnne. and the appetite palled. In some parta of 
Ibb continent, young prnotu are taught froqi more common ao- 
Ibors. aod do not read the bcit elass.es till their tnaturily. I cer- 
tainly do not s(>eak on this iwicit Irum any pique or aversion to- 
wards the place of my ednratJna. I was not a slow, (hough an 
idle boy ; and 1 believe no one could, or can be. mure attarlied to 
.Harrow than t have ahv-v^s beta, and wllh rrasou a part of the 
time passed Ihrre was (he hjiqdest of my life; and my preceptor, 
the Rev. Ur. Joseph Drury, was the best and worthiest frieud 1 
ever poase^ted, whose warnings I have remembereJ hut too well, 
tbough too late, when 1 have erreiK— and who«e counsels I have 
bitt followed when I hare done well or wUely. If ever this im- 
[lerfecl recixd of my freilugs towards liioi sIxMihl reach his eyes, 
let It remind blmof one who uvtx thuiksof him but with gra- 


Hi ’ BYftOM'S 

- LXXIX. ' I 

Th« Mobeof nations! there she stands/ 

Childless and crowuiess, in her voiceless woe; 

Ad empty urn within lier.wither’d. hands, 

Whose holy diist was scatter'd long ago ; 

The Scipios' tomb contains no ashes now ; * 

The very sepulchres fie tenantless 
Of thur heroic dwellers : dost thou flow, 

Old Tiber! tlirough a tnarble wilderness? 
nise, with tliy yellow waves, and mantle her distress. 

LXXX. 

The Goth, the Christian, Time, War, Flood, and 
Ha\'c dealt upon the seven-hiil'd city’s pride; [Fire, 
She saw l»er glories star by star .expire, ^ 

And up the steep barbarian uionarcbs ride, 

Where the axt climb'd tlie capitol ; far and wide 
Temple and tower went down, nor lelt a site 
Giaos of ruins! wbo shall trace tlie void, 

’ O'er the dim fragments cast a lunar light, [night? 
And toy, “here was, or is,” where all is doubly 

' LXXXl. 

The double night of ages, and of her, 

Nigjit'^ dauglUer, Ignoranct^ liatli wra{)t and wrap 
Air round us; we but feel our way to err: 

The occan halii his chart, the stars their map. 

And Knowledge spreads them on her ample lap; 

But Uome Is as the desert, w liere we steer 
Stumbling o'er recollections ; now we clap 
Our hands, and cry “ Eureka!” ft is elm— 

When but some false mirage of ruin rises near. 

LXXXll. 

>. 

Alas^! the lofty city! and alas ! 

The trebly hundred triumphs!* and the day 
When Brutus made the dagger's edge surpass 
The conqueror’s s\vo«l in bearing lame awaV! • 
Alas, for Tully s voice, and Virgil’s lay, 

And L3^y’s, pictured page ! — but these shall be 
Her resurrection; all beside^deCay. 

Alas, for Earth, for never siiall we see {free!* 
That briglitriess in her eye she bore when Rome was 


WORKi5. • 

, • LXXXIII. 

Ob thou, whose diariot roll'd on Fortune's wheel, 
Triumphant Sylla ! Thou, wbo didst subdue 
Thy country’s foes ere thou wouldst pause tp feel 
The wTath of tlly own wrong^, or reap the due 
Ofhoard^ vengeance till thine eagles flew 
O'er prostrate Asia thou, ivbo witli tl)y frown ■ 
Annihilated senates— Romdo, too. 

With all thy vices, for thou didst lay down 
W ith an atomng smile a more than earthly crown-^ 

LXXXIV^ 

^ . t 

Tlie dictorial wreatli^ — couldst thou divine 
To what would one day dwindle tliat which made 
Thee more than mortal? and that so supine 
By aught than Romans Rome should thus be laid ? 
i Site w1h> was named Eternal, and array'd .• 

I Her warriors hut, to conquer — she wlio veil'd 
I Earth with her ha.iiglity sliadow, and displayed, 

I .Until the o'er canopied Imrizon faiPd, ^ 

Her rustling wings — Ob!shc w ho was Almightyliail'd! 

. * LXXXV. 

Sylla was first of victors ; but our own * 

The sagest of usurpers, Cromwell ; he ' 

Top swept off senates wliile he hew'd the throne 
Down to a block — immortal rebel I See 
W hat crimes it c.osts to be a moment free 
And famous tlirough all ages! but beneath 
Hik l^te llie ineral lurks of destiny; 

His day of double. Victory and dcatli [breath.^ 
Beheld him win two realms, and, happier, yield his 

LXXXVl. 

The third of the same moon whose former course 
Had ail but crown'd biiTi, on the self-same day 
Deposed him gently from his llirooe of force, 

And laid him with the earth's preceding clay. 

And stww’d not Fortune tints Imw fame and sway. 
And all we deem deliglitful, and consume 
Our souls to compass through each arduous w-aj^ 
Are in her e}*es less happy than the tomb? [doom! 
Were they but so in man’s, liow’ different were his 


Utude and venerailon— of one wlio would mure gladljr boast 
of havtn^ been bU piipil. If. by iiiuro closely fuUow1n.it Ins Injimc- 
tioDS, be cuuM rcneci aoy ttoaour upon his inslniclur. [.See 
p. J7.-B.J 

^ p* I have been sonic days tn Rvcoc ttie Wondetful. I atn dc> . 
liglitc^ wiib Honie. A< a wlude—aiicient aiiJ uiodvm,— U beats 
Greece, Coii-«UnUnoi»lr, every, ihing— at leant tlwl t baie ever 
seeu. Bui 1 can't Ucscribt.', U cause my Cr»t inipreM^iucis are a1- 
Slays siniiigaud cuufuwU. ami my meiuory teJeds and rcdiscoi. 
tbein to oi-Ui-r. like diAtuiice in U>c laiHlscatio, and blctida liicin 
ln-Hcr, aliUiiutli ihey may be less dlst-ncU, I haie Iteeu on hofse- 
back must uf Ibe day. all days sluce toy acriral. J have lieeii io 
Albaiirp. ibi Jakes, and to ibc (op of ibe Atblu UoiiHl. and to l-'rta* 
call, Aricla. etc. As for ibe OiUs* uin, PauU/yon. St. Peter’s, ibe 
VaUcan. Paiatine, etc. etc.— Uiry are quite liiconcelvable. and 
must besre*.*’— B. Ictltrs, May, 1817.] 

V Fur I coimiicQt oo ibis and the two folloninit sUoxas, the 
n-adcr may coowlt " llisii.ncal liluslraliuos.” p. *6 

^ Urusius gives SdO (or Uic number W (riuuipW. Hu fulluwcd i 


by Panvluiiu; and Paovloius by Ur. Gibbon and Ibn oiodem 
writers. . ' 

t Certainty, were.U not for ihe*e two traits io the life of Sylla. 
aUnded to In tbit stanxa, we chuutd regard him as a nxmatcr uu- 
rcdevnicd by any admirable quality. The afonement uf his vo- 
Iftnury resquiaUun of enq.irc may |>erba|M be accepird by us, as 
it seems to have sitlsHud tbc humaiis. i^bo it ibey had not re- 
speclcd muUbavc'dcstruycd him. There cuuJd.be uo iiieati. no 
UiviMon of opluluti; Ibcry xuu>t have all Uiuu^pii. like Kucratrs. 
Uui what had appeart«l ainbition was a love of gluey, awl tliat 
what bad been mi^lakcit for pride was a real gramleUr of suul.* 

^ On tbc 3d of Sepinniber Ciomweil g.ilucd tlic victory of DuO' 
bar; -a year afterwards be obtamed ‘*hu crowniitg mercy" of 
Worcester ; and a few years after, ou ibe same day, which lie bad 
ever esteemed the must foiTanatc (or him. died. ^ 

' "Sdffneiir. foo* rlMogei loslat mrs IdfM dc U h^n doot'Jr sons Toij 
«glr. JB rrofsls que torn sites As rsmblUoii. msU nuniii boimii' poor U 
atom :}c To)sU ties que toire ameiHsIl bsuio; nisls JcM leupeoaoaU 
I qoelle ffil grapiJo."-i)Ulotaii dc 9>tls i>t d'Lucntc. 
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V 

vn. 


And thou, dtea<f itofiiet yet existent in ' 

TTie austercst form of naked majesty, • 

Thou who beheldest, ’mid the assassins' din. 

At thy bati>ed base the blootly Ca'sar lie, 

Folding his robe in dying dignity, ^ - 

An offering to thine altar from the queen 
Of gods and mer^, great Nemesis tdid he die,' . 

And thou, too, perish, Pompey ? have ye bwu • 
Victors of countless kings, or puppets of a sceue? 

LXXXYIII. 

And thou, the thunder-stricken nurse of Rome!* 
She-wolfr whose brazen-imaged dugs impart^ 

The milk of conquest yet u ithin the dome 
Where, as a momimenl of antique an, 

Thou standest ; — Mother of the mighty heart 
W'hich tlte great fotmder suck’d from thy w ild teat, 
Scorch’d by theRomart Jove’s elhej-ial dart. 

And Uiy limbs black w ith lightning— dost thou yet 
Guard thine immortal cubs, nor thy Cbnd charge forget? 
^LXXXIX. 

Thou dost;— but all thy foster-babes are dead— 
The men of iron ; and the world hath rear’d 
Cities from out their sepulchres : men bled 
In imitation of the things they fear’d, [steer’d, 
And fought and conquer’d, and (lie same course 
At apish distance;. but as yet none have. 

Nor could, tlic same supremacy have near’d, 

Save one vain man, who is not in tl\e grave,, 

But, vanquish’d by himself, to his ow n slaves a slave — 
xc. 

The fool of false dominion — and a kind r 
Of bastard Orsar, follow ing him of old 
With steps unequal ; for the Roman’s mind 
Was modell’d in n less terrestrial mould, * > 

With passions Oercer, yet a judgment cold. 

And an immortal instinct which redeem’d 
The frailties of a heart so soft, yet bold ; / • 

Alcides witl) the distaff now be seem’d 
At Cleopatra’s feet,^ — and now himself he beam’d, 
xci. 

And came— and saw— and ^conquer’d ! But the man 
Who would have tamed his eagles down to flee. 
Like a train’d falcon, in the Gallic van, 

Which he, in sooth, long led to victory, 

With a deaf heart, which never stem’d to be 
A listrner to itself, was strangely framed; 

With hut one wc;iKesl weakness— vanity, 
Coquettish in ambition— still he aim’d — 

At what? can he avouch — or answ er what he claim'd ? 

xcii. - ‘ 

And would be all or nothing — nor could w ait 
For the sure grave to level him ; few years 
Had fix’d him with the Caesars in his fate, j 

On whom we tread ; For (Am the conqueror rears 
The arch of triumph! and for this the tears | 


** Apd blood drearth flotr on as they htrre tfow’d. 
An tmivei^l deluge, which appears’ ^ •* 

. Witboj^u ark for wretched man's abode. 

And ebnAt to reflow!— Renew thy rainbow, God! 
* . xan. 

\^Tial from this barren being do we reap? 

‘ . Our senses narrow, and our reason frail. 

Life short, and truth a gem whicli loves the deep. 
And all things weigh’d in custom's falsest scale ; 
Opinion an omnipotence, — whose veil 
Mantles the earth w ith darkness, until right 
And wrong are accidents, and men 'grow pale 
Lest tlieirown judgments should become too bright. 
And their free' thoughts be crimes, and earth have' 
too much light. 

xciv. 

-And thus they plod in sluggish misery, 

- Rotting from sire to soh,and age to age, 

Proud of their trampled nature, and so die, 
Bequeathing tlieir hereditary rage 
To the new race of tnborn slaves, who wage ‘ 
War for tlieir chains, and, rather than be free, 
Bleed gladiator-like, and still engage * ’ 

Within the same arena where they see 
Their feBows fall before, like leaves of the same tree.* 
. . ' xcv. 

I speak not of men’s creeds — tlicy rest between 
Man and Ids Maker — but of things nlIow'’d, 

Averr’d, and known — and daily, hourly seen, — 

The yoke that is upon us dotibiy bow'd. 

And the intent of tyranny avow’d. 

The edict of Earth’s rulers, who are grown 
The apes of him who humbled onoe the proud, . 
And sliook them from th^irslumberson the fltronc; 
Too glorious, were this all bis mighty arm had done. 

• xcn. 

I 

Can tyrants but by tyrants conquer'd be. 

And Freedom find no champion gnd no child 
Such as Columbia saw arise when slie 
' Sprung forth n Pallas, arm'd and undefilcd?' 

Or must such minds be nourish'd in the wild, 

Deep in theunpruned forest, ’midst tl»e-roar 
r Of cataracts, where nursing Nature smiled 
On infant Washington? lias Earth do more 
Such seeds witl^in her breast, or Europe no snehshore? 

XCVII. r * 

• 

But France got drunk wiilr blood to vomit crime. 
And fatal have her Saturnalia been 
To Freedom’s cause, in every age and clime ; 
Because the deadly days which we have seen, 

And vile .rVmbition, that built up between 
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall. 

And the base pageant last upon tlie scene,- 
Are grown the pretext for the eternal thrall • 
Which nips life’s tree, and dooms man’s w orst— bis 
second fall. 


•, >8ee *'RUtoiicsl the nut of lAb canto, pro*. XXtV, XXV. and XXVI. 
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XCVIIl. 

Yet, Freedom ! yet thy banner, torn, but flying. 
Streams like the thunder-storm ai/rtiusl tlie wind; 
Thy trumpet voice, though broken now and dying, 
The loudest still tiie. tempest leaves bdiind ; 

Thy tree hath lost its blossoms, and the rind, 
Chopp’d by the axe, looks rough and little worth, 
But tlie sap lasts, and still the seed we Gnd 
Soum deep, even in the bosom of the North; 

So shall a better spring less bitter fruit bring forth, 
xcix. 

There is a stern round tower of other daySr’ 

Firm as a fortress, with its fence of stone, 

Such as an army's baffled strength delays, 

Standing with half its battlcnrents alone. 

And with two thousand years of ivy grown, 

The garland of eternity, where wove 
'fhe green leaves over all by time o'ertbrown 
■\Vhat was this tower of strenglh? within its. cave 
■\Vhat treasure laj' so lock’d, so hid? — A woman!s 
• grave. 

c. 

But who was she, the lady of the dead, ’ 

Tomb’d in a palace ? Was she chaste and fair? 

* Worthy a king’s-*-or more — a Roman’s bed? 

. >Vhat race of chiefs and heroes did slic bear ? . 

What daughter of her beauties was the heir ? 

How lived — ^liow love<l — how died site? Wassbenot 
^ honour'd — and conspicuously there, 

Where meaner reliefs must not dare to rot, 
placed to commemorate a more tlian mortal lot.? 

Cl. 

Was she as those who love their lords, or they 
,WhO lords of 9thers? Sudi have been, 

Even in tlie olden time, Rome’s annats say. 

Was sl>e a matron of Cornelia's mien, “ ; 

Or the light air bf Egypt’s graceful qbeen, 

Profuse of joy— or ’gahist it did slic war, 

Inveterate in vfrtue? Did she lean 
To the soft side of the heart, or wisely bar 
Love from amongst her griefs?— for such theaffec- i 
tions are. 

Cii. - / 

Perchance she died in youth : it may be, bow’d 
With woes far heavier than the ponderous tomb 

• That weigh'd upon her gentle dust, a cloud 
Might gather o'er her beauty, and a gloom 
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom 

Heaven gives its favourites— early death; yet shed 
A sunset charm around her, and illume 
With hectic light, the Hespenis of the dead. 

Of her consuming cheek tl>e autumnal Ical-likc red. 


cni.‘‘ 

Perchancefihe died in ago-^surViving all, 

Charms, kindred, children— with the silver gray 
On her long tresses, vVhich might yet recall, 

It maybe, stilla sometliing of the day 
When they were braided, and her proud array 
And lovely form were envied, praised, and eyed 
By Rome— but whither would Conjecture stray? 
Thus much alone we know — Metella died, 

The wealthiest Roman’s wife ; fi^qldhislove or pride! 

CIV. 

I know not why— but, standing thus by thee. 

It seems as if I had thi ne inmate knowm, 
thou tomb ! and other days come b?ck on me 
With recollected music, though the tone 
Is changed and solemn, like the cloudy 
Of dying thunder on the distant w ind; 

Yet eould I seat me bytliis ivied stone' 

Till 1 had bodied forth Uie heated mind (behind ; 

Forms from the floating wreck which Ruin leaves 
cv.. i 

And frprh the planks, far sliatler’d o’er the rocks. 
Built me a little bark of hope, once n^ore 
Tobattle with the ocean and the shocks ; 

Of the loud breakers, and the ceaseless roar 
Which rushes on the solitary shore 
Where all Hes founder'd that was ever dear . 

But, could 1 gather from the wave-worn store 
Enough for my rude boat, where should I steer? [here. 
There w oos no home, nor hope, nor life, save wliat is 
cvi, 

ThenUt Uie winds howl on! their harmony 
Shall henceforth be my music, and the night 
The sound shall temper with the ow lets’ cry. 

As I now hear them, in the fading light 
Dim o'er the bird of darkness’ native site. 
Answering each other on the Palatine, 

With their large eyes, all gUsteninggrayand bright. 
And sailing pinions. — Upon such a shrine 
What are our petty griefs ?— let me not number mine. 

jCVIl. 

Cvprws and ivy, weed and wallflower grown 
Malted and mass’d together, hillocks heap’d [strown 
On what were chambers, arch crush’d, column 
In fragments, ciioked<ip vaults, and frescos steep d 
In sublerranejui damps, where the owl peep'd, 
Deeming it midnight: — Temples, baths, or halls? 
Pronounce who can ; for all that Learning reap d 
From her rescardi hath been, that these are walls^ 
Behold the imperial Mount f.’t fs rims Uie mighty foils- * 
cvm. 

There is the moral of aJJ human tales;* 


* vltiMKiia lo llte lombof Cecilia Mctclla, called Capo dl Hove. 
See •■Uisiorlc'il IlUislrallons,” p. 200- 
•Tlie Palaliiie U one masa uf ruin*, partlctilarty on Ike fide 
towanUlhcCircuj Uaximu«. The very soil iifurmed of cnmibled 
brickwork. NoUilDg haa been (old, Duihing van be told, losa- 
ilify the belief of any but a noiuan aotiquarf. See liiftorical 
IllnatnUons.'* p. 906.— (Tbe voice of Marroa could not found more 


deep and solemn amoo$ Ihc mined arches of Carthage than 0>* 
ftrklAs of llie pilgrim arufd the broken shrioes and faUen ftatoe* 
of her Mjhducr.”— itiata ] 

>The anihor of the Life of Cicero, apeaklnj of ibe t^iniOQ e«* 
teriaincd of Uriiala bpUiat orator and hU colctnjtorary Homao*. 
has (lie followiog paiu^ From their railleries of 

ihU kind, on the bwbarlty and miaery of our Uand, ooe cauBO< 


L.'iy.'i/i-j I , C.n)0^v; 
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T is but the -same reliearsal of the past, I 

First Freedom and then Glory— when that fiyls, i 

Wealth, vice, corruption, — barbarism at last. 

And History, with all her volumes vast, ! 

Hath but one page, — ’t is better written here, , ] 
Where gorgeous Tyranny hath thus amass'd ' 

All trea.sures, all delights, that eye or ear, ! 

Heart, soul could seek, tongue ask — Away with words ! | 
draw near, 1 

cixi 

Admire, eiult— (Jespise — laugh, weep, — for here 1 

There is such matter for all feeling . — Man! I 
Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear, 

Ages and realms are crowded in this span, j 

This mountain, whose obliterated plan { 

The pyramid of empires pinnacled, 

Of Glory’s gewgaws shining in the van, 

Till the sun’s rays with added flame were fill’d ! 
Where are its golden roofs? where those who dared 
' to build? 

cx. 

Tuily was not so eloquent as thou, 

Thou nameless column witiuhe buried base! 

What are Uie laurels of the Ca?siir’s brow? 

Crown me with ivy from his dwelling-place. 

Whose arch or pillar meets me in tlie face, 

Titus or Trajan’s? No— ’t is that of Time: 

Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth displace 
doffing \ and apostolic statues climb 
To cru^ the imperial urn, whose ashes slept sublime, ' | 

* CXI. 

Buried in air, the deep blue sky of Rome, 

And looking to tlie stars : they had contain’d 
A spirit which with these would find a home, 

The last of Uiose who o’er the w hole earth reign’d, 
The Roman globe, for after none sustain’d, 

But yielded back his conquests he was more 
Than a mere Alexander, and, unstain'd 
With household blood and wine, serenely wore 
His sovereign virtues^still we Trajan’s name adore.' 
cxii. 

Where is the rock of Triumph, the high place 
Where Rome embraced her heroes? where tbesteep 
Tarpeian ? fittest goal of Treason’s race. 


The promontory whence the Traitor’s Lwp 
Cur^ all ambition. Did the conquerors heap 
Their spoils here? Yes; and in yon field below, 

A thousand years of silenced factions sleep — • 

The Forum, where the immortal accents glow, 

And still the eloquent air brea thes— burns w ith Cicero ! 

CXIII. 

The field of freedom, faction, fame, and blood : 

Here a proud people's passions wereexhaled, 

From the first hour of empire in the bud 
To that when further worlds to conquer fail’d; 

But long before had Freedom’s face been veil'^, • 
And Anarchy assumed lier attributes ; 

Till every lawless soldier who assail'd 
-Trod on the trembling senate’s slavish mutes, 

Or raised tlie venal voice of baser prostitutes, 
cxiv. 

Then turn we to her latest tribune's name, 

From her ten thousand tyrants turn to thee, 
Redeefoer of dark centuries of shame— 

The friend of Petrarch — hope of Italy— 

Rienzi I last of Romans I’ While the tree 
Of freedom’s w ither’d trunk puts forth a leaf, 

Even for thy tomb a garland let itbe— 

The forum’s champion, and the people’s chief— 
Her new-born Numa tbou — w i th reign , alas ! loo brief, 
cxv. 

Egeria ! sweet creation of sothe heart* 

W hich found no mortal resting-place so fair 
As thine ideal breast; whate'er thou art 
Or wert, — a young Aurora of the air. 

The nympholepsy of some fond despair ; .. 

Or, it might be, a beauty of the earth, 

Who found a more than common votary there. . 
Too much adoring; whatsoe’er thy birth. 

Thou wert a beautiful thought, and softly bodied forth. 

C-Wt. 

llie mosses of thy fountain still are sprinkle 
i With thine Elysian water-drops ; the face 

Of thy cave-guarded spring, w ith years unwrinkled, 
Re/lects the meek-eyed genius of the place, 

Whose green, wild margin now ho more erase 
Art’s works ; nor must the delicate waters sleep, 


help renectlns on the sarprUiDg fate and revoloikkns Of klogdoms ; 
bow Home, once the mUlr'cu of the world, the acat Of trU, em- 
pire, aod gktrf, now Ile$ Kuok lo sloib. ignorance, and poterl}', 
ensJared to the mu»l cruel as well u to the moat contemptible of 
IjranLi, snpersUtion and rdlghma iin|>otturei while (tils remote 
country, anciently the jest and contempt of the .polite Homans, is ' 
become the happy seat of liberty, picrdy. and leUers; nuurisblng 
la aU the arts and refinements of cirll life; yet nionkig perhaps 
the same course which Romeltsrlt had mn before it, from virtuoos 
tndostry to wealth ; from wealth lo luiory ; from luxury to an im- 
paUeoce of disclpUne, aod corruption of morals: bll, by a total 
degeneracy and low of virtue, being grown ripe for destruction, 
it bll a prey at last to some hardy oppressor, and, with the loss of 
liberty, losing every thing that Is valuable, sink gradually again 
knio Us origmalharbartsm.'* * 

' The oofumu Of Trg^n b snrmouated by St Peter; that of 

* $m Htouin oiihe Lifs •(■, ToUlui Uceso, sect. vt. vot il. p. i«2. 


Aareiius by St Paul. See *‘Uistorlcal lllustrationa,** page 314. 

* Trgjan vAs proverbiaUy the U«t of the Roman princes ; and 
It would be easier to (IxhJ a aovcrcign uniting exicUj tlie opposlle 
cbaracteristics, than one possessed of all the happy qualliiei ascribed 
to this emperor. '* When be mounted the throne,'* says the hls- 
toriauDion, *‘he wasslroug in body, be was vigorous in mind; 
age bad Imiwlrcd none of his faailtiet; be was altogether free, 
from envy and from detraeUon ; be honoured all the good, and he 
advanced them; and on this account they could nut be theobjccU 
of bis fear, or of his hate ; he never listened to inlonners ; he gave 
not way to his aiigrr; he abstained equally from unfair exacUons 
and unjust punishments'; be had rsUier be loved aa a man (ban 
honoured as a sovereign; he was affible with bis people, respect- 
ful to the senate, and univemlly beloved by both; be ioapired 
none with dread but (he enemies of his country.'' 

^ See *' Hbtorical lUuKratiocia,*' p. 848. 

* See “ Historical Notes.'* at the end of this eanio. No. XXVit. 
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Prison'd in malrblc ; bubbling from the base 
Of the ulcft statue, wi th a gentle leap 
The rill runs o’er, and ronad, fern, llowers, and irj* *• , 
ereep, 

CXVII. 

Fantastirally tangled; the green hills 
Are clothed w itli early blossoms, through the grass 
The qiiickocyed lizard rustles, and tlie bills 
Of sunmier>hirds sing welroine as ye pass ; 

Flowers fresh in hue, and many in their class, 
Implore the pausing step, and w ith their dyes 
,Dauce in the soft breeze in a fairy mass ; 

The sweetness of the violet's deep blue eyes, 

Kiss’d by the breath of heaven, seem’s colour’d by its 
skies. 

CXYlII. 

Here didst thou dwell, in this enchanted Cover, , 
Egeria ! thy all heavenly Iwsom beating 
For the far footsteps of thy mortal lover; 

The purple Midnight veiled tliat mystic meeting 
With l»er most starry canopy, and seating 
Thyself by thine adorer, what hefel ? 

This cave was surely shaped ptitfor the greeting 
Of an enamoured Goddess, and the cell . 

Haunted by holy Love^the earliest oracle I 
cxix. 

Apd didst thou not, tliy breast le his rephing, 
•Blend a celestial with a human heart ; 

And Love, which dies as it was born, in sighing, 
Share With immortal tran.sports ? could thine art 
Make them indeed immortal, and impart 
The purity of heaven to earthly joys, 

Exprf the venom and not blunt the dart — 
tlie dull satiety which all destroys — 

A nd root froin out the soul the deadly weed which cloy s? 
cxx. 

Alas 1 our young afTeclions run to waste. 

Or water but the desert ; whence arise 
But weeds of dark luxuriance, tares of baste, 

Rank at the core, though tempting to Iheeyfes, 
Flowers whose wild odours breathe but agonies, 
And trees whose gums are poison ; such the plants 
Which spring beocath her steps as Passion flies 
O’er the world’s w ilderness, and vainly pants 
For some celestial fruit forbidden to our wants. 

» cxxi. 

0 Love ! no habitant of earth thou art—* 

An unseen seraph, wc believe in thee, 

A faith whose martyrs are the broken heart ; 

But never yet hath seen, nor e’er shall see 
The naked eye, thy form, as it should be ; 

The mind hath made thee, as it peopled heaven, 
Even with its own desiring phantasy, 

And to a thought such shape and image given, 

As haunU the unquench’d soul^arch’d — wearied — 
wrung— and riven. 


• At all events.'* uys Iho author of the Arademical Question*. | 

*• 1 tnut, wluleTer may be the (ale of my own speculatfons, that ' 


. CXXII. 

Of its own lK*auty is the mind diseased,. 

And fevers into false creation : — where, 

WJiereare lire forms thcsculptor’s soulliath seized ? 
In him alone. Can Nature show so fair ? 

■\Miere are the charms and virtues which we dare 
Conceive In boyhood and pursue as mrti, 

The unreach'd Paradise of our despair. 

Which o'er-infotms tlie |tencil and t]te pen, 

And overpowers the page wliere it would bloom again? 

CXXIII. 

Who loves, raves— ’t i.s youth’s frenzy— but thecure 
Is bitterer still; as cliarin by charm unwind# 
Which rol)ed our idols, and we see too sure 
Nor w orth nor beauty dwells from 6ul the mind’s 
Ideal jdiape of sueb ; yet still it binds 
The fatal spell, and* still it draws us on, 

Reaping the whirlwind from the oft-sown winds ; 
The stubborn heart, its alchemy begun, (done. 



exxiv. 


We wither from oui* youth, wc gasp aw ay — 

Sick — Jiick ; unfound the boon— unslaked the thirst. 
Though to the last, in verge of mir decay, 

Some phantom lures, siii-h as we sought at first — 
But all too laic,— so are we doubly curst. 

Love, fame, ambition, avarice — *t is the same, 

Each idle — and all ill — and none the w orst— 

For all are meteors w ith a different name, ~ 

And Death tl»e sable smoke where Vnnislies the flame. 

CXXVi 

Few— none— find what ihcyloveorcould have loved, 
Though accident, blind contact, and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Antipathies— but to recur, ere long, 

Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong ; 

And Circumstance, that unsph-ilual god 
And miscreotcr, makes and helps along 
Our coming evils with a crutch-like rod, [trod. 

Whose touch turns Hoi>e to dust,— the dust we all have 
exxvi. ' > 

Our life is a false nature- ’t Is not in '• 

The harmony of things— this hard decree, 

This uneradicable taint of sin, 

This boundless upas, this all-blasting tree, 

Whose root is earth, whose leaves and brandies be 
The shies, which rain their plagues on men like dew— 
Disease, death, bondage — all the woes we see — 
And worse, the woes we see not — which throb 
tlhrough 

The immedicable soul, with heart-aches ever new. 
exxviT. 

Tet let us ponder boldly — 't is a base* 

Abandonment of reason to resign 

Our right of thought— our last and only place 


(>hil09(»ptiy will eiliniatk>n which H ought lo pdsM^ 

The free tnd pbiloso()iilc 9|kirit of our nation ha* been the (heme 
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Of refuge ; ttiis, at least, shall still he uilue : | 

Though from our birth the faculty divine 
Is cliain'd and tortured— cabin'd, cribb’d, coidlued, , 
And bred in darkness, Jest the truth should sliiiie \ 
Too brightly on the unprepared mind, 

The beam pours in, for time and skill will coudi tlie 
blind. 

cxxTiir. 

Arwes on arches ! as it were that Rome, , 
Collecting the chief trophies of her line, 

Would build up all her triumphs In one dome, | 
Her Coliseum stands ; the moonbeams shine j 
As ’t were its natural torches, for divine 
Should be the light which streams here, to illume 
This long-explored but still exhaustless mine j 
Of contemplation and the azure gloom 
Of an Italian night, wiicre the deep ^ies assume 

CXXIX. 

Hues which have words, and speak to of heaven, 
Floats oVr this vast and wondrous mooument, 

AihI sliadows forth its glory. There is given j 
Unto tl)C things of earth, whidi Time hath bent, 

A spirit's feeling ; and where he hath leant 
ills hand, but broke his scythe, there is a power 
And magic in the ruin'd balUenient, 

For w hich the palace of the present hour 
Must yield its pomp, and wait till ages are its dower, 
cxxx. 

Oil Time! the beautilier of the dead, 

Adorner of the ruin, comforter 
And only healer w hen the lipart Iialli bled — j 

Time! the cor^'eclor where our judgments err, 
Th&test of truth, love, — sole philosopher, 

For all beside are sophists, from thy tljrift, | 

Which never loses though it doth defer — 

Time, the avenger! unto thee 1 lift v , 

My hands, and eyes, and heart, and crave-of thee agift ^ 
CXXXI. i 

Amidst this wreck, where tiiou hast made a slicine 
And tonple more divinely desolate, 

Among thy mightier offerings here are mine, 

B^ins of years — though few, yet full of fate: — ' 

If thou hast ever seen me too elate, I 

Hear me not ; but if calmly I have borne 
Good, and reserved my pride against the hate 
>Viiich shall not whelm me, lot me not liave worn ! 
This iron in my soul in vain — sliail they not mourn? i 
cxxxii. I 

And thou, w ho never yet of human wrong | 

l^ft the unbalanced scale, great Nemesis ! ' I 


of adnuraUoa to (])« world. TliU viis Ui« proud diaUiicUoa of 
KmlkbtufU, aiKl IlK lumliiuiu nourco of all Ihdr ftlury. Shall we 
Ifaca forgci the inaaly aiuJ tiign:ri«l teulhiivnu of uur aocralurk, 
loprale lo Uie language of LIh; uioilter or the aur»c about our 
go**! ufd prejudice* ? TliU U not the way to defeud ilu; cause of 
tnitli. U was not Uius Uiat our lathers utaiublucd it in tlie hril- 
iianl periuda of our hUUM-y. Ptejudice may he trusted to guard 
the uutuorki ftir a short s|>acv td lime, whik ri'asou sluinlicra iu 
tlic citadel ; but if the UtU r siuV uitu a Iciiui^y, tlu: t;hntr will 


Here, where the ancient paid tliee Immage^ long — 
Thou, who didst call the Furies from the abyss, 

And round Orestes bade them howl and hiss 
' For tliat unnatural retribution— just, 

Had it but been from hands less uear— in this . 

Thy former realm, 1 call thee from Ute dust I [must. 
Dost tiiou not hear my heart ? — 'Awake ! thou sbal f, and 
4 CXXXIIl. 

It is not that 1 may not have incurr'd, 

For niy ancest^'al faults or mine, the wound 
I bleed withal, and, bad it been conferr'd 
' With a just weapon, it had flow'd unbound ; 

But now' my blood shall not sink in the ground ; 
l‘o thee I do devote it— (hou sbalt take 
The vengeance, which sbaQ yet be soughtand found, 
Which if / have not taken for tlie sake-^— ^ 

But let that pass — 1 sleep, but tiiou shall yet awake. 
CXXXIV. 

And if my voice break forth, T is not that now 
I shrink from what Is suffer’d: let him speak *'* 
Who hath beheld decline ui>on my brow, ^ 

Or seen iny mind’s convulsion leave it weak ^ 

But in this page a record will 1 seek. 

Not in tlie air shall these my words disperse, 
Though 1 be ashes ; 9 far hour shall wreak 
1 ’he deep proplietic fulness of this verse. 

And pile on human beads the mountain of my curse ! 

’ cxxxv. 

Tliat curse shall be Forgiveness.— Have I not— 
Hear me, my mother earth! beliuld it, Heaven !-:- 
Have I not had to wrestle with my lot? 

Have L not suffer'd tilings to be forgiven?. 

Have 1 not had my braUi sear’d, my heart riven, 
Hopes sapp’d, name blighted, Life’s life jied away ? 
And only not to desperation driven, 

Because not altogetlier of such clay 
As rots into the souls of those whom 1 survey, 
cxxxvi. 

From migtity v^ongs to petty perfidy, 

Have 1 not seen what human things could do? 

From the loud roar of foaming caUininy 
To the small whisper of tiie as paltry few, 

And subtler venom of the reptile crew, 
llie Janus glance of wliose significant eye, 

Learning to lie with silence, would seem true. 

And williout utterance, save the shrug or sigh, 

Deal round to liappy fools its speechless obloquy. ' 
cxxxvii. ^ 

But I have lived, and have not lived in vain: 

My mind may lose its force, my blood its lire. 


quickly crccl a UamUrd fur hersdf. Philosophy, and 11- 

hetiy supporteach other; liu wtio nlil not rc^Moii b a bigot; h« 
who cannot, b i fool ; and he who dartM not. U a slave.** 

• See ** Hiiitorlcal X<jtrs.'* at the end of this canto, No X \ VUI 
> [Between ftUnioa exuv. ami cuxvi. wc iind iu the original 
HS. Ibt fullowlog 

" If io toryl*r be br.iptn(! roalc of liro— 

. At i,«J iMlii tpoavii-OD Ibc iKodi) at loo. 

Vlue tbeelfl Iw • tolraDo. wU lUr btBiMT 
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And my frame perish even in conquering pain ; I 
But there is that within me which shall tire 1 
Torture and Time, and breathe when I expire*, 
Something unearthly, which they deem not of, 

■ Like tlic remember’d tone of a mute lyre, 

Shall on their soften’d spirits sink, and move 
In hcarWali rocky now the late remorse of love. 

cxxxviii. t ' 

» The seal is set.— ^'ow welcome, thou dread power! 
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, whidi here 
Walk’sl in the shadow of the midnight hour 
With a deep awe, yet all distinct from fear; 

Thy haunls'are ever where the dead walls fear 
Their ivy mantles, and tl»e solemn scene 
Derives from thee a sense so deep and clear, 

That we become a part of what has been. 

And grow unto the spot, all-seeing but un^n. 
cxxxix. 

'And here the buzz of eager nations ran. 

In murmur’d pity, or loud-roarM applause, 
man was slaughter’d by lusfellowrinan. , 

And whereforeslaughtcr’d ? wherefore, but because 
Such were the bloody Circus’ genial laws, 

And the imperial pleasure.— Wherefore not ? 

Wbal matters where we fall to fill the maw s' 

Of worms— on baUle-plains or listed spot? 

Both arebut theatres where the chief actors fot. 

CXL. 

I see before me the Gladiator lie : 

He leans upoi\ his hand— his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony, 

And his droop’d head sinks gradually low— 
jknd through his side the last drops, ebbing slow 
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one, 

Like the flrst of a thundcr-sliow er; and noYv 
The arena swims around him — lie is gone, [w ho won. 
Ere ceased the inhunian sliout which hail'd the wretdi 
CXLI. 

He heard it, but he heeded not— his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that w as far aw ay : ■ . 

He reck’d not of the life he lost nor prize, - 5 - 
But where his rude hut by the Danube lay, 

There were his young barbarians all at play, 


Tb«ii. o'er lli4 TIUw cruib'd, 01) atpiu rcM, 

Or Aibos tMr>, or bUsliig lUni |lowf 
True lb«T « bo Mane uere rrceplaa UiiiHt* ;bul wliot 
Ttiab icrpeiUi* leMb Infllcu nlib dcodlier ftruts I 
Tbr Lloa intyJie somM by ib« Coal.— * 

Wbo (be clutntwrcr f btowl^-^Tbe Cegta?-No; tbi Bot."— E. J 

• Whoibcr Uie wondertiil sUtue which msgcoloJ IhLe inuse 
be a laiiiwarUn gUdlalor, which, ia •pile uf WinkelinaDa'a .crlll- 
ciini, lus been stouUy maiolaiDed t or whether i( be a Greek he- 
rald, u tlut great anilquary poaltlrely aaaerted ; * or whether it Ij 
to be thought a Spartan or barbarian •lilcld^bcarer. accorOiiig to 
(he opinion of hl-i Italian alitor i it mu»l aaanrcdly seem a copy 
ufUiat masterpiece of Clmlaus which reprcacnlcd a wounded 

* EHber Polirooloi, bmld of Uloi, billed by 0Edlpoi:or Cr^roM, berstd 
of Eurltbeui, killed by (be Atbenlaiu »b«n bo e ode* roared lo dreg Ibe 
lIcmrlMw rrom Ibe alter of mrrry.aod In Hbow honour they inillluted 
Annual |aiiks. eonilnocd lo the Uom of lltdrlaa: or AolbanocrRur, lb« 
Alhcolen bweld, kllleil by Ibe kcaareiiMa. w bo nerer rerotered ibe Impiety. 
5(« SlorlA dtik Aril, ale. tom. II. p. 9U3. 3M, 9eS. »0, W- Ub. U. cap II. 


WORKS. 

TTiere w'as their Dacian mother— he, their sin?,' 
Butcher’d to make a Roman holiday* — 

All this rush’d with his blood — Shall he expire 
And unavenged? Arise! ye Goths, and glut your ire! 

CXLII. 

Buthcre, where Murder breathed her bloody steam; 
And here, w here buzzing nations choked tlie ways. 
And roar’d or murmur’d like a incimtain stream 
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays ; 

Here, where the Roman millions’ blame or praise 
Was death or life, the playthings of a crowd,* 

My voice sounds much — and fall the stars faint rays 
On the arena void— seats crush’d — walls bow’d— 
And galleries, where iny steps seem echoes strangely 
loud. 

cxLin. 

A ruin — yet what ruin ! from its mass 
Walls, palaces, half-cities, have been rear’d; 

Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass. 

And marvel wiierc tlie spoil could have appear'd. 
Hath it indeed been plunder’d, or but clear’d ? 

Alas ! developed, opens the decay. 

When th^ colossal fabric’s form is near’d : . 

It will not l>ear.the brightness of tlie day, [away. 
Whicli streams too much on all years, man, have reft 

I CXLTV, 

But when the rising moon begins to climb 
Its topmast arch, and gently pauses there ; 

W'hen the stars twinkle through the loops of time. 
And the low night-breeze w aves along the air 
T1)e garland forest, which the gray walls wear, 
Like laurels on the bald first Osar’s head ; < 

W lien tJic hght shines serene but doth not glare, 
Theu in tjus magic circle raise the dead: 

Heroes have trod Ibis spot— ’t is on tlicir dust ye tread. 

CXLV. 

“ While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand ; * 
When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall ; 

“ And when Rome falls— the World.” From our 
own land 

Thus spake the pilgrims o’er this might}' wall 
In Saxon times, which wearewonttoc^ill r- 
Ancient p and these three mortal things arc still 


man dyfus. wbf* perfectly c xpreot c d vrlial there rcinatoed of tlte la 
him.'* UOQtlaucoQ aoti Maffci Uu>ui;lit it ilie liIcDllcal aUUie* 
but that AUhie wm of bnxue. The gladiator wa» once in Ibe 
Villa Laidovizi. and wa* botif;ht by CIcrrtRDl XII. The risbl arm 
an entire rrUoralioQ of Michael Angelo. 

», J See •• llntorlcal Notea," at the end of Ihte canto, Noa. XXIX. 
XXX. 

4 Suetonius Inronni ns that Julius Czsar partrcotarly grati- 
fied by that decree of the acnale which enabled him to wear a 
wrrealh of laorel on all occasions. Ho was aniiotis not to show 
that he was the conqueror of the world, but to hide that he was 
bald. A stranser at Home would hanlly have in»e*c<l at d>c mo- 
Uve, nor sboolJ wc without the help of Uie hhlorian. 

» Tbb Is quoted in the “Decline aud Fall of the Roman Empire." 
as a proof that the Coliseam was entire, when aeen by ihe Aoglo- 
iiaxon pllgrim.s at the end of the lerenlh, or the beginning of the 
eighth, century. A notice on the CoUscum may be seen In the 
**llh(orical Ulnstrations," p. MS- 
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Onthdr foundations, and unaltered all; 

Rome and herRuin past Redemptioo's skill, (ye will. 
The World, the same wide dcn^of thieves, or what 

CXLVI. * 

Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime — 

Shrine of all saints and temple ofall^tods,^ 

From Jove to Jesus — spared and blest by time; * 
Looking tranquillity, while falls or nods 
Arch, empire, e^cli tiling round thee, and man plods 
His way through thorns to ashes— glorious dome! 
Shalt thou not last ? Time's sc\ theand tyrant’s rods 
Shiver upon thee— sanctuary and home 
Of art and piety — Pantheon ! pride of Rome ? 

C\LVII. 

Relic of nobler days, and noblest arts ! 

Despoil’d yet perfect, with thy circle spreads 
A boliuess appealing to aH hearts— 

To art a model; and to him who treads 
Rome for the sake of ages, Glory sheds 
Her light through thy sole aperture ; to those 
Who worship, here are altars for their beads ; 

And they who feel forgenius may repose ^U‘in close.* 
Their eyes on honour'd forms, whose busts around 

CXLVIIl. 

There is a dungeon, in whose dim drrair light’ 
What do 1 gaze 00 ? Nothing: Look again! 

Two forms are slowly shadow 'd on my sight— 
Two insulated phantoms of the brain : 

It is not so; 1 see them full and plain — 

An old man, and a female young and fair, 

Fresh as a nursing mother, in whose vein 
Tlie blood is nectar : — but what doth she there, 
With her unmantled neck, aiidbosoui w lute and bare? 

CXLiX. 

Foil swells the deq> pure fountain o( young life, 
Where on the heart and from tlie heart we took 
Our first and sweetest nurture, w lien the wife. 
Blest into mothcri in the innocent look, 

Or even the piping cry of lips that brook 
No pain and small suspense, a joy perceives 
Man know^ not, when from out its cradled nook 
She sees her little bud put forth its leaves— [Eve’s. 
What may the fruit be yet?— I know not— Cain was 
CL. %■ 

But here youth offers to old age the food. 

The milk of his own gift : — it is her sire 
To wltoro she renders back the debt of blood 


Born with her birth. No; he shall not expire 
While in Uiose warm arid lovely veins the fire 
Of health and holy feeling can provide 
Great Nature’s Nile, whose deep stream rises hi^ier 
Than Egypt’s river from that gentle side 
Drink, drink and live, old man ! Heaven’s realm Itolds 
no such tide. 

cu. 

Tlie starry fable of Uie milky way 
Has not thy story’s purity; it is ^ . 

A constellation of a sweeter ray, 

And sacred Nature triumphs more in this 
Reverse of lier decree, than in the abyss 
Where sporkic distant worlds Oh, holiest nurse! 
No drop of that dear stream its way shall miss 
To thy sire’s heart, replenishing its source 
With life, as our Creed souls rejoin the universe. 
CLtl. 

Turn to the !kIole which Hadrian rear'd on high,’ 
Imperial mimic of old Kgv pt’s plies. 

Colossal copyist of deformity, 

Whose travell’d phantasy from the far Nile’s 
Enormous model, doom’d the artist’s toils 
I To build for giants, and for his vain earth, 

His shrunken ashes, raise this dome : How smiles 
] Tlie gazer’s eye with philosophic mirth, 

Jo view the huge design which sprung from sucha birth! 

I - CLIII. 

But lo! the dome— the vast and wondrous dome,* 
To which Diana’s marvel was a cell — 

I Christ's mighty shrine above his martyr's tomb ! 

1 have beheld the Epltesian’s miracle — 

Its columns strew' the wilderness, and dwell 
The hyaena and the jackal! in their shade; 

I have beheld Sophia’s bright roofs swell 
Tiieir glittering mass i' the sun, and have survey'd 
I Its sanctuary Uie while the usurping Moslem pray’d ; 
! CUV. , 

But thou, of temples old, or altars new, 

' Standest alone — with nothing like to tliee — 

I Worthiest of God, the holy and the true. 

Since Zion's desolation, when that He 
Forsook bis former city, what could be. 

Of earthly structures, in his honour piled. 

Of a sublimer aspect? Majesty, 

Power, Glory, Strength, tind ^uty, all are aisled 
j In this eternal ark of worship undefiled. 


' ‘‘Thoogb plandered of all Us bra&s except (he ring which was 
necossirr to pre s e nre the aperture above! though exposed to re> 
peated fires; though aometimm flooded by the river, and always 
vpn lo the rain, do moonmeat of equal antiquity (s to well prr> 
Krved as this rotondo. It passed with IHtle alteration from the 
Pagan inio the present worship; andmeonvenient srert Us niches 
for the Christian altar, that Mirhael Angelo, rser studious of an* 
ckol beauty, introduced their design as a model la the CalhoUe 
churdi.'*~fVraytA'a Itaiy, p. IS7. 

* The Pantheon has been made a receptacle for the hosts of 
rondem great, or. at least, dlsUngubbed. aim. The flood of light 
which once (ell through the Urge orb sIkisc on the whole circle 
of tUviniiles, now sbinei on a numeroiu assemblage of mortals. 


some one or tsro of whom have been almost deified by the veoera* 
UoD of tbeir countrymen. Fur a notice of the Panihcoo. see 
"Historical lUttslraliont,** p. 2S7. 

) “Tbrrs Is s dsagcoo. la nhoM rfiB drssr Itgbt 

Whst do I ISIS oat" etc. 

This tnd Ibe three nest stansas alinde lo the story of the Roman 
daughter, which to recalled to the traveller by the rile, or pre- 
tendeil site, of that adventure, now shown at the chnrcbof SI. Ni- 
cholas in Carccre. The difScoltJes allendlog (be full hdlef the 
lale are stated in " llbtorical Illustratlooa,'* p. 29S. 
i The castle of St. Angel", 
s The church of St. Peter's. 
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» CLV. ■ j 

Enter : its grandeur overwbelius thee not ; ‘ 

And why? it is not lessen’d; bnt tby mind. 
Expanded by the genius of tbe spot, 

Has grown colossal, and can only find 
A fit abode wherein appear enshrined 
Thy hopes of immortality; and thou 
Shalt one day, if found w ortby, so defined. 

See thy God face to faqp, as thou dost now 
Uis Holy of Holies, nor be blasted by his brow. 

CLVl. 

Thou movest— but increasing with the advance, 
Like climbing some great Alp, which still doth rise, 
Deceived by, its gigantic elegance ; 

Vastness which grows — but grows to harmonise^' 
All musical in its immensities; 

Rich marbles —richer painting— shrines where flame 
Tlie lamps of gold— and haughty dome which vies 
In air w ith Earth’s chief structures, tliough their 
frame [claim. 

Sits on the firm-set ground— and Uiis the clouds must 
CLvn. 

Thou seestnot all ; hut piecemeal Uk>u must break. 
To separate contemplation, the great whole ; 

And as tlie ocean many bays will make. 

That ask tbe eye— so here, condense tby soul 
To more immediate objects, and control 
Thy thoughts until tliy mind bath got by heart 
Its eloquent proportions, and unroll 
In mighty graduations, pari by part, 

Tlie glor}' which at once upon Uice did not dart, 

CLVDI. 

Not by its fault— but thine : Our outward sense 

Is but of gradual grasp — and as it is 

That what we have of feeling most intense. 

Outstrips our faint expression; even so this 

Outshining and o’ei^helming edifice 

Eools our fond gaze, and, greatest of tlie greet. 

Defies at first our Nature’s littleness, 

Till, growing with its growth, we thus dilate 
Our spirits to tlie size of that they conleiuplatc. i 


• [•*1 remember very well/* Sir Jft»liua ReyooUlg. **my 
omi Uisairpointmcnt when I first Tlslled (be Vtilean i bat on cori' 
leMinjt my reelings to a brother stiuleat. of whose iogroiiuoifiKHs i 
had a high opinion, he acknowirOgrd tlut (lie works of Aapliaei 
had (he same effect on him, or rather Utat ibey did nol produce 
the effect which he ex|ieclcd. Thin was a great relief to my mind; 
and on cniniring nirthcr of other students, I (ixmd ihal Unise per- 
sons only who, from tntural imbeeility, ap]»carcd to Iw ineaiidhlc 
of relhiliiag those divine perloniuucus, made preteinliins to in- 
stantaneous raptiiirt on tint beholdiug them. In Justice (o my- 
self, however. 1 must add, that lliniigh disa|>pointed and iitortiiu'd 
at imt flodini; myself enraptured with (he works of (his great 
roaster, 1 did nol for a moment conceive or suppose tlial the name 
of Raphael, and titose admirabte paintings in particular, mvrd 
their reputation to the igQoraric>- and iircjudice of mankind; on 
the contrary, tuy out I'cUshing ihem as t was couM:ious I ought (a 
have dour, wu«onr of (he must huiuiiiaiiug circunislaoces llial 

ever happened to me; 1 found mys?lf in the inUUt of works cic» 
ruled a|Nju principles with wiiicli 1 was uuaci|uaioU'(f : I felt iny 


I CLIX. , 

Then pause, and be enlighten’d; there is more 
-In such a survey thaji the sating gaze 
Ot wonder pleased' or awe w Inch would adore 
'Hie w orship of tbe place, or tlie mere praise 
Of art and its great masters, w ho could raise 
What former time, nor skill, iiur thought could 
plan; 

The fountain of sublimity displays 
Its depth, and tlience may draw the mind of^nian 
Its golden sands, and learn w hat great conceptions can 

CLX. 

Or, turning to the Vatican,- go see 
Laocoon’s torture dignifying pain— 

A father’s love and mortal's agony 
With an immortal’s patience blending ; — Vain 
The struggle; vain, against the coiling strain 
And gripe, and deepening of the dragon’s grasp^ 
The old man’s clench; the long envenom’d dinin 
Rivets the living links, — the enonnoiis asp 
Enforces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or view the I.ord of the unerring bow', 

The God of life, and poesy, and light— 

Tlie Sun in linmaii limbs array'd, and brow 
^ All radiant from his triumph in the fight; 

The shaft hath just been shot — the arrow bright 
WiHtan Immortal’s vengeance; in his eye 
And nostril beautiful disdain, and might 
And majesty, flash their full lightnings by, 
Developing in tiiat one glance the Deity. 

CLXIl. r 

But in his delicate form— a dream of I/ne, 

Shaped by some solitary nymph, w hose breast 
Long’d for a deathless lover from abuve, 

And madden'd in thaf vision— are exprest 

All that ideal beauty ever bless'd 

The mind with in Its most uneartlily mood, 

When -each conception was a hca>’only guest — 

A ray ofiminortality— and stood, ' 
j Starlike, around, until they gather’d to a god! 


*■ 

ignorance, and ttooilabaslinl. All the indigested umionsof |iaiiit- 
ing which I had brought with me from Kiigland. Vilirrc ihc art wa» 
in tlic lowest slate it hid ever ln-en in. fU ermid uul. indeed, bo 
lower,] were to be loUliy done iway aitd eradicated fmm iny 
fuiiid. It was ncccMiry, as it is es|«re»c«I on a very soh-mn uc- 
caatori, that 1 should become a* fi tiWf fkild. Nntwithstamling 
my disaptHMUtmciit, 1 prcM‘eed<-d Jo copy some of tliOkC c»cdtent 
works. 1 viewed them agaui and again; L even atfeclcd to feel 
tlidr merit and admire them more iluii i really diii. 1(1 a slMirt 
Uiiic, a new taste and a new iierceplioa bccaii to dawn u|m>u me, 
and 1 was convlnct-il that I had originally formed a faUc ofxoigo 
of the perfection of art. .md that (Ids great painter was well en- 
titled U) the high rank which lie holds in Use odtiiiraliun of the 
World. The iruih is. (hat if Uu-v- works had real))' Iwcn what I 
had expected, tliey wuuUI have cuntaiued beauties superficial and 
allunug, but by no means such as woiikl hale eoUtled tlieiu to 
the great reputation wliidi they have buruc so tun(t, and so justly 
uWained.”— -E. j 
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CniLDE HAROIJ 

tikxnu j 

Amlif it be Prhniflliciis stole from Ilenvcn 
'rbe lire xvhidi we eiulure, it was rp|>aid 
By bim io wliomllie eneruy was given 
^Vhich this poetic marble hath array'd 
With an eternal glory— which, if made 
By human bands, is not of human thought : 

And Time himself hath hallow ed it, nor laid 
One ringlet in the diist — nor hath it c-aught 
A tinge of ^ears, but breathes the flame with which 
» 't was wrought. 

CLXIV. 

But where is he, the Pilgrim of my song, v 
The lieing who upheld it through the past? ' 
^lelhiiiks he cometh late and tarries long. 

« He is no morc-rthese breathings are his Inst; 

His wanderings done, his visions (btiing fast. 

And >1^ himself as nodiing : — if he was 
Aught but a phantasy, and could be class'd 
W ith forms whidi live and suffer — let that pass— 
His shadow fades away into Destruction's mass, 

CLXV. ' ■ 

winch gathers shadow, substance, life, and nil 
That we inherit, in its mortal sliroud, 

And spreads the dim and universal pall ^ 

Through. which all things grow phantoms; and the 
cloud 

Between us sinks, and all which ever glow’d, 

Till Glory's self is twilight, and displays ' 

A melancholy halo scarce allow'd 
To Imver on the verge of darkness; rays 
Sadder than saddest night, for they distract the gaze, 
ctxvi. 

And send us prying into the abyss, * 

To gather w hat we shall lie when the frame 
Sliall be resolved to something less than, this. 

Its wretched e^cnce ; and to dream of fame. 

And wipe' the dust from off the idle name 
We never more shall hear, — but never more. 

Oh, happier thought! can we be made the same ; 

It is enough m sooth that once we bore [gore. 
'These fardels of the heart— the heart whose.sw^at was 

CLXVll. 

Hark! forth from the abyss a voice proceeds, 

A long low distant murmur of dread sound, 

Such as arises when a nation bleeds 
With some deep and immedicablewound; [ground, 
'Through storm and darkness yawns the rending 
The gulf is thick with phantoms, but the chief 
Seems royal still, though with her head discrown'd, 
And pale, but lovely, w ith maternal grief 
She clasps a babe, to whom her breast yields no relief. 


rs PILOBI.HAGE. m 

ckxvm. ^ 

Scion of chiefs mid monarchs, where art thou ? 
Fond ho|}e of many nations, art thou dead? 

Could not the grave forget thee, and lay low 
Some less majestic, less beloved head ? 
in the sad midnight, while thy heart still bled, 
Tlie motlWr of a moment, o'er U»y boy, 

Denrti hush'd that pang for ever : with thee fled 

Tlie present happiness and promised joy 

hich GlTd the imi>erial isles so full it seem'd tocloy. 

CLXJX. • V 

Peasants bring forth in safety.— Can it be, 

Oh thou that wert so happy, so adored ! 

Tliose who weep not for kings sliali weep for thee. 
And Freedom's heart, grown heavy, cease to hoard 
Her many griefs for oxe ; for she had pour'd 
Her orisons for thee, and o’er thy head 
Beheld her Iris. — Thou, too, lonely lord. 

And desolate consort— vainly w^rt thou wed ! 

The husband of a year ! the father of the dead ! 

CLXX. 

Of sackcloth was thy wedding ganneht made; 

Thy bridal's fruit is ashes : in the diisr 
The fair hair’d Daughter of the Isles laid. 

Hie love of millions! How we did .Intrust 
Futurit)''to her! and, thmigli It must 
. Darken above our lioncs, yet fondly deem’d 
Our children should obey her cliild, and bless 'd 
Her and her hoped-for seed, whose promise seem'd 
Like stars to shepherds' eyes : — *t was but a meteor 
beam'd. 

cLxxr. 

Woe unto us, not her ; ' for she sleejis well : 

The lickic reck of popular breath, the tongue 
Of Iiollow* counsel, the false oracle, " 

W hich from the birth of monarchy liath rung 
Tts knell In princely ears, till the o'erstung 
IVntions'bave arm'd in madness, the strange fate' 
W'hich tumbles mightiest sovereigns, dnd hath flung 
Against their blind onmi|>otence a weight [late, — 
Within tlie opjKising scale, which crushes soon' or 

CLXXII. 

These might have been her destiny ; but no, 

Our hearts deny it : and so yoting, so fair, 

Good without effort, great without a foe; 

But now a bride and mother — and now therti 
How many ties did diat stern moment tear ! 

From thy Sire's to his humblest subject's breast 
Is link'd the electric chain of that despair. 

Whose shock w'as as an eartliquakc's, and opprest 
The land which loved thee so that none could love thee 
best. 


V p‘ Ttte death of the Princeu Ghaiiolte has been a ibock even 
here (Venice), and maft have bom an carttniaake at home. The 
fate of Ibis poor girl ii mdancholj in every respect: dyloff at 
twenty or to, in dilhlLed— of a boy too; a present prloceis and 
fiihirr queen, and Just as she bemm to be happy, and to enjoy 
herself, aijd the Itopes which ibe inspired. 1 feel sorry in every 
respect**— fl. LtHtrt.] 


• Msry died on tbO scaffoM: Eliubeth of a broken heart ; 
Charles V. a beemit; Loob XIV. a bankrupt in means and gtoryf 
Cromwell of mlety; and, *‘tbe ($re«test b behind, ** h'apoloon 
lives a prisoner. To these sovereign* * looR but soperQuoin Ust 
night be added of oafues equally llltHlrioas and oahappy. 
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CLIXIII. • 

LOf N'erai 1 ' navell’cl in the woody hills 
So far, that the uprooting wind which tears 
The oak from his foundation, and which spills 
The ocean o'er its boundary, and bears 
Its foam against tlie skies, reluctant spares 
The oval mirror of thy glassy lake; 

And, calm as cberisli'd hate, its surface wears 
A deep cold settled aspect nought can shake, 

All coil’d into itself and round, as sleeps the snake. 

• CLXXIV. 

And near, Albano’s scarce divided waves ' 

Shine from a sister valley ;*~and afar 
The Tiber winds, and the broad ocean laves 
The Latian coast where sprang the Epic war. 

Arms and (he Man,” whose re-ascending star 
Rose o’er an empire but beneath thy right 
Tully reposed f‘rom Rome;-rahd where yon bar 
Of girdling mountains intercepts the sight. 

The Sabine farm was till’d, tJie weary bard’s delight.* 

‘ CLXXV. 

But I forget. — My Pilgrim’s shrine is' won, 

And he and I must part,— so let it be,— 

His task and mine alike are nearly done; 

Yet once more let us look upon the sea ; 

The midland ocean breaks on him and me, 

And from the Alban Mount we now behold 
Our friend of youUi, that ocean, which when we 
Beheld it last by Caipc’s rock unfold [roll’d 

Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark KuXine 
CLXXVI. 

upon the blue Symplegades : long years— 

Long, though not very, many, since have done 
Their work on both ; some suffering and son» tears 
ilave left us nearly where we had begun : 

Yet not in vain our mortal race hath run, 

We have had our reward — and it is here; 

'Hiat we can yet feel gladden’d by the sun, 

And reap from earth, sea, joy almost as dear 
As if there were no man to trouble what is clear. 
Clxxvii. 

Oh ! that the Desert were my dwelling-piace, 

AVith one fair Spirit for my minister, 

That I might all forget tlie human race,. 

And, hating no one, love but only her! 

Ye Elements!— in whose ennobling stir 
I feel m)’self exalted— can ye not » 


• The villas ot Ncmi wu near the Ariclan retreat ot Egcria. 
anil, from the shades which embasmned the temple of Diana, has 
preiiervcU to Ihlt day iU diaUncllve appellation of Tht Grove. 
Ncml is but an evening's ride from the comfortable inn of Al« 
bano. 

• The whoie declivity of the Alban hiU b of unrivalled beauty, 
and from the convent on the highest point, which has succeed^ 
U) (he temple of the Datian Jupiter, the prospect embraces all the 
ohfects alluded to In this stanca; the Mediterranean; tite whole 
•ceue of the laller lialf of the A^netd, and the coast from beyond 
the month of the Tiber to the headland of Ciresum and the Cape 
of Terracina.— See ** Hblorical Roles,** at the end of Ihb canto. 
No. XXXI. 


WORKS. 

Accord me such a bejog? Do 1 err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot? 

Though with f hem to converse can rarely be our lot. 
CLXXTill. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 

There isa r^ture on the lonely shore, 

There is society, where none intrudes. 

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar : 

I love not Mail the less, but Nature more, 

From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have beeu before, 

To mingle with the Universe, and feel 
What I can ne’er express, yet can not all conceal. 

CLXXIX. 

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean — roll ! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep ovtt Uiee in vain ; • 

Man marks the earth wiA ruin— lus control 
Stops with the shore;— uj>oii the watery plain 
Tlie wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow' of man’s ravage, save his own. 

When, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths wiUi bubbling groan, 
Without a grave, unkneli'd, uncofiin’d, and unkuown. 
cbxxx. 

Eis steps are not upon thy paths,— thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him, — thou dost arise [w’ieJds 
And shake him from theev the vile strength he 
For earth's destruction tiiou dost all despise, 
Sphrning him from thy bosom to the skies, 

And seiid'st him, shivering in thy pla)’ful spray 
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 

And dashest him again to earth : — there let him lay. 

, CLXXXI. 

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls 
Of.rock-built cities, bidding nations quake, 

And moiiarcbs tremble in their capitals, 

The oak leviathans, w hose huge ribs make - 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war; 

Tliese are thy toys, and, as tlie snowy Bake, 

They ihelt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar.. 

CLXXXII. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they?* 
Thy waters wasted them wliile they were free, 


V [Wlien Loftl Brron wrote IbU ataua, be had, no doabt, the 
following passage In Boswell’s Juhnsoa (loaUng on bis mind >— 
**Dlning one day with General Paoli, and talking of hb prelected 
journey to Italy,— 'A man,* said Johnson, ‘who has n^ in 
Italy, b always conscious of an inferiority, from bis not having 
seen what it b eipected a man should see. The grand object of 
all travelling is to see the shores of tlie Mediterranean. On those 
il lores were the four great empires of the world ; the Assyrian, the 
Persian, the Grecian, and the Rohian. All our religion, almost 
all our law, almost all our arts, almost all that sets ns above sa- 
vagea, baa come to us from the shores of ibe Mediterranean.* 
Tbe General observed, Uiat * The MediUtranean ' would be a noUe 
whject for a pocm.‘‘-~Grcker'M Boswell, vol. ilL p. 400.— E.] 
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otxxxvi. . 

Farewfin a word that must be» and hath been— 

A sound whidi makes us linger; — yet — farewell ! 
Ye ! who hate traced the Pilgrim to the scene 
Whicli is his last, if inyourji^mories dwell 
A thought which ouce was his, if on ye swell 
A single recollection, not in vain 
He wore^his sandaI>shoon, and.scallop'Shell; 
Farewell! with him alone may rest the pain. 

If such there were — with you, the moral of his strain I 


HISTORICAL NOTES 

r* TiK r«m». 


mrs DDXccoxs ur vesick. 

I ttoo# fa Vrnfre. oa lb« trUp of ilgb* ; 

A p«]Mt aad a {trlMm oa mcS band." 

Slanba I. /<B«a f Ad 2. 


And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts : — not so thou, 
Unchangeable save to thy wild wa%'es’ play— 

Time writes no wrinkle oo thine azure brow— 
Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest no^-. 

CLXXXMI. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time, 

Calm or convulsed— in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing tlie pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark^lieaving; — boundless, endless, and subiimo— 
Tlie image of Eternity— the throne 
Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

And I have loved thee, Ocean ! ! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was chi thy breast to be . 

Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wanton'd with thy breakers — they to me 
Were a delight ; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror — 't was a pleasing fear, 

For I was as it were a child of thee. 

And trusted tatliy billows far and near, 

And laid my band upon thy mane — as 1 do here. 

CLXXXV. 

My task is done >— my song bath ceased— my theme 
Has died into an echo^ it is fit 
The spell should break of this protracted dream. 
The torch shall l>e extinguish’d whidi liatli lit 
My roidnigiit lamp— and wltat is writ, is writ,— 
Would itwrere wortliier! but I am not now 
That which 1 have been— and my visions flit 
Less palpably befjprc me — and the glow . 

Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint, and low. 


TTie communjeation between Uw ^ueal palace and llie prUona 
of Venice H by a |tk>oiny l>rkise, or covert RaUerf, high above 
(he water, and divided by a vtoiie wall Into a passage and a cell. 
The oUlndunxeoot, called **poczl," ur wetb, were lunk In the 
(hick w»n< of tiic paUce; and the prisoner when taken out to die 
WM conducted aero* the gallery lo ilic u(ber side, and being iben 
led back Into the other oOO){urlA]cul, or ceil, u4>oa the bridge, 
WAS Uiere strangled. The low portal Ihrongh which lb« crimiual 
was taken Idto this cel! Is now walled up ; but the paasago is sUM 
open, and Is still known by the name of (he Bridge of Sighs. . The 
poiii arc under the flooring of the chaiuber at the foot of the 
bridge. TbeyWerc turmerfy twelve, but oo the first arrival of 
(he French, (lie Venetians hastily blocked of broke up the deeper 
of (hew* diingrona. You may still, however, descend by & trap- 
door, ami crawl down through lioles, hall-chokeJ by rubbssli, to 
the depth of (wo stories below the first range. If you are in want 
of consolation for the esllnctiotrof patrician power, perhaps yon 
may find it there : scarcely a ray of light glUinners Into the nar- 
row gallery whh-h leads to the cells, and tlie places of oonlioement 
themselves are totally dark. A small bole la ibo wall admitted 
the damp air of the pasMges, and served tor the iotrotiucikin of 
the prisoner's food. A wooden pallet, raised a fo<>t from the ground, 


• TUs passage would, perhaps, he read widKiul emotion. If we 
dkl Do( know that Lord Byron was here describing hb actual 
feellt^s and habits, and that Uilv was an unaflecleil picture of hla 
pmprisiUri and amusements even from chihibood.— when be 
listeaed to the roar, and watched the bursti of the norlliern ocean 
on the tempestuous shorn of Aberdeensliire. It was a fearful and 
violent change at the age of ten years lo be separated from this 
coogenlal solitude,— this Independence so suited to hb liau^ly 
and cootemplaUve spiriL— this rude giandrur of nature,— and 
thrown amoog the nsere worIdIy*mlndeil and sdBsh ferocity, the 
affected polish and repelling ooxcombry, irf a great public school, 
iiuw many thousand limes dhl Ihe moody, sullen, and indignant 
boy wish hitnaelf back to the keen air and bobtrroiu billows that 
br^ lonely upon the simple ami soul-lovlgorallng haunts of hb 
childhood, flow did be prefer some ghost-slorj ; some lak of 
aseoQd-^ghl ; some reUliun of Robin Hood's feats ; some harrow- 
tagoarraUve of buccanaer-riptuiU. to all of Horace, arul Virgil, 
and Homer, that was dinned Into his repulsive S|iiril| To the. 

sbodiof this change is, I SDi^eci, to he traced much uf the ecceu* 
trtdty of Lord Byron’s future life. Thb fourth Cantu b the fruit 
of a mind which had stored itself ivilh great care and lull, and 
bad digested wiUi profound reArettun and intense vigour wliat It 
had learaedi the sentiments are not such as lie un the surface, bot 
oonkl only be awakened by long medllalioci. XVliuevor reads it. 
ami la not impreancO with the many grand virtue) as w$ll as 


gantic poweiT of the mind that wrote It. seems to me lo afford a 
proef ^ith of insenribility of heart, and great stupidity of inlet* 
lect.**r-Sra R. Bavneu.] 

• [It was a thought wrorthy of the great spirit of Byron, after 
rthlhiting tout bis Pilgrim amhJst all (he most striking sceoes of 
earthly grandeur aud earthly decay.— after leaching us. like him. 
to sicken over the mulaldlify. and vanity, and emptlocas of human 
greatness, to conduct hinf and us at la^ to Ihe borders of '* the 
Hreat Deep." H la there tlui we may perceive an image of the 
awful .-lud unchangeable abyss of eleniUy, Into whose binom so 
much lias sunk, and all shall one day sink. —of that eternity wbcrehi 
the setNW and the ooutempt of man, and the mrlanclioly of great, 
and the ftcUlng of litUc minds, shall be at rest for ever. No one, 
but s trge poet of mao and of lulure, would have tlarrd lo frame 
such a trnnlnallon for such a Pilgrimage. The Image of the wsu* 
derer may well be associated, Cor a time, with the rodt of Caipe, 
Ihe shattered temples of Allirns. or ll»e gigantic fragments of 
Bo«uc ; but when we w Idi to think of tills dark persouificiUon aa 
of a thing which b, where can we so writ imagine hiui to have 
his daily haunt as by tbr roaring of the waves? U was Umv tliat 
Humev represented Achilles iBlIiiaiomeD's of miguvrrnabie and 
Incunsolsble lost fer Patrodus. H was thus be chose U) dejilet the 
pstcmal despair of Chria^us— • \ 

* B| s’" soeswy B«v« AstWoco * 

— Ptorasoa WiLso^v ] 
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wa>the only ruraitare. Tbo cooduc(pnieiryo«i ttut t Ilgbt 
not allowed. Iliflcdia aA'UttwtJlTepaces in ki^th, two and a 
hair in width, and They are diitctty beneath 

one aoolher, aiu^FeapfraUan fa Moewtiat difEcnlt in the lower 
lioles. Only ood priaaodr laii^iound when the reftuhilcaoa 
deactn< W telo tbeie hideooa reccaaevanAbeli said to have been 
oonGned aiiteen years. hunates of the dangeona beneath 

had IrA traea of tib|j^Kpea1ance. «r«f detpair, which arc 
■tUi vbibi«.*'aad id^rltcrtiafw, owe aomeltatas to recent inge- 
nnity. Some of the defafiMd app^r to have uHeaded against, 
and others to hare beiodgpd to. ilio>aacred body, wt only froin 
Uieir tignatorei, bat the dwrehea and faeHHeo wtdefa they' 
have acaatebed upon (he walla. Hm reader nay not ol4ect to ace 
a ipedmen of (be records prompted hy fo terrihe a aolityde. Aa 
nearly as they could be copied by more than one pencil, three of 
them are ap followa i-> 






ROS Tl VfSAR AR AIXORO m*4 S TACI'^ 

•e rroiK Tsof »i ipiori imims e laIks 
It- rCATtlT] rUTlITI RtUA (.IOTA 
MA ati 01 vAus tro tA Ti»k rtovA 

(GOT, AOI 3. SINARO. ru 
arrcRTR r' la ^cstisvma o' aver 
DATO »A SAVIAR A OR KORTO 
IlCOMB. ORITTI. tCEIHE. 

a. rv riSLAR roLRo vl 

kCSARt rilORTO el 

rv Ft>)tAR AL riRt era dare la tita 

A SOI AlTRl ■rsCRlRt 

'■ t»5. 

mn inRs oAFTifTA Ao 
ECCI.MUV COETELLARir*. 

3. 01 cat at rioa esARiiAat oio 

DR cai NOR VI rioo HI OCARDEIO ID 
A TA R A BA 
V . LA R . G ■ tt . R . 

Tbe copyist has followeil . not rorrcclrd. ibe aolecisnu ; some of 
wMrh are. however, not quite so decided, oitio* Uk letters werc 
evldroily scratched in the dark. It only need be observed, that 
ifsffmmfa and m^n^iur may be read in rtic first liucripUori. 
which waa probably written by a prisoner confini-d for some act 
ot impiety coiuniitted at a fiiurral ; that rorif/Zarius is the naiur 
uf a pf fish on terra firma, near llie sea ; ami Uiat the last uiitiab 
evidently are put for /'ica la umla chiesa Kalloliea Romana. 


SONGS OF Tnc GONOOUEBS. 

** IB Veoli'e Tasso's eeltoes are no mors.*' 

Stmzm III. Unt t. 

The well known song of the goodolicra, ol alternate stanzas 
from Tasso's Jemsalrm. has died with (he IndopeudencL of.Ve* 
nice. EdUions of the poem, with the original in one column, anil | 
the Venetian variaticnR ott the other, as sung by tbe boatincii, 
were once common, and arc still to be found. Tbe following cx> 
tract will serve to show the difference between the Tuscan epic 
and Ibe '* Canto alia Barcarinla." 


OllGIRAL, 

rsfilo I' armt ptelosR, s 'I capllano 
Cbe 1 gran Sepokrv llbirrC dl Crtsto. 

Hollo egli oprA cot wboo, • con Is OMM. 

Hollo sotTri net giorhwo acqul»l«i 
E in T«n r iBrcmo s iul s' u[>poie. e to viDo 
r sru6 <]' isis, e dl Mbtii II popol mlslo, 
r.tw II Clel III dtS fsrore, e soiio s I null 
SegDi rldtuM I Buol rompagal smBtl. 

TrBrrlA.B. 

L' orme plelosc dc molar gbo voela, 

E de Conrede la Imoonsl brsiira, 

Cba at Do T hs Ubera co struola, a dogta 
Dot oostro bRoa G«rt It Sepolinrs ; 

Da fiMRo iBOBdo omto, e de qoel Bogta 
Mtssler riutoo noo I' ba l>u mat psora : 

Dto I' ha agtolR. m I compagat spsrpagul 
Tuttl 'I gta' ( ha mewl lOAlcme I dl dal Dal. 

Some of the elder gondoliers will, however, take op and eontlniie 
a slanu of their once (kmlUa ibard. | 


I OiMbeTih of la^ Januafyt iotbor of chUde Btnid, and 
I another Englithinan, the writer of this nottoe. roared to UM Udo 
• wiih two lingers, one of whoenwaa a cai^ler. apd Ow oAer a 
gondolier. The former pfaieed himself at the prow, the btttek>at 
ilte stem of the boat. A little after ieavtog the quay of the Pfju> 
zcita, (bey began to aing, pod coalinued their exercise until we 
arrive^t Ihe island. They ^ve u% iimoogsf other qeayi^tbe 
dt^ih 01 cloriada, and (be palace. of Armida; and did 
' (be Veoetian, but tbe Tuscaa verses. The carpenter, hdwew. 
who waa the cleverer of the two, and was frequently ohHged to 
prompt hie CMepapiuOv.toid es Ihat he could tratuiaU the. ori- 
ginal. Ha|i|dfed4 that^giiiMaingalino^t.lhree hundred etaa- 
zos, but hoTOt fpiriis wos.the word be used} to team 

any more, or (n sing wb^ne atready knew i. a nun fl&ast have 
idle time on bis himfjijjg acquire, or to repeats anil. Said tbe poor 
fellow, '‘luokalniy alBiws and at met I «e sltrving.** This 
s]>eech waa Aiore affecting than his pe/formaoc thjftte h .Mbit 
alone can make sttrScllve. Ihe recUailu was ABtClftoaudng. 
and monotqnoos; and (he gondolier behind assisted^ votee by 
I bolding his band to one Ride of tds' mouth. . The canteQter||||l a 
quiet action, which he evidently endeavoured to restrain: boVftm 
' too much interestc«l.iQ his subject altogether to repress. FTOcu 
these men we learnt (hat singtngii not confined to the gondbllera, 
atnl ibst, altliougli (be chant Is seldom, if ever, voluntary,, there 
are siill several amoogai the lower classes who are acquainted 
with a few sianzai. 

It docs not appear (hat it is usual for (he performers to row 
■iimI »log at Uie same time. Although (he verkes of the Jcn^salcm 
are no longer casiially heard, there is yet much music u|>on the 
l I'nclian caiiala; and, ll|•on holydays. tlKMcslrangmwIv) are not 
near or informed enough to distinguish the words, may fancy (hat 
ni^tiy of the gondolas still resound with Ihc strsiai of Tasso. The 
writer of some remarks >Ahidi appeared in the Ciiriusilics of 
Uteraturo*' iimsi excuse his being twice quoted; for. with Ihe ex* 
repiioa of some plirases a liUlc tot) ambitious and extravagant, he 
hjs furnished a very exact, as well aa agreeable, dcKription 

" hi Venice the gondoliers know by heart long pxMages from 
Ariosto and Tasso, and often chant (Ikuii with a |icculiar me- 
lody. Blit diis latent seems at present un (he dediuc at least, 
after UkJog some pains, I could find no more than (wo persons 
who delivered to QIC in Ibis way a passage fr<m) Tasso, i must 
add, lliat (he late Mr. Birrry once chanted to me a postage in Tasso 
ill ihe manner, as he assured me, of (he goudoUen. 

“There arc always two concerned, who alternately sing the 
strophes. tVe know the melody cvcnluaily by itousseau, to whose 
»ong3 it is printed ; it has properly no melodious movement, and 
id a sort of medium between the cauio fermu and the canto figo- 
rato: Iiappruadiea tu the former byrecltativlcaidcciamatloo.aod 
to tlic latter by passages .md course, by which one syllable is 
detained and embellished. 

** I enlrred a gondola hy moonlight ; one singer place«J himself 
forwards and Use other aft, and thus proceeded to SL Georgto. 
One began the aoogi when he had ended hU strophe, thb other 
took up Ihe lay, and so conliimed ilie song allcmstcly. Tbroogh* 
out Ihe whole of tbe same notes Invariably relumed, but. ao> 
cording to titc subject mailer of tbe strophe, they laid a greater or 
1 smaller strews somelinirs on one. aisd aomeilmes on anoUicr 
note, and Indeed changed the eounciaiioo of the whole strophe 
as the object of the |iocm altered. 

“On the whole, however, the sounds were hoarse and scream- 
ing I they seemnt. In Ihe manner of all rude uncivflUed men. to 
make the excellency of their singing in the force of their voice : 
one seemed desirous of conquerlog the other by Ihe strenglb of 
his lungs : and so br from receiving delight from this scene (shut 
up as I was in the box of the gondola), 1 found myself in a very 
unpleasant situation. 

'• My rompanlon. lowlwra I cotni»miealed this drcnmstence, 
being very derirous to keep up (be credit of his countrymen, as- 
sured me that lUis siuging w»s very delightful wbiu heard at a di< 
stance. Accordingly we got out upon Ibc shore, leaving one of 
(be singers in (he gondola, while the udicr went to (he distance of 
some hundred pacc«,r They now began to sing against one an- 
other, and I kept walking up and dow n between them bolb, so as 
always to leave him who was lo begin his part. I frequently stood 
still and bearkeoed-to the one and to the other. 

“Here tbe scene was properly introduced. The strong deefa- 
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oMTory, aai), u ii were, slirickiuc touod. met Ihe ear from (ar' 
awl called (urUi the adcnlion ; the qalcUf facoeedioff IruMiUoo*. 
which necCMarily required Id be miqr In a lower lone, teeuied 
l&e plaintiTe ftraioa tucceediog the Tocireratiooi of emotJoa or 
u( p^. The oiher, who hateoed aUenlkrely. iroinediaiely began 
where Ihe (Qrmer left olT, anfwmng liiui In milder or more rebe- 
aK}^ ootea, according u tfie purport of Ihe alitqihe requinxl. 
ThMleepy canals, Uie lofty bodfUngt. the iplemloiir of llte rrwoo. 
the deep ahadmrio/thelow gondolas that inovTU like a{iiriU hither 
and thilherriocreaaed Ibe striking pecnliarily of U»e soane; and, 
. amidst all Ihrae clrcomatanoes, it waa easy |o conical the diarac- 
ter of this wonderful bannouy. 

** It suits perfectly well with an blto^ aoliiary mariner, lying a| 
length In bis veiKi at rest on one of Unsm canaU, waiting fur Ms 
qooipany. or for a fare, Ibe lirvsomcoMi of which situation U 
somewhat alletialed by the aongi and porftcol stories he has in 
inemurr. lie often raises his roice as loud «s he can, which 
esteodsUmff to a raat dislaoce orer the iraui|uil uirrur. and ai 
aH la ftill aroQod, ha^ as it were, in a solitude in the mklst of a 
lartnanl popolous town. Here is no rattling of Carriages, no 
noise of foot pmaengers: a slirm gondola' glides now and then 
by him, of which the qilashiogs of llic oars are scarcely Ui be 
beanJ. 

** At a dMance be hears anoUier. perhaps utterly unknown to 
him. ICdedy arid verse Immediately attach the two strangers; 
he becumes the raipouire echo to the former, and exer|s himself 
to be heard as be had heard the other. By a tacit convention 
they alternate verse for verse; tlM»ugh Ihe song thould last the 
wb^ night through, they CDlertam themsolves wlibont fatigue t 
the bearers, who are pawing between t)»e twu, lake part in Uic 
konsement. 

**TbU vocal performance sounds best el a great distance, and 
h tbeo loexpresribly charming, as It only fulfils lU dedgn in the 
sentiment qf retnoteoM. 'll is plaintive, bul not,dlimal in its 
sotthd, and at limes It is scarcely possible to refrain from (esni. 
My comtoniuo, wbo otherwise was not a very delicately organised 
penoo. said quite oiirxpecledly t *c slogolare comb quel Canto 
ItUeorrisce, e moito phi qiundo to cantaao meglio.* 

**l was told that Uie women of Libo. the lung row of islands that 
divides the Adrbllc from the t.agoons,' particularly the women of 
the cilrrmo ditlricta of Malamocco and Palestrina, sing in like 
manner Ihe works of Tawo to these and tirnllar tum^s. 

^They have* (he custom, when llteir brnhamls atr flsliing out at 
sea. to att along the aliere in the erenings and vociferate these 
anogs, and continue to do ao witfi great vioteoce, till each of ihem 
can diatingiiUh Iherespoaseaofberown bosbaod at a dlstancc.’ s 

The love of music and of poetry distinguUhes all dassra of Ve> 
netiam. even amongst the luneful suns of Italy. The city Itself 
can occadooally furnish respectable auiUeoces for two ood everf 
three opera-bouaea at a time ; and there arc few events in private 
life that do not call forth a printed and circulalrd sonnet. Does 
afriiysician ora lawyer take his degree, or a clergyman preach 
hh maiden sermon, has a surgeon perfurmed an epcraltim, would 
a harlequin announce his departure.or his beoeflt, are you to be 
eoQgratolateil on a marriage, or a birth, or a lawsuit, the Muses 
arvlovoked to furotsb tim same number of syllables, aud the In- 
dividual triumphs blase abroad In virgin while or party-coloured 
ptaeards on half the comers of the capiul. Hie Iasi enrtsy of a 
favourite ** prima dooua ” brings dowu a shower of these poetical 
trthoies from tboee upper regions, from which, In our 'ihealros, 
nothing but cupids af^ snow -storms afo accustomed to descend. 
There is a poetry in Ike very life Of a Venetian, which, In Itsoim- 
course, ii vaned with timae surprises and changes so recom- 
UNbdabie in ftctloo, but so different from the sober monotony of 
nortbem eaiaCeocc ; a m us e oieois are raised Auto dutlct. duties are 
■oftaned into amuaernenu, and every otdect beiM coa<udere4aa 
(qoallf making a part uf Itie burincM of life, is announced and 
I*rtwmed with the aims carneA-iadtnereDCe and gay suidnHy. 
The Venetian guelie oonstaully closes Its columns with the fol- 
frfple adrertbemenl i— 


KipottiloQ #r lbs nwi Hal) Sacrsmeul lo lbs cbuvcb ol Si.- 




It. Benedici, a romedr ofcbancWri. 
at. Lube, rvpoM. . 
iVben it Is recollecled wlut tlic Catholics believe llielr conso- 
rrated wafer to be, we may perhaps tbink It worlliy uf a more rt- 
qieelable niche thin between poetry and Urn plaj liouse. 


111. 

THE LI0.1 A.Vp UOLVES Of ST. M&BE’S 
*' M. Mark )sl hts bU lion wbera bs Uowd, 
fU0(t,’'r- 

' ** ‘ aisBM ti. lisss. 

The Lion has lost nothing by his loomry to the Invalides but 
the gospel which supported the paw. that h now on a level with 
the other foot. The Hones alao are returned to the Ul-cboseo 
*pot whence they set uut. and are. as before, lialf hidden under 
the porch window of EL Mark's church, Thdr Iiiilory. after a 
diqieraie struggle, lias been BaUsfacloriJy explored. The deci- 
sions and doubts ot Erixro and Zancitl, and lastly, of Uie Count 
heopoid Cicognan, would bare given Ihem a Buioaa ejUractioo, 
and a pedigree out more aucient than Ihe reign of Smo. But 
M. de Scblegci stepped in lo teach ibe vriietUns ibe value of Uieir 
own treasures, anil a Creek xi^cated. at Imt and for dver, Uie 
liretcnsfooof hhcuantrymeu^irUiis uoble pruductioa.s U. Mas- 
luxidi has not been left wriUHiukp reply ; but, as ycl, he has re~ v 
ceived no answer, ft ahouid seem that the bones are irrevocably' 
(JMan. and wcTc transferred to Coaslanliniqilc by Tbsudosjus. 
Lapidary wriilog is a (avuurtle pUy oi llio Italians, and has cock 
ferred reputation on more than one df tlirir literary Characters 
One of the best specimens of Bodoni's tj|>ograpby la a respeculdo 
volume of imcri|itiona, all wrilten by lUs Irii^ Pacciaudi. Se- 
veral were prcpaml for Ihe recovered liorscs. it Is to be bo|ied 
Ibe best was not selected, wlien the fotiowiug words ranged 
in gold ielCen abif^cthe cktbcdral |K>rdh i— 

essTsod ^tvEohex - sMSi * s >viasTit ‘ sTtssTw ' carts ' 
a» ' star ' » ’ dss * a - a * s ' Muiiv ' rusna ' ew« ' sostilu * 
ctrisitas ' ■MniiC'asncuasT - vsaac-ri«r*rac*s'Mki ' 

•atj; . TsoraacH ' a ‘ asceexv ' vtctwa 'axstiiT. 

.Nuihing dull bo sauJ uf Ibe LaUu, but itJiuy be peroiilled to 
observe. Ibat the iiyualice uf Ihe Veuctiaos iu Uanqiorting the 
horses from CoosUuliuupIc was at least equal to Ilut of Uu.* PrcucU 
iu carrying them to Paris, aial Uut It wuuhl base boio more pru> 
iicnl tohave avoided ali ailmlons to dUtcr rubbery. Ao apuslulic 
prince should, perhaps, iuve objected to afflilog uvit Ihe piinci|ui 
entrance uf a metropubtan church an inscrtinfoo baring a refe- 
reuce lo any other triumphs than iboic uf relighm. >oUiing Jess 
ihau the pai^caUun uf itie world can excuse such a solecism. 


IV. 

scBniuios or BtaaAiosu to rofE auxA^ioea fit. 

*‘T1w Saablae sssB. sad sow lbs AsUrtas vatfas— ^ 

An Emparor tremplas m bara sn IJBpsror baatl.'* . 

I.imn I aadX. 


After many vaia efforts on (he part of the Italians enUrtly (o 
throw off the yoke of Frederic Barbarosu.aod as truUlcssatlempta 
uf the Emperor to make himself absolute master Uirooghoal Ihe 
whole of his Cisalpine dumiolons, the bloody Arugglcv of foor and 
twenly years were happily brought loa close In the diy of Venice. 
Tbe articles of a treaty bad been prerhtusiy agreed upon betwei'ii 
Pope Alexander 111. and Barbaruasa; and ^e funner luviog re* 
edved a safr-comluct. had already arrived at Venice from Fer- 
rara, in company with the smhBMadors of the king of Sicily and 
the cunsulsof Ihe Lombard league. There suil reraainctl, how- 
ever. many points to adjust, and for several days the |Kuc« was 
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, *rilar maadl iids. wbkb la m 4 a tsag raw ul Mmda, bat s hwe 1 * Sn I quUro cavsiit dblla 

>*M:niHH,tbaabm I dm MawotMl Csrtirsw. rs4M, 

Cartwftfca sf Ulatwora, vci. U. p. tskadlt, m> ; mti *>fa«*s mt. to j 
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41 a. Mane lo VcosMs. ■ U(lwa4t A^ 
par Miool a caapsfal, UUi. 
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BraON'S WORKS. 


bcMCTCtl to bo imprtcUcabIr. Al IhU junolure it wu cocMfnlr 
it|M)rtfrl (fut ifae Emperor had trrired at Ckloxa, a town fifteen 
mllM from the capital- The \metiausroi)elumul(uoii<ily. and in* 
aiaied upon imtnedUiely condoctlnj; him to the cUy. The Lom> 
banJa the alarm, aocl departed toward* Tretiao. The t*opc 
liinuetf-was apprebeiulvc of »onie diaaticr If Frederic tboukl »ud* 
dealf adraace upon him. bat eiaa re asm red bjr the prudence and 
addrcMof SebastUa Zlani. tiie Dot^. Several efflbaaate* pasted 
between Chioza and the capital, until, at last, the Emperor, re* 
Iaxin< somewhat of hH prelertfioui, '* laid aside hU Icooinc fero- 
city, and put on Uie mildness of ibe lamb." • 

On Saturday the SSd of July, In ibe year 1177. six VeDcUan gal- 
leys transferred Prcdetlc. In great pomp* from dik»a to the Iv- 
land of Udo. a mile from Venice. Early tbo next momlna Ute 
Pope, acootn[>anied by Ihe Sicilian amL-attadort. and by ibe en- 
Toyf «r4-t>mbardy. wIh^ he bad recalled Xrom the main laud, 
tugeiher with a great coonurse uf peo(>le, ret>alred rnmi the (>a- 
trUrcfaal palace to si. Marfc't chur^. and aolemnly abaohred Ihe 
Itipernr and bis partisans from the rxcommonicalion pruoounerd 
agWul bim. The Chancellur uf the Empire, on Uie pari of hU 
muter, rcnoonced the anti«|Mipi’« and their scbbmatk adherenL* 
Immediately the Doge, with a great mile both of the cletyry and 
laity, got on board the galleys, ami wailing on Frederic, rowe^ 
bim in mi^y slate from ibe Udo to the oapHal. The Emperor 
descended from the galley at the guay of lt»e Plaxsctta. The 
Dngp, the patriarch, bis Uishopt and ckrgy, and the people of Ve- 
nice with (hrir otomts and Ihrir standanb, marched in, solemn 
procession before hhn to the chuaq|i of Si. Marti. Alexander was 
seated licfore the reslibnle of Ihe'hadllca. attended by hU bl«hu|n 
ami cardinals, hy Ibo patriar^ tf AquUrJa, by llie arcfabUho|>s 
ami bishops of Lombardy, all of litem in stale, and clothed in 
Ibelr church robes. Frederic approachwl— “ ntnred by the Holy 
Sfltrii. vrnerating the Almiglity in the person of Alexander, lay- 
1^ aside his la|trri.il dignity, and throwing offhia mantle, he 
prostrated hlmscif al full length at Ihe feet of Ibe Pope- Alexan- 
der. with tears io his eyes, raised him ben^gnaotly from Ihs 
ground, kimed bim. bieysed him ; and iminctiihldy the Germam 
of Ibe train sang, with a ion-l \olee, MVe pr.DlB^hee. O Lord.* 
The Emperor tlicB, taking the Pope by 'the rtgbt liaml, led him to 
the dtui^. and having received tUs bcnrdfeUonT retnmeil to the 
ducal palace." • The ceremony of homdialion w as repeaial tlie 
o«ul day. The Pope himself, al the rrrfuest of Frederic, said mass 
at SI. Mark’s. The E6i|>eror again laid aside his imperial matMie, 
and taking a wand In his hand, officiated as eerprr, driving the 
laity from the choir, ami preceding the pontiff to the altar- 
Alexander, alter rtci'log the giwpri. preached to Ihc people. The 
Emperor put biusclf close to the (Htljilt In the aiiitmle of listen- 
ing; and thepontilT, touched hy this mirkofhisatteuilun (for he 
kisew that Frederic did not understand a word be saitf), oom- 
tnoAded the patriarch of Aqallcja to translate Ibe Latin diaeonrse 
into the Gennan lungnc. Tint creed was then chanted. Fre- 
deric made hU oblation, and kIsMXl the Ih^'s fret, and, mass 
being ever, led him by the land to hU while horse. He held Ihe 
•Urnip. and vrunid have led tlie horse’s rrin to Ibr water ride, hid 
nut tbe l*ope accepted of the incllualimi fur the performance, and 
tffeothMutdy dismissed him with his bcne<lirrio«. Such Is tlie 
substance of the aeeoiinl left by tlie arrliUsbo|> uf Saicruo, wiiu 
wu present at the ceremony. at>d whose story is cs^tnnl by 
every subsnpitnt uarratkm. It wonki be not Witrth 'w%lauic a 
ncotd, were It not the Irimtipli uf liberty as well as ofsopersU- 
Uoa. TtiesUtesuf l-ombarilyowcdloillbecuoQrmaUnnof their 
privileges ; and Alcxandir bad reason to thank tlie Almighiy, who 


• “Qtfbos aadllSs, treperalar, opsrtak m. iisl rerds prlariioa Hail 
vnll el qosndo valt nainllHar lorllMi, IcmIds fhrltaie Sepistti. etlOMn 
in ts snemdlaeai l•dnll.*'-ftM»MMI SslerQlUol Cbrenken. apaS srrtpi. 
Mr iul. I«a. ril. p. 23$. 

t IbM. P-2U. 

) Sea IM abo«e<llad Mmiuld of lolsrao. la a srceod sermen whkti 
atmadcr praacMd, on the lr«t <tty aT AmgmU, before ibe Rmprrer. be 
«em|iered rraSsrlc la Ibe prodlgaJ saw, m$ h'-imall to U|e lerti*lag la- 
Uier. 

4 Mr. CIbban has amUlnl ibe hnporlaftt «, and Ms wriUeo Ransnl 
InMead or EanuDhr. DecliM and Fall. rbap. 1x1. Mia 9. But the UUe ar- 
iinlred bf Daodala runs thus la Ihe rbronlHe af bit lumrsate. ibe Ooge 
Aodren Daodoto:— Ducill mule addliJli, ‘(;iiaricparifir«idlaild« lotlut 


had enabled an Infirm, unarmed (rid man to sobdoe a tenibte and 
potent soTCFeign. i 


BRXtT Dt.VDOlO. 

** Ok, far ooe haor af band aid Dtodalo 1 • 

Tbe actafeatrlaii eWef, kiSiBilBai'e ceaeaerlof fee.' f 
Sfamu iR. fieri t sndt. 

Tlie reader will reeolleet the exclamation of tbe highTanirr, 
oh for on* hour of Dundeof Henry Daodoto, when eleeltd , 
Doge, in tIM, was righ^-Are years of age. When he com-* 
momlcd tbe Veneliaos at the taking of ConsUnttootiic. be was 
cousAiarotiy Dlnrty-sevcn years old. At IhU age he annexed the 
fuurUi and a. half of tbo wbote empire of Romania, 4 for so Ibe 
Roman mipire wu then called, lo lbs title and lo tlie icTrilories 
of the Venetian Dpge. The three rirfiihs of IhU rmpirt were pre- 
served la the diplomas uhtU. Ibe dukedom uf GlonBni IKriAao. 
who mode oac of Ibr above designation in i^p y<ur ISS7. a 

Dandulo led the attack on ^mtaniinopie In personi (wrogMpa, 
the Paradise' and tbe Pilgrim, were tied togrihrr, and a draw- 
bridge or ladder let down from ihdr higher yatds to the waDs.r 
The Dope wai one of the first to ni»h into the city. The® was 
completed, safd tlwt Venetians, tbe prophecy of tbe Esythrcao 
syMii— **A gathering together of tbe puweribi thoU be mads 
amidst tbe wafts of tlie Adriatic, tmdrr a blind leader i (Itcy shall 
beset the goat— they shall pmUne Eyaaoluun^hcy shall blacken 
her buiidJnga^her spcrils shall be diqMlrsed ; a new goat shall 
Meat until they have measured out and mn over fifty-four feet, 
nine Inches, and a half.** b 

Uaoilolo dkil on the find day of June, 130$, having reigned 
Uilrtecu years, six tnoolbo, and five days, and was buriod In the 
church uf St. SopbU. it Conctanllnopic. Strangely enough it 
must sonnd. Jhat the name of the rebel apolhe(»ry who received 
the Doge's sword, and annihilated the ancient govcnunoil lo 
I7M-7, waa Dandulo. 


U. 

THE WAt OP CDlOZi. 

** Bolts oot OarisVineflacotoiMloiM? 

ArviMfBOilirMMr* 

A«*sa stIL fmvsaooaa. 

After the kws of the battle of PoU. and tbe uklog of Ghioxa <■ 
tbe t6ih of Aognsf. IS79. by tbe nnlied arraament of tbe Gcnool 
j and PranctKcu da Carrara, stgoor of Padua, the Aenellatis were 
{ redneed to the utmost despair. An embosy was scot to the ceo- 
(jurrurs with a blank sheet of pa}>er, praying them lu preserfhe 
'what terms they pleased, and Imve to Venice only ber indepeo- 
dcnce. The Prince of Podiu was IncUnrd lo Uslco (o time propo- 
soil, but Uie Genocae. who, after Ihe victory at Pula, had shooted. 

To Vealo*. to Venice, and long live st George 1 '* determined lo 
antuhllsle their rival ; and Peter Daria, ifaelr cumtnaDder-iii-cblBf, 
relumed this answer lo Ihe luiqiliiBU : '* On fiud’s frith, gratis 
men of Venice, ye shall have no peace from die Htgoocuf PadM. 
nor fnim onr comrotine of Gonos, until we have first put a rein 
U|K>n those iinbridlid horses of yours, that are upon the porch of 
your craugrIUt SU Mark. When wo have bridled Uiem, we sbatl 
keep yon i|u(et. Aodrihig is tbe pieweure of us and of our com- 
mune. As for these my broibcrt of Genua, lhat yon have brought 
with you to give up tuns,! will ool bav® them: take them book; 
fur. in a few days hence, I shall come and let Ibem ont of prUen 


loverii komsnl*.'" Aad. Dsod. Ctiraolroa.cap. IN. pan sxxvll. tp. SevtpL 
Ror. list. umd. tIL psgt ail. AaS ik« Rwunl* Is rikwrted in ttw Mkse* 
fotnt sru »r IM Daf«i. Iirind. tbs mnlncoiri powanians •( tto Cmte 
rmpiro lo Conifie wars ikoo |pia<IBll| knows By tM n«w« of Rsiwsriii 
sod iMl sppriltiloa Is util sr«a Is (M owp* otTorkry osappliwl W Tkram 

sswtlM(«atliioailooriDsod«l»'tCbroalrle,lbU.paf«4M. HrCIkkrii 
appMrs o«( le tnriwM DoIRao. tMtowlag MROdo, wfe« Mys. “ It goal iMsU 
St o«4i R« at Doga ClovaanI MUbo. ' Ose VUt M’ natkl di V i o iSU . te- 
teilpt. Mcr, lUI. l«Ku. iiU. .tM. (Hi. 

a '■ Piet poteolimn In aijuls AdrlalktscOBgregatto. oMoproriare, RtmxD 
aisblge"*- B)uoilum protanabant, wdlOcia ilentgrabont, spoils dtspvr- 
gsniur, miYui Dovos balahll osqoe dam itv pedes el is peUUes at Mmt* 
prwiMiiiunil dlsrofraiil."- CbmotriM. IWd. pars ssil*. 


OlllLOE HAUULffS PILGUIMAOE. 
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mjveir, both ibet« and «n theolhcn."' Intict. llie GenoftetBd 
•draoce m far u MiUmocco, wilhio fire roiln^of ,lhe ctpiUl ; ImA 
their own dauger apd the pride of Ibrir eti4i|ili gave courage lu 
the Veoetiaiw» who made prodigioiis effurb, dd many indlTidual 
aacrlfito. all of them carefully recorded by fhelr blalorian*. 
Vellor i'banJ wai pul at lh« head of tWrfy-fowr galleyi. Tl»e Ge- 
noese broke ap from Ualamocco, attd re tired to Gbioia in October ; 
but they again threatened Venice, which Was reduced to e^tre- 
niUips, At this lime, the tst of Janoary. ISM, arrived Carlo Zeoo, 
«bo had been crui^ig on the Genoese coast with futirteett gal- 
leys. The VearliaM were now strong enougii to besiege the Ce-_ 
Boese. Doria «a< killed on the S9d of January, by a stone bullet 
f 9S pounds weight, discharged from a humlard called t^e Trevb 
aati. Chioxa was then closely invested t BOOO auiHiaries, amongst 
whom werejifapg English coodutUeri. coaimandrd by one Caf^ 
tain Ce«cbe,'^nfd the Veurtlaus. Tlie Ccimese^ in Iheir liirti, 
prayed for condiitoDs. bul none were granted, until, at last, they 
surrendered at dlCcretioi) ; and, on the Slih of Jiior. ISM, the 
l>uge Gootarini made bis triumphal entry into Chloza. Four thou- 
sand prisoners, tdoetnen plleys, many mialler vewets attd barks, 
with all the ammoDiltuii and arms, and outfit ol the etpedilion. 


brtocc. and on this sabject sofpend (or a monent ihglr ^ good 
humour* Venice may be aid. In the words of the Serlphtre, ** to 
die daily ; ** and so general and so apparent is the decUae. as to 
become painful to a stranger, not recoocNed to the li^t of a 
whole naliun eiplrlng as it were before bis eyos. So artlflclai a 
sresUon, having lost lltal principle which called It Into life and 
supported lU exhteoce, must fall lo pieces at once, and sink more 
rapidly than H rose. The abhorrence of slavery which drove .the 
VenAlaris to ihe sea, has. since Iheir disaster, forced them lo the 
land, where Uiey may be at least overlooked amongst the crowd 
of dependants, and not present the bamUiatiog spectacle of a 
whole nation loaded with recent chains. Their liveUoess. their 
affability, and that ha|^y indifferrnce which constitution alone 
cm give (for philosophy asiiirCs to it in vain), bav&ool sunk un- 
der drcumrtanceit but many pecuiiaHtfes Of costume and man- 
Dcr 'tuve by degrees been lost, and the nobies, witfi a pride 
cd^mon lo alt lialiaiu who have been masters, bare not been 
{lersuadcd to parade their IdUsnsRcaiice. That s]druikiur which 
wasa proof and a puriion of their power, they would not degrade 
Inlo the trappings of iheir fub}eclioQ. They retired from the 
•pace which they had occupied lu the eyes of their feiiow-citizens ; 


ranmo Ihe h«i<h <K Uk coKiixnn. »ho. hid II not been for Ihr | comlnnence in nhich nonld hive henn • •rraplom of k- 


inexorable answer of Doria, woold have gladly reduced their do- 
rainioD to the diy of Veutoe. An accouni'of these transactions 
h found in a work Called Uie War of Chlou, written by Dautei 
Chl tu tao. who was In Venice at the time. » 




TC5IICE CXDER THE COVEaVNC'iT OP AC5T1IA. 

** raiQ Mreets. sod fentgo sfpecu, <%cb si nuti 
tssen rwalad ber nboaad wbsl •etbrat*.'' 

SIsAss ST. /iMJ 7 Sad a. 


The population of Venice at (he end of Ihe scveoteenit) century 
mnnunted to zsearly two hundred thousand souls. At die last cen- 
sus, taken two yean ago, it was no mure dtau about one htindred 
end three ibouaod ; and it diminishes dally. The commerce and 
the ofSctal employ tnents, which were to be the unexhaiisied source 
of Venetian grandeur, have both expired. * Must of llte patrician 
mansions ase deserted, and would gradually diapjicar, bad not 
the guvenunent, aiartnod by the demobtiuo of leveDly-two. dur- 
ing (he last two yean, expressly forbidden this w^l resource of 
poverty. kCany reninanU of llie VcaclUn oobllitj^ are now scat- 
tered, and cuntuunded wUli Ihe wealthkr Jews upon the banks of 
the Brenta, iRm>m PaJIadlan palsco have sunk, or are sinking, in 
the general decay. Of the ** geniituomo Venelo.** the name h 
•till known, and that te all. lie is but the shadow of his former 
•dthW hols polite and kind. ll surely may be pardunril to him 
if helgqQenilmu. tT'haiever may have been the vicei of die te- 
puHic. and aUhoogh ibo i^lorai term of its existence may he 
tboii^l by (cjreigncrs lo have arnved in the due course of mar- 
Uiity, only one scnliinent cau te expected from the VeurtUins 
ahemielves. At no lime were Ihe subjects of the republic so ung- 
nlisKMis in tbdr'resotuUoo to rally rouud Uie standard of St Mark, 
ns when it wm &ir the last lime unfurled; and U»e cowardice pod 
the treachery of the few palhdins who recoamatded the fatal 
DeulraH'y were crniBned to the penons of the trailon Ihemselvei. 
The present race caatMl be Uioagbl to regret the loss of their aris- 
locrslical forms, and loo despotic government ; they think only 
on ibciT vanbbed independence. They pine away at the irmem- 


quiesceoee. and an ioMilt to those who sttitrred by the common 
misfortune. Those wlm remained in Ihe tkgrsdcd capital might 
be said rather lo haunt the scenes of tbrlr departed power, than 
to live in (hem. Tfie reQectioo, “who sod what enliirali.'' will 
hardly l>ear a comment from one who is, naliouilly, the friend 
aitd the ally of the cockqueror. It may. however, be allowed to 
ay thus much, that lo those who wish lo recover their indepen- 
dence, any matters must be an object (4 detestation ; anjl it may 
be safely foretold that tbia unprofitable aversion will ndi have 
been cont'cied i>efore Venice shall have sunk into the aUme 
of her choked ca&kls. 


** Ws.‘sHog lbs tree whteb bosrs bli tadi't asms 
w lib bb mslodloas letrs, be gavs bhuMir le (saw.** 

StaaM tu. y«aM a a. 

Thanks to the critical acumen of a Scotchman, we now know 
M liUlc of Laura aq ever. * The discoveries of the Abb6 de Sode, 
hte tnumphs. hU sneerst can no longer instnicl or amitxr. * e 
must not, however, think that these memuln are as much a n> 
mancCasBeliMriusorlhelncas,altht>ugh we areloldsoby Dr. Beat- 
lie, a great name, but a little aiiiharlly. * HU **Ubour" baa 
not been in vain, notwithstanding his *^i<jvf‘* has, like most 
other iNwduDs, made him riOicukRis. 7. The hypothesis whkh 
overpowrredi the struggling Kalians, and carried akwig lea* lote- 
rested crilJes in its current, is run out. We bgve another proof 
that we can be never sure (hat llie paradox, the most shigniar, and 
dierefore haung the nxm agreeable and auihenUcalr, will not 
give place to the re-eslabUsbed ancient prrjudice. ^ 

It seema. (hen. Tint, that Laura wu boro, lived, died, and was 
buried, out in Avignon, but in the country. Tbe fountain of the 
Soiga, (be thickets of CahriCres, may resume their preiemioos. 
and Ihe exploded de ta M$tU again be beard with eomplaoency. 
The hypothesU of the AbM had no stronger propi than Ihe parch- 
incotsooncl and medal found on ibe skeleton uf Uie wife of Hugo 
de Side, and the manuscript note to Hie Virgil of Fclrmh, now 
in the Ambrosian library. If Ibese proofs Were both incoutesUMe, 


I ** Alts lb dl Dto, ttCDsrl Tcosslaal. aoo bavwMs mal psM dal lifasrs 
dl Ndssa. •* dri MMro coaiattac dl OcDers. at prlaUrsinmila md osI- 
itsM Is brlfUf # gsrlU Toslrl ca«aUI sCrdsU, cbt tape m ta rpts dri «e*(r» 
IwnfUbta ik Marr*. losbrsMii chs fH bsireoM, il ISrcaso Hart Id bews 
pscD. B qussSa * la IniroaMM ussSrs, • d*l uotre (Mbioitas. QmsU ml«l 
frswnt 6DM«eMcb* bsssla Bwnalleon •#! par doowrl. boo 11 vagllo; rlBM- 
■asgntadMrs, parrbStoUrtcikdvdaqal ■ pocbliieralWBJrtitarlacDMtr 
dstt* vsMrt prSfload. s lorot gll sllrl.** 

* ** CbrsDhw dsUs Cwsrra di CbloBD,** etc. Script llsr. Ilallc. lena. it. 
pp. atlsIM. 

1 ** .TDDwunsrum S wnMlIiatt InmnsMi swsi spas, edc* ai vli ■nfowrl 
linsrtnt : M quod Iribus k rriMS srUar, psninteahi, comnsrcls, sIqM Its 
■ k twpvk. pcrclplini, qtM baas s6 csosun' dlvlar- 


os for* iTsdllur** See De rriDctpsUbm lulbp. TrscuiOB edit 1631. 

^ les so OlstflrirtI asd Critical Ewtr *a lbs Ufa asd Cbararifr s( rw- 
lr«rcb;acid a Dlwtrialtoo oa •« UMorkal U)pe(b«sUaf iba Abbe dt Sada t 
tbs dm sppssnd abMt ibs ysar 4T S; ibe oibar Is IbwtM In iba foarth 
velnnM nf iba Tranascllsus sT Iba loyal SerlalT ri Edltthargb. a«d botb 
bars bean tocorporaiad liUa • wort, pabikbad, ander (be Brsl inia, by 
fesllaaljaa. la ISM. 

* ifeafwraf pour la ria da retraniaa. 

* LIM of •aallte. by sSr W. rorbsa, v»l. IL ^ ltd, 

7 Mr. etbbon calM dk Muushdl'd Ubear at lore ** | ssa Dsrilar sad rail, 
ebap. Iis. Data l.L and fatkmed bto wHb randdrsrs swd driigbl. Tbs 
tampilTr afa vary Twhunhioas wvrt ma«i lake noeb crilldiai upoo tnM. 
Hr, cibboebasdaaa se.lbMsh e«l aarastlllyM sooMatber lutbarx. 


J 
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lbs podry .was writtcd. the medal eomposed, and deposited 
wtlhln ibe space of Iwdve boors > ^ these dellbeieie dutt^'were 
performed round the carcass of one who died of the plagne, and 
Was hurried to the gnro on the day of her death. Theio'Tlocu* 
menta, Qierelore, are too dedsive ? ibiTy prove not the fact, but the 
furserjr. Bitber Ibe aoBoel Of tbe vlr^iUhn note roust be a (aldfi* 
caUofi. The Abbdcitesbollissloponledably true; tbo consequent 
deduettoD- Is inevitable— they are boib evld^tly false. ' 

' Secoo^lyf Lenra was never nerrkd. and was a haujdity Virgifi 
rather ibaathat (en</er ffitd pivdent wife who honoured Avignon 
hyoMUosItial tdwn the theatre of an Ironest French passion, and 
pbyfsHMt for one and twenty ycaiii Iter UUie macMHery of aller* 
iiate fevdnid rehisalB • upon the lirei poet of the age. it was, 

iiideed. rather too ontalr that a fetuale should be made responsible 
forpldven cMIdren.]^tl^ the fhUli of a iiiiiiMer|>reled abbn;vU- 
Uoo, and the deel4on of a librarian. ) it U. however, satisfsctcry 
lo think that the love of Petrarch was not pUtcroic. The ba(^i- 
neaa which he pra|ed to possess bnnioce and tor » momeol was 
Bor^ not of Ibe ndnd, t and someUilog so very real a* a roarriiige 
prij^l, with one who has been hily called a shadow nymph, may 
be, 'perhaps, detected in a( least six places of his own sonnets, t 
The lore^Peirarcb was neltlier platonic nor poetical : and Ifln 
one paaiage of his works lie calls it '*amore vcementtsslroo rna 
unko ed onesto,'’ be confesses, in a letter to a friend, that it was 
gBilty and perverse, that It absorbed hioj quite, and mastered hb 
bean, c 

In this case, however, ho was perhaps alarmed for tiie cuipabs* 
lity of his wbhes; for tlie Abbd de Sade bJtoseK who ceiiaiuly 
would not have been scrupulously delicate U he conid have proved 
hb de«c^ Irom Petrarch as well at Laora. Is forced into a stout 
d^nce of hb vlrluMia ^randmotlier. As far as relates to Ibe 
iRiet, we have no security for the innocence, expopt perhaps in 
the constancy of his pursuit lie assures us iu hb epistk to |KMle> 
n1j, that, when arrived at tiu forlielh year, he not only had in 
horror, but had lost all recollecUoii and Image of any '‘irregU’' 
larity."? But tbe birth of bis natural daughter cannot be av 
signed earlier itun his thiriy'nlnlh year ; and either the memory 
or the roorailty of the poet mhst have tailed him, when he forgot 
or was guilty of this tUp. * The weakest argument for tbe purity 
of this love has been drawn from the permanence of its dfccls. 
which siirviveiMhe object of bb passion. The reOeclionof it. de 
ta Baade, that Virtne alone b capable of making impreaslons which 
death cannot efface, b one of iboee wideb every body applauds, 
and everybody finds not to lie true, the moment he examines hb 
own breast or tbe records of human feellns.s Such apophthegms 
can do nuUiiog for PeUarcIi or (or the cause of morality, except 
with tbe Ycry^rcak and the very young. U« llut has made even 
a liCUe pmgyM beyond ignorance and pupillage cannot he 
edified with any ihhig bqt Imlb. XVliat b called vindicating tbe 
liunodr of an individual or a DatiuD, bihemost futile, tedious, and 
MAinstmeiive of all wripug; although it will always' meet vyith 
mure applause Uiso that sober crtUcism which u aUribuled to. the 
inadcious desire of rtNlucing a great mau'lo llie common slaudard 
nf hnman^. it b. after all, not unlikely that our hbiurian was 
right In retaining his (avourite hypothetic salvo, wlileh secures tlic 
Mtlmr, although It scarcely saves the bonuurof the atiU iinknown 
uditress of Pe^rch. ■* 


■ ", 

mtatcu. 

** They kssp Sb dust la Ar^as, where he ■UeA'*. ' , 

stsRMOit.'ihiai.' 

Poirardi retired to Arquk Immediately on bis return from the 
uiuiicccssful attempt to visit Urban V. at Rome, in the year IS70, 
and. with (he exreption of hb celebrated visit to Venice la com* 
paii^with Francesco Novelloda Cariara. heap|icacsto have passed 
the four la.d years of hb life between that cbamdng soUtodc and 
Padua. For four months previous lo hb dniU he was in s slate 
uf continual languor, and in (Itc iiiorniog of July the I9lh. In the 
year 1374. was found dead in his library chair with hb bead rest- 
ing upon a book. Tl>c cliair b still sliown amungsl the predous 
reliciof Atquk, which, from the uninterrupted veneration (liat has 
licen attadied to overy tiling rdative lo Uib great man fioro the 
iDomenl »f hb dcaUi to the prcscui Imur, have, it may be hoped, a 
better oliaacc Of aiiUiciiiicUy than' the bhakspdarian mcmorialsol 
Stratford-upon-Avon.. 

Arquk (fur the last syllable is acccnlcd in prooundatfoR, al- 
though itie analogy uf die Eciglbh language has been observed in 
ilte verse) b twelve miles from Padua,, and about lliree miles on 
the right of tbe high road to Rovigo. in thebosomoflhCfiuganeao 
liilb. After a walk of twenty minutes across a fiat we|^*wooded 
meadow, you come to a little bine lake, clear but falbonless. and 
lo the foot of a succession of sccllvities and bills, clothed with 
vioeya^s and orchards, rich wlih fir and pomegranate trees, and 
every sunny fruit shrub. From (be banks of tbe lake the road 
winds into ibeldib. and the church of Arquk is soon sefen between 
a deft where two ridges slope towards cacti other, and nearly en- 
close the village. Tbe bouses are scattered at intervals on Uie 
I steep shies of these snmmib ; and that of tlie |«cl is on thp edge 
' of a little knoll overlooking two dev^enb. and coftuasndlng a 
I view| not uuly of the glowing gardens in the dales immediately 
beneath, but of the wide plains, above whose low woods of mul- 
berry and willow, thickened into a dark mass by festoons of vines, 
tall single eyprcMies, and the spires of towns, are seen In tbe di- 
stance, which stretcbks lo tbe mouths of the Po and tbs aboixa of 
the Adriatic. The climate of these volcanic hills b wanner, and 
the vintage begins a week sooner than in the plains of Paduia. 
Petrarch U laid, 4dr he cannot be said to be buried. In a sarcopha- 
gus o( red marble, raised on four pilasters on an etevaled to-se, 
and |. reserved from an asmciatloii with meaner tombs. It stands 
conspiciiuusiy stone, but will be soon oveiwbadowed by four late^ 
tiUniei! laualw* Petrarch's FouuUln, for here every tiling is Pe- 
trarch’*, spring .nid expands itself benesth an artificial arch, a 
little below ibe church, and abounds (denlifitlly.liAhe driest sea- 
fbo, with thst soft water which was tbe ancient weaUb o( the Kii- 
gaucan Itills. It would be mure attractive, were It not, lu auoie 
scasiint. beset w ith hornets and waiqw. Ko other cuiocidcdcc 
could asMiiiilaie the tombs of Felrardi and ArchUoebuB. The re- 
votuUons of centuries have spared these srqnevivrcd valleys, and 
the only violence which has beep-offered to tba asbes of Petrarch 
was. prunipled, not by bate, but vencraiion. An attempt was 
made to rob the aarcophagiu of its treasure, and one of (he arms 
was stolen by a Flpreniioe ilirougha rent which is still visible. 
Tbe Injnry la not forgotten, but has served to identify the poet 


‘ The Ipnnri hwl tMtorc swakwed ibo uuplctans of tSr. Borsee Walpole, 
$se bit leuer lo Wartoa to 0«3. 

* *' Par cr pelK manfge, ccile silernaltre de taTcars cl de rigueiiri blen 
uiSnegee, uiie letniUB Iruilie rt Mge emiue, peudBUl tlitgl ci un obb; le pliu 
greod po4le tie mb iI^Jo. uibs (Bire Is moliMirv brSebe 4 mo hODoeur.” 
Sieio. pour U tie de Poirarque, rrctacc bus S‘riPC4l». Tbt HoUbii edlior 
of the l.uodon nlltloB of PWriirb. nbo btt iraBUaicd Lard Woodbouwirc. 
rendera the ** rcmaic (eodn rt sage," ‘'nfUiiBUi cltrtla/' mflcKlocLl IdIotdu 
a MeduoDM Uurs«p.ZU. <el. 111. ed. (III. 

> In s dlati^us » lib St. angustla, Peinreb bas dewribed Uon aa baring 
a body fslisartcd nitb rtpealsd pliiSi. Tbe old ediiori read aud prlol«l 
perturMiontHu : but M. Capperonter, lihrarlan to the PrciKh king In 17U, 
wbo adw Ibe MS. In tbe Parts library, made sa ailartslleii Ibst '‘oo lit v< 
ryoondell lire, partabtuniMualuuj.'* be Saitv jolDedlbe nomet o( Heaan. 
lloMlel cad bstM with kl. Capperonicr.ssd la ihe whole dlscutatoo on Ibis 
plMki. allowed Ma*e<( a dowartght lliersiy rogue. See MUeadonl, eic. 
p. SCI. ThotiiM AqvliuB ta called lu lo ssUte wbetber Peirareb's luUlreai 
MSI a ekwie maid or s eoanssni wi;e. 


4 .• rigaaiioa. quanto lodarti del 

Dcir laMflitelua, w mlUe volte 
K' ateaUquel tli' r Ml uaa foirsl." 

Soneilo .Yd. geeado ptenfe s ABneM /' •<(« 
csttceuo. Aim, eic.'psr. I. p.sap, edll. 
Veo. I73«. 

: .See ItAeasloet, ss«. pi. SIM . 

^ ‘-qacUa r«ae perveraa inwkHHcbasolo luUomlocMpsna tBlRgaavs 

iicl ceure." 

7 ‘■AtlaadlKuiei4a’'arcblsviorda. 

* “A quccta cunfaBstiMC coal altwers diede forte occatlooq aua nuevs 
raduia cb' H feoe." Tlraba«.-bl, Slorla. etc- tout. v. Hb. tv. par. H. p. kPS. 

V “ II a'y aqua Is acrtoMule qui Mil GipoMede lalredea lapreaaloiaaqDe 
le mort a'effece poa.” M. de lUnurd. Baroa da Ik llattla. la Ilia JMBolrea 
de i'AcadeiBla dee loicrtpUooa el BaUaa-Ultrw for I7M ted «7Xl. See alee 
IlIRcaalOOl. etc. p. 3S9. 

'• Aad ir Ibe vinae or prudence of Lsors was InasorsMr, be UBjoyed, 
Slid ttilghiboeat»rsajOTlng,ibeByiDpb of poetry .” DactiMaud Pall,ctep. 
lti.p. SO. vet. slkSM. Perhaps tbs if IS hers naam for eitkeuipS. 
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CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 


wiUubecoaiUry wbere he was tom, Uit where be woukl not 
Ur*. A peaaaot bojr o( Arquabelng aAe4wbu Felrarcb was, re* 
plted, ** lha( the people of Ibe par»ooa(te kb^ all about bUu, but 
that be oatjr knew UmI he was a J-'komituie.’* 

Hr. ForsyUi • was ootquitecorrcctiOMjring|ball*elrarcb never 
returned to Tuscany alter be bad unce 4uiUcd it when a buy. It 
apnears be dki pass though Florence on his way Crocu Parma tu 
aoB»e. and on bis return iu Um year ISSO, and remained ibcrelimg 
CDougbtu Conn someaC(|uaintauce with Us most duiingubbedUilia* 
bltaats. A Ptorentiue gentleman, asbaraed uf the aversion u( the 
poet tor bis native eouiiiry. was eager to point out tbb trivial emir 
in oar iceonipiMhed iraveiler, whom he knew and respected lor 
an eatraordiuary capacity, exlemive erudition, and rrlined tasie. 
Joined. to that eugaglog siuipllciiy u( mamiers which has been so 
frequently reougidscd as Uie surest, though it u certainly not an 
indlspsatsable, trait of superior genius. 

Every footstep of Laura’s kiver has been anxiously .traced and 
recorded. The bouse lo which he lodged is showO' iu Vepice. 
The iubabitanls of Arcxcp, iu ociU r to decide ll>e ancient contru- 
Tcrsy between their city ami the neighbouring Anciu, where Pe- 
trarch wav carried when seven muiitlw old. and remained' unill 
bis scr9lb Tear, have designated hy a lung inscription |he S|>ut 
where ibdr great fdlow-dUxeu was bom. A tablet has bcni 
raised to him at Parma, In tiie chapel of bt. Agatha, at tlie calhe> 
draf,* because be was archdeacon of Uutsodeiy. and wav only 
snatched from his intended lepuiture In Ibelr church by » fortign 
death: Another tablet, with a host has been erected tu hun at 
Pavia, on account bf bis laving passed.thc autumn of IS^ in that 
city, vvitb bis aon-in-law Brossanu. The political cooditiotL which 
has tor ages prcchided the lialians frum ibe crllicisui of Ibe living, 
has eoocentrated their auenlkm to the lUuslratkm of Ibe dead. 


“ la tsca of all his fan, the Croscsn <pilr«; 

And Mlesa, wbow rssh easy." etc. 

Stanas until. f/nrs»«sd7. 

Pertiapa the oonplct hi which Boileau depreciates Tasso may 
serve as well m any other ipociiueii to justify ibe opiolou given uf 
the bannooy qf French verso i— 

A Mslherbe. a Eseso, pfHHtt TWophrir, 

SI k dloeasnl d« Taaa 4 l«i«l I or Os Vlrfllt. 

a«(. U. «sn I7A 

The biographer SeraasI, > out of tendemea to the rejiulalioa H- 
Ihcr of the lialUn or the French poet, is eager lo observe that the 
•aQrisI recmird or explained away this neosurr, and subseqoeoily 
allowed the author of the Jerusalem to be a ’^genius, «nblllDe, vast, 
ind happily bom br the higher Digbu of poetry.** To this we 
win add, that the recaiitaiioo b far from saiUtaatbry ^ when we i 


m) 

examine the whole anecdote aa repts'tod by Olivel. 4 Tbe sen. 
leuce prunuuAced against him by Buuhours< b recorded only to 
the oonfasiuo of Ute erlHc, whose peUnodia the Italian makre no 

eftort to discover, and would not. |»erlup«. accept Aslolheqjv 

poMliou which the Jcrasalem rncuumered from the Cniacao aca- 
demy, wIk> degraded Tasso from all compeiltiun with Arkwio, be- 
low bojarilo and Pulci, the dbgrace of such oppmitioa must also 
in some measure be laid lo the charge of Alfemio, and the court 
of Ferrara. For Leonard balvtaii. the principal and nearfy the 
sole origin of liib aUack, was. tbrre can be no doubt, « iuOurnced 
by a hope lo ao|uire Uie favour of the lJutuc of Esie i an oUect 
wliidi be tkougbt attainable by eialt-og the rrpuiaiion ofa native 
poet at the expense ofa rival, then a prisoner of tiau. The 
hfliiei and efforts of SalvUli must serve to show the conlrniporary 
opinion as lo the naiure uf the poet’s ImpriMwimenL'amJ will (ill 
op Ibe measure of our indignation at Uie tyrant jailer, t in facl, 
die antagonist of Tawo wasnotdjsappuinled in tbe rrcepiion given 
to his criliclsmthc was called to ibe court of Frrrare. where 
havlug endeavoured lo heigliteo Ids claims lo favour, by panegy- 
ncs on Uie family of bb sovereign. • be vras in turn abandoned, 
and expired in tieglccled poverty. The eppobUoil of Ihe Crus- 
caiis was brought to a dure in six years after tbe commencement 
of tbe coulroveniy ; awl if the ig|iteroy owed Jia first renown to 
Uavisg almovi opened with sumt^b^ra^x. » it is pnibabte that, 
on Ihe Ollier Jawl, the care of bis reptiialkio allevUled nilbre 
than aggrayaled the impritenmenl of the injured poet. Tbe de- 
fence of his father am) of lilmieir, for both were involved in tbe 
censure of .Salviati. (utmd employment for many of his solitary 
hours, and Uie «apUve could bava been but little embarrassed to 
reply lo accusaUons. where, amongst other deUnqiiencks. he was 
charged with Invidiously oniilLog, In his coiuparisoa between 
France and Italy, to make any mention of the ciipoia of SLidarla 
del Fidre at Florence. •• lire late biograpberof Ariosto seems as 
If wfllliig to yetieW the controversy by dnnbUng the fnleriirelstioo 
of Tasso’s relf^llmatioo "related UsScraasisIifeofUiepoel. Bat 
TIraboschi bad before laid that rivalry at rat, »» by showing, that 
between Ariosto and Taaso it is not a quesUoo of eompariaon, but 
of preference. 


XL 


** Tbe UgbmloK ml fron Artotltf’i bast 
Ttss Iron crowoprirenl s KUatkrd ksvas.** 

^ 5(mm til. Un<* 1 SR42. 

Before the remains of Ariosto were reroovet) from the Benedic- 
tine diurch to the library of Ferrara, his bust, whicb siirmounled 
Uie lomb, was slriiclt by lightning, and a crown of Iron laurels 
mdlrtl away. The event has been recorded by a writer of the 
last century. •» The tratnier of these sacred asbes, on Um 6lh of 
Jone, ISOI. was one of the most Iniillaot spectaeles of the sbort- 


* Isnarks, sic. oa luty. p. M, uois. ad cdU. 

' D. Q. M. 

Prescisro retr«rrt*a 
fsraieo*t scThidUrone. 
rsrsoltbu* prsH-ttrU |M>«re pensltfiio 
ElMres CbrisUsBs terlpisri esinsie 
komsoc l|lto« rsslliauirt 
Atnucw priodpl . . 

airicw eb esrairo bit lo urb« pcractom rtgibos aedto 

a. r. Q. M. touiTS dlMsle. 

Tsoil Tlrt 

l•vonUlaa)uteal• lenlliuD wots 
S(udkMl«linH« 

CsfOM NIreUui Canooicus Cksgoaras 
MsnDorw proilns srs rncUsM.' 

, ibkre roodlio 

Diva Jsousrlo rrstolacorperv 

n.M. r 

Ssnwtani 

are tnfVs Bsrilam rraotiwl npolcbrs 
amnnM btc lo ^ sITerH mandantls 


if raregMcuiolwrvi 

osnt |re I 


Ellers nsnt ire oobli srepll. 


li.sgll. nerfsme, ITM. 

_ .1 fgSjttsgaA not. rerl’AbbS 

. p. IW. reii. A n tadib, lt»)..‘'*lfsis. soreHa. vtoaoik I'latgs 
s foil re MS isJsas. Taotsis nsostr* 4 m H bm sens n'tw pis tsdrers 


ct gul dsDlot ebes htt," p. in. reilwa mM, be bad Ds( cbaotHl blf op 4 - 
aloo. ** 1 ae si si p«u rtMofS. diMl," clr. , p. 111 . 

* U nuDierarebUo patMT renslaauVragairerMprtLssc.dlsl p. I*. 

edit. laaa. rbllembH It roe TSMo. sod Mfi to tbe ooirei, ** de tbuf las breu 
amrtu glia nuile s porifo. It Tsaa ast paot-Slre colol qot p«Dw le piM ne- 
blMiMmi.'' aiii PoobMrs tesoM lo qiMa lo Codasos. wbo drew olib tba 
sbMird nMOpsrfooo : »Pallss wdiHr la Ta«a laol quit voos pUrs.ja are 
UcospoarJnat a Virtue,' etc. JbU.p.nn. 

* la Vlu. ate. lib. III. p. afo tom. u. Tbs F.Bfirei raarermArMasnae. 
malar ibaappmlUao of ibaCrnscaioTbao, lo Dr.llsek, Ute, re cbso 
*vM. fol. It. 

7 Par fonbar. sod. It It bepad. reeWvt proof. IhsI Tame was oHlbrr 
■•r IcM tbeo • prtssMF*a/ Heir. Ibe raerer It rabTTsd la 
lUiutrailo'cM ar ibe lYlb Uaia of CbUde Uerald. " p. s, eod fattawtog. 

* Orsslool fanrbrl... della lodt dl Doa Lolfl, CenUsol d Eelt,. deik lodi 
dl Omoo Alfaiwad ere. Seale Vila. ilb. )li. p. Ii7. 

a It wes fMOded lo <03. eod ibe Cnuoui answer lo rcQegrlM*a Ctrm/fm, 

or rpkaparew, wespubliabre to IMI. « 

•• ■* Cakoie pal* acotpre m lol U veieoo drib eoe pirfelaie vekoUcootro 
•Ik oesloo PtarenllM.'* La TMs. lib. IU. pp- 9*- lem- II. 

" La Vift dl M. L Arkaio, arrllte dell' Abek filrokoab iuwfrsldl da- 
Nlara. Me. Fcrrree, <HV. lib. Ml. p. an. act ■* Ukkrlcel lllaalreikoa.’* re 
prevH. 

*• Marie delk un. Me. lib. ill lem. tii par. IH. p. lire. lact. s. 

•1 raeraaiaraoaqoa' meoad, cb' eMsod e cadok to nilmka oMk 
kre chlwa erblaokasaa drik kmire k corona dl kora • qoeir Immariek 
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BYRON'S WORKS, 


llTcdiUlUn Repnbite ; ami U) coMecrate Ihf meowrx of ihe ceie* * 
Mcwy, U>e ooce (amou* fallwi inlrtpidl were rcritcd and re- 
formed Into Ibe Arioatean acadrmir. The large public place 
through which the proccaakm paraded wu then /or the first Ume 
called Arioftlo Square. The author of Uie Orlando Is jealously 
claimed as the Homer, not of lUly, bul Ferrara. ■ The luoUicr 
of Ariosto wa* of RCggk). and Ibe house in whld* ho was born Is 
carrluUy dlstuiguUlied by a tablet wlUi these words ; “ QuI nacque 
Ladovicu AriMlo II gktruo 8. dl Settrmbre ddl' anno U74.*’ But 
the Ferrartse make light of the accktenl by which Ihclr pod was 
born abroad, and claim him exclusively for Uielr own. They pos- 
ie« bis bones, they ^h>w hts arm-chair, and hb inksUnd, and )ds 

- 

Ulc rorrus (oH. .....** 


The bouse where he lived, the room where he died, are designated 
by bis own replaced memorial. • and by a recent Inscrljitloo. 
The Ferrarese are more jealous of Ibeir claims since U»e animosity 
of Denlna. ariiiag from a cause which Ihdr apologbU mysloiiotisly 
him Is not unknown to them, ventured to degrade thdr soli and 
climate to a Bmolian Incapacity for all spiritual prodnctloDs. A 
quarto volume has been called lorth by the detraelioo, and this 
supplement toBarulU's Uccnoioi of Uic Ulnslrloas Fcrraresebai 
been oonsidefcd a iriurepbant reply to the “Quatlro Slorico su- 
UtOco deir AiU Ualla.'* ^ 


I 


Xll. 

AHCISTT WrE«mT10?H *E$riCTI>C LlCTTT.VCte, 

“ For Ibe lra« Issrei-wmita which CIot) weaves 
Ii St lbs Ucs oo bell ot tbnulsr riMtes.'* 

Stents ill. (/scj 4 sad S. 

The eagle, Ibe sea calf, the laurel. ^ and the while vine, * were 
aroongkl the most approved preservatives against llgbtiilogt Jupi- 
ter chose Uie first, Augustus cerar tbe second. * and Tiberius ne- 
ver failed to wear a wreath of tbe third when (he sky thrcatciMHl a ; 
(huoder-florm. « These Miperstilions may be received wilhoul a 
sneer In a coumry where the magical properties of Uic hazel twig 
have not lost all their cradll : and perhaps the reader may not be 
much surprised to find that a commeoLatur uo Suetonius has uken 
upon -hinweif gravely to disprove the imiMilcif virtues of the crown 
of Tiberius, by nientJouing Uial a few years brfora be wrote a 
laurel was actually struck by liglilnlng at Rome, r 
L 


Xtll. 

Know. Ibst Ibe UcbmlDf Msrtiaas brlew.” 

til. Um 8 . 

The CorUan lake and the Ruminal Rgdrce In the Forum, having 
been touched by UghUdng, were held tacml, and the memory of 
tbeaccklmt was preserved by a puieni, or altar resembling the 
mouth of a well, with a little chapel covering (be cavity su|)poved 
lobemadeby theilumderboll. Bodies scathed and praops struck 
dead were thought to be Incorruptible :■ and ■ *tn»ke not fatal 
oonferred perpetual dignity ui»on tlie man so dlsUngnislied by 
heaven. > 

Those kilM h/ liidilnliig were wrapped In a while garment, and 
burled where ih^ fell. The su|M'n>Ulkm was not continid to the 
worshippers of Jupiter : Ihu Lombards believed In the omeiis fur- 
nished Ur lightning : and a ClirlsUsn priest confesses ihai, by a 
diabolical skUl In Interpreting thunder, a swr f.>relnld to Agilulf, 


duke of Turin, an event which came to pass, and gave him i queen 
and a crowu. *® Theffwas. Iiowever. something e»|uivocal In ihit 
sign, whlrii the tncletit inhabitants of Rome did not alway* oon- 
slder prupilioui ; and as Uit fears are likely to Iasi longer than the 
consolalloM of supersllUon. ll Is not strange that (he Ronaaiw of 
the age of LeoX. should bavebeen somuch terrified at some 
lolerpreted slonns as to require the cxborlallotis of • scholar, who 
arrayed all the learning on thpndcr and lightning h> prove dm 
omen favourable; beginoiiig wlih tbe flash which struck the vraiu 
of Vclitnr. and Including that which played upon a gate at Flo- 
rence, and foretold tbe pontificate of one of lU citUens. •* 


XIV. 

TRE VEKirs OP MEPtat. 

f “Tbera, toe, the CodJsss tows In stons.'* 

Msau ills. IhM I. 

The view of the Venus of Medicb InstanUy suggesU the lines to 
Ibn struvnt, and the cumpariton of the ohj^t '■hh ^ desaip- 
tlup pivves not only the correctnem of Ihe portralL but^c pe- 
culiar turn of thought, and, if tlic Icrm may be used, ih# sexual 
hnaginalloii of the descriptive poet. The same conclusion may 
be deduceil from antdlieT hint in Ihc same episode of Jliuklora; 
for Thomson's notion of Ibe privileges of favoured love must hate 
been either very primitive, or raiher deficient in delicacy, when 
he made his grateful nymph Inform her dUcrcel Damon that to 
sume happier moment be nughl pertu|is be the companion of her 
bath 

•* Tho Ume may emna jou oc«d sot 8}.** 

The reader w 111 recollect the anecdote told in the Life of Dr . JobtH 
son. We will not leave the Florenilne gallery without a word on 
the n ’helter. li seems strange that the character of that dhpuled 
statue should not be entirely dodded. at least Iti the mtotl of any 
one who has seen a sarcophagus in the vestibule of ihe Basilica d 
SI. Faul wUliotil the walb. at Rome, wliere Uic whole group of 
Ihc fable of klars'yas Is aeon In tolerable preservation i and Uie Bey- 
Ihian slave whruing the knife b repreaented exactly in the same 
positioo as ihb cclchralcd inaslerplcoe. Tbe slave b not naked ; 
but it b easier to gel rid of this difficulty than to suppose the knife 
in the hand of the FlurenUue sUine an instrument for sliaving. 
which » must be, If, as Lanai su)iposes, Uie man b no other Ui» 
the barber of Julius Qesar. WTnhclman, IHmlralliig a bas-rclW 
of Uic same suited. foUow* the opinion of Leonard A^Uiii, and 
hb auihorUy might have been Utoughl conclusive, even if tlie re- 
srrobtaneedid not sbike the mustcarelcss (dwerver. “ \nioogri 
thc.brunaes of the same princely coileetkm is still lo be seen the 
InKribed lablrt copied and cnmmeoled upon by Mr. Glblwo. '* 
Our bblurlan fotnd some difficulties, but did not desbl fruai bb 
iUu« 4 rstk)ii : h* might be vexed to hosr Uul hb chlicbm has been 
thrown away on an inscriptioo now generally r eco gnised lo be a 
forgery. 


XV. 

MAPsiiK Dl met. 

** lo Seals Croce's boty predoAs lie.'* 

S4«sse IIT. /fee I. 

TliU name will recall the memory, not only of ihoae whose 
have rabed the RanU Croce into Ihc centre of pilgrimage. Ihe 
Mecca of lUly, hut of her whose eloquence was poured over U»e 


poru.** Op. dl BIsaeool. vol. 111. p. 419, «d. Ntlsoo. 4809; (e(ters si Slgoor 
Ofllde Savlst srclOstoorlUco. snir lodole dl uo futtulue rsdulo (o Dresdt 
rsaso 1750. 

• “ Appstsloeslo smBlrsterf od IsvIUo spoloiilits dcIV Omrro rrmrise.** 
Tbs mis wu flrst given by Tsiso. end Is gaoled tp ibe coorosloo of lbs 
rassfsl/. I». III. pp- M3, au. U VIU dl M. L. Arlselo, Ac. 

I rsTVB Md epIS 0lbt, led nulll obnoits, isd ooo 

Sordid*, pans mso sed umen ere domes." 

AgslU. vliBlss auHoas, <H Isunis, falmiM oOd fsrIuolBr. ritn. Mai. 


BIsl. lib- U. esp. U 
4 CotaBSeMs. Itb. I. 

Melon, io TIL Augosu cap. sc. 



T Mole % p. 4S8. «1H. Lagd. Bel. IS6T. 

s TW. J. C. BBilcBfrr. de Terfw Mots A Palmlnlb. lb. v. np. il. 

V oils'ket artuit iwu, tOf* kuI «•< Stiff 

riel. Sympo*. «ld. J.C. BulleoR. ol sup. 

PsuU DUcoDi de Csetls Laogobsrd. IIB. UL cap. siv. (o. 4S, edit. Tas ■ 
4sr. ^ 

< I. r. TsIcrUnt de rBlmlouns^pbbiUofllbui dedsmstto. ap. 
indg. Rom. tom. v. p. SB3. ThAMto^tJoD U eddrweed to loDss 


4 IMd. In VU. Tibsrll. cap. Uti. 


CHILDE UAROLDS PILGRUUGE. 
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illQCtrkMtt Mbm, iikl nhoit Tuice ta dov m mute m Ukmc the 
«unf. CoiinxA i*no more; aoil with tier ihoakt expire the fear, 
Ibe fleltcry. aoii the envy, wlikh threw too danlin^ or loo dirk a 
cJoud rouml the march of Reolua. and forbade the •teaJj' |aac o( 
diaiiitcreated critlclam. We hare her viclore euibcUUtKtl ur dif 
lOfied, aa {rkwhhip or detractioa tiaa iield the peodl t the imt»ar-> 
liai fKMriraJt waa banUy to be expected from a coatrtq(Hij||p'. The 
fmiDediite roieeof bermrTivora will, it la probable, R far fVofu 
aSortUoft a Just eetimale of her ^DRQlar cap^tr. The ftaUastry, 
the lore of wooder, amt the hope of aawciaied tame, which 
bfuated the edffj of ceoaure, must ceaae lo extaL^Tbe dead lihve 
DO sex; tbejr caosurpriae bj no new miraclrai they can coofer 
DO prirUcite t Corliuu has ceased to be a woman— she h ooJjr to 
anihori and it may be foc'eaeca lhal many will repay themselvea 
fur former coraptaiuiice. by a acrerily to which the cxlrivaKance 
of prerious praises may perhaps ghre Ibe ookiur of truih. The la* 
toM posterity, for lo the latest posterlly they will ssmredly descend, 
will have to prooouoce upoo her rarfous produelkMUi and tha 
loD((cr the risia through wbidhibey are scan. Uie more uxuratdy 
lutaule will be the ol^ecl. the more certain ibe Juitlor, uf the de- 
cWoo. Sbe will enter into that existence In which the great wri* 
ten of all ages and oaUcMis are. as It were, associated lo a world 
of their own. sod. from lhal auperior qthere. thetl their eternal 
influeooe for Ibe control end coosolaiton (>r'iuaakJmi, But the 
iodirklaal wUl gradually disappear as the author is more disUocUy 
seen > some oor, ihcretire, of all those whom the rhanat of In- 
Tolnatary wit, and of easy hospiialKy, allracled wllhin the friendly 
circles ^ Cuppet, should rcscae from ohiivioo ibose Tlrtues 
which, although they are said lo love tha shsde. ere; la fact more 
fftijuenUy chiUed than cxcUcd by tbc domestic cares of private 
life^ Some one sbonM be found to portray the unaffcctrd graces 
with which she adorned those dearer relationships, the perfor* 
miDceof whose duties b rather discovered amongst the inferior 
secrets, than seen In the outward maaagcmeni, of family Inter- 
course ; and which. Indeed, it requires the delicacy of genuine af- 
fection ID qualify for ibe eye of an Iwlirfrreai speebtor. Some 
one sboukl be fuiuid, not to celebratr, but lo descrUie. tlic amiable 
mbtrem of an open mansion, the centre of a society, ever varied, 
and always pleastd. the creator of wblcli, dlsestol of the ambition 
aod ibe arb of public rivalry, diooe forih only to give fredi aut- 
maiioa to tlKise around her. The mother tMKierJy affectionate 
and laoderly beloved, the friend unboundedly geoerouo, but still 
eeteemed. the charitable patroncM of all dblresa, cannot be Cor> 
goUen by iboee whom she dierlshed, aod prelected, and fed. fler 
kMB will be mourned the most where she was known the best ; 
and, to Ibe sorrowa of very nuoy friends, and more drpendanu, 
may be oSered ibadblnlereited regret of a stranger, w^.amidst 
IbeaidiUmer scenes of the Leman take, reedved hb chief saUsIhc- 
tioo from rootempUUng the engaging of the Incora- 

parahle Cortona. 


XVI. 

AL/IUl. 

** Dsrs rvpsse 
Aagils's, AlOcrTs bosM.” 

Muss Ilf . /lass • MS T. 

Alfierl b the great name of thb age. The lUIlans. without wait- 
ing (or the hundred years, coorider him as '* a port good In law/’ 
— Uis memory b the more dear lo them becauK be b Ibe bard of 
freedom ; and because, as such, bit iragrdim can receive no ooun- 
t rn a nce frum any of their sovereigns. They are hot very selduni, 
and bat very lew of lliem, allowed lo be acted. It waa observed 
by Ckrro, that nowhere were the true opintoos aod feeliius of 
Um Moautu to dearly shown u at the Cbeatrr. • In the autumn 
of ISIg. a celebrated improwlsalore exhibited hb talents at tbe 
Opera-house of llUao. Tbe reading of the theses bindcd in (ur 
tfcie Addrefs of hb poetry was received by a very nimin'ous au- 


I dicnce, (or tbe most part in silence, or with laughter ; hot when 
. U»e ambtant. luifoiding one of the papers, exclaliuad, TAr apo- 
lAeesitf ef y if tor Alfitri, the w hole theatre burst into a shout; an! 

I tbc applause was continuud (or some mumciUs. Tbe lot did nul 
j (all on Alfiert ; and the .Signor Sgricci liad lo imhit forth lib cx^nf- 
porary cocunioih-places on the botnUardmeqt uf Algiers. The 
choice, indeed, b nut left to accident quite so much as oU^ht be 
Ibouglit from a Hrst view of Ibe ceremony ; and the police Dot 
only takes care to look at the pa|iers beCurehaiul, but. In case of 
any prodenilal altertbonght, steps in to correct ihr bimdnesa of 
chance. The propcpal (or deifying Alfleri was received with Im- 
mediateenthustasro, tbe rather because It was conjectured there 
‘ wooM be no opportnnlty of carrying it into effect. 


xvn. 

MiCQUVEUt. 

''bne MKbUvcIirs esrtb Mars'd to w bears II nMe.” 

afojus Hr. (las 0. 

The alTectaUan of aimplidly In lepolchral InscrlpUona, whicb so 
often leaves us uncertain wbciber Uie structure b^ore us b an oc- 
Inal depoaltMy, or a cenotaph, or a simple memorial not of death 
but life, has given lo tbe tomb of Machlavelli no information as lo 
the place or Uhte of the birth or death, the age or parenlage. of 
tbe hiatoriao. 

tiSTO soaivi BTtx;a f4t iu)sit« 
silcolavi uicauvAU. 

There teems at (east no reason why the name sboold ooi have been 
pul above the sentence which allndes to it. 

It will readily be Imagined that Ibe [>eejiidices which bavepai^ 
the name uf Machlavelli into an epithet proverbial of iaiquUy 
exist DU longer at Florence, ills memory waa persecuted, as bis 
life had been, for an attachment to liberty Incompatible wUb the 
new sysiem of despotism, which socoeeded tbe fall of the free go- 
vernments of Italy. lie was pot lo Uw Iprture for being a "U- 
bertioe," that b, for wishing to restore the republic of Fluronce i 
and such are the undying ellurls of those who are interested lu the 
perversion out only uf the nature of actions, but the meaning of 
words, that what was once patHetisns, has by degrece oume lo 
signify dtbauth. We hare oursclveg. outlived the meaning of 
liberality,’* which b now another word (or treason in one OMin- 
try and (or lofaiuatiun in all. It seems to have been a strange 
mbtakc lo accuse Ibe author uf “ The Priace.'’ as being a pander 
to tyranny ; and to tbliik that the Inqtibltioo would condemn bb 
work (or sudi a delinquency. Tbe (act b, that Macltiavelli, u b 
usual with ihose agalod whom no crime ran be proved, was sus- 
pected of and chained with atheUm ; and the first and last must 
Tioleol oppniers of ** Tbe Prince ” were both Jesuib. one of whom 
persuaded the InqaisUiun. **beoche losse tanJo.‘*to proliibit tbe 
treatbe. and the other quaiUed Ihe secretary of the Florentme 
republic as no better than a fool. Tbe faUterPossevin was proved 
never lo have read the book, and tbc father LuedirsinI not to have 
undcnlood IL It b Clear, however, that such critici must lave 
ohiected not lo the tlavery uf the doctrines, but lo tbe soppooed 
tendency of a lemon winch shows how distinct are the interests of 
amonarch trimi (be bap|iioes« of mankind. The Jesoib are re- 
established In Italy, and tbe iastchapier of *’ The Prince *’ may 
again call forth a particular refutation from those who are em- 
ployed once more In numkling t>>e minds of the rtsiug geocraUon, 

I ao as to receiva tbe Iropremkxis of deqwtbiD. Tbe chapter bears 
for title. “Esortaiiooe a Ubarare la Italia dal Bartart,*' and ooo- 
clodeswlth a fifrerfiiie exeltemqnt to tbe hitare redemption of 
Italy. “ .Non si deve adunque lasciar patare qoesta occastone, 
acciocdib la liaUa vegga d^ tantu lempo apparire uo soo re- 
deotore. Nh posso esprimere con qnal amore d Inaae rioevuio In 
lutte qudle provlnde. cbe banoo patilo per queate Uiuviool esterne. 
con qual sete dl tendeUa. coo ebe ostluaia fede, oon cbe la- 
crime. Quail porte ae U serrerebbuno? Qnali popoll U negbe- 


' Tlw rme fxprsisisa st ih«lr koneW seailnMAU sorvhsd ibdr Ubtrtte*. 
TUIos, tbs frlM4 of Aolsny. preM»trd iken with gsmes Is Iks Ikcslrs of 
roospsy. Tbvy dM oat saner tbe brillteDcy ol ibe speciscJt Is en«cs from 
Itelr aeuMfy iImi ibs CMn wbo farnUbed ibeco wlib iho eoteruiaiarat 
bod mardorsd lbs soa ol Fompey ; ibcy drove bits from ibe iheotre wUh 
ratBOfc Tbs mersi ssoso of s popaUtw, sposiaoeeudy ngrosssd, is nertr 


wroog. Evrii Uie Midlers of Ibe irlumvirs Joloed In ibe esecroUQD of ibe 
dilSMu. by sboeiluf roand Ibe cberlou of lepMut tsd rUanu, a bo bad 
proMtlbed ibetr bnUbers. Or Qtrmtmh eee de CfttM d«e IrleMpbeef 
CMaaka; s H)log worlb s rcconl. ncre II noiblnR but • good pm. f C. 
Veil. rsteecaU ttlet. Ub. II. cap. iixlx. p. 7t. adR. Itwvfr, tCiP. Ibid. lib. II. 
cap. IsivU. ] 
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cebbMio U obbediaiM ? Qaalo lUlUnn If neghertbbe V OMdinio ? 
Ad ockcho mm ^obsto BiBi&io Doainio." * - 


. ' XVIll. 

Di!STR. 

Cogritcfol Florr»c«> D«aic itcep< afar.** 

^ Steata IfH. 

Dante waaVlrn In Floreftce, in the jrejrtttl. Hefouxlitio 
two battles, was fourteen times ainbawaiior, and once prior of the 
republic- When Ihc ixrly of diaries uf Anjou triumphed over 
the Biaiiclii. lie was absent on an enibaMV to Pope Boolface Fill.. 
and was coadenined to two years’ banUhioenl, and lo a tine of 
8000 lire; uu llie non-payment ofwhich Iie'was furtlicrpunlsl>c<l 
by the (cqii^raliun of all hit properly. 'The republic, however, 
was not couhmtwiili this utislaclioo, for In l772wasdiicoT(rcd in 
the archives at Florence a sentence in which Dante h the eleventh 
of a liatof rifteen condemned in ISOt to be burnt alive ; Tailt per- 
veniftu igfu evmburatut $ie guod moriatur, Tlie4iretexl for 
tbit jiM)(tmcnt was a |iroof of unfair barter. kxtorUohs, and illicit 
ftains. BaroctfrUirnin iniguarum, tjetaytiomum. ft iHieUomn 
tncrorum,* and with tiich an accusation it is not ftrance that 
Daiilesbonldbave always protested bit inaoceiacc.and ibeinjiisiicc 
of his tellow-<iUteii« His appeal to Fioreocc was accompanied 
by another to the Emperor Henry ; and the death of that sovereign 
in ISIS was the signal for a aenience of Irrevocable banishment, 
lie had before lingered near Tutcany with hop^ of recall ; tbrn 
travelled into the north of Italy, where Verona had to boast of bis 
longest residence s and he Goally settled at Havenaa, which was 
his ordinary but not ooattant abode until hit death. The refuul 
of the Venetians lo grant him a public andieoec, on itie part of 
Guido Suvciloda Pulvnla. his protector, Is sakl to have been the 
principal canae of Ibis event, which ha|ipctied in I39(. lie was 
buried in sacra minonim mde") at havenna. In a handaonie 
looib, wil^lcfa was creeled by GuKlo, restnred by Bernardo Bembo 
III 1A8S, prjctor for that republic which had refUscO to bear htn>, 
again restored by Cardinal Corti, in 1664, and replaced by a more 
magnifleent sepiikhre. constructed in 4780 at the etpeose of the 
Cardinal Lu'gl Valenti (ionzaga. The offence or nitsforlune uf 
Dante was anatlachmenl to a defealed parly, and, as bis least fa- 
vourable biographers allege against biin. loo great a freedom of 
speech aiul haughtmeas of manner. But die next age paid bu- 
nuurs almost divine to the exile. The FlorenUnes, having in vain 
and (regurotly attempted lo recover liht body, crownni his Image 
in a cluirch, * and hU picture is silll one of ibe Idols of their ca- 
thedral. They struck .medals, they raised statues to tdm. The 
cities of Italy, not being able to dis{iu(c about his own birth, cou- 
tended for Uut of his great poem, and the Fforcntiues thought it 
for their honour lo prove that be had fuijdinl the aevenih Canto 
brfore they drove him from his native city. FlftynMie years after 
bii death, they endowed a profetsortal chair for tbe expounding 
of his Tcraes. and Boccaccio was appointed lo this patriotic cm* 
pioymeot. The eumple was imiUM by Bologna and Pisa, and 
Ibe cunuDCftlaton, ifll^y performed but little service lollleralurc. 
augmented tbe venrratloa which beheld a sacred or roorsl allegury 
in all Ibo images uf his mystic muse. His birth and his infancy 
were. discovered lo have been disiluguisbed above those of or- 
dinary mept the author of the Decameron, his earliest biographer, 
relates that bis moUier was warned in a dream of Ibe iroportaoce 
of ber pregsaucy : and it was found, by others, tlut at ten years 
of age he had maiiKeited his (irecocfous pa>«ioQ for that wisdom 
or theology, whlcli, umler the name of Beatrice, had -been mis- 
lakeo for a lubstanUal mbtrrss. When the Divine comedy bad 
liecu recognised as a mere mortal production, and at tbe distance 
two ceiOnries. when criticism and competition bad sobered 
(be Judgment of ibe llalians, Dante was seriously declared aupo- 


' il rHor||>edt !timilStlwtiliTcI>l, etc. coa la prcfailoseelv noieWorirhe 
e polllklie dl M. iiTHlul de la Qouviaie, « I* waois e croruUtlone dcU' 
«p«ra.\~ Cocnwpail, Itm. 

* »ti>rla dvila Lett. lial. (on. v. Ub. IIL par. 2.. p. 4tl. Tirsboacbl Is la- 
iorrcci : tb« dales sf iIm ibrcs dserses agaloil Dsats an A. 0. iSflO, Mti 
and UlS. 

* So rclales Fidao, botssms ihlftk Uscsrsosllofl saly aa slfgory. |or 
starts, CIO at top. p. ux 


rinr lo Homer; * and though the preference appeared to aome 
ca.<iiists*'an hetrUcai bisphemy worthy of (he liames,'' the coo- 
test was vigorously maintained for nearly fifty years. In later 
linies it was made a question which of the Lords of Verona ooukl 
boast of having patronised him. < and the jeak»i scqUIcistn of one 
writer would not allow Ravenna the undoubted po^esston qf tds 
boors. Kven the erilicai Tiraboschi was Incitned to believe that 
Ibe |toei had foreseen and foretold one of tbe dlscaveries of Galileo. 

' —Like tlie great originab of other naiioot, his popniartly has not 
always maintained the same level. The bat age Sremed ioelined 
to imdervaloe him at a model and a stiuty: and Bettinelll one 
day rehukcti Ills pupil Uonti, for |wring over the harsh and cdisoletr 
extrjvaRsiK'es of the Commedia. Tbe present generation having 
recovered from the Gallic klulatnes qf Cesarolll, has retomed (o 
the anrient worship, and ihe Panteggiare of (he northern Halims 
' is ih<iu!;lit even iiMliscreet by the more moderate Tuscans. 

I TiKre Is still much ciinotu informniion rebllve to ihe lifo and 
! writings of ihis great poet, which has not as yet bien odieeteil 
i even by the llaUios ; but ibe.ceiebmled L'go Foecolo meditates lo 
snpidy this de'ect, and it is nut tn be regretted (hat this national 
I work has i.eeo reamed for one ao devoted lo his country and ibe 
I cause of (ruth. 

XIX. 

TOMB or TUF, sciriOL 

** Like SHplo. barled by Ibe upbraldloc sbsre ] 

Tby rariijCU, In tbvir wwse ibso civil war, 

Troscrlbcd,'’ etc. 

5laa£« Ml. 0Ne«t,a ra<i a. 

Tlie elder Selpio Afrioaniis had a tomb. If be was not buried, at 
Lilemiim, w hilher he had rclired lo voluntary banUbment. Tbb 
lomh was near ihe sca-t-bore. and the story of an luscrj|>Uon npun 
it, fiigraia Palria, having given a name to a nlodem tower. Is, 
if not true, an agreeable fiction. If he was not buried, b« cer- 
' Uinly lived there. 4 

In rad aniusta « soittarla vIHa 

. Era T graiMT tivaio ebb it' Alrk-a s' appcUa 

I PerchepsiBural tSrro al viva aprlUa. t 

I Ingratitude is generally supposed tbe vice peculiar lo repubfkn ; 
. and It seems to be forgotten that for one instance of popular In- 
coculancy, wo liare a hundred examples of die tall of courtly la- 
vourites. Besides, a people have often rcpcnlcsi— e monarch aei- 
d<>m ur never. Leaving ^arl many famltiar prooCi of this fact, 
a short stiiry may simp the difrerenoe between even an aneio- 
cracy and the multitnde. 

Vetlor Pisani, having been defeated in ISS4 at Porlolongo. and 
many years afterwards in the more decisive adfon of Itela, by tbe 
Genoese, wot r<-calle«i hy the Veootian fovcmmcnl, and thrown 
Into clialns. Tbe Avvogadori proposed to bcltcad him. bnl tbe an- 
preme trihniul was conicnt with (he acnience of imprisonment. 
Whilst Pisanl wassutferlug this iinmerlied disgrace, Cliiou, In Ihe 
vicinity of Uic capital, ■ was, hy the asdsiarice of the Signor of 
Padua, delivered into tbe hands of Fieiro Doria. At the iotelli- 
; genet- uf 4hai ditasbr. the great bell «>f Bt. llark'a h^wer lolird 
I to arms, and the people and the sokhery of llie galleys were sum- 
immed to the. rrpuisc of Ihe approaching enemy ; bot they pro- 
I U'sUd Uit-y would uwl move a step, unless Pisani were liberated 
and placed at their bead. The great omincil wu inslanlly as- 
scmbicdithe prisoner was called before them, ami tlie Doge, 

. Andrea Contarini, informed him of the demands of the peo|)lc, 
and tlie necessHies of the state, whose only of ufoly was re- 
' iHispd on his Hfiirts. and who implorcti him lo forget tlm imllgui- 
I lies he had endured In her terrice. 1 Imvc nibmitteil.'’ replied 
the loagoanimoiis republican, “I have submitted to ynnr de- 
I liberations without complaint; I have nipporied patienfly Ihe 
^ pains of imprisonnent, for they werr Inflicted si your command: 


* By Vsrcbl.ln bis ErroUno. Tbe eoatroTcrsy cooUnaed from latO to 
iBia. Set Sioris. Hr. lum. vU. Ilb. Ill per. Hi. p. 12m. 

4 bio. Jscepa hlonlsl csimoIc* dl Voobs. Berle dl XBsddslI. d. 2. Srs 
Slorts. etc. lom. v. lib. I. per I. p- 34. 

4 VlUtn IJIcvBl cfU slM desidertw urUs. See T. Lie. BM. Mb. tnvHI. 
Livy reporu (bet sane sshl Iw wm borted at LHcrauiB, eibsrs al knw. 
IbM. csyi. Iv. 

I Trteofe OsUp Csiliia. 
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(U* * b po Utm to eaqnlre wtMitin' I deRerr«4 th«fn»Uie good of 
Um rapobbc Bif bove lecBori to irqulae lU awl that wbicli the 
republic reaoUea b ahfiayt rcMlred «iadr> Behold me ready to 
by thmo my life for the prerervatiou my coontry.” riAtoi 
«aa appointed geoeriiUdmo. tad by hb ctrrtlocu. In oonjnoclkin 
wilti thane of Cjirlo /eoo, (he Veurtiani mxmi rcco r ered the 
cAdcncy over tiM’lr maiiUmc riraU. 

The KaHan cotnmiinilire were no lew imjiivt to ihetr dlfxeM 
Ib^n tlie Orrek republic*. Lilwrty, both with . the one and thn 
other, vermatu have a luttouai, nut an iudivhlual ol^ecl < 
and. autniltt»Uod<D|; Iht* boasted ttfuaUlf/ btforr the late*, which 
ao ancient Greek writer* cuiuidcr^ ibe greai dulinctive mark 
ItctweenJite oonntrymeo ami the lurbarianv. the miiliut rigtilv 
of fHtoW'HlUem item ikvct to luve been Uie principal scope of 
tbe old detuocractr*. Itie world nuy bate not yet seen so e«aay 
by tbe auUtor of Uic lUliau Ucpubllca. in wliicli tlie duUucbou 
bciwreo ilte Uberty of (ormrraiairs, and Uic signihcatiun aUachrd 
tu that word by the happier oonntltulloo uf Kiutland. b Inge- 
sioucly developed. Tbe llaliaos, however, wbeu they ba<l ccaaed 
(o be free, still lodfted back with a upon Ibuac lUnre of tur- 
bulence, wlusn every ciUtcu might rise to a dure of sovereign 
|K>wer, and have never been Uugfil fully lo appreciate the repnne 
of a monarihy. ilperuiK Speruol, when Prancis Maria 11., Uiike 
of Kovere, |M\ipo*ed the ijue»ik>a. ** which tv« ^^referable, the re- 
public or the prlDCipalUy— (he perfect and not durable, or the 
lea* perfect and not so liable lo change,’* replied,' *“ Hut our liap- 
piucasbio lie meaeured by lUiiuaJiiy, dbtby iuduratiuniapd ilwt 
ha preferred to live for one day like a man, than fur a hundred 
yean Hie a brute, a slock, or a stone." 1 his was (bought, awl 
called, a magmi/lunt answer, du«u tu tbe last daya of llalon 
Bfvliude. • 

XX. 

rmtAsetrs ciow!i. 

“ And ibe rrowo 

Wbtrh Pelrarcb’t IsorMle brow •upremely wore. 

Gpwi s far tad torelgo soil tnd arowa." 

tioaM itih Uim asd i. 

The Fkireolior* did not lake the op|>urtunity of Petrarch's short 
vWt lo (lieir cily lo tU9 to rtvuke Uie derree which snuliscalet) 
Use properly of kU father, wlw had b*cn banwbed shorUy after 
the exile of Dante. Ilia crown did iwlsUazIe them ; but when in 
(he next year they were in want uf hb aMstance in Use tornuUon 
of their iimveriity, Uiey repented of Uirlr Injiutioe, and Boccaccio 
wa* arnt to Padua lo entreat the laureate lo conclude bit wander' 
logs in the bosom of hi* native country, wlvcrc he might finish lil* 
immortal Afriat. and enjoy, with his recovered possessions, the 
e*lerui of all clasaex of hb rcllow<otUens. They gave him the 
option of tlic book and the science be might coodeacend to ex- 
pound : they called Itiin the gluey of hb cuuntry. wlm was dear, 
and would he dearer lu them; and they added, that if there waa 
any lbin>£ unpleaslog in their letter, he ought tu reiurn amongst 
ibeni, were it oidy lo correct their style. > Petrarch seeoiod at 
first tu listen lu liie flattery and to the rtilreallea of Ins friend, Imt 
he did not return lo Plorenoe. and preferred a pUgnauge tu the 
lumb uf Laura and ibe shade* of Vaucluac. 


XXI. 

BOCCACCIO. 

** Biecaetto to hb psrBi aarib b^oeilli'd 
m* dut." 

Ilssxs Mil nae>. < and X 

Boccacdo wa* buried intbechurcbof St. Miclueland 91. James, 
at Cortaldoi, astnall town in tbe VaMeba. whkHi was by anme sut>- 


IGIf 

posed the plue of hla birth. There lie {usaed the latter part ofhb 
iithln a oourve of laboriou* aludy. which shortened Ms exMatcc : 
and there might Ms asbea have been secure, if nut booonr. at 
iraat of re|>oae. But the '* hya^oa bigots ** uf certaldo lure up tbe 
t>itnb*tooe of Boccaccio, and rjrcted it from the holy (ifecincU of 
.'ft. Michad and ht Jarora. The oecasiua. and. it may be hoped, 
Uic excuse of this rjcctmeul was Ihi' making uf a new floor fur 
ll>e church t hutihe (act. is. that the t>inbsJoae was taken up and 
ibruwo axkieal titc butUmi uf Ibe budding. Ignorance may share 
liic sfa with bigotry. It would be painful lo rclalc such au rxorp* 
lion lo Utc devotion of the Italians fur thrir great names, could it 
not be acoomiumted by a trait more huuourably ruar<»rmatile to 
llie groeral character of the oalion. The |>rlDCipat itervu of tbe 
ditfricl, the last brauch of the huoae uf Mrdkis affiiriWl that iiru. 
Icctkra lo the memury of tbe Insollrd dead which li< r best aners- 
loie had dlapmied u|M)u all ooulemjKirary merit. The Marebiu- 
neai LenxonI reacued the turoWoBc uf Boccaccio frum the ne< 
gleet In witich it bad some tune lam. iix) taund fur it an bugfiir- 
able clevallOQ In her own mansion. MiC lias (hinn sugre t Ibe 
huoae in which the poet lived has been M liUlc reapecMl .,aa hk 
lumb, and it falling to ruin over tlic iH-aii of one IndtltCrent tu 
the name of Us funner lenanL It coitsiais of two or three liUle 
cliamber*. and a tow lower, on wbidi Cuantu 11. affixed an tnecrii^ 
lk>o. This bonse abe has taken meaaurea lo pnrehaae. and |h:o- 
imaealodevuic hi it that care and cuuahleratUKi whid) are at- 
tached to the cradle and tu the roof of genius. 

Thu ia not the place to undertake llte defence of Boccacdo ; but 
tbe mao who cxiauated hh UtUe pairtmouy in llie acqulmueot of 
tearning. who wu amuiiigat tbe first, if nut tbe first, to allure the 
»ckoce and the poetry of Greece tu the Imaosn of Italy :^who not 
uoly invented a new style, but fuunded, or certainly fixed, a new 
language; who. besides the esteem ol every poHie court of Eu** 
rope, waalhmtght wurihy nfeinpioymeni by the (ircduminant 
(Hiblic uf hU own ouunlry, ami. w bat is more, of Lite friendMiip of 
Petrarch, who lived tbe life of a pliUusOpher and i freeman, a«I 
who died m ilte imrsuit of knowledge,— sudi a mao iniglil Iwvc 
fonod murefn’^^-raUou ihab be baa met with from the |>riest of 
CerUUlu. Logltsb traveller, who strike* uif hi* 

portrait asu|i •giu'^v.'Enntcmplible, hoeniious writer, whuac im* 
pure rcuiaTnv-:itVun!<I he sutfer^ to rot without a record, t That 
Baglisb trai..HL’r. mifortuualrly for those who have to deplore Ibc 
loaa of a very kmiable person, is beyond all cnildsin ; but (be 
mortality which dRl not protedl Boccaccvu from Mr. Kuitace, 
must not defend Mr. Emlace from Uie impartial judgment of bis 
sueoraaors.— Death may canonise his virtues, not hi* errors. aiWl 
It may be modeaUy pronounced that he transgrcMed. not only as 
an author, but as a nun, when lie evoked the shade of Borcaecio 
in company with tlul of Aretlne, amidal the aepulchre* uf Santa 
GrooCf merely lodlambs It wtUi IndlguUy. As bras respects 

** It (tegvllo e«‘ rrlndpt. 

.11 gifin rietro ArvUno,'* 

It b of llUJe import whal censure b passed upon a euxoemb who 
owes hb preaenl exirtence to tba above hurtr^uc ebarader givru 
to him by tbe |HKt. whose amber bas preserved many other grub* 
aod wunus: but to daailfy Boccacelu with sudl a person, and tu 
eicomomtticale hb very ashes, must of itadf make us doubt of the 
itualibdattMoflbe claswcal tourist for writing uputt llallau, m*. In* 
(ieBd, upuCi aoy ullicr literature; fur igiturance on ouc p«j:ut may 
iiiic'apadlaiean auUior merely fur tint particular topic, but tnbjec- 
lion (lid pnitiiiliiiul prejudice most reuder liini au unsafe director 
ua all occasions. Any iiervcniou aiHllnjusUcciuay be made whal 
b vulgarly calkd ”a case of coosdence. ’ aod thb poor excuse is 
i all that can be uRered fur tbe priest of Certaldo, or the autliur of 
I tbe Classical tMr. It would have aiuwerod tbe puriKiac lu cou- 
j fine Ibe ernaura to tbe novels of Boccaccio ; and graliUtde to Uiai 
I sonroe which supplied the muse of Drydro with her last and most 


' TBt Gram toa su d lhal bt wm SB tbe Ink rtwpter of tbs I < rjswicai Toor, rbsp. li. vol. II. p, ass. will. M. “Of Banwccla, iIm 

lirM booh oT DIWT*fet of UaUcornatso*. | nodcru rnroalos. wsssy uotbtof ; Ibe ebOMiolsralus U more odkKU Mid 

* ** E Inlansg all* aisfii/|les r/raeUa,'* etc. Ssrswt. Vita dd Tmso, tlb. morvconinapitblelbaii iusImcms; sad it Imporii llulc ubcrvibe Iropara 

111. p. (19. tbB. n. evHi.S. BentaoM. f reoeloiof a llcrailoiusntbor srsroosltined tollielr hlndrad (tail, forilw 

* - AcetofUl laiMlire, n rl * lectio aocor r awirtaru. a raoplr* T Inoior* ssene raasou tba trarelJer may pas* eoaoUced ibe loiub of Ibd oisUgoeal 

lal lu AMc*..... Se || avTliae 4' loeoairare act Metro mie com ^e (1 dl*- ^ AreUM.'* TbU dublout pbrwe U bardly esoufth to save (be loarlst from 
ptaccto, cl6 4ebb' aaere an silto mattio wi esendlre I deeWcrl Mis lit* tba saaptrlon tf aootbev baader raBartkng ibe barlsUplsce or Areunr. 
potrta.** Morta tfetla LaU. Hal. ion. v, par. I. bb. I. p. it. . wbsM lonb wii In lb* ritarcb of 51. Cube s( Yntcr. aad lai* riie M tbe 
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let 

harmooluut Dunbm niiglit, pcrbap*, b»tt resirictrd ihat ceonire 
to ihe«b]KtloMble <}DaUrte« oT the hquilred Ulc*. . AUny rale 
ihe repentance of Boccaccio mi^t hate arretted hb ethumatioD, 
aoi) it ahootd have bora ircoUected and told, that lo hb old agehe 
wrote a letter cntreaUttit hh frlmd to dlMOurage the reading of 
Um* Drearacroo, lor the take of modeatir, a«d for the take of tlie 
author, who would not have an apolof^t alwaya at hand to stale 
in hu cscuse that be wrote It when yuunff, and at the cofonand 
of hb tu{>erkirs. * II Is neither Ihe UceoUotuorsa of the writer, 
nor the evil propciuiUes o! Uie reader. Which have given to the 
DecatneroD alone, of all the work* of Boccaccio, a perfietual po- 
IHilarlty. The caUblbbroeal of a new and delighUal dialect con- 
ferred an iraiMirtalltr on the worka in which It wu first fixed. The 
sunoeb of Petrarch were, for the same reason, fated to survive bis 
scir-odmired Africa, the •' tovourlle of kings.” The ,lilvar|able 
Iralfs of nature and feeling wUli which tiie ooveb, as well as the 
verses, abound, have douUlMheen the chief source of the fo^ign 
ce l^t y of twth authors; hut Boccaccio, as a luan, b no ronre 
loMmi(lBMted hjr that work, tlian Prtrarch b to be regarded In 
DO olber^iglit llian m the lover of Laura. £ven, however, bad 
Ihe htber of the Tuscan prose l^een known only as the aotfcorof 
the Decameron, a oonslderale writer would have l»en cautwus 
M pronounce a sentence Irreeondlible with the unerring voice 
of marry ages and nations. An Irrevocable value has never been 
stampeil upon any woik solely recommended by im|iurlly. 

The true source of the outcry agalmt Boccaecto, which began 
at a very early period, was the choice ofbb scandalons personages 
In the chdsters « well as the conrts ; but Ihe princes only laughed 
at Ibfi gallant advenlurea so unjustly charged upon queen Theod^ 
linda, wblUl Ihe priytthood cried shame upon die debauches drawn 
from the cnoTeib and the hermitage ; and moat probably for Ihe 
opposite reason, namely, that tho picture was faithhll to the life. 
Two of Ilia ito^eb are allowed to be fseb usefully turned into 
tales, to deride the canonisation of rogues and laymen. Ser Clap- 
pHletto and Marcelllnus are cited with applause tqren by the de- 
cent Mnntoff. • The great Arnaud, as he b wotpd in Bayle, 
states, that a new edition of the noveb waf prppSted. Bf which the 
expurgation c*msbted inomillmg [bcwofk*‘)oolok*^ted *‘nun.** 
and tacking the Immoralities to other names. Ihe litcrMy bbtory.. 
of Italy pariicu.larlaea no nicb edition ; Imt it w is not ioig before 
the wbolc of Rurope bad but one uptnloa of lti<^D«can^n» ; and 
the ihsoluUon of Ihe author seenu to have beei^V^t settled at 
least a huitdrcd years ago t ** i>n se (eralt slfDcr si Ton pr^lendall 
convalncre Boccace de n'avolr pas huon^te homme, puUqa*il 
a bit 4e D^rodron.” So said one of the best men, aud perhaps 
the heal oriUc. UmI ever lived>-lhe very roirlyr to inipartinllty. » 
But as this infonnathm, that bi the beginning of tlie last century 
one would have been hooted at fur preicnding that Boccaccio wis 
not a good man, may soetn to ewne frmn one of those enemies 
who are to be sospecled, even when they make us a {Wesent 'of 
truth, a more acceptable contrast with the proscription of the 
body, aoui, and muse of Boccaccto may be found in a few words 
from iho virtuous, tlie patriotic contemporary, who Uiougbt one 
of the tales of this impure writer worthy a Latin vrraioH from hli 
own pen. •*! have remarke*! elsewhere,** says Pcirarcli, writing 
to Boccaccio. ^ that the book Itself has been worried cerUlo 
dogs, hut stoutly defeirdcd by your staff and voice, j^ wai 1 
iitonlshed, for I have tiad pr^of the vigour of your 1 

know yon have fallen on that unaccommodating In^apaUa ms 
of mortals, who. wbalcver tbey either like not, or kpmv Bol, or 
oannol do, are sure to reprdicnd In otiicre : and on o^duns 

only put on a show of learning and eloqneacc, but otherwise are 
eulirdy dooib.*** 


ftroouscsnirofersT of wlilch soiiw usitce It isksn to |is)k*. >on lbs worSs 
of Hr. Eusiscr wuuld leud u» 10 Ibiuit Hht lumb was at riorcnw, or at least 
was to b« aomewbere reruBulsed. Wbciber Itie liiarrlpilta ao mueb dta- 
paied waaeicr wrllleuoo ibc tomb cannot now betkcMvO.foraU meinoriat 
of ihta aoibor bu dlMppearod from Ibe dturcli of SI. Lus«. 

‘ KoQ entoi abiqiw n<. qat to escaaallooeiu reeam consurgena diral, 
lovwla acrtp*tl, et m«tor1a.coSctuj Impcrto.'’ Tbe Ittwr wai addroMPd to 
ftaghlnard .Of CsTalcaoU. toarsbal of Ibo kingdom of Skltj. See TIrtbcracbl, 
jUorU, etc. tom. V. par. II. Hb. HI. p. US. ad. Veti. <TM. 

• iniacrlaaloal aopra ts AoUcblU lUllaot, Dias. Ivlll. p. 3M, tom. HI. edit 
UUu. ttst. 


U Is satisfactory to find that all the priesiliood do not resemble 
those of UerUldo. and Uuit one of them who did not posM« the 
boiMW of Buccaocta would nol lose ihe opportunity of rakiMA ce- 
notaph 10 his memory . Bevluv. canon of Padua, al the begmaiag 
of tlie sixteenth century, erected at Acqub. oppusUe to Ibe tomb 
of yhe Laureate, a tabtet. in which be associated Boccacc to to the 
equal IkoDuurs of Uanlc and of Petrarch. 


XXII. 

mg HCDICI. 

~ Wbatb ber pyrsnld ofprscloasiSoaasf'’ 

Stsjua b. tots 1. 

Ottr venerallao for the Medid begins with Cosmo, and expires 
with hit grandson ; Hut slrram is pure only at the source ; and it 
is in search of some memorial of the virtuous republicans of Ibe 
family that we vWt the church of St. Lorcttio it Florence. The 
tawdry, glaring, unfinished cha|iel in that church, designed for 
the mausoicuin of Ihe Dukes of Tuscany, set ffood with crowns 
and coffins, gives liirth tonoemotiam but those of contirmpt (or the 
lavish vanity of a race of drsjKiU, whilst the pavement ^b, dra- 
ply inscribed to Ihe Father of bh Country, reconciles tu to the 
name of Medici.* It was very natural for Corinna* to suppose 
that the slalue raised (o Ihe Duke ctf Urbino In the capeiia <fo' 
dep^U was intended- for his great namesake; but the magnift- 
ceni Loremo Is only the sharer of a coffin half hidden in a niche 
of Ibe sacristy. The decay of Tuscany datn from the Kverolgnty 
the He<licl. of the sepulchral peace which sncceeded to die 
establishmrnt of Ibe reigning families la luly, our own Shtoey 
has given us a glowing, but a faithful picture. ** Notwitfaslanding 
all tte seditions of Ftorence, and other cities of Titscany. Ibe hor- 
rid (aetJom of Guelphs and Ghibelins, herl and Bianchi, nobles 
andemumoos, they continued populous, strong, and exceeding 
ridi; but in the apace of less tliau i hundred and fifty yean, the 
peaceable rrign of the Medtees is iliOugbl io iiave destroyed nine 
parts Id ten of the people of Uat province. Amongst other things 
it is rcmarkalde, Ihatwhen Philip Ihe .seooud of Spain gave Sienna 
to the Duktf of Florence, hb ambassador tbea at Borne sent him 
yord, that he had given away more than 6SO.OOO subjects; and it 
b not believed there are now TO.OOO souls (ohahHbig that city and 
territory. Pba. PIstoia, An-xao, Cortona, and other towns, that 
were then good and populous, are in the like proportion dJmi- 
oisbed, and Florence more than any. When that city had been 
long troubled with sediUons, tumnlls. and win, for the most 
|iart unprosperous. they still retained roch streugth, that when 
Charles Vlll. of France, bring admitted as a friend w Itli hb whole 
army, which soon after conquered the kingdom of Naples, thought 
to master them, the people, taking arms, struck such a terror Into 
him, that he was glad to depart upon such conditions as they 
tbonghi fit to Impose. Macblaver reports, tlist. In that lime. Flo- 
rence alone, wlUi the Val d'Arno, a small territory belonging to 
that city, could, In a few hours, by tlie sound of a bell, bving kn- 
gotber tSS.OOO well-armed men ; wherraa now that city, with all 
the others in that province, are brought to itich det|»lcable weak- 
ness, rmptiiiem. porertyt and hasenen. that they can neither re- 
sist the oiiprdssiuni of their own prince, nor defend him or them- 
selves If they were assaulted by a foreign enemy. The people are 
dispersed or dctlroydl. and the best families sent to se^ haUU- 
Uuus in Venice. Giiioa, Rome, Naples, and Lucca. Thb U not 
the effect of war or jicildcace s they enjoy a perfect peace, awl 
sulTer DO other plague than the goveromeol they are under."' 
From the usurper Cosmo down to the imbecile Gaston, we look In 


* fcM<^rtfmMsl,dc.rtr. p.63S,«dlp Bssle. ITtl.lo Itw Sopplemrol 10 
BS)lrs Dicltuiisn- 

4 • Aalmadserll sikubi llbrum tptOD csoain dvDlibus UcMitan. tso 
Mmoi baculp sgrral* luSqus »oce detenimn. ^^c mlrsuu iiuu ; wsm st 
«tm logenlt isl ne*l. st Mis eipeMui cam bomloum «msi iiupku el 
Ignstura. qu1 qulsqutd Ipsi oolusi srt onrlttst. vsl poo pomit/. Ip sHU 
rvprrtimdunt ; *d boc ouum dsrti st •rRull, ledeHogOMSd rvHqos. ' ipto* 
iwn. noMslIs. 0pp. Ion. I. p. ISO. sdtl. Os»U. 

* Cousus Hedkos, Derrolo ruiNko. l aler raUlc. 

* Corinoe. Jl*. i«IH. chap. III. sol. III. p. Xto. 

T oa GuvsrouMni.rbap. tl. Mvl. iivl.p. aos, edit. ttai. SMBevto.wts- 
iber wlili LoUesod BiMdter. one s(Hr. Uiuaci ‘dsapkabts'' urilcrs. 


CUILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 


les 


?ila for RDf of (bote omnixed quRlUioi «bkb •booM nWo • pR- 
triot to the oommaoJ of bit feUow-ciUeeot. The Grtml Vuiiet, 
Rod pRtliculRrlT the third Gotmo, hod operRtedM eollre r cfaRo^n 
in the Tihcrq cbarRCter. thtl the caodid Fluivq|liM. in excnte for 
tome imperieclfont in Uie phibolhrupic tpleoi of Leopold* Rrc 
obliged to cooA»t that the wverci|a wrs the only bbertJ nun in 
IdR dominiont. Yet that excellent pnnee hiniaeU had no other 
DothM of a oatioiul aieeinbly. iban uf r body to repmeol the 
VRiiU and wym, not Ibe Kill, of the people. ' 


XXill. 

BATTIK or TnRASIMrtC. 

ttrtbqaaM rc^'d aobmlcdlT away.* 

Stima lini. »mS. 

"And Midi WRi ibeir motual Rnirooeity* to Inteni were tliey 
i^ioo the battle. thaiUie cRrihqtuke, which OTertbrew in great 
part many of Ibe cillea of Italy, wbicli turned the ouurae of rapid 
•IreanM. puored back the tea upon the riven, and tore down the 
Tery monotaina, was not felt by one of the combatants.” > Such 
It the deacripUoa of Liry. It may be doubted wbelber ruodem 
taetka would admit of »ncb an abtlracUun. 

TbcaileoftbebaiUc of Tbrasimene Unot to be mittaken. Tbo 
traveller from Ibe village under Cortona to Cata di Plano. Uie 
next stage on the way to fimne, bailor ihe'Bnt two or three miles* 
around him, but more patllcularly to the right, that Oat land which 
Uanoibai laid waste in order to induce tlu^ t^onsul Flamlnint to 
move from Areuo. On his letl. ami In front of bira. ia a ridge 
of bills bending down towards Ibe lake of Thraalmeoe, called by 
Livy "roootes Cortooemet.” and now named the Guaiandra. 
TbcM hilti be approacliet at Ossaja.a village nbich the Itineraries 
pretend to have been so Jeoorainaled from the bone* found iberci 
but diere have been no Inioes found there, aud the baitte waa 
fought on the other able of ibe hill. From OsSaja the road begiat 
to rite a little, Imt does not pass into the roots of .tbc mountaim 
until the sixty««rTenth mlleMuoe from Florence. The ascent 
Ibence b not steep but perx>eiual, and continues for twenty mi- 
nutes. The lake b toon seen below <Mi the right, with Boighrtlo, 
a round lower, close upon Uic water; and tbo undulating Idlls 
partially covered with wood, amongst which the road winds* sink 
by degrees into the nunbes near to thb tower. Lower than Ibe 
road, down to ibe right amidst Ibete woody hillocks* llamiibal 
ptaerd bb borse, * hi the Jaws of. or rather above, the pan, w hicb 
was between the lake and the presenl read, and most probably 
close to Boegbetto. Just under tbc luw»l of the " tumuli.**^ On a 
Mimmst to tbc kfl* above the road, b an old circular ruin, which 
the peaaanb call "the Tower <uf Hannibal Uie Cartbagiuian.'* 
Artived al tb« hq^tcsl point of th gj pB d . ibe traveller bat a partial 
view qf Ibe fatal pUin, which opofifully upon him as be dcMeods 
the Guafondra. lie soon And* blmsclf in a vale enclosed to the 
left, and In fmbl. and behind him by the Cinlandra hills, bending 
round in a tcgmcol larger than a acml-drcJe, anti ninning down 
al each end to the lake* wliidi obik|ues to Ibe right and fonrn Ihe 
chord of Ihli muuulain arc. Tbc posUiun cannot be gneteed at 
from tb« pUiru of Cortona, nor appears to be to cocnplelely eo- 
cioaed unless to one who b fairly wiibin the bMla. It then, in* 
deed, appears *' a place made as It were oe purpose for a snare,” 
ioctu naittt. " BorghcUo b then found to stand In a 

narrow mardry pass dote to the hill, and to Ibe lake, whilst 
tberr H no other outlet at the opposite turn of tbc mouniain* than 
tbroogb tbc Utile town of Poidgoaxm, which b pushed Into Ihe 
water by tl»e foot of a high rocky acdiflty.”4 There b a wood)' 
cmiarnce branching down from the mountain^ into Ibe upper 
i*od of (be plain nearer to the ahle of Pasalgnanq, and no tlib 


' "Tsalosgw fait ardor aoliDoroo,sdce IrUeohtspogncsnliDiu, oteum 
tarn* laolam qtl mullsniin urbium Hall* magoat partes proftratli, 
armtlqiM curttr rapMo anac*. iDsre namlalbus lamll. laaiKn iapsu Id* 
■amt pronlL oemo pugBaalluu troMTlt.” TU. Ur. lib. uU. cap. ill. 

* “EmHtts ad tpaaa.faocwaallu tumults aplaiefeoUbos loesL" T. Llrtl 
lib. isil. rap. tv. 

* **IM maslow OKMilet CarbMMosea TtaFastomas subK.” T. U«ll Hb. 
uli. cap. tv. 

* •' Inde rellci iWruwat.” Ibid. 

’ Tiv /uv Jtnrd tm «e,s(uti cLrss /xrskaecra 


■UndsawhiteviilageeaUedTovTe. Polybimseeinaloallndetoibb 
fmineoce as the one on which Hannibal encamped, and drew oat 
hb heavy.anned Africans aud Spaniards In a oonapknous po«llloD.» 
From this tpot he despatched Ms Balearic and llghb-amted troops 
round ihmugh ibo Goalandra heiglils to the right* *o as to arrive 
unseen and farm an aralmsfa among»t the broken acclivHfbt which 
the road now passes, and to be ready to act upon tbe left flank and 
above tbe enemy, whilst the borse ^ui up the paa behind, Fla- 
minlitf came to Ibe lake near Borghelto at sunset; and. wlit^t 
ssnurng any spies before him, marched through the pats tlie next 
morning before the day had quita'brokcn, so that he perceived 
nothing of tlie liorae and light troops above and about him, and taw 
only Ihe heavy-armed Carthaginians in front on the hill of Torre.< 
Tbe consul began to daaw out hU array in the flgt, and to the mean 
lime Ibe borse in ambush occupied tbf paaa bdilud hioi at Bor* 
ghetto. Thu* tbe Hitfuans were completely Inchtj^ having the 
lakohn the right* the main army oa Ibe hill of Torre In front. Ibe 
Guaiandra bills filled with the lighl-armed on Ibeir left flank, and 
being prevented from receding by Ihe cavalry, who. tbe farther 
ibey advanced* slopped up aH Ute Quilela in Ibe rear. A fog rHIng 
from Ibe lake now qiread itself over Ute army of the consul, bot 
Uie high lauds s^ere In the Miosbine. and all tbe diUerent curpi In 
ambush looked towards Uie htil of Torre for tbe order of attack. 
Hannibal gave the signal, and moved down from his post on the 
height. At the same moment all his troops on the eminences be- 
hind and in the flank ofFlaminius ruilicd forwards as it were with 
one accord into the plain. Tbe Romans, wbo were forming Ibeir 
array In Uie mbi, suddenly heard tbe shouts of Ihe enemy amongst 
them, on every tide, and before ibey could fall into their ranks, 
or draw UMlr sworrU. or see by whom they were attacked, lell at 
once that they were surruunded and lost. 

Tlicre are two little rivulets whkh run from tlie Gtiabndra into 
Uie lake. Tbe traveller crosses the fltsi of Ibrse al abont a mile 
atlcf he comes Into the plain, and this divides tbc Tuscan from tbe 
Papal territories. Tbe second, about a quarter of a mile further 
on, it called *' the Moody rivulet ; ” and Uic peasants point out sn 
open spot to Uie left between tbe "kangninclto" and tbe hills, 
wbidi, they say, was the prioclinl scene of slaughter. Tbe oUier 
part of Uie idain Is corereti with ihick'Sct-olive*liT«i In cum 
grounds, and it nowhere quite level, except near tbe edge uf tbe 
lake. It Is Indeed most probable that tbe battle was funglit near 
Uiis end of Ibe valiry. for Ibe six Ibuusaod Hoaiaiu. wbo, at the 
beginning of the acUoo. broke through the enemy, escaped to tbe 
summit of an nninenct winch must bare been in UUs quarter, 
otherwise Uiejr woukl have had to traverse the vrtiule plain, and to 
pierce ihrongh the main army uf llaunibal. 

The Romans fought detpcrairly for three hoars ; but Uie death 
of Flaminius was the signal fur a generalAlispersion. The Carthn^ 
ginian hone Ihm burst in U|ion the fugitives, and the lake, the 
marsh about Borghelto. but chiefly the plain of the Sanguinettoand 
Ihe passes of Ihe Giialiodra, wcce strewed with dead. Rear some 
old walls un a bleak ridge to the left above tbe nvukl many bumati 
hones have been repeatedly found, ami tlds has euniinued the pre- 
tension* and the naiiic of Ibe *‘*lream of blood.’* 

Every district uf Italy ha* its lirro. In the north some painter It 
t(ie usual genius of Ibe place* and the forrlgir Julio Romino more 
than divides Mantua with tier naUve Virgfl.r To the south we hesr 
of Roman name*. .>'ear Thratimene iradlUon b tUII faithful to tbe 
fame of an enemy, and Hannibal the GarUioglnlsn Is the only an- 
cient name remembered on Use banks of the Feruglau lake. Fta* 
minim Is unknown; but Uie postiliuas on that rood have been 
taught to show ibr very spot where It Comtot* Hoatano was slain, 
of all wbofought and fell hi Ihc bafUeof Tbrasimene. Itie hlstodan 
himself has. bcsliles Ibe geocrab and UaharlMl. preserved indeed 
only a single name. Y'ou overtake Ihe CarUiagiolan again on Ibe 


xmi TO'ij Aifu«< x«(rov< **’ avre'j 

HW. no. IH. ap. U. Tbe MTeool to BelrUuf Is o<ri to ro^tly recoorlteble 
wllb praralapparsBcsiS* tbst In Uvy ; be Ullu of lilUsto Ibe rigbt and 
ten of itw puB asd vaJter; bat wbta FUmlalu eoicrvd Iw bad Ibo Uka al 
(be right ef belb. 

• “ a lorge « wper rspui drreper# iosidl*.'* T. Uv. elr. 

r ibool Ibr middle of lbs iwoinh rniiery (he roln of Wanlua here on 
one side IbeltDageaDd Oguraef >lrgl'. Zoevt <T Kails, pt. ivll. 1. B. >eftge 
dans le Miteoalt, stct per a. z. MiiUa, leo. iU p. rtris, latT. 


106 


BYRON'S WORKS. 


M«e road Id Bomf. The tottqiiary, Uut k, Um hoMkr of ilie i 
pok-bouK at Npoleto, tcUt you tbat bl« loavn r«pals«d (he Ticlo- 
riuuB «n«my, and shown you (b« gate sif II called forta di AnnU^lt. \ 
II is hardly worth while to remark that a French lravei*wrUer, < 
well kiiiiwB by the name of the Preskleat Uopaty, saw Thraslmene | 
io the lake of Dolaena, which lay oouveolenUy on hit way from 
Bknna Io Home. 


XXIV. 

STmr. OP roMPKi. 

** Sod ItlOQ. dr«»d slaloti! yM rtJslriH In 
Tlie su»ler«it lorin el nukH aMjefiy.'* 

Slaiita Ui»ii. linn 1 and 3. 

The proketed division of the Spada Pompey has already been re- 
corded by (he historian of the Decline and Fall of Ihe Koman Eoh 
pire. Hr. Gibbon btiind U in the memorials of Flaminius vaai^; j 
and it may beaddeil to bis mention of it. that Pope Julius III. gave 
the contrnding owners five htiiMircd enmns for the statue, and 
presealed it lo Cardinal Capo di Ferro, who had prcTcnled the 
^ulgment of Solomon Irani being eirrutcd opou the image. In i 
more ciTitlsed age thtsstatac was exposed to an aclital operatioo s 
lor Ihe Frrncli. who acM the Bnilus of VoHaire in Ihe Colhepm, 
resolved that their Caesar sliould fall at Ihe base of ibal Pompey. 
which was sui^>oteil to have been sprinkled with the bluoil of (he 
original diclstur. The nine-fool hero was tlierefure remofed to 
Ihe arena of ihe amphitheatre, and, to bcURatc its iraosport, suf- 
fered the temporary imputatioo of its right arm. The repubflcao 
tragedians had to plead that the arm was a resloration : but their 
accusers do not believe (hat the Integrity of the sialtw would have 
proiccied it. The love of Aitding every coincidence has discovered 
ihe true Cssarun Ichor in a slain near (lie right knee; but colder 
CfiticHm has rejected uot only the blood. Iwl the portrait, and aa- 
aigned ibe globe of power rather lo the flrst of tbe niiperors than to 
(he last of Ibe republican nuslers of Kooic. WinicliDaim • Is k>lh 
to allow an heroic' statue of a Roman ciUten, bat Ihe Crimani 
Agripiu. a eojjtemporary almost. U heroic] and luked Roman 
figures were only very rare, not absolutely foibidden. The face 
accords much belter wHh the "homloem integrum et castom et 
graven *,*' than with any of the bitUs of Anguslui, and is tooatrrn 
for him who was beautlfiii, says Suetonius, at all |>eriods ol his life. 
Tbe pretended tlkencM to Alexander Ibe Great cammt be discern- 
ed, but the trails resemble ihe medal of Potnpey.i The objcctioo- 
abie globe may not have been an ill applied flattery to him who 
found Asia lUnor ttre boundary, and left it tbe centre of the Homan 
empire. It seems that WiDkelmann has made a misUkc io think 


' Sloris d«Us Ant, etc. Ub. U. rtp. I. p. 321, 322, loia. It. 

* CIcer. sd AUIcmu, si. 0. 

1 PoblUbtsI by Onraas. in bk* Moicum Itwiunum. 

1 Storia dclle Aril. e(c. lib. Is. Clip. I. p.331. :ttl imn. 11. 

* Saclon. io fit. Aupiui. rip. St, and In sll. C. t. Otar. cap. M. Apptan 
•«Ti It was baml down. See a note «( miscas u> Snelonlas. p. 224. 

* ** Tu mode fstupelt imla tpallBre Mb ambra.'* 

0>ld. Art Aawod. 

EOOM IftriaUraU. lib. tl. to. 31. 

* XscA'fK KO(<,(ii!i(rx Ani. Hoes. l|b. 1. 

'A 'Ad Ocum gsiuinalem tlmulitu'a luUaUsui cobdllorDm orbit sob . 
oberlbof lup« poMcniot'* LI*. Ultl. lib. s. cap. Uls. Tbb wot to ibe tear 
ti. C. US vr Ia7. 

io •• Tinn rtatna Naltir. loin fclmulacn Dronnn, Roaialoaqur rt Rcniiu 
com alirtce hrllaa Tl fnlmlnU tell mocMeruni.* belthtnal. II 2S. “Tac- 
isa wl Ilia edam got baoe urbem rvodidli Koteolai. eocta laatiralaiD tp 
Capliotlo parvom algoa iKlautesn. obcrlbiia UploW lahbiDlco) fulwe ma- 
■InUtla. ' In csdiln. III. S. 

me tUrealrU eral tocnanl nomlnti altrix 
Mania, que parrot HsTorllt tcfulcH' iiatM 
bbeclbu, grevidti null rore rlgabal. 

</u«* liiRl com purtif flaminaio rulnilnlt Ida 
Cvucldit. atqne stuIm padaia icailrla llqaal. 

Da Coosa laio, Mb. II. (Mb. I.dc Uhinat cap. 11 1 
•• £ / yae /stcsTt>tfu avs'afivrfi re v*6 xi,s*-.rwv cwv- 

K*i dya)o*r»f «)/* vi, o*ti« W jn'owet lo'^v;»iv9v», | 
ctiCuv ri Tt; )u/(uvrc vaa ve rw Piuty /*| o jv r& 
fviTX* BUn. nut. Mb. p. 31 . edil. Rob. Siepb. iSUt. Me goes on |o 

tnenlWMi that Ibe tclUTa of Itie roiiimiu ou wbkii the law* were wrilten 
were llqoeHod and beceiiM Alt iImKIic n«>iiunsd<d wa« io ered 

a largo Maluc lo lapfter, iwukhii; um aid* ibe ou.>i : no nu uitou I».an<.-ri>ar4it 


lag tiatnoproofof the Mcntilj of this maiiw with lhat which re- 
oeived Rie bloody aacrlBce can be derived from (he apot wlmre it 
was Uiscnvercd.4 Flsmbihts Tsccs says «orfe Hnn rmiHnir. and 
this cantina l< known to have been io (be Vioofo de' Leulari, near 
IheCsncellsris; a |>osit>nn corrfspondtng exactly to that of the Ja- 
nns before the basilica of Pumpey's thtralre. to which Aoguains 
iraiHfLTrfd the statue after the citrin was either burnt or taken 
down I , Part of (lie PomprUn shade,* (lie purllco. existed in (he 
beginning of iIm* XV (It century, ami the nlrlnm was still railed 
.fofrhm. So s.iy« Blondns.7 At all t-vriit*. so lro|MHing is the 
Klrrn majrsty of the statue, and m> memiirablc b llie story, lliai (he 
play of ilte. imagination leaves no room for the exercise of the 
judgment, sod the ficlinn, if a fictiuo it », ojxralrs uii the spec- 
tator with an effect not less |Kiwerrut (ban (ruth. 


XXV. 

TBE SROVIK WOLF- 

^ Aod (boo. llH Ibuodrr-ctrkkcii nunc of Roioe t" 

SUkim IkxitlU. bntl. 

.Ancient Rome, like inmlern Sienna. aixHindcd most probably 
wlthimagrt of Ihe fuster-mother of her founder; but tlierewrra 
two shc-woires of whom biitory makes particolar mention, line 
of these, of bra$t in anflmt trork, was seen by Dionydiis * at the 
temple of Romnlos. under the Palatine, and istto>T^nallybelievrd 
to lie that mentioned by tbe Latui historian, av luring been made 
from (he money collected by a fine on usurer*, and a* standing 
under (he Ruminal flg-lree.!* The other was that which Cicero •» has 
celebrated both in prose and verw, and which Uic historian Dion 
also records as having suffered the same aeddeni as U allmicd tn 
by theuritor.x Thcqueslion agiuted by the anti(|iiartesis,vi hether 
ihewuirnowintheConserTSiors' Palace isthat of tivy and Diony- 
dus, or- Uut of t^ern. nr whether it b neither one nor the other. 
Tlte earllerwrtlers differ as much as the moderns] Lneins Fionas •• 
says, that it b the one alluded to by boih, w hich b impossihle, and 
also by Virgil. Which may be. Fulvins CVsInm * i calb it the wolf of 
Uioaysius, and Harllanus M talks of it as (he one mentioned by Ci- 
cero. Toblm Ryci|aiuslp'cntbrin9/Fa.<«eD(t.'V XartHni is inclined 
lo suppose 11 may be one of (be msuy wolves preserved in ancient 
Rome; but of like two rather bmd* lo the Ciceronian stahre.** 
Hontfaucon *r muotloos it as a pohu without doubt. Of the latier 
writers the decisive Wlnkelmaun >■ proclaims It as having been 
found at the church of Saint Theodore, where, or nearwbcrc. was 
the temple of Romulus, and cotucquenily makes h the wolf of 
Dkmyiius. Hb authority b Lucius Faumts, who. however, ooly 


qisHe U itw wotf. Tbit happened In A. D. C SSP. Thv Abate Pvs. Id oo- 
Uctng Ibis pa*wis« s( Dloa ( Sliirla liclle AnI, etc. loo). I. p. au. uolv t, ). 
Hv», .Vow Mfsale, OxMe, rA« Sew (the WQlf|; by 

which It b clear the Abate irantlated tbe XvUiMtro-l.niihla«ltfn ivfskio. 
wbicb pull qaamWi *<ak<(«(a for Ibe orliiiaat (v'evet'/s, a word Ibel doe* 
no) mrtn Aon /ermat», but ouly rylted. a< may b< dbllrwilt »eeii fegot an- 
oliMT patMge of llif ume bton ; /uiy-c^v tf Xy<i*rv»; xad CSV 

A>/6vrr9y ivrtiZHx iiffvnt. nui. lib. Ir4- Dion aa)f Ibat Afrippa 
" wlfbed (« rsiaeaalalM of Aogusla* lo tbe raiilbeoa." 

'* “Id saUnn porileo «om lapa. coloa abvrlbu* gomulsi ae llesMU lar- 
Isblet lublaot, cvoapirMur : dc Me Ck«ro et VtrgMia* •sniper iDicitoMR. 
Uvlo* hoc slgDuiD ab /EdllllHU ei pecouM* qsiba* maletall tntaul foMicri- 
loeea poOlum Inoult. Auiea to Cumltib aU Ptcooi iuinlaalein, qno Mm 
piKTl faerant ekposlil. loralum procn-to nl." Lnc. Fdanl de Aolb]. Crb. 
Rom. lib. It. cap. *11. ap. SaliMgiv, tom. t„p. 217. Jo hi* x*Mlb cbapler b« 
repMli Ibal Ibastaloea wera there, but dcU tbit ihsy wcrc/'imjtd Ibese. 

■I Ap. Nardibl. Roens Yettu.-llb. v. eip. t*. 

>1 Marllaol Drb. Rom. Topograph, lib. II. rap. Ii. Bemenllona BDOtbee 
wolf and IwlB* in tbe Valkeaa. Ub. v. cap. iiU 
'V Non (k-Kunl qui banc lp*ani r*ae puleat, qaam adplnilmaa, qn* A 
comIUoln Ba>illram Lateraoaia, cuoi AonnutltialllsaaUquUainm lellquIM. 
aiqoe bine lo Capllollaoi poalea relata Ml. quam*U Mu'llaDu* aollquaoi 
Capliollnam nae duIuU h TuUlu dcwrlpUcu. cui st la re ninib dobU. Ire- 
pIdA adtenUmar." latl. Rjcqull de Capit. Hooiaa. C«mm. cap. xilt. p. RA 
edit. Logd. Bat. lOOe. . 

'* Nardlal, Roma Velui, Ub. v. cop. I*. 

Lupa bodlcqtw Id caplioMab proalat •dibos. com rallglo fatmish 
qua lebm aarral Ctcera.'* Diarlam Halle, tom. I p. tiA, 

'* Slorb <Wla ArtI, etc. Ub. III. rap. III. | U. nota (0. WIcihelmaaa ba* 
made a atrange btandar lo tbeoala, by a*v4<>C (he CMaraalau wotf waa iM 
la Ibe Capllul, and Ibat Dloo waa wrotiq la aSjbqiac. 



. ' CIITLDE IIAAOLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 


071 that U ptMtd, not fornttf, at the Ficus Rifmlnatis. by the 
Comttiiim. by nbich he duet not teem to allude to the church of 
Saiat Theodore, nycqiiiut was the Brst to ni-ike tbc luktake, ami 
Winkelmann fdtlowed Ryotuiuj. 

Flamliiiiu Vacca tells qaile a difTcrent irtory, and tays he had 
brard ibewolf with (he twins waa found • near the arch of Sc|itH 
miuf Severu*. The comiDcntalor w Wlukelmann H of the ume 
opinion with Uiat learned person, and is Incensed at ITardinl fur 
not havitiir remarked lint CIceru, in speaking of the wolf atnick 
wHh HghtntaiK in the Capitol, makes use of the past tense. Bat. 
with (he Abate’a leave. NarUini does not itmiiiTely assert llte stahiv 
to be that mentioned by Cicero, and, if he had, the assumption 
would not perhaps have been sociceedinKly indiscrert. The Abate 
hiuiseirisoblijed to own that there are marks very likeahcMaib- 
Ine of lifthtnintt In the hinder legs ol the present wolf; and, to get 
rM of this, adds, that IIm: wolf seen by ftionysius mighi hare been 
also struck by lightning, or ptherwisc InJur^. 

Let m examine the sub>ecl by a reference to the words of Cicero. 
The orator In two places seems to iiarticularlse (he Romulus artd 
the Remus, especially the first, wlitcb hU audience remembered to 
have beof in fte Capitol, a» being struck with IlghUiing. In his 
rerses be records that the twins and wolf both fell, and that the 
latter left bebind tbe marks of her feet. Cicero does not say tiul 
the wotf was cewsoBaed : and DknionJy mentiuns (hat it fell down, : 
without allaiiiag, «s ibe Abate has made bim, to tlie force of the 
bhm, or the Amneas wHh which it bad been Hsed. The whole 
strength, therefore, of Ibe Abatc’s argument Itangs upon the past 
foMe : which, howereg. may be somewhat dimlnUlied by remark- 
ing ibsl tlic phnuo on^ shows that the sUloe was not then stand- 
log In its funner porilioa. winkehnaon Isas observed, that the 
present twins are modem; and it la equally clear that there arc 
marks of gilding 00 tim wolf, which might therefore be nipposnl 
to make part of the aocleni group. It is known that the uered 
image* of* ihr Capitol were not dertroyed w hen injuretl by time or 
aticident, but were put into certain umler-gmund de|Mwitarips, 
called favisMOi.* U maybe (liuughl^^oseible (hat tbe wolf had 
been so depMited, and had been'n>plaeHl in some cuctsiticuuus si- 
UiatiuQ when the Capitol was reliullt by Vespasian. Hycqiiiui. 
without mentiotfiigliistathority, tells that it was transferred from 
the Couidium to Um Laieran, and thence brought to the Capitol. 

If it was found near the arch of ^verus, it rrUy have been one of 
(be iiMtges w hicb oiroslae ) gays was thrown down in tbc Forum by 
Uglitniug when Alarm tooh Ibe city. That it Is of very hi.^b anti- 
quity tbc workmaosbip is a decisive proof; and that eireumstaocc 
induced Winkdinans to belicreit thewo'fof Dionysius. The Ca* 
pitulloe woK, however, may have Iwen of the same early date as 
UMlatthalepiptoofRomnliis. Laetontlus* asserts that in liis time 
the ROmaoH worshipped a wstlf; and it is known that tbe Lu{>erca- 
Ua held u«l to a very kite period ' after every otlwr obsenraoce of 
the aodent superetillon bad totally expired. This may account 
for the pweservation of the ancient image longer than Ute other 
early symbols of Paganism. 

11 may be permiiied. however, to remark, that the wolf was a 


’ *' IntMldlre. rbe I* Errolo dt branio. cfae ocgl M trova oella uU dl 
CaiDpIdsglts, to lr9«a(o nrl (Oro ftomiDO iporeud r atro dl Selllniio: evl 
ts Irmau audi* la lapa dl bresto cbe allaia AoiBola a.aeoo, e tUi bclU 
Ufgta 6e‘ cooaerfaiwl." Plau, Vacra, Memorla. ndOi. Ill.Ti. !• ap. Xosl- 
taucon, DIar. iUI. lom. I. 

* Lee. rasn. IMd. 

^ Sm ttoie !• flaRsa Lttt. In ** ntatwlcal lllaatrallonr* 

f Hamuli nuirlt Lnpa bitaorlbut csi afTreia di*lol«.el ferreni, al animal 
Ipmni fahart. ruju* Dpuram gi-rli.*' Lieiant. de PaIsS Renglooe. lib. I. 
cap- 11 . p. IM. «dll. varler. IdM ; IImI Si In uy. be nootd ratber adore a 
woK ibao a prxiatiittta. IIU caiDmcnialor bu ebaerTcd ibat Ibe opiulen vf 
Lhy ranrtmiuf Laureolta being Isomd is Iblf noil waa sot ooherul. 
Slratw iboaghl ao. Eyrgulsa M wrong In aajInB Ibot Laetaiillui nmllous 
tba wait waa lu Ibe CapUvt ■ 

* To A. D. UM. "fah rredere pnssll,*' m$ baranlm [SOD. EreJea. 
tom. alil. p. e02. In an. 40S ], “Tifniaae adhse-Kam* ad Oetaall lampors. 
gn* r«ereanie«aon>la orM* allala lu Jkillam Luperralta t" Celttloa wrole 
a bnier whirb Mniptea fear fsllo lb Androubebtts Ibo iCQalor, and 
elbara. la abow ibw (be riMa abouVI br sUm op. 

* Ciiaeblat bw Ibow werdt : enj nm/t' v/ttv uf Bt»i 

/ivvni, fy rw TtfcySi «or«,«w T&v Ttpuswv, 

fer/^*ps» Pw^fxTv T«ur»» Crjftiy»vv. Ccclee. nitl.llb U. 

rep. tUi. p. to. fesun Nartfr bed'toU the alorr before; but Berooloi 
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Roman symbol. Tint (hat tbc worship of that symbol Han Infe- 
rrnce drawn by the zeal of Lacianifus. The early Clirisdaa writers 
arc iK>l to he imstcd In the chargee which they make against tbe 
Pagans. £u.scblus accused the Homans to their faces of worship- 
ping Simon Magus, and raising a statue to him in the island uf the 
TyU-r. Tlie Homans had ]»rubably never hcjnl of sucli a person 
before, wbo catm*, iKiwevrr, to play a cunsidcrahle, though scan* 
daluus (mM In the church history, aitd has left .several tukms ul his 
aerial cumbat witli SI. Peter at Rome ; tiotwiibslnnding that an In- 
scriplion fmiud In (bis very island of the Tytier shmved (he Simon 
Magus uf Eusebius to be a certain Indigenal god called Scino San- 
gus, or FhUui.^ 

Evrn when the worship of tbe founder of Rome had liccn aban- 
doned, It was thought expedient lo humour (he haldls of the good 
matrons of the city, by sending (hem with their sick infanU lu the 
ctiurch of Saint Theodore, as they had before carried 'them to tbc 
temple uf Romulus.; The practice is continued to Ibis day; and 
the sile of (he above church seems tn be thereby identified with 
(hat of the temide : su that if the wolf had been really found llwre, 
as WInkelmaun says, there wontd be no doubt of (he present s'a- 
tue being lhal seen by Diony*ius.* Rut Faunus. in saying (hat it 
was at tbe Ficus Rumlnalts by the Comilium. is only talking its 
ancient position as recorded by PliQy-: and even if be hod been re- 
: marking where it was found, w<n^ not have allinlcd to the cburcli 
uf Saint Tlieodorc, but to a very difTerent place, near which it was 
then tboogbt the" Ficus Rumitwits had bern. and also the Comi- 
tiom ; that Is, Uie three column* by the church of Santa Maria Li- 
beratrlce, at (be oonier of the Palalinc looking on (be Forum. 

it is, In (act, a mere conjecture wl>ere the image was iclually 
dtfg ap: « and perhaps, on the wimie, tlie marks of the gilding, and 
of Ihe N;tbining. are a better argument in favour of Hs being tbe 
Ciceroul.ui wolf than any that can be adduced for tire contrary 
opiuion. At any rate, it is reasonably selected In the text of the 
Ijoera asone of the most tatEreatin.|; relics of the ancient city, >• and 
is certainly the figure, if not (bo very apjmai lo which Virgil 
allodes In hit beautiful verses i— 

i *' CrmiiicM bate obm ctream 

Ladsre pemtrnlrs puenw. tl Umber* meirttn 
lmp«Tld(i( : lllsiD imd mrvire reflenm 
Mnlrers aUerD«,«( corpora Ougers lliifna,'*>' 


XXVI. . 
fOLIl'S C.CSSIk, 

*' ForltM tUinaa'X mind 
Wat modeird la a lea* lermlrtil motild.'* 

Staaas u. (laesSaadt. 

it is possible to be a very great man and tube stiM very Inferior 
to Juiiua Cssar, the must eoiuplcto cbaractor, ao Lord Bacon 
(bought, uf all antiquity, h'alure seems incapable of such extra- 
ordinary combinations a* composed his vertaUlc ^aiiacily, which 
was Uie wouder even of Uio Romaus thcnuelves. The firat gene- 


blouelf wBi obliged to detect ibii fabU. See iVatdlul, BoOW Vat. Ub. tlL 
cap. ill. 

; " In ffsa gll aaUrbl ponirflet. per logllcr Is ractsorb dt' gtuochl Laper- 
cell lilllulil Id oaore dl aooiolu, liUrodUMcro )' um dl portarvi bambini 
opprewt da InfermllS orrullr, ard6 d liberino per f Inirrcmlone dl qnnio 
tanio- rotnr dl rontloao U ipcrlntmu." atooc ill. ai(M. accaraia e mm*- 
clDta Dwicrictooe, etc. dl leiua Modema, A*!!’ Ab. RMolt. Venait, iVto. 

* ^ardlnl. I.b. v. fap. <i, cooticn ramponloa (jvtus rnitti error/*, la 
pBUInglbe auDloal Ug-lroc al Ibe rburcb of Satni Tbeotkire : but u Livy 
Mfi Ibe wolf wae a( Ibe Fleas RanikiaU*. and [>k>nf»lu* al lb* temple or 
hornalo*. be Is obliged leap. It. ; la ona tb«( tbe twa were cloee lofelbrr, 
as well as Ibe Lupenwl cata, ilMded. at It were, by Use flg'trec. 

9 AdromlOea Ikus etlm aanilnalU gmulnabsl.subtpia lupw raoiani. 
bocetl, msronMm. doerntr Varrooc, iuirrafll olliu Romulus et Aetnus; oea 
prorul a lemplo bodk D. Narfw Llbi-ratrlrls epprilato. ubl /oriajt Inventa 
noblllt nia men stalua taps grmlnue pacrulos ler(amt». quam budle la 
Capllollo vldemus.’* OUl aorrlchU Anilqua CrUt Honiaoa- Farias, cap s. 
Secelterap. iti. Borrlcblos wrola alter >*rcllul, lu 1017 Ap<*‘'w«. AnUq. 

tom. Um. If. p. (jS. 

Donatos, Mb. tl. cap. tlilvra a medal rrprracnllag on onesWa tbe waff 
la Ibe ume poatllon at llul In the Capliol ; and in Ibe reiuvc (be wolf wltb 
Ibe bead Mt mured, (t Is of ibr lltne o( Anionlaos Flo*. 

iiEa.vlll.S3t. See Dr. Middleton, Inhls Leller from koma. who locUaet 
(0 tbe ciceroBita wolf, bui wiiboat anoUaliig ibe SHbfaci. 
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ral— the un)r Iriumpbanl poUUdan-Mofetior to none io doqwnce | 
.xConpariMe to aoy in the itUiniiMnU of wiaiioai, in an age madr | 
up of the ffreaieat cummaoden. itatcanin). orator*, and phllow* ’ 
pben that ever appearrd in the «t>rid-<aQ author who copjpoafd a I 
perfect apeciinea of mfUlary amub la hit trarelUng carriage— at 1 
one Umc in a controvor'y vUh Colo, at anoiber writing a treatlar 
on pujuiing. a»l cuUecUng a aet of good tayinga-figbilng • aud 
iubKIhs love at Uk; aame tiiomeid. aud willing to abaodoo both Ida 
empire and hU mlsire» for a sight of Ihe FounUina of the Kile. 
Such did JuJiua Casaar appear to Im conlempurarlea and lo Ibow- 
of Ihe Bubaequeni age* who wore tho most Inclioed to deplore and 
execrate bla fatal genina. 

But we roual oot be ao much danled with bia furpaaaipg glory, 
or with bia magiutdmuua. hla amiable qualiUc*. aa to fot^el the 
decidoD of hb impartial countrymen t— 

■ K WAS JC«TLV SLAIN.* 


xxrii. 

ECetlA. 

** Ecerla I awwl OMtloa ef aoOM bmrt 
W hlrb r«uDd ae>morul r«aUti|*pU(« ao fair 
u ihitw M«bJ 

S/Mse CIV. i/«M 1, 9 S. 

TtM re^tablo aolhorily of Flamloios Vacca would Incline us 
to beUeve in the cUiau of the Bgehan grollo.' lie aasurea ua that 
be uw aa inadripUon in the pavement, aUting that the fmuiUiu 
wia that of Egerla, dedicated to the nymphs. The Uucriptioa b 
not there at tbb day : hut Mootfaucun quolea two liocaAofOvtd 
from a atone io Ihe >1Ua niustioianJ. whldt be seems to think bad 
been brought trum the same groUo. 

This grotto and valley were formerly (requenied in summer, and 
pirUcularly the first Suuday in May, by the modem Rotnana, who 
attached a aalubiioua quality to the (uuniain which tricfcle* from an 
orifice at Che bottom of the vault, and, overflowing the little pools, 
creep* down the matted grass into the brook below. The brook i 
is Ihe Ovldian Almo, whose name and qualities are lost in the 
moalem AquaUccio. The valley itsdf b called Valle di CafbrelU, 
from the dukes of that name, wlio made over their foonUiu lo 
the Pallavldid, with sixty nsMbi of adjoining land. 

There can be little doubt Out ibb long dell b the Egerlan valley 
of Juvenal, and the pansing place of L'mbriilus, notwiihstandlog 
the generality of bis cmmueoUlnt* have supposed ibe dcsoeal of 
the utirUt and hi< friend to have been Into the Ariclan grove, 
where the nymph met lllppolytua, and where rite was more pecu* 
Uarly wurshlpp^. 

The step bom Ihe Porta Capena to the Alban hill, fifteen mile* 
dbUnt, vrouJd be loo considerable, ookss we were lo belitve In 


I the wild couje«ture of Voadna, wiio rnakea that gala travel from 
its present station, where he pretends It was during the rrigo ri 
’ tbs Kings, as far aalbe Ariclan grove, and than makes It recede to 
I lu old file with the shrinking dly.* The info, or pumlor. which 
1 the poet prefers to marble, b the mbataiice comjioalngTlig bank 
in which tlic grotto b sunk. 

The modem t«q»ograpliers* find In lbs grotto the stable of the 
nymph, ami nine nichn for the Muses; and a late iravcUerr has 
discovered lhat tho cave Is restored to Hut simplicity which the 

poet r^retted had been exclangedfcwlaiudJclouaoroitnenU Bui 

the licadIcM atatuo b palpably rather a male Ihto a nymph, and 
has none of the attributes ascribed to U at present vbiMe. The 
nine Musra could hardly have atuod Indx nlclurt; and Juvenal cer> 
ulfliy dose not allude to any lodlvldnal cave.* Nothing can be 
collected from llie ulirut but that somewhere near the Porta Ca- 
pCDxwas a spot In which It was supposed Numa held nightly coo* 
sullaitona with hb nymph, and where Uierc wu a grove and a 
nrred foimlain, and lan« once consecrated lo the Muaes; and 
that Irrmt ihb spot there was a descent into the vriler of Egeria. 
when* were aeveral artificial eaves. It b clear that Ihe sUluea of 
the Muses made no part ol the decoration which the sallriit 
Ihooghl tpiaplaced in these cavas ; for be expressly asrigus other 
f^nes ;delubra) to those dirinUies above Ibc valley, and moreover 
tetU u* lhat tb«T had been ejected lu make room fur the Jews. In 
bet, the UtUe temple, now cafled ihatofBaceliua. was fonnerij 
thought to bolong to the Mums, and Nardinl » places Ibecn la • 
popUr grove, whkh was In his time above the valley. 

It b probable, from the inacripUuo and posiUoo. that the cave 
DOW sliown may be one of the “arUflciil caverns,'* of whki, 
indeed, Ihero is anoUicr a JiUle way higher up the valldy, under a 
tuft of alder bushes t bat a single grotto of Egeria b a mere modcra 
Ihvcnilon. grafted upon the appUcalloo of Ibo e|dthct F.gcrian lo 
Ihescnympbea in general, and which might aead ns to louktor the 
haunts of Nunu upon the banks of the Thames. 

Our Engibh Juvenal w^^uot seduced into miitnmslalioa by Ms 
aoqaainunce will) Pup^he carefully preserves the correct 
1 plural— 

Ttwor*, ttowlf wtwtlOB down lb* v*te. w* vbw 
Tbcegertaa frM«: »b, haw uUiU Um irwel'* 

Tho valley abound* with springs, •• and over theoe tprinfi. 
which the Mum might haunt from their neighbouring groves. 
Egmta presided i heuce die was arid to supply them with watrr: 
and ahe waa the nymph of Ibe grottos through which the fouatabs 
were taught lo flow. 

The whole of Uie monnraenU io the vidnily of the Egerian vafiey 
have received namrs at will, which have been dungnd at wifi. 
VeouU < • owns be can see no traces of the temples of Juve. Saturn. 
Juno, Venus, and Ulaoa. which Nardinl lonnd, or hoped to find. 
The matalonum of Caracalla’s circus, the temple of lloooor and 


• lo bli leolb bosk. Lonia sbowt bloi tprtnkied wllli ttM Meed of fhar* ' 
satis Id lb* amsor Clmpalra. 

^ SaDgatoe Tbeaaallco cladb perfun* aduiUr 
Admlalt Vrocraa oiria, at mtaniU arnya.** 

Alter ITsallBg wUh bU BMreaa, be sMa ep all otgbt to csoTers* with the 
Egypttafl aaga*. aod teiu Aflwrwia. 

** spaa all mlbl eerts aldeodl 
MMlsroa tonlea, bellum civile rellCM|ttaai.’' 

“Sic vdut la lulA aecorl pace trabebaot 
• Nocili M*r iBcdlum." 

lauDedlaldt anerwsrdv. belalgliUoiagsla, aDddafcodlng every pestUeo. 

“ M edrW detfiisor ublqo* 
caaar, rt bos adUoa gladlta, bos ((nlbes ereet. 

cawl none rsrlDis 

losUoM Cwer arnper fclkiier oras 
rnedpUi cBTsu beUorum cl icopore reptA.** 

V V* Jor* eacui ctlattmeiar,*' tats Sutloolut, afler e fair ecltmallon of his 
greeter, and lUahlaf uae of a pbrai* whlrb waa a tcpraiula In Uvy'a lime, 
“ MelloGP iure rwcum pronanllavIL ellam si regni ctlmloe latooa fuerll 
[Mb.l«. cap. AS.) and which waa cnnlloued lo Ibe legal pidgnciiU pre- 
MoBced to iuvimabte bofotride*. tucb at hUllog bootebreekera. See Su»- 
loD. la VU. C. I. CCMtr. wllb Ibc coomMOlBry et riUicua. p. lit. 

* ** race loniaoe del «Mle Iwuflo tl mode eJ an caisletla. del quale ne 
aeno radroni II CanereiU, the voa qoealo ooine S cblanMto II luo|0 ; vl * bob 
feotana soils noa grao voila aailca. cbe al praeule at gode, * U Ivauni 
vl vasBo r cataie a rtcreersl ; net pavlmento dl ease foole at kfge lo au *pl> 
tefle enere qaella I* teot* dl Epris, dedicsta rile olob, e qaeats, dkt 


r cpllana. oacc* la nedeiliiui fenle.lo cul fn coovertlte.’* Monorle, etc. 
ep. Nardtol. p. 13. Da do« not giro Ibe Inarrlplluo. 

4 •* to viUs tnallnlaae cslal logent lapis qusdralaa wlldus. In qaoicalpt* 
me duo Ovidli cannlna aool 

**^er1aeatqti« priebetaqoea dee grate CBUKBOle. 

UlA Nome coQioi cooflllBiBqa* rulL* 

Qol lapis V Idetor as eodem A 4 er 1 aa route, sot e)** vidolt, Mhae coaporit* 
tus." Dfarlam Usltc. p. 4S3. 

I De Hagnll. vri. Non. ip. craw. Aol. Bom. lom. Ir. p. 1391. 

* Ecblaard. tescrlilOM 81 Roma e deli' Agro Nooiaoo. cortstledaU’ Abets 
VcnulUn Noma. 1730. They bcltovcle ibe grotio aod oynph. *'StiMUen 
dl queato fonle. eaaendovl Miolpita Ic acque * pie dl caao.'* 

7 CUatcal Tour, ebap. vl. p. Sl7, vol. II. 

* ** SulMlKIt ad veirraa arcua, madidacoqoe Capeoam, 

me abl oocturos) Numa coafliivcbet anilcw. 

Nboc aacrl roolh Dcmat. et delabra locular 
Jode-ls quorum eopblnom r«roonM|Qe anpcllex. 
omnu cnia populo uwT t edem petidere Jams eiS 
Arbor, et eJeclU iBcadleal tyb* CaoMcalt. 

Id vtliem Lgerla dcic oBd lmua. ct tprioocas 
Olaalmilea veiit : quaojO^wWanlia* easel 
ftomeo aqaa*. vlrldbeflnfg>Me clsoderel uadaa 
nwb*. BcelngcBuamjfBtsrfni marmon lopbnm." 

Set ItL • 

1 9 Lib. lU. rap. UL T 

'•** I'BdiqM * tote aqaw scaiBrient.*' 'fterdhO, lib. nu cap. Ul. 

" GcWMtd,*tc. CIC.cU.p.9»r,aB. 
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ClIILDfi HAROLDS PILGRIMAGE. 


virUM, Uifl Mople of Boecbu^ »ai, ttbrne ill. Um tcnpte of tbe 
god RaJiculai, art llie antlttturlea* despair. 

Ttie'drcoeof CansaMa det»eods oo a medal of Uiat emperor died 
hf FotviiM Uniana,of »Mcb tbefercraedioiraa circua. mppoted. 
buwerer, by jome to reprewol the Chdtu MaxJnma. It girei « 
verr ggod IdcA of that pLwb of eiercbe. The aoU has been hat 
IfttJe ralaed. U we may judge fron the unall celhifar alradnre ab ' 
tbe end or the Splna. which was probably tbe chapd of tbe god 
Consus. This cdl is halfbeaeatb the soil, as it most bare beea 
in tbe decus bself t Cur Dlonyaios * cuuid oot be persuaded to be> 
Uevetbet this dlTlnity waa the Buiuan Neptune, because bis altar 
wan jinder ground. 

XXTUI. 

Ttt BOMA.t XEJtCSB. 

*‘flm(!idnAisr >*' . 

«’ B«n,.nh««lhcaBclrai pahMhMttsqiseeloBr.'* 

«(««• iwlU U«M S smS 

We rea^in-Soetonlus, Qiat Augastus. from a wart'iihg r^dred 
la a dream.* eountcrfciicd. once a year, the beggar', siUtt>g beture 
tbe gate ofha palace Wiih bis band bulluwed and stretched util fur 
charity. A sUtae forroeriy in Ute Villa Bor^hw, and nbich 
sbould be now at Parts, represeols the Emperor in that poMbre' of 
sspplicalioiL The oflbisself<legradallao was ihcappcase^ 
meat ol Nemesb. tbe perpetual alteadaot on good fbrtane, of wbtne 
power tbe Bonan dxiqueron were also remind^ by ccriafb sy tn* 
bokattached to their canoflriumpb. Thesytsboisweretbewhip 
and Ibe erotalo, which were dlscorered in the Nem^ of the va* 
Ucan. Tbe atiitode of beggary made the above staine pais fur ibal 
of BeUsarius : and until the criticism of Wiukdmaoa > had recti* 
fied the mAtake. one Action wk| called in to support another. It 
was the fimd tear of the sudden lermloatkio hf prosperity that 
made Amasli king of Egypt warn hbfHcnd Polycraics Of Sajnos, 
tbai Ibe gods loved those whom Uves wem clie>^uer«d with good' 
aodevU fbnnnes. Nemesis was supposed to lie id wait parUculariy 
for Ibe iMltdeot; that Is. Cor those uhose caution rendered them 
acceuibid only to mere acetdenta t and her Ant altar was raWd 
00 Ibe banks of tbe Phrygian ^Esepus by Adrastus, prbbgbly the 
prince of that name killed tbe son of Crasni by mistake. 
Hence the ge(k|em'was ealied Adr«»ieB.< 

Tbe RCHoan Nemesis was soered and augiut : there was a 
temple to her in the Palatine ooder the name of tthanioasia t r^so 
great, indeed, was tbe propensity of the anclenls to tni«t to tbe 
revoluUoQ ofevepts, and to bdieve in tbe divinity of Fortune, that 
in tbe same Patailne there was a temple to the Furtune of the day.« 
This b Um last su|ierttitioa Whicb retains its bold over the bannn 
heart t and, from concentraling'in one object Uie ereduUty so oa- 
ton] to man, has always appeared a(yoDgest In those unembir- 
rassed by other articles of belief, tb^ aniiguaries have supposed 
this goddess to be syoonymooi with Fortune and with Fate.i i but 
It was tn ber vlndlcUve iimlity that she ww wonhipped under Uie 
name of NemciU. 


VJklX. 

CLAOUTdkS. 


*’ Be. ibclr Ore, 
Ba tfb sr'd l« oMhe • Bsoun li 


Stessa all. iiasse* 


1U> 


IT> 


CUtfiators were of two kinds, compelled and voluntary j oed 
were sOppUed from several oondUiunt ;-from slaves sold liir that 
porpose; from culpritsj from barbarian elpUvcs'citbcr taken la 
war, and, after being led in triumph, set ap^ for Ihe ganic^ or 
th<^ seised and condemned as rebels ; also from free dUzcni, some 
* Aghting for hire (ostefot M), others from a depraved ambHlra i at 
Iasi even knights and senators vfere ezhfbited.-~a disgrace of 
which the Amt tyrant was naluraily tbe Arst Inventor.* in the 
etui, dvrarfi.abd(Yeo women, fooghti an enormity prohibited by 
Sevcnn. Of these the most to be pilled, undoubtedly, were the 
bariurian capUves ; and p> Ihia ip^cs a Christian writer 9 jwlly 
applies Ihe tpUhet •' Innocent, •' to distinguish ibem from the pro- 
fessional gfadiators. Aorclian and pisudiua snppAcd gnrat num- 
ben of ibese unferluoale vicUms ; ih^ ooe^aftev his Iriumph, and 
tbeotbsroothepretextorarcbellkin.tv No war. sarstip«ias,M 
was ever sodestnictivt to the Imroao race as these sports. In spite 
ofibe laws of ConsUnUne and CoiuUns, gl^jiatorlal shows surMv- 
ed the old ettablishrd religion more than seventy years; bat they 
owed their final eaUnetion to the courage of a Cbrlsdan.' Intlte 
year 404, on the kalends of January, they were eihibiliag tbe 
shows in (he Flavian ampht theatre befiire tbe nnial immense coo« 
course of people. , Afmachlus, or Telemicbus. an Mstern monk, 
wb6 had travelled to Borne inteot on bis holy purpoa^rnsbed Into 
the midst of the area, and endeavoured to aeparaie the rvwnKjuny, 
The prwlorAlypioi, a person increcIlUy alUefaedtu these guues,» 
gave insUnt orders te Uie gladiators to day biro ; and Telemacbos 
gained the crown of maHyrdom, and the UUe of wlnt. whWli surely 
has never either befere or dace been awarded for a niora noble 
ttplolt. HoDonui Immediately alMllsbed the shows, whici were 
never aflerwards revived. The story is told by Tbeadurel 'J'aod 
Cassiodorus,<4 and seems worthy ofcredh netwUhstaodlngits place 
in the Auman martyrology.'S Besides Ihe torrents Of blood which 
flowedat the funerals, in Ihearapldtheatm, the circus, diefonmu, 
and other public places, gladiators werCInlrodaccd at feasts, and 
tore each other to pieces amidst Um snppertables, to the great 
ddlghlaoifapplame or the guests, let Lipdus permiu blase;/ 
lo''mppose the loss of Courage, and Um Evident degeneracy of 
mankind, to be ocarJy cuonecled with the aboliUun these 
bloody spectacles.** ^ , 


V » Bers wbm tbs konssu nilUep's blsiiM or pnlia 
, , Was ilMib or Ufa. ibe pts)ULlDcs of.a crowd. 
t, ' <toisaalll.teisritaSS. 

tvbcD oDCjiladUtor wounded another, be shouted, he hat U." 
‘boc'babet,'’ or **habet" Tbe wounded combatant dro(iped his 


* Aail^. Rom. nb. n. rsp. lut. 

* Sweton. la TR.* Aocwtl, cap. «. Cssaabao. la Ibt aotf,’ refers to fto- 
ferafe*s Ufia of Camillas and ^Illss rasJw. sod also fa> bU spoptalbataw. 
^ tba ebarsetw of tbti datty. Tba boUowed baod wsa raciMcd tbe last 
kgraa at digradaUiia . aad wbra tba dead bodj at iba ptwfect Inttou was 
bsraa abaot la irlanph by.ibe pacplr, tUiadlgally w« locnaMd by pM.* 
Uag Us bead In ibai paUilao. 

> Marla Mia Anl. etc. Ilk sll. cap. III. lom.TI. p. sgx Tbrsoti calls ite 
•Uloa, bewrrar. a Cybala.- n isgitaa 'lb iba feasea Pia-Oea»i)t. tan. I. 
»ar. M. Tba Abata fsa (splctafeeiw.dar Raad.l Slorla, ale. lom. III. 
R- MR. caBs N a ChrUlppas. 

^MttdtRayfe,artkiaAdras(aa. * • * 

* Ilia cowwarstad by tba rsgtooar^ TIrlar. 

*ranaawba|uotdW. Cicerd asoUeos bar, da-Lc«lb. Ub. II. 
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also Msratorl, g«v. Tboaanr. Inacrtp. Vet Ivsi. I. p. SS, M. WiMratbem ark 
Utrsd Latld add aoa Oreab inarr^sioa ta riraecia, aad vibars to Pbla. * 

*• iollv C«nr, wbo roar by the fell of tbs arMecracr. brauihi /aryaf 
Lapllooa and A. Cairnaa opon tbe ansa. 

»T<nottlaa: “cvrta qoMam e« laoocmias gtadUSo^ 10)0/401 vsalagt, 

■ TOlupiatia psblkw boelMa Rost." lost. Lips. SatttrU.Sariiwii.kll. e. UL 
•• Vofdscba. ra vt». AtUyl.A»*te'vll- Claud- IRM. • 

'V ** erode, lab wlo. millsn baUiiaiaalaa risdwn lasilltnogiie gaoorl 
bonuae laUii'bas, <]ttam bos ad toluptaiem lodas.* Jiut. Upa. Ibid. Ua. I. 
ttp.'tll . \ 

** AttfsilliaiM (Ub. vt. rooliyM. cap. vHI.) ^^Alyptom soora gladlatorU 
spatfacoll lBManitiier« 1 iMmSrabrep(biD.**scnUL lb. Ub.Lcip. lU. 

BbC. tcdaB.csp. nvi. l)b.V. - -*■ 

, •« CaMad.-ynpastIta, Li.e.al. Satsni. tb. lb. 

*1 BaraoHi*, ad aoa. ei Jo qolls ad lurty rot. Rooi. 1. Jao.— Sea Myringiinl 
dalle mc sMTl a SKr*« praTaiw dell' AoMattCra Plavla. p. B. edIL lAf. 

>* Qafel f s4a M Upai aMoaentsa aihtood babofeae mwa ad vlrtafemy 
Jlaraaib. Teiapan ao^re. aaaqaa IpsM Hdaaaaa. Oppidua acAaoiia 
ailarpatve ceptom. dlrcpUMi «■; tswailwi dres aioi, oda lo neUs; at 
lamaa n»ctdliBosel larWmiir. VMroLar. sM lat par aoaaa madMata 
aplabilai MiidUr sU life aolasss.qul paean dtesrs. tt /rectas ittOMt 
erMs V* ale. IMd. lib'. It. cap. nv. Ttta profelyp* of Ur. Wlodbam's pone* 
nrk da bail-auiliiR. ^ ^ 
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lAd MlTJoeion la ihe edge ot tkis areok, »ap{4ica(tt ilia 
ipecutora. J( he had fought well, (tie people aired him t If other- 
wtae. ot aa (bar happened to be inclined, they tamed down (heir, 
Iborobt, and he was akin. Ther wereoceastonanypo uvagethat 
Ikm were lm(Mlient U a combat lasted longer Ihao ordiftary wittw 
ont womids of death. The eraperbr’a preaenee generally- ai* *r«l 
the ra»pthbed:)bdlth reoordedaa an lustaoceo(Caracal1a*« fod( 
rocUy, that be sent Utoae who Mppllcaled him fur IlfCt lo a apacta- 
de at McomedU, to ask the pcu^ ;Ja other words, handed them 
ofer to be alain. A thnUar oaretnony U observed at the Spanbli 
butt-fights. The magistrate presides ; and after the horsemen and 
pioeadures have tbaght the bull, the nutadore steps forward htnl 
iiowi to him for pennlasioa tohill the anloiaL If the bull has door 
his duty by killing two or Hitre bones, or a mao, which last Is rare, 
the people Interfere with shouts, the ladies wave their hamlker- 
chiefs, and the luioial is saved. The wotmds and death ot the 
borvea are accompanied with the loudest acclamaUotu, and many 
gestures of driight, e«pedally (roni the female portion of the au- 
dience. tfidmUagthoaeofthegcnUestblaod. Every thing depends 
on habit. The author of Cb|1dc Harold, the writer of tills iu)ir, 
and one or two other Engflishmeii. wbo have oertafiily In other 
days borne the sight of a pitched battle, tyere, dnring (be summer 
of 4800, lo the goTemur*s liot at the great atnpbtlheaire 6f Santa 
Maria, opposite to Cadix. The ilealbOfooeortwoboncs complete* 
If paiUficd Uicir cdrloaliy. A geuUcman present, otiaerviog tbetn . 
shudder and look pale, noticed Ibal.uouwial recaption of so de- 
lightful a s{iorl to some youag ladies, who stared and smiled, and 
continued ihrtr applauses as another boric fell bleeding to the 
ground. Unc bull kifled Uiree horses o(fht$ ote'n homa, lie was 
saved byaodsraalfuos, which were redonbled when i( was known 
be brioogni to a priest.. 

An BogUahmUn who can fte much pleased with seeing tiro men 
beat tlissi^ves to pieces, cannot bearto look at a horse galloping 
round an arena with bia bowels iraiUng on the ground', and tunw 
from the spectacle and the speetators with hoeVor and dtaguat. 


XAAI. 

THE aiii.v (itu. 

. * . *• and star 

' Tht riUer wind*; giwl ibe broad acaaa lam 
. Th» Una* coast,' olc., oir. 

^ SMua c^lT. tSw* t, a. <Ad A 

The whole declivity of the Afhan hill Is ^f nnrivajlrd betnty. 
and from the cooveol on llte highest poin^^hlcti has toceeednl 
lo the Irinple of the Latino Jupftrr, .the prespeclembt^cw aU the 
objects alluded to la (he cHed stanza; (he Mediterranean; the 
whole scene p( Ihe Utter half of the /Eorld, and thp ooikt from 
beyond tho mouth ot (he Tiber (o the headland ol*circ#nm aod 
the (Upe of Terracina. 

The dtoof tacero's slUa may be sippoaed either at (he Grotti 
Ferraia, or at (be fuscnlum of Prince Lneieo Buonaparte. 

The former was thought some yean ago Ihe actual site, aa may 
pe seen Irum.UhkbeUMi^ Life of Cicero. At prtaesi it has lost 
Som^ihUig of lU credit, except (or the Domenlchlnos. Mnc mook* 
bf the GrreK order lire there, aod ibc adjoining t IIU b a cantliul's 
sacumetshouse. the other villa, called RufinclU, b on the sdm- 
milM the hiK aboYeErascaU. and many licb remaiiu of Tuscotuhi 
have been kxind there, besides seventy-two sUlues qf dlffcrem 
merit ami preservation, aod seven busts. 

From the ume eminence a^teen the Sabine hilU. emboeomeil 
In which lies the loog valley of RuUlca. Theye are several clr- 
CumsUneCS which tend to esubihh the indrnUiy of ihu Talley witli 
the ** Vttka of Horace ; aod It seems possIMe that (be. mosaic 
pkvement which the peasants uncover by Umiwiog up ibesftrib ol 
a vineyard may beloog to hu villa.— itnsUcg b prononooed riiort, 
not according to our stress tipoct— ** grjtiop ru^ontia."— It h 


more rational to think (bat we ace wrong, than that the inbKil- 
taiiU of thb secluded valley have chan^ ihcir (one in thb word. 
Tbe addilion of the consonaat prefixed b nothing i yet U‘ b ne- 
ce*sary to be aware that ftustica may fee a modem name whMb 
the peaaants may bare (^ngbi from Ihe aaih{ueries. 

Tbe villa, or tbe mosak, bln a vineyard on a knoll coveegd wfth 
cbesmit trees. A stream runs down the valley ; and aUbowgh M b 
not (me. uaaid in the guide books, that thU atroMo U ceiled U> 
ceosa, yet there b a vlllagt dn a ruck at the bead of Ibe vMley 
whkbbsodeDomHuled. apd vshkhmay have taken Us naoMlrM 
tbe IMgcntia. Liccoza tenlalasTOO iohahuaniA OnapeakalMk 
way heyond is dvlteUa, containing SOO. On the banka of the Aaio. 
a lluie belere yew turn up into Valle RuaMca. U> (he left, abonl an 
hour from llw rUio, bk town, called Vltovaro, another favou r able 
coincidence wlih the f'aria of the poet. At Uie end of the vaiky, 
towards (be A^o, there b a bare hUl. crowned with a lUile losra 
called Ilirdels. At the (o|l Of Uus biU Ihe rivulet of Liocnaa lows, 
aod b almost absorttod in a wide sandy bed before it reacbm fes 
Anlo. NuMiiog eno be more Ibnu&ate tbr the lines of the poet 
whciberialLmdlipboricelordifectsen^t— 

j'lleqoolteM isSkll gelUwaOlBcntb rtma. 
poem Uaadeta blMI rwgoaiu fr)|ors pagwa.** 

The ilream b diMr high op the valley, hot before it reaves tba 
hill of ftanleli looks grtnn and yellow like a sulphur rivulet. 

Rocca CiovaDe. a nilfted vUla^ in the hUts, half an hour's walk 
from tbe vineyard where tbe pavement b abowni dods seem lobs 
the site of tbe (aoe of Vicuna, and an ItMcriptioo found Uacre tells 
that ihia lemideof the iiabioe Victory was rrpalred by Vespasian.' 
vvah iheadhelpa, and a pnsutoo corresponding ^ctly lo'every 
thing which the poet luf told us of bis.retreal, we may fed tole- 
rably secure «f our site. 

Tli^iU which should be LucreUns b called Campaoile. airf by 
follawln<up U)C rlvuiel to tbe pretended ^ndusla, yon cutm to 
Ihe roots -of the bigbetoinosuiUUi Geooiro. Singularly' ene«gl>, 
the only spot of ploughed land to the whole valley b im tbe knoll 
where thb ftaadusU rises. 

^ I* '. ... la filgns amablle 

reals vosnere isWto 
rrwiHS, d pdcorl voga.*' 

The peasants show aoutber spring near tbe mosaic pnvemetil. 
which they call "Oratbiu. " aod which flows down the hills into 
a tank, uy ntlll-dam, and thence IrickJes over' into Ibe UigeciUi. 

liiif we must not hope 

*' T« trace tbe VnsM o|>wardi to their aprlni,'' 

by espiar|Dg the windlogs of the romantic valley in search of lbs 
ItandiiaMn fountain. <11 teenu alraoge that any 'one slioukl have 
iboug|b( Bantluslk a (oiiutoin ot thb Dtgeulii— Horace haa not let 
drop a word of it ; and tlib immortal spring has in tact born sHseo- 
' vfired la posscHion of the lioldcfs of auoy good things lo Italy, lbs 
monks. U was attached to tlie church 0( hi, Gervate and Frntaii 
near Vrnu»to. where it was most likely lo be found.* We shall not 
be F> lucky as'a late traveller in fimiiag tlie occa*i«nal pint sUU 
*l>ctMJcut Ml U>e poetic villa. There U not a plue in the wbuk 
valley, hut tliere are Iwo cypreiaCs, which be evidently look, or 
mbiudk, for the tree in ode.t Tbe truth b. tlut the pine b 
now. as it was In (he days of Vkgii, a garden trre,aialU wmaofst 
all likely tu be fouad loUiecraggyaacliviiuesof (he valley of Rws 
(ica. Horace probably bad one of ibem In the orchard dose abait 
h I farm, ^mcdiaUly oversbaduviing his villa, not on the rocky 
hdghU at some distince from hb abode. Tbo tourist may have 
casliy suppusfd liimidf to have seen thb pine figured in (fee afesve 
cypresses; for the orange and lemon trees wtucb ihrgw tadb a 
bloom over hb description of tbe royal gardens it llaples, uaiew 
they tiave been strtee displaced, were aisomny osdy seacias aod 
Ollier common garden abrubs.i ' 


V i«p. Casss vtspsHtntt 

Mmrsi asiiKvt. n». 
rovtsT. cuMA aatM 
vtctesi . vnoisTs uupssa. 
ivA. ,spp|A. asanTvrt. 


* Sec imiortral tUoiiralloai ol the Fourth Caolo, f>. S). 

* I Sm UtMBli-ai Tour. Me. (Up. vll. p. 2M. vol. II. ' 

* ** boScr our wliMlkws, amthonlMiog on lU Uach, li^feial isrSca. 
Ithl 004 lo partrrres. and walksshaead by mw* of orSntttrwi.'' CtawKsl 

I Tp«r.aie.,cUp.tl. «ai.ll. «t.asa. 
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C 6 ST 40 CI cunicu'Tout. 

Tb« eiirtme dtMppotatmrat (ipericnced br choodOR ibc Ou* 
deal Tourifiu a In Italy ouist be atlpwed to find rmt in a 
tern obamratkiof, which. Ubauerted wlihMU foar uf ceatr^dlc- 
boo, will ^ coDfimed bf erery ooe.who hae adected the aame 
conduct or through the rtme coaniry. . ThU apthor h In fact one 
of the meat (oaccurale. unMUarjoiory wrilcri that hare io unr 
bmee atuload aiemporary repatabon, aod ta eery acldoro (o be 
tniated 91 ca when he apeaU of uideeu which be mual tm preadiucd 
to bate aeeo. Ilia error*, fruai the aiaiple exaggeraUoa to the 
downrtglil nla-ataiemeot, areaofreqitnu aa to 'Induce a raaplckjo' 
that he had either neycr Tialicd the apOU deacetheU, or bad tnui- 
ed to the Bdefliy of lonucr wrilrn. linlced. the Ciawical ‘biiir 
baa erert charaelerUUc of a mere compilaUoa of fomier noticea, 
ttraoR toertber opoo a rery akoder thnead of peraoitai obaerea* 
boo. and awetied out by Ihoae decoraliooa which are ao eaaUy 
aupptted by a ^emaUe adofibon of all the coujinoa phcea of 
praiae, applied to every fhing, 4 DU therefore aigairytngnothlac- 

The atyie which one peraoii Ihinka doggy and oOmbroua. and 
uneultable, may be to the Uite uf oibcn, and eDcli may expeiteyire 
aome saluUry odkincnt in p^iughlng Uirough the perkaia uf Ibe 
CUaeihal Tour. Ji muat be aat^ however, that puliah ami weight 
areaptlobrgetan expecUifdA of table. It Uamongat the paioa 
of Ibe danioed to toil tip a ctiniax with a boge ronod «to«r. 

The loanat had the cboico of hit werda, but there wm do aadi 
laUtnde allow^ U> that of hia aeoUmenu. The love of virtue aod 
of liberty, which amit have dbliogiiUhcd the character, ceftiinly 
adonw the pages iff Mr. Bostacej «od tltegcntlcmaoly apirH, k> 
recwtuaeodalory rilher In an aul^wir hia productions, h very 
cocMptenoba ihrouglwat ibe CUaHATiW. But these generous 
<|ua||^ are the (uUage of auch a peHbmiaooe, aod may bl ^iread 
abodltt ao prominently and prolitacl)-, aa »o embarram Ihuie who 
wish to MC apd Aod the fhat at band. The mictioo of iRe divine, 
aod the nborutloos of the moralial, may have made llila work 
aomethlng ibora aai b^ter than a book of ttaveU. hut iRgy have 
not made it a booh of travels i and this obapnraiiuo at^illcs more 
eapeeUlly to that eaUdog method Of instnietioa conveyed by the 
perpetual introducUonof the aame Gallic lldotlo Kvl and Unster 
bdiore (be ruing geomtloo. and terrify it Intu decency hy the db- 
play of all theetceascs of the revolution. Ah aokuotity against 
atheiata and segicldea in general, aod Frenebnieo spectAmdiy. may 
be honourable, aod may bt aaehil da a rrcord ; but that gnbdoie 
sbonid eUber be adminiatered to any work raibcr than a tour, of. 
allaast, ahonld be served up apart, aod not ao mixed with the whole 
otamof inlermaiiuQ and reflocUon, as to give a biUeroesa to every 
page 1 for who would cbdbse to bare the aoti|athiea of any man, 
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however ]nit, for Ida tnvoffiogooiBpanhioiP A tooriat, nolesahe 
' avpiroa to the credit of prophecy, ti not amwenble for ibe changes 
which may take plaoe In the coootry which be desedbea; but hi# 
readv takf very fairly esteem ail his poilRcal portraita and dpduo* 
tioos aa ao mnch waste paper, the moment they ctmo to assist, 
and more parUciriarly If they (disinict. his actual aurvey. 

Neither eneominm onr accuaaUoa of any government, or |o* 
vemon, la meant to be here nlferedt but it ts stated asaoiiKmntro- 
yerbbiie fket. that the change operated, dtberby iheatldreka of the 
iMe laopeiial ayalem, or by the diwppniniment of eyery exprets* 
lion by those who have succeeded lu ibe llaRan thrones, has Incu 
•K> cooiideraMe, and is so apparent. » not only to pnf Mr; Eiw> 
' laee'a aatigalbcan phUipfiieiculIxely out of date, bat even to ilirow 
«jme suspicion upon the competency ant candour of the aullior 
httnaelf. A remarkaMocxample may be found liUhe inaUoec of 
Hoiogiu. 6ver wboaepapai atUcbmehls. and qgj|quent dmola> 
Hon, (he (Oil rial pours foftb such strains of cotyMB|ADd i^vrnge. 
made lOudw by the burrowed trumpet of Ur. 0oile7^ow Bu- 
i'lgpa is at Ihls mooirnt. aod has been tor somi yeara, vbioriuus 
jtnoogst the -stiles Italy for Its attachroeot 10 revolutionary 
(•rioetples, aod was ilmoat Ibc only cily which made any demon* 
'4raUons ip (krotir 'of (hf unfortunate tfnrA. This change may. 
liowever, have been made since Mr. EuaUoe vblied Uiia'coimuy. 
but the traveller whom be baa thrilled with horror at the projected 
vtrippiog e( the copper from the cupola n( Si. Peter’a ^mmt bd 
mush relieved to Ai^ that ucrllege ou^ of the power of the Preoeb , 

, ur any other plnndsrefs, the atpola bdog c o ^red wUhf«w«f.> 

If the ewU^og volte of olhcrwfM rival critics had not given 
rmiMiiera'bie cunrocy to the Clatdcnl Tour, It would have been 
imneoeaaary to warn the reader, that buwnrcr It may adorn hia 
library. It will be of litUe or qo service to him in bb carriage) aod 
J1 Use Judgment Of (hose critics had blther^Jteen sospeoded, no 
.fUempt would have been made to aaud|^ their decMoo. AJ 
It d; those who stand in the reUUon of nesteriiy to Mr. Buataob 
I’ may be' permHied to eppMl ihiin contemporary pcaisea, and ara 
I•echap8 more likely to |fln^n proportkm u (he caoies of love 
jodhitredare the faiM This appeal b«l. In aonw 

meanire, bepo made h4m<lhSitefi^marka were 'wriltrn ; for 
•me of the ri)ost re^te^bfoif publTibers, who had 

l>eea pemaded by ^ of those 00 ihetrjour* 

j tier southwards to <^on of the CUaUcal Ttmr, 

I tvsA by Ibe coocurftnnA^Sof returning traveller*, induced to 
: abaodon hU design. aliflBbgKM had already arranged hb lypca 
and paper. And bad struck off one or twp of the Ant aheeb. 

The writer of theae obtea Wookt wM to part<Uke Mr. Gibbon) 
00 good temu with the' Pope aod Ibe Cardinals, but be duea md 
ibmk |t necessary to extend the ume discreet silence to Uidr 
Immbis partisans. 
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^•BITrEX 

LINES WWTTEV BENEATH A MCTCks.* 

Dear object of defeated care i 
Tltough now of Love and thee befelt, 

To reconcile me with despair, 

Thine image and my tears are left. 


' Wbat, then, |||U he the aalooisim)eD(,or raiher the bonwr, 
^ reader, when 1 infom him. .... the French Commldee 
Ha attmlioQ Jo S*mt PVIer's, aod employed a company of 
estlmaie and pnrchaae the gokl, ailvcr. sod hronxe that 
®”^tbetobde of the edifiee. aa well, ai the copper that covert 
^vanita and dome on the oolside.** Chap. iv. p. ISO, vol. II. 
^ tony about the Jews b posHlvely denied at Rome. 


*T Is.gald with Sorrow Time can cope; 

But this 1 feel can ne>r be true 2 
For by the deatli hlow of my Hope 
My Memory immortal grew. 

Albsna, iaonsTT, lau.* 


•tTbeae Unes are copied from a leaf of the origiDai US. uf the 
arc(^ canto of **Chitde Ifarold.* — B.] 
i (On Ihs departure, in Joly, 4110, of hb frleml and frilow-tra* 
Teller. Mr. nobhouse. for England. Lord Byron Axed uia bead- 
•inartrra at Athena, where be had taken lodgings in a Frantlacan 
cofrvent; making occasional exairbona Uirough Attica and the 
Korea, andemptoylng htanseir, in the Inlsrval of hm loiira In eul- 
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sirWriTOTB F<m ah EPiTAPn. • - • 

•Kind reader ! take yoor choice to^ cry or bugh ; 
Uer^.EABOLo li'es—hut where’s his Epitoph ? • 
If such you seek, try >Veslminslcr, aiwl view 
Tea thousand just as fit for him as you. ■ * ^ 


thanslatiok dr the fasious gkebk wab so^c. 

“ At)/7I irufAf t'iw • '• 

. Sons of the Greeks, arise! 

/ * The glorioas hour’s gone fortb« 

And, worthy of such ties, 

. Display wlio gave us birth. ' • 

cnoivii.'' • . ■ 

Sons of Greeks! let us go* ’• 

’ iln arms^ ag.iinst the foe, 

Till their Ikatcd blood shall (low 
V In a river past our (eet. * « * 

Then iiumfully despising 
, , Xbe Turkish tyrant's yoke, 

I Let your country see you rising, 

And all her cliains are broke. 

. lirave sliadcs of chiefs and sages, 

Bctiold the lining strife! ^ ,, 

Ilclldncs of past ages, 

■' Oil, start again to life ! 

^ At tlM! sound of tyiy trutnpH, breaking 
• ' lour sleep, oh, join, tsltb^ I V 
And the seven-liUFd^d^.kiek^f - » 

Fight, conquer, till we^^ste.- 

^sbfflBoC Greeks, etc. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 
, Lethargic dost tUou lie 


A 

Awake, and joh) thy namb^rt ' 

With Athens, Old ally ! ~ i ■ ; 

Leonidas reealHog, ’ " . • \ ' 

That chief of ancient song, ' y 

who saved ye 6ncc from falling, . , ' . 

The terrible! the strong ! , 

Who made (hat hold diversion . 

In oldThcnfiopylffi, , ' 

And warring wi^h the Persian • ' ; 

To keep Itis country f;ee ; 

With his three hundr^ waging 
' The battle, long he stood, . 

And like a lion raging, 

Expired in t^eas of blood. 

^DS of Greeks, etc.’ 


' tBABSLATIOIV OP THE ROMAIC SOIfC, 

*• H«fVM 

d^«i5T«Ti xJruN, ctc.”4 ' 

I enter tby garden of roses;’ s 

. Beloved and fair Haid^e, 

Each morning where Flo^a reposes. 

For surely I see her in llice. 

Oh, Lovely ! tlips h)^ I implore thee, ’ 
Receive thi& fond truth from my tongue. 
Which utters Us song to adore thee, 

Yet trembles for what it has sung ; 

As the branch, at the bidding of Nature, ' 
Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree, 
Through her ey.es, through her every feature, 
Shines the soul of the young Haiiiee. 

But the- loveliest garden grows hateful 
When Love has abandon'd Uie bowers 
Bring me hemlock— since mine U ungrateful, 


kctiasmiieriils for UioM notice^ the Mate of. modern Crrece 
vbloh are appended to the aecond canto of " Chlldcifaroh].** la 
thit retreat also he wrote *' Hints from Horace.** '* Tiie curse of 
Hiberra,*' and “ Remark* on thcMomaic, or Modem Greek Lan- 
goasc.!*' He thus writes to tils mother i.-** At ptcscol. I do not 
care to venture a winter's voyage, even if I were otherwiu tired 
of iraveiling ; but I am So convinced of (he edvantagea of looking 
at matdtinci, insibad of reading about them, a|Kl the bluer ^ecla 
df staying gf home with all (be narrow prejodicea of an Islander, 
that 1 tbliA there dwHild be a law amongst ui to sepd our yotmg 
men abroad, for a term, among thr few aUdj^taM^ars have leU 
os. Here f see, and have conversed wiU^SHHralalians Ger" 
.matL«, Danes, Gregk*, Turks, Americans, ; and, willi* 
out kwing ti^t of iny own, I can judgn^W^^nirtea and man* 
ners of Olliers. When 1 see the aDprriorlty of Bngland (which, by 
the by,' we are a good Heat mistaken abunt in many tliinga). I am 
pieu^; and where t finil her iokrior. 1 am at lea-d enlightmod. 
Row, 1 might have stayed, sniokedvla pmir towns, or (tigged In 
ynnr ooitnlry. a oenlary. withniil bring sure of ibis,^ and wUliout 
aoqairtng any tMng more nseful or amusing at home. I keep no 
pMWtMi ; nor have I any mleotion of acribhUng my traveta, 1 
bivs done with authorship : and if, in wy last production, l have 
cominedd (lie crtiics or the world 1 was something more then 
(bey took ntr for. I am sathfled ; nor will f hazard that reputalhm 
by a bture effort, it is tme I have lome oUwri iii maAu«erf|it, 
rlmt 1 jeave Uiem for tbuso who come after me: and. If doeiucd 
^jjivorth'pablidung, they may serve to prolong rof memory, wbro 
myself d«K ocasc lo rcroember. I have a fimoas Bavarian ar- 
tist taking some views of Atlieus, etc. etc., for me. This will be 


better than scrfbbllng->a disease 1 hope myself oorpd of. 1 hope, 
on niy rrium, lo lead a quiet, recluse life ; but God knows, and 
does best for us lU."— E.] 

> The sung Ac;;r( rxt^<. etc., was writienby Riga, n bo perished 
in' (he attempt fo rcTolutkmhe Greecw ' This Iranslatfoo is as B- 
tml as the author could make it in verse. II is of Ihe-Mnie men* 
sure as tbit of thc originai. [While at the Capuchin coovent, 
Loed Byrop d^tod sumuboDrs daily to thesludy of Ute Bumaic: 
-aud various prook of his diligence will be found in bis retnaiks 
on ihat language, p. 

* CoosUntinopie. “ 

^ jitiga vvas a *rhe8»alian, ami passed Use 6rst part of hb yonth 
among bis native muaMalm, in teaching ancient Greek to bU 
countrymim. Oh ihe.first borit of (he French revolution, be 
Joined himself to some other enthnsiasts, and wfth them peram- 
bulated Greece, rousing Hie hutdl and encouraging the Mmid by 
hb minstrelsy. He aftekvt^rds went to Vtenna, to solicit aid fora 
rising, which be and hb comrades lud for years been endeavouring 
lo acoompliih ; bit he was given up by tbd Austrian Roverament 
to Use Turks, who vainly endeavoured by torturp to force from 
him the names of (he other conspirators.-*!!.] . , * 

4The«0DgfhMnwhfCh this b taken Is a great hvoorita with the 
young gifb of Athens of all classes, theb rv^ncr of singing It 
U by verses in rotatfop^ (he whole Qomber pretcnl Jotnlog in ike 
chorus. 1 have bcud ft bcqucolly at our ^ whiler 

of taiO-44. The air h plaintive and pretty. 

* [Natfoual songs and popular woAa of amiMmcpt'tbrOW ho 
stnali light on Um madnerf of a people i they arc materiab wbidi 
most Iravenenaavo wUbhi (beir reacb,bntwbidhlbey alnsoMal* 
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That herb is more fragrant than-flovers. 

Tl>e poisoHf irhen pour’d from the chalicf} 
'Willdeeplyembittertheho.wi;.*’- 
But when drunk to escape frodi malice, ’ 
Tbe^draught shall he sweet to my soul. • .* ' . 
Too cruel J in vain I implore thee ' * 

My heart fV6m these horrors to saver \ 
tyill nou^it to my bosom restore thee? ' ^ 
Then open the gates of the grave. . \ ' 

As the chief w'ho to combtit advaD(%i 
Secure of his (JOnquest before, ' • 

Thiia (hou, with those eyes for thy lances, 
ifast pierced through my heart to its core. 

Ah, tell me, my soul ! must I perish ’ . " 

By pangs which a smile wouU dtspd ? * 

Would the hope, which thou once bad’st me cherish, 
For torture repay me too well ? 

Now sad is the garden of roses, 

Beloved but false Uaid^i « 

Tljcre Flora all wither’d reposes, * * ’ . 

And mourns o’er thine absence with me. ■ 


UXBS m THE TitAVELLEHS' BOOK AT ORCIIOUBNUS 
IX till loocl Tittiun itv wiiTtu 

“ Fair Albion, smiKng, sees her son depart 
To trace the birUi and oursriy of art : 

IS'obte bis object, glorious is his aim ; 

He coihes to Athens, and be writes bis name.” . 

•ifitiTi witci toil ST10X mitirBi tik roiiowixi:— 

The inodest bard, like many a bard unknown, 
Rhym^ on our names, but wisely hides his own; 
But yet, whoe’er he be, to say no worse, 

Uis name would bring more credit than bis verse.' 


oy PARTISG. 


The kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left ' 
Shall never part from mine, 

Till happier hours restore tlic gift 
’ Untainted back to thine. , ' 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 
An equal love may see : 

The tear that from thine eyelid streams 
Can weep no change^ in me. 

I ask DO pledge to make mo blest 
In gazing when atone*; 

Nor one memorial for a breast, • 

W hose thpoghts are all thine Owd. 

Npr need I write — to tell the tale ■ v 

pen were doubly weak : 


Oh I what can idle wor^ avail, 
Unless the heart could speak ? 

By day or nigbt,^in weal or woe, .. 
. Jbat heart, no longer free, 

Must bear the love it cannot show,. 
Aod silent ache for thee. 


BPITAPIl FOR JOSEPH BLACKETT. 

*, • . 4UTC MKT notliici * 

Strang { behold, iutenr'd together, 

The sovls of learning and of leather. ’ 

0 Poor Joe is gone, but left his all : 

1 You ’ll 6nd his relics in a stall. 

His- works were neat, and often found 
W'ell stitdi’d, and with moroera hound*'* v 
’ Tread lightlyr-w here the bard is laid 
He dannot mend the shoe he inade^' ' 

Yet is be happy in his hole, . / 

With verse immort.'il as his sole. ' 

But still to business he held fast, \ •’ . 
And stuck to Pbabus to the last. 

Then who shall say so good a fellow 
Was only “ leatlicr and prunellp? ” 

For char.'ieier— he did not lack it j . •< 

And if be did, ’t • were shame to ** Biack-'t.*’ * 

. ^ MilU, M»r <«. uti*. 

* FAREWELL TO MALTA. 

Adieu, ye joys of La Valette ! ' , 

Adieu, sirocco, sun, and sweat 1 ' : . \ 

Adieu, thou palace rarely enter’d ! . ** .' 

Adieu, ye mansions where—^l ’ve ventur’d ! 
Adieu, ye cursed streets of stairsi 
(How surely he who BX>nntB you swears!) 
Adieu, ye merchants often failing \ 

Adieu, tiiou mob for ever railing I # 

Adieu, ye paekets>-without letters ! .t 
Adieir, yt fools— who ape your betters ? r 
Adieu, thou danmed’st quarantine, 

That gave me fever, and the spleen! 

' Adieu, that stage which makes us yawn, Sirs, 
Adieu his Excellency’s dancers ! 

Adieu to Peter — whom no fault ’s inf- • 

’ But cmild not teach a colonel waltzing;' ^ 
Adieu, ye females fraught withgractf! ' 

Adieu red coats, and redder faces ! 

Adieu the supercilious air 
Of all tliat strut en miliiaire!’^ 

1 go— but God knows when, or why, 

To smoky towns and cloudy Iky, 

To tbinigs (the honest troth to aay) 

As bad— but in a dilTeh ” 


wajxdbdalo to co04>ct Lord Bjron ha* shown a better unto; 
and U is to be hoped Uul his eianpic will, in tohire. be seoerally 
biUcrwed.^cosGS Elus.] 

• At Orcbocncfiua, where stood the X^ipJe of the Graces, I wss 
tempted to esdalra. 'Whither bare Ibo Graces fled?* Little (Md 
1 especi to find them here^fctberC cornea one of tlicm with 


jtoklea cups and coRre, and another wbn a book. Tbe book b a 
reiser of name!i. son us of which are (kr loamied b; the voice of 
fame. Araoag them is Lord Byron's, connected with some lines 
which 1 here send y6u.— II. W. Wiu.uus.1 
• (Some notice of this poatuler has been flveo. ante, p. 6S. Uc 
dkd in 1610, and his works have follow ad him.— E.1 
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FaretrdI to theso ; bot oot adieu^ 

Triumphaot SODS of tnieit blue ! 

While cither Adriatic shore, 

And fallen Alefs, and (leets no more, , ‘ ^ • 

And nightly smiles, and daily dinners, 

Proclaim you war and women's winners. 

Pardon my Muse, who apt to prate is, 

And take my Hijme — because 't is gratis. 

And now I 've got to Mrs. Fraser, • . 

Perhaps you think I mean to praise her— • 

And were I vain enough to think 
'My praise was w ordi this drop of ink, 

A line— or two— were on hard matter, 

As here, indeed, 1 need BOt Hatter : ■ 

But slie mast be ooMei^o shine .r 

In bettci praises than Yffinine; -■ 

With lifely air, and open heart. 

And fashion'^ ease, without its art, 

Her hours can gaily glide along, 

Nor ask the aid of idle song. 

And now, O Malta! since thou *st got us, ^ . 

Thou little military hothouse! 

I Ml not offend with words uncivil, , 

And wish thee rudely at the devil. 

But only stare from out my caseroeiit. 

And ask, for what is such a place meant? ■ * ' 
llien, in my solitary nook, . ' • 

Return to scribbling, or a book, 

Or take my physic while I’m able 
(Two spoonfuls hourly by the label), 

Prefer mj nightcap to my beaver, 

And bless the gods — 1 've got a fever I 

' ' U«y mk. ilfl. 

‘ . TO DIVES. 

. kfl. l.T. 

UnhappxDivesI io an evil hour , ' ' 

'GainstJiatnre's voice seduced to deeds accurstl 
Once Fortune’s unnion, now thou feerst her power ; 
Wrath's vial on thy lofty head hath bur, t. 

In Wit, in fFenius, as in Wealth the first,' , • 
How wondrous bright thy blooming morn arose ! 

But thou wert smitten with the unhailow'd thirst 
Of Crime un-named, and thy sad noon must close 
In gcorn, and solitude unsought, the worst of woes. 


FELO>l T»E FBettCH. 

jEgle, beauty andpoe^has twolittle crimes ; [rhymes. 
She makes hes^own giod does not make her 

ON ItOOBE'S LAWr SRCB, OR FARCICAL 

Good 



So Moore writes farce : 

, ^ The poet’s fame grows brittle— . '* • 

We knew before . • * 

. That LiUle ’s Moore, . ' . 

But now 't is Moore that 's HHte. < ‘ , 

' September u, Ull.' 


*■ ^ 

II ASiwn TO MM um 


EPISTLE TO A FRIEND.* 


“ Oh ! banish care”—such ever be 
The motto of /Ay revelry! _ 

Perchance of miNc, when wassail nights *iTr 
Renew those riotous delights, 

'Wherewith the i^iidren of Despair 
Lulf the tone heart, and banish care." 

Hut not in morn's reflecting hour, 

When present, past, and future lowcf. 

When all 1 loved.u changed or gone. 

Mock with such taunts the woes of one. 
Whose ever)' thought — but let them pass— 

• Thou know’st 1 am not what I was. 

Rut, above all, if thou wouldst hold * 
Place in a heart that ne’er was coW, 

By all the powers that men revere, 

By all unto, thy bosom dear, *. 

Thy joys’ below, thy hopes above, ^ 

Speak— speak of any tbiug but love. 

*T were long to tell, and Tain to hear, * 
The tale of one who scorns a tear ; 

And there is little in that tale 
'Which belter bosoms would be^^ail. , 
But mine has suffer'd more than well 
*T would suit philosophy Io tell. 

J ’ve seen roj bride anotlwr’s bride,— 

Have seen her seated by his side,— 

Have seen the Infant which she bore, 

Wear the sweet smile the mother wore, * 
When she and I in youth havo^Kuied, 

As fond and faultless as Her AdM 
Have seen her eyes, ih cold disdain, 

* Ash if I felt no secret pain ; * ' , 

'And I have acted wcll.my part, 

« And made my cheek belie my heart, • 

Return'd the freezing glance she gave, 

. Yet felt the while i/iot woman’s slave . 

' . Have kiss'd, as if without design, 

The babe whidi ought U> have been mine, 
And sliow’d, alas! In each caress, 

Time bad not made me love Uie less. * 

But let this pass— I '11 whine no more. 

Nor seek again an eastern shore;' 

Thc world befits a busy brain,— - 
I ’ll hie me to its haunts again. 

But if, in some supceeding year. 


• [The f«caia4|MiU0f wtSeslM “H.P.^or, Die BltK Slock- 
ing,** Md can* oot M Ike ^.rceam Thoitre, m ibe Mb o( 8q^ 
tember.>-E.] 

* [L r. Mr. Fnnoit HodSM» fnot Iken the Reverend), see 

P-77.-B.1 > '. • 


I (Throe Unee Will iMv. with wlat EkMaj fldetllr. even while 
uader ttie p^eware Of recent aorrow, the poet reverted to the die- 
appointment of bit earir affection. a« the chief eoorce Ol all hit 
m(ferlQEB end enora. prreeot and to come.— Moon.] 
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VVh«n BriUin'fl ** in Ihc sere,” 

Tbou hear’st of one' deepening crimes 
Suit witb the ablest of tiie times, , 

. Of one, whom ^ove nor pity sways, 

' Nor iiope of famef nor good men’s praise, * 
One, who in stern ambition's pride. 

Perchance not blood shall turn aside, 

One rank'd in some recording page 
’ With tjjc worst anordis of the age, — 

Him wilt thou know — and pause, 

Nor with the effect forget the cause.* 

NeitflMd ibber. Oct. U, ItH.* 


TO TIITRZA. 

Without a stone to mark the spot, , ^ 

And say; what Truth might well have said, 

. By ail, save one, perchance forgot, •. . * 

Ah! wherefore art thou lowly laid? 

By many a shore and many a sea ■ 

Divided, yet beloved in vMn,; 

The past, the fhture tied to thee 
To bid us meet — no— ne’er again! t , 

Could this have been — a word, a look, 

That softly.said, V We part in peace,” 

Had taught my bosom how to br^k. 

With fainter sighs, thy soul's release. 

Ao<f didst thou net, since Death for thee 
Prepared a light and pongiess dart. 

Once long for him Uiou ne’ei' shall see,* 

Who held, and holds thee in his heart? 

Obi who like him had watch'd thee here? 

Or sadly mark'd thy glazing eye, 

In that dread hour ere death appear, • • . 
When silent sorrow- fears to sigh. 

Till all was past ? But when no more 
T was thine to reck of human woe, 


Affection's heart'dropSf'gushingo'ery , 

Had flow'd as fast — as now they flow. . 

Shall they not flow, when many a day * • * 

In these, to me, deserted towers, 

Ere call’d but for a time away, 

Affection's mingling tears wereours? . • * 

Ours. too tlie glance nouc saw beside; 

The smile, none else might understand ; 

The w hisper’d timught of hearts allied, * . 

The pressure of the thrilling hand; 

' The kiss, so guiltless and refined 

That Love eac|j warmer wish forebore : 

Those eyes pr^aim'd so pure a mind. 

Even pa$si<Ai Mash'd to plead for more; — • 

The tone, that taught me to rejoice. 

When prone, umkc thee, ta repine; 

‘ The song, celestial from thy voice, . 

But sweet to me from none but tliine; 

The pledge we wore— I wear it still. 

But where is thine? — Ah! where thou I 
'.. Oft have 1 borne tlie weight of ill, 

But never bent beneath till now ! , ^ 

• ^ Well hast thou left in life's best bloom * . • 

The cup of woe for me to drain. r 
If ratt alone be in Uie tdmb, . . 

I would not with thee here again; ^ 

But if in worlds more blest than this » ‘ ^ * 

Thy virtues seek a Gtler sphere, 

Impart some portion thy bliss, . . * 

To wean me from mine anguish here."' * 

Teach me— too early taught by thee 1 
To bear, forgiving and forgiven ; 

On earth tby love was such to me; 

It fain Would form my hope in heaven ! 

Otioberlt, nil.) 


■ [The' aalldpaliottf uf bis own lolare career In these concladlDR 
lloea are ofa jutare. It must be owned, to^awaken more vf horror 
than of Inlercst, were we notprrpaM. by sornwy inslatices of 
his eaagj^eralbto la iMi respect, not to be sUrtled at ^ny lengUis 
to which-the spirit of .self-libelling wputd carry him. U seemed 
as if, with ibe power of paioUng Cerce and gloomy personagct, 
he bad alao Ibe amhiUon to be. liitmHt Ihp dark * uibiime be 
drew/ and that. In his fondness for the dellnealion of heroic 
crime, be emiearourtd to fancy, where he couki not 6od in hla 
own character, fit subjecls for Ilia peodi.-^Hooer.} » 

■ (Two days aUer. in another .Jitter to kir. tlodgaon. the poet 
Myt.— "1 am growing nCfTour [how yuuwiU langh!) but it ia 
true.— really. wreicketUy. ridiculously, bne-Udicolly ■rreotti. 
Your climale kills roe ; I eaa neither read, write, npr amuse my- 
self. or anjr ooe else. My days are iisUess. and my nights i«silessi 
1 have aeklim any society, and when t hare. 1 run out of it. 1 
don't know iKat 1 sha'n’t end wHh Insanity : .for I findawantof 
meiliod in arranging my ilwogbu that perplexes me strangely.** 
-B.) 

)|Mr. Moore eCssidera '‘.Tbyna** as If she were’a mere crea- 
lorc of the poct'a br^M.. “ It was,” he ays, **aUiiu ibe time when 
be was thus bitterly fecUog. and expressing, the blight wbidrhu 
heart bad suffered from a real ot^t of aflectlui^ that his poems 
on the death of an iniagieuny ooe were wiiUen.*— nor foitany 
wonder. wbenweoooaUer the pecnliar cifootnstances under which 


these' beanlifal effusions Aowed frptn his fancy, that, of all his 
strahis of palhos, they sltonld he the most touching and most pure. 
They were, indeed, the es<icnce. the abstract spirit, a/ It were, of 
many griefs;— a conRocnce of sad Ihooghts from jnany sources of 
sorrow, refined and waVmed in their (lasugfi through bM fkitoy, 
and formi^ thus one deep reservoir of mountfiil feeiing.” It Is 
a pity* to-dlstarb a sentiment thus beantlfully expressed; bat Lord 
Byron, In a letter to Mr. Dalla, befring ito exact dafe (rf ibese 
lines, viz. OcL,lfth, tail, writes, as follows I— 1 have been again 
shocked with a death, and have lost one very dear lo me in bap. 
pierUmesi bul *1 have almost forgot tlie taste of grief. 'apd' sup- 
ped (till of boiroea,' fill 1 have become callous ; nor bate 1 ■ tear 
left foe ap event which, five years ago, would have bowed my 
Iteid to tUe earUi.” In his reply to this letter, Ur. Dallas uysi— 
'*1 thank you foe ybor epnfidfwtial eommunkalion. Ifow truly 
do 1 wbh that that bfiog had lived, and lived yours! What your 
(ibligaiioQs to her would have been in that case Is inoooceivabte.^ 
several years after the seriei of poems on Thyrxa were wrlUen, 
Lord Byron, on being asked to whom ihcy referred, by i person 
In whose tendemeasbe never ceased lo conAde. refined to answer, 
with marks of painfol agitatioD, such as rendered any farther re- 
currence to the sotdect impossible. The reader must be left lo 
form hb own condnslen. The five foPowing pieces are all de- 
voted to Ttaym.— £.] 
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STANZAS. f ‘ 

f ** »Wif. A» At." rtf. 1 . ^ ^ 

Away, away, ye notes of woe! 

Be silent, Uiou once soothing strain, 

Or i raust flee from hence — for, oh! 

f dare not trust those sounds again. 

To me they speak of brighter days — 

But lull the chords, for now, alas! 

I must not think, I n)oy not gaze 
On what 1 am— on what 1 was. . i 

The voice that made those sounds more sweet 
i Is hush'd, and all their diarn^s are fled; 

And DOW tlieir softest notes repeat 
A dirge, an anthem o'er the dead! 

Yes, Thyrza! yes, U»cy breathe of Ihep, 

Beloved dust ! Sim'e dust tbou art^ - 
And all that once was harnaOBv 
Is worse than discord to my heart ! 

*T Is silent all ! — but on my car 
The well remember’d echoes thrill ; 

I bear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still 
Yet oft my. doubting soul 't will shake ; 

Even slumber owns its gentle tone, 

Till consciousness will vainly wake 
. To listen, though the dream be flown. 

Sweet Thyrza! waking, as in sleep, 

Thou art but now a lovely dream ; 

A star that, trembled o’er the deep, 

Then turn’d from earth its tender beam. 

But he who through life’s dreary way 
Must pass, whep heaven is veil'd in wrath, 
Will long lament the vanish’d ray 
That scatter'd gladnesso'er hispatb. 

DecciaMr 6. 

STA.NZAS. . 

' [''out niH«ts ■Ats.* rtf.] *' 

One struggle more, and I am free 
From pangs that rend my lieart in twain; « 
One last long sigh to love and thee, 

Then back to busy life again. 

It suits me well to mingle now 
"With things that never pleased before : 
Though every joy Is fled below, 

Vfhat future ^ef can touc^ me more? 

Then bring n>e wine, the banquet bring ; 

Man was not form'd to live alone : ' * 

I 'll be that light, unmeaning thing 
That smites with all, ond weeps with none. 

It was not thus in days more dear. 

It never would have been, but tboii 
Hast fled, and left me lonely here; 

Tbou ’rt nothing, all are nothing now. 


In vain my I>tc woul|y jghtlv breathe I '■ 

The smile that sorrMpfain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath, 

Like roses o’er a s^ldire. 

Though gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill; 

Though pleasure fires the maddening soul. 

The heart — the lieart is lonely still I 

f . ' 

On many a lone and lovely night 
it sooth'd to gaze upon the sky^ V 
For then I deeni’d the heavenly light 
Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye : •. 

And oft 1 thought at Cnithia'e noun, 

Wlien sailing o'er the vEgean wave, 
NowTIiyrza gazes on that moon—” 

Alas, it gleam'd upon her grave! 

When stretch'd on fever's sl^pless bed, 

And sickneSh shrunk luy Uirobbing veins, 
**-’T is comfort still^' 1 faintly said, 

”Tliat Hiyrza cannot know my pains.^’ 
Like freedom to the time-worn slave, 

• A boon 't is'idle then to give, 

Relenting Nature vainly gave 
My life, wlien ThyTza ceased to live! 

My Tbyrza’s pledge In better days, » ‘ 

When love and life alikj^were new! 

Ilow’ difiereot now tliou m^*st my gazel* . 

How tinged by time w ithid&n'ow’sbue! . . 
The hear^thatgave itself with thee 
Is silent— rah, were mine as still! 

Though cold as e’en the dead can be. 

It feels, it sickens with the chill. 

Tbou bitter pledget thou nmurnful token ! 

Though painful, welcome to my breast I 
Still, still, preserve that love unbroken. 

Or break the heart to w hich tlmu 'rt press'd! 
Time tempers love, but not removes. 

More hallow'd when its hope is fled : 

Oh 1 what are thousand living loves 
To that which cannot quit the dead ? ' 


* EUTHANASIA. 

Whrn Time, or soon or late, shall bring 
The dreamless sleep Uiat lulls the dead,* 

Oblivion ! may tl»y‘ languid wing 
Wave gentlyo’er my dying b^! 

No band of friends or heirs be there, 

To weep, or wish, tlie coming blow : . 

No maiden, with disbevell'd hair, 

To feci, or feign, decorous woe. 

A * 

But silent let me sink to earth, 

With no officious mourners near : 

1 would hot raar one hour of mirth, 

-Nor startle friendship witbafs&r. 


• t wrote tbif a (bjr Of two «so, <» beartas a soc« of ronner days.'*— 0. letkr$, Occ. S, 4M I .} 
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Yet Lovc^ jf Love In sudi an hour ■ 

Could noMy check Its u«eJess siglis, . , 
Miglit then exrrt its latest pov or 
Id her who lives and him ho dies.* 

*T were 'sweet, .ray P^vchc! to the last 
Tliy features still serene to see.: ^ 

Forgetful Of its stru^lcs past, 

E'ea Pain itself should smile on thee. '• 

But vain theVisli — ^for Beauty ^still 
Will shrink, as shrinks tlie ebbing breath; 
And woi'nan’s tears, produced at will, 

Deceive ialife, uniaaii in death. 

Then lonely be my latest hour. 

Without regret, without a groan ; . , 

For thousands Death hath ceased to lower, 
And pain been transient or unknown. 

Ay, but to die, and go, ’'.alos! 

Where all have gone, and all must go! 

To be the nothing that I was 
Ere born to, life and living woe ! 

Count o’er tlie joy^ thine hours hate seen, 
Count o'er thy days from anguish free, 

And know, whatever thou hast been, 
is something better not to be. ' 


STANZAS. 

("*n»noe irtou*." etc] 

*' Bw, ^ORDlo mlnof eat cum rdlqob wrewf qaim lul mnalnUM t ** 

And thou art dead, as young and fair 
As aught of mortal birth ; 

And form so soft, and charms so rare, ' 

Too soon return’d to Earth! 

Though Earth received them in her bed, 

And o’er the spot the crowd may tread 
Id carelessness or mirth, ‘ - 

There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment ou that grave to look. 

Jwill not ask where thou liest low, ' 

Kor gaze upon (he spot; 

There flowers or weeds at will may grow. 

So I behold them not : 

It is enough for me to prove 

That what t loved, and long must love, 

Like common earth can rot ; 

To me there needs no stone to tell, 

*T is Kolhing that I loved 80 Well. ■ 

Yet did I love thee to the last i /. . 

As fervently as thou, 

Who didst not change through aH the past, 
And canst not alter now. 
l^e love where Death has set his seal, 

^or age can cliUI, nor rival steal, 

^’or falseliood disavow ; 

And, what were worse, thou canst not sc6 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 


* Tlic belter days of life were ours ; • * .. 

- The worst ran be hut n\ine : , 

-The sun that clicers, the storm tlwl lOvvers, 

Shall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep ' 

I envy now' too mm'Ji to w’eep ; 

Noe need I to repine 
' That all those diarins have pass’d away 
1 might have, watcli’d through long decay. . * 

The flower In ripen’d bloom unmatcli’d 
' Must fall the earliest prey : . . . ’ 

Though by no hand untimely snatch'd, 

The leaves must drop away : 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf, 

- Thaif see it pluck’d to>day ; - . « 

Since eartlily eye but ill can bear 

To trace the change to foul from fair. 

I know not if I could have borne . 

To see thy beauties lade; 

The night tliat follow'd such a morn . 

Had worn a deeper slude : 

Tliy day without a cloud hatli pass'd, * ,, 
And thou wert lovely to the last ; 

Extinguish'd,’ not deca/d; ’ * ., ■ 

As sUrs that shoot along Uie sky * 

Shine brightest as tlK'V fall from high. 

As once I wept, if I could weep, ^ 

My tears might well be shed, ^ 

To think 1 was not near to keep 
One vigil o’er thy bed ; 

To gaze, how fondly 1 on thy face, 

To fold thee ill a faint embrace, / . 

Uphold tliy drooping head. 

And show that love, however vain, ' 

Nor thou no^ 1 can feel again. ' ' ' 

Yet how imirh less it were to gain, 

Tliough thoaiiasi left me free, • . 

13[ie loveliest things that still remain, 

Than tiius remember tbee ! ... 

71>e dll of tbiiie tliat cannot die * ' ^ 

Tlirough dark and dread Eternity, 

Returns again to me, 

And more thy buried love endears * 

Than aught, except its living years. ' ^ 

' . . ‘ PcbcWfi 1**3. 


stanzas. 

• . t 

• (*'ir ■oimiii*>'*e(c.J 

If sometimes in the haunts of men 
Thine image l^in fny breast may fade,. 
The lonely hour presents again 
The semblance of thy gentle shade : 

And HOW' that sad and .silent hour 
Thus much of thee can still restore. 
And sorrow unobserved may pour 
The plaint she dare not speak before. 

Oh, pardon that lu crowds awhile 


S.'S 


m 


BYRa\*S 

I waste orte'tbougbt 1 owe to tliee, - . * 
w\nd, sfir>eondfQmM, appear to otUc,' 

Uii/aiiliful to ihy Memory! 

IVoy deem that meoiory lest dear. 

That then 1 seem not to repine; 

1 would not fools should ovevliear 
One sigh that should be wholly ihinr. 

If not tiie goblet pass unquaH'd, 

It is not drain'd to banish care; . 

The cup must liold a dradiier draught., ' 

^liat brings a Leliif for despair. 

And could Oblivion set my soul 
From ail her troubled visions free, 

1 'd dash to earth tiic sweetest Ik>wI 
'lliat drown'd a single tltougbl bf thee. * 

• 

For, werl thon vanish’d from my mind, 

Where could my vacant bosom turn?’ 

And who would then remain Miind ' • 

To honour tliineubandon'd urn ? 

No, no— il is my sorrow’s pride 
That last dear duty to fiilljl ; ' \ 

Though all titc world fiOrget beside, . • 

'T ia mtpt that I remember stilL 
For well I knpw, that ^icli had been 
T]hy'gcntle rare for him, wlw now. 
tjninourn'd ^liall tpilt tliis mortal scene, ~ 

Where none regarded iuin, but thoii: ' 

And, oh! I feel ln that was given 
A blfssihg never meant for me ; 

Thou wert too like a dream of Heaven^ 

For earthly Love to merit thee. 

lUrrti n. IIM 2 . 

05 A C0R5BilAN HEART WItICfl WAS BROKE.X.* 

Dilated Hfart! and can it be 
That dtou shouidst thus 1)C rentln twain ? 

Have years of care for thine and thw ’ 

Alike been all employ'd in vain? .** 

Yet prccjoiis seems each shatter’d part, 

And every fragment dearer grown, . * ' 

Si/ice lie w ho w ears thcc feels thou art . ’• ’ 

A fitter emblem of /us oiru. ' ' 

• Marrti «6. 4SI2. 


LINES TO A LADY WEEPINC.* 

Weep, daughter pf a royal line, 

A Sire’s disgrace, a yealm’s decay ; 


\voiui:s. 

All ! happy If each tear of rtnne 
Could wash a father's fault away I 

,* . Weep— for thy tears are Mrtuc’s tears— , 
Auspicious to these sufTering isles ; 

And be each drop in future years ' 
Repaid thee by t^y people's smiles ! 

< M.irfh, lilt 

. THE CHAIN I CAVE.. 

^ , irroa ibeTarlMi.) * 

j The chain 1 gave was fair to view, 
i The lute I added sweet in sound ; 

! 'liie heart tliat offer'd l)oth was true, 

I And ill deserved the fate it found. 

. Tliese gifts were I’harm'd by secret spell 
Tliy truth in absence to diviiu' ; 

And they have done their duty well, — 

. Alas ! they could not teach thee tiune. 
That chain was finn in every Unk, 

■ But not to benf a strarigeF^touch ; 

That lute was sweet — till thou rouldst think 
Tn other hands its notes w ere such. 

j» ^ 

. l^t him, w iio from thy neck unbound 
Tlie choiii whidi shiver'd in his gras|>. 

Who saw that lute refuse to s<Mind, 

Restring the diords, renew Uic clasp. 

tliou werl changed, llicy alter’d tod; 
The diain is broke, the music mute. 

: 'T is past— to them and tlics adieu — 

I False heart, (Vail chain, and silent Itile^ . 


LI.NES 

wtrniiii m i tusx J.t*r or tat **rttutKr» or KiNotT.** ' 

Absent or present, .still to thee, 

' * . My friend, what magic spells belong ! 

I As all can tell, who share, like me, 

I .In turn thy converse,’ and thy song. 

{ But w hen the dreaded hour dtaJl come 

'’By Fricnd.sliip ever deem’d too. nigh, 

I And “ Memory ” o'er her Dhud's tomb * 

! Sliall weep that auglit of thee can die, 
j ‘ Ilow fondly will she then repay ' 

• Thy homage offer’d at her shrine, 

And Diend, wiiile ages roll away, 

Her name immortally with (Abie/ 

April 19. HIS- 


• [We know not wbeihor Itie trader slumid undeniand the cor- 
nc>Mii hcdri f>r tlieac U»e« lo be llic same wiih Uiat of wUch tonic 
nnUcPtarc given at p. 95.— E-} ^ 4 , 

t iTbh iiv|Hwii;ilti owed Its liirih lo sn on rill, that tlic late Prin* 
or«s Cliarlolif uf Wales bunt into tears on hearing that the Wing* . 
had foiitMl n iui|Kw^Ie to put togeiiiera rabtnul, ai ilie period u( ' 
Mr. Perceval's deaih. They were a(>{>rndcd to the first c<]i(iun of 
the "Corsair,*' and eicUeda *rN*o/ton. as It is called, marvel- 
lontly disprO[iortlonate tn their lengUi,— or, we may add, ilirir 
tperil. The niinLvlertal prints ravrd for twomonihs on end. in 
the most r<iiil-D)oiHhed Tiluperation of the pot-t, aod ali that be- 
longed lohlra— the Uoruing Post even announced a moUuw in tlie 
House of Lords— " and all ibis,** Lord HyroQ wrUesioMr. Uooiv. 


.**akBcdredUtnin the Arabian Nigtitairnurks. for maklngacrtii# 
tart with {leiiiMT ; 'liuvr t>Jd', Hut elglit linos should have givrc 
birth, 1 really Ihiiik, loriAblthnusaBd!^'— R.] 
tpMVlioo Rogers docs talk, be talks well ; and on alltiihkcU 
o( taste, his delkacy df ex|ir<-»sion Is pure n his poetry. If 'S'^ 
enter his hmiM'»— hU drawing-room— Ids Jibnry— yon of yoiirctf 
say, lids Is noL the dwcKin:; of a cotnmoit mind. There h nut 
a gem. a rain! n book throw n aside on bit chimney-piere.b'**'^'^ 
bis latile, that dnCs nnlbc*)M*ak an almost fasitdiuua eiegaiice in il>< 
jiossessor." B. Diai'y, tfMS.— E.] 
s [1 he tx-siler will recall Collins's ex<]uuite lines on Uie lonb 
Thomson : ♦* In yonder grave a Dfuiil !«»•'’ dc — E J . 
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AimaRss, 

ir«u< AT TIC Ofccuc «r buit>iaiic ruATiit.' iaiicbat. octmii W. 
<813. • 

In one dir.id nijtht our city saw, ami sigli’d^ 

Bow'd 10 the dust, the Drama’s tower of pride ; 

In one short hour h^eld the i^lazing fane, . 

Apollo sink, and Sliak.speare erase to reign.. 

Ve who beheld, [oh ! .sight admired and mourn'd, 
Whose radi.inee mock’d the rfiin it adorn’d-O * ' 
'ffirougli elmids of fire the massy fragments riven, 
Like Israel’s pillaTt chase the.niglit from heaven ; •. 
Saw the long column of rel^ohing Hume's* 

Shake its red shadow o'er the startled 'fhames,* 
While Uiousands, tbrong'daroqnd the burning dome, 
Shrank hack ii(r()aird, aiid trciublcd thr their l^oiue, 
As glared the voiumed blaze, and ghastly shone 
'I'he skies, with lightnings awful as their own, 

Till blackening aslics and the lonely wall 
LTsurp'd Nic' Muse's realm, and mark’d hep fiiil ; 

Say — siiall this new, nor los^^piriiig piief 
Rear’d where once >ose the mightiest in our isle. 
Know the same favour wliirb the former knew', 

A shrine for 5hakspeare--r^^lf^ hiiir and you 7 

Tes — it shall be— the idfvnf that name 
U||ics the sca the of time, the torch of firune ; 

<ln the same Spot still consecrates the scene, 

And bids the Drama be where she hath been : 

'lliis fabric's birth attests the (K>tent spell 
Indulge our honest pride and say, IIuu^ (cell ! 

As soars this fane to emulate the lost, 

Ob ! might we draw our oii^ns from the past. 

Some hour propitious to our prayers ni^v boast 
Names sudi as hallow still the doniu we lost. , 
On Drury first your Siddons’ thrilling art 
O’erwhelm’d the gentlest, storm’d tlie sternest lieart. 
On Drury, GarrK*K^ latest laurels grew ; 

Here your last tears retiring Roscius drew, 

Sigh’d his last tiumks, and wept his last adieu ; 


• [The UirMre la nrurjr-LAxir, which \\»\ o^oed, la 1747. with 
Df. JottDTon*!! miMcrly iJdms, ite^iuuiog.— 

^ Wbra l«Arnli>R'**4rtacnph o'rr hrr turS^rao* r«n 

PinCTMT'e ilM >uer, Imwi«i4t A i to pi u T ro^,' 

aodwiinewfd ihc la»t|dahn<i(Utrrick, hiTiq^ faltm inlo tlecif. 
was rebuilt in 4794. The uew hiiildiiix prriolied by fire in tSIl ; 
aaU tlieMjiugm, In thrir aiixielf tliai Uic npenins of Ihe present 
edihcc shoold be dislii^uishcd by stxne cnuiposlUun of at least 
e>)ual merit, adTf>rU*cd in lhc4H.'WBP^[M'rs (or a RCDcrat coiD|ieU- 
Uen. Scun»uf addresses, nut one tulerabh*, showered on llieir 
desk, and (bey were in sad dui|tair, when U>rd JloUaiiJ inicrfiTcd. 
and. ool wiihoul dirG.euKy. prevailed <an bmtl Itj-run to write thene 
verses— “at ibe rKk/' as be uid, ’*oT fiffirndliijt a hiindmi scrih* 
biers and a disermiuf p<thhc." The admirable Jru rfVapi U o( 
the Mmn. Sibith will looit preserve (be mcinury of the “ he- 
Jected A(hlresses.'— E.r 

•["By the bye. the best view of tlic saUlfircCsvIiich I nr)'wlt 
saw from a hMise-top in Cuveut Garden}' was at \VGti(Ji]mst'‘r 
Bridge, from the rcncction of (he Thames.'* If. to Lord 
> [Ortsinally, "Kre CajTlck d»erf." c(c.—" By the b)e. oiirirf 
tor corrections in (he coi>y sent yesterday has dived into (be Iw- 
tlioe wmc silly ranKmi- 

’WbeoCirrkieteil.smlCrlnttcTCSssNIlowrUc.'- 
ceasing tu fine b a ranch more torious concern, and ought odt (o 


Ihit still for living wit the wreaths may bloom 
'ijial only -waste their odours q*cr the tomb. 

Such Dnirv claim'd and claim.s — jior you refuse 
One tribute to revive his slumbering muse; 

AVith garlands deck your own Menander’s head ! 
Norfioardypurbonours idly for the dead! 

Dear are tlie days vvbidi made our annals bright, • 
Kfe Garrick fled, or Urinslpy ’ ceBsed to writ^ 

Heirs to their lalumrs, like.all higl>>born heirs. 

Vain of «ur ancestiy ns they of theirs : 

tVhile thus Uemetiibrnncc borroVs Banquo's glass 

To claim tlw . sceptred sliadows as Utcy pass, 

.\nd we the mirror Ik>U 1, where imaged shine 
Iiiunortal names, emblazon’d on our line, 

Pause— ere their feebler offspring you condemn, 
Reflect bow liard the task to rival them! 

Friends of die stage! to whom bot^ Players and 
Must sue alike fur pardon or for praise, - [Plays 
Whose judging voice and eye alone direct • ' 

I lie bouiidless power to cherish or reject ; 

If e’er frivolity has led to f:^o, * 

\nd made us blush that you forbore to blame; 

If e’er the sinking stage (^uld eondesoend 
To soothe the sickly taste it dare noUinend, 

All past reproach may present Ancs refute, 

\iid censure, wisely loud,, be justly mutcM 
Oh ! since your fiat stamps (Ik‘ D ralna’s la W 9 , 
Forbear to mock us with iiiisplared a|ipiau|c 4 
So pride sliaH doubly ^nc tlie actor's powTrs, 

.Viid reason’s voice he rcltu*(l back by ours! 

Thi.s greeting o’er, the nociqnt rule obey’d. 

The Drama’s homage by her herald paid, 

Receive o»»r welcome too, whose iwery tone 
Springs from our hearts, qiidfain w oultl win your own. 
The curtain rises — may 0 ((f stage unfold . 

.Sohnes not unworthy Drury’s d.iys of old ! • 

Britons our judges, Natpri; foe our guide, 

Still may (re please— long, Jong may i/on preside!'- 


he Bnt: 'Sefond lhoui;hU In cvetr Ihlnii are heal; but, in rtiyjnr.. 
(bird aiM fourth don't couc arain. I aln^)'» »rrawl b) Uiic ws>-, 
.Hid unouth as ful M I can. IhU netrr .••iinicicolly ; and iaUrrljr. 4 
can we«re a nine-line stanza (adrr ihanacDiipIrt, for «hirh«nr.i- 
■Bre I have not the cuouinit. When 1 bcff-m ‘TJiikle ItaVnld,* 1 
had nevbr tried SpAscr'# inoaMire, and now 1 «kniK>tKribbte hi 
jny other.'* B. to Lord //.— E.) 

.( (the Lflowing linu were otoUtod by ihe corainiuec— 

"* Say. (oHrr din, Ihe l>rama ve< dr^lon-s 

Ttiil Utesbedclfn'd 10 rr«i|«i upon alt-flMrs. ^ 

When Klrli«r 4 ru^>In (losMorlb (nr • Iwrse, 

If )oa < viuiu||ij^pk|i sin-tt mn*l cvmr fh (ourw 
If )(Mi <(■'( riUBBMK* 0>Q*( coixlrsrend 
. . Tu koolltr ilw^PIf'ljaL- Hr <tsr« eol neixl. 

filsmr i)t( vur^fSiietnriil tbouM no oc<iul<Hc«, 

Aod (iruUfy )ou more hy khonlng taa. 

. The po»( reprooeb Id pre«(iil Aceors rvfnli,, • 
t bor kbirt from mlB io bal>e, (roui babe to brnlo.** 

" h WliiUiread,” said Lord Byron, dctermincil lo easl^ie aU 
luy cata/ry Unes? 1 dp Implore, for ray otrii KratiRcailun. one 
lash on UKmc accursed quadrupeds— ‘a I 0 H 4 ; »hi>t, Sir Lncitis, if 
yyU.(ovcroc.***— K.] ^ 

ap'SOOQ after the 'Hrjected Addresses' scene in 48IS..1 met 
.Sheridan. In the course of dinDcr, he said, ' Loni Byron, lUd yon 
kuow that aiooo^t the writers of addresses wu Whitbread him- 
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. P iRINTUEnCAi; iDDHESS. > 

• .f ^ »T CR* ruCIART, • ' • • * 

wRb tcRoovtkdffnicnK, to bi^apoken tp tn loarUenltlQ Toirvirr 
M«kier P. at (be opcat»« of (ti« M>4t i>rw iheaire. sioIcd part* narkol 
Mllb ttie tOTcrled itraMPM of <|Qolailoa~tbas 

“ ^ySen energising objects men pursue,” 

Then Lord. knows whal is writ by Lord knows who. 

A modest monologue you here survey,” 

Hiw’d from the theatre the other day,” 

As if Sir Fretful wrote “ the slumberous’* verse, 

And gave his son the rubbish” to rehearse. 

‘‘ Yet at the thing you'd never be amazed,” 

Knew you the rumpus which the author raised ; 

“ Nor even here your smiles would be represt,” . 
Knew you these liries^the badness of the best. 

“ Flame! fire! and flame! I” (words borrow'd from 
-■ Lucretius,) 

“ Dread metaphors which open wounds” like issues! 

“ And sleeping pangs nwahe-^-end— but away” — 
(Confound me if I know what next to say). 

“ Lo ! Hope reviving row‘.xpands her wings,” 

And aiaster G — refutes what Doctor Busby sings !— • 

“ If migiity thing.s witli sntall we may compare,” 
(Translated from the gramnuir for tlie fair!) 
Dramatic “ spirit drives a conquering car,” • 

And burn'd poor Moscow like a tub of “ tar.” . / 
“,This spirit Wellington has sltow'ii in Spain,” 

To furnish melodrames for Drury Inne. 

“ Another Marlborongh points-to Blenheim's Story,” 
And George and 1 w ill dramatise it for ye. 

In arts and sciences our isle luith shone 
(This deep discovery is mine nlone)< 

“ Oh British poesy, wlwse powers inspire” 

My verse— or I 'm a fool— and Fame a liar, 

“ Thee we invoke, your eislcr arts implore” 

X^ith “sn)ile8,’‘’and “lyres,” and “pencils,” andmnch 
more. 

These, if we win the Graces too, we gain , ' 

Disgraces, tool “ inseparable train!** 

“ Three who liave stolen their witdjing airs from 
Cupid,** " 

(Yon all know what I mean, unless you 're stupid) : 

“ Harjsonions throng” that 1 have kept in petto, 

Now to produce in a “ divine sesieUo / ? ” 

“ While Poesy,” with these delightful .^ies,* 
Sustains her pari” in all the “ uppe^i^oxes! ■ 

“ Thus lifted gloriously, you 'II soar along,” 

Born^ in the vast l>alloon of Busby's song; 

“ Shine in yoor farce, masqu^^nerv', and play” 
(For this last line George h^BBliday). 

“ Old Dniry never, never so:q|Hb iiigh,’* 

So says the manager, and so savTi. ^ j 

“ But hold, you say, this seil-complaccnl boast j” * 


Is this the poem wliich the public lost? [pride;.** 
“ True— true — that lowers at once our mounting 
Bnt lo!— the papers print what you deride. 

“ ’T 4s ours lo look on you— you hold the prize,^ 

*T is tirewfy gniHCni, as they advertize! '• ' 

“ A double blessing your rewards impart”— 

I wish I had them, then, witli all my heart. 

“ Our tu'ofQht feeling ou*hs its twofold cause,” . 
Why^son and. 1 botii bqg for your applai)^. 

“ When in your fostering hcaiiis you bkl us li^e,*’ 

My ne.vt subscription lih shallsay how much you give! 


ITBSES FOUND IN A SCUUER HOUSE AT HALES-OWBff.* 

When Drvdcn’s fool, unknowing w hat he sought,** 
His hours in whistling spent, “ for want of thought,** * 
This guiltless oaf his vacancy of .sense 
Supplied, and amply too, by innoc.ence. 

Did modern swains, po.sses.s'd of Cymon’s powers. 
In Cvnnon’i manner waste their leisuro hours, 

'Die offended guests wouhl not, wilii blnshiog, see 
Diese fair green walks disgraced by infamy. 

.Severe the fate of mcklem fSols, abs ! . 

When vice and folly^^M^hein ns they pas^. 

Like no.xious reptiles^S^^ie whiten'd^wall, ' 

The lilth they leave still points out where they 


MARTUi., un. I. Erie. I. 

Illc esl, qiicffi IqOt. 010. tiarm rrquUl*. 

Tol« not«f la eckc ll«rtlaai, etc. 

He unto whom thou art so partial, 

Oh, reader! is the well-known Martial, 
The Ejiigrammatist : while living, ' 

Give him thedapic thou w'oufdst be giving ; 
So shall he hear, bnd fed, and know it— 
Post-obits rarely reach a poet. 


To tba Inoe ot **Wby. bow now. naet 

Why, how now, saucy Tom ? 

If yon thus must ramble, 

1 will publish some . * 

Remarks on Mister Campbell. 

•• ANSWER. 

■Why, how now, Parson Bowles ? 

Sure the priest is maudlin! 

(To tkepubde) How can you, d— n your souls, 
* Listen to Ills twaddling? 


TO TIME. 

Time I on whose arbitrary wing . ‘ 

Die varying hours imist Qagor fly, , 


fielf?' I amwoird by an enquiry of what iK>rt of an acklrtM he 
had made. 'Of Ihai/ replied ShcHdan, *1 rcnicniber lUllc, ex.. 
cuptilMt. Uicrew.]sa ^Au-tii.r iu U.’—’A iitia-nil!! Well, hnw 
did lie dc»crU»e il f *— ■ Like a po«Ha‘er,' amwerc^ Sheridan i * il 
was green, and yellow, and red, ami blue : he did not let na (4f 
for a linfiie fcAUjcf.*'" //. K | . 


> [Amon^ Ihc address «enl in to the lirury Lane OommiUce, 
(see p. 179. note.) one by iir. Uiuby, MntiUcd " A Uunob^ie," 
of whicli ihe «b»)YC U a pa«x^.) , - * 

» [In W orwicksblre-.l 

’fSec (^mon and ijihisenia.) '**, 
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T\'hose.tardT winter, fleeting spring. 

But drag or^drire us on to die— 

Hail t!)ou ! vho on niy liirth bestow.*d 
Those boons to all that know thee known ; 

Yet better I sustain thy load, 

Fob DOW 1 bear the weight alope^ 

I woOld not one fond lieart should sliare 
The bitter 'moments thoif Itast given ; 

And'paidon tbee, since thou couldst spare 
'All that 1 loved, to pcjicc or heaven.- ^ 

To them be joy or rest, on me 
Thy future ills shall press in vain v 

I nothing owe bu'l years to thee, 

A debt already paid in pain. 

Y'ct even that pain was some relief ; 

1 felt, but still forgot thy power : . 

The activo agony of 4jrief * • 

Retards, but never counts the hour. - . 

In joy I 've sigh’d to think thy fllglit • . 
VVoyld soon subside from swift to slow ; 

Thy cloud could overcast the light. 

But could not add a ni^t to woe ; 

For then, however drear and dark, * • 

My soul was suited to thy sky ; 

One star alone shot forth a spark 
To prove thee— not Eternity. ; 

That beam hath sunk, and now thou art 
A hlank ; a thing to count .mil cursQ 

Through each dull tedious trifling part, 
Which all rcgret,^|^ all rehearse. 

One scene even thou canst not deform ; 

11k limit of thy sloth or s;»eed, 

future w anderers bcai* the storm 
WhiHi we sliall sleep too soiiud to heed : 

And I can smilcrl|D.tlurik how weak 
Tliine efTorts soSftly slutil be shown, 

W hen all U»e vengeaiico thou can&t wreak • 
Must fjjll upon — n nameless stone. 


But, cadght within the subtle snare^ 

I burn, and feebly flutter there. 

Who ne’er have loved, and loved in vain,. 
Can neither fed nor pity pain, 

Tlw* cold repulse, tik' look ask.mce, 

The lightning of Love’s angry glance. 

In flattering dreams I deem'd thee mine; 
^ow hope, and he who hoped, decline ; 

I melting wAx, or withering flower, 
llassion, and thy power. ' v 


TBAXSt/ATION A ROMAIC LOVS SONG. 

Ah! I.OVC wa.s never yet- witlwut* ^ » '■ 
The pang, the agony, the doubt, ' 
Which rends my heart with ceaseless sigh, 
TVliile day and night roll darkling hy. 

Without one friend to hear my woe, 

I faint, 1 die beneath the blow. 

Tlwt Love had arrows^ well ^ knew; 

Alas ! 1 And them poison’d too. 

Birdst yet in freedom, .shun the net ' 
Which Love around your haunts hath set ; 
Or cirded by his fatal fire, 

Youc hearts ijiull bum, your hopes expire. 

A bird pffrec and careless wing .. 

Was I, through many a smiling spring: ^ 


My Hgi't of life ! ah, telL^ why 
That pouting lip, and alll^ eye? 

My bird of love ! my heacK^tis mate ! 

Aiid art thou clranged, and canst thou hate.^ 

Mlne.eyes like wintry streams o’erflow : 

W hat wretch with me would barter woe ? 
My bird ! relent : one note could give. 

A charm, to bid Uiy lover live. . 

fy(y curdling blood, my madd’ning brain, 
Jifsileiitanguis^li I sustain;' " 

And siiH thy hearty witliout partaking" 

One paflgi exults— while mine is brej^iirg. 

Pour me Uie poison ; fear not Ihoo ! . 

Tliou caiist not murder more tlian now : 

1 ’vfi lived Id curse my natal day, . * 

And Lovt, that thus cap lingering slay. 

My wound^ soul, uiy bleeding breast. 

Can patience preach tliee into rest? 

Alas ! loo late, I dearly know ^ / ■. . 

That joy is harbinger of woe. 


STAJtzisj ' ^ 

I“TWOC A«T rAUE.** } 

Tbou art not false, but thou art Ockle,, ^ 

To those thyself so fondly sought; 

The tears that thou ha.st forced to trickle 
Are dpubly bitter from tkit thought : 

'T is this whicli breaks X\\e heart thou grievesi, 
^ Too well tUon lov’st— too soon tbou. Icavest. 

The wholly false the heart despises, '' 

And spurns deceiver and deceit; ' • 

But she who iK>t a thought disguises, . * ' • ^ ; 

Whose love is as sincere as sweet,— 

When she can change wlm loved so truly. 

It feds what mine has fell so new'ly. 

To dream pf joy and wake to sorrow % 

Is doom’d to.a)l who love or live; 

And if, when conscious oii tlie morrow, ' 

We scarce our fancy can forgive, ' 

That cheated us in slumber only, , 

To leave the waking soul more lonely, 

What raiist they feel whom no false vision, 
Buttruest, tenderest passion warm'd? 
Sincere, but swift iu sad transition, 
Asifadreatnalonehadcliarm'd? • 
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Ah! sure snch grief is fancy’s scheming, 

' 4nd all tliy change can be but dreaming ! 


ON BKINO ASKED Wfl AT AA'AS THE “ORIGIN Of LOVE." 

file “Origin pf Love! Ah, why 
' That cruel question ask of me, ^ 

tVhen thou mayst read in many an eye 
He starts to iife on seeing thee? * 

And' shoiildst thou seek his end to know, , . 

Mv heart forebode.s, my fears foresee, J 
He ’ll linger long'in silent woe. 

But live— until I cease to be. : . . 


STANZAS. 

Remeniber him whom passion’s power ^ 
Severely, deeply, vainly proved : 

Reniembet tlioii that dangerous liour , 

When neither fell, though both w^ere loved. 
Tliat yielding breast, that.melting eye. 

Too much invited to be l)less'd : ^ " 

That gentle prayer, that pleading sigh,' 

The wilder wish reproved, repress’d. 

Oh! let me feel that all I lost 
But saved thee all that conscience fcarS; 

And blush for every pang it cost ; 

To spare the vain remorse of years. 

Yeftliink of this w hen many a tongue, . 

AVhose busy accents wliisper blame, 

Vould do the heort that loved thee wrong. 
And brand a neai^ bliglited iiauic. ' 

Think that, whate'er to others, thou 
Hast seen eacti seinsh. t4ougl>t suUlucd : 

I bless (liy purer soul even now. 

Even now, in midniglit solitude. 

O God! that we hod met in time, . ^ 

Our hearts aSfond, tliy Itand more ftce; 
AVhen Ihonliadst loved without a crime. 

And I been less unworlliy tlicc ! • 

Far may "tliy days, as heretofore, 

From tills our gaudy world he past,! 

And that too bitter moment o’er, 

Oh! may such trial be thy last ! , 

This heart, alas! perverted long. 

Itself d«troy'd, miglit there destroy; 

To meet thee in the glittering throng, ' 
Would wake Presumption’s hopBofjoy.' 

Then to the things whose bliss or w oe. 

Like mute, is w ild and worthless all. 

That world resign— such scenes forego, 
Where those who feel must surely fall. 


Thy youlli, thy charms, thy tenderness, . 

Tliy soul, from long seclusion pure. 

From what even here hath pass’d, may guess 
AVIiat Ihi^e thy bosom must endure. 

Oh ! irardon that iinplof hig teat, ' ... 

A Siucc not bv Virtue shed in vain, 
frenzr drew from e> es So dear'; ' 

For me they shall not weep again» 

Tlioujdi long and mourpful must it be, ^ - 
Tlif thought tiiat we no mote may nieety 
Yet t desriwc the stern decree, 

And alinost deem the sentence sweet. ' 

.Still, hod I lovedthw less, my heart 
Had tlien less satxiliced to thiiic ; , 

. It fell not liDlf so nmeh t? ))art, 

As if'its guilt had rondo thee mine. 


ON LORO nUiRLO\^'8 POEMS.' 

When l|burlaw' thU damn’d nonsense scut, 
H hope I atn not violent) 

^'or men nor gods knew w hat he meaiiL 

And since not even our Uogers’ praise 
To comriwn Sense h|.s tluniglHs could raise— 
Why iroiiM tliey let him print his lays ? 


To me, divine-Apollo, grant — O! 
ilermilda's fir^l and second eaato,— 

1 *in fitting up a npw' portiiiaiilcau ; 

And thus to furnish decealfting, 

My own and others’ bavsT^in twining — 
So, gentle Thurh>w, throw me thine in. 


TQ LORO TIILRtOWw , - * . 

. ,» ni) ary bnnih om«r»t'Satriw • 

, Thon tliui I® f®rn» A(B4lo'a ffi'i n. 

Lcl every l*W vwii.** 

I . .V 

- **.1 lay BroucK of laurel dotrn,'’ , 

Thou “lav ^hy branch -of fnnrel down I” 

' tv hy, Tvhat thou ’.St stole is hot enow ; 
And, w|fe i‘t lawfully thine own, • 

Does Bogers want it most, or thou ? 

Kft p to rl^yself thy wither’d bough. 

Or semi it back to Doctor Doiiiie : 

Were justice done to both, 1 trow, 

He ’d have but little, and thou — none. 

" Th'm thus to form ApoUo's a-oum." 

Acrow'nl why, Vwi.st U how ynn will, 

Thy chaplet must be-fooheap still. 

AVhen next you visifDelphi’s town. 

Enquire amongst your fellow -lodgers, 

They ’ll tell you Fhoebus gave his crown„ 
Some years before your birth, to Rogers. 


> .See Movi'c's NuUcu, vul. li. (i. iSS.-'-E. ] 
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** IfH tv bring h{s»WH.'' 

W])en- cools to Newcastle airc carried, . 

And owls sent to Athens, as wonders, 

From his spouse when the Recent *8 unmarried, 

Or Liverpool weep* oVr hi$ blunders ; 

When Tories and \\ lugs ce2ise to (|iiarrcl, 

Whcn Castlereagh's wife has an heir. 

Then Rogers shall .rsk us for laurel, 

And thou shall liove plenty to spare. 

^TO THOMAS MOORE. 

mi armiic vi* ?Wit in «■. iticM arnt in coiaNkta* 

ncLM raiiHii, Hir (B, IBIJ. ' 

Oh you, who in nil names can tickle 1he triwh, 
Anacreon, Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom Brown, — 
For hang me if T know of m hioli you may most Brag, 
Your Quarto two-pounds, or your Two-peimy Post 

• • ilisg; 

Btit now to my letler—- to ijours *t ts an answer— 
To-morrow be witli me, as soon as you can, sir, 

.Ml ready and dress’d for proceeding to spunge on 
( \ccording to compact) the w it in the dungeon — 
Pray PIhcImis lit length our political.innlice 
May not get us lodgings within the same palace! 

I suppose that -to-night you *re engaged with some 
podgexs, 

And for Sotl^by’s Blr.^s hove dc.sected .Sam Rogers; 
And 1, tliough with colftjl have nearly idy death got, 
Must put on mybreoi'lies, and wail on the Heallirote: 
But to-morrow‘, at four, we will both play t^e Seurrn, 
And you Tl be Catullus, the Regent Mamurra,* 


IMPROMPTl'. IN REPLY TO A FIUENO. 

• 

When, from the heart w here Sorrow sits. 

Her dusky iliadow inonnts too high, 

And o'er the elianging aspect nits, 

And clouds the brow, or tills the eye ; 

Heed not that gloom, which sopn. shall sink : 

My thoughts their dungeon know' too well; 
Back to iny breast the wanderers shrink. 

And droop wiUiin tlieir silent cal].'* 

^ .Srplembcr, 18(3. 

SOX.NET, TO GEXEVRA. 

Tliine eyes’ blue tenderness, thy long fair hair, 
And the wan lustre of thy features— caught * 


From contemplaimn— w'^iere serenely wrought. 
Seems Sorrow*s'.spftness charm'd from its despair — 
Have thrown suHi speaking sadness tn' thina air,. 
That— I hU I know’tliT blessed liosoin fraught 
With mines pf unalloy'd and stainless tliought — 

1 should have deem'd thee doom'd to ear^y care. 
With such an aspet'l, by his cokkirs blent, 

W hen from his beauty-breathing pencil boro, 
(Except that thou hast noticing to repent) • 

Tlie Magdalen of Cuiido saw tiic morn— . 

Such seem'st thou-^bUiliow much more excellent! 
WltliBOught Remorse can claim — nor Virtue scorn . 

Pe mu tWT t7. (1(3 i 
Till: SAME. 

Thy clrreh is pile with Ihoiight, but not from woe, 
And yet soT lovely^ that if Mirth could flush 
Its fos«« of wliitendBith the brighlestblus^^ 

My heart -would wisliMay that rtufer glow : 

And dazzle not thy deep-blue eyes— but, Oh ! ' 
While gaxing on them sleniet eyes will gush, 

And into min^ nJy niolherN weakness rush, 

Soft as the last drops round heaven’s airy bow. . . . 
For, through thy long dark lashes low (lepending. 
Tile soul of mrlancholy ricntlcncss 
Qleams like a serapli from the sky desc ending, 

Aliove ail pain, yet jiityiog all distress ; 

At once, such maje.sty with s\yeelness blending, 

] w orsbip more, but cannot love Ibec less. 

‘ .Ueumbrr O, iSiJ. 


FROM THE PORTtGIISkE. 

'*TI ■■ CKUill.*' 

In moments to delight devoted, , 

“ My life! ” wHh.tenderest tone, you cry ; 
Dear words! on whicli uiy heart had doted. 

If youth could.neithcr l'ad«4ior die. ' 

To death even hours like these must roll. 

Ah ! then re|ieat those accents never ; 

Or change “ my life ! ” into ** my soul !'* 
Which, like my love, exists for ever. 

* * ANOTHER VERSIOK. 

Yog call roe still your life . — Oh ! change the word— 
Life is as transient as the inconstant sigh : * . 
Say ratlier I ’m your soul ; more ju.st that nante. 
For, like the soul, my love can never die. 


< { See Moon* 'I Nolices. t<>I. il. p. SOS.] 

• {Tbc reader who wUhrn to' undmiand (he full brceof thii 
•candaloMs insinuaUon U refrrml to Mureiui'a aolea on a erkbral- 
ed poem of Gatulliu^cnllUed in Ctrsarrmi btit t:unsl»tinz,iii fact, 
of taTozely iconifiil abtiBC of the favourite Mtimurra 

** Quia bor peldl itdrre? <tnLi potnii pail, 

NUI tapiMikOnel vernt A h«imo7 * 

Mamumai tDbera QOod roiuaia btllla 
ItabriMl Qociom, 0 ulllcoa Briuaoto I ''Hr.— C.) 

* ^These versn are said to have drnpp<Nl,fr 0 m llie poet'i pyn, to 
eicuae • Iramient exprmtrm of mrlancholy which overdoudnl 
the generot 'SAivly. II wgs itnpoasible lo obaerve hU inlemling 
CfMintchanre. exprndslve of a dejection belonging ncillicr lo bu 
raiik, his age, nor bis success, wilboul feeling an indcAoahle cu- 
riosity to ascertain vrbelberitbad a deetier cause than babii or 


consIHiMlunal lempcramrnl. It wasnhiionsly oPa degrre Incal- 
culably more serious than Uial alluded lo by Prince Arthur— 

— 1 rmember stbra I Mis In I'rfnre, 

\oone K'lUlenen nonM be M sd<l ts nlebl •> 

Only for «tsatonocs.'' * 

But, howioeviT derived, this, Joined lo Lord Byron's air of ming- 
ling ill aimncmrnr<i and siMirts as if he conlrinord fbem« and It'll 
that his sjihcrc was far above Ihc frivolous crowd which sur- 
rminded Mm, gave a strong effect of colouring to i duracter 
whose lints were oUierwise rotnaiiUc.— S in Waltu Scott.) 

< f*‘ Reddr some liahan, and wrote two sonnets. 1 never wrote 
but one sonnet bidore, %ihI that waa not In earnest, and many 
years ago, as au exercise— and 1 wUI never write another. They 
are the tmwt puling, pelrirying, alupidly pUlonic compoaiUoos.” 
Diary, IMS.— E.| 
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BVRON« WORKS. 






RE3IARKS , 


' ON TUB ROMAIC OR MODERN CBEEB LANGUAGE. WITH SPECIMENS AND TRANSLATIONS; 


Amon|;$l an entlavc^ |KO{)l4'. oUi^f^I lu)iavrr«C4>urir ta rutviAU 
|>rc«H e«cu fpr ifaelr tKioLs of ivliAtou. It Is ta be wundm^l 
4( that we funl so few publications on RcaeraJ subjrcu, thau tlut 
we find auy at all. Tbe wliule nutubrr of itw Greeks, scatlereil 
up and down tbe Turkuii empire ami elscwluTc. maTatnount, at 
most, to throe milliutts ; ami yet, fur ^oscaut) a nbtnbnr, it D im- 
|MiuJblc-tudiscovrr any iUtlunwiUiso gnat a prO(KjrtHin uliioek' 
ami tlieir auUton. as the Greeks pf UirfB^ul century. Ay,” 
tut say the t;<^ncrous adMicatcs of who. while they as- 

sort llic tipioraove of the Creeks, wish to ph'vciil litcui (rom dis- 
pelling itt “ay. but tlirse are noslly, if nut ;UI> ecclesiastical 
trach. ami coosequenlly good foe. Buth'mg.'* Well, ami pmy 
what else can they write about? I tfo deAwrt enotigl) to hear k 
Frank, particularly an KngRUimao^^Vmi may abtue tl»e guvrru- 
metit of hU owucuuniry; ora Freticbman. who may abuse crery 
Aoveruineut ndepi hU own. ami who nay range at will over 
pvery philosc^iictl. religbiQs. scientlGc, fce|>Ucal. or moral suh- 
Ji'Ct. sneering at the Creut legend*. A Gree|i mint nni write on 
IKdiiica. ami cannot touch on science for want of Inslroctioot if 
lie duubU. be U csconimunlcateil ami damiird ; lli^rcfon: lib 
cuuntrymen are not poisoned with im>dcm philosophy t and at to 
murals, thank* tu the Turks! there are no such things. Wlut 
tlirn, b leRbim, Ifbe has a turn fiK* scribbling? Hcllgiua amt 
holy biography t ami II is natural enongh Uiat Uu>se wbo luve se 
'tittle in Uih life shoukl look to the neKl. It 1* no great wonder, 
then, llial ill a|ratolngtifl m>w befure me of Ally-five (ireek writers, 
many uf whom were lately living, nut above htleen should hive 
loiichMl on auy Ihlug but rrhglim. llie catalogue aUuUitl lu b 
eunlainnl hi the twenly-sixih chapter of the fmirih vuluiiic uf He- 
lelku’aBcelfsiastlcal liitlory. Froiii Ihi* I MibjuUi an extract of 
tbuse whuhave written on getwral ruliyecU; which will be fob 
luwcd by some »|iccliucns uf the Rumaic. 


LIST OF nOMAlt) ATTiiOfUi.* 

Ncophilus, Diakonos^thc dcaciMi) nf ibe Morea. liak pubUsbed 
an uleusive grammar, and also some political rrgulaUons, which 
last were IcR unfinbhed at his death. 

Prnko|>ius. of MoioupoUs (a town' in F^drus), has wrlttra and 
pubUslicd a catalogue of the teamed Greeks. \ 

SiTaphlii, ufPericIca. is the atnlw>rof many works la the Turk* 
i«h language, but Grenk character; for the CtirUtlms ol Cara> 
mania, wbodo nut s|>cak Romaic, but read. the cliiraoter. 

EusUUiius Psalidas, of Bucharest, ajibydeian. iflade the hAirof 
England fur il»e purpose of study ( ,<uc9ysi'.»s > : but though 
III* name is couiDvraled, U is not slated that Wbia written any 
lliiug. 

KaUlnIkuv Torgeraiiti Patriarch of ContlanUnupIc: many poems 
uf his are extant, ami also prate tracts, and a catalogue of i>a*- 
InarcUa since Um: Iasi taking of CotbtauUnople. 

Aiustasliis Maoedun, uf Naxos; member of the royal academy of 
Warsaw. A church biogra(>ber. 

Demetrius Pamperus, a MuscupoUte, hat wrllteo many works, 
particularly A Cmumcntary un lleslud*# Shield of Hercules,.'” 
and two hundred isles (of what Is not s(ieciHe(t), ami has piihllslicil 
his cotrespoodesrac with the cefehrated Geoi^ uf Treblzotul, hu 
cuntempurary. 

UHetius. a curated geographer | ami author of the book from 
whence these notices are taken. 

Dorotbeus, of Uilylene, an Aristotelian philosophers bis Helle- 


nic works are in great repute, and he is estOciued by Ihie modem* 
1 1 qiiutr the words of Meletim) .para rivtsev/v^'o^v Zrvspwvsw 
uurr^i radd further, on the aiitlturily uf awelWin- 

furuicd Greek, that he was so famous auiongsl his counlrymeii. 
Ihanhcywrorc accusturaol tu uy, If Tliucydliics and Xenophoa 
ween wanting, he was capable of^iairiug the loss. 

Uariiiu* count Tharb^rrs, of CrpbalonIa, |ifufrssor of ehe- 
mistiy mlhe academy uf Padua, and member of that academy, 
and liiuse of Stockliolm and L’psal. He has piibhdtcd. at Vcfilce. 
an account of some mariue aolnial, and a treatise on the proper- 
ties of^irun. 

Marcus, brother to the former.^ tamoos In mechanics, lie re- 
moved lost, Petersburg Ibe hiirucosctvdi «iwhkh die statue of 
Peter die Great vdk fixed Ui 1719. See the dissortatlou which be 
pubUvIiMla Paris, 1777. 

George Canstaniinc ha< published a roar-tungued leticoo. 

George Vmlotc ; a lexicon in French. Italian, and Romaic. • 

There exbt srrcral .other dictionaries fn I.alln and Eumaic, 
Kn'oeb. eti:. ( besides grammars, in every modem language, tx- 
ccpl Euglisli. * 

A muogst ihe U V lag authors the follow log are roost celebrated >r— 

Aihanoslm Parioshas written a (realise on rjveloric In UcUcnIc. 

GhrisbKlouliM, -an Acarnanian. baa pubUihod, lu Vknua, aoaie 
physicaflrraQsrsln HcHrnlc. 

Panaglulet Lodrikss, an .Athenian, (he .Romaic translator of 
fuolmcllc's “.Plurality of xVurldsjA favourite work amongst U» 
Greeks', i* sla^ Id be a teacher oFidI Hellenic and Anbio Un- 
giuges in l*arls'; lu iwUi of which lie Uan adci'l. 

AihanasJiM, the Parian, author of a treillse uu riietoric.. 

Vicenxo Oamodus, of Cepbalooia, has written rk 
un logic and physics. 

John Kaii^ascs, a SlyaaoUoe. has translated into French 
Oceilu* on ^e Universe. He is sahl to be an excellent HcUeiust 
anil Latin sdioUr. 

GrsgoduIHrmelriuf pabtished, in Vienna, a geographical works 
be has also translated setcral Italian authors, and printed his rer- 
skins at Venice. 

- Of Curay and Paalida aome account has been already given. 


GREEK AVAR SONG.4 

AEFTF, txrftf r«v 
^ rSj 

i( p'xvwucy SiXt'A iftiv'j*'* 

^rsv riv d/xtv* 

As cxrsv'ij.uty dva'^<tws 
_ riv ^v/kywac ry^xysiJ^t 
ExAx«9w,ucv cxr, Slabs 
nmS" ivttfii 
Ta is >a6v^>* 
irsf^S EilsvGv, cr/v,(ay. 
rora^nbv rb ul/ix 

as ?/;c{s imiViy. 

O^ry cl«0< rwv ^ 

xt'Kaum dvif^uw^wr; , 
wcvjutrra scxq^civ/Uwc, 
na/K ytiSixt cvosl* i - ' 

't n» 9«vvy--ri|s sstJsryyss (uv 
wv«X^ 4 V« S/xOv' 

rcTR>opcv ^sTifrs. 


' (TImh “amurkf" were wrlKeU lo Ib8*cprtnR of iBti, wbltc Lord 
hinw WM la (tw Capocklo Coamii s( Aiben*. See sale, p. ITA note. 
-E.J 

* It Is l« tM gbscrvid Uisl (be umet ghen are not La cbronoiogictl 


order, but conilM of some selected el o rmSbre from emoDgst Ihoee who 
flourlst.ed rnxn tbe taking ut CoiouniUiople (o (be llnie of Melctius. 

3 TbeaeoametareoM iatrn Iroro any publlceilon. 
t A trsuslslkui ottbls Mog U given at page an. . 
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x»l vtxfirt wpi cxvrou. 

Tb S«ib( if tic. 

■ ZcBtrv, ZrifiTX, t{ r.oifi&f9t 
C«vox /3*^; 

(virvifffCv, i9\v»(, 

%x-^VTttviv. 

Zv9utui9ixt 
, i^4»0S Tfty ’f«X6W-»TCV. 
ro> ^cxtwttivou 

f^ftptrZ xxi tflo/itaoZ. 

Tb Mh if \a^/th, etc. 

O C4v Cfj'?si< f>ia,ao»y)*4 
wrf)fi,e9v xjrit xptHTtl. 

Kxl T0v< flip7Xf ifxvi^u ' 
«vruv x«ri K|!#tT«r 
He T,ii*jfoW5ru5 Sv^fixf, ' 

«« Ti KIVT^aV XpIX’^fltt, 
x«i, cu< ifuv 5y.u-uM(v6i, 

■• lit ti ficFux ra»y ^ovrtf. 

Tb Mx k{ )«^;icCv, etc. 


BOUAIC EXTBACTS. a 

'P-Lcns, lyx^of, xxl r 4 U>«( xift^vttf txv »t^*fiyn«v E>- 
iaJ’oii.xai j.51i«ovTi{ Tt* {i9MKy riv. je*TB5f«<y, 

**^*,*Z*< iv* Vfixuiv fii vAjuafiouv ri» Biriav, 

/ut' niriv /va /«xT^o«6)intv, e?r* (*vk ixutu <w« 

K^«y^ac?iyri|y, xxti ivx xpUTtSitx.'^ 

wjxi futf, at raif fiipttf rjy o/iuStxv 

xxi riv dxxpf/optrfv rwv' Tev^s'wv .rv^Bwwv; 
wStf rxTf ^uixtf xxi u€pirft^vf xxi 
«s({Ai*y, K3ffi9tv'jjv, -/vvBtxuv dvfx^vjzo* ^9gptixv; 

A(v tIjGxt ixtff ixfr/oxu ixftvMV r»y 
ttLv iUv9ifiUfv xxi tcfStv xxi tw« 9 ()i«xr, 4 t 
x«j «i* IxcTyot AxiOvfix^v r^v rtev^aiay' 
x*i fM,«K ififf jxijxtttBxt tff TlretBv ru/BVWBV, 
x«ci ct^ov "/ivcf.iif ixtff itri9n ^jixrixftiv^v 

tif riv 9%f t«y. ^vB^ev, «< x' 51« tuxo^r/xivov 

•5tf wvv i/KTxrriraTi riv 9 'jrcviy 

fixdl <u< 7v« cxiAid^Ov, «)< ffxoruviv )a,a*xoVy! 

OfxOxtt 9 <lr*ri r^oBUc^ i«« fixt riv BCtixv*: 

/ci xfvwijif rtcor|«.i^y, iixt riv 4*o^txv. 


O 4>IAEAAHN'0:. 


PCiM9'«)X>0'‘/Z/>0(, E»9(, XB^ ex< BAlWt 
irov w{ iire, ritiv 
vvV ^ a9^r«, xxi d^^ix 
,dp' «u i/rxt«tx i 
iffr* iu«0y«ey»x> va riv ^yevirM 
T«ir’ ff< riprtTflCv riv 4vVy6v«‘ 

«uri ertva^ft. xi rr/vx 
ffrfl vi XjfMcjarouv jia v^orrafet, 
xxi r^ff c>«(^( Sri xtpflZu. 
rjptiy, Sxeu ){« vjy riv f/oyeCti. 

Mk 2«ti{ ro^^rit vi tiv {uevivi) - 
«r/f( xrSv &oV Kiwis'* . ". 

TIia abore U (he conirnraccmcnl ofa long dramatic utlre 00 the 
Greek pric«tho(Ml.pilDcr«i axMl^eiilry ;.it HComcin|>ljMeMa coro> 
poutioo. but perhapacurkHM os aa|wciniaioMheIrrhymet 1 hare 
the wboie id MS.i but ihU extract wiJI be found luHicieDt. The 
Bomaicia this compoiiUoo la an eaxy oa to rrndrr a renioo aa 
hwBlt to a actMlar; bpt Ihoaeivlio do ool uadersuod ibeorlgiDal 
etcDM the foUowtDg bad translatioa of wbitia In IImU iodlf- 
fcrent 


TEANSLATIOX. 


A Ro Man, Enf^MmuD, cod Frenchman, making the lodr. et 
^od obaerrlog the miwrabie atale of the oounltfc iutCr^ 


rogatc, In turn, ■ Greek Patriot, fo learn the cawe; afte«ir«rth 
aA Archbishop, Uieo a Vlackbey,* a Uer«bant, and Cogla Bachi 
or Primate. 

Then, friend of Ih j eoaiilry I to rtnagnt record, 

Wtoy b«r y* Om TOke or ibe oiloiDan Lordf 
VThy boar ya (ban teiten Uioi taiMly dlipUy'd, 

Tbo wroagsoT Um nairoo, tbe Mrlplio|, and mtidf 
Tbo daBcvodaolf or Bdlars raca ara not ra t 
Tbopairioi aaot of tba aap aad (ba'frae. 

Tbgaaprut fron tbe Mood oT tba noble nd bravr. 

To vtlety otlsl aa iba NaanlmaD lUvo 1 

Not socb wara (he taUtcv year annals gen boast, ... 

.Wbd coeqow'd aod.dlad forlbt froidom you IcMl 

not met wi$ yonr lead In her oarihr boor, 

Tba dayalar of aaliou Inwladoa and poweH ~* ■ 

And illJiwIH yon Unu larcalallaf UKrease, 

Ob sbHDonii dtsboaour i tba darbnoM of cnoc^r 
Tbcn laU «e, bd«Md Acboan I rtvoal 
Tboeota of iha««0 wbicb you caabot cooeath 

Ttie reply of 1 ^ phlldReniet I.lure not translated, aa It is no 
better than tbe qoesUofLof the trareUIng triumvirate : and ibe 
abore wUi solBcleotlr show eelib' what kind of compostUon tbe 
Greeks are now utkfled. 1 Inut I have not .moch injured Ibe orh 
ginal in the few Hoes gi^’as feithfally, and as nearthe “Oh, 
Hiss Balldy • tinfortimate llliis Bailey!'* maasnre of tbe Boixtaic, 
as I could make then. Atmast all theirpiecfs. abdve a song, 
which aspire to Ibe name of poetry, contain eiacUy tbe auantUy 
of feel of y , -V 

** A ctpuln bold of Bslirsfc, n bo lived to eoaatry qosrten,'* 
which is in feel the present heroic couplet of the Bomaic. 


SCKXE FBOM O XA^ENEZ. 

TbAKttATSD rtoa TSB trujAX or ooloosi, st tniinioa vuiirt. 

IIHNI! KI^. . • ' 

riAATT.lAA «t TT|V Kdpxxy xov yrxvtoS, xsil oi Sev'^itv. 

1T.\A. O Oif! i«S tS xx^9ufli fxoZ ipavs.vi d<ouew riv f»- 
viv t«5 fiov iv u'jTH clw^t ifS, IfOxon ok xxtpi* va 

riv fm,9oxtx»w. [ Evyxcvfi fyx* ffZlff d»S t4 ip'/xoxipi- J 
xif fxQv, ti xxpxxxT^, xothf tliutt ixtf ti( ixifvcy* roiif 

evraaVs: 

AOTA. Tfitf Xfiinuot Evw« i xvp T.lryiytof, S 

h vvp tHipxtOf Nixx&Jcravoj, xxi i xpitof i Kip Hdvrs Ai«vrf‘ 90 c 
i^^vrsf. 

IIAA. ( XvB^ent t(« xjrouf Av cfvsu 6 Pi«/s/wO(, bv timf fiv 
d»x{(y ovottsc. ) 

AEA. 5« §5 i xx>i TUXS rov.xvJ 'Evyivfou. [ntvwvrxe. 1 
OAOI. Ka va 

HAA. ( A^/tAs Jvxi i chfpxf /xOw Sv$M*n, 

xifit /uv riv v« tt« nvT'.Mcxoyf dwervu i<| «^rov< tov« 

dftvrxAf. e*ov »i)xa va rov< xtc7(v /itxv. fn.tfO* r»* d'cvlov.'] 
AOT. Ojito^if oxf ( ^TUv^0^rpfViv epptxtov riv ifWv^svr&v. ) 
[Tiv drS rS ip^orxpt rov xoiyytolov. ] 

PIA. Hapfii, xa^ifti. xa^urs xoJiv xx.*^tav, ^h« sRixi tiVo- 
Ti«. (n^$ riv 'Brrrd/irKy. ] 

BIT. Zyv x(99d^OM*t dxfSatvw* [ ZuW^trai tiy 
ixvTOV m«. J 

[ ixo ra «x^aSv,ox rSv evrasW FKevovrxt Sio(,>SxQv 
e:ifX9V'M-‘ftxt dxo xi r'pxxi^t ov/xio/uvn, fix rdv fxpw9> 
/tfv tw Asavsjsey /?>«c'.-iirTa< riv n}ar;(^, x«i d^arl 
ifvrAs ^'xyt*. **< >« riv povivrs. J 

Err. (lx*- ffTst^gr*. 

MAP. M«v xiuyirt- . . , 

AEA..;^^ ffli. ■* • 

nAA-.BoiScix, /Jo^fleex. ( ^rjyK dxA riv oxdlutv, 6 Aixv- 
d‘pO( Si)ei, vx Tie dxo^O’xHfoji rA odafll. xxi A EAjrriv yfetrra. J 
(TPA- fit cvxvilarp uA'pKyi ii« /M'xyxsr^Arxxrr^SdxA ro xx^jx- 
Biis*. xxi ptv/it eif riv xxpevr. ] * 

( IIA'A. dxo rA f eyxxri^ toy xxr/vt/toZ xpev'Mvtxff 

xxi prvyff ug rd x*vi. 1 . ... 

f^EtT. fii ipfiHxx v't tA x*fl* «oAs_ (fltxyrvrsvTjv rat niar- 

(<9xt, fvxvrtov rsS Atav^/sov, A«w riv xxrxtMxd. j ■ *’ 


Tisfhbey, rrioce of WaUsefay. 
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BYRON'S WORKS. 


I«fi 

{ MaP« flry«i«c« u'jtit •»>« i/iy»9Ttfiit **« 

ftjytt i^jiuvrcf* iiainorpt fti|e. ] ( PouyeL9,«« f o^y<- T ' 
[0(.Aow)o< iiehtilfiy»irvipt iictpvo^v tit ri 

tT(V »9j»r«tv. I ^ 

( BIT. /xTJCt cc$ rov fmpvA /iotBtfiivt inh rev p<e*e>pry.] 

AF.A. \6ttu rowov va «V(xt(vo re x^^'* 

f Mi ri sra0i «(< ri x^' ^*«vti’ov to 3 Er/cvicw. ] 

ETI‘. C>x<. yiv9tr^ mri tltiu iv»* e>i)odxx,irfb< iv«vt'«iv 
T^j yjuaix^ eeu, ««i iyv 5iia rtv ^laytvrtvm *i{ Te uef€- 
^ov xJfi*. 

AEA. lev xa^vw Jaxov «wj TO /«TflrvOfj*ej«> t KtvT/fi fiv 
Eir/ivcev /li TO e«XOt. ] 

tTI*. Aiv oi pe€s3/«i<. f r^ Atav^pCJ, xai rev 

vd ev,9®i t*riei« rrfsev, 6*»v iv^Irxwyrxs dvot/r^y ri fKiU 
rx< ifiSxivit tit x^i, x«2 eMvcr«(t ] 


TRAKSLATION. 

Plalsida, fhm lAc Door of the Hotel, 4fi<f the others. 

p/o. Oh God ! from Ihc window it teemed Uui I heard my bn*- 
bjod'i voice. If he ie here, I have arrived in time to make him 
ashamed. [A servant enters from the Shop.] Boy, tell me. pray, 
who arc in those cbaiubers. 

J*rro. Throe seutlemcD : one. Siftoor Kuccnlo ; the other, Signor 
Harlio. Uie NcapoUlait; and the third, my Lord, the Coiml 
Leander Ardeati. 

Pta. Piaminio is not amongst these, unless be has changed hi« 
name. 

leander. [JHiAindjlnkinp.] Long live the good lortuoc of 
Signor Eugenio. 

[Thswhole compantf. Long live, etc.) (Llfcrally, Na ?j5, vi 
May ho Hve.) 

rla. Wilhoot doobt that is my husband. [7\> the .reiT.} My 
good man, do me the favour to accompany me above to tboM! 
gentlemeii 1 1 have some biidness. 

Serv. At your comniamis. \ Aside.] The old olGcc of us wallers. 
[He goes out of the Gaming’ Home A 
Hidolpho. (-7^ Victoria on onoi Arr pari of the stage.} Courage, 
courage, be of good cheer, it is nuihing. 

Fktoria. I'fecI as if about to die. t l-eaning on him as if 
fainting.} . v ' 

[ fjom the tetndews above all trUkin are seen rising from 
labU in confusion : Leander starts nt the sight of Plat* 
xida ; atid appears by his gestures to f Arealen her life.) 
Eugenio. No. stop—— 

iVat'iio. Don't attempt 

Leander. Away, lly from hence! 

Plu. Help ! Help! [Ffics d<mm the stairs, Leander aUempUng 
to follow uith hie e^ord, Es^caio hinders him.] 

(T^pnlo, seilA o plate of meal, leaps over the iatcong from 
the windoia, and runs info the {»ffee’ifouse.] 

[ Plaixida riifii oiM of the Gaming-House, and takes sheJler in 
the Hotel.] 

( Uartio stra/s softly out of the. Gaming-House, and goes off, 
exclaiming •• Bamorvs fiige.” The servtusls from the Gamituj- 
Hovseenterlhe. Hotel, and shut the door.} 

[Vldoria rrmaios in the coffre-House assisted by nidolpho.) 

[ i..eander, strord in hand, opposite Eugcuio, exclaims^ Give 
^y_l will enter that Motel.) 

Eugenio. No. that shall never be. You arc A scoundrel to your 
wife, BOd 1 will defend her to the last drop of my blood. 

Leander. I will give you cause to repent Um. [McNocinp vlth 
Aism'ord.) 

Eugenio. I fear you ngl [Heultacks te^lor. and tnakre 
him give hark m much, that, finding the door of the dancing 
girl's Aoujeofien, Leauder rscopes through, and so finishes.]* 


• Ad/r/s >xrev(x»|. 5sutrX ui^' p<vy« rxi's rv/xure;. ' ; 

• X'MViixt- “ ai:Ubiu''-aHiManll]' LUougb. bul It U Uw llioral irsos^ 
Uiion of Ibe Romaic. Tbe lAliilnal At ibis conwCy of Coldonl s 1 n«»i*r 
read, bul It Aoo sot appear one o( M< bc^. “II BoxUnto'' U one oftho 
moal lively r but I do eol Ibtak it bas been Iranstaied Into Romaic', ll Is 
much more «mu>li>x Utan oor one “ Liar,** by Foole. Tbr rtiaracier of 

L«<h> ta bcUrr drattn tbau yuiiug Wildiug. Cutdool a csowfllas amount to 


Af.XAOIOI oiktAKOI. FAUILtAH DlALOCt'ES. 

A(x v4 *vx npi/pn. • To ask for any thing. 


1&4 mfixrx^ , cTd'oerl ut m 
bfitteu. 

♦i/.CTS fit. 

AevcivtTS fu, 
nr/*i>^« V* 
sv9u<. 

n ^;9tel^%v K-Jaic, xo^tts /ii 
■vziv riv xd.stv- . 

E’/to eS( nxpxjLXtHi. , 

Eyw »Ss t5ojS*i?w. 

Eyw rff t4 dik xV'**' 

^xiyprltotei fit Sts rittre. 

'■ '' kv-ftx i/JwT«i, X d>3cx;. 

Ijjfs pvt. 

\ iae^^^ pw 

I' A’/Ki^rc /tow. ixfilZi ptjv 
K*,'.fk%x poo. 

I i‘/x«x pw. 


1 pray you, give me If you 
please. 

Briog me. 

Lend me. 

Go to seek. 

Now direcily. 

My dear Sir, do roe this favour, 

1 entreat you* 

I conjure you. 

I ask it of you as a Uvoor. 
Oblige me so much. 

Affectionate expresshmt 

My life. 

My dear soul 
My dear. 

My heart. 

My love. 


' vJi r jx*.'’^*'*'*^* • vx xz/tx( 

rt,9ie9<s7t^ xxi 
o'‘.^twocs. 

, i 

Fyt'e eii svx*«tw5. 
las x«iS<v. 

lu( juffi racra ccaia. 

Fyw SIsto rA xxpu ptxk xpr 
■ . ‘ 

; M( Vj-sv pvt r\o xjt,a5\*v. 

Ms xot)xv pvt xwjso* a'v. 

I Z^s 

ylpxt bios idixts v«{- 
i2pxt ok;. 

T«*4tv9f*T0« doZios. 

hhrt Ttxxa «eXaa tir/tvtxds- 

To tfslt X*pv* P^ *** 
(Tbiive'.w. 

eJtts c>/svtxos xsei airawyb' 

AvrA ilvw xpixO't. 

.Ti Si/erti ti bfii^ett-. 

Its xx ixxxiSt vx pi piTxxu- 
i/cj9t/ix. ■* 

No^i< xietw»'r,otS‘ 

Us ii !ix< poo Kxa-itxs. 

Kxi cv<i> bpoiies- 

itpittvt pi vxts *4Msr/af« 

^ 0*5. 

Ux«r* TtKOTH V* pi XS09VX~ 

?«n; 

n^oyreilrri tiv ^vsev 0 * 5 . 
r^9^»,uivw vis xflovtt/as «*». 
Mt KXpytu ftr/xiso tusS*. 

♦ 6#vO'vv a vis nxfix- 

XK/St. 

n«aax'jv<vt*« ix.«i,a»V5 pov vbo 
isxoovx X tAv x'v^otsv. 
BfOKCwTm Tov e«s rev ivDv- 
. pDVXXU 

Bt«K( tAv rSS'rev d-zarfi*. 
A4V :dmat 2li4n vs tm to ((<w> 
II^«.9 *uv</iitTK 11*5 rxv a^X*''^ 

TI««V. 


Tb fAank, pay cowp/lmr*!^* 
and testify rrgnrd. 


I thank yon. 

I return you thanks. 

1 .vro much obliged to you- 
I will do it with plexfure. 

With all my heart. 

Most cordially. 

I am oblir.cd to you- 
I am wholly yours. 

1 am yoiir .scrvanl 
Vour most humble aerviBt. 

You arc too uUiging. 

Yon take loo much trouble. 

1 liave a pleasure in serving D* 

You are obliging and kind- 

That is rigliU 

What U your pleasure? 

what are your commands? 

1 beg you will treat me (itdf- 

' Without ceremony. 

1 love you wlUi all my heart. 
And I the same. 

Honour roc with your co»* 
mands. ^ 

Have you any command* ” 
me? 

Cerotnand your servant. 

1 wail your cocmnaxids. 

You do me great honour. 

Not so such ceremooT» * 

Prewnl my respects toibe?*' 
tleman, or his lordship. 
Assiirehimof myrem^a^^ 

Assure hhp of my Irteodsbip- 
I wlU.jJOt fall to tell W«* * " 
My coiiii»liiueal8 to her ladym^ 


( flBTi ranw prrhsps Ibc bsrt in Europ*. ehd oUitri lbs 

i ‘ •!»« oSe gf 4bs bi'U *[i«clix»en* of sulobtofinpby. and. u 6lbtw« ^ 

vrr«if«l. '• mor** draniallc Iban any of bit pl»l*-" Tbc abo»r k<»* ^ 

Is^lrd «c rootalning »onw qf lh« most familiar nomatr Idiom* • i*® 

Mil «ibl(b It displays. *tncc Ibarc Is Buwf done Ibaii told, lb* ^ ^ 
. iTH-apflng nf aiace dl«cntom. Tt*c wisloal U one oMbe ft* *" 

■1 Col'Jvnfwblrli 1* wt.bg«ubpbuflobo«ry of Ibe apcU.liig n»de«|ni - 
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nr/«>>*ti Mid eS4 

Jiauka f« fiW- 

Uitjp^ vi tl-i»tl fitv. 

M< xo^vcft vi fi.i 

rtitf Tin/( 9m{. 

MtJeti icitiv tfi xa,<i.w >((»■> ip- 

V«r/w ifiM,409^X a\i M 96* 

V<X 40 !/ 9 W. *' 

A(« *i Mifim Hv «/dioc«y4v 9*<. 

Stv dy»Mw r^mii «t^7r«0i^9(<. 

Sivtlfuu vrcAXtinK 
Avri Jimt ri x«>tr^a-<- 
Ttffov ri MK^ittpor. 
t:X*T« Jnf/«v. tx*TC ifirxitrJ. 

Ati va ^iSal'itxi, va 
vd rv/tmTKvtvrktt r|< 

1 iv«u JvM tUiiMsTK- II U true> it b tery tnw. 


00 before, uni I will foUow you. 

1 wfrUlioow my doty. ' 

1 know iny situation. 

Vuti confound me with fo much 
dTlJUy. • 

Would you have me then be 
guUly ofaa indviUty? 

1 go before to obey yoa.- 

To comply with your comroani. 
1 douoUlkeaoimicIrceremooy. 
I am not at all ccrMOHkius. 
Thb b better. 

So rencli the belter. 

Ton are in tbe right. 

ro affirm. deny, conipfil, ete. . 


2{ nijntfitv fr^a. . Lei iia do thb. 

xeiiTc^ov va-~ It U better that I— ' 

Srx^T* £kr/ev. ' Wall a Jit(le. 

•liv ||9|)(vrlvx(/a>my*9v ya<~ Would it not be better that— 
dt/xrauTu xauUri^. ^ I witli it wcre lieltcr. 

Htitrx M*u$t Mx^rtpx «v— You will do belter ifr~ 
As* 9 tri fiit. Let me go. 

Av s/*ouy iisrivrdMOv «« rfyi — If I were In your pbcc I— 
l/vx( ri refiev. It Is the .ume. 


7'fce rrodei- Ay Ike epednieiu drlow wHl be enabled lo compare 
the tiuklejTi irllh the anriml lom^ue, 

PABALLBL PAbSALBS FROM ST. JOHN'S Gt>SPRL. 


Mi vat vSf ifrw vav d)ia^iixy. 
i7yT*.ae, /r?a 
lldTsf ditpisoiliu;- 
Me cZvxi c«9w< 

Ti Mtm-Jwt Av tS ««fW. 

.\c/« Ve vsfl. 

Aiyw TO «x‘' 

hcc/kw 9xtx\nx 2tc tfvs(. 

flzA/eu en'xaM* 

A;a- f .‘f> 

N«, fti ray mVriv mcu. 

Fj( raw iryvtt 
Mz (‘jwav iuev. 
flxi, cSi e/vriro. 

£5f i/tvv'o urav r*;ua,aivet &v~ 

inivu ctf rjv Uftiv 

ftw. 

lIcvTf^vcrl jM. 

vi aif ri fitixfJeoiM. 
Il9()c/9a2]i nixxfuc, 8rc SIasts 
revro. 

Ma f-jx5 *ni <irr<t^(79c ( x^pn- 
rrjiraj; 

tS/ukiIrt joi Tx 22x nt$i 
{•/» efi; su(2<m /a« rx 2 )lic ^ow, 
xxi o 6 i 2r/w'ray eUffleixv. 
i’/w »5j tA fliixvLvbt. 

To iMfiCfiiteatzt. 

TA 

i 6 f MtTTfM. 

n^drrt wa 96 * iMTTtvvw. 

Aetb Av civac d^vxrov. 

To ictMie u* s7v«( /M xx^v 
&/me. 

K«)a, xsuLlc. 

Aiv cTmu di^Siviv. 
tl-nt 'itZfti. 

Aiw (Tww r^xorif dcA atjtd- 
latent <vx -few^oj ftii dcara. 

Fv'i dorn'^o/aovv ( ixoairtv*)- 
/yw ri il»* fid vi /ciarv. 

Ti el>a9t(V. 

M( iphtt racri ««2)a. 
JwixarstvTj'j* ef< rewro> 

A(A» raw r^oov ftov. 

Ah) dwtirrceouM (<$ toSro. 
i.ifuu rwup'ayoft A n/tyLvev. 

I y» Ai Sifiw. 

k'/w lv«yrr.wvt,jKM ii( rovro- 


To tidl yOii the Irulh. 

Really, il is so. 

Who donbts It? 

Then* is DO doubt. 

1 believe it, 1 do not believe it. 

I say yes. 

I B.iy no. 

I wager it H. 
t*wagcr It is not so. 

> 

Yes. by my faith, 
in conscience. 

Ily my life. 

Yes, I swear II to you. 

I swi«ar ta you as an boncsl man. 

I swear to you on my lioaour. 

Believe me. 

I call assure you of it, 

1 wmlki Uy nhal bet you please 

OD UliH. 

You Jest by chance? 

Do yotj speak seriously? 

1 speak serimuly to you, and tcli 
you tho Irulii^ 

I assure you of it. 

You have guessed it 
You have hit upon it. 

I bdieve you. 

I must believe yon. 

This is notlmpossihle. 

Then it is very well. 

Well. well. 

It lit But line. 

It U false. 

Tlicro is Dotbiog Ilf this. ' 

It Is a falsehood, an imposUirc. 
I was In joke. 

I said it to laugh. 

IndedJ. 

U pleases me moeb- ' * . 

I agree with you. 

1 give my aurnl. 

I do iM)to(>i)Uei* this. ^ 

1 akrw. 

I will not 
T object to this. 

Aii vi avaSeu2ru$i<, vi aro- To eonsmll, consider, or re* 
Z*v^{. \ vi ao/iw. 

T( «^<Tu vi xo/wut/itiy i Wlul ouglit we Id do? 

T( 3s xcuu^t^tv ; What slull wc do? 

pi cvjiioltjtTt vi MXfutn ' What do you advise me to do ? 
I *of',v ifidxov bHofOv fUTx- wiial part shall we take? 

4s«r<« 


Is'eov. 

KspzX. d, 

I. Eil rvv d,^v irev S XJ- 

•j<H‘ x«( i Wyss grew fUti 0to5* 
xxl Hei{ grow A irf/Of. 

3. Erovros 4tev i(( rsv dsx^ 
,«*ri Hcfly. ' 

3. I ri xpir/fitfxx ] Aa 

pirev tfl'r**xv, xxl 

X'opU svfAy fiv fycvt Mxvivx 
tirt iytve. . 

4. £l< svrAv vriv xsl 

j| grov tA p«$ rwy dvOp-i*^ 
vmv. 

9. Rsl rA (If rijv «xo* 
ru'sv rxl 4 e/ortix Av 

tA xsriiaf*. ^ 

6. Eytvcv !vx* svdp'.ssof i«(' 
^TxXftdvOi- a«A tAv 0tAv, rA 
wvo/Mt rru Iwawvc. 


.Av 9 «vtw!'>», 

Kc:^. i. 

I. EN dpx^ it) A XvfOf, *xl A 
keyoc iv vxA< rAw 0tAw, xs< 
OcAf gy A 

'9. Ouro< gy Jy dp^ xpi* rAv 
e»v. - . 

5. niwTx fl svTov tyivsTO' 
XXI xy*iif svroy sytvrro ov/i 
/v, < y^/«viv. 

' 4. iW s#Tw ijv, VsJ k 

4v rA fif rtav dv$p>ifmtv. 

V* 

Rsl rA puf iv rjs. exorix 
psivci, xsl k exerts «urA ov 

XST(MK?CV. 

6. t'/htra ivSpuxo* drtrtxX- 
ftiv',* *9pk 0lsv, a-eoftx Ki>r« 
l(•»S(VWg$. 


TUB LN8CBIPT10N8 AT ORCUOUE.N08 FBUM MELKTILlt. 

(jPXOMFNoS, xatvSi* lMptx9e, Ttd/i( xorl x^evrejiVarv xsi 
rrXVjewrsri, Mpdrtpov vxXovfiir* heiuuxxl ibnvmt, ti't riv Aiemv 
-nrev A TlsAs rwy Xs.scrrov. tit rAv Acet^ov ftt>(^s<»vov rt2^ oI 
0 vfsr&(, ovtiyo; tA seipef dvtrexy9t won vrA rS»v iexmiiyxuv . 
E*svgyj,4*?cv «{ swryw ryv nd)(w ri Xs^srrxefs, rau i««6w 
Ay«»e« evpev {ttypxyif iv eryJsfs cvt'itv rew xrtvOrvroj Fss5 is’ 
srvd/ucrt ryj Hter^xov. iwA rev UpvrasxxSxpiriV Atovros, ixi rwv 
bseti*MV Bs9().iicv, Acoyros, /xl KwwvTsvriwcv, ixovex* oirif. 
Kv ftiv rfi (tt& xMy»<. ' - * 

" OtA ivhuttv rAv (fyuys r«v Xsprri|M<sy. 

Mivt{ ixeiXwviw Asrttex^i d«A Mstsvif^ow. 

, “ Ktpvi. 

'* Zdif/oc Ztyikeu llsp(c{. 

“ ^x}tjti6*. 

VtvpifMOi Noupivyiiv A’ftjvsr'M 
“Tlefgrit ixwvi 
*' i/t^vixi AgpaxUeut HqCsfcs. 

‘ A.lyri?. ‘ ^ 

“ jT«oU«^ore< XsoMeaVrev , 

' ** 

j *' ^xviss Ace22ei^rc« reu ^evtou Aiak«w< d«A Rvpss. 
j “ B(9s 

*' AvAvirpiet Os^piviexov k«w]'v/Avio{. 

*“ ‘tpsrftaidi. _ , 

“ Issiexgitw i/Krrep<wev( PAiTtos. . ' 

! *' Rs22irT^«STO< Efxxisrow CAgCxiOf. 

'* netyras ismpMv. 

j i/tivixi Ag/loxUevf 'wiCsfes. 

I “ t»M,air4«. 

I ** Awj7»9io( dfopoHov ixpxvtivii- 

I *' nciyriu 
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'* Zo«o«Xis Z6fOx)U0U( X9i|var«(. « 

* “ iKnifiiiit. 

'* %uSifltyc^ ( 

“ notcr^f K'wOjttw^ww. ' ■ 

'** X)i$tfv^40< Afiirrjt'j^s ' 

“ Tr«ft*,4<T«. 

“ Xrra>o« JirriMv 

*• OfJ» t/iX’jn Tov v<«itT9» dr/^fiu twv kfief'Mv. 

*• tlxuVs 8cvi}n|7Tac.. 

" A«wXx$ K.<dD(jK<9*ov 0^£e(t9$. 

llxtfxt v/tuivK(. 

'* Itpxzr^oi EivKOw 

“ kv^fiaii AaJ^rij. 

•* Ajw 5?< KaWftfjlJby 

“ Avo*a*j Tytyu^xt. ' 

•' ^ 

•* T^ar/u^o{. 

iccAX|(!ani< ietrro.cuvow; Pd^o«- 
•‘ Kttift’jyfit- 

•• RotilfaT^arc^'K^sutfTOi/ 04€«o« 

• •* Td i*r*Ul». 

' ** Kw.ttw^iuv •, f 

" X^Exv^^0< Mivaiot” 

Ev JS xyitifiS JU«w5<. 

“ Mvjryjvw upxovroi i-/vn9txi9vm r<n 
> ** Xx^iTlwJiv, tixfiidtm <ivT*»»w (X rvio'l ivt/tiff** ri 

“ )^sj(7Ctr(ai. 

y ** tatficr/yxit. 

'* ^Dtv*ji JiOivttn:' 

*• 

" XbtXj4ar(&4 Hettticf. 

“ iTeAtToc;. '■ ' 

•* Mirr.*^ M4 tt0j40j , 

“ Vu'ftxifif. ■ 

“ %pixw K^iwvfr; 0iiff(&(. 

Av/siTa$. 

•‘ n*/fymi{ ll,<auc)*t^art KcwJtnjvrff. 

> . *' Aviacv^j(- 

** A*,tt4W70{ Tiavxsi* 

'• '* K*t9a9!Tri«. • 

** r^(ucr<0{ Aftx^X'M A(o)t>$ i.*h Mcv/tvx^. 

•‘ T/»«*/«<vWi. 

*' Xn>at«(oAtf,«9« now9i*e 

*• P««ar/Jart« ♦«)o«.#atw 
^ ,. *• Ta izivUua 

•**Ev«^ 85 Rc^«i»v£»<.’' 

£y aUw A^9 w. 

Mvpiy'o^ UoXvxfiirovi ieifi Lw'jaof ftcr/iv<ivt)t at’ffltm 
“ yiistivrn vtxi««v«< o^owyff9v jJw^^/arv ti/*w»o« u.pxv»t'*i **• 
‘■••)iovT&{ kI*^ .a^Of^S 4^***®^*®? *' 

'£v At9c|». 

** dvva«2<^ /u(y9$ &t()icu9M, Ew£w7f 

“ ipx^fiqfj* fwxif* «3\ 

•‘ Twv roJiuajeX’-^''* *kto«T3wv, - dvi>o/u.y^ tit a^vjr- 

tit xioivxj «jpcrfv*. x-4 fiJ'cay xi 
rcju^jUK^ov fuxeca;. xi i^a^reSiry /VTt^'a^a#, x'4 ^tovuso*/ 
xsf(«fiAiKi» x^,«w«(rx xxr Ta^x?(».aai 

** /x((yo( ii7a>xo,tfCV('i| cl/tvwv, 

rot^c'xf dtn^xc cv^.<*7v fw.ti( a«o rfi( «cv//ysxf u 

•• fo xara)j*cv xir ti }a?C7 UX tw o*a/*‘i>. ivilrf.u»yo< T«« aoyy- 
y|S«pu 70 xxrx7)W0V xar ra IfiLficftM ;w o'a^uw. ^lo,Kryo« rat 
Mj»y/,s*?w« T«« K^ivx« «a^ <rif lAO*. x^ riJy^ov* K4 

“ «a » ^yApyotov>x7«709'.iyjwxt/9'-«*»ia. X? >-./««Sf/*«y »kyioT«ifO{ 
**' ni% rw* co)K/ta^X''^v, X4 rwy xatotrr^w. 

#lfrfl€/EM>lUOH 

** Kty^vre^ iv ipyouni ,u*vw AlK^outvht, iv 9*< F 

** i)Mvix M(yo<7x9 for^bi wpgtn$' (j/i's/o/i Fv£b»>iu F 


*' ilaroti 0 X 4 t 1 iri)< xia«;i»*r^ B5 Cm>«c 

“ *kp 74 1 fi rfllviiov &«*v xir ri< 6 ,uo 7 c 7 <f«c 7«« rt9imt 

*• ^wipx^ apxvfnof, /uu>b( 5tf)oy®tw, xi'oir i?3Mi#ni kwrw 
“ in «y9*y nip riv *j«», <lii' i«X« cuvrit ct^i mtvric, *4 
•• inchfdnvOi rj xrfic t4 txovxtt th« 6;»oioyi*«. «r fuv wori 
** yjnSvtiv Ei}$w7v i*i vouixs F err <h«rr*_<a ^ovt»ff( aou* 

?xTv; Fc "inert neetserv^ ooirv ijywf X***^^^ ^ 

** Xfii'*v h i*ixvsbt i /I'xi 5yy«^«X9v a^ovr* ipx>ijuvi9i i«o* 
“ ypxyi7&^ a Evswiev xar* iviavrdv i »«r 6 v nip rAv rn/tiav 
“ X 4 rev viuMV «v T«i KacjpjKK. tSt* k90*aTwy« xi tw» r/wv, 
" xf rwv dov'jyv« zi THU.tinruv, xi xirtvs ioa^xiMy duni ri 
•‘ cj*r9e< pii Antr^pi^ixo 6 iV c)t 6 w« riv yr/pnpfttjMt Av tj 

“ o9ix^fW;««i« I elUxr(«,....« to ivyrf.Miov Ewoc-Xov d?eti« 

•‘ )<« rwv ir/TituviMv ip^vpiM r*Tr«^axevr« EiSt-iw **6* 

•'.fx»»T&v ivtavrov. xj w’xov eVxx>»i«-.- r»< /kWI« 

•• Uirt*i xxT« tAv x« </t«^*xre< eor-» rAv ipx<iiu~ 

“ vtov . . . xat ri 

^y aXToto A«9oi^ 

•* iLV9^Ai,4a rvyf o^ov N0K1T2. : “ Effi^ECtTCv 

/>(X®<> t'y inc/p>tf^ toV rovw, \ 

i ii il.utu vcoy^if O/tcv, cicK/xtei reoeif/^xyov. ' Kxt ri ifl*. 


The following b the proitpeotiu of a tranUalioa of Aoachania 
into Romalo. by my Romaic matter, Manaarutburi, wbo vriahed 
to pubUth ft in England. 

• 

^EiAuzi: TraoTPA^iRu ^ ‘ 

Tlpif rou« fy ■ fOcr/tnii nod ft>aiXayoe«. 

0101 t?5 y3tf)t« nx'/tainni ivrpv^&nrt, aCry^»*wv serov ttiMU 
tA ""f?* iore^etxj, oi' «vr5< yip i^tjpisiirnt a «><oy 

^fju«X|«vj,uAvi( n7«(«'rat, *** Spiyoovvrxt fv %%xinxp» ijfla, 
ir^a^ctf xaf Aoortoci; cc7Xwyx«f rrxf optov £’9vuv xci Tev^vuv 
ray ^vi>tay Jier.ie«ro xsti o'tarieii \ ioreponj At<ya«< «t< otiiv* 
rAv 4*xvr«. < 

Mtx rirof* ExfTTx/ta Jvatt r7x»9xrarc«. xxf fy rairi 

^ yptTrrcv tintiv dvr/xxix- ^i«ri JotxAv i«fi< /tevoc vi rav 
w»ri^oypt«9x, pta ff«v^s6y?io «vre tit ipxi* Dpoyrfv'^v ^*5, 
«e"9r^ *rff» x«i x5»{ tjpi9%9*v «« rij Harpi^t^ ftxs, ovr* ri 
a^a, ri xmrop9’^.uetx* xxf r»y *«fxa»iy r-y; Ay ipturintfUD 
TOv« iiioytvwi, airjpcyy y« o'icewv ox‘* i«op<xw« rav 
xxl riv irjios^ev T&v neoyrfvxyv ^«V, xaJ T&«cy«p<- 
xws /»S« *tX*9i/v ri« SAjet< r«y nx>ptsf>*iv ;*«5, »nl otcvii xtip*- 
ywyoi yiyrf,Eisy« M r(,i>s yejf/pnftXi-Ji t&y Iltva/Ks, fiif JAyevv, 

irf& ifv*t «f jC9av«. i I«i,3ta. f*<r «1 rrfyit oriA* 

a fLiXtx Acix« a .«fa ^capx^“ aiia** Tevrcf i/.ofVfwar* 

rav /tixy ce'ittv.'fxd'yos rax ftiJax *** rl. n^OTirt «v f^Jwrao- 
wuev K-iroui ’^P« /ui ltA/<v*« xwpxywyovs ftif. ni9t* inxpxn- 
v^9arxv vi i|j,4ivva»«vv ds)jio rdsov xstJxtij, ivycOTTifJ*-« 
it»0X(fliv9vr«/ fii «'jr6ys TOvt ),ivowo. “ Rx9is A fx lxu$ixi 
•• Avax*p««, «y J'lv intetipxt^^ ri «xvfv?)^5Tvi« R7«- 

*• /txrx ra« flv o'Vv f^poecFro ri i|<-v/tetrk, rx a^a *“f 

“ Tii/f vrfaous riv E)7>.vwv. a9t)f pufvj Zxwffaf xml ri o^Oftx nnl 
“ rA np^tfttf oyro x*f A i««?«eo< ixrpA<, «v ^«v <uiv9*vt ri 
•* ro5 Ixxcxpirov;, Jib iWyar® vi 

•• ro3; Ay A fv ajKfy'-Ho.MO^iraJ <f^v f5tr«?l ri rw 2«)*yyo4. 
“ Avxci/.eyow, x«i. nfrrxxoy, oNv fo\iv*To vi x«i »i 

xx)teiv<®^ *■* *®< 4;iO*/cviv ^6v* «v A P^rw^ oev itrav" 

*“ 9t?er'e ris «wppx*^« y*l roug xap«*wr,“cy< 

”.o"ity (vipyoSoev «ff rij ’^vj'io riv oxpoxrilv r©3. Av A Nroi 
'•ixiyxpiti. A KvptOi X€Cfis ^<v ' dvr/eV^rxa ;ti 

•• ;y«y«Xay frfttova'y »x»f'v *««< owy/p*perj 

^ T»y E)t7<vwy. fScpivviv Kvtovc *kri /9a9oj l«i r,«otx6vrk 
•‘ rra, iiv aSeJav ifipivii toytav rav icepi E»<vwy l«op««v r*3, 
•’ *art< nt^u'A7($ Xxuxiprt^g <*/’ Kit?®®' rao^MvO- 

•‘ ^r&a. xxi vg Dxf rig Eyp«y**fxi« Ac*i*xT6w< 

\*TcnOg.'* Kxi dv hit >ey^. of Nr-repot, fix «T«y i«pv*v 
AsV^us 76X4 »^oy^y©y« a9i>*v fsty< ntptfip'Jyrxt (utixi-Mg 
fUXpir'/j'w. Avri *v *Iv*' Aoy»« fy96v»<“»;»*vov otarA pt- 
> 9 /cvc( rpaixey, «fv*t id 9UX%g$VJg rgppxvev, fnrig ittsii^pxni 
rev Nfo'x tvixxpPtv i*e rev raxymoix et's re r*_a,oxvtxrfv. 

Av ietxAv x«i a^eTj Wlw.ujv vi pg9il4,utv t^g yvUv^ r&y 
)K,ttxp<i(v /«r5,«9w/tir»y Azov fxa.uav &t Sau^ffTof fxifvot Ilpo- 
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«^«r^se$ av iutBvft-M^tv vz /tiBwfitv t^v ir^o^jSov 

ntv tit T«< Tiyy»S *»i 'f.ntrt/**!' zzi tls /afli fi)>9 
ftz9i,ft'Mt, av ztfltiT/uw* va tv'wsi'mucv ci9iv 

x»tKyifit9*,''x*l kmh'Jf 5xv,u«7TSW zzl fie/i)vji av^4X(, tt 
xzl *fitr/ivc\/( 9SJ, Itucf; fin ywa/rtfuiv, .cr; rxiflo^ ix^Z 

ti Ajitr/tviit S«u,<»rov9<v z'jTons, x«t w; wro(«9«v» 

fiu9tt'.(,it ff(«ovfx(, 9vy^,9X.u*ji,ucv ««xv;i{ tif'rltv 

Ixfomv r«v S-KVttsa^ov ro^rov Wfy^iiuitztOi ro> Kiev 

9CW<. 

<J^v Of W9-/r/,9K^>iiyo< di)0/fcv ixrtAizu KjKi9:n,u'M^ ritv 
fAtrz^fl*7tv X9n fti cajv xKti t 4 oVvarsv j,«fv xx)«|v 

^,!st9<vT?< v3v **$’ x«aj &;(((>(*«, rzi ixfivrtt ro3fo «fj rj*o», 
biiofux xi nt)Xu*«tm' fti royf roiy/SKf t/oui ,nivxx«( /ti 
^uzlnzi tyxij'x^tr/.utXiUf tit iftxxftzf •/^zu/txtz, xp09- 

TtdivTif Su B>)o 

O)oy ri 9V7/jixau« ^)ti ytvtt tit TtfjUOv< kxtx fti- 

ftt'tf* IjxtuJit ri ««? 6>iw r*y tv/yp^uazT 9 t 

tlvzt 91'ipixiM ^xi;a B(jw^{ ^(x r^v waot9i*tWM» ’/r«f- 
ypx^umx xnaxw. u 9(}o’^y^« ovy Zuvf49.ui|ri|$ zpixti vs 
nitpMtf tif To;Hev ft9,9ivt ivx xxl Kztxvrxviz cuou tfi j 
Bfcwaf. xzl rowro X'-^pls xxftuijfn ciiiA’ tnO'nt h* 9 x | 

zxfizfti 9 i b tifita x'JX’Mftiv 9 t xzf ftni* 9 i- I 


'EjS^^yq< xml tufmiueivu ftM^tf^otrt £)k)k<vcuy n«r/k$- 
Tis uutTf^xs dyzinCf tfr^ryfivot. 
i'•(ivy{{ MxtfixpC7Qjpt(t itzifpi9( Vtvii/rct, Ixjpifitv tlttattoi. 

'Ev T^tfortw, Tj xp itTn 'OtntSpibv, .1799- 
THE LORDS PRAYER LN ROSlAlO. 

, Q tIATEPA MA2 b*9n tJfxf ti( rtnf CnfiZVCvf. «t i‘/tm9t xH 
9‘^9ftz 96V. ,Af iu9t '^jSzxt/ttx ffCv. A« yfya t» ^iaiux ttn, 
*x9iat tif rix tvtzvov, CT^a xtu c'< r<y ’/tx. To I'u/tc fizt 
xxO^irtstviv, fsf fttfi to stfapti*~ Rxi 9vy>f.\aa*i ftmi T« Xy»^ 
fiZi. »z9S>t x«( i/ttit ^fyjMt'Zutv tint xptofttiirxt fimg. Kx| 
ftv/ flit oifif tr$ r.ti txo/to'*, iHiz utnOiifnH ftxfdxi tov nynjflov. 
OTt'ifvt 96U tuizt a ,'?>9f)tc« ft, ^ fj‘^ftl(, xvj a tit- 

rave xiCtvzf. 4pr^‘ 

^ LV CREEK. 

riATEP t/U'Mw, h iv r^i oj,«xvoCi' fr/ixsBitia th irttfii eov. 
'F'/Bif^ a i^xtoti* oon’ •/tv%6ttv th BtJvax ton. wf. iv ojpxnif 
xxl ini Tiv xarov a.uwv tfv ixantiey fit kftiv v^fu^ov. 

Kxt tt?f( i,u(v ;a ifuiiflcztx i.uiox, u( xzi i/ui{ dfitiuv tvt 
j c^uXirxit ili.u'^v. Rx( flit tioti^ti t't tutxiiibv, 

I ^Zozt it/aaf TOw'xov^oou. <>rc 70u ^orrv i| nzi-it 

\ fj-tZftii, xzt >3 fi{z. tii toit autavxf. Ajiit- 


HINTS FROM HORACE;' 


BEING AN ALLUSION IN ENGLISH VERSE TO THE EPISTLE '‘AD Pt.SONES. DR ARTE POETiCA,^ AND INTENDED 
AS A SEQUEL TO ••ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH BEVIEWEBS." 


■ CTfo fBD{[ir »lrc rofi*. anjiure 
BMfdcTO qoc femuD Talel, cMor* tpM aecancti.'* 

OOK. bo Arlt ^Otl, 

'* nbTinca are (Ufftcolt tbingi-lbtf «r« Mnhtram (bingt, itr.*' 
FitLDixe'i AmtUa 


Abused his art, till Nature, with a blush, 

Sa^A’ cits grow centaurs underneath his hrusli.^ 
Or, should some limner join, for show or sale, 
A maid of honour to n mermaid's tail ? 

Or low Duhost* — os onre (he w orld has seen— 

Vndiqiio collalU membria, ol torpitcr itrum 
Desioat in |iUccm mniier furnuMa aupeme ; * 


HIKTS FR^ HORACE. 

Atboaa, Capocblo CoiiTcnl, Slarcb <3, <8il. 

Who would not laugh, If I^wrenee, hired to grace 
His costly canvass with each flatter'd face, 

Hantano ca{vIU emiem pictor rquinam 
Jungci-e«{ vetit, c^varias imhiccrc plutnai, ' 



*[AuU>orf arrapi, it U^ahl, toMlimatetlipli'pcrformanccsmore 
MCordio^to ihg trouble they have coal Ihcm^elrcs, (ban the plea- 
fore (bey affottl (o ibe public; ami it ii only lii thia way (hat we 
can prvtCTul to account ’fur the cxlracmUnary taIiic which Lord 
Byron atUeiKH], even many long yearv after they were written, to 
these *’ Hints frooi Horace.** The bndne'S of tramlatt/^ Horace 
haaliilbcrlobeea a hopeless one;— and nutwithflanding the bril- 
Haot cleverness of some pawage*. in IniUi Po|h:*s and SwiR's Imh 
laiiont of him, Uierc had brrii. on the whole, very iilfle to encou- 
rage any one lo (ticddle al^rl«>ualy even with that leu (JlfTiciilt 
deparUnent. It U, comparaliTcly, an ca.*y alfair lo 1ran«fcr the 
efTecl, or sometliiog Tike the effect, of the majritic lieclimaiions of 
Javenal; hot ihe Horallan «itire ivravl in a mould of such ea<|iti- 
iiredeUcacy—unhiogperrrcl ease W illi perfect elegance tliroiiRb. 
OQl— as ha5 hitherto defied all the skill of Ibe moderns. Lord 
Byron, however, having composed this piece at Mhens, in tSIt. 
and brought it home in the same desk with the two firsl cantos of 
“Childe UarokJ,*' appears lo have, on his arrival In London, con- 
templated Rfl publication as far more Hkdy to increase bis reputa- 
tion than (hat of his original poem, prrtiaps Milloo's preference 
of (lie “ Paradiae Regained '* over the Paradise' Lost ” is not a 
more dechive riamplc of the ettnit to wldch a great autbor may 
mistake ibe source of his gvratnoM. 

Lord Byron was prevented from pubibb.ng these lines by a rcel< 
iflg whicli, cDoridcring hit high Bolioo of (heit* merir, does bim 


bononr. Byactidehr, or nearly so. ihc'^ttarold** cameoni before 
the ;' Uinta;**— and Ihe rece|dkKi uT the former wassoflallerii^io 
Lonl Byron, that it <hinld scarcely fail to take off, for Ihe tine, the 
edge ol his appctlfe M IKerary bitterness. In sliort. ho found 
himself mUiiig constantly in iociety with persons who had— from 
good sense, or good-nalnre. or from both— ovsrlpuked the petu- 
Unciesof bis **Rngbfh Bards and Scotch ReVirwer<’'aitd felt, as 
ho said, that he should be "heaping coah of Rre nn hhhead '‘if he 
were lo persist in bringing forth a continiiaiioo of his Juvenile 
lapipoon. Nine years bad passed ere he is found writing thus to 
Mr. Murray " Get from Mr. Ilobbuiise, and send me. a proof of 
my ‘Hints from Horace t* it bas now Ihd now ton prrmotur in 
ntinum c<kmplrte for its (iroducUun. 1 have a notion Uiat, with 
someomlnions of names and passages, R will do; ami 1 could put 
my late olMervations for l*op« amongst li;e rules.' As far as vrrsi- 
ftcadon goes, it is gusKi ; and. in btuking back at whst 1 wrote 
about ibat period, 1 am asionikhed to sec how lUlle I have trained 
on. I wrote lictier thro than now ; but that comes of my having 
fallen (rrto ibe atrocious bad taste of the limes. ** On hearing, 
however, Ibat, in Ur. itubbuusc'supinlun. Ibe lambics would re- 
qnire **a good deal of stashing** lo suit the Um«. Hie noiiun of 
prinUng them waaooco lAomAbandoncd. They were first pubUsli- 
cd, therefore, in tB3l. seven years afier the poet's death.— E.] 

. • In an English newspaper, wliich ttods its way abroad wherever 
(here are Ebgttd>cnrn. 1 rUd an account of (hie dirty dauber's emt- 
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Degrade God’s ereatures in his graphic spleen ? 

TS'ot all iliat forc(‘d politeness, which deftnids 
Fools iniheir faults, could gag his griimlng friends. 
Believe nve, Moschus, ' like that picture seems 
The book which, sillier than a sick man’s dreams, 
Displays a crowd of ligurcs incomplete, 

• Poetic niglitmarea, w ithout head or feet. 

Poetsand painters, as all artists* know, 

May shoot a little with a lengthen’d bow; 

We claim this mutual mercy for our task,* ’ 

And grant in turn the pardon which w«^^k; 

But make not monsters spring from gentle dams — 
Birds breed not vipers, tigers nurse not lambs. 

A labour'd, long exordium sometinK*^ tends 
(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends; 

And nonsense in a lofty note goes dow n, 

As pertness passes with n legal gown : 

Thus many a bafd describes in pompous strain 
Tlie clear brook babbling through the goodly plain : 
The groves of Granta, and her gothic halls, [walls : 
King’s Coll., Cam’s stream, stain'd w indows, and old 
Or, in advent’rous numbers, neatly aims 
To paint a rainbow, or— the river Tlinmes.* 

You sketch a tree, and so perhaps may shine — 

But daub a shipwreck l(kc an alehouse sign ; 

You plan a rase — it dw indies to a pofr 

Then glide down Grub-street — fasting and forgot; 

Laugh’d into Lethe by some quaint Review, 

Whose wit is nevtr troublesome till — true.* 

In line, to whatsoever you aspire, 

Let it at least be simple and entire. 

The greater portion of the rhyming tribe 
(Give ear, my friend, for thou hast beena scribe,) 

- Spectatum atlrnkw riimm teocaiu. antki? 

Crr<iile. hU LiimlX' Ijlirutn 

Pfniinikiti. auiit; T«)ui sonmia, vaox 

Kinxi’ntur RfiMtes, Mt uec pe*. ncc caput uoi 
Mc(i>]atirr.(ormx. Piclunbiis atipic piX'iU 
QtibilUx't aiKJendi frmtxT full x<|ua [>u(eaUa, 

Suinius «l lunc veuiatu pifUiuuniue da iniuque viciaaini t 
Sed oon ut plaoiiJit oocaAi |muiiUa ; non ut 
.s«>rpeni«!i a* ibu gepioentnr. afoi. 

InctcpiU graribu» pk-nini|uc ut profeasU 

Puq>iiretM, Uic (pii uiiu> et alter 

Aaauitur paiiuua : cum lucuti el ar.i ivianar, 

Kt pruperanlw 4qur pur aiiKi‘na« amltiiiia agroa, 

Aui Uimwn ItUcHum. aul pluviuideacribiiurarcm. 

Sell nunc noa erat Ida locua ».ct turiwe cupre»um 


C9ture of Mr. 11— “lirast.” and the cua->ei|ucnt acUou, etc. 

circuntatiirce ia, probaMf. loo well known to mpiirc furlber 
commcnl.— [The (tciiiteinan here atindrU to wM Thomas llo|ie, 
the ffrUhor of “Auastasloy," and one of Utc inosl iDunificrnt pa- 
iron* of art this |»dSH.“*fed. llaTiuf;. somehow, itU 

an nn;»rinclpled Fn-uck |iainter. hj name Dubost. (Itat 
•dveaturer revunaed filmsetf bf a plrltire calird “ Beauty and Ihc 
Beast.'* in wliicli Mr. Hope and his lady were represented accord- 
ing to the well-krmwn fairy story. Hie picture had loo iiiudi ou- 
Hee nnt to Rueceed ; and; to die ifis^ce of John Bull, the cxhibl- 
lionof it lasaldtivhave feteheil thirty pounds in * ^ firuitier 

of Mra. Hope thrust hU sword thr«Migli the caiiraasi and M. UuIiomI 
had the cori«)latk>n to Rct bre pnouds daniaircs. The affair made 
moeh nol« at the liluc : tbouRti Mr. Hope had not then placed 


I Are led astray by some peculiar lure. 

1 labour to be brief— become obscure; 

One. falls while follow ing elegance too fast; 

I Another soars, inflated with bombast ; 

Too low a third craw ls on, afraid to fly, 

He spins his subject to satiety; 

Absurdly varying, he at lust engraves 

Fish in the woods, and boars beneath the waves! 

I 

I Lnless your care ’s exact, your judgment nice, 

^ The flight from folly leads but into vice; 
f None are complete, all wanting in some part, 

I Like certain tailors, limited in art. 

' For galligaskins Slowshears is your man ; 

I But coats must dnlm another artisan.* 

I Now this to me, I own, seems much the same ^ 
j As Vulcan’s feet to bear Apollo’s frame;® 

! Or, with a fair complexion, to expose 
I Black eyes, black ringlets, but — a bottle nose! 

I Pear authors! suit your topics to your strength, 

I And ponder wellYOur subject, and its length; 

‘ Nor lift your load, before you ’re quite aware 
I What weight your shoulders will, or will not, bear- 
But lucid Order, and Wit’s siren voice, 

' Await the poet, skilful in his choice; 

I With native eloquence he soars along, 

Grace in his thoughts, and mdsieJn his .song. 

' Let judgment teacit him w isely to combine 
i With future parts the now omitted line: 

This shall the author choose, or that reject, 

' Precise in style, and cautiou.s to select ; 

I Nor slight applause will qgj^did pens afford 
I To him who furnishes a voting word. 

' Then fear not if H it needful to produce 

‘ Sell finiularc : quk) buc. si fractls cnalat rstpcji 
Navibot. rre dato tpil plnyilar? am|4iura'C<ipH 
IriKlihii; curreutc ruti cur urccus eiit? 

Uculqiic tit quod Tit, simplex Oimlaxat et iirmni. 

Maxima pars vatum, palur, 'ctjiivnu's palrc JiRDi. 
TVeelpiiniir specie recti. Brevts ewe laboro, 

Obscuni^ Tio i scctautcm levia, nervi 
Debchml animii|uc t pi-ufcMU« erandia, tiirRet : 

Serpit liumi, lutiu nimium. liinidustpic procella; i 
Qtii variare cupU rciii protHgaliU r imam, \ 
Dclpiiimiiii tylvu ap|Hii(;it flucllbuit apnim. 

J^viUuni dticit cuJpT fiiga, tl caret arl^. 

.tlrtiiliuui circa ludtiiu faber uoqt cl uugues 
Exprimet, cl niollctiiuilabiiiir xrcc.iptiio«: ' 

Iniulix ojicria suiuma, ipiia pouurc tuiiitn 


himself ou that scat uf literary ummcnci', wliioli he aflcrwanbt 
aUaiDcd. Probably. ioJeud. no man's rc|mlaUmi lo the wurhl 
was ever so sutklcniy and complulely altered, as bis was by ibe 
appoaranr« of his iMgiiiliceiii r'«iBaiicc.—li.l 

* (•‘MoKhuR.**— Iii,tl»etrlsiaal.MS. “IIoIi!h>usc.“— E.J 

» 1 •• All aritsU."— Originally, •• Wc teribbiers. *— E.) 

V “Where pure drscri(4ion U«ld lito place uf •entu."—ropk. 

* (This Upoliiled. yud felicitously eiprcsSoJ.— XlooiX.) 

V Mere cuRunoo mortals wei-« connuuuly coatcn.t wiih One tai* 
lor aud wlih ooe bill, but Uie mure particular gvutleuieu fouud it 
iinpottlble to coutkic their lower ganuents lo ibi- makers of ibctr 
body clothes. I speak of the l>cgloning of IM)9 : wbat rcfuriu piay 
have stiice taken place I neither know, nor desire to kituw. 

* (MS. **As Mi« kg perfect, and Uw oilier Uine.'VE-j 
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Some term unknown, or obsolete in use, 
fAs Pitt * hasrfurnlsird os n word or two, 

Which lexicographers declined to do;) 

So you indeed, w ith care — (Init be content 
To take this license rarely) — mar invent. 

New words find credit in these latter days, 

If neatly grafted on a Gallic phrase. 

What Chaucer, Spenser did, we scarce refuse 
To prydeo's or to Pope’s luaturer mdse. 

If you can add a little, say why not, 

As well as William Pitt, and Waller Scott? 

Since they, by force of rhyme and force of lungs, 
Enrich'd our island's ill*unitcd tongues; 

'T is then— and shall be — lawful to present 
Reform in writing, as iu parliament. 

As forests sbed tlieir foliage by degrees, 

So fade expressions w ljich in season jileasc ; 

And we and ours, alas! are due to fate, 

And works and words but dw indie to a date. 

Though as a monarch nods, and commerce calls. 
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals; 

Though swamps subdued, and marshes drain'd sustain 
Tlie heavy plouglishare and the yellow grain. 

And rising ports along the busy shore , 

Protect the vessel from old Ocean's roar, 

All, all must perish; but, surviving last, 

The loveof letters half preserves the past. 

True, some decay, yet not ikew revive ; 

Though those shall sink which now appear to tlirivc, 

Kcsciet. nojMCgo me, at quid coiiiponere curem, 

Noo magU ene TeHm. qtiam |invu Tiyere oasu, 
Sp«cUiidum nigrii oculh 
Suniiie mjterino ve»UHi, qai scriUlti, equara 
Virlbua ; el verute diu quid ferre rucitsetil, , 

Quid valeaul humeri. Cui iecU poUaler erit res. 
Nec.facuudU deaeret liunc nee lucidus ordo. 

OrdluU luec rirloaerit et venue, aui e^ tailor, 

Ul jam nuoc dlcat, {am nunc delwulii did 
PleNque difTerat, el t>rx»eiia in hrmpits uinilUt; 

Hoc 4met, hue aperaat carminiv aucior.^ 

. lo verbia eltam lenuU cautuaqoe aereudto t « 

IHxerla uotum ai caliida verbain 

Redtlhlehliuoetura nuTum. Si Tt^leiiecesae eat 
Indlciia fUMMlrare itccnUbds atMlUa rcrum. 


As custom arbitrates, whose shifting sw ay 
Our life and language must alike obey. 

The immortal wars which gods and an^ls di-age, 
AreUiey notsliown in Milton’s sacred page? 

His strain will teach what numbers best belong 
To themes criestial told in epic song. 

Tlte slow, sad stanza will correctly paint 
Tlie lover’s anguish, or the friend's complaint. 

Put which deserves tlie laurel — rhyme or blank ? 
Which holds on Helicon the higher rank?. • 

I.et squabbling critics by themselves dispute 
This point, as puzzling as a Chancery suit. 

"V* 

Satinc rhyme first s|n‘Qng from .selfish spleen. 

You doubt— see Dryden, Pope, St. Patrick’s dean. » 

Blank verse f is nOw, with one consent, allied 
To Tragedy, and rarely qufts her side. 

Though mad Almanzor rhvmed in Drvden’s davs, 

No sing-.song hero rants in modern plays ; 

W'hile modest Comedy lier verse foregoes, 

For jest and pirn* in very nviddling prose: 

Not that om* Bens or Beaumonts show^the w’orsi*. 
Or lose one point, because they wrote in verse. 

But so Thalia pleases to appear, 

Poor Virgin! damn’d some tw enty times a year ! 

Whate'er the scene, let this adyice have weight r— 
Adapt yoiir language lo your hero's state. 

At times Melpomene forgets to groan, . 

Fin^rrc ciuclulift oqq exautlila Crtbcsb 
CoQtiiigct: dal)ituniu« Jiccblb viimpla pudfoter; 

El nova faclaque nuper >i.ik-buiit vt-rlut fKlcm, 

Gra*cu font« c.idank |.arc<' ilrtoria. aplem 
O^rcilio Flau((«|He dabit Hmoamis. idemplum 
Vlrsilio Varluquc? c*o cur, ac<tuircre pauca 
Si posMitii, luvhieurs cum IIiii(ua Ca'tunl* rl Eini 
Sermunem patnum diiaTcrit, el oova irrum 
Nomina prululeril? Li«:nii, woipcn|ue UcebU. 

Siffnatmn pta'^ote riotd prudiioore nomcoki, 
t't »Ut« foliis prOooa muUnlitr in annoa ; > 

Prima cadunt t ili verborum Vftuv intent xtai, 

Et jnreniim ritu Hurcnl modonau. Tigent<|ue. 

Dcbcrmir m'orii no* notlraqac i klve recepUi* 

Terra Nc^tonm cta«ei a<|uiJoolbu« arcet. 


' Mr. Pill waadiberaJ in bJa to gyr. parUanieaiarf 

tootle; av may be aaen in maoj* pnblicatiocH. particularly the 
Bdiiibursh Review^ 

* Okl ballad*, eld plays, anti oW women alorie*. are al present 
in u much request a# old wipe or new speeches. In bet, this b 
fl>e mlllriujlum of black letter; Uunk* lo our Heber*. Webers, 
and ScotU!— TThcre wa« comiderahle nullce In thus putting 
f>ebrr, a poor German hark, .1 mere nmannrivi* of Sir Waller 
ScoU, l»etween Uie two other namei — E.] 

* Mac FlecksoC','’ the “ Dunriad,*' and all Swift's larepooulng 
twUada- Whatever their other works may be. these originated in 
P«nooal feeiini;, and anury retort on unworthy rivaUt and though 
^ability of these satires eieTate* Use poetical, their poignancy 
«*tracN from the personal character of the writer*. —[For particu- 
lar* of Drydro's feud wiUt his successor In the taureaUhlp, Shsd- 
•Hl, whom be has iminoriaU&ed- iiuder the naum of Mac FIceknoe, 
aud aUo at Og, In Uic wrcoml part of "Aijk.iU>(u and Acbltopbel 
*nd for the literary squabbles in wliicti Swinanil Pope were engag- 
ed, the reader iniul t«m lo the Uvea and worksof (h-so three great 
•riien. He« also Mr. IFI.wafti'i pabiAiUy mteresting book oh 
“ The guarrels of Authors.**— E.J 


4 |Uke Dr. Jolmsoo, Lord Dyroo maintained the excelltnce pT 
rhyme over Wank versejn English poetry. « Bla^k versf. ‘’be uyt, 
inhlsloogdost letter to the i^dilor of Blackwood'a Magasliie, ** unless 
iu Uve dr^na, no one except Milton ever wrote n Ih) couki rhyme. I 
am aware that Johnson has -said, after tome tre»ilaUun, that “he 
coujd not ‘prevaif upon iiimsolf to wish that Milton had l«eii a 
rhymer.' The iqduions of that truly great man, « bom, like Pope, 
it 1* the |)re.ieDt fa.»hfi>ii 10 decry, will ever be received by toe 
wltli that deference whichTime will restore lo him from all; bnt 
with all humility. I am not persuaded that (he 'Paradise Lost' 
would not hare been more nobly conveyed to |iovlertty,' not per- 
haps In heroic conplets,— although even they c«««kl sustain ihe 
stdijrcl, if well 'bal.niced,— but in the sterna of Kixiiser, or of 
Tax'o, or in the leria rima of Dante, which the powers of MIKon 
amid radly have grafted on our language. Ibe ‘Seasons' of 
Ihooison woiihi hare been better in rhyme, sllliungk still infer 
rior to his ' Castle bf Indoleoco ; and Mr. Souibry's * Joan of Arc* 
DO won<.“— E.] 

* w ith all Ihe vulgar applause and critical ahhorrenoe of puna, . 
they hav&ArtetoUeon tbeir tide; who permits them tooralors, and 
gives lltcin cooveqneticc ty a grave disquisition. ("Cicero also." 
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And brisk. Thalia takes a serious tone i 
!Vor unregarded will the act pass by 
Where angry Townly ' lilts his voice on high. 

Again, our Shakspeare limits verse to kings, 

When common prose will serve for common things f 
And lively Ilal resigns heroic ire, 

To hollowing Hotspur’*’ and the sceptred sire. 

*T is not enough, ye bards, with all your art, 

To polish poems; — they must touch' the heart: 
Where’er tiu* scene be laid, whate’er the song, 

Still let it bear the hear(»’’s soul along ; 

Command your audience or to smile or weep, 
Whiche’er may please ypu— any thing but sleep 
The poet claims.our tears; but, by his leave, 

Before I shed them, let me see 'him grieve. 

If banish'd Romeo feign’d nor sigh nor tear. 

Lull’d by his languor, 1 slKtuld sleep or sneer. 

Sad words, no doubt, l>ecome a serious face. 

And men look angry in the proper place. 

At -double meanings folks seem wondrous sly. 

And sentiment pre.scribes a pensive eye; 

For Nature form'd at first the inward man, 

And iictors copy Nature — when they can. 

She bids the beating heart with rapture bolind, 

Rais<^ to tlie stars, or ievell'd with the ground; 
And'for expression’s aid, 't is said, or sung, 

She gave our mind's interpreter— the tongue. 

Who, worn with use, of late would fain dispense 
(At least in theatres) with common sense ; 

O'erw'helm widi sound the boxes, gallery, pit, 

And raise a laugh with any thing— but wit. 

To skilful writers it will much import, [court, 
Whence spring their scenes, from common life or 

Ee^s opns ; aleriUfVC dtu palua,- apUqiic remb 
ViciiUn iirbo* allt. ei grave Mnlit anuwm t < 

Seu cumun.ruuUTU iniiitium Tra^lxu aniUi, 

DoCtu9 iter lueiiiis ; morUlla ficU peribunt : 

Nedam witnontim tier boooa, ct pratia vivax. 

Mnlla ren.iscrnlur, qu^Jani cecitlfre; catlenlqoe. 

Qa» Duoc aunt in Itooore vocabula, >{ vulcl uiin; 

Qgem penes arbitrhiin eat. el Jus, el norma loquendi. 

Res ref^niqiK! diicunique el frttUa bcIU, 

Quo Kcrihi poe«cat iiumpro nioiiMmvKJIomems. 

Veratbui impariter Jiinclisqurrimooia primutn.; 

Post cliara inrIiiM esi voti seutcnlia compos. 

Quia lamen exlguos eiegos cmiseril auclor. 

GraimnaUri ecrtaol. el adhuc sobjiullce )U «l. 

Arcbilocum propriu rabies aitnavlt iambo; 


«a|«AddisioQ. ’* has sprinkled several ofhla worksnKhlhem:aad. 
te his book on Oraiury. quotes abiiodauce of savings as pfoces of 
wit, which, aiKHi exariiinaliuii. pnivc arrant |inns. BiU pic age 
id which Ihc pun chiefly nourished was in Ihe reign of Jaim » Ibc 
Ein^wbo was himself a tolerable pimslcr, and made vi-ry few 
hishu|ikur privy counsellors that had not some lime oc other sig- 
nalised themselves by a clinch, or a conundrum. Tlie Sermons 
of Disboii Andrews, .itni Ibc Iragrdii-s of Shakspearc, arc fud of 
Ibem. Tlie'iUuier was puiitted into repentance by ihe former; 
as lu Wk latter, nolhiog is mure usual than to sec a hero weeping 
and quibbling for a doxtrii Ikies togeibrr^"— E.J 
a [In Vanbrugh's comedy of Ihc ’‘Provoked tlUBband.*’— E.] 

• And iu his ear I'll hollow, UorUmer:”— 1 iirnry iv. 
i [See Uie “ Rehearsal."— 

• Johnson. Pray, Hr. Bayes, who Is that Driwcaosir? 
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Whether they seek Applause by smile or tear. 

To draw a “ Lying Valet,” or a “ Lear,” 

A sage, or rakidi youngster wild from school, ' . 
A wandering “ Peregrine,” or plain “John Bull;” » 
All persons |dease when Nature’s voice prevails, 
Scottish or Irish, born in Wilts or Wales. 

Or follow common fame, or forge a plot, 

Who cares If mimicJieroes lived or not? 

One preoejit serves to regulate the scene: — 

Make it appear as if it might have 6er)i: 

If some Drawcansir * you aspire to draw. 

Present him raving, and above all law : 

If female furies in your sdicme are plann’d, 
Macbeth's ftcrce dame is ready to your luind ; 

For tears and treachery, for good or evil, 

Constance, King Ricliard, Hamlet, and the Devil ! 

But if a new design you dare essay. 

And freely wander from the beaten way. 

True to your diarocters, till all be past, 

Preserve consistency from first to last. 

*T is hard to venture where our betters fail. 

Or lendfre^ interest to a twice-told tale; 

And yet, perchance, 't is w iser to prefer 
A hackney’d plot, than choose a new, and err; 

Yet copy not too closely, but rword. 

More justly, tiiought for thought than word for word ; 
Nor trace your prototype througli narrotv ways,^ 

But only follow where he merits praise. 

For you, young bard ! whom luckless fate may lead 
To tremble on the nod of all who read, 

Ere your first score of cantos time unrolls, 

Beware — for God's sake^ don’t begin like Bowles ! * 

IIuDC MoccI cepere peUetn gnuileaquc co^uroi, 

AUrrnU aptum emiioiiibus, el popularev 
Vinrentrm alrcpilui. el natum rcbai agvodis. 

Huu dedii fidilHWjliro<i. puermque deoran, 

Et pugtiem ridlorein, et cquum cerUoUne prlmom, 

El juvenum curat el libera vina refl-Tre. ' ' 

Df«criptM»e/vareviA-»opermnqueooloreii . 

Cur ego, ai ooqllcu Ignuroqur, poeta lulutor? 

Cur neadre ptideua prave, quam diteem malo ? 

VcfMbua exponl tragicb n» comiGinoa vuKi 
iJidigiMlur ilem prlvatU, ac pir^'aocco . . 

IbgnU camiioibdv narrari couia HijrraLc. ^ 

Singula qiivqiM lucrnn trocaot sortlli deceater. 

Interdum lamen et voces) cumerdia loUH, 

Iratuaqoe Cbre/nea tumido deiiligal ure • 


“Bai/fs. W hy, Sir. » great hero, that frlgbls his mUtren. xnabs 
up kings, bafllcf arnilen, and doe« what be will, wilbout regard 
to umolKTs, good sense, or jusUcc.* — E.) 

* .sliout two yean agua young man, tiameU Townaend, was aa- 
nminced by Mr. CuiiilierUud *^ ( lo a review since deceased) as 

* [On tbs original US. vie flod.-*‘Tbb Dole i«aa wrUlea" [at Albaw ] 
**belor« (be auibor naa apprised of Mr' Cuasberlaod s deelb." Tbe old 
IlirraiTBr dlcrtln May iSli. and bad (tie bouour lobe burled la Weatulueter 
Abbey, and lo bo eQlo|’l^ed, ntiHe (be ruropany stood ruuud Ihc grave, lu 
Ibc lolloMiog luanli tlyir by >he lln-n deto. Ur Mocenl. bl» aeiioonriiow, 
and Ihruogit life hb (tkoJ;— *‘Ooud pcuple! (be penon you m« now depo- 
illed la Klcbard Cumbcrlaatf. an author of no iinaN merit; bU wrUIngs 
nm cbidly for lb« Mago, but of auld moral teodrocy : tbey were not 
nlibout (awlla, bat ibey were oel gcoM. aboaodlot vflb oaiba aod libldl- 
Mu* nprvaaloua, fs, I am aborbed yo etMervo, U (be coae of many of ibe 
preseat dsy. Be wrote u macb as any ooe: lew wrote better i and bis 
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“ Awake a louilcr and a loftier strain, 

And pray, what follows from his.boUing brain?^ 

Me sinks to Southey's level in a trice, 
tVhose epic mountains never fail in mice ! 

Not so of yore aw oke your mighty sire 
Tlie temper'd warblings of his mastcr*Iyre ; 

Soft as tl)e gentler breathing of the lute, 

“ Of man's first disobedience and llic fruit ” 

He .speaks, but, as his subject swells along. 

Earth, Heaven, ami Hades echo with the song.' 

Still to the midst of things lie hastens on, 

As if wew'itne.ss'd all already done ; 

Leaves on his patii whatever seems too mean 
To raise the subject, or adorn Mie scene ; 

Gives, os each page improves upon the sight. 

Not smoke from brightne&s, Ixit from darkness— light ; 
And truth and fletion with such art compounds, 

El iraRiCM plmimqne dolet tennone p«Sde«trl. 

Telet>h(H et i'elfu>. cum pauper et einl. tilerque 
Pmjicit ampuUu, et •eaqiiipnlaJU verba; 

Si curat cur •|>cclanlis tctisUae querela. 

Nuo aalia cat pulclira ftm poetnala ; duTda aonto, 

Et quociioque vuleol, animum audiloiii aguoto. 

Ct ridemibus arridcnl, ita Ikmliliu* adHent 
iJumaui Tiiltus; •< vb meflere do’endiun e«l 
Priinum rp!>i Ul*i ; tunc lua me inroritinia Irdent. 

Tcieptie, vel Pcieu, malefi luandala lucpierb, 
Autilurmitibo,autrk)ebQ: trbtU mmstuio . 

Vultiun verba decent ;iratiim, plena minaram; 
Ludentem, la^cira ; •everum, M*ria dielii. 

Formal ru m natura |iriu!i nu« iutiu ad uninrm 
Furtiinarum liabiium ; juvat, aut impellel aO iram ; 


We know not where to flx their Bcveral bounds. 

If you would please the public, deign to hear 
What soothes the many-headed monster’s ear ; 

If your heart triumph when the liands of dU 
Applaud in thunder at the curtain’s fall, 

Deserve those plaudits — study Nature's page. 

And sketch the striking traits of every age ; 

While vary ing man and varying years unfold 
Life's little tple, so oft, sa vainly. told. 

Observe his simple oliildliood's dawning days. 

His pranks, his prate, his playmates, and his plays ; 
Till time at lengUi the mannish tyro weans, 

Abd prurient vice outstrips his tardy teens 1 

Behold him Fre.shman ! forced no more to groan 
O’er Virgil's* devilish verses and— his own; 
Prayers are too tedious, lectures too abstruse, 

ad hnmrim merrore gravl tfeducU, et ansil: 

Post < fTerl animi mo4n« ioterprcie linsua. 

Si diceniis eniDl fortiiaii ab»^ dicLa. 

Romani tolleui cquitc*, |H>4litci(|ue caebtonnm. 

IntrrerU imiltiim, Davutne l(M|uaUir an heroit 
Uatuni«ne cenex, an adhuc norCUte juventa 
. Fervidiis: an matrona poieiu. an »edula nutiix; 
Ucrcalordc vagm, cnUurnr vlrcntis agclli ; 

ColchiH an A.s«ju1ui; Thcldt nutritiH, on Argb. 

Aut ramam m|u<re, ant >fbi cunvcnbtniii fiage. 
Scriplor honoratum fl forte rr|>onis Addliem; 

, Impigcr, iracundut. inexorabUb, accr, 

Jura nogcl Aibi naia, nihil non arroget arroia. 

, Sit Medea ferox Inviclaque; fl<*bilU Ino; ' \ *' 

Perliifus Ixloo; lo vaga; tristU Orealcs i 


being mgaced in an epiepoem to be rnlitled ** Armaaeddon.” * The 
plan aiu| »p^iii>cn |ironiise much; but 1 hope neither lo offend 
Mr. Tuwo^eiKi, nor bH fiiendt, by recommciMlln:;'to bisalleiilion 
the Hues of Horace to which Ihe.iC rliymet allude. If Mr. Town- 
lend luccceds in lua uiidcrtiMii^. aa Uktc I« reason to Impe, bow 
mncli will the world lje indebted to Mr. Cumb -rland fur brtn;;iiig 
him before the public! but, till that eventful day arrive*. It may 
be doubted wbttber tbe premature display of bl<i plan (lublime as 
Uie ideas cooTeasedly are) has not,— by raistng expoclalioo too high, 
or diminidung curiosity, by developing bis argument,— rather in- 
Cnnrd tbe hazard of injaring Mr. Townsend's (tiliire prospects. 
Mr. Cnniberiaml (whose ti||iits I shall not depreciate by tlie humble 
Iribuie of my uralse) awl Mr. Towuseiwi mnsl not tiip|Ki<ic niC ac« 
loatcd by unworthy motive in UUs sus"olion. 1 wUli ihe autlior* 
aH the success he can w»h tuinself, and shall be truly happy to 
see f|HC poetry weighed up from the bathos whore it lies sunkeo 
With Southey, Cottle, Cowley (Mrs. or Abraham). Oglivy, \> ilkie, 
Pye. ao'l all the*' dull of past and present days.** - Even if be is 
not a Milttm. he may be better than fi/aek/norr j if not a Ifomer, 
an /tntimarhus. 1 MioulJ daeni myself prcsinuptuous, as a young 
man, in uffering advice, were it not addressed to one still youiiger. 
Mr. Towasend Itas the greatest dil&cuUies to eacuQoter< but in 

works will be beid in the blgbesl mlntAiion, ts long as tbe Cngtlib Iso* 
gosge will be omterktood. He coiuliicrcd the ibMire s lebool lor moisl 
improvcnMol, and bli remains sro iraly wortby of mlngUng wllb tbe II- 
IVMrluus dead wblrb surrootid us. A.end bis rrose suhjeiis uadlilallyt 
Ibrre you will Sod Ibe trus Cbthilan spItU o( tlie ni*u wbo trusted In our 
tord and 9s«ivur Jesus ChrUl. May God forgUe blm bis sliis; and, si Ibe 
reiurrectton of lbcla«. rvrelse blm IniecwrlstUtig fttoryf-E.) 

* [Tbe '* London Reslew,*' set up In tsoo, under Mr. Curaberlsnifs erft- 
lorUl raru. dM wM ouijl<* mnny numbwt. lie spoke groat Ibtnga In Ibe 
pnwperiiw. abvui ibe d|.ilugul*bliig feature of Iba journal . tU. Ita basing 
Ibr writer s oioir afginl lo tba arllcica. Tbti plan bas turrevded preliy 
well borb In Fraoce and Germany, but has (ailed ollerly at oneti as ll bas I 
been tried In ihl» country. It Is needless, bowever, logo into any iperola* ^ 
lieo on Ibe prlnriisfe fcere : (or tbe *' Loodan Brtlew,'* wisetber sent halo I 
tba world wUb oc wltbo^naom, must aoini bare died of ibe origioal ! 
albanau*fdalaeta.-^.J *. 


conquering them he will fin'l employment; in having conquered 
them, his reward. I know Ig6 well '* the scribbler’a scoff. Ihe 
critic’s contumely ; " siitl 1 am afraid time will leach Mr. Towin' 
aciid to kiioxv them belter. Those who snecml. and those who 
do not. must bear tills alike, and ills Isard lo sjy which have most 
of IL J trust that Mr. Townsrnd's share will tic from enep be 
will soon know mankind well enough not lo attribute this expres- 
sion to mallre.— [ThiirwaN iionned at Athens. On his return to 
Engi.ind Lord B. wrote to 'fi friend : — "Tliere b a sucking epic 
poet at Grania, a Mr. Townsend, prou^d of Ihe laic Cumheriatid. 
Did yoo ever hear of him ajul his 'Armageddon-?* I think hb 
plan (the man I don't know) tionlers on the suldime ^though, per- 
haps. Ibr anticipation of Ihe 'Last Day' U a little too daring t at 
least it looks like telling the Afmighty what be b to do ; and might 
reinlnd an ill-natured person of Ihe line— 

' And roots rasb ta w hers angels fear lo Iresd.' 

But I don't mean (o cavil— only other folks wilt; and he may 
bring all llse lambs of Jacob Behineu abuut hU ears. However, 1 
hope Itewillbring It to aconclnsioa,ibough Milton islo his way." 
— a)I Lord Byron's anticipations with regard to this poem were 
realised to the very ielter. To gratify the curkwily which bad 
been excited. Mr. Townsend, In Ikl3, was induced lo pubUsh 
eight out pf the twelve books ot which it was to comiat. " In lire 
bcoevolcoce of hli heart, Mr. Cumberland." he says, *' bestowed 
praise on me, ccrUiuIy too abundantly arsd premaliireiy ; but 1 hope 
that auy deficiency on my part may Iw imputed to the true cause 
—my own inability to support a siihjrct, under wldch the grtatral 
menUl (lowers must itievllabiy stiik. Hy talents wrre neither 
equal lo my own amhiliun, nor his teal to serve me.*'— E4 
■ (There b ntore of poetry in these verses upon .Milton than in 
any uther passage throughout theftaraphrase.— Mooib] 

• Harvey, the rireuialor of tlie et*rH/ofiow of the blood, used 
tofliog away Virgil in hi* ecstasy of admirallMt, and say, " tbe book 
bad a de«il.“ Now, such a character as 1 am copying would 
probably fimg it away also| but railH r Wisli lhai ilie devitjiod dwt 
book ; not from dislike to ibe poet, but a well founded horror of 
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lie flies from Tavell's frown to “ Fordham's Mews ; 
(Unlucky Tavelit • doom'd to daily cares 
By pugilistic pupils, and by bears.)* 

Finos, tutors, tasks, conventions threat in vain, 
Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket plain. 
Rough wKh his elders, with his equals rash, 

Civil to sharpers, prodigal of cash; 

Constant to nought — save hazard and a whore, 

Yet Cursing l>otl)— for both have made him sore ; 
Unread (unless, sincebooks beguile disease. 

The p— X becomes his passage to degrees) ; 

Fool'd, pillaged, diinn’d, he wastes his term away. 
And, unexpeH’d perhaps, retires M. A.; 

Master ofarts ! as hrils and clubi * proclaim, 
\Vliere scarce a blackleg bears a brighter name ! 

I.aum‘h'd into life, extinct his early fire, 
lie apes the sdlisii prudence of Ills sire ; 

Marries lor money, chooses friends for rank. 

Buys land, and shre>vdly trusts not to the Bank; 
Sits in the Senate ; gets a son and heir ; 

Sends hint to Harrow, for himself was there. 

Si quid iapx|Jortutn sernx commilii^. 

CrrMiiuiiu funuarr uovam : •ervetur «d luium 
t>ualis ab lnc<''ptu pruccAaoril, et tub! coa«tet. 

DJficilti eit pruprie coumiiiaiu dicerv; * luqac 
Aeclhif lUaciim c-armcii dodiicis in actus, 
tyuam si pnibriM a li)dii:(ai|uc (trautui. 

Fiiblic^ tuab-ric* pruati Juris rrit, si 

K?c circa vileiu |ia(ulim»<|u<.‘ murabrib orben>: 

Krc vrrbum V(*it>a curalib rtHidcre tklm 
liib'rprrs. tipc tk-Mbrs imiiatur m arctum 
I'nde iiedctn pn>ferrc piidor vcirt, aui u|>crls lex. 

>ec sic Uicipirs, ut scripi.jr (lyoliciis olim < 

*'Kurbm.im IViaiul caiiitib|^ ct imbtle l>dluni.*’ 

Quid di:{nuiii tanto fen't bir pruuii'«»or biatu? 

PartuHuMl iiiuiiici t naacclur ridiculiu bin*. 


Mute, tliougft he votes, unless when enU'd to cheer, 
His son *8 so sharp^he 'll sec the dog a peer ! 

Tilanbood declines— age palsies every limb ; 

He quits the scene — or else tlie scene quits liim ; 
Scrapes wealth, o'er eacli departing penny grieves, 
And avarice seizes all aiubitiuii leaves; 

Counts cent per cent, and smiles, or vainly frets, 

O'er hoards diminisli'.d by young Hopeful’s debts ; 
\t’eighs w ell and w isely what to sell or buy, 
Complete in all life's Icssons-^ut to die ; 

Peevish and spiteful, doling, hard to please, 
(Commending every tiii»e, save limes like these; 
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, half forgot, 

Expires unwept — is buried— let him rot! 

But from the Drama let me not digress, 

Nor spare my jirecepts, though they please you less. 
Though woman weep, and hardest hearts are stirr’d, 
AVhen what is done is rather seen tlian beard, 

Yet many deeds preserved In history’s page 
Are bcUcr told than acted on the stage; 

Quanto recUiM bit. qui nil molitiir Inrpte! 

Dtc mibl. Musa, virum capl* ik» 4 lcniiK>ra Trojx, 

Qiii mom buluinnni mullorum tmIiI, rl urbes.*' 

Non tiimutu cx fuigure. scU ex fuiuu dare luceia 
Cnxilal, ul fpeciusa dchiuc iniracula protnat. 

AgUpU.ilcu, SCi llauiqiie, el cino Cydopf Uurjbdim. 

Nec mlituui Uiiuui'dU ab intedUt Meleagrj. 

Nec ;;eniiuQ brlium T r'Jaimm oidiuir ab uto. 

Scmjtcr ad evoivluiii foiinat: et lii lui-dus res, 

>OQ krciis ac notax, auditurem rapil, et qua; 

IV»|terjl tncUU niim'erc poue, rrUnqultt 
Ab|ue Ibi tueoiUitr. Me vcm [al«a reiiuKrd. 

I’liiik) ue iiiediuiii. mediu ne dberepet 
Tu, quid et |h>putux inecufu deMdei'Cl, audi. 

Si pbutM»ris eges aiilo-a manenlis ct utque 


bexamrtera. Indeed, (be puMio school penance of *‘Lons and | 
Khurl " is coougli lei bc.^t iin anlipatby tu poetry fur the residue ' 
or a man's life, and, jterhaii#, so far may be au advantage. 

’ ” Diffitih tit propiit ro/wiumiirt rfirf*-A,”— Mile. Oarier. 
Mde. dc s^ivlgntf, Duileaii, and oilicn, Iutu left Ihrir ilispiitr mi 
IIh; incaiiiivt of this pasaa^’ iu a tract coiisidcrably luigccr Uiau 
liie poem of llurtoc. It ts prlnlnl at live close of llic HeTenili 
volume of Madamo de Sevi^n^'s Yetlcn, edited by Urouvrlle, 
Paris. 1806. Presutninfttbjlall «bu ran. euiulruc cnay venture 
an opinion on sueb subireU, |urlicularly ax «> many Who can nol 
have Liken tbc ume liberty, I Miduld pave held my “fartlun^ 
candle" as awkwanily as anntlicr.bad not my reaped for live wiK 
nf Lotfia the Fimrlrefith's AugusUn vlicic induced inc to sulijolu 
Iheae illnalriouiv anilioriticx. 1st, Bmlcau : *' II csi difiicile dc Ira • 
ter dea vujeta qui aunt k U poii^ do lout le moiide d'line niaBlere 
qui votts ies rendc pro|ircs, ee qui s’ap(>ene s'appropnrr tin siijrl 
par letour qu'ou y donur." 2dly. Datle:ix s ** MaU 11 est Ivien dif- 
ficile de dunnrr des Iralu pro|vres et individneb aut Ctns pnre- 
nient poxvi'.iles." Sdly. Itacler? il e«t thfliode de trailer etjove- 
Mblement cm caracleres qoe lout le monde prut inrenler." 
Mde. de S^ripi^'s- opinion and traiwlaUon, cnnsbiinR of some 
thirty pastes. 1 oniil, parUculariy as M. GroevHte observes, *'L.i 
chose est bicn retnarquable ; auctme de cos dlvcrsrs interpreta- 
tions no parall etre la veritable.'' Dnt. by way of comrurl, U 
scenu, nfly yean afterwards, *‘Le hiniineux Dnmarsais*’ made 
Ins appearance, to wl Horace on his Iei;s aaain, ** dlsdpcr tons le< 
images el concilkT tons ies dissenllmens;** and wineflfty year* 
hence, somebody, still more luminous, will doubtless start up ami 
demolish Dumarsais and hU system on this weighty aflair, as if hi' 

. wore no liettcr than Ptolemy ami Tycho, or bis commitilx of tv> 
more cooscqucocc than astrvnocuicai caiculatioiu on the preaeut 


cornel. I am happy to say, U lonqueiir de la diasertaUun " of 
j M. n. prevents M. G. froyi sayme any more on live mailer. A 
N'lU r (H>et than Boileaq. and at icastasgoodatcboitraa bdvigiad. 

; has said. 

I ** A muc Iwralui! Is « dsniweoas Uilav.'* 

I And, by tills comparison ol commenlskii may be perceived how a 
' ROfKl deal may be rendepol as perilous to the priqirlclors.— [Or. 

[ Johnson gave the Inlcrprrlation thus—” He means that It is diffi- 
cult to appfo|u1ate U» particular persons cpialities which are com- 
mon to all nunkind, as Homer has dime.*'—** It seems to result 
fnmi the whole discussion,** says Sir. Grokrr. “ihai, in the ordi- 
nary nie.iniiifi of the words the pas,afr'Js obscurr. and that, to 
make senve, we must either alter Ibt words, or a«iRn b« Ihein an 
uiui-4141 iiilcrpretailon. All coiiuuentaluni are asrml, by ilicbelp 
of tlir cofile&t. whit the j^iierat nu aniti^ must be; but uo one 
seeiiis uWe * verimm verbo retldcrr fidiis lnlerj»rcs.'*‘ ;Af<>;*rrf/, 
vol. id- p. 438. — But, in our hniublc opinion. Builcau's transla- 
Uou UprecLk'ty llul of this “bdoi inlcrpre*.”— K.J 
* •• Infaivlum, reijuia. jubea renovare dolorem." I dare say Mr. 
TivcU tlo Whom > mean no afTrurrt) will understand me ; afwl it h 
no matter whether any one elscdocxor no.—To the above evculs, 
“qMa^plc i|»c mbcrilma vUJi. cl quorum pars maguafui.” all 
times oud terms brar testimony. 

» [The Rev. G. P. TavcII was a Wlow and tutor of Trinity Col- 
lege, GambridRc. ibirin^ l.ord Byron's rrsldrncu. and oweil Ibis 
notice to the re.xl with winch he bad proU sted awinstMimc Jnvi> 
nilc vagarlfs, suflick ully explained iu Ur. Mpore's .Xotici-#. — E.] 

) ^ Heit.'*a Raminx-tKMiM so called, where you risk little, aiui 
are cheated a good deal. *^^cmb,*' a pl^sant [Hirgalory, wlvea* 
y uu lose mure, and arc not supposed to ekcalcd at all. 
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fflNTS FROM HORACE. 


Tlie ear su.staifls what sliocks the timid eye, 

And horror Uius subsides to sympathy. 

True Itriton alt beside, I Ijere am French — 

TUoodshed ’t is .surely better to retrench ; 

The gladiatorial gore we teach to Mow 
In tragic scene disgu.sts, though imi in show; 

We hate the carnage while w e see the trick, 

And Mild small sympathy in l>eing su'k. 

Not on the stage the regicide Mad>eth 
ApjKils an audience with a monanVs death; 

To gaze when sable UiilierUhrenls to sear 
Young Artfiiir's eyes, can ours or nature licar? 

A lultered lieroine • Johnson sought to slay— 

U e saved Irene, but halt damn'd the play ; 

And (Heaven be praised!) our tolerating times 
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes; 

And Lewis* self, with all his sprites, would (piakc 
To change Karl Osmond's negro to n siukc ! 

Because, in scenes exciting joy or grief, 

VVe loathe the action which exceeds hclie/ : 

And yet, God knows! what may not authors do. 
Whose postscripts prate of d\ eing ** heroines blue ? ” • 

Above alt things. Bun Poet, if you can. 

Eke out your acts, I pray, w ith mortal man ; 

?ior call a ghost, unless some cursed scrape 
Must open ten Lra]>-doors for your escape. 

Semrl, donee cantor, Voc phndite. dicat s 
ifttatra etOn«qne nolandi Ront iHii more*. 

MoMIttnnquf decor nalnris dandiit et anniii. 

RCfkSere qnl ’roces jairi iclr piicr , el pede crrlo 
Si^at tiumam ; geBiil (urfbus colladere. el iram 
CoUtgll ac ponil lemere, et mulalur in boras. 

ImberbiiJcivenM. tandem ciistodc rrmoio. 

GaodelcqDl* cjnibu*(|tir. cl aprici firainkie iampl; 

Cereus in villum riecti. moniloribn* a>pcr, 

UUbimi lardiTfl protUor. prodi;;its rri*. 

Bublimh. cupidusque, el amala reUrvincrc pembu 
Cnavcrats ilitdiK rloa anfmn«qae virilU 
Qorrit opea, et amidUaa inwrvit buoorl ; 

CtmroUiaw caret qnod roox niutarc Isbortt. 

Multa senetn convenuint incomnuM^a; rd qnod 
QitfrU, et InveoUa miser abaiinel, ae timer u(1 ; 

Tel qnod res on men timlde gelldeqiie miniilrat. 

Dilator, ape kM^i, iDcra, aTldiisque-ritliiri; 

DlfAclIia, quaenilm, laudalor tCD»|iorla act! 


m 

Of all the monstrous things I M fain forbid,. 

I loathe an opera worse titan Dennis did;* 

\\ here good and evil persons, right or wrong, 

Rage, love, and aught but moralise, in song. 

Hail, last memorial of our foreign friends 
Which Gaul allows, and still Hespt'ria lends! 
Napoleon's edicts no embargo lay 
On whores, spies, singers, wisely shipp'd away. 

Our giant capital, whose squares are spread 
Where rustics earn'd, and now may beg, llicir bread. 
Id all iniquity is grown so nice, 

It scorns amusements whidi are not of price. 

Hence tl>e pert sliopkeeper, w hose throbbing ear 
Aches with orchestras w hich he pays to hear, 

\Vhom .slutne, not sympathy, forbids to snore, 

His anguish doubling by his own encore ; '* 
Squeezed in ‘‘ Fop's Alley, ” jostled bf the beaux, • 

'f eased with his hat, and trembling for his toes; 
Scarce wrestles through the night, nor tastes of 
ease 

Till the dropp'd curtain gives a glad release : 

Why this, and more, he suffers— can yc guess? — 
Because it costs him dear, and makes him dress! 

So pro.sper eumidis from Etruscan schools; 

Give us but Hddlcrs, and tlfey *rc sure of fools! 

Ere scenes w ere play'd by many a reverend clerk * 

S« inirro, culizalor rcnMinpie minortun. 

Uuita fchmt <nn[ venlmti^ commotla *ecam, 

Multi rcorUctiles idimnnt. !tc forte bcoIIm 
M^ nilmturjavrai pxrtc*, pocroqne rlrile*. 

Semper in kljunctU, tcroque oturabpnur a|4(». 

I .Aut isitiir retin *ccnl*. aat acU refertnr. 

Sesolus tniiitit aolmvi (IcmisM |icr mi cm 
Quaai qiuc wml ucuiia ntkiccU IblcUbua. M qu» 

Ipac «U)i tradit a|>fcUtur. Non lamcu lulu* 

Digtu gerl. promca in Rcraam; nmitaque lolkn. 

Ex ocull«, qua* mox uarret fJcunUia pra'inu. . 

puerua curam pupnlu Meiea Irucldcl; 

Aul humana ^alam ooquat rxla ucfariua Almis; 

Aut in avem Crugne vcrioiur, Cadmua In aoi^iem. 
tynndcuoiiue mibi iic, Incmiulns odi. 

Neve minor, ncu ul qnlnUt productimr aclu 
Pabola. qux poaci imlf, c( >{Hctaia rrpool. 

IXec Den* Int'nit, nUI disnui vImUec ntyluj 
Incidcrlt. •••••••••• 


• " Irene had to sppak two lines n ilh the bowRlring round her 
Deck: but Ibe audience cried out * Murder r and the wai obliged 
to go off the stage alive. /o/maun. (These two lutes 
were aflemanls struck out. and Irene was carried off. to be put 
to death behind the scenes. "This allows," says Mr. Malone, 
"how ready mtMlern audlrqces are to condemn, in a new {day, 
what they have fre<iupniiy eiHhired TC 17 quietly in.an uhl one. 
Iliiwe ha* made Monrses. In Tamerlane, die hy the bowstring 
willHrut offence." Davies assurer us, lo hU Life of Oarrick. that 
the atraiigliiig Ircoe, contrary to Horace's rule, comm populot 
was loggctied by Garrick. See crokar's Boncell, vol. 1. p. 173. 
-E.) 

■ In the poeiscript to the "Castle Siiecirr," Hr. Lewis lelUus, 
(hatlbuugh blacks were iiiilinimn in Kngiaiid at the period of his 
action, yet he has mailc lltc aaaclinmi*m to tel off the scene i and 
If he could have pntduced the effeti "by nuking his Iteroioc 
blue," — I quote him.-"bluebe would have nude ber!" 

> [In 17Q6,.l)ciiiiis. the critic, wrote an **lvsssy on Ibe 0|>eras 
after the Italian mauii&r, whicti arc abont to l»c i* 9 tahUslHrd uo the 
Loglisb SUSe;*'in which he endeavours lo allow, ihatUisa di> 


vertloD of more pemidous cooso|ueDce than the tuost licentious' 
play Uut ever appeared upon the stage.— £.] 

4 "Tbe first theatrical represenlatioos, enUUed 'Mysteries and 
Moralities/ were generally euacted at tdirhUuss, fay monks (as the 
only persons who could read), and laUerly hy the cler/y ami 
slndenls of Ibc universities. The dramatis persoux wore usually 
Adam. Paler Ccclesiis, Faith, Vice." etc.'ete.— Ccc // Vrrfon's //ls< 
fory of English Boelry. (These, to modern eyes, wild, uucoulli. 
and generally profane pcrformaoccs. were thought tu coiilri* 
i liute so much to Ibc ialbrmalioa and intlruciiun of the people, 

I Utat ooe of the popes granted a |>ardon of one ttkousand days lo 
every person who rmorted peaceably to Uie plays acted in ihc 
Whitsun week at Chesler, beginning wilh U>e "Creation. "and 
I ending wi<h Uie '* General Judgment.'' ll»esc were perfiunurd at 
(he expense of the different leading corapanie* of tiui cHy. 'I he 
*' CreaUoii '* was |)crformctl hy the draitcrs ; the " Delii^u: " by the 
dyers t " Abraham, Ucichlsedeo. and Lot" by llic bariters; the 
‘‘PurlficaUoD " by Uic blacksmiths; U>c "Last .Su|q)er" by the 
lakers; llte " nesnrrcclioii " by the skinners; and the " Asceu> 
stun’* by the tailors, lu Hr. Payne Collier's recent work on lutg* 


RYBOTS WOUKS. 
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( What harm, If Dnvid danced before the ark ? ) • 

In Christmas revels, simple countn.' folks 
Were pleased wilhniorrice-mumm'ryandcoarsejokcs. 
Improving years, with things no longer known,. 
Produced blithe Pundi and merry Madame Joan, 
Who still frisk on with feats so lewdly low, 

’T is strange Beiivolio » suffers sucIj a show; * 
Suppressing {»ecr! to whom each vice gives place, 
Oaths, hosing, l>eggiiig, — all, save rout and race. , 

Farce follow’d Comedy, and reach'd her prime 
In ever-laughing Foote's fantastic time : ' 

Mad wag! w lio pardon'd none, nor spared the best. 
And turn’d some very serious things to jest. 

>’or church nor state escaped his public sneers, 

Arms nor the gown, priests, lawyers, volunteers r 
“ Alas, poor lorick I’* now for cut mnteJ 
Whoever loves a laugii must sigh for Foote. 

Wc smile, perforce, when histrionic scenes 
Ape the swolii dialogue of kings and queens, 


llsh Dramatic roetrjr. the reader will riod an 'aUMrset of the 
•crerai coUrctioDf of these in)'MetT*|da>«, wliirh is not only in- 
(eresUng (or itie light it Uirowi on ili< early days of our drauia. 
bill nislnidivc and vahi)b!e (>jr,Uie ciirtoiis informaliuo itpr«->* 
aerves with rcs|)ect to the strangely debased notions of Scrijitiirc 
history Uiat prevailed, almost uaiversally. tiriorc Iranslaiiuns of 
the Bililc were in eoinmdu use. Sec al»v Utc Uuarlcrly Aeview, 
vol. xUI. 477.^E.] ^ 

s irierc Mluwa, iu the original US.— 

** \vitotft4 nbut >olrU-ye(, at te««l.>.nnnM, 

And tut t>l« ktu^i) caiKTs MiiSiCUtoiM."— C.} 

• Benvofio dees out bet ; bat cvrrf- man wIh> mainUitM race- 
borsei is a promoter of all the cuncomDant efiis of the turf. 
Avuldiug to bet U a little pliarisairat. Is it aa cxciil|taiioii? ( | 
think uot. I never yeUieurtl a bawd praised for cbasliiy because 
thf h^'self did not cominU foi location. 

V [For Benvolii^ we have, in the original US., '*'£arl GrosTO- 
nor I *’ and for the next couplet— 

"!uppie*Mnc pe<;rl to nhom bkIi tier ftlVM ptaee. 

Save - for bli Lordsliip^tuvn o row.'' 

Blit WC cannot trace the rx-act propriety of thiralliulous. I.ont 
GrosYcnor, now Jlanjulsuf VM-sliiiiusldr, no doubt ilLslin;hiLs)u‘d 
himself by sonic aliack. on the Sunday New«papers, or the tike, at 
the same lime that he was known to keep a sUid at .NcniHarivt -■ 
but why a long note cm a aubjccl ccrialtily iasiguUicaat, aud per-. 
bajis mistaken?— E.) 

a Id dedioaling the foiirUi canto of *' Childe llaroid ** to hU fel- 
low'travciler. hord Byron describes liim os '*unc to wjioin hi' 
was {ndchted for the social advontaget of an mlighlcnrd fri ml- 
ship : one whom he Katl lung kmovti, and accompanied far^ whuin 
lie bad r duimI wakeful ovcrlris siciness and Kind in hit sorrow, 
glad ill lib prosperity and hrm in hb ndvcriiiy, Inic In ceuiiscl 
ami trusty in i»en| t*‘— while Mr. HniihoiLse, In dcKriidng aidior^ 
tour to Negro|M>nte, to which his noble friend was unable tu'ar- 
coui|i4iiy biiii. regKis the absence of a companfon, '‘wild, to 
rjufrkneM of observation and Ingennily of mhark. nnited that 
gay gooil humour which keep* alive the aUentii<n under thc4>re9- 
mire of [^-giie, and softens the aipect uf every difliculty anil 
dangrr.*'— E.) 

t ITndcr Plata's pillow a Toinme of ihe Iffmrs of .Sophron was 
found the ilay tie died.— rhfe fiarlh^lriui, DC Paiiw, or DiovTtics 
Laertius. If agreeable. DePanw calls it a JesS-book. Gumber- 
4and, in Ills Obserrer, tenns it moral. Ifkc tlic sayings of Publuis 
Synts. 

* (The following if a brief sketch of the origin of Ihe Play tK)ti‘e 
Dtli In tT51, Sir Jidm B-arnanl brotiaht in a LIU "to nrslrain the 
numl>er of tumses for playing of inierluciet, and foe the better re- 
gobutog of comtnoh players.'* The tnioislcr. Sir Robert Walpole, 
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When “ Chrononhotonthologos must die," 

And Arthur struts in mimic majesty. 

Most'hus! with whom once more I hopetosk 
And smile at folly, if we can't at vs it ; 

Yes, friend! for tlice 1 ’ll quit my cynic cell. 

And bear Swift’s motto, “ Vive labogalcllel"- 
^Miich charm'd our day.s in eacii .Egean clime, 

As oft at home, with revelry and rhyme. * 

Then may Kuphrosyne, w ho sped the past, 

Soothe tliy life's scenes, nor leave thee in the last; 
Jlut find in thine, like pagan Plato's bed, * 

Some merry manuscript of fnimes, wlieii dead. 

IVow to the Drama let us bend our eyes. 

Where fetter’d by w liig AValpole low .she lies; ‘ 
Corruption foil’d her, lor she fear’d her glance; 
Decorum left her for an opera dancel 
Yet CItesterficId,? whose polish’d pen inveighs 
‘Gainst laiiglilf r, fought for freedom to our plaj s ; 
Liieheck’d by megrims of patrician brains, 


concHvmg thb to be a favourable opporlunity of checking live 
abiixf ofthcatricai rcprocnlatioii. proposed (u iaxert a clause to 
r.it>fy atul coiinrm, it oui eiibirge. ilir power of ihc I.urd Uum- 
l>rrlalii In lici-nshig play»{ ami at iho mm- liii>e {uvlnualt-d. that 
unlcM Ihh addition was it)a<b- the king wouhi not pa«v iu But Kir 
JoliD DariuirU Mrongty objrctetl lolhU clauve; rcjnirnding ihat 
the power uf that oflicer wa* already tou f:rfal. ami had Ih-cii oAeu 
waniualy rxcrciaed. He ihcndoVc wUli-Ji-ew hb bill, ratbrr Uian 
cvtahlbh by law a (wawer in a ^cugU^ uiCa-r »o miich under ihe di- 
rrc'ion uf the Grown. In Uio cuur->r, however, of the ae^Mou 
of 1737, an nppoi'luiitty offered, whidi Sir iiolicrl did not fail to 
aH;e. Ttie inaiiag«-r uf GiMximan'a Fields tlicatre having bmnglit 
to him a farce called ** The Golden Kump,** ulurh had Iieen prof- 
fiTcd for exhibitioo, the iiiinUUT paid Ihe prohla wliicli nii^ht 
have accrued rrom.thr (lerfunnance, and detained the copy. Ho 
lliro made extract* uf tlic (iiost ekct’pU'mabie ai>oun<Uog 

in pruranenr**, sctlK-un, aud bU*pliniiy, read litem to the Ituuve, 
and ubuiricd leave to bring In a bill to limit the number of play- 
house ; (o sob ret all dramatic writings tir the iiispi'Ction of Ibo 
Lord Ghambcrlaiii; and to euni|>ol .the proprietor* to lake out « 
lirrnsc for every ]truUucUoa before it could appear oo tbe stage. 
-KJ 

f llissperch on the Llccmiag Aet Uooe of lil« most eloquent 
croris.— [Though Ihc Playhouse Bill U gcneraliy said to have Iteen 
warmly op[H>seU In boili. Hou<>es, ihU S{M>ech of ilie tarl of (.hr»- 
IcrScUl is Ihe only trace of lhal opposiilou to be fuuml m (he |»e- 
riodical piibliratious of Ihe limes. 1 be following {tas^ge. wliioli 
rrUtrs lo the powers of Ihe l/trd Chamberlain will *lio« the style 
uf Uit* uration:— “The bill is not uiUy an encruachmeul upuu 
libvriy. but t( i.siikcwi.4ean rri«Ti»achim-ul uii pro{>erly. W it, my 
Cords, iff a sort of pru|iCrty: it is Ihr pntpcrly ol thow wlio have 
it. and too often the only prufjerty they have to dr|H‘ud un. Ttuiik 
God! iny,Lurd«, wc tiavea deprndetiC'' (ifaiiolhcr kind ; we have 
a much lc>s preritrious suppurl. and, tlirrehirc. cannot feel the iu- 
conveiiiciicoof the bill now ia-forcusT but it isuur duly (ucnceu- » 
rage and protect wli,. wIioscNOf-vcrs property it may be. ThoAc 
gimilemen who have any Mich properly are 4 ll>lli»|je. our friends; 
do not Irl ns *ubiec't lliem Iu any uiutcct-svary or arbitrary re- 
straini. 1 must own I eannol easily agree Iu the laj hig of any Ux 
iipou wit ; bur by Ibis bill ll is Iu be heavily loArd. it is lo be ex- 
cised ; for, if IbU bilhpaues. it cannot be mailed in a proper way 
wiltioiit a pmiiil : ami the' Lord GhaniU-rlairt is to havrthelio-’ 
nonr of Mns chief gaiigrr, *»niervisor. comtniA*luner, itidge. ami 
jury, But; what is sldl mure hard. Ihougli the poor au-hor.— Ihc 
projirietor. I sbuufd say, —cannot, prrha|L*. dine Ufl he has found' 
out ami agreed willi a piin-luinT, yet, bi-forc he can firojjose lo 
wH‘k for a purchaser, he nm>t isatu ntiy submit to liavo his goods 
rfmmuged at lliU ucw excbe-oflice; wlierc tlicT may be ilplainitl 
for fourteen days, and even tlicu he may find them relumed A* 
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And damning dutnpss of lord chbmberbins. 

Repeal that act ! ' again let Tluinoiir roam 
Wild o’er the stage—Me *ve time for tears at home •, 
Let ** Archer” plant the Micros on Sullen’s” hrows, 
And Kslifania” gull her “ Copper” ’ spouse ; 

The moral’s scunh— but that may l>e ^xOused, 

Men go not to be letturcd, but amused. 

He x^honi our plays dispose to good or ill 
Must wear a head in want of Willis* skill;* 

Ay» but Macheath’s example — pshal— no more? 

It forn»*d no thieves — the thief was form’d before; * 
And, spite of pw*itans and Collier’s curse, * 

Plays make mankind no belter, and no worse. 

Tlten spare our stage, ye methodistic men ! 

IVor bum damn'd Drury if it rise again.* 

But why to braio-scorch'd bigots thus appeal ! 

Ex Doto nctum carmen soipiar, u( ^bi qiifrlt 
> Speret itlrm-: nidet mulluin, rnLUr.i«]«ie >nl>orct 
Aoma kicm t (anlimv series Jiinciiirj«|ue {tollcl ; 

Tantumnte medio inintU accwiii tibnorii. 

SilvbdeducU caveaat, mejiiilke, Fauni. 

JVe velut ionati trivi». ac priie turrnira. 

Aut nimfum tenerii juveiirtiiur vf r»ibus iiiKtuam, 

Ant immiinUa crr|>rnt, i;;iioiiiiiuosai|ne dicta. 

UtTemlunlur rninr, quibiis e»i el paler, e( ret > 

Kec, 8i ipiiU fricil cicem pmbat K niici< cmlor. 

^uiJ icdpiQiit aniinis, dunaulre corona. 


prohibited Kooda, hjr vihb-h bn rhu f and brat market will be i>>r 
ever *iiat aealnit him, wiilioul Elte lca«t i^hjdttw uf rtsiioo, eiUier 
fnwn the law* of Im country or (bn laws of Uie Thcnc 

banlsblpa. this luurd. wliicli every (jenUciiian will be exposed to 
who writes any ihing for Uic stage, ditisl cbi Lanily prcTeiit every 
nun of a gciterous and free s|>irit fruiii aUcnipUn^ any Itiiug in 
that wayian l as the tU'-.e lu* alwayt'bu'ti tlir proper cbaunel for 
wit and hunionr. therefore, tny UjrJ«. when 1 s|jcak against this 
hUI, 1 must think I plead the capse of wit, I plead the cause of hu- 
mour. 1 plearl the cbik uf Mie BrilUli stage, ami of evrry geiille- 
man of taste in the k ugilom. The stage aixl tho press, my Lonb. 
are two of our out M-ntnes : if we remove Ihem, if wc boudw iuk 
them, if we throw (hem In fetters, the enemy may siirpriqB us.' 
Tbertforc. 1 mnvi l<H>k upon the hill ttow bdore us as a step for 
tailrodsicing arhUrary imwrr int6 IhU kiilciioin.'*— E.] 

» (“Arpraf ttinl AcU''^A\U’r a lapse Of nearly a cenlnry, the 
state ofUie laws afTccUngdraniaiic lihTatiire.andlhe pcrturroance 
of the draiira. hat again become tlie subjocl o^ parliauaeutary en- 
quiry and rrpurl.— E.j - 

• Uichael Perez, (he '’(^•per Cajitdin,'* in ‘'Rule a Wife and 
hare a Wile.*' 

a (Of this skill,'’ Reynolds, in his " life and Timet, " q^ords 
a rctuarlable Ituiancc. Tl\c doctor had, it sectiu, an '‘eye like 
Uart. to ihteatrn arnl roniinaiid," ThreatFu, in every srnte of 
tlteyvonl ; for his numerous jtaiicots stood as much in awe uflhcv 
formidablr wea|toii as of bars, chains, or strait waistcoats. After 
a few weeks' aUendaiice lai lire King, hu allowed lus Uajrilj a 
razor to sliare lutusetf, and a pcnkiiite b> cut Ills nails. For this 
tie was one rar^niug charged by (he oih<'r physicraiis, before a 
CfMDmiltee of the House of Commons, with raslmesa and tmpm- 
den<^. Mr, Burke Was very srverr on Uiis )>otnl^ and authori- 
tatively demaoded to know, *‘ir the royal patient had bcccme 
outrageous at the moment, wfiat l>ower the doctor |KWse«sodof 
iuslaniaiiroiisly irrriryhig him into obedience?" “Place tlic 
candles lietwreii ns. Mr. Ittirkc." replied (lie doctor. In an equally 
anlboriiaiive lone, ‘‘ami I’U give you an answer. There, Sir! by 
Ihee^. I shonld have looked at h:nt fkwsj Mr— tkuz.'" Mr. Rnrkc 
fns'antanr-otMly averted hi, heads and, rnakiu* no reply, evidently 
aekrmwIedgeU this btuilitk aulh.mty. Tins story was ofSen re- 
lated by ttie ttoefor hinrwIf.—B ] 

* iDf. Juhneon wav of the like opinion.' Of the ‘‘Beggar's Ope- 
ra" be says, ki his Life of Oay i— “The piay, like many oibers, 


Can heavenly mercy dwell wHh earthly zeal 1 
For ttines of Are nnd faggot let them hope ! 

Times dear alike to puritan or {tope. 

As pious Calvin saw Servetus blaze, 

So would new Acets on newer viciims gaze. 

F.vcn now the songs of Solyina begin ; 

Failli cants, perplex’d apologist of sin f 

While the Lord’s servant chastens whom he loves. 

And Simeon i kicks, where Bu.\ter only shoves.” * 

Whom Nature guides, so writes, that every dunce. 
Enraptured, thinks to do the same at ohee; 

But after inky thumbs and bitten nails, 

And twenty scatter’d quires, the coxcpuib fails. 

Let Pastoral be dumb; for who ’can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope? 


wzspUiniy written only to diverl, wilhout uy moral purptHc. 
and b. therefore, nut likdy (o do good: itor can ft be cduc«.-ived, 
wiihoDt mure simcuIjUuii than hfe rD|uirc« or admits, (u be pro- 
diictirc of inucfi 'rril. Highwaymen and hotisebrcakcrii seidcmi 
frcipirnt the playhouse, or niiugle in ^iiy ch gaut diversion j nor 
b it (WMiblc for any one to imagine that he may-rob with s.i'c(y, 
becaiKc he scesMachc-aih n‘|>ri>'\cd ii|hhi the slagc." On aiioUirr 
occasion, the common quralton with iTganl to this opera having 
i»en Introduced, ho said As to thiv nutter, which ha* btwti' 
very much ruiilestrd, 1 myself .vui of o^Hmon, (bat mure inQiivnre 
has been ascribed to it Uun in reatiiy it ever had ; for ! du not be* 
Here that'iny man was ever midpa roque by being present at that 
reppcseutation."— Sfc O'bkti-’a Potu'i’il. vot- iu. p. 24J.— E,] 

> Jerry Collier’s coii'ruversy with Omgrrve. etc. on the sii'ijeci 
of the drama, b too well kiiuvva to require further cofninenL 

6 [“//■ If rise off/ib*.’'— When la>rd Bynm prntted ibis u>a|iic( 
at Aihnis, be little iniaginevi that be shoubi so soon be cailod on 
to write an address to be spoken on the oproitig of >'ew Drury, 
and become one of Utc coouniUec for uiauagiDg ibt coucerm. See 
an/r.p. 179.— H.{ 

T Mr. >iiueMi b the very bnlly of beliefs, and castigatur o('‘ good 
works." lie b ably supported by John .sUckles. a labourer In tbc 
same vineyard but I say no mure. (»r, according to Julitmy in 
full congregaUoQ, " A '0 koprz foi-fheutas foujAa."— iTbn Rev. 
Charles iHmeun. felluw uf king's ttoUeg**, C.imbrsdgi‘.— « zoalouv 
Calvinist, who, in coiiset|tteoce uf bb teal., lus Iwru cng.iged in 
sundry warm disputatious wrth other dtvincs uf Uic university. 
Bevitles many single sermons, be lias pubJislied " Helps U> Coinpo- 
silUm, or 900 Skeleton Sermon*," iu five volumes; and Hors Mo- 
ifiiletics. or Dbeourses i.ln the form of skclelonsj upon (lie whole 
Scnpiure," in eleven volunies.— E.{ ' 

• ‘‘Baitrr'i Sliove to heavy-a— d Christians "—llie vrritiWc 
title of a book once in gont nquite, and likely enough to Re so 
again. [Richard Baxter b desenbed by Grauger as “ ■ man fa- 
mous for weakness of body and strength of mind y for hav iug lh<^ 
strongest sense of religion himself, and exdiing a sense of it in ih<; 
thiHighiless and pn)Rig.ile ; for preaching iiiori; Kriiiuns, engaging 
In more controversies, ami willing mure books, than any othrr 
non>co(itornii^( of bis agr." Dr. Barrow says llul " his practir.il 
writings were nrvrr mendext. hi* cunirovenfat scMnni confitleU.” 
On Bmweil's taking Johnson w hlch of them he vhonirl read, the 
iJoctor rot'lkd. "Any of them: they are all ^uod."— E4 


FylUha tonga tnrW mbjrcta, vocatur iambus. 
Pescitur: unde eliam Irimetris accrrftcereptsslt 
Nomen iambels, aimsenosredderet kins, 

Prtimu ad extremum similis slbi i non iia prideto, 
Tardipr ut |iaiilu gravionpic vridret ad auret, 
8pondeo4 stabiles in jura (Mtrma recejilt 
Commodes cl pabenk ; non at de sede secundl 
Cedrret ant quarta sodaliter. Hie et in Aaci 
Nobilibuv trimeiris appand rarus, el Enid. 

In sccnam mis^os nugiio cum imndere versus,. 
Aut opera; ceterb nimiuin, curjque carentb, 
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Yet his and Phillips* faults, of different kind. 

For art too rude, for nature, too refined, 

Instruct how hard the nwdium ’t i.s to hit 
*Twixt too much polish and too coarse a wit. 

A vulgar scribbler, cerfes, stands disgraced 
In this nice age when all aspire to taste; 

The dirty language, and the noisome jest, 

Which pleased in Swift of yore, we now detest; 
Proscribed not only In the world polite, 

But even top nasty for a city knight ! 

Peace to S wift’s faults !his wit hath made them pass, 
Uomatch'd by all, save matchless Hudibras! 

Whose author is perliaps the first we meet, 

Who from our couplet lopp'd two final feet; 

^or less in merit than tlie longer line, 

1’his measure moves a favourite of the Nine. 

Tliough at first vi^w eight feet may seem in vain 
Form'd, save in ode, to bear a serious strain, 

Yet Scott has shown our wondering isle of late 
This measure shrinks not from a theme of weight. 
And, varied skilfully, sur.|>asscs far 
Heroic rhyme, but most iu love and war. 

Whose fluctuations, tender or sublime, 

Are curb'd loo niuch by long-rccurrlng rhjTne. ' 

But many a skilful judge abhors to see, 

W’bal few admire — irregularity. 

This some vouchsafe to pardon;’hut *t is hard 
When stidi a word contents a British bard. 

And must the l)ord his glowing tlioughts coolino. 
Lest censure hover o'er some faulty line ? 

Remove whalc’or A critic may suspect, 

To gaiu the paltry suffrage of “ roi rtri?'* 

Or prune the spirit ofc.a(di daring phrase, 

To fly from error, not to merit praise? 

Ye,Vbo seek llnisird models, never cease, 

By day and night, to read the works of (Ireece. 

But our good fathers never bent their brains 
To heathen Greek, content w ilh native strains. 

Aot ignorstO! premit ailh ofimfoe lur|>l. 

Non tpilvis Tittet imraodulala poemau Jodei 
El dala UonuoU vcoU nl imlipu purm. 
iddreone vainer. •cril>amn<>c licraterr anooliM* 

Yiauroa peccaU poirm mea; toiu*. el iolra 
Spem wiikc cauUi»? vitavi tienigtie calpini, 

Non lautkhi nicnii. Voseieinplaria Gra«a 
Nocturua venate nunn, Tcnalo dlorna. 

At Testrl proail Plaiitin<M el nufoeiTM el 
l.anclavere sales; nlinium paiienier nlramqne, 
dicam staltr, rnlrati ; »1 modo ego cl vo« 


The few who read a page, or used a pen, 

Were satisfied w itli Chaucer and old Ben ; 

Tlic Jokes and numbers suited to their taste 
Were quaint and careless, aoy thing but chaste ; 

Yet, whether right or w rong the ancient rules, 

Jt will not do to call our fathers fools ! 

Tliough you and I, who eruditely know 
To separate the elegant and low, 

Can also, when a hobliiing line appears 
Detect with fingers, in default of ears. 

In sooth I do not know, or greatly care. 

To le.vrn, who our first F.nglish strollers were; 

Or If, till roofs rcceiveil the vagrant art. 

Our Muse, like that of'lliespis, kept a eart; 

But this is cej'tain, since our Sliakspcarc's days, 
Tlierc *s pomp enough, if Irtlle else, in plays; 

>'or will Melpomene ascend her throne 

W'ithout high heels, white plume, and Bristol stone. 

Old comedies still meet w ith much applause, 
Though too licentious for dramatic laws ! 

At least, we modems, wisely, 't Is cOnfest, 

Curtail, or silence, the lascivious jest. 

Whate’er their follies, and their faults beside, 

Our enterprising bards pass nought untried ; 

Nor do they merit slight applause who choose 
An English subject for on F.nglish muse, 

And leave to minds which never dare invent 
Frencli flippancy and German sentiment. 

W'iiere is tliat living language wliidi could claim 
Poetic more, as philosophic, fame. 

If all our bards, more patient of delay, 

Would stop, like Pope,"' to polisli by the way? 

l.u)rds of tlie quill, whose critical assaults 
O'erthrow wliole quartos with their quires of faults, 
Wlto soon deleic:, and mark where’er we fail, 

And prove bur marble with too nice a nail I 
Democritus himself was not so bad; 

Ue only tkoughty but you would make, us mad I 

SrinuM tniirlMnum tepido Kpoom* diefo. 

LexiWioHmqiie toDum mlleoiiia ct aiirc. 

I.ipotom tra;;icr gmus inveni^H.' Cammix 
nicitiir, et plaii^tris vriiue poemata Tliespis ' 
y Qdc oancrral afierentqtM* p^nmcU tecibiu nn. 

PtMl hunc pereonx pall.'rqtie re|>crior hunntx 
iEichjrIm, ct mo(Hci< insleavil (Nitplta liRBlt, 

Et dactiU matutiimqiie nitique cotbumo. . 

Succe»slt vetm IU« conirtlia, iii»a utir mulU 
Laiide: ted in vitiam lllirrtas ficidit. ct vim 
Dtsnatn lege rcRi : (ex eat acrciita ; choniaque 


^ PVYbey support Pope. 1 sce.tn ibc Quarterly,*'— wrote Lord 
Byron iu iSSO, troui Kavenna— U it a tin, and a sliaine, and a 
donwntlua, tlial Pope! ! sIhiuIiI rcip.irc lit but Ue duct. Tbu»r 
mlM'rable nuiuuivbanksol ilieday, Uic. pm.b. disgrace tlienurlvcj.. 
and deny God, in ruumugduwn Pope, iheiuotl raiil(lt*!i»u( poett.** 
Asaiu. iu iSil ;*N«illicr Ume. uur divlancc. iior firicf. nor age. 
ran ever diitunisU my vcucraliou tor Uim who is itic great mural 
pod iA all liiiiut, of all ciinies, ot all feelings,' and of all stage* uf 
etisleoce. liie deligUt of my liuyhoud. Uiu slady uf my mao> j 
tuNkJ, perbatw (it aUowrd lo me to aiuiii i.j Jie may be Uii* couso- I 
laUou uf niy age. Ilia iKietry is tUc ImuL of life. W'ltUou t uut- 1 


log, and yetviiUiout ncgbrcling religion, be baa aoaubtbl all that 
a good and great man can gatlior li^cUter of mural wiadoui eloibed 
in coQHimmaie beauty. Kir VVilliaiii Temple observes, ‘that of 
all the members of luankinU that live witliin the cumpaw uf a 
thousand years, fur one man that is born caiwblc of making a 
fjrrat purf. there may be a thousand byru capable of making as 
great geutTals aud iiilui«>lers of sta’c a* any in story.* Here b a 
statesman's opinion of poetry ; it U lionourable to him and to the 
art. Such ■ 'port of a Ihousantl years' was Pope. A lliousand 
years will roll away before Mieh aiiotlier can be iiopdl for in uur 
literature, but it can Kant Ihuu: bcis hiuisdfa Ulcr.Uure."^E. } 


fliiijc by Guuy,(k’ 
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ntft« truU) to say. most rbymers rarely guard 
Against tliat ridicule they deem so hard \ . 

Ill jierson n<^ligent, they wear« from sloths 
Beards of a week, and oailaof aunual growth ; 
Reside in garrets, Hy from those tlid}' meet, 

And walk in alleys, rather than the street. 

VVitli little rhyme, less reason, if you please, 

Tile name of {loet may lie got w ith cose, 

.So that not tuns of helleboric juice 
Shall ever turn your head to any use ; 

Write but like Wordsworth, live beside a T.akc, ' 
And keep your bushy locks a year from Blake ; * 
Then print your book, oner more return to town, 
And boys shall hunt your hardslnp up and dow u. 

Am I not wise, if surh some poets' plight. 

To purge in spring -•like Bayes ‘ — licforc 1 write ? 
If tills precaution soften'd not my bile, 

1 know no scribbler with a madder style ; 

But since (perliaps my feelings are too niOc) 

1 cannot purchase fame at such a price, 

I 'll labour gratis as a grinder's wheel, 

And, blunt myself, give edge to others' steel, 

>'or write at all, unless to teach the art 
To those rehearsing for tlie poet’s part ; 

From Horace show* Hie pleasing patlis of song. 

And from my own evample — what is wrong. 

Though modern practice sometimes differs quite, 
*T is Just as well to think before you write; 

Tarpilrr obUcuil, nibUlo Jure n«>ccDdi. 

Ml iotenUUim nosirl lH|iicre )>ueiz; 

Nec minimum menierc dccus, vmigh Otwea 
Au$l desrrere, el criebrarc domcslica facUi 
Telqui prxlexiat, velqiiidtxmi’rctugjlax. 

Nec virditc forrl claiisvc puteollus armis, 

<ju4in lingua, Laliuen. »1 nun utrcnlrrel iiniim- 
qutiiK|uc {Hielariim liitid' labqr, cl nmra. Vu«, 0 
PumpUtus ian;;uia. carmen rrprrhcu4lik.',iiuud miO 
Uulia dkn cl luuUa litura currruK. alque 
PnNcclumdccIcs non ca»li!;aTit aHl iingiiciii. 


• [’‘That Util Isthcaseor the decline of English poetry, will 
be doubled by few niiu have ralinly conddered (lie nibjecl. • 
That there are men of geuiui aiuung Uiv prcRent jioela. makes 
Ultic aiuiiui ibe (act : because it lus boeii wcU said. liMt, ' next U> 
bim who forms the taste of bis cuiiulry. the grcalest genius Is Im 
wlio cumipU IL' fto (Hie liak ever demed genius to Marini, wbu 
c^ilded. nut merely the taste of lUly, but that of all Enrupe, 
lorWeari^ a century. 7lie great cause uf ilu* present deplorable 
•tale of KnAbdi poe ry is tj be allnbuled tu that absurd aud syste* 
malic ib'prcclation til Pope. Iti which, for the Iasi few years, Uicre 
has been a kind of epidemic caaciirrcnee, tbe Lakers and lU«ir 
scliool, aiH] every body chw witli ibcir •chuul. aod, even Moore 
without a ncliuol. and dilctianli Iccluters at lusUtt|lioiis,*.and ei* 
drrly getiUemru wlio translate ami imitate, and young ladies wbo 
Ibteii ami repeal, and baronets who draw indirferent fronlnqiieces 
for bad |)orU. and noblemen who let Ibeni dine with llietn in the 
countiy. ihcsmail biMly of Uie wlla and the great body uf the blues, 
have iaiierly umted in a depreciation, o( which tlieir fureiathen 
wixikl have been os much osliamed as their children will be. In 
the mean time, what have we gi>t instead? The Lake School, 
which liegan with an epic peem ‘ wrilU n lii six weeks/ (so ' Joan 
of Arc* proclaimed he^if;, and (iuidied with a ballad ooiiiposed 
ill twenty years, os * Peter Bell's ' creator takes core to infunu the 
lew who will ciiijtiire. What have we got Instead? Addugeof 
lluusy ojiJ oaioiclligiblc ruoiances. tnUlaled from Scott and my- 


Lct every book that suits your Hicme be read, 

,So shall you trace it to the fountaio*head. 

He wlio has learn *<l tbe duty which he owes 
To friends and countrv', and to pardon foes ; 

\Mio models his de|K)rtment a.s may best 
Accord w ith brother, sire, or stranger guest ; 

AVIio takes our laws and worship as they are, 

^or roars reform for senate, church, and bar ; 

In [tracHce, rather than loud precept, wise, 

Bids not his tongue, but lieart, philosophise : 

Such is the man the |M>et diould rdiearse. 

As joint e.\emplar of his life and verse. 

.Sometimes a sprightly wit, and talc well told, 
Without much grace, or weight, or art, will hold 
A longer empire o'er the public mind 
Titan sounding triOes, empty, though rellncd. 

Unhappy Greece! thy sons of ancient days 
Tlte muse may celebrate with [terfcct praise, 
tMiose geiterous children narrow'd not their hearts 
With commerce, given alone to arms and arts. 

Our boys (save Uiose w horn pulilic schools compel 
To “ long .nnd short” before they ’re taught to spell) 
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote, 

** A |>cnny saved, my lad, ’s a penny got.” 

Bal>c of a city birth ! from si\{>enre take 

The third, liow much w ill the rein.iinder make?— 

“ A groat.”— “ Ah, bravo ! Dick lialli done the sum ! 
He ’ll swell my lifty tlHHisaiid to a plum.” 

logeuium miKra quli fortunaliua arte 
ct exciiulit samH lleikiKie poetos 
IK'mucrilui ; buoa (on nun unguev puuere curat. 

>(Hi barliam i »rcreia petit locj, l>alnAa vital. 
Naocl*crtur cairn prriluiii oomfuque |>oeUr, 

Si IriUu Anticyris caput inwuabile uuisiuom 
TuUHifi Lkini) comiuUent. O egu iMvus, 

Qul purgur bilem vub verm teii){>nrl^ lioram I 
Non alius ticerei mrtlura (loeniata : venim 
Nil tooli e*t i ergu fuugor vice cuUs, acuiuin 
Reiklcrc tpuc tcrruai valet cx*ors ipu kecanUi : 


•elf, wbo hive both made the best uf oar bad materiala and er- 
roneoiu system. What have we got in'lead? Maduc, which to 
neither au epic dot iny thing etor, Iholoba, Kebaraa. Gebft-. and 
•uch gibberish. wriUeo lu all mclre«. amt lii no language.*’ B. 
tetUrs, iHQ.—Set: abo the two pam|iUe^agalmt Mr. BuwM>. 
written at RaVcaoa In ItXI. In which Lord bynm'i eulhusiosllc 
reverence for Pope to the principal (eature E ) 

s A« fomoua a toneur as Licinui liimself, and better paid, and 
may, hke him, be one day a aeiulor, hoviog a beiur qnalillcaliuii 
than one half of the hcails he cropa, vU.— Indcpeadeacc. 

3 (Sci: Ibe “ flcheanal : 

“ Bayes. Pray, Sir. how do yon do when you write? 

•'Smith. Faith. Sir. for the most part rn la pretty |ood 
health. 

••Bayes. 1 mean, what do youdo wbeo you write? 

1 take |»eti, ink, and paiier. and lit down. 

••Bayes. Now I write slaoding— that ‘a one thing; and then 
another tiling to. with what do yon prejiarr yourself? 

•• .tmilh. Prepare rnywlf! what the devil does the (ooj mean? 

•'Bayes. Why, riltell you wb.vt Ido. If I am (o write fami- 
liar tbiogv, as wumela to Armkta. aud the like. I niarice use of 
•tewed prunba onty; but when 1 have a groml design In hand. I 
ever lake {diyric and let blood j foe when yon would have pure 
fwirtnesa of thooghl, aud ftery ftl^ls uf fancy, you rauvi Iwvca 
care of (he pca.4vc part la tiae, you must porge.’'-~E.] 
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T!)cr whose young souls rccelvo tliis rust betimes, 
T is dear, are Ut for any thinf? but rhyiues ; 

And TiOcko w*ill tell you, that the father 's right 
'VVho hides- all verses from his (diildren’s sight ; 

For poets (^^ays this sage,* and many more,) 

Make sod tuecli^iirs with their lyric lore; 

And Delphi now, however ridi of old, 

Discovers little silver, and less gold, . 

Because Parnassus, though a mount divine, 

Is poor ns Irus,* or an Irish mine.’ 

Two ol^pcts always should the poet move, 

Or one or Iwth^— to please or to . improve. 
WhnteVryou tcadi* be brief, ifycm design 
For our remembrance your didactic line ; 
Iteduiulancc places memory on the rack, 

F.or brains may be'o’erloaded, like the hack. 

Fiction does best when taught to look Kke truth, 
And fairy fables bubble none but youth : 

Kxpect BO credit for too wondrous tales, 

Since Jonas on^ springs alive from wlwilcs! 

Young men with aught but elegance dispense : 
Maturer j*ears require a little sense. 

To end at once that bard for all is fit 
Who mingles w ell iustruction w ith his wit ; 

For him re> lews shall smile, for him o'erflow 
The patronage of Paternoster-row ; 

Ills book, with I^ongman's liberal aid, shall pass 
(Who ne'er despises books that bring him brass); 
Thrmigli three long weeks the taste of London lead, 
And cross St. George’s Channel and tlio Tweed. 

Munus ct oflidam. nil Acribeiu i[Ke. doerbo; 

Lode parenfur o(>rs ; alat-formriqiie (Mietain ; 

QuhI dpceat quid non : qoo vir(n<, quo feral errors 
Scribendi rrcie. upere ml et principhim rl fc«u. 

Krm tibi Socralicar |>0UTiml fMiradere cliartx : 

Vcrbaqtie pruviMtn reiti non lorfift teqaentur. 

^ul dblicil palrix quid d«beat. e( quid amtqis t 
Quo 01 amore parriu, quo frater ainatMlui, •( hoipes ; 
Qikm! »ll conxrripli. qt>o«I Jiidfd* officiiia) ; quas 
VuKi'a in bclliim iniEU ditcis; illc profccto 
Aedd^rv pertofia; acit coovenicalia euJqtic. 


But every thing h$s faults, nor Is *t unknown 
Dial harps and fiddler often lose their tone, 

And wayward voices, aj tbeirowner’s call, 

: Wirt) all his host endeavours, only squall ; 

' Dogs blink their rovey, flints withhold the spark,* 
And duuhlc-barrels (damn them !) miss their mark.^ 

j Where frequent beauties strike tlic reader's view, 

; We must not quarrel for a blot or two; 

' But pardon equally to bocks or men, 

The slips of huinau nature, and the pen. 

t 

I Yet if an author, spite of foe or friend, 

< Despises all advice tou much to mend, 

Rut ever tw’angs the same discordant string, 

Give him no quarter, how soe’er he sing. 

I.et Havard’s ‘ fate o’ertake him, who, for once. 
Produced a play too dashing for a dunce ;■ 

At^first none deem'd it his : but when his name 
Anommeed tlic fact— what then ?— -it lost its fame. 
Though all deplore wlien Milton deigns to doze, 

In a long wcu'k T is fair to steal repose. 

As pictures, sosliali poems be; some stand 
D>c critic eye, and please when near at hand ; 

I Rut others at a distance strike the sight ; 

I This seeks the shade, but that demands the light, 

I Nor dreads the connoisseur's fastidious view, * 

' But, ten times scrutinised, is ten times new. 

Parnassian pilgrims! ye whom chance, orclioice, 
’ Hath led to listen to the Muse’s voice, 

Receive this counsel, and be timely w ise; 

Rnpicere examplar rlta? mnmtnqiie julH*ho 
. DocUim imitalorem. et vivsii hinc «}i»Mre Vocei. 

- Inimliim »i|icciu^ locln, iiwralaqiie rrete __ 

Pabi)4, Duliluv vench«, mne pondrrf ct arte. 

Vakli'us oUrcUt [Htpiilum. mrliii?qnc inoralur, 

Quani versu* iiiu|>cs rcrom iiii^x^pic rannre. 

draih iogrninm, Gniii dedlt orr rotuDdo 
Musa loqiii, prartcr laiidoin nulUus avarif. ■ 

'llnmani pucri loii^is ratiotiibiis as.srm 
Discunt ill parlra centum liiducerci liicat 
Fillus Albioi, Si de qiiincuiice remula c»t 


t 1 hare not the ortslnal bf me, but the ItalUa tranilation ronii 
■s foHowt £ una rosa a iiilo crederc moiro rtravaganlr, cbe 
im padre detbleri. o p^mciia, cbe aiio fiitiiiKilo cqltivi e perfrxioni 
qiiesto taiento." A liitic further un : Si Irovano di radu nel l'ar> 
nasolemrupTcd* oroed'argrDio.**— EdttA/sbiitr dei FttneMH 
fUl xiffnor ijotkr. [" If Uie cldld baVe .1 poetic vr-in, it K to me ! 
the KtraNRCst thing tn the world, dial the father ilwuld desire or 
auffer It lo bu chcrutinl or Improved.'*—" It is very seklont seen 
that any one discoren mines of qold or silver on Parnassus.’'— B.) ' 
« ** tro panperlor.*" this is the same begxar dho boxed with 
TTlytw^s for'a pound of kid's fry, which be lo«t. and half a <1010X1 
teeth hesldes.— Sec Orfywj;, b. IS. 

)1ltelridi gold mine of wioklow, which yields Just ore enough ; 
to swear by, or gikl .x bad guinea. { 

4 [This conptei is amusingly char.icteristic of that mixlore of fun 
and hliiemrM with which iMraiillior sometimes it>ok« in cons 
versaiion: DO much so, (hat lb'*ae who knew him iulgbt almost , 
fincy they hear him utter llic words. -~M oobe.] i 

^ ss Hr. Pope took (he liberty of d.imniug linmer. lo whom he ^ 
was undiT great obligations— -‘//lid Aim/) caUt'' ! 

—It may b<* presuiiied that any body or any thing may l>e damned ( 
In verse by poeUca| license ; and, in case of accMlent, 1 beg leave , 
tikpleadsolllusirlotuapreecdcoi. i 


^ For the story of BUly^ llavard’s tragedy, see *’ Davies's Life of 
Garrick.” 1 believe ii U “Megntos,'’ or “ Cliarleslbe PirsL" the 
nHXuent it was kouwn to he bis the theatre Uiitint'd. and Uiei)Ook- 
scller refused to give ihe ciudomary. sum (nr the ropyrighi.— 
llavanJ.”says Davies, "wo* reduced to great sirafs. and in or- 
der to retrleve-lHs affairs, the story of Charles the First was pro- 
posed to him as a pniper mljcqt to engage the public stienlioa. 
Havard's desire of ease was known to l>o superior to his thirst 
' fur f^me or money ; and Ciffard. Use manager, insisted U{m>q the 
power of locking him up till iho work was rtnished. To this li« 
cohsealed :'aitd GUfanI actually turned ilie key upon him. and let 
him out St bis pleasure. Ml llir play w.is complcteil. II was acted 
vrilh great eiiiolurnrnl to the manager, and some degree of repo- 
laikm. as well as gain, (o Uk auibor. U dn-w large crowds to the 
Ibealre] curiodty was cxcilM with respect to Ihg author; that was 
a met'ret to' be kept from the |>rople: but Itsvjrd's love of fame 
would not suffer it to be concealed lunger tiun the tenth or Iwclf.b 
night of acting the play. The monteiil ilavard put un the swoni 
and liewig. the gnileel dress of Ihe times, and professed himself to 
l>c Ihe writer of * Charles the First,* the aiidtences were ihmoed. 
ami Uie bootseller refused to give the osual sum of a hundred 
pounds fur the copyright.*’— £.} 
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HINTS FROM HORACE 




Few reach thcsurat^it whidi l)efore you lies. 

Our rJiurch and our courts and caiups, coflcede 
Resard to very m^crate heads indeed! 
la these, plain h)nd»on sense will travel far} 

All a/e not Krsktnes who mislead the bar : 

Blit poesy between the best and worst 
No medtiiin knows; you must be last or first ; 

For middling poets' miserable volumes 

Are damn'd alike by gods, and men, and columns.^ 

Again, my Jeffrey ir-as that sound inspires, 

How wakes my bosom to its wonted fires!' 

Fires, such as gentle Caledonians feel 

When Southrons writhe upon their critic wheel, 

Or mild Eclectics,* when some, worse than Turks, 
Wou^^rob |K)or Faith to decorate “good works." 
Sut^ii^tbe genial feelings thou canst claim—' 


My falcoa flies not at ignoble game. 

Miglitiesi of nil Dunedin's beasts of cha&! 

For thee my Pegasus would mend lUs pace. ' 

Arise, my Jeffrey I or my inklesa pen 

Siiall never blunt its edge on meaner men; ' 

Till ihec or thine mine evil eye discerns, 

Alas! I cannol “strike at wretched kernes.t* *. 
Inhuman SaxonI wriit thou then resign 
A muse and heart by choice so wholly thine? 

Dear, d— d oontemner of my sclwolboy songs, 

Hast thou no vkngeance for my manhood's wrongs? 
If unprovoked thou once could hid me bleed. 

Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed ? 

What! not a word!— and am I then so low? 

Will 4hou forbear, who never spared a foe? 

Hast tlwu no wrath, or wish to give it vent? 

No wit for nobles, dunces hy descent ? 


Oocia. quid copcral ? poirral dlxiwe^TrtcDf. Ku t 
ft«tu poterii lervarc lium. Redd tmcla ; quid 6l ? 
Seroi'. An bcc sniiiKH arruRO rura peculi 
Com •emd Imberrlt, ipeitmus csrtnlna llni^ 

I ctdro, levl servanda cu|irraior 
r voliiot, aut deleclarc poeue ; 
r*i|pcutula el itkioea dicero vluc, 
0|gi|a^ c*ta IrrrU t tM cRo dicta 

I'eiDldWaaitul doclies,4fe^n(quc nddes. 
otibe i0t«rva«uni ptroo m peclure manat- 
Ftcta voluptath eauu, Wot pruiima veris i 


.Nec quodciinqnr toIcL poacat ribi tabula ctwi 
.Ncu pranas' Lamia' vivuui insmiiii rilrahol atvo- '' * r 
CenttiriB sculoruip agiiant cvpertia OusIa s. •' 

CHsi prrteraunt aostcra portnata Rhamoe*. « 

Omtre inlU ponctum. qui nibcoU utile diild, . 

Lcc(urrm dciectando, parilerque tnaneado. 

Hie mrn-i cm tlbcr Sodiat hie cl marc Irauait. 

Et lon;;um nnto acripiori prorogat arvnm. 

Sunt dtiicii UiDpu. qutbw inuiiviaMrclunas : 

Ram neqoc chorda aoiMin reddd qoera vnit iugtffi cl raeru, 
Foscfntkp>e sravetu peiwriK rrmtllit actitvm||f^‘ 


' [Here, In tbc urigluai Mb., we nnd the luUuwlng couplet aud 


" Tlwa«b «lut ‘Codt,SB, •odralamas'lolrrdict, 
Tbe Dti U aa4 feflfCT pardon- laa Flci.* 


* ** Tba placed aDiitbeUceUy lo godi end iwa, 

Mch auil Ibeir doe ODa-accordiac to Ibe face- 

naMMjlndpsitiimgflill you. ibr D«si> must; ‘ and f sm lore no oqb 
dam abtaotllk^ try nblcb, re>frlcd by Horace. Is'aceeptod 
byMtrB.'»bd 'llMBe G^dwra are lo aona cam kloder,— Ibe ona lo 
' (ooMryiBM, aud ttaotber from bla odd propeiuHy lo prefer e«il lo good, 
tbao Ibd ' godi, men, and colunuu ' of Horara. may be aaeo by a rcfvreiira 
to Ibe rc^lctf of CampbcIPa GBrlmdeof Wyoming; end in M. 3* of the 
Ul&borgb RcTlew Igiren lo me ihoMber day by Ibe captain. of ao EoglUb 
f'lgale oft Salami, I. ibere U a similar conce*»lon to ibcoMdlerrHy oNaroio 
Grabam's ' IrliUb CeorgVea.* It, li fartunate for Caoptwll, Ikat bis fame 
aeiiber depeods no bis laM poem, nor Ibe puff of tbp bdioburgh AerlcH. 
Tbc ettaJoguoa of oar Cogllsb are aUu Jrst faslMious (bap Ibe plUars of Ibe 
lomaa librarlana.— A word more n Mb ibe autbur of ' Certmdo of W yom* 
>at.' 11 Uir end of a purm. and even of a cooplet, we bavo gancraPy ‘ Ibat 
jiuibeaalDg Ibiog wt call a Ihoogbl m> Nr. Campbell eoaclodas wUtt a 
<beogbi In Mch a OMooer h to folBI Ibe wbola of rope's preacrtpllOD, and 
btu 'anoMnlnff' astba boat efbts brcUireo: 

'tlrcatiae I ma'V not tlain wllb grtaf 
Tbedoalb>toiJg ofiia ladlati rblef.' 

'ihm I was In ibr ilflb form, f carried to my master |be Iranslailou of a 
Ihariu la Pronseibeur, wbrroio was a pnlilenl eiprcwtOo abool ' ilalnlog 
a tatro,' wblcb net wllp na ooaner. LlfUe did I ibinh Ibal Mr. r-ampheU 
woold bare adopted my Onb form ‘robUme;— aHoasi lo ao cOoqtiCMUS a 
dipuloB. 'Sorrbw * basbeen 'dry' <lo pmerba|,aod ‘ wel' tkisonoeui, 
iWs ouoy a day ; aad now II ' slarns,' aod italna a souod, of aJI feasible 
iblags I To be sure, d«^ib>soags might bare bera stained w Ub Ibat aame 
plef lo very good parpose, 1/ Outallssl bad rlapped down bU alauus on 
wbakaoose paper forlbeBdlnlNirih ErcDlog fast, ortoyoiberglrcn byper* 
benangaRite: or II ttapsald Ootslluil bad bera troubled wlib ibe sfigbteal 
■araod sight of bla orro ootca embodied oo Ibe tail proof of an orerriurted 
anno : b«i aa be U sappoaM lo bare hero an tmprorbalore on tbu occa- 
Nad.aad probably to tbe losl tout ba erer rbaulad lo tbU world, U would 
baradow btm no dlscrodli lo bare made bis ciH wllb a moutblul of coo- 
wao aoipe. TalBlug of 'stoiofop'- |as Calob qaoleib saya| .^poli mo In 
■Hd'ofa certain couptel. wbirb Nr. CampbcH will fiud lb a wrtler for 
whan ba, aud bis acbool, bare oo somII cvolempi 

’ ** Ecu copious Drydau waotad, or forgot, 

TDe laataod graetmt an-iba art lolfaf."‘-L.1 


‘ ■ To Ulc RIecUc or ChrtaUan Boievivra I have to return thaui, 
for the Ibrvonr of that charily whlcfi in fS09, induced them lo 
cxprcM a hope Uut a Ihiug ihcu imbliBbed hy me miglil lead to 
cerlaio couacquencea, which, allhopgli natural enough, surely 
came but raihly from reverend li|ia. ^ LVefer iheni lo ifidr uwn 
jiagea, where they cougratulaicd ihMp^fv>h the prospect of 
tilt between Mr. Jeffrey and myseJl^Km whinli some grcai good 
,wa$ to accrue, provided one or iNiih w*9f^ knocked on the- bead.'. 
tUving aurvivod two yeara and a half those “’Elegies** which they 
were kindly preparing to revicf, I have no peculiar giuio to give 
them “.so Joyful a trouble,'* eiqepl. indeed, “upon compulsion, 
Hal : '* hut if. as David says in the '* itlvalB,’’ it -should come tp 
“bloody Bword and gun fighUng,*' wc “won*t nin, will we, Bir 
Lticius? ** 1 do out know what I had iloue (otlicsc Eclectic gen- 
tlemen: my works arc iheir lawful perquUiie, lobebewn In pieces 
like Agag, if it aeeio meet imtu them i hut why they should he in 
such a huary to kill off their author, I am ignorant. *' The race 
Lf mit. always to Uieswin. Dor.thehaiUu to iheatrougy *'and'uow, 
aa these ChrUtUnB have “smote me on one dieek," I boki linNn 
up ilse other ; and, in rctam for their guoilwisheB. givdihem an 
opporiunlly of repeating tJieni. Had- any other art of men ex- 
iwmed such aenUnicnts, 1 slumid have iiuiieil, and left them to 
the “recording augclt*' but from the pluiistca of Cliristiaiiity 
-decency might he expected. 1 can asiure these )>rclltnqi. that, 
puhlicap anti sinarr as 1 am, 1 would out have treated “.mine eoe.’ 
my 's dog Ihiu.** To show UifOi Ihc supcriuriiy of my brotherly 
low. if ever (lie Reverend Messrs. Simeon or Hamsdeo shohld lie 
engaged in such ^conflict os tliat in « hictf they raquesicd me to 
fkll, I hope they may esca|K: with being “ winged*’ only, and that 
HeavuMde may he at hand to extract the hall.-'[Tbc following la . 
the charitable passage in tlie KclccUc Rcu)^' of Wlpib Lord Byron 
speaks:^*' If tbe uuhlo lord and ibe -Mlnkd advocate have the 
courage requisiie to sustain tbeJr mutuaiVhulb. wc shall probably 
soon heap the explosions of another kind of jpnprr-war. after the 
[oafaton of the ever mcmoraldodud wldch the lallec U saUto have 
foogbl, or Kamcd to fight, Will) ‘Little Moore.’ We confess there 
is sufncleQl provocation, if not in the critique, at least in (he satire, 
to urge a * man of honour ’ tt> defy hU assailant lo mortal combat. 
Uf this we shall no doubt hear more In due Uiiie.'*— E.) 

3 [“ Alas I > cannot strifte at wretched kernes.’’ Afueief A^E.) 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


No^usl on “ ^linort,’* quibblce on n lunme/ 

?Qor one facetious paragraph of blame?. 

Is H fortius on llion 1 have stood, 

\nd thought of lioiper less than llolyrood ? 

<>i) shore of Kuxinc or .'Egeon sea^ 

Mor h^te, iiDtraveH'd, fondly turn'd to thee. 

Ah! letmeecaso; in vain iny bosom burns, 
From CorydoQ unkind Alexis turns :* 

Tby hIauks are vain ; thy Jeffrey then forego, 
Vor woo that anger wliicUlM* will not show. 
What then?*~Kdinn starves some lanker son, 
To write an article thou canst not slum ; 

Some Jess fastidious Scotchman shall he found, 
A.sbold in Billingsgate, though less renown’d. 

As ifal taldcsome discordant dish 
Should shock our optics, such a.s frogs for bsli ; 
Asoil iji lieu of butter men decry. 

And pop]>ies pl^se not in a moflern pie; 

If all .siK^ mixtures Uien he half a crime, 

\\c must have exccHencc to relish rh>mc. 

Merc roast aii^ boil'd no epicure invites ; 

IHius poetry disgusts, or else delights. 

Who shoot not nyiitg rarely touch a gun : 

• 

Nac wpwpef iyiflt qitiMlcun<(Dn mlnalMtur «rcu«. 

Verum ubi ^lUWailent in carmlnit. non ego paucis 
0(Tcti<brjnaci9*> incmia ftidii, 

Aul himuaa parum C4vit n.i(ura. Quid ergo ? 

Ut •cHptur « peccal idem librariua u<que. 

(^laniTis c»t nionUus, vmhi con-t ; iit citliancdoa ^ 
nidedir. chord* iinl semper oU'iral eadem t 
Sir iiithl. qui multiiNi ce»at, fU C>i(rrflua ir(r, 

Ids Icrve Iioauin ettm rinti nitTur; et idem 
. Indignur, quandu 4 qiil>(i 9 ,^|^nnitatllonHrm. 

Teruiii opCri longu (as eaSchb-’perv somoum. 


• Will he who swims not to the ri^ run ? 

And inen unpractised iu exchangingi^oocks 
Must go to Jack.son ’ ere they dare tobo\. 
Whate’er the wenpoDi cudgel, listl orToil^ 

None readi experUicss without years of toil ; \ 
But fifty dunces can, with perfect ease. 

Tag twenty thousand couplets, when they please. 
Wliytiot^^shall 1, thus ipialifled to sit 
For rotten borodghs, never sIkiw my wit? 

Shall I, whose fathers with tlie quorum sate. 

And lived in freedom on a fair estate ; 

Who loR meheir, with stables, kennels, parks. 

To all their income, and to>-fictre its tax ; 

Whose form and pedigree have searcea fault. 

Shall f, 1 say, suppress my attic salt? - 

Tims think ** the mob of gentlemen ; *’ butyou. 
Besides all this, must have some genius too. "" 

Be this yOur sober judgment, and a rule, 

And print not piping hot from Southey’s school, 
Who (ere another Thalaba appears), 

1 trust, will spare us for at least nin^ years. 
And’liark ye, Soutliey! < pray— but don’t be vex'd — 
Burn all your last three works— and half the next. 

t’t piclara. pocria i cH^ix. »i propioi 
Tc c*piet m*|^ ; et qu«d*n, «i lot^im Ah*{d i 
11 ^ amatotMrerumi votclbsC Mib luce viikrl. 

' Judlcia argulau4mir miAlormidat acumen i 
lire placuiC seMe4^*^c decln rqMMiU placebit. 

O mapr. Jut enum, qo*n^ eTvuoe patema 
FinstrU adrrclum. et ]>er Maapis; hoc tibi dicliim 
Tolle memor : cerlU iit^luni et tnlerabne rrbu* 

Recle cuncodi t coDnibut Juri«.^ct «a|ur , 

Caiuanini medioeri*abe*t virt^diMrti 
MesHlr, nec acit qoaniuu Cassdl'liM'AiUi^Ar 


* t-See (he memorable critique ollbc Edinburgh Review on 
'■ ilourt of Idiencsa,’* (>.47.— S.] - 

• lovenics atinra, *i te htcfajilidff, Aleifn. 

i [Lord Byrun** taide tor brtilns brought him acaualnted, at an 
early periml, wiih Uiit dnUn;an^d, and, U la not too much In 
■ay, re4pf«ttd, profcaior o( the art: (or wtiom, (hrougboiH life he 
contiou^ to entertain a tlncerc remand. Ida ooie to iheelereoili 
canto ofIVtn Jtun. he calls him hbold {rirnd, and corporral 
loat/ir and maalcr. *'—£.] 

4 Mr. Souihry has lately tic*] another eaoiatcr to his tali to the 
" Curse OjfKeharita,** maugre tlit ng;iect of Uadoc. rto, and h.is 
in one Instance had v wonderful e/lbcL A literary frieml of 
mine, walking out one lovely eveniUK Iml iumit>cr. on the c;r< 
venth bijdsc of the raddinglou canal, was alanned by the cry of 

** one (n Jeopardy t " he rushed along, cotleeted a l^y of Irbh 
haymakhrs sup(tlog on bulter-mUk in an adjacent {taiMocfcJ. prrv-' 
cared tlirA rakes. <me eel-«pcar, ainl a (andlng>nel, and at hd 
(horreaco referens) {tailed out— Mi qwn pnldulMT. Hie unhtr- 
lunate man wa« gone (or ever, and ao waa a large quarto wherr- 
wUhhcbal tairii the leap, which proved, on enquiry, to haie 
been Mr. SOuUtry's laat work. Its “alacrity of sinking " waa »o 
‘ groat that n hgs uover dnee been beard of ; though aome main- 
tain that U l« at^rii (iKp^l coacealed at Alderman Birch '■ pastry 
premlsiw, Cortihlll. iS^ila as It may, Ihr coroner's iuqm'st 
brought in a vcriHct ui “Friade Liblioitold" against a “quarin 
imknowt) ; " ■ tid clrLitmstantial et (d>nce benig atnee atrong agaimi 
the “ (^rse of Ki hatiia " (of which the above words are an exai't 
deacripUoir, It will be tried by Us peers nett teadbn. In Grnit- 
streeL— Arthur. Alfred, llai hteia. fiif hardCtrur de Lion. Eiodit*, 
EiodU, Epigoalad. Calvary, Fall of Cainbria, Siege of Acre. Don 
Roderick, and Tom q hninbthe CreaL \re the n.miea of tiie twelve 
• Jnrors. ThefndgeaaTO Pye, Bowie*, and the bellman of St. septii- 


djre s. The same advnealea. pro and dniT wiH ^M^lliloyed a* 
are pow engaged la sir P. Bunlett'a edebralfli canar in the Scutch 
oourU. TImt public aniiously awiti the mull, and all live putr> 
Ushers wUI be subpwnaeO aa witnnws.— But Mr. SouUiry hu 
piiblbhvd thA *' Cniw of Kebanu,*'— an inviting title to quilihten. 
By the bye, It b a good deal brneaUi sc(4t and CampMI, and 
not much above Sontbey. to allow the boot*y Ballantyne to en- 
title them, in the Edinimrgh A||pual Regiairr (of whldi, hy the 
hye. Southey b cdilor] *'thc j^iid poetical IrRimviratc of the 
day." BuL on •econd ihoughU, It can be n» great degree of 
praiae to bo the enc*eyed leadori of Uie hHod, ibuugli lltey mighP 
as well keep to Uiemiclvea “ Scott'Mhirty thousand copies told,'* 
which must sadly discomfit {lOur Soutltey's unsaicablcs. Poor 
Southey, it should feen), la the '‘Lepidut" of this poelfcal trium- 
V irate. 1 am only snrpcisod to aee him id mch go<d company. 

• ^ Sack tbiocs, we know, arc Drilbef rich nor fare, 

Kai wiMKter b«w (In devil a* cMW lhrr«.“ 

The trio are well defined in the aixih {imprwitloo of Buclid : “ 
came. In the triangles BBC, ACB,4>Bb equal Ib a 0. and B C 
common to both ; the two ildea U B, B C. are equal to Ihd two 
A C, C D. «Kh to each, and the angle P R C la equal to the aogte 
A C B : thmforr, ih« base D CHs c<tual to the base A B. and tho 
truugii* D B Q .Mr. Southey} b npuii to tbe tfiangic A C H, the 
leu to the greater, which is oAaitrd." etc.— the editor of the 
EdinlHirgh iiegislcr will find Uie rest of the theorem hard by hit 
stabliog I be has only to cruse Um rlvcrs't b the drat lurapifce 
t'otlier shle Pont Adnoruni.’* * 

* Tbb Uilo bn sm«I| llw I'alwrsily at Edioborth. aallsaiyw* 

■abl It iMiDt lb« "AiMfSot Bsrwkar balSwUbry dolnksd has ball KoftMi : 
ScousworaK was tlWBrlg ■•aiiriUig rite had iUptaw il (woktivaJaaeas 
■fid ■ doacntMaglMnBTerll. Attsstlt wasdertited by lefTrcy, Hut ItHMOJit 
■otblBl more nor less ibta ike*''cMii(|| of Arrby CoostaMe's shop.*’ 
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But why this vain advice? ODce published, boqlis ^ 
Can never be recalPd— from* pastry-cooks ! 

Tbou^ “ Madoc/* with “ PuceHe,*V instead, of 
punk, 

I^Iay travel back to Quito — on a trunk ! * 

Orpheus, wc learti from Ovid and.Lempriere, 

Led all wild beasts but women by the ear; 

And bad lie fiddled at tlie present hour. 

We 'd seen tlie lions waltsing in the Tower ; 

And old Amphion, such were minstrels then, 

Had built St. Paul's witliout the aid of >Vr^n. • 
Verse too was justice, and the bards^^f Greece 
Did more than constablet to keep Uie (>ence ; 
AboHshed cuckoldom with much applause, . 

Call'd county ^neetings, and enforced tlie laws, 

Cut down crown infiuence with reforming scythes, 
And served the church — without demanding tithes; 
And hence, throughout ail Hellas and (lie East, 

Each poet was a prophet and a priest, 

Whose old-establish'd board of joint controls 
Included kingdoms in the cure ofsouls. 

Next rose the martial Homer, Epic's prigee, 

And fighting 's been in fashion ever since; * 

And old Tyrtasus, when the Spartans warr’d, 

(A limping leader, hot a lofty bar^,) * '* 

Though wall’d Ithome had resisted long, 

Reduced the fortress by the force of song. 

W'hen oracles prevail'd, in times of old, 

In song alone Apollo's will was told. 

Then if your verse is what advert should be. 

And gods were not ashamed on 't why sliould we ? 

The Muse, like mortal females, may be woo'd ; 

In turnsfhe 'll seem a Paphian, or a prude; 

Fierce as a bride when first she feels affright,. 

Mild as the same upon the second night ; 

Wild as the wife of alderman or peer, 

Now for his grace, and now a grenadier! 

Scii lamen io i>rcUo eat : oiediociibus me poeU* 

Koq bouiincs, Bon dl. nuu cuRCcmrc colutiuuB. 

L't graUa Uitar meiuaa syiuplionU lUacon, 

Kl eniuim unguenluin. cl Santo cum meile papaver 
OffeoduQt, poteral dud i|ola earaaaiDC UUs; 

Sic aotniii natum iDveotmaqDc poeniajuvaadb. 

Si paulum a somnio deoewii, vei^t ad Imuu^ 

Ludece qui neadt. eampetthbiif abuiaet armi*, 
Iododu*|ue pile, dltcive, irocbir^ qiiiesdt, 

Xc aptnr dauio lollaiil iotpune curoue : 

tjut EMdt, vends iimo) audet Bogere oi ? 


I Her eyes beseem, her heart belies, her zone, 

Ire in a crowd, and lava when alone. 

j If verse lie studi^ with some show of art, 

< Kind Saltire always will perfurm her part; 

; Though without genius, and a native vein 
' Of wit, we loathe an arlificial Btraiii — *, 

I yh art and nature join'd w ill win the prue. 

Unless tlicy act like us aud our allies. 

j Tlie youth who trt^s to ride, or rim a race. 

Must bear privations w ith uiirutficd face, / 

He call'd to labour when he tjiinks to dine, 

' And, harder still, leave wenching' and his wine. 
Ladies who sing, afleast who sing at sight. 

Have followed music through her farthest flight ; 

Hut rhymers tell you neitlier mote nor less, 

“ If 've got a pretty poem for -the press;'* 

Aud that 's enough ; then write and print so fast ; — 
. If Sptan take the hindmost, who 'd be last? 
i They storni the t\ pes, they publish, one and all. 

They leap the cxHinter, and they leave the stall. 
Provincial maidens, men of high copiniand, 

, Vea, baronets have ink’d tlie bloody hand! * 

* Cash cannot quell them; Pollio ^ play'd this prank; 

riTien Pbeebus first found4:redit jn a bank ! ) 

^ \ot nil the living only, but the dead, ^ 

I Cool on, as fluent as an Orpheus' head 
: Damn'd a)l their days, they posthumously thrive— 
Dug up from dust, though buried when alive! 

I Review s record this epidemic crime, 

Those Books of Martyrs to the rage for rhynie. 
i AIqsI woe worth the scribbler! oRen seen •. 

In Morning Post, or Monthly Maga^ne. 

Tlicre lurk his earlier lays ; but soon, hot-press'd, 
Behold a quarto !— Tarts must tell the rest. 

I Then leave, ye wise, the lyre’s precarious cljords 
' To rouse-mad baronets, or madder lords, 

{ Or country Crispins, now growu somewhat stale. 
Twin Doric minstrels, dnjnk with Doric ale ! 

I Hark to those notes, narcotically soft! 

't Liber e( iafeouna pnaMrUm oonsiu eqifcstmn 
I Sammam nuinmoruni. vittoqite nmioUM Bb omnl. 

I ‘ Tu nihil iQiitA dices Lidvive yUarrva I 

Id liU Judicium est, ea meni : Id qnid tanieo oiim 
! ScripBcrif, iu UrUl dcMCodat JudlcUiurra, 

Et patru. et iKMtraa, noonnique prcinalur in iTUitBn. 

' MeinbnoialDUuipodtla, delere licebit 

Quod non ediderb ; nescil vox mbsa reverU. 

I Srlvestrcibomiura MccrlnlrrppetipiedeoruiD 

i • Czdibua el victu fedo deterrail Oq)hM« t 
|. DfcUu ub hoe ivoirt Ugre*. ml>id<w|ue ieonca i 


• VoUaire't '*Vuoelle*' b nut quite so bnmacuUtc aa Ur. Sou- 
thcf'a Joan of Arc,” and fetlam afraid the Frenchman has both 
nu>rc Inilb and poetry too on hb side — ( it»ry rarely go IggeUicr) 
— than our patriulic minstrel, whose first essay vras in praise of a 
fanatical French strumpet, whose litle of witch would be correct 
With the change of the first letler. 

- • Like Sir Bland BorgcM's "Richard.** thelenthbookof which 1 i 
read at Maila, on a trunk of Eyres, IS. Cflcks|nif>idreel. It Ihb be ! 
i!o4ibled, I shall buy a portmaatoun to quiUc bonr. I 

* [ Lord Byron had originally written— i 

'* At Isinr as I atn, but a belter bard 


*i he reader of Ur. Moore's h'olioet will appreciate the feeiiug 
ttliicb, no doubt InQuenced Lord Byrun’s alieraUoo uf the manu* 
script Uue.—K.J 

4 ( The Bed uaud u( Ulster, Inlrodueed generally in a &uin>o. 
luArks tNb shield of a liarouet td Ui« Untied Klngdoo).— K.) 

* PoiHu.”— In Uie origiaal MS. ” Supers."— E.J • 

* " tnoi'qooqiiMDsnnorca cap<it s csrtirvrrvuUuoi. 

Guilts nun axtlt« poruin nctirrliM Heb«ui<, 

V»l*cft4 KorTdUcn tox Ipu. ei rrislds llueui ; 

Ah, atberain KurJiceo f solm* luglsow vursbtt . 

EortUkeo loto rrf«rrbtot flantiw ri|w. tirsfgx*. ii. aoa. 
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The e6bbler-iaureat8 * sing to Capel LoffU * 

TiUf lo ! that modern Midas, as be bears. 

Adds an ell growth to bis egr^ous ears ! 

Tliere lives one druid, who prepares in time 
Hjainst future feuds bis poor revenge of rhyme; 
Racks his dull memory, and bis duller muse, •' 
To publish faults which friendship should excuse. 
If friendship 's nothing, sell-regard might teadi 
More polish’d usage of his parts of speecli. 

But what is shanie, or what isanght to him ? 

He vents his'spleen, or gratifies his whim. 

Some fancied dight has roused his lurking hate. 
Some folly cross'd ; some jest, pr some debate; 

Up to his den Sir Scribbler hies, and soon 


^ ffl)e gather’d gall is voided in lampoon. 

1 Perhaps at some pert sf^ech you ’ve dared to frown, 
i Perhaps your poem may have pleased Uie town : 

; If so, alas 1 't is nature in the man — 

May Heaven forpve you, for he never can ! 

Then be it so, and mg>' his withering bays 
lUoom fresh in satire^hougli they fade in praise! 
>Vhilc his lost songs no more shall stink, 

Tliu dullest, fattest weeds on I.eihc*i brink, 

But springing upwards from the sluggish mould. 

Be (what tliej^ever were before) ly^sold! 

Should bard (but such a monster now, 

. Ill niodcrii pli^pics, we can varre'ailow). 

Should some pretendUig scriUiler of Ute court, ^ 

I Some rhyming peer ’ — thentl*s plenty of the sort *— 


DIctutfl Ampbion, TlxbaiiA* comHlorircu. 
Sasa nioTcre «rao testuOlnia, et prece hlaoila 
Puccr&qiio vellet : fuit luce upicatia <pioa(kiin. 
Ptablir.'i private »fc«mere; sacra protanU; 
ConcubllnprubibtTCTaRO] Uare jura maiitis; 
Oppida moUri] i^cs locUcrc lixDo. 

Sic honor et nomco dirinU vaUbos at|uc > 
Carminibia vcnll. PiM hm Instgols Momerua 
T/rlarusquo ni.irea axiimos In Uartia bclla 
VersiboB rxactili ; dicUr pcrcormUu sortea ■ 

El vKx monsirata via est < et Kfatia rcpira 
I'krila lentaU raodia i luilihi;ue rriwrlm, 

E( looforuin o|>erum QnU : ne forte |Htdorl 


Sll tJU lloaa tyre aotet*. cl canlor Apollo. 

5a(ura licpel kinilabile cartuen. an arte. 
Quxallum est : effo nee atiidium sine divKe vena. 
?(ec rude (piU pnisit video losnunro : alierlua sic 
Altera poidt o]iem res, cl cunjitrat amice. 

Uol studet oputam cunu conlio^re mrlam. 

Mulla luHt r^U|ue paeri atMUnt, cl alail; 
AiwUnult Venr'rc et vino : <|9i Pjrlhia canlat 
Tibicen, diiUcMprlus. rxliiatihi|ue maxlstniro. 
,>unc luMUctldlxl^: exomira pocmaU pan$oi 
Occiipri cxUrinimi scabirs: milii tnn>c rc(lni|ui est. 
El. ijiiud noil dliJIri. «ane n«'adrc bieri> 


. • 1 b**!; Kalbantd'a pardon : be U not a cobUcr; it b a laUor. 
but begged Capel LofTi to sink the prorewluo in hb preface lo Iwo 

pair of paala pshal^of cautoa, which he wbhed Ujc public to 

try on; but IbcaiCTeof a patrou Id it out, and so far saved tlie ex- 
pense of an adVerllsrmeni to hi« country customers.—Uerry’s 
^'Uoorftelds whUie” ^as nothing to all this. The “ Della Cm»- 
caiis’'were ju*o(»leur sonic education, and oo profeasiou ; but tbesc 
Arcadi3iis>*'Arcadrsambo'*^iinpk(iis both) send util their native 
nonsense wilhoul tbe smallest alloy, and leave ail the shoes and 
amiildothcs in llie parish unrepairod, lo patch up Elegies on Eu> 
clovurcs Itid I’seaiis to Cuu|iowda‘. SiUinK oo a shopbiurd, ihey 
describe fields of battle, when ihe only blood they ever saw was 
shed from tlie finger ; anil an *' Essay oo War " U produced by the 
ninth partofa **puel." ^ * 

“ ABd uwu tbtl ■US' such poeis iBAde a Tale.** 

Dkl Natlian ever read that line of Pope? and if be did. why oul 
take it as bis 0 uAU>?>^cc ante, p. 69. m>le.— 

■ Tbb wcU'iiicanUifi geatlemau Itas spoiled some cxcelleotshoe* 
makers, ami been accesary to ilic |iocUcal nudoinx of many of the 
iodustrluus poor. Nathaniel niuomfield and lib brother Bobby 
have set all Somersetiliire singinit : nor has the malady confiord 
itself to one county- Pralt too (who oooc was wiser) has luusbl 
ibe coolaxion Of patronage, and decoyed a poor tHhiw named 
Blackett Into poetry > iHitbe died durhiR theoperaUon, leaving 
one child and iwb volumes of Keraaioj elterty deslitute. tbe 
girl. If she don't takd a poetical Iwist and oosue torth as a shoe- 
rnakio^ Sappho, nay do well; hut Ihe '‘tragedies'* are as rickely 
as if they had been Ibo efbpring of an Earl or a Seatunian prize 
pool. Tbe patrons of ihb poor lad arc certainly aniwerable b»r 
bb end ; and it ought to be an indictable offence. But Ihb Is the 
least they have done ; (or. by a refinomonl of barbarity, they have 
inadp the ( late ) man poeihumoivily ridiculous, hy printing what 
he would bavo had m^nse enough tM^ver to print himself. Cerics 
these mken of “Kemains'* come under tbe alatnle ag^ut "re- 
surroction men.” W'hal does it aignlfy wbeibor a poor dead dunce 
U to be stock up In Surgrons* or in SlaUoacrs’ Hall? Is it so bad 
to unearib bis l^r.s as liii blunders? Is it not better to glhbei 
hb body oo a beaUi. than his sohl io an octavo? "We know 
what we are. hot we know not wliat wc may be;*' and It b to Ik* 
lu>p<‘d we never shall know. If a man who has paiaetl through life 
mill a furl of eclat, b to find Inrascifa muuqleiuink on the other 


side of Styx, and made, like poor Joe BlackcU, tbe laiigliing-boefc 
I of purgatory. Tire plea of publication is to provide for the cUhl ; 

‘ now. might not some of Ihb “ Kutur ultra Crepidam'a** friends and 
I seducers have dune a decout acliun wllhonl inveiglUig Pratt Into 
biography? Aud Ibeo hb insoripUon split into so many modl- 
cums!~^'To ibcThichessuf Sotuucli, the Right lion..8o-and-So, 
and Mrs. and M^sa Somebody, these volumes are. etc. etc."— why, 
thb b doifng odt the ‘-soft milk of dedic.iUon ” In gills,— Ihcra b 
but a quart, and he divides It among a dozen, why, Pratl. hadst 
thou not a puff left? Dost thou think six families of dbUnetloa 
can sliirc this lo quiet? There b a child, a book, and a dedica- 
lioo > send ihc giri to her grace, lire volumes to tbe grocer, and 
Ihe dedication to the devil.— [ See ante, p. 66.— K.] 
y tn the original MS.— 

** Smae rhyolng peer-artUI« or Csiystori." 

To which b subjoined Ihb note i—“ Of * John Joshua, Earl ofCa* 
rysforl ’ 1 know nothing at present, but from an adveribement in 
an old newspaper of certain Poeuwaud Tragedies by hb Lordslilp, 
which I saw by accident In Ihe Horea. Being a rhymer himself, 
he win forgive the liberty 1 take wttli his name, scrlog. as be must, 

' bow very commodious It b at tbe close of that couplet ; and aa lor 
what follows and goes before, let liloi place it le the account of the 
other Thane ; since 1 cannot under these circumstances, augur 
pro or con Uie conlenls of hb • foolscap crown oclavoa.' "—{John 
Jo%hua Proby, first Karl ofCarysfort, was joint postnibstcr-gencral 
In iMi. envoy to Beriin in 1806, ainl ambassador to Petersburgh 
In 1807. Besides his poems, lie published twu itanqilileti, lo show 
Ihe neceariiy of universal suffrage and short parlbmcals. He died 
iuins.— K.] 

4 Here wdl Mr. niTord allow me to iotrixlucq ooc« more to hb 
noltce the sole survivor, the ‘‘ultimus Roiuanonim,^’ the last of 
Ihe Cmscantl,— ** Edwin** the •• profound." by our Lady of Punish* 
inefil : here he w, as lively as io Uie days of • well saW BavUd the 
tton^.” • I ihougbl Fitzgerald bad been the tall of poesy ; bnl. 
alas : be b only tbe |«Dultlmale. 

4 rsaniit srmu to tiv idivoi or tbi ■oasis* casoaicu- 
“ Wbal nwoM •( |M|wr. DooUt of tok." 

I DoMUiF men H»oU, wboiwvar Iklnkt 

I Aad (o prriiapi )OU 'll of me. 

Id wblcb TOurreaden mat sirrw. 
i SiiH I ntileoD, ead Idl ton'^bT . 
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All but one poor dependent priest witlidrawn, 

(Ah! too penniless of bis rhapiain’s yawnO 
Condemn the unlucky curate to’ recite 
Their fast dramatic work'^by candle-light, 

How would the preacher turn each rueful leaf, 

Duir as bis sertiMns, but not half so brief! 

Yet, since *t is promised at the rector’s death, 

He ”11 risk no living for <i little breath. 

Then ^>outs and foams, and cries at every line» 
(The Lord forgive him!) ** Bravo! grand! divine!” 
Hoarse with those praises (which, by flattery fed, 
Dqiendence bartersfor her bitter bread), 

He strides and stamps along with creaking boot, 
Till the floor eclioes his empha^c foot ; 

Then sits again, then rolls his pious eye, 

As when the dying vicar will not die! 

Nor feels, forsooth,*emolion at his heart;— 

But all dissemblers overact their part. 

Ye, who aspire to “ build the lofty rhyme,”* 
Believe not all who laud your false ** sublime ; ” 
But if some friend shall hear your work, and say, 

** Expunge that stanza, lq|) that line away,” 

And, after fruitless efforts, you return 
Without amendment, and he answers, Burn ! ” 
That instant throw your paper in the fire. 

Ask not his thoughts, or fbilow his desire; . 

But if (true bard ?) you scorn to condescend, . 

And will not alter whal you can't defend. 

If you will breed this bastard of your brains, *— 
>Ve *11 have no words — I’ve only lost my pains. 

Yet, if you only prize your favourite tiiought. 

As critics kindly do, and authors ought ; 

If your cool friend annoy you now and then. 

And cross whole pages with his plaguy pen ; 

■ ■ ' » ■■ Si earmini condet, 

ICoofioam le h'lUnt aoima cub vuipe Ulenles. 

QuloUHo M qnid rtciUtes, Corrige, loda, 

Hoe (alebal) rt hoc > mellof te iMjsse argara. 

Bto tcrqne ci{)ertiun fhictra. Uelere jubebat, 

Bt Bitle loroalu* iorndi mktrre vemii. 

Sl defecMtrre deUctum quaro verlere tnallca. 
pruUam ultra verbtim, aut oprram iiLiumctMl tnaneni. 
Quia Uoe rirall toque ct tua tohti amarea. 

Tk booos et (tfudctu reratt rcpreheoiJel inertcf t 
Culpabit duroa; Ificomplia alliuct atraiu 


Kolblne '$ M» btd, )on nn't deny, 
lot may tattroct or anlcruio 
WUfaoui ilwrUk oTglylog palo. etc. etc. 
ot «mi uoDijta tickcu *no iiroiMtfn. . * 
la irartof of the binnoo lulad 
, Throogb all tts rarloui couraca, 

TiKMgb Arai^, *1 li true, oTlea flotf 
llboowr Dol iu rcMureaa: 

And men Ibraagh >ffe ainiina a ^rt 
Fpr wbtrb no lilmla they poaaoat. 

Tat woodar tbat. n lib ail Ibalr art. 

They aMcl BO batter nlib cvccaaa, ale ate. 

* t See lUlton'al^jcjdaa.— * . 

• *' Bastard of yowr ftririna."— Vtperva beiog the flrtt by Japl- 
tcr'a headpiece, and a Ttiietjr of equally unaccoaaUble partorW 
tkMU upon earth, auch aa Madoc. etc. etc. etc. 

> “ A crust tor the eriUca.'*— fMfjfea, In lAr •' Rtktartal." 

4 And the **^walter«*' are the only fortunate jieopie who can j 
' - fly “ from Uiem ; all Uie ral, via. the aad siibacriber to the ‘* LP j 


No matter, throw your ornamenU aside,,— 

Better let him than all the world deride. 

Give light to passages too much in shade. 

Nor let a doubt obscure one verse you 've made; 
Your friend ’s “ a Johnson,” not to leave oqc word. 
However trifling, which may seem absurd ; 

Such erring trifles lead to serious ills, 

And furnish fwd for critics, * or their qOills. 

As the Scotch fiddle, with its touching tune. 

Or tlie sad influence of the angry moon, 

Alj men avoid bad writers* ready tongues. 

As yawning waiters fly* Fitzsctibble’s • lungs; 

Yet on heinouths— ten minutes— tedious eadt 
As prelate's homily, or placeman’s speech ; 

Long as the last years of a lingering lease, 

When riot pifUses until rents increase. 

While such a minstrel, muttering fustian, strays 
O’er Itedge and ditcli, througlyunfrequented ways. 

If by some chance be walks into a well. 

And sliouts for succour with stentorian yell, 

“ A rope ! help, Christians, as yc hope for grace ! *’ 
Nor woman* man, nor child will stir a pace; 

For there his carcass lie might freely fling, 

From frenzy, or the humour of the thing. 

Tliough this has happen'd to more bards than one, 

I ’ll tell you Budgetl's story,— i^nd have done. 

Budgell, a rqgue and rh)ioester, for no good, 
(Unless his case he much misunderstood) 

When teased with creditors’ pntinuni claims, 

To die like Cato,” * feapt into the Thames I 
And therefore be it lawful Uirough the town 
For any bard to poison, hang, or drown.r 
Who saves the intended suicide receives 
Small thanks from him who loathes the life lie leaves; 

Tniuverw) cibmo •igtiom ; unUlKMi rccldrt - 
OrumenU ; panrni cUris locein dare cuget; 

Argiict amhigtic dklutn; ttiiiUndanutabU; 

Piel Art'«Urcbtia : bee died, Cur <fo aiiiicnna ’ 
nfremlaoi in nugk? hx.nug^Ariadiicenl ‘ 

-In null deruum sentel cxerp(unM|ue rlnlcUe. 

ri mala qiiem aca^^ lut ihorbua reglus oi^et. 

Aol hoaticua erp>r cl iracuiuli Diatu, 

Vesanum kliglase Uiueul fugjunb{(te {loeUm. 

Qui MpiUDl] agilant locauUqne aditmolnr. 

Illc dum aubUuiea veisua ruclalur, d errat 


tenry Pnnd'.'* being compelled, by courlcay, lo ait out the reclia- 
Uon without a hope of exclaiming, *'Slc” (ihat la, by choking Fitz. 
with bad wine, or worac poetry) qie aervarit ApnUor* 

( { “ PIU«cribbie,*‘ originally *’Flizgera1d.'* Seep. 

« On hk table were foond iheae words i *’/yhat Calo did, and 
dddison approttd, cannot de wrong."' Bot Addieon did not 

** approve ; ” and U he bad, ft woold not have mended the matter. 
He had invMcd Me daughter on the aame water-party ;4)ut MUe 
Budgell, by aoiue accukn{. escaped UiU last palerual attenpDo. 
Thus feil the sycophant of ** Alticiia,** and the enemy of Popel— 
{Eustace BudgeU. a rriend and relaUve of Addison's, *' leapt into 
the Thames *’ to eoeape a proeecaiion, oo account of fuiBlng thd 
will of Dr. Tindal ; In which Eustace had provided hlroself wHIi a 
legacy of tyro thousand pounds. To UiH Pope alludes— .. .)■ 

** Let Bsdcell rturfe low Crab-«irerl on my qslN, ' 

And write wliaia'er bepleen— eirapi my wlU.** 

’ (*‘We talked (says Dcewcll) of a man's drowning hlDHelf.-* 
JOMKSOR. '1 should never think H Umetomake away wlthmysctf.* 


aW) BYRON.S WORKS. 


And, sooth to say, mad poeti must oot lose 
llie glory of that death they freely choose. 

Nor is it certain that some sorts of verse 
Prick not the peel’s conscience as a curse; 

Dosed ' ^ ith vile drams on Sunday he was found, 

Or got a child on consecrated ground! 

And hence i^ haunted with a rhyming rage— 

si veluU oierulU Uiteatui decidit ajicejn 
. In putrum, fovfamve; Kc<rt, Succurritc. longnm 
CUmet, lo dves'. nun dt qui tollcrc curet. 

SI qnb curet opem ferre. et detniuere ruueo), .. 

Qai icif an prudm.'^ucfte dejeccptl. aique > 

Servarl flolU? Ulcami SicuUqiie p«)rts 
Narrabo interltiua. Dcui Immurttlia liaUeri’' 

Onm co|itl Eniftedoctes, ardejitetn fri^Mus .Clnam * 
la^liiK : ate Jus 1iceali]ue perire ptifUs : 

InvitiiRi qui servaf, idem bdt occkiqnii. * 



Fear’d like a bear just banting from bis cage. 

If free, all fly his versifying fit. 

Fatal at once to simpleton or wit. 

hut kirn, unhappy ! whom he seizes , — him 

He flays w ith recitation limb by limb; 

Ihrolves to the quick where’er he makes his breach, 
And gorges like a lawyer— or u leech. 

• Itec Mmel h<>c fcdl : n«c. «i relracUu Ail. jam 
Fkt h(KDo, ct |)ond famou: rourlb amorem. 

Nso lalb appard cur veraua tacUkt i utnim ' 
Uinxeril in palrius cineretk. an triple bideoUt 
MoTCrjt inccstua : ccrln fiirlt, ac*vc!ul unua. 

ObJcctoa cavcic raliiitti fran^rre clatUru*, 


Inductum tk>etum<fue fu^at rccllator acerbus. 
Quern rero anripuU, U'D«'t, ocdditque legendo, 
Non missura cutetn, niii i>lcua crtiurU, liinido 



THE CURSE OF MINERVA ; 



— " filltt 1e bor Tulorre. r«UM 
IffliDolat, at {WQSOI «cet«^ato u Mngulnc nimit;*' 

lib. 111. 


/ TIIK CURSE OF MI.NERVA. 

Aibeftt, CuptuSlii UarcB (t. IIH. 

Slow sinks, more lovely rj% his race be run, * 
Along Morea’s hills, the setting siiu;’ •'* “ 

Not, as in northern climes, obscurely bright, 

But one unclouded blaze of living ligiit 

O’er the hush’d deep the yellow beam he throws,' 

Gilds the green wave that trembles as it glows 

On old Ailgina's rock and Hydra's isle 

The god of gladness sheds lii» parting smile; 

O’er his onu regions lingering loves to shine, 
Though there his altars are no more divine. 
Descending fast, the mnuntain shadows kiss 
'fhy glorious gulf, unconqitcr'd Salamis! 

Their azure arches through thft long expanse, .. 
More deeply purpled, meet his ineflow tng glance. 


And teiiderest tints, along their summits'driven, 
Mark hl^ gay course, and own' the hues of heaven; 
Till, dailly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind bis Dclpliianrock he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve bjs palest beam he cast 
When, Athens! here thy wisest look’d his last. 
How watcli’d thy better sons his farewell ray, 

That closed their murder’d sage's * latest day ! 
iVtyet— not yet — So) pauses on the hill, 

The precious hour of parting linger^ still ; 

But sad his light to agonising ev es. 

And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes; 
Gloom o’er the lovely land be seem'd to pour, 

The land where Pheebus never frown’d before; 

Rut ere be sunk below Citheron’s liead, 

The cup of woe was qOiifl^d — Uie spirit fled;. 


I pul Ute of Eustace Builgcll. w1m> was accoAod uf forging a 
still, and MiDk himaelf in the Thames, before the Uial oMUaulhoi^ 
ticUy cane oo. ‘ SuppoM>, Sir.* aafil I, * that p inait U abaolulely 
•urr Ihat. II he lirrs a tew days iougcr. be tliall be delected iu a 
fraud. Ibe cootequcflcu uf «hic|i will be utter disgrace, and expul* 
sloQ from society.’ Josxsox. 'Then, sir, lei blm^ abroad tu a 
ditUmi cnunlryi lei him go Iosuom place where he is not known. 
l>un‘t let him go lo ih« deril. where h« it kiiowu-’” See Ct'ottf't 
BotWfU. vul. ii. pp. 299. S9D.— E.) 

I If ‘idoaed wUb,**eic. be censured as low , 1 beg leave to refer 
Iu Uie original (or sooietbing aUll lower i and If any reader will 
iraaslatc *' Minxent in patrioicinercfs,^ eic.lnlo a dcQent couplet, 

1 will insert said couplet in lieu uf the preseul. 

• [This toce philippic ou l.urd Elgin, w boae cultecUoo of Albe.- 
itUo marblci was nlUmaleiy purcliased for Ihe aaiiou, in ftlS, at 
Ihe cost of ibirty-G\e thousand pounds, was written at .tlbens, 
IU March, iSII. and prepared (or puhlicalKm a|uug with the J 
*' Hints trum lluracei" i>ul. like tlial satire, suppressed by l.urd i 
.Byron, fruin luoUroa ubkii Uie reader wdl L'axiljr umlerstaiid. It | 
first gitcu tu tin: wurid iu ISiS. Few cuu wuuder iliat Lord ' 


Byron's feelings should hare been power&ity excited by the spec- 
tacle of the do«poiled Partbenoo ; hut It b only due tu Lurd BlgiD 
to keep to mind. that, had those precious inarbtes remained, Uiey 
iiiost. in all likcUbood, have pehsbcU fur ever amidst the misera- 
ble sceocs ut vloltmcc wbioh AUioos hss since witnessed ; and that 
their preicDce iq EngUud liai already, by uoiversal admbskiu, 
been of the most osseulial advantage to Ibe fine arts of our own 
country. The political cllusioiis in this poem are m»t such ag 
require mncli explanation. Ii contaios many lines, whidi It b 
hoped (be autbur, oo mature reilcatlun, dbapprovedof^but is too 
vigorous a specimen of his lambics tu be umitled In any collccUve 
edilion of bU wdrks.^E.] 

1 [The splendid Hues With which this satire opens, dow n lo **As 
ihoa, within the walls uf Pallas: bat,” lint appeared at tbe com- 
uiencement of the third canto of the Conair, tbe auilmr having, 
wi Ibat time, abaodooed alJ dultoo uf publishing llie piece of which 
I ihey Originally made port.— £.] 

1 « Socrates drank the hemlock a diort time before sunset (the 

I !>our of execution), putwilluUnding the cutrealies of iiU dladpies 
! io wait nil the son went diAvo. 
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’i1ie soul ofliinTthat scorn'd to fcnroc flVf 
Who lived and died as none can live or die. 

But, lot from higli llyiniettus to the plain 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign : ' 
T'iO'tnurky vapour, herald of the storm, 

Hides her fair face, or girds her glowing form. 
With cornice glimmering as tlie moonbeams play, 
Ther^the white column greets her grateful ray, 
And bright around, with quivering beams beset,* 
Her emblem sparkles o’er the minaret : 

The groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide 
Where meek Cephisus sheds his scanty tide, 

The cypress saddening by tlie saored mosque, 

The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk,' 

And, sad and sombre mid the holy calm, 

Near Theseus’ fane, yon solitary palm; 

All, tinged with varied ijucs, arrest the eye; . 
And dull were his that pass'd them heedless by.’ k 

Again the .Egean, heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war; « 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long expanse of sapphire and of gold, 

Mix’d with tlie stuide of many a distant isle, 

Tliat frown, where gentler ocean deigns to smile. 

As thus, within the walls of Pallas’ fane, 

1 mark’d the b^uties of the land and main, 
Alone, and friendless, on the magic slwre, 

Whose arts and arms but live in poets’ lore ; 

Oft as the matchless dome 1 turn’d to scan, 
Sacred to gods, but not secure from man, ' 
the past return'd, the present seem’d to cease, 
And Glory knew no clime beyond her Greece ! - 

Hours roll’d along, and Dian’s orb on high 
Had gain'd the centre of her softest sky ; 

And yet unw*earied still my 'footsteps trod 
O'er tlie vain shrine of many a vaoisli’d god : 

But chiefly, Pallas ! thine; when Hecate’s glare, 
Clieck'd by thy columns, fell more sadly fair 


I O’er Uie chill marble, where the startling tread 
i 1'hrills the lone heart like echoes from the dead. 

, I.ong had I mused, and treasured every trace 
The wreck of Greece recorded of her race. 

When, le! a giant fom» before me strode, 

Aud PaJlas bail’d me in her own abode I 

Yes, T was Minerva’s self ; but, aii ! how changed * 
Since o’er the Dardan fleld in arms she ranged 1 ' 

Not such as eyst, by her divine command. 

Her form a|>pear'd from I’hidias’ plastic hand : 

Gone were the terrors of her awbil brow,* 

Her idle aegis bore no Gorgon now ; • t 

Her helm was dinted, and the broken lance 
Seem'd weak and shaftless e’en to n>ortal glance ; 

The olive branch, which stiH she deign’d to clasp. 
Shrunk from her touch, and wither’d in her grasp ; 
And, ph (. though still the brightest Of the sky, 
Olestial tears liedimm’d her large blue eye ; 

Round tlif rent casque her owlet circled slow, 

And niourn’d his mistress with a shriek of woci 

Mortal 1” — 't w as thus she spake— that blhsli of 
shame 

Proclaims thee Briton, once a noble nan>e ; 

First of the mighty, foremost of the free, 

.Now honour'd tfJts by all, and leaxt hy me : 

Chief of thyfoes shall Pallas still be found. 

Scek’st thou the cause of loathing? — Iqok around. 

Lo ! here, despite of -War and wasting fire, 
r saw successive tyrannies expire. - 
'Scaped frOm the ravage of llie Turk and Gotb,^ 

Thy country sends a spoiler worse tlian both.’ 

Survey this vacant, violated fane ; , 

Recount the relics torn (hat yet remain : 

Thtte Cecrops placed, ihi$ Perides adorn’d,* 

TAoi Adrian rear’d wl^en drooping Sdenc^e mourn’d. 
What more i oWe let gratitude attest— . 

Know, Abric and Elgin did the rest. 

Thatall may learn from whence the plunderer came, 
Tlie insulted wall sustains his hated name 


* Ttie tWilixM in Grecce^l much shorter than in our own couu* ■ 
trji (he daf!! in winter are longer, but in summer of lessdnratiod. 

• Tbe kiosk is a Turkic tumnier-bouse ; the palm Uwitbout Uo; 
preseot walls of Athens, not far from tlie temple of These cn, 
between which and the tree llie wail intervenes. Cepbisus’ slreahi 
b indeed scanty, ancl liisru has no stream at alt. 

) (During oar residence of ten weeks at Athens, there wk; not, 

1 betide, a day oTwhich wc'did not devote apart to tbeoontetnpU' 
lion of the aobU^moouments of Grecian gening that have notlivn} 
the ravaites of time, and Uie outrage of barbarous and anli(|tiartan 
despoilrra. The Temple ofTbescuit. which wsswHhIn llvemionles* 
walk of onrjodginn, i« the most prrfrct aneimt edifice in the worhL 
Inlhbrahrk, the most eodoringsi ability, and a rimptiCity ofdetign 
pecnHariy sirtfcin'e, are united with the highest elegance and accu* 
racy of workman^ip; Ihcdiaracterbtle oflhe Doric style, whose . 
ehaite bi^oly isnc'l, Inf fheoploion of the first srtbts. lobe etpialled 
by the graces of any of the other onlers. A gentleman of Athens, 
of great taste and tUiiU. assured us that after a conlifined conteni- 
plaUon of this temple, and tbe remsins of the Parthenon, he could 
never again look wiib Ms aecnstomed Mlhhctton upon the Ionic 
and Connlhhin nifns of Athens, mocb leas upon the spedmem 
of the mpee modem qiedca of aixliitectnre lo be seen in Italy.— 
iinnnocsi.] 


■ * {On the plaster wall, on the west side of (be chapel, these 

words have been very deeply cut i — 

. Qcoi» SOS mcavsT GoTi, 

Hoc riccatST Seen. 

The modar wall, yet fresh when we saw It, supplying the place of 
the statue now la Lord Elgin's coileciion. serves as a coraiineni on 
tills Ickt This' eulogy of the Goths alludes to an unfounded story 
of a Oreekhlstnrlsn, who reUlcs (hat Alarlc, ein>er terrified by 
two phantoms, one of Hlnerva heraelt. (be other of AcbiUca, terri- 
ble as when hr strode towards llte walls ol Troy to his friends, nr 
struck wiUi a reverential respect, had ^tarod the treasures, oma- 
menls, and people of tbe venerable cliy.— llofBOcai.] 

4 (In the original MS. Is written— • • 

** Ab. AllMos! «srre maged from Tusk rad Cetb. 

Qell asiKb a patlry SoUrbman uonS Iban botb.'*-«gq^ 

* This Is spoken of the city in general, and nnt of the Acropolis 
in particniar. The temple of Jirplter Olyinpl by some sti|ipoaed 
the PanlMon. was finished by Adriim sixteen columns are sUBd> 
Ing, of the moat beatftifui marble and archltectnre. >>• 

7 [Oothe origiDal MS. bwriKcn— ‘ 

« ** Aiplrc quM rsllat Scots coixeitll bmam : V 

Intrs Wat ooiDeo-racla sepraqu ride.''-E.) 
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Fpr Elgin's fame thus grateful Pallas pleads,*^ 
Below, hifi name*— above, behold liis deeds 1 ' 

Be ever liaii'd with equaLbonour licrc 
Tlie Gothic monarch and the Pictish peer : 

Anns gave the first his right, the last Imd none, 

But basely stole what less barbarians w on. 

So when the lion quits his fell repast, 

TVexl prowls the wolf, the filthy jackal last : 

Flesh, limbs, ond blood tlie former make their own, 
The last poor brute securely gnaws the bone. 

Tet still the gods are just, and crimes are cross’d : 
See here whnt Elgin won, and what he lost ! 

Anofner name writb his pollutes my shrine ; 

Behold where Dian's beams disdain to shine ! 

Some retribution still might Pallas claim. 

When Venus half avenged Minerva’s shame.'** 

She censed awhile, and thus I dared reply, 

To sootlie tlie vengeance kindling in lier eye : 
Daughter of Jove ! in Britain’s injured name, 

A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim. 
Krownnoton England; England owns jiim not: 
Atliena, no I thy plunderer was a Scot. 

Ask’st thou the difference ? Vrom fair Phyle’s tq^ers 
Survey Berolia ; — Caledonia ’s ours. 

And well I know witliiii that bastard land ' 

Hath Wisdom’s goddess never held command ; 

A barren soil, where Nature’s germs, conQned « 

To stem steriljly, can stint the mind ; 

Whose thistle well betrays the niggard earth, 
Emblem of all U> whom the land gives birth ; 

EaeJt genial influence nurttired to resist ; 

A land of meanness, sopliistry, and mist. 

Each breeze from foggy mount and roarriiy plain 
T)ilutes with drivel ever)' drizzly brain, 

Till, burst at length, each watery bead o’erflows. 
Foul as their soil, and frigid their snows. 

Ten thousand schemes of p^ulnnce and pride 
Despatch her sclieming children far and wide*. 

Some east, some west, some every where but noftli. 
In quest oif lawless gain, they issue forth. 

And thus— accursed lie the day and year !— 

She sent a Piet to play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some native worth, 

As dull Bfcotia gave a Pindar birth ; 

So may her few, the letter'd and the bravv, 

Bound to 110 clime, and victors of tlie grave, 

Shake off the sordid dust of such a land, . 


• (For Loril Hjrroo's OeUiknl rcnurkl on Lord Klein's dcalios 
with the Hariliengn. kc Hole A to Uic second canto ul Chiide Ha- 
rold. anU, p. HO.— K.J 

• lib k>rUAhtp's name, and Uiat of one who no longer beam it. 
are carrod cnmpiciioual/ on Ibe t'arthenout above# In a part n >t 
Car dUtanI, arc the tom rciimanb of the baaK^reUevoi, deatroyt'd 
in a vain aUempt to remove them. 

i •' trull liaMarUs." according to Sir Callaghan O'Drallaghan. 

4 [In ISI6, tiilrtf-ritcjliousanJ pounds urre voted by ParUa- 
ment lor ibe porclui&^hn^lgin marblra.— E.] 

' Hr. West, on siei^ (bf *^.lgin CuUecUon** (1 auppose vie 
sbalf')(pj^ of tbe "Ab(SdiaW^^bpd**JacJ( Sbephard'* coUccUon). 
deoMt^ MmaelC a msoi irn*h^rl. 

6 hMtrdhb waa saStfpiuzled when the marbles were first ex- 


' And shine like, children of a hafuiier strand ; 

' As once, of yore, in some obnoxious pla<*e, 

I Ten names (if fouiidj had saved a w retched race.*' 

I “Mortal ! " the blue-eyed qjaid resuined,“ oncemorc 
Bear bark my mandate to thy native shore. •. 

'Jliough fallen, alas ! this vengeance yet is mine, 

To turn my couivsels far from lands like thine, 
near then in silence Pallas' stern behest ; 

Heai^and believe, for Time w ill tell the rest. ' 

“ First on Uie. head of him who did this deed 
My curse shall light,— on him and ail his seed : 
Without one spark of iQtelloctual fire, 

Be all the sons as sertsdess as the sire ; 

If one wjth wit the parent brood disgrace, 
j Believe him bastard of a brighter race: 

Still 'with his hireling artists let him prate, 

And folly’s praise repay for Wisdom’s hate; 

Long of their patron’s gusto let them tell, 

^Miosc noblest, iwifitw gusto is — to self : 

To sell^ and make— may Shame record the day ! — 
The state receiver of his pilfer’d prey.< 

■ Moantime, the flattering, feeble dotard, We.st, 

' Europe's worst'daui>er, and poor Britain's best. 

With palsied hand shall turn each model o’er, 

And own himself an infant of fourscore.* 

Be all the bruisers cull'd from all St. Giles', 

That art and nature may compare Uieif styles ; 

While brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare, 

And marvel at his lordship's * stone shop * * there. 
Rouud the throng'd gate sliall sauntering coxcombs 
creep, 

To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep ; 

While niuny a languid maid, with longing sigh, 

On giant statues casts the curious eye ; 

Tlic room with transient glance appears to skim, 

Yet marks the mighty back and length of limb ; 
Mourns o’er the difference of noir and thfu ; 
F.xclaims, ‘These Greeks indeed were proper men 1* 
Draws sly comparisons of these with those^ 

And envies l.aTs all her Attic beaux. 

When shall a modern maid have swains like these ! 
Alas 1 Sir Harry is no llerculgj^l . 

And last of all, amidst the gaping crew, 

Son>o calm spectator, ps.he takes his view, . 

Ih sHent imlignation mix'd w ith grief, 

Admires tlie plunder, but abhors the thief.^ 

Oh, loath'd in life, nor pardon’d in tbe dust, 


UiUted at Elgiu Hou*c t he aakid it a mu not ** a tluue »bop ? ‘*— 
Ife was lightj U fa a aticp* 

. 7 ( Thai the Elgin marbica will conUibale to Ihc Improv email of 
art to EdxUikJ. cannot be doubted. 'They must cerlainiy 'open the 
eyes of tbe BritUb artbts. and prove that Uie true and only road to 
aimplicity and beauty ia the abidy of nature. But bad we a ri^t 
to dinUuith iheiotrrestofAlhcnsforaeirisWmoUvea, and prevent 
•Qcccasivc generatiaos of other baliona from seeiug those admira- 
ble aculpturea ? The Temple of Minerva waa ipared as a beacon 

totliewodd, lodlrfciUloiLekDowledgeofpurityofUste. What 

can we aay to tbe diaappoiDlcd traveller, who ia now deprived of 
tbe rich srati&catlon which would have compensated Ula travel 

and bla toil? It will be liUle cOnaolaUon lobUn to uy.^he may 

find the aculpturc of tbe Parthenon in Knglaod.— H. w.wiluams ] 
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May hate pursue -bhsftcril«giou8lu9t! * • 

IJnk'd with the fool that Greek the Kphesian domet 
Shall vengeance follow far beyofM the tomb. 

And Eratos^ratus and Elgin slihie 
In many a branding page and burning line ; 

Alike reserved for aye to stand accursed. 
Perchance tlie second blacker than the Grst. \ 

So let him stand, through ages yet unborn, 
Fix'd statue on the pedestal of Scorn; 

Though not for him alone revenge shall wait, ' 
But tits thy country for her coming fate : 

Hers were the deeds H)nt taught her lawless son 
To do what oft Britannia's self had done. 

Look to the Baltic — blazing from afar, 

YoOt^bW ally yet mourns perfidious war. ' 

TS'oi to%ucli deeds did Pallas lend her aid. 

Or break the compact which herself had made; 
Farfrob) such councils, from the faithless licid 
Shelled— but left behind her Gorgon shield : 

A fatal gift thatlurn'd yotfr friends to stone, 

And left lost Albion luted and alone. 


“ Look last at home— ye tove not to look there; 
On the grim smile of comfortless despair : 

Y’our city saddens : loud though Revel how ls, 
Here Famine faints, and yonder Rapine prowls. 
See all alike of more or less bereft; • 

>0 misers Iremble when there's nothing left. 

* Blest paper credit'* who shall dare to sing? 

It clogs like lead Covruptioii’s weary wing : 

Y'et Palias pluck’d eaoli Preiniet by the ear, 

Who gods and men alike disda^'d to hear; 

But one, repentant o'er a bankrupt state, . 

On Palias calls, — but calls, alasi too late : 

Then raves for * * v 1<> that Mentor bends, 


Though he and Pallas never yet were friends. 

Him senates hear, whom never yet they h«ard, 
Contemptuous once, and now no less absurd. 

So, once of yore, eacli reasonable frog 

Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign ‘ log ; ’ * 

Thus bail'd your rulers their patrician clod, ■ 

As Egypt chose an onion for a god. 

“ Now fare ye well I enjoy your little*hour ; 

Go, grasp the shadow of your vanish'd power; 

Gloss o’er the failure of each fondest scheme ; 

Your strength a name, your bloated wealth a dream. 
Gone Is that gold, the marvel of mankind, 

And pirates barter all that '& left behind. ^ ' 

No more the hirelings, purchased near and far, 

Crowd to fliji ranks' of mercenary Vaf. 

The idle merchant o.n the useless quay 
Droops o’er the hales no bark may bear away. 

Of, back returning, sees rejected stores 
Rot piecemeal on hi&owj. encumber’d shores : 

The starred mechanic breaks his rusting loom. 

And, desperate, mans him 'gainst the coming doom. 
Then in the senate<of your sinking state, 

' Show me the man whose counsels may have weight. 
Vain is each vojpe where'tones could once command ; 
E'en factions cease to charm a factious land : 

Yet jarring sects convulse a sister isle,- 
And light with maddening bands the mutual pile. 

“ 'T is done, 't is past, aince Pallas warns in vain ; 
The Furies seize her Abdicated reign : 

Wide o’er the realm they wave fheir kindling brands, 
And wring he^ vitals with their fiery hands. 

«Bui one convulsive struggle stiL.remains, 

And Gaul sbairwecp ere Albion wear her chains. 

The banner'd p6mp of war, llie glittering files, 

O’er whose gay trappings stern Bellona smiles ; 

The brazen trump, the spirit-stirring drum, 

That bid the foe defiance ere they come; 

Tlie liero bounding at lii*s country’s calf, 

The glorious death that coqsecratev bis fall. 

Swell the young heart with visionary charms. 

And bid itantediU the joys of arms. 

Btil know, a lesson you may yet be taught, 

, AVith death alone are laurels citeaply bought : 

Not in the conflict Havoc soeks deliglu,f . ^ - 
Ills day of mercy is the day of fight. 

But when the field is fought, the battle woo, 

Though drenclt'd with gore, his woes arc but begun : 
Ills deeper deeds as yet ye know hy name; 

The slaughter’d peasant and the ravislt’d dame, 

The rifled mansion and tlie foe-reap'd field, 

III suit with souls at home, untauglif to yield. . 

Say with what eye along the distant down 
Would flying burghers mark theblaziog town? 

How view tlie column of ascending flames 
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled Thames? . 


‘‘ Look to ’tho^ast, Ganges' sw arthy race 
ShafTsfaskeVour tyrant to its base; 

Lo ! there ifehelUon £cars her^hastly head, ^ 

And glares Ihdtfcmcsis^of optive dcad;^ 

Till Indus rolls a denp purpare#ftbod, 
Am^ldimsjiislong arrw ofAid/thern blood. 

So may ye pcrisli!— Pallaf^i'hqn she gave 
Your ff^^ra cj^ts, forbade ye to enslave. • 

*>Lool^on your S^iu!— sIm clasps tlie hand she 
Iwies, 

But boldly cUisps, aid thnists you from her gates. 
Bear witne^ bright Barossa! thou caiist tell 
Whose were tlie sons that bravely fotiglU and fell. 
But Lusitania, kind and dear ally, 

Can spare a few to ^ht, and sometimes fly. 

Oh glorious field! by Famine fiercely won, 

The Gaul Yetires for once, and all is done! 

But when did Pallas teach, that one retreat 
Betrieved thi^fe long olympiads of defeat ? 


t [The affair of Copenliiaea.—B.) . 1 rim irn* C«mipUoB ilBhipf *Uig»io flyf--row 

• ‘‘BiMiiMpcrerctUtiUsttDdbMVapvir. ' I 1 The Deal tml poTCT Iraffickcra lo qiectc. 
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BYRO?JS'WOItKS. 


N»f, frown not, Albion ! for the tore!) w»s thine 
That lit sueh pyresfrom Tagus to the Rhine: 
Now should they burst on thy devoted eoast. 


Go, ask thy hosom who deserves them most. 

The law of heaven andViarth is life for life. 

And she w ho raised^ in vain regrets, tlie strife.” ■ 

♦ 


THE WALTZ;’, 

AN APOSTRORHIC HYMN. 


'' QnMli In Ramie rlpU,«ut iwrjuga CyitHil, 
f . RictrH DI«m rlioru*. ' ViR«it. 

** 8111*11 Oft Rarou'd tankn, m rynthU'ii hclthl. 

DUns i«en» : aad to *li« fbsnn* llutclttki. « 
n ta«it to llir d«arc tlw RninfHl (toldest |m<!* 

Tti« quirv of nfmpbs.-ood oterlop* tkplr hood*.” 

^ DHTor^'t Vrton,. 


TO TOE PORLISnER. 

9 

1 am a roontry gentleman of a iritdlond roonty. I might 
have been a parliament-man for a certain borough ; having 
had the offer of a« many votcn General T. at llie general 
election in IMS. > Bui 1 was all for domc-tlc happiness; as, 
fifteen vear»ago. cm a visit to London. I married a middle- 
aged maid -of honour. We lived happily at llomein' Hall 
till last season, when my wife and 1 were invited by the 
Conntess of Wallraway (a distant relation of my .spouse) to 
paM thewinter in town. Thinking naliarm. and our girls 
being come lua marriageable (or. lA they rail It. marketable) 
age, and having besides a Chancery suit Invclrraiely enlaycd 
hpon the Camlly esttfth. we came up in odi oM cliariol, — of 
w hich, by the bye. my wife grew so much ashamed In less, 
than a wdek. ihal I was obliged to buy ^second-hand ba- 
rouche. of which I might tiiOunl the bos. Mrs. II. says, ifl 
eould drive, butneve^ see the inside — that place being re- 
served for the Honourable Augustus Tiptoe, her partner- 
general and opera-knighl. Hearing great praises of Mrs. H.'s 
. dancing (slic wa.s famous for birihnighl ipinuels In the htler 
end of the last rentury'i. I unboot^.and went to a bail at the 
Countess's, eipedlilg to see a cminlry dance, or. al most, 
cotillions, reels, and all' the old paces to the newest tunes. 
Bui. judge of my. surprise, on arriving, to sec poor dear 
Mrs. Homoni with her arms half rbund the loins of a huge 


t P* Tlie beantihd bnt barren liynicUus, titc witolc coMt of At- 
tica, her hills and mofintains. PenicKcus, aoclieniiua, PtiMopap- 
pns, elc. etc., arc In themselves poetical ; .vnd would be u> if llic 
aame of Athens, of Athenians, giul her very mins, were Wept 
Iroro the earth. But. aoi 1 to be told that the *’ ualure " of .Vltica 
would he more poetical without the ‘‘art" of the Acropolis? of 
the Tcnv|)le of Theseus? and of the sUll ail Greek and glorious 
isoQiimeDts of her eiqutaltely artificial geolua? A«k the traveller 
what strikes hltn as most poetical, Ibe Parlhcnon, or the rock on 
which H .staudv? The couaivs of Cape Colonna. or the Cape 
itself? The rocks at ihe fivot of it, or Ihe recollection that Fal- 
coner's ship was bii1ge«rupoo them ? There are a Ihuitsand rocks 
aod capes far more {dcturcsqnc- than Ibnsc of the Acropolis and 
Cajie ftuuium in lliemseUn. But 11 Is tlie ilie columna, 

Ihc templet, the wrecked vessel, which give them their antique 
lod ihdr modern poetry, and out Ihe ^M>ts themselves. I 0 |>- 
posed, and will cveronvoee. the robbery of nilDS from Alheos, to 
insiroctihe English In sculplurc; but why did I do so? Tbertdita 
arc as poeitcal in Piccadilly w Ibryweiw in Uic Parthetiooi but 


hussar-looking gentleman I never set eyes on beforc^-aud 
his, to say truth, rather iiiort tlmn balf^Miiod her waist, 
turning ruiind. and round, nml round. loa^^-^—dsao-sAw 
up-and-down sort of tune, that reminded rira-if thd “Him 1 
Joke." only more “ affettuoso" till U ghidy 

with wondering (hey wefe out so. By-aml'byUioystcpiM 'l 
a hit, and I thougJit ilicy would sit or tall down ; — but uo ; 
w ith Mrs. II. 's hand on his shoulder, “ quam /rftnfTfdriier'’* 
(asTertneesaW. wheiiT^as at sebodf), thoy walked about 
a miuule, and then ak JiJgalp. Uki'two.rockcluiri'rs spitted 
on Ihe same bodkin. ')Tk>hF<l what alt (Ids meant^ when, 
with a loud laugh, a child no older than our Willielmlia (a 
name I never beard IniMii the Virar of TVakefield, (hnueh 
her mother would cal! her after the Prlifc-s of 
hach,) said, “Lordl Mrti llorui'm, eSn’i you Mt iln > bre 
valtiing?" or wallring (I forc'd wlibft)] ^d-4llcn up she 
got, and her mother and sister, and .iroii. and 

rouud-abuuted it till supper-time. Kow, fboil iiiion wlul 
It Is. I like ft of aft things, ami so <lr>4*s Mrs^ IT. rth< I 
bavebrokenmy shins. and four limr^on MuTiK '! ]l|rs. Ilor- 
nem s maid, iupraclbing live pfi ljudnary Mi'ivh in a nmrn- 
Ing). Indeed, so much do I like U. that having a turn for 
rhyme, (astily displayed in some eh^ion ballads, gnd .songs 
in honour of all the v Irtorles (bat till lately I have bad lillle 
pracllec In that way). I sat dowgi.'aiiH, with Ihe kid of Wil- 
liam FlUgcrahl, Etq.,> and d few hints from Dr. Busby.* 
(whose recitations I attend, ami am moastrous fond of 
Master Busby’s manner of delivering bis father’s 'late sue- 


the Parthenon ami Us rock are lew so without them. Such U the 
poetry of art."— B. Irtlns, tWI.— E-] 

* (This tri1|e was wrilleh at Chcllenhaip in (he antumnof t^tS. 
and publbbcd anonymously |n the spring o( the following year. It 
was not very well ceccivrd at Uie time by (lie public ; and the au- 
thor was hy no means snsluus that it slionbi be curiNidered as his 
handiwork. ** 1 liear^' he says, in a loiter to a friend, “Ihai a cer- 
tain malicious publicaiion on waliilftg ii ailribuied to me. This 
report. I suppose, you will Wtc oare to ooniradktt asihwouthor, I 
am sure. wHl not like that 1 should wear Iits cap and bells.’'— £•] 

V Stale of Ibe poll (last day\ 5. 

* Uy Latin it all forgotten, if a mao can bc.aald to hgve foi^often 
what he never remembered j bvl 1 boogkl my title-page motto of 
a Catholic priest for a threo-vMIling bank token, afler muclrliag- 
gllng for the eten sixpence. I grudged ihe money to a papist, being 
all for the memory of PerervaJ and** Wo popeiy,'* and quite regrel- 
ting die dowofall of Ihe pope, because we can't burn him any more. 

* (Scenn/e, p.se.-K] 

« (See '*Be)ecttH] Addrenea.”— E.} 




Digitized by Coo^' 




THE WALTZ. 


211 


cessAil “Drury Laoe AddreM'*). Iconised Uie foDowlBg 
hymn, wberewilha] to make my •enlliuenu known to tM 
public: wholly, ne>ertbelcM, 1 ^artily de»pbe, tc well as 
ll»c crUlcs. 

I am. Sir, yours, etc. etc. 

flORACB llOriNEH. 


THE WAMZ" 

Muse of the luany-tw inkling feet I < % hose charms 
Are now extendi up from legs to arms; •* 
Terpsichore! — too long inisdeenrd a luaid — 
Reproachful term — bestow’d but to upbrai«^ 
Henceforth in all lie liroiize of brigiitlK!$6 shine> 

The least a vestal of the virgin ^ine. 

Ear be from thee and tl»inc the name of prude; 
Mock'd, yet triumpiiant ; sneer'd at, unsubdued, 
Thy legs must move to conquer as they fly, 

If but thy coats are reasonably high; 

'fhy breast— if bare enough — requires no shield; 
Dance forth — ^sansannuur thou shall take^thelield, 
And own — inipregaable to most assaults, 

Thy not too lawfully begoUt;n ‘MVallz.” , 

Hail, nimble nymph! to whom the young hussar, 
The whisker’d voUrv of waltz and war, 

His night devotes, despite of spur and boots; 

A sight unniatch'd since Urpheus and his brutes : 
Hail, spifil*stirring Waltz! — l>eiieath whose banners 
A njodern hero fought for modish manners ; 

On Hounslow's heath to rival Wellesley’s* fame, [aim; 
CookM — fired— and miss'd his man — but gain’d his 
Hail, moving Muse! to whom the fair one’s breast 
Gives all it can, and bids us take the rest. 

Oh I for the flow of Busby, or of Fitz, 

'fhe latter’s loyalty, the former’s wits, 

To ** eoergise the object I pursue,*’ * 

And give bolb Belial and his dance their due ! 

ImperianValtz! imported from the Rhine, 


* “Glance Ihrir iiiany<twiiikliug (pel.**— G hat. 

• To nval Lord w cliealcy*. or lu$ nc|*hew’ii, as (be reader 
pleases (lie uuo gamed a preiiy wonuii, nlioui lie daenreU, by 
(ighlinglor;ai)J(lu;uUirrbasliei’u(j^l>tnigiu ilie feiiiiuula niatiy 
a kuig day. “by Shrew«bury clock,’* wUiwul ^;jluiug auy Ibiug iu 
/h/ii couulry but Uie of “Uic Great honl,” and ’* l!ie I.«jd 
which Mvoarsurprulajjaiiim. baviug been biUierluapiiUcd <mjIv to 
that Bckjg to whom ‘Te ZArmiw” fur carnage are the rankest 
biaspbany — U U to be |rrcsuiucd UiC general wiii ouo day return 
to bb Sabine farm : ihcre 

“ Tolamr ibe griiJui ofthrslubbora pUlA, 

Aittosl 0j f wtjt “y ■! be coQi|u«r «J SiMiu 1 ” 

The Lord Petcrbormigh con>|iiercd cuatiueobiu asumtuerswe 
do more^wv contrive both !o conquer and lose them in a shorter 
acasou. If ilie ‘'gn-at Lord's ciaciNuaiiaH pn)5r*'is iu agncul- 
turt* be no speedier llun tlic pruporbuiul averagu of time in 
rope'i coupler, it will, accoidiug to Uiu lanuer*’ prurerb, be 
•■plougliing wilhdogv.” 

By the byo-onc of tlib illustrioua person's new Utica b forgoN 
ten— it b, Iwwever, wurih iciueiij)icrlug'~‘'.S<i/ra<foi dt/ mnn- 
do !” credite, poalrri / If Uiis i« ihe appellaiiuu onucacd ly the 
inlubiLiuls of the Peninsula to tlic uanie ol a inrm h ho haa not yet 
eased llicm— query— arc U»cy worili wtiug, even 10 this world ? 
lor, accontlxig to tbe luilJcal nuKJlficaiiuiu uf auy ClinsUau creed. 


(Famed for Lhe growth of pedigrees and wine). 

Long be thine import from all duty free. 

And hock itself be le$s esteem’d tlian tbee ; 

In some few' qualities alike— for hock 
Im|)roves^ur cellar — fkou our living stock. 

The head to hock belongs — tliy subtler art 
Intoxicates alone the jieedles.s heart : 

Through the full veins ihy gentler poison swims, 
And wakes to wautonness the willing limbs. ' 

Oh, Germany t how: jqueh to thee we owe, 

As heaven-born Pitt can testify below. 

Ere cursed confe<leratioii made thee France’s, 

And only left us thy d— d debts and dauces ! 

Of subsidies and Hanover bereft, 

^^e bless llicc still — for George the Tliird is left ! 

Of kings the liesl — and last, not least in w orlii, 

For graciously begetting George the FourUi. 

To Germany, and highnesses serene, 

Who owe us millions — don’t we owe the queen ? 

To Germany what owe w e not besides ? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickers and brides ; 

W bo paid for vulgar, with her royal blood, 

Drawn from the stem of each Teutonic stud: 

Who sent us— so be pardon’d all her faults — 

A dozen dukes, some kings, a queen— aud Waltz. 

But peace to ber— 4ier emperor and diet, 

Though now transferr’d to Buonaparte’s “ fiat! 

Back to my theme— O Muse o( motion ! say, 

How first to Albion found thy Waltz her way ? 

Borne on the breath of hyperborean gales, 

From Flamburg’sport (wiiile Hamburg yet had maifs), 
Ere yet unlucky Fame — compell'd to creep 
To snowy GoUenburg — was chill’d to sleep; 

Or, starling from her slumbers, deign’d arise 
Heligoland I to stock thy mart with lies ; 

While unburnt Moscow^ yet had news to send, 

IVior owed her fiery exit to a friend, 


those ibree words raakr the odds much against them la the next. — 
•‘Saviour ol the world.” quolba 1— Jlwcrw lobe wished (tut tie, or 
any oue else, could save a comer of ii— bb country. Yet (his 
slu(d4l iiiUiiofucr. aiihou^h it shows Ilie near conoexioa between 
W{M‘istiiiuu aiul iiiipieiy, to far has iU use, ilisl it provtt (here can 
be iitUe lo dread tiom tliusc Culhoiics ^liniuiMturial Catholics too} 
who cau confer such au ap|icllaliou on a Pi oir*loHi. 1 sup|MMu 
iteil year he will be eotitied Uie '‘Virgin Mary:" if so,. Lord 
George Goitloo hiiusdf would have ouihing to object to sach ii- 
berji bisiards of our Lady of Dahyloo. 

> [.viuoug the atldrrocs sent in to the Drury Lane Comtailtee 
^»eca/i(r, p. tlO. was one by l)r. Busby, w hah begau by asUog— 
NVbcfl wuiUiig obit-cls tiKO pursue, 

' Wbst are iku prudltjUa oujuM < 1 v 

* The palriolitf ar>OD of our amiable allies cannot be sufScieBlIy 
coiniucndcU— nor subscribed (or. Aiuougvt utber dcUils oanliu-d 
ill Uie various dcsitalcUcs of our cl(«(ueiil aiubossadur. be did n..l 
stale tbeing loo much occupied with Uie cspiuiU of Colooel C— , 
in swimming rivers frozen, aud gallopmg over ruaib inipassable.j 
that one eulue province (lerlslicd by launue in the most melanclioiy 
manner, a» follow s i—lu General Itucioi'chUi's cuusumiiialecoiiDa* 
graiiuD, Ibe consqiupiion td laliuw and train oil was so great, Uut 
Uu.' luarkrt was inade«iuate to the dcuiand : ami thus one Lundreil 
aud ibirty-tbrcc tbouuiid (icrsuitf were sUrved to Uvalh, by bcUi^i 



BYRON’S WORKS. 


She came— ‘Waltz came— and with*her cartain sets 
Of true despatches, and as true gazettes ; 

Then flamed of Austerlitz the blast despatch, 

Which Monitcur nOr Mortiing Post can ntatcli ; 
And — almost crush’d beneath the glorious aews— 
Ten plays, and forty tales of Kotzebue's;' 

One envoy’s letters, sii composers’ airs. 

And loads from Frankfort and from I^ipsic fairs ; 
Meiner’s four volumes upon womankind, 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a >»ind; 

Bmnek’s heaviest tome for ballftst, and, to back it. 
Of Heyne, such as should not sink the packet. 

Fraught with this cargo— and her fairest freight, 
belightfiil Waltz, on tiptoe for a mate, 

The welcome vessel reach’d the genial strand. 

And round her flock’d the daughters of tl>e laud. 
Not decent David, when, before tl»e ark, 

His grand pas-seni excited .some remark ^ 
iSot love-lorn Quixote, when his Sancho thought 
The knight's fandango friskier Uian it ought ; 

Not soft llerodias, when, with winning tread, 

Her nimble feet danced off another’s head ; 

Kot Cleopatra on her galley’s deck, 

Display’d so much of leg, or more of neefc. 

Than thou, ambrosial M'allz, w iien Urst the moon 
Beheld thee twirling to u Saxon tune! 

To you, ye husbands of ten years ! w hose brows 
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse ; 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 
The budding sprouts of those that you s/mll wear, 
With added ornaments around them roll’d 
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold ; 

To you, ye matrons, ever on the watch 
To mar a son's, or make a daughter’s match; 

To you, ye children of — wiiom chance accords — 
Ahrays the ladies, and somelimes their lords; 

To you, ye single gentlemen, w ho seek 
Torments for life, or pleasures for a week. 

As Love or Hymen your endeavours guide. 

To gain your own, or snatch another’s bride ; — 

To one and all the lovely stranger came, 

And every ball-room echoes with her 'name. - 

Kndearing Waltz! — to thy more melting tune 


Bow Irish jig, and ancient rigadooD. 

Scotch reels, avaunt! and country-dance, forego 
Your future clamis to each fantastic toe ! 

^Yaltz— Waltz alone— both legs and arms demands, 
I.iberal of feet, and lavish of her hands; 

Hands which may freely range in public sight 
Where ne’er befifc^i^»^ray put out the light.” 
Mrthinks tl»e glare chandelier 

Shines n^uchtoo/ar — orlain muchtoonear; [mark. 
And true, thougli strange — AValtz whispers this re- 
“ My silvery steps arc .safest in the dark ! ” 

But heremc MBse with due decorum halts, 

And lends her longest i«tlicgat t^^^YaItz. 

Observant travellers of e^fy time! 

Yequarfos pilbli.sh'd upon every clime! • 

O say, shall dulVKo|uaika’s heavy rouiii, 

Fandango’s wriggle, or Bolero’s bound; 

Can Egypt’s Almas'— tantalising group— 

Columbia's caj>erers to the warlike whoop— 

Can auglit Troni cold Kamscliatka to Cape Horn 
W ith Waltz compare, or after W ^llzbe borne? 

Ah, no! from Morier's pages down to Galt’s, 

Each tourist pens a {Kiragraph for “ Waltz.” 

Shades of those belles whose reign began of yore, 
With George the Third's— and ended long before!— 
Though in your daughters’ daughters yet 3»u tlirrxe. 
Burst from your lead, and be yourselves alive ! 

I Back to the ball-room siieed your spectred host: 
Fool’s I^aradise Is dull to that you lost. 

No treacherous pow der bids conjecture quake; 

No stifT-starch'd stays make meddling lingers ache ; 
(Transferr’d to those ambiguous things that ape 
Goats in their visage,* women in their shape;) 

No damsel faints when rather closely press’d. 

But more caressing seems when most caress'd; 
Superfluous hartshorn, and reviving salts, 

Both banish’d by the sovereign cordial ** W alu.’^ 

Seductive Waltz !— though on thy native shore 
Even Werter’s self proclaim’d thee half w bore ; 
Werter— to decent vice thougli much inclined. 

Yet warm, not wanton ; dazzled, but not blind — 
Though gentle Genlis, in her strife with Slael, 
VVould even proscribe thee from a^aris ball; 


mlnceU to whole!«ome The lampli^htrn of Lotidou hiVe 
iilncc nitMcribcU a pint (of oil) a piece, and ihe tallow<1)3Dt]l<*r9 
liavc uoanlniuu>ly vuted a iiuanUty uf best ii)uuid« ( four to Uie 
{KmmlK to the relief of Uie surrivio; Scythians :-.-lhe »rarcily will 
•ooQ, by ftidi cxcrUoQ^, and a proper attenliun to the qttalUjf 
rather than llie quantity of (irovliiun. be totally alleviated. It it 
■aid, In return, that the ualonched I'krainc h» siibtcribcd titty 
ihoataod beevea for a d.iy's meil to onr «iirrerUi|t TnaniifarUirers. 

* Dancing gidi— who do fur hire whjt Waltz doUi grafU.' 

• tt cannot be complained nuvr, as in the Lady Banwiere'ii time, 
of the **Sicur dc laCroii," lltat there l)e “no whUkcr*,” but how 
far these are imJIcatlons of valour In the field, or elvenherr, may 
ttill be qiicsIiitoabJc. Much may be, am) hath bren. avmictred r>a 
both aides. In the olden lime philosA|»liers h.vd whiskers, atkd 
Mihilers none— Scipio himself was shaven— ll.innlbat tlKuight Ids 
une eye liaadsonicvnatigh without i beard: iHit Adrian, the empc< 


for, wore a heart) (liavlng warts on his chin, whicll neither the 
Etiiproa Sabina ntw even the courtiers could aWde'— T urenne had 
whiskers, «arll>ofouRh none— Jimmaparlc is unwliidicred. the Ro- 
dent whiskered ; ••urgai;' prealowwol mind and whiskers may or 
may not ttigi^iher s )>ut certainly the different occurrence*, since 
Ihc growUi of the la«l mentioncti, go further in )>ebair of whiskers 
than the anaihi na of Anselm did aj/nimt long hair In Uic reign <»f 
i Henry I. •Formerly, rV»f w.is a Cj'tuirile ctdoiir. See l.odowick 
Barrey's ronu djr of Ram .tlley, I6<>t ; Act I. Scene 4. 

“ Talffirt. .Now lor a wager— W hat ct)loured beard somes ncil 
by the window ? 

"Adriana. A hlaek nwn's. I think. 

“ TnlP'ta. 1 Uiink nut so s I Uiink a red. for tlut Is most In 
tvhioii.*' 

Tlicre is “ noth Jig iiew under the sun ; '* hnl red, then a /nroii* 
i ritr, liai now subsided into a faroHt ile’t colour. 


■'.TMoU 
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Thee fashion hails — from countesses to queens, 

And maids and lalets walu4>^hind the scenes; 

Wide and more wide thy witching circle spreads, 
And lurns—if^othing at least our heads: 

\\ ith thee eten clumsy cits attem|d to bounce, 

And cockneys practice what they can't pronounce. 
Gods! how the glorious theme iny strain exalts, 

And rliyme finds partner rhyme in praise of ** Waltz !” 

Blest was the time Waltz chose for her dibut ; 

The court, the Regent, like herself were new ; * 

>ew face for friends, for foes some new rewards ; 
>ew ornaments for black and royal guards ; 

>ew laws to hang the rogues lliat roar'd for bread; 
New coins {most new)» to follow those that fled; 
New victories — nor can w e prize them less, 

Though Jenky wonders at his own success ; 

New wars, because the old succeed so w ell, 

Tliat most survivors envy those who fell ; 

New mistresses— no, old— and yet 't is true, 

Though they be old, Uie thing is something new; 
(Eacli new, quite new — except some ancient tricks),’ 
New while-sticks, gold-slicks, broom-sticks, all new 
sticks ! 

With vests or ribands— deck'd alike in hue. 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in blue : 

So saith the muse : my — w hat say you ? 

Sucli was the time when Waltz might best maintain 
Her new preferments in this novel reign ; 

Such was the time, nor ever yet was such ; 

Hoops arc nu more, and petticoats not much ; 

Morals and minuets, virtue and her stays, 

And tell-tale powder— all have had their days. 

The ball begins— the honours of the house 
First duly done by daugliter or by spouse. 

Some potentate— or royal or serene— 

With Kent's gay grace, or sapient Gloster's niien, 
I^eads forth the ready dame, whose rising flusli 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush. 


From where tlie garb just leaves tbe bosom free, 
That spot where hearts* were once supposed to be; 
Aound all the confines of the yielded waist, 

The strangest hand may wander undisplaced ; 

The lad) 's in return may grasp as miicli 
As princely paunches offer to her touch. 

Pleased round the chalky floor how well tliey triji, 
One hand reposing on the royal hip ; 

The other to the shoulder no less loyal ! 

Ascending with alTection truly rovnl 
Thus front to front the partners move or stand, 

The foot may rest, but noue w ithdraw* Uie hand ; 

And all in turn may follow in tlieir rank, 

' The Earl of Asterisk— and Ijidy Aiank ; 

Sir Stich-a-one— w ith those of fashion's host. 

For. whose blest sOrnames — vide Morning Post” 
(Or if for that im|>nrtia! print too late, 

Searcli Doctors’ Commons sixmonthsfroinmy date)— 
Thus all and each, in movement swift or slow. 

The genial contact gently undergo; 

Till some iiiiglit marvel, with tlie modest Turk, 

If nothing follows dll this palming work! '** 

True, honest Mirza I — you may trust my rliyme — 
Something does follow at a fitter time; 

Tlie breast tluis publicly resign'd to man, 

In private may r^ist him if it can. 

O ye who love<l our grnndmotliers of yore, 
Fitzpatrick, Sheridan,? and many more! 

And Uiou, niy prince! whose, sovereign taste and w ill 
It is to love the lovely beldames still! 

'Hiou ghost of Queenslmry ! whose judging sprite 
Satan may spare to peep a single' night. 

Pronounce — if ever in your days of bliss 
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this. 

To teach Uie young ideas how to rise, 

Flush in the cheek, and Innguisb in the eyes; 

Kush to the heart, aii(f lighten tlirough the frame. 
With half-told wish and ill-dissetiibled flame. 


* AO aaschronum— Waltx and llie battle of Atuterllli are be- 
frtre »ald to have opened tbe ball together i the bard oiean* (if he 
meant aoy thtofi^ WaMx wa$ nolao much In vof{ua (ill the Re- 
xent aiiaincd the acme of hh p«>piilarit]r. Walix. the cuniel, 
wbUker*. and the new governincnt. iliummaled heaven and earth, 
in all iheir glury. iniidi about the tame time : of ttit-te the .comet 
only hat ilitappeared; the other three continue to attonith iittUII. 
prinlrr^t PevU, 

* Amoos«t others a new nrne|>eoce— a cmlllable coin now 
forUicuminf . worth a>poiirtil. in |Mi]»er. at ll»e (alreitt calculation. 

J “Oh that right klioiikt thus overcome might!" Who does 
m)t remember the ‘'delicate lavetligaliou" In tl»e “ Merry Wjvea 
of Wimlaor?’*— 

** Ford. Pray yon, come near t If I nispect without cause, why' 
then niaketporlalme: ilicu let me be your jest; I deaerve It. 
How now ? wbitbei* liear yon this ? 

•' Mrs. fyird. w tut have you to do whillier Uiey bear It ?— you 
were best mnldle wHh buck-wa^hlii;.'' 

4 TIk* cmtle, or h rocimui, reader m.vy Ktl up the blank as he 
pleaset^Uiere are tcvrrbl Olnytlablc natnea at his service (belii^ 
already in life BegeniVit It would mil be fair to back any peculiar 
iOfUal aeafnstlbe alphabet, as every muntbwiil add to the list now 
entenvJ for the sweepstakes a disliciRubhi'd ennspnant Is said to 
tie Uh* ravourile, much a;;ainsl the widu’s of the fcnoiein^ ones. 

* Wc have changed all Uul,” sayi the Mock Doctor— 't it all 


gone— Asmodeus knows where. Alter all, It is of no great Im- 
portance bow woioen’s hearts are disposed of; they have nalnre’t 
privileitc to distribute them as absurdly as (KMsible. Rut (bere are 
also some men with linarts so ihuroiighly bail, as to remind ns of 
those phenomena olli'ii mi'iiiiuned In n ilural history ; via. a mass 
of solid stone— only lo b<! opened by force— aud when divided, 
you dIsouTrr a load in (lie ccxilre. lively, and willi Utc reputaUoii 
of beins venomous. * 

* In Turkey a (lertlnent, here an impertinent and sapernuous. 
question— Hicrally pul, as in llic irxl. by a I'erstao to Morier.ou 
•eeiiiK a walti in Pera. — t ide Morirr's irarels. 

T {toqcehcaitl Nbendan repeating balbroum, some verses, 
which lie h^d lately written on waltzing ; and of whlok 1 remem- 
ber ibe folVjwinH— 

“ WtiU irtn^U step, sad llnid, downrasi glaocc, 

IkbDid ibc Aetl-psir'd eouplc Dow sdvaoee. * 

Id *urh 'tfcvl pv»larr our UrsI parenU mvTrd. 

Wkilo. b.ind Id tiuod. itHougb Ix'eu • boners Ibey rofcd, 

T.re yel llie Bevtl. «lib proiuhe One atnl htse. • 

Tarn d tbelr poor hrads. and tiugbl Ibem how to wsUs. 

One hand grup* hers, the other bohh b«r hip ; 

Cor so tbs law *s laid down hy laroo Trip." 

This ftentieman, whesse name suits so aptly as a Icital authoriiy un 
tbe snhjeci of waltzlue, was at the time (hew: verses were w htieii. 
welt known In llie dancing circles.— Moube.] 
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For prurient nature still wilt storm the breast— 
ir/M, tempted tl)us, can answer for ^e rest ? 

But ye— rwho never felt a single thought 
For what our morals are to be, or ought; 

Who wisely wish llie charms you view to reap, 
Say— would you make those beauties quite so cheap ? 
Hot from the hands promiscuously applied 
Hound the slight waist, or down tlie glowing side ; 
Where were the rapture then to clasp the form 
From this lewd grasp and lawless contact warm ? 

At once love's most endearing thought resign, 

To press the liuiid so press'd by none but thine; 

To gaze upon tlial eye which never n)et •" 

Another’s ardent look without regret ; 

Approach the lip wliidi all, w ithoot restraint, 


Gome near enough— if not to touch— to taint ; 

If such thou lovest — iovoiher then nf more, 

Or give— like her— caresses to a score ; 

Her mind w ith these is gorie,,pnd witly t go 
Hie little left behind it to bestow. * 

Voluptuous Waltz ! and dare I thus blaspheme? 
'Hiy bard*forgot thy praises were his theme. 
Terpsichore, forgive ! — at every ball 
My w ife note waltzes— and my daughters shall ; 
My son — ^or stop— ’t is needless to enquire — 
These little accidents should ne'er transpire; 
^kmie ages hence our gcnealogic tree 
Will wear as green a bough for him as me)^ — 
Waltzing shall rear, to make our name amends, 
Grandsons for me— in heirs to all his friends. 


THE GIAOUR;* 

A FRAGMENT OF A Tt'KKISU TALE 


’ Oite ratal rfmetDt>raitre«<MM corron ItuU tbrowa 
lu bkak >ba<k alike o'rr oar Jufsau) oar woes- 
To wbicb LUe ootbluK darker nor brliiblrr ran briug. 
For Ablrbjtff balb ov balm— u>d alOlLiiua no Ming." 

Mooai;. 


TO SAMUKL BOGEftS, ESQ. 

AS X SLMjUT nVT MOST SINCCkl TOSkfl OF XOMIRXTiON OF BIS CKNIl.<t, BKSreCT FOR BIS CBiliCTIK, 
. ■ XSO CRITITCDB FOR BIS FIIRNDSBIP, TBIS PRODlCTIUM IS INSCUIBEO. 

s fluli oQirrtidnaU srrsxat, 

Londaa, Uu), ISIS. BYR0.1. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The tale viblch Ihoie disjointed Tragnieuts proscut is 
Toundeil u;hmi drcuinslanoK now less coininon in iho East 
than fnrtncrl) ; Wther iK'iauite the ladies are more dnuim- 
spect than in the ** olden tirno.'* or boi-aiise the Christians 
have better Tortune, or less enterprise. The sior). when 
entire, cuntaiued the adventures of a fomale slave, who was 
thrown, in the .Mussulman inaimor, into the sea tor iiiOde- 
lity. and avengt'.d by a young Veitcliaiii lier lover, at the 
time tbe^ven Islands were possessed liy the Republic of 
Tcnlce, and soon after the ArnauU were beaten back from 


tbc Uurea, which they bad ravaged for some lime sabsc- 
queot to the Russian invasion. The desi'rlioii uT tbc Mai- 
iiotcs, on being refused the plunder of Misiira, led to tbo 
abandomneiit of that eiuerpri.s«‘, and to the desolation of the 
Morea. during which the cruelty exercised on oil sides was. 
unparalleled even in tho annals of the faithful.* 


THE GIAOUR. 

No breath of air to break the wave 
Xliat rolU below the Mhcniaii's grave. 


* p*The “Gijioor*' wMpoblLdird in Slay, ISIS, amt abondanlly 
austainril tMr iinprcsslun cre^tcti by the two (ir«i cantos of ClilUle 

Harold. It is utivimis that in (his. ibe first of bis rooiauiic nar- 
raUrcs, Lonl byron'i rrrstficatiou rellecu Ute Xfliutratiou be al^ 
Ways avtweil (or Mr. Coleridge's ‘‘Christalid. ibe Irregular 
rhyihio of which had already beu-n aJopioil m ibe “ Lay of die La-'t 
Miiwlrel.” Tlie fragniculary style of itic compuviiiou was su^> 
gested by the now and|K>|Hilar "(Xtlniiibiis*’ of Mr. Rogers. 
As to U>e subject, it was nut merely by recent travel that the au* 
likjrhadbtml iametiiiimscifwidiTurkl'hhismry. **OUlKnoll»,*' 
heuid at Uissolunglii, a few weeks before bisdealli. *' was one of 
the first books that gave me pleasure when a childt and 1 believe 
It liad much UiBueiice on my futur.c wLsbes to visit the Levant, 
aud g tve, iMn'haps, the or.vulat colouring which is observed bi my 


poeiry.*' In ibc margin of his copy of Mr. U'lsraeb's essay oa 
*• Tlie Literary Uiaracicr,'* we finAilu: follow ipg note s— '• Ktiol- 
Ics. CanU mir, Dc Toll, Lady M. vV. kloniague. Hawkins's trans- 
lation Iron] Migubt's llislury of the Turks, the Arabian Nights— > 
ail travels or buiories, or books upon Uie East. I »)irhl mt-elw iih, 
1 had read. a« well as Iticaol. before t was Ira years o/rf.**--K.) 

■ [An event, in wbirh Lord bymii was (lerM/ually concerocU, 
undoiibirdly .sii|i|dio«l the giomidworfc of Uiu U|e; but fur the 
sturyr*o circimwiaiitMUy jkut forib. of iiisitaving liiniseif becu 
the luYcr of Uds bonale Have, there is no loundation. Ilte girl 
whose life the poet saved at Aibem was not, wc are assured by 
Sir John llublu.u>e, au ot>jcci of lus LuixUbip's'aliactuiivot, but 
of tlut of bis Turkish scrvaiil. For tliu Marquis o( bUgo's aC' 
count of Uic affair, ux Mooro's N'otiucs.'^E.] 
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That^nU)' x^hidi, gleamiug o'er the cliff, 
First greets the homewoftf-veering 
High o'er the land he saved in vain : 

^Vhen shall sucii bery Hre O^ain ? * 

Fair clime!* where every season sinHea 
Beiygnant o>r those hJesa^ isles, 

Which, seenfpim far Golohna's height, 
Make glad the heart that hails thekjght, 
And lend to loneliness delight. 

There, mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tintsorhiimya-irak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Kdens of the eastern wave : 

And if at times a transient breeze 
Break the l^e crystal of the seas, 

Or sw^ one blossom from the trees, 
How wllroinc.j^ each gentle air 
That wakes and waf^s the odoiirsHhere! 
For there the Bose o’er erag or vale, 
Sultana of the Nightingale,' 

The maid for w horn his melody. 

His thousand songs are heard on high, 
Blooms blushing to her lover’s tale : 

His queen, the gar#n queen, his Rose, 
IJobent by ^ inds; uncldll'd by snows, 

Far from the winters of ihd west. 

By every breeze and season bl^st, 

Returns the sw'eels by nature given 
In softest inoensg back to heaven^ 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 
.Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is there. 

And many d shade tliat love might share. 
And many a grotto, meant for rest. 


* A ' tomb above the ri>rk« on the promontory, by «ome «np- 
poved lh« Ke|oi>chre of lh«mi«locles.— (“Tlirre arc," aayt Cutn> 
bcridml, in ht»otn<^cr. fm linfs’ by Plato, upon the. tomb 
of TbcmbU>cl<*«. whlcli luve a turn of clr^aal ami pathcUe shn* 
pbclty In llicm.lhalilrwrTi'aabi-ltcr lraRsl.ii Ion Ilian I can givci^ 

(he (w'l nnrglo. on thv tiaiory klratid. 

Tby aooDOMVK. ThrmUlorlrf. »lull «t«»d : 
ty tbb tflrvrfnl to thy nalive itiore. 

The pci^hunt »ImII roiivry lilt trtliiblcJ (loro; 

and Mliru oar flc«u arc (ummoood jo (be Ugbl, * 

Aihcof »b«li conqBrr nlita tby lomb In »l|liL"*— E.] 

• ['*Of the beautiful now of Byton'i fancy/* aafajloore. “vhen 
U» sooeaia were once opened no any siil^ject. Ibe Giaour afforda 
one of Ibe mo«t rrmarLabte instance* i thM poem havinir accumii' 
fated andcr hU hand, boiliin printing and liimuith aiicce»i\eei]i* 
Cions, itll fronr four hundrrd linea, of wbicb It conslstc*! in ila first' 
copy, it at present amounts to fourlet'U hundrrd. The plan, in- 
ilet'd. which he bad adu|ilrd, of a srries of frafmcnis,— o set of 
orient pearls at mutum strung '"left iilm free t«Hntn»ducc. with, 
out reference lo mure than the general cuiiipleiidn of hi< story, 
whaterer sentimenl* or linafsrs his fancy. In iis ricursbins, could 
collect; and. how litUc fellm-d lie was by any regani to connesioo 
in thrse addilions. appears from a note whidr arc<im(ianled his 
own copy of this paragraiib. In which he says->'l have not yet 
fixed Ihe place of inuTlIon for the following lines, but will, when 
I see yoth— as I have no ropy.' Uven into this new passage, rich 
as it was at finl, bli Cancy afterwards |Hwred a fresh infiisioo.**— 
Tlir value of these after>UMichft of Ihe master may be appre- 
ciated by conparing the (oltonmg venes. from bis uriftinal draft 
of tbh paragraph, with Ibe ftiitn which (hey now wear i— 


H\at holds thdpiratefor a guest, 

^Vho«e bark in sheltering cove below 
l.iirks for the pa.ssiiig (teaccful prow. 

Till the gay mariner's guitar^ 

Is^hcard, and seen the evening star : ^ 

Then, stealing with the inuflied oar, 

Far shaded by the rocky shore. 

Rush the uight-prowiers on the prey, 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 

Strange— that where Nature loved to trace. 

As if for Gods, a dwelling place, 

And every* charm and grace hoUi mix'd 
Within the pradise she flx'd. 

There man, enamour’d of distress, 

Shotikl mar it into wilderness, 

And trample, bmte-like, o’er each flower • • 

Tliat tasks not one laborious hour: 

Nor claims the rulUire of his hand ^ 

To bloom along the fairy land. 

But springs as to preclude his care, 

And sweetly woos him — but to spare! 

Strange — that w here all is pace beside, 

'Hiere pssion riots in her pride, 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 
To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevail’d 
Against the seraphs they assail'd, 

And, liv’d on heavenly thrones, should dwelt 
Tlie freed inheritors of hell; 

So sqA the scene, 90 form’d for jOy^ 

So'curst thetyrants that destroy! t 

He who liath bent him o'er tlie dead' 

Kre the llr.st day of death is fli^d, 

Tlie first dark day of nothingness, 

'file last of danger and distress. 


“ Pairrilcnvrwhrrr rfcHlttt tVMorcr imlk*. ' 

Sritl;>naAt o'er IboM Mrunl I'lat, 

WbUb. ami frsen f>r CuloiiiW* brUht. 

M«fc« yUd ibc bear! Ikal lullt cbe kk^bl, 

A ad e<rr to lenrllDNodvIHlbt. 

Tbrro ihne Ikt AriyAI pf ttti, 

Iti* vpi»a Oc/an'« cArri, 

So tmtiiug rosvd lA^ traim /or* 

Ttm* EJesaoT Iberulirn w*ve. 

Or ir. aMloiM. lb* iraiiklcnt br«pie 
, BrMk th* rryalol ol tlw vrao. 

Or ArotA oD^blo««)iii from tb* Ir***, 

Uow yra/r/b/ U lit* yeitile air 
Tlwl Warn aod wafil ih* /rsyraarr Ibnv?*' 
Tbewrboleof Ihlv paBuge, from Hue 7 «iown to tine 467, ''Wlk> 
beard tl firtl luil cause lo griere.*' wav iiol in Ibe first edilluo — E- f 
I The atlachnient of Hie iiighlingale lo the rote ia a well-known 
Persian fable. I f I iul»lake not. the '* Bulbul ol a thoa»aod Ulea ‘ 
Uune of bia appellations. [Thus, Mesilii, as translated by Sir Wil> 
Ham JooM * 

** Come, rtaarixiicg m*ld I aod bear ibf iwri »ko8, 

TbjK'if Ibe ra»e. aod be Ilia bird of iprluy : 
love tid* lilm ting, and I.oTe « III be obrv'd. 
be |ay : too MMKi iba flowers of *prti.e w 111 fAdf.".-e.] 

4 The guitar is ihe comtani amusement of Ifm Greek sailor I y 
night t with a sleiKly fair wind, and (hiring n calm, it is acemn- 
panicfl alway^jliy the voice, ami utten bv U.iiiclog. 

> Ilf once the public notice it diawii lo a ixiel. tbe laU'iils be 
exhibllv on a nearer view, ihciVu^ht hiv mind carries wi:h it in 
bis every^lay Intrreourv^. sitmehnw or oilier, are reliccuid ar«»wiKl 
on fats comp^liufu, and cu-uperalO in giving a collateral (on*c lu 
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(Before Hecay’s effacing fingers ’ . 

Have swept'Ihe lines where beauty lingers, ) 

And mnrl('d tlie mild angelic air, 

The rapture of repose that ’s there, 

The fix'd yet tender traits that streak ‘ 

' The languor of the placid cheek. 

And — but for that sad shrouded eye. 

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now, 

And but for that chill, changele.ss brow. 

Where cold Obstruction'k apathy 
Appals the gazing mourner's heart, ' 

As if to him it could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 

Yes, but for these, and these alone. 

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour, • 

He still might doubt the tyrant's power ; 

So fair, so calm, so softly seal'd. 

The first, last look by death revexil'd ! • 

Such is the aspect of this shore; ■ . . 

'T is Greece, but living Greece no more ! » ^ 

So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 

We start, for soul is wanting there. 

Hers is the loveliness in death. 

That parts not quite with parting breath ; 

But beauty w ith that fearful bloom. 

That hue w'hich haunts it to the tomb. 

Expression's last receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay, 

The 'farewell beam of Feeling past away ! 

Spark of that (lame, perchance of heavenly birtl^, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cJterish'd earth!* 

Gime of the unforgotten brave ! 

Wliose land, from plain to mountain-cave, 

Was Freedom's home or Glory's grave I 
Shrine of the mighty ! can it be 
Tiiat this is all remains of thee ? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave : 

Say, is not tliis'rhermopylm? 

These waters blue that round you lave. 

Oh ! servile o^spring of the free,— 

Pronounce what sea, what shore is this ? 

The gulf, the rock of Sal^inis! 

These scenes, their story not unknown. 


Itifir (mprcMion on Iho public. To t|iUwc miKaMlim some part 
of the impri'<<iinn mjilc bj* the 'GUirtir.'* Tlw thirty-flvC Unci 
becinninff '* tie who hath bent him oVr (he i1ea«r‘ arc lo iM'auliful. 
•0 orkiiul. and pj utterly Iteyoml Ihe reach of any one whine 
poetical wai not very decided, ami rcry rich, that liu^y 

alone, tmder the circhmitancni expUinrtI, were lufflclent to ae« 
cure celebrity Jo ihU pogn — sii E. BavDCia.] 

' “ Ay. but lo itli> iDd go know not where, 

To iye in cold vtalredlon?** 

Meaturt for Kfaswrt, 

■ • I trait Ihil frw of my reader* have ever had an opportnnity 
ofwilueiKinK wrhaib here attempted in dcKiiplion, but ihmewbo 
have will prnbahly niain a (nlblul remembrance of that »ingular 
be.vTty which {icrvOei. with few ciceptloiu. the feaUireii of the 
drnd. a few hour*, aDtl hut fur a few hour$, alter *' the rpirit is not 
Uicre." It i* to be remarked In case* of violent deaUi hj- gun-*bot 
wcMiod. 1 . the ex))rc»5k>n tiflw.iys that ollansaor. whatever Uio 
natural energy of Ihe uifferer** eltaricter: but in death from i 


Arise, and make again your own; 

Snatcli from the aslies of your sires 
The einliers of their former fires ; 

And he who id the strife spires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny sltall quake to hear, 

A nd leave Ills sons a Itopc, a fame. 

They too will rnllier die than shaigc 
For Freedom's battle once begun. 
Bequeath'd by bleeding sire to son, 
Tliough batfied oft, is ever won. ^ 

Bear witness, Grecq^lhy living page. 
Attest it many a dcamless age 1 
While kings, in dusty darkucss hidy 
Have left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy lieroes, though the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their toihl), . 
A mightier monument command, ^ 
The mountain^of their native lanit I 
There points thy Mu.se to stranger's eye 
Tlic graves of those that cannot die ! 

'T were long to tell, and sad to trace. 

Each step from splendour to disgrace; 
Enough— no foreign Ibe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it ft^ ; 

Yes I Self-abasement paved the way , 

To villain>bond$ and desjwt sway. 

What can he tell who treads th^ sliore? 

Pio i^endof thine olden time, 

No theme on which the muse mightsoar 
nigli as thine own in days of yore, 
■\Vlien man w-as worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts within thy valleys bred. 

The fiery souls that mi^it have led 
Tliy sons to deeds .sublime. 

Now crawl from cradle to the grgve. 

Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave,* 
And callous, save to crime; 

Stain'd with each evil lhat pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
'Without even savage virtue blest, 
■Without one free or valiant breast, 

. Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 


slab ihc crMintcoancc prcMrYeflls traib of reeling or ferociiy, ami 
(he mind* ((« bUa. lu tlic last. 

1 (III Dalkiway s Couitanliooplc. k book which Lord Byrnn I* 
not Qulikoly lo have conMilt<‘d, l Hod a pamae quoted from nil- 
Jie»** History of Greece, which cootiiiii, picrhapi. Ihe first iccil 
of the IlioughI ihuj expanded into full pcrft'Ction by genius 
*' The preient stato of Greece, compared to thn ancicnl. U the al- 
lenl obnenrity oC the grave contiiasted wiUi Hie virkJ liulrc of ac- 
tive life.*'— MootE.] 

4 [There it infinite beauty and effect thongli of a painful and 
almottopprcsdve character, in UiUeilMor^linary pawase : in which 
the author liai illustrated Ibe beaolifiil, luit siill and mi laocholy 
aipcctofthc once busy and glorious shores of Greece, by an iniai^o 
more trne, more mournful, and more riquliiteiy finiriicd than any 
that we can recollect in (be whole compaes of |)oetry.— JErrasT.] 

4 Aibens is the proi>eriy of (lie Kular Aga (tbe slave of the se^ 
raglio and guardian of the womeb), who appoints (he XVay-wode. 
A pander and eunuch— these are not polite, yel true appellatione 
—DOW gotffms Uic governor of Athens! 
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ProverbM wHw, arW jitcient craft; 

In this th^abtlc Greek is fo'unfl,^* * 

For tins, and this altne, reiiown’d. 

In vain might JJherty invo)^ 

The spirit to {^ bondage bt'oke^ 

Or raise the neck that (t)urts tbe^oke 
No more her sorrows I b^wail^ 

Yet this will be a mournfu^.talc, f 
And they who listen rtlay believe, 

AVho beard it first had cause to grieve. 

» • * » • ' 

Far, dark^ along the blue sea glaij^ing. 

The shadows of^he rocks^vancing 
Star^n the fisher's e)c lificboat 
Otoii nd-pirate or Mainote: 

And, fearful for hrs light canjue, 

He shuns the near but doubtful oreek ^ ■ 

Though worn and wear)' w’itlf his toil. 

And cumb^'d with his scaly s^oil, ^ A > 
Slowly, yyt strongly, plies Uie oar, -i.' 

TUJ l^rt Leone’s safer shore . . 

RMeivesbIm (d* Uic lovely-light 
That best bcfoAies an^v^eru uight. 

• *• • ^ . 

Who thundering con>es on blackest steed,' ' 
Tfith slacken’d bitand hoof of speed? ' , 

Beneath the clattering gron’s sound 
The cavern’d ^oes w’ilte around 
In lash for lasl^ and hound for bound ; 

Tlie fikuii tbararcaks the courser’s side 
Seems ^thler^d from the ocean-tide : 

Though weary waves are sunk to rest. 

There ’s ndneyithin his rider’s breast; 

And thoucbVpnorrow’s tempest lower,' 

*T is calmer tnan thy heart, young Giaour ! s 
I know thee not, I loathe thy rare, 

But in thy lineaments I trace 

What time sliall strengthen, not efface : 

Though young and pale, that sallow front » 

Is scathed by fterv passion’a brunt ; 

Though bent on earth thine evil eye. 

As meteor-like thou glidest by, ^ 

Right well I view and deem thee one 
Whom Othman’s sons should slay or shun. 

On— on be hasten’d, and he drew 
My gaze of wonder as he flew ; 

Tbougli like a demon of the night 
He pass’d, and vanish’d from my sight, 


« 

His aspect and his air impress'd 
A troubled memo^ on roy Oreasi, 

And long upon my startled ear ' • . ' < 

Rung his dark courser’s hoofs of fear. 

He spurs Ms steed ; he nears Ihe steep, ' * 
That, jutting, shadow's o’er the deep;' * 

He winds aroand ; he hurries by ; * 

The rock relieves him frbm mine cye^ 

For well I ween anw^lcome he 
, Whose glance is fix’d t)n those that flee; 

And not a star but shines too bright 
On him who takes syph timeless flight. . 

He wound along; but ere bo pass’d " 

One glance be snatch’d, as if bis* last, 

A moment checlrd his wheeling steed, 

A moinei9breatiied him fr<|pi his speed, 

A moment on Kis stirrup stood — 

W'hy looks beo'^r the olive wood? 

The crescent glimmers on the hill. 

The ^fosque’s high lafhps are quivering slill^ 
Though too remote fee sound to wake ^ • ' 

In echoes of the far tophnike,* « 

The flashes of each joyous peal 
. Are seen to prove tlie Moslem’s zeaT 
To>night, set Rhaimzani’s sun ; ^ • 

To-night, the Bairain feast ’s begun ; • ' '’ *• 

To-night— but,who and what art tliou. 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow > ! ; 

And what are these to thiue or thee, 

Tiiat thou shouid’st either pause or flee? 

He stood— some dread was on bis face, * ■. 
Soon Hatred sailed in Its (llace : *«• 

It rose not witfi the reddening flush ^ 

, Of transient anger’s hasty blush,< 

But pale as marble o’er tlte tmnb. 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

Ilia brow wa^ bent; his eye was glazed ; 

He raised his arm, and fiercely raised, 

And sternly shook his hand on 1^, 

As doubling to return hr fly : • 

Iinpatfent of his flight delay’d. 

Here loud his raven charger neigbM— 

Down glanced that band, and grasp’d his blade; 
That sound bad burst his waking dream, 4 
As Slumber starts at owlet’s scream. . <. 

The spur bath lanced hts courser’s sides ; 

Away, awq)', for life lie rides ; 

Swift as the hurl’d on high jerreed,’ 

Springs to the touch his startled steed,' *'* .• 


• (*rbe reciter of U>e tile it a ToiIlMi Othemun. wlio bat been 

empk»red Uariag the day hi the suit of and in Uie CTcnlo*. 

apprebentive of the Uatnote pirate* w bo infcit the coast of Allica, 
lands with his boat on the harbour of Port Leimr, (be aociCDt Pl- 
r«us. He .becotaes the ere-witness of nearly all the Incidenu in 
the sttry, and in oOe of them la -a principal agent. It is to his 
feelinp, and particularly to his reliipous pnjudiert, that we are 
iDdebted kw some of the most rorcible and aplendiJ parts of tbo 
poan.— Gaoaci Ellis.) 

• (In Dr. Clarke's TriYel*, ibis word, wliidi means itifidei, U 
always written according to its Eogiidi proannclation. Ojonr. 


Lord Byron adopted Ihe Itailan spcUing UMiiiJ aimsog iIm Pranks 
of lUe Desert.— B.) 

3 ‘'Topbaike,” mosket.— The Bairam is annocMOcd by the can- 
non at Bunset; the Ulutnioatkia of Uic ■ueques. and iWt firing of 
all kinds of small arms, loaded wUb ba/f, proclaim It during the 
oiRhL 

4 [.'‘zrasty Uusbr*’— For koafir. all thecditlona lIU Uie tweiah 
read "dorkmlnp blush.'*— E.) 

> Jerreed. or Djcrrid. a blunted TurUsb Javelin, which la darted 
from horseback wiUi great force and precision. It is a favourite 
exercise of the MuMuhnaiu ; but I know not if it can be called a 
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I1it! rock is Joukled, and the shore 
Shakes with the clatfbring tmoip no more; 
The crag is won, no mow is seen. 

His Christian crest and haughty mien.* 
was but an instant he restrained • 

Th;^ fiery barb so sternij' rein'd; 

was but amornent thar he stood, ■ 

Then sped dl If by death pursued : 

But in that instant O’er his Soub 
Winters of Memory seem’d to roll, 

And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of cripie. 

O’er him who loves, gr liates, or fears, 

Such moment pours the grief of vears : 

What felt he then, at once opprftt ' 

By all that most distracts the breast? % 

'liiat pause, which ponder’d o'er his fate, 

Oh, who its drear)’ length shall datel 
Though in Time’s record nearly nought, 

It wis J^temity to Thought ! 

For iniiipte* as boundless space 
The thought ihiff Conscience must embrace, 
Which in Itself can comprehend 
Woe wijhout'name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone; 

And did he fly or fall alone ? 

Woo to that hour he came or w ent ! 

11te curse for Ilassan's sin was sent ' 

To turn a palace to a tomb ; 

He came, he went, like the Simoom,* 
Thatharbinger of fate and gloom, 

Beneath whose w idel||l-wastiiig breath 
Tffc ver)' cypress droops to dealli— 

Dark tree, still sad when others* grief is fled, 
The only constant nwgrner o'er the dead ! 

Tl)e steed is vanish'd from the stall ; 

Ko serf U seen in Ilassan’s hall ; 

lonely Spi(W’$ tliin gray pall 
VVffves slowly *deuing o’er the wall ; 


The Bat builds in hisllafam-hljl^t. • 

And in the fortress of his power 
'Hjp Ow l usurps the heaconrtower ; 

The wild-dog howls 5’er^lhe fountain*? brim. 

With baffled thirst, and famine, m; 

For the strearf^has shrunk from its marble bed, 
Where H)c weeds and the desolate dust are sprrad. 
*T was sweet 9 yore Jo it play 
And chase the sultriness df day. 

As springing high the silver dew 
In whirl? fantastically f1<5W, 

And flung luxurious cbolness round « 

The air, amiverdurc o’er the guund. 

’T wassweet, whcn^j^udless srars w'ere bright, 
To view the wave of watery light, ' 

And lieor its melody i>y night. 

And oft had llassnn’s ^ildhood playM 
Around Rie ver^Jeof that cascade; 

An d <ift upon hispiotlieris breast * 
TIi^Bnd bad liarinoQi»*d his rest 
And^n bad Hassan’s Y*outh albng i . 

Its bank been soothed by Beauty^ sonR|ll^ 

And softer seem'd each-melting t«ne 
Of Music mingled withteWn. - ' • 

Qut ne'er shall Hassan^ Age repose 
Along the brink at Tw ilight's close : 

The stream tliat flll'd that font is fled— 
liie blood lliat wann'd his heartis sited ( 

And Itere no more sitall human voice 
Be heard to rage, regret, "rejoice. 

The Inst sad note that swell'd the%ale ^ 

Was woman's wildest Amoral wait : 

That qiiencJi'd in sHcnce, all IsAtill, 

But the lattice that flaps when tliewind is sla-ill : 
Though raves tlie gust, and floods tlio-tain, 

No hand shall close its clasp againl^ 

On desert sands *t w ere joy to scan 
The rudest steps of fellow' man, 

So here the very voice of Grief 
Might wakc,an Echo like relief— 

At least *t would say, “All are not gone ; 


manf^ one, »iace ihe mo«l expert In tUe art are Uic Black Eunuclu 
of CoQStantlDople. 1 ttilok, next to iheae. a Mamlouk at Smyrna 
vra#the mou aklKul that carnc mlbinmy obwrvaUoii. ' ** 

* [Rvery gesture, of the impeliMus horseman Is full of anxiety 
and passion. In Ihe midst of his career, nbilst in full viw of ttie 
astonUbed spectator, he suddenly checks bis steed, and rMng on 
his lUrmp. surreys, with a look of agonizidg Impattmce, ibe dl»- 
taut city Dlumiiuted M Ute fea-it of Bairam ; then pale with an- 
ger, raisres fab arm as If In menace of an Invisible enemy ; but 
awakened from lib trance o/ passion by Uie neighing of his charger, 
again hurries Ideward. and disappears.— iiiosGt Eutix-} 

* Tbi! blMt of the deeert, fatal to every ihlDg living, and oflen 
alludetl uvitvcaal^rn poelry.—t Abyssinian Dnice give«. |>erhsps, 
the liveliest account of the appearance and effects of the tuffncai- 
f ng blast of the Desert “ At elevro o'clock,*' he says, " while 
wecmitem)fliUed with grCbt pleasure Ihe rugged top uT Chiggre. 
lo nliich we were fast api>roacbing. ami where we were to solace 
ourselves wiUi plenty of good water. Idris, our guide, cried out 
with a loud voice, * Fall u{>on yonr faces, tor here is the simoom.' 
I saw from the south-east a haze come, to coknir like the purple 
part of Uie rainbow, but not ao compressed or thick. It did not 
oocu]iy twenty yards lu brr.'Klih, and was abont twelve feet high 
from Ihe gcound. Itwasaiiiad of Mush n|>oa Ibe air,aiidil moved 


very rapidly t tor I scarce could turn to fall upon the fTouQd, with 
my head to the northward, when I fell Ihe beal of iU current 
plaiuty upon my face. Xvc all lay llat on the ground as If dead, 
till Idris lold us It was blown over. The meteor, or purple haze, 
which 1 saw was. indeed, passed, but the Hgfalair, whlrh still Uew, 
was heat to threaten tiJIocaUuD. For ray part, 1 found dis- 
lincUf In my breast that lhad imbibed a part of it; nor was 1 
free of an asthmatic sensation till 1 bad teen some muotbs In 
Italy, at the baths of Porelta, near two years afterwards. "—See 
Bruee’s Lifeahd Tra.v<U, p. 470, edit. IMO — E.] 

) {This }»art of the narrative not only contains much brilUant and 
Just descriiiiloii, but Is mauaged with unusual taste. Tl»e fisher- 
man has, hlihciio, related nothing mgre than Uie extraordinary 
;ihrnotneDoa which bad excited his coriorily, and of which It !• 
his immediate object to explain the canse to bis hearers ; but In- 
stead of p(x»ceedlng to doao, he slops to vent his execrations oo 
Ibe Giaour, to describe Ihe solllude of iiassan's once luxurious 
haram, and to lamcnl the uDilrobly death of ihe owner, and of 
Leila, togfihrr wiUi U« cesiilioo of Uul hosjiliallly which they 
had uniformly ei|>erteoced. He reveals, as If unlntenUonally and 
unconsciously, the caiastroplie of his slory ; but he ihus prepares 
his appeal to ibe sympathy of bis audience, wilbool much dimi- 
niUiiog their suspense.— csoict Bllu.] * 
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There Hagers Life, though but in^t" — 

For many a gilded chayiber '$ there. 

Which Solitude might ■well forbear; ‘ 

Within thoadome ^ yet Decay ^ ■ 

Hath slowly work’^her cankering way— 

But gkiotn it gather'd o'er the gatk " * , - 

Nor there tl# Fakir’fcfflf wyi wait; 

Nor there will wandering Derv^etay,. 

For bount)i^^rs not ; # « 

Nor there tntiweary stranger liall 
To blesn(he sacred ** bread«nd salt.*' ^ 
Alite musLaWellii and Poverty ^ * 

Passheedlessanif Al^ed by,*^ ' . 

For Courtesy ind Pity died ^ ' 

With Hassan on tb^qpntaiiTOde. * 

His roofy that re^ge ui^ meny • 

Is Desolation's hungry 9n. ^ 

The guest fires thebalh and the rassal from labour. 
Since bis turban wa%cleft by tbe iiilidsl's sabre! * 


I hear the sound of coming feet. 

Rut not a voice mine ear to greet ; 

More near — each turban 1 can scan. 

And silver-sheathed ataghauf* 

Tbe foremost of the band is seen 
An Emir by bis garb of green : * 

“Ho! who arlthou?"— This low salam* 
Replies of Moslem faith I am.— 

The burthen ye so gently bear 
Seems one that claims your utmost care, 
And, doubtless, holds some precious freight. 
My humble bark would gladly wait.'' 

“Thou spcakest sooth ; Uiy skiff unmoor. 
And waft us from the silent shore ; 

Nayt leave the sail still furl’d, and ply 
Tbe nearest oar that 's scatter’d by, 

And midway to those rocks where sleep 
Tbechanoel'd waters dark and deep. 

Rest from yOur task — so — bravely done, 
Our course has been right swiftly run; 

Yet 't is tlie longest voyage, 1 trow, 

That ode of— • * • 


Sdlleo Upluiiged, and slowly sank. 

The calm wave rippled to the hank'; 

1 watch'ddt os it^k, mcthougbt 
Some motion frodnhe current caught 
Bestirr'd it more,— *t #as but the beam 
That checker'd o’er the living stream : ^ 

I gazed, till vanishing trom view, 

Like lessening pebble it wididrcw ; . * 

Still less and less,' B speck of white 
That g?him'd the tide, then mock'd the sight ; 
And all its hidden secrets sleep, 

Known but to Genfi of the deep, 

Which, trembling in their coral caves, 
Tbe>’(fare not' whisper to the waves. 


As rising on its purple wing 
^le insect-queen? of eastern spring, 

O’er emerald meadows of Kasluneer 
Invites tbe young pursuer near, 

And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour, y 
Then leaves him, as it soars on high, 
With panting h^art and tearful eye : 

So Beauty lures the full-grow n child, 
Witbliue as bright, and whig as wild; 

A ebas^ of idle hopes and fears, . 

Begun in folly, closed in tears. 

If won, to equal ills betray'd, 

Woe w'aits the insect and tbe maid ; 

A life of pain, tile loss of peace, * 

From infant's play, and man's caprice : 
The lovely toy so fiercely sought • 
Hath lost its charm by being cought, 

For ever^’ touch that woo’d its slay 
Hath brush’d its brightest hues away, 
Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 

*7 is left to fly or fall alone. 

Whh wounded wing, or bleeding breast, 
Ah! where shall either victim rest? / 
Can tills w ith faded pinion, soar 
From rose to tulip as before ? a 
Or Beauty, blighted in an hour, ^ 
Find joy within her broken bower? 

No : gayer insects fluttering by «' 


• {'*1 have Joit recoHectfd to alteration yon tnar' make tn ibe 
proof. Amcpfij (be Jloea on llaatan'a seal', tr ihit— 

'ComeM ftTMiiiode (0 A«r« ' y 

How, to share hnptic* more Ibao one, and SulUude U a tlogle gen- 
Uemao : H nuiil Im thua— * 

*r« OMaT attMrd rbaatbcr'i llMro " ■ 

Wbicti Mltiudc mlfbt i*cU forbMf 

and so on'. .'Will jom adopt thia correction? and pray accept a 
SGIton cbeeae troca me ti^ your bwibley'-F.S. 1 leave thia to your 
diacreiUiQt'tr anybody ibloka the old line a one. or the 
dkceaea bad one, don't accept of dlher. B. leUfrt, Sldton,Oct. 
3, ISIS.— e. 

• To partake of food, to break bread <tk1 mH with your boat, 
emurea the aafely of the ftueat : even Ihousb an enemy, hit per- 
too from that moment la aacred. 

• loecdhanilyoUerve.ibal ^rily andHoatMlalKy arethefint 


dntles ebjoined by Mahomet ; and to aaj truth,, verr generally 
pracUaed by hit diaciplea. The first pratae that can be bestowed 
uo a Chief. I| a panegyriopo hla boiuty { the next, on hit valour. 

4 Tbe ataghan, a long dagger worn with pistols la the belt. In a 
niclal Kabbard. groorally of aiheriaod, among Uie wcalibler, 
gilt, or of gold. 

4 Creen U the privileged colour of the prophet'a numeroos pre- 
(ended deaceodanta: with lheu>, os Ihtc, blth (the family inlicri- 
Unce) ia su|>poaed to luperarde (he necesaity of good works : they 
are the wont of a very iudifferent brood. 

a " Salam aleikmun .' aleiLouiu aalam I '* peace be with yoo ; be 
with you iHuce— llie saluuiitm rcierved fcir the faitliful lo a 
Cbriillatw **L’rBruU,*'a good{ourney; or '* aabao hJrevem, Kabaii 
irrula;** good mtirn, good even: and amnellme*, '*may your cud 
be bappy;*' are the usual aalules. 

1 The binc-wingrd btiUcrfiy of Kaahmeer, tlic moat rare and 
Inantlful of tbe apedcs. 
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Ne'er droop ^ wing e'er tliosc that die. 
And lovelier things have inercy shown 
To every failing tat their own, 

And every Woe a tear <jan clain 
Except an erring sister'svhame. i . 

« * * * * * 
• I . ■ ' . ■ 

The Mind, that brcK^ds o'er guilty woes. 
Is like the Scorpion girt by lire ; ‘ 

In circle narrowing as it glow s, 

Tlie flaincs around tlieir captive close. 

Till inly search'd by tliousand throes. 

And maddening in her ire, 

One sad and soIcYclief she knows : > 

Tl)e sting she noiflish'd for her foes, 
»lM>se venom never yet was vain, 

Gives but one pang, and cures all pain, 
And darts into her desperate brain. 

So*do the dark in soul expire, 

Or live like Scorpion girt by fire: • 

So writhes the mind Remorse hath riven, 
Unfit for earth, undoom'd for heaven, . 
Darkness above, despair beneath. 

Around it fiame, within it death! 


Black Hassan from tlie Ilaram flies, . 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes : 
The unwonted chase each hour, employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 

Not Un^s was Hassan won't to fly 
When Leila dwelt in bis Serai. 

Doth Leila there no longer dwell? 

That tale can only Hassan tell : 

Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon that eve she fled away 
When Rhamazan's * last sun was set, 
And, flashing from each minaret. 


I Millions of himms proclaim’d tlie feast 
[’ Of Bairam through the boundless East. 

I **1 was then .sho went as tothe bath^ . 
Which Ha^n vainly ^arch’^ «u weath ; , ' * 
For slie was hown her masi^r's rage 
In likenessii^ Geoigian page, w . v 

And far beyoird the Moan's pow^ ' 
Had wrpng'd him with^w faithless Giaour. 
Somewhat otihil hadfiassan demj^ 

But still so fptd, M fair she seeiir * - v 
Too he trusted4o tlie slave ^ 

' wriofljkeadici^desetied a grave : . ‘ ^ 

' And(^hgt#v*l^dgorte^affiiros(|ue, . 

And thence to fq^st In his kiosk.* 

Such is tb« idle h9 Nubi^q^ell, 

; Who ^id not w atcb th^ (liarge too well ; 

I But others say, thaC oAhat nidit, % 

By paleVhiugari's Vtrembliug Bghlf 
i Tlie Giaour upon bis jet blgpk steed 
Was seen, but seen alone to speed 
. With bloody spur along thesliore. 

Nor maid nor .page beliind him bore. 

; • • • • * • 

I 

^ Her eye's dark obarm 't w ere vain to tell, 

I But gaze on that of the Gazelle, 

It will assist tliy fancy well ; 

As large, as languisliffigly dark, ^ 

But Soul beam’d fortli hi every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid, 

Bright as the jewel of Giamscliid.’ 

Yea, Soul, and should our prophet say 
Iliat form was nought but breathing clay, 

By Alla ! 1 w ouW answer nay ; 

Though on Al-Sirat's ^ arch 1 stood, 

Which totters o'er the fiery flood, 

With I^radisc witliin ray view. 

And all his Uouris ? beckoning through. 


* (Mr. Dallas uys, that Lord Dyron assured lUin that (he para- 
graph oooUlnlDg the simile of the scorplOD was Imagined la bU 
sleep. It forms, thAcforc, a pentfafit to (he ** pfjrchologieal cu> 
riositr," Icgiliiing wUli those exqulsllelr nuisiual Uses i— 

** A dsmscl wUti s dukiinrr 
la s tUIod odtc 1 MW ; 

• n was so Ah}t,lnlaa ould.** c<r. 

The whole of which. Mr. Coleridge says, was composed by him 
during a slesta.—E.] . , 

* Alluding to the dubioas suicide of the scorpion, so plac^ for 
experimentby gentle pbilosoplitn. Some milptaio that the poci- 
tkm of the sting, when lum^ towards Ihe head, is merely a cop- 
vuIslTe movement: but others have aclnally brought in the ver- 
dict **Fdo de se.” The scorploas are surely interested In 'a 
speedy decision of (he <}uesUun ; as, If once (airly eslahllsbcd as 
insect Catos, they wUI probably be allowed to live as long asTlicy 
tblnfc proper, wilhuut being martyTed for the sake of an hypo 
(heals. 

1 The cannon at sniuet close the Hbamazao. See ante, p. SI7 
note. 

4 Phingarl, the muon. 

f The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sullan Glamschid, (he eni 
bellisher of IstaVhar; from Us splendour, named Scbcbgerag, 
**thc torch of night;” also ‘*lhccu{> ofW sun,’* etc. Inibe 
first edition, ** (iiamschld ” was wriuenas a word of three syl- 
lables, so D'Hcrbclot has It ; but 1 am told Hiebardson reduces it 


to a dissyllable, and writes JamsbhI.*' i have left in Ibe text tlie 
orthography of tfae ooe wilh the pronundatioD of the otber.^In 
the firsl cditloa, Lord Byron had osed (bis word aa a trisyllabie,^ 
Bright as ihe gem of GUnucbid,*'^but, on my remarking to 
him, upon Ihe anlbority of Bicliardsan's Perstan Dichonary, (bat 
this was incorrect, be altered U to “ Bright aa Uie^pby o( Gum- 
scfald.*’ On scci^ this, however. I wrote lo lura, ‘* that, as the 
comparison of bis hcrotnet eye to a ruby n\lghl unluckily call up 
ihoideaof fUbdog.bloodfthot, be bad better change tbe line to 
Bright as (he j^wel of Giamschid ; ” wblcb )>e accordingly did, 
in the following diUbn.—Uoou.] ' 

* Al-Siral, tbe bridge of bceadih, narrower than the thread of a 
famiihed spider, and »has|»er than U»e edge of a sword, over which 
the Mussulmans most skofe Into Pa/adise, lo whidiltls tbe only 
entrance ; but this is not the worgl. die river beneath being hell 
ilsolf. into which, ai may be expected, the unskilful and lender of 
foot contrive to tumble with a ** facilis descensus Avenil,” not 
very pleasing In prospect to the next passenger. There b a abor- 
Icr cut downwai^ for tbe Jews and CbrbUaos. 

*7 [The vii^iiB of Paradise, called from tbeir largo black eyes. 
Kur a/ ojfun. An intercourse with these, according to tbe bisti- 
tnifon of UalMiinct, b to ountiUufe the principal felicity of the 
falllilul. Not formed of clay, like mortal women, they are adorn- 
ed with imtadiAg charms, and deemed to pomeas the celestial 
iwivllegc of an eternal youth. See D'flert^l, and Sale's 
ran.— R.) 
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Oh I who young LeHa*t glance could read . 
And A^ep ftat portion of his creed, 

AV^ich saitb that woman is but dust, 
yl^Boul^ss toy Ibr tyrant’s lust ? * 

On her^ight Muftis gaze, and own 
That through her eye the Immortal slione; 
On her fair cheek's unfading hue 
Th^ young pooiegraoate's ' blossonis strew 
Their bloom in blushes ever new^; 

Her hair in h>*acintlii&e * (low, 

When iM't to roll its folds below, 

As midst lier liaudmaids in tlie hall 
She stood superior to tliem all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 
Gleam’d Whiter than tiie inmintnin sleet. 

Ere from the cloud tiiahgavc it birth 
It feH, and caught one stain of earth. 

H»c cygnet nobly walks the water ; 

S<f mov’d on earth Circassia's daughter, 

The loveliest bird of Franguestaii ! ♦ 

As rears her crest the ruffled Swan, 

And spurns the wave willi wings of pride, 
When pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide ; 
'fhus rose fair Lelia’s whiter neck : — 

Thus arm'd with beauty would site check 
Intrusion’s glance, till Folly’s gaze 
Shrunk from tiie charms it meant to praise. 
Thus high and graceful was her gait ; 

Her heart os tender to her mate ^ 

Her mate — stern Hassan, wIk) w*as he? 

Alas ! that name was not for thee ! 


,And sparkle in the fountain rill, 

Wliose welcome waters, cool and clear. 
Drew blessings from the mountaineer : 
Here may the loitering inerchunt Greek 
Find that repose ’t were vain to seek . 
In cities lodged too near his lord. 

And trembling for his secret hoards 
Here may he rest where none can see, 
In erowds a slave, in deserts free ; 

And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem iuu>t nordrafn. 


Tiie foremost Tartar 's in the gap, 
Conspicuous by his yellow cap ; . 

The rest in lengthening line Uie while 
Wind slowly through the long defile : ’ 
Above, the mountain rears a peak, * 

Where vultures whet the tliirsty beak. 

And theirs may be a feast to*night, 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow's light ; 
Beneath, a river’s wintry stream 
Has ihrunk before the summer beam, 

And left a channel bleak and bare, 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there : 
Each side the midway path there lay 
Small broken crags of granite grav. 

By time, or mountain lightniog, riven 
From summits clad in mists of heaven ; 

For wber<ys he tJiat faatli beheld 
The peak of Liakura unveil’d ? 




A 


Stern Hassan hath a journey ta’en 
With twenty vassals in his train, 

Each arm'd, as best becomes o man, 

With arquebuss and ataghan ; ‘ 

The chietteforc, ns deck'd for war, 

Bears hi his belt the scimitar 
Stain'd with 'tlie best of Arnaut blood, 

When inthe pass the rebels stood, * - 
And few return’d to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Fame's vale. 

The pistols which his girdle bore 
Were those that once a |iasha wore^ . ‘ 

Which styi, though gemm’d and boss’d with gold, 
Even robbers tremble to bdiold. 

T is said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his side ; 

The faithless slave that broke lier bower, 

And, worse than faithless, for a Giacwir! 

• * • * • • 

The sun> last rays are on the hill, 


• A ralssrerrort the Koran allou M least a third of Paradlie 
wdl behaved womeot but bjr far the greater number of Mimu 
mao, leit their own way. and nrlnde their mofcU 

Irowi tev<«. BHos enemlca t i PI«tonlc«. ilicy cannot diKvl 
any fUtiM of thins, ” In Hie ».>ul, of ibe o:hcr sek. concelvit 
Utem U> be lupmerlrd by the Ilourh. 


They reach the gVovc of pine at last : 

“ Bismiilah ! * now the peril 's-past ; 

For yonder view the opening plain, 

And there we ’ll prick our ste^s amain : ’ 
The Chiaus spake, and as he said, 

A bullet whistled o’er his head 
The foremost Tartar bites the ground I 
Scarce had they time to check the rein, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound ; 

But three shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foes that gave tlie wound, 

Tlie dying ask revenge In vain. 

Witli steel unslieatb'd, and cartunc bent, 
Some o’er their-coursers’ harness le^nt. 
Half slielter’d by the steed ; 

Some fly behind the nearest rock. 

And there await the coming shock, 

ISor lamely stand to bh*cd 
Beneath Uie sliaft qt foes unseen, 

Who dare dot their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan owy fron/his hoysc 
Disdains to fl^t, and keeps his course, • ' 


■ An orfenUtsicDUe. wlilcb m^y, perbape, Uumsfa tbirly stolen, 
be dovmed *' plus Arabe qu‘m*Artbic.*‘ ■ 

1 HyAciDthioe.’ia ArsUc ''Sunbul;** is dioimon 4 Ihougbt In 
Uic e«Hcni puds » it was among ibe Greeks, 
i *• FrangtesUaV* Clrcaasia. 

* BumitUh — '‘In Uie name of God;** tlie commcnccsncnt of 
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Till fiery Hashes in the van 
Proclaim too sure the robber ^dan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the pronUsed prey ; . 

Then curl'd bis very beard * with Ire, 

And glared his eye witbfiercer fire : 

** Tliough far and near the bullets hiss, 

I *ve scaped a bloodier hour than this.*' 

And now the fo^ their covert quit, 

And call his vanals to submit ; 

But Ilaasnn's frawn and furious w'ord 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 

Nor of his little band a man 
Resign'd carbine or ataghan. 

Nor raised tlie craven cry, Amaun ! * 

In fuller siglit, more near and near, 

Tlie lately an>bush'd foes appear, 

And, issuing from Uie grove, advance, 

Sonw* wlw on battle-charger prance. 

A ^Vho leads them on with foreign brand, 

Far fiasliing in his red right hand ? 

“■’T is he ! 't is he 1 I know him now ; 

I know him by his pallid brow ; • 

I know him by the evil eye* 

That aids his envious trcadicry ; 

I know him by his jet-black barb : 

Tliough now arra}’’d in Arnaut^garb, 

Apostate from his own vile faith. 

It shall not saye him from the death : 

*T is he ! well met in any hour, 0 
Lost Leila's lo\*e, accursed Giaour!^' 

As rollS‘the river into ocean, 

In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As tbe^ea-tide’s opposing motion. 

In azure column proudly gleaming^ 

Beats back the curr«it many a rood, 

In curling foam and mingling fiood, 

While eddying whirl, and breaking wave. 
Roused by the blast of winter, ra\'e ; 

Through sparkliiig spray, in thundering clash, 
The lightnings otthc waters flash 
In awful whiteness o’er the shore, t v 
Tliat shines and shakes beiirath the roar ; 
Thus--as the stream and greet, 

With waves that madden ad they meet— 

Thus join the bands, whom tmitual wrofig, ,1 
And fate, and fury, drive alon)(. 

The bickering sabres' shivering jar ; 

And pealing wide or ringing near 

Its echoes on the Ibroblfing ear^ 
j. The dcathshot hissing froi^hfar ;■ ^ 

The shock, the shout, tlie 190^ of woTj 

• ^ Reverberate alon^ llMiti?alo, ^ 


all the cbaplen of Uie Karan but one. aiul 3P prayer and Uianlu* 

• A pbenonisnon not uncommon with an an^ JloMulraan. 
to IS09, th« (Uptaii^acba’a «Miker« at a dlpkmiatlo’audiebcc 
were no lev lively Mh indijnialiuii Ulan $ tiger cafe, to tbe ber> 
ror u( all Ibe dr jit<inwai : Use |iorleu(ou« Dm.«Ucbwa iwUted, they 
atood erect oT their uwa accurd, and vert ca)*ected every mo- 


More suited to the sbejiherd’s tale ; 

Thougli few the munbers-^theirs Uie^tri^t • 
That neiAier spares nor speak's for life f / 
Ah I fondly youtliful hearts can press, _ ^ 

To seize and shore the dear caress : « 

But Ix>ve itself could never pant # 

For all that Beauty sighs to grant • 

With half the fervour Hate bestows ^ 

Upon the last gnbrace of Ibes, 

When grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms Uiat ne’er shall lose their bold : • 

Friends meet to pari ; Lowe laughs at faith ; 
True foes, once met, are join'd till death I 


With sabre shiver’d to the hilt. 

Yet dripping with tlie blood he spilt ; * 

Y'et strain'd within tlie sever’d hand 
Whicli quivers round that faithless brand \ 

His turban far behind him roll'd, 

And cleft in (wain its firmest fold; 

His flawing robe by falchion torn, 

And crimson as those clouds of mom 
That, streak’d with dusky red, |K)rtend 
The day shall have a stormy end ; , 

A stain on every bush tliat bore 
A fragment of his palampore,* 

His breast with wounds unnumber'd riven, 
His backlo earth, his faceto heaven, 

Fall’ll Hnssan )ies~ 4 iis unclosed eye 
Yet low ering on his enemy, 

As if the hour that seal’d his fate 
Surviving left his quenchless hate; 

And o’er him bends that foe with brow 
As dark as bini that bled below*. — 


** Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wav^ 

Bui his sliall be a redder grave; 

Her spirit pointed well the steel • 

Which taugfit that felon lieart to feel. 

He call'd tlic Prophet, but his |iower 
Was vain against the vengeful Giaour : 

He call'd on Alla*^but the word 
Arose unheeded or unlieard. 

Tliou Paynim fool ! could Leila’s pra>'er 
Be pass'd, and thine accorded there? 

1 watch’d my time, 1 leagued < ilh these, 

Tlie traitor In his torn to seize ; 

My wrath is wreak'd, the deed is done, 

And nowT go~but go alone." -• 


tneni to diaogc Ihelr coloar, bu^ at last condeacendad to subside, 
which, pn^bly. nrrd uuifc bcada than they cooUined hairs. 

• ••Amaiiu,*’ quarter, pardon. 

t The *’ evil oye,** a coimpon siipcrsUtiun in iheTevant, and of 
which the- Imaginary eFTects are yet very singular on those who 
conceive ihmsclvcs affected. 

4 The flovcred shawls generally worn by persons of rank. 
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THE GIAOUU. ' : 


Tbe browsing camels^ bells are tinkling . * 

His Mother look'd from^er lattice high, 

She saw the dews of evd besprinkthig 
The pasture green beneath lier eye. 

She saw tlie planets faintly twinkling; 

“ *T is twilight— sure his train is nigh.’* 

She couW not rest in the garden-bower, , 

But gazed through the grate of his ‘steepest tower : 
“ Why comes he not ? his steeds are fleet, 

Nor shrink tliey from the summer heat ; 

Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised gift : 
Isdtfo heart more cold, orfatel^rbless swift ? 

Oh, false i^proach ! yon jf)Bsar now 
Has gain'd our nearest mountain’s brow, 

And warily the steep descends, 

And now within the valley bends ; 

And hi^ttrs the gift at his saddle Ik)w — 

^ow ccR I deem his courser slow ? - 

Riglit w;ell my largess shall repay 
His welcome speed, and weary way.** 

Tbe Tartar lighted at the gate. 

But scarce uplield his fainting w eight : 

Ris swarthy visage^spake distress, 

But tliis mi^ht be from weariness ; 

His garb with sanguine ^pots was dyed. 

But these miglit be from bis courser’s side ; 

He drew tbe token from bis vest — 

Angel of Death ! *t is Hassan's cloven crest ! 

His calpac * rent— his caftan red— 

** Lad)', a fearful bride thy son hath wed : 

Me, not from mercy, did they spare. 

But this empurpled pledge to b^r. 

Peace to the bravel whose blood is spilt ; 

Woe to the Giaour I for his the guilt.*’ 

« • • • • • 

A turban * carved in coarsest stone, 

A pillar with rank weeds o’ergrown, 

Whereon can now be scarcely read 


• (ThbbeautifalpaMsge 6m appeared lo the UilrdeOiiftm. 

jrou •eodroore proofs,** writm Lord Byron to Ur. Murray (August 
lOlh, sliall never finish UiUtnlrraai story, gere sijftium 

— Ibirty-three more Hues enclosed !— to the otter disc<im6lure of 
the printer, and. I fear, not to your adTantaffo.**— B.l 

• The “ Calpac *’ is Iho solid cap or ^centre part of the brad- 
dress; the shawl is wound round il, and forma Ufe turban. 

' The turban.pillsr, aiHl inscriptive verse, decoyatc the tombs 
of the Osmanliet. whether In the cemeiery or the wildemees. lo 
the mouolaios you l^equenUy pass similar mementos i and on en- 
quiry you are informed that Ihey record some viclim df rcbelUoo, 
plunder, or revenue. , 

4 ** Alia Hu ! '* (be concludloff words of tbe Muesaln’s call lo 
prayer fropi the highest gallery ou, tbe .exterior of the Minaret 
Un a still eveniog. when tbe Uueixm has a 6ne volee, which is 
frequently Ihe case, Uie effect is solemn and beautiful beyond all 
the bells ill Clirisiendow.^Valkl. the son of Abdairnalek. was the 
6rst who erected a miuaret or turret]4Dd this' be placed on tbe 
grand mosque at Damascus, for the miieuio, or crier, lo an- 
nounce from It the hour of prayer. Thb practice has constanliy 
been kept to Uda day, See E.| 

• The foUowlDg is part of a battle long of the Turks s— *‘l see— 
] see a dark-eyed girt of ParadUe* and sbe waves a handkerchief, 
a kerehkf of greensand cries aloud, 'Come kiss me, lorJ iovo 
lUcc,’ •• etc. 


The Korafl vcrsc that mourns the dead, > , 
Point otit the spot where H;issan fell 
A victim tn that lonely dell. 

There sleeps as true no Osmanlie 

As e’er at Mecca benf the knee j ‘ ‘ • 

As ever scorn’d forbidden wine, 

Or pray'd with face towards the shrine, . 

Tn orisons resumed anew* 

At solemn sound of “ Alia Ilulji^^ 

Yet died he by a stranger’s hand, 

And strapger in his native land; ' \ 

Yet died he as in arms be stood, 

And unavenged, at least in blood; 

But him Uie maids of Paradise 
Impatient to their halls invitr, 

And the dark Heaven of Houris’ eyes • • 
On him shall glance for ever bright; 

They come— tlicir kerchiefs green they wave,* 
And welcome witli a kiss tlie brave! • ' 

Who falls in battle 'gainst ^Giaour 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 


But thou, false Infidel 1 shall writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir’s* sc)the*, 
And from its torment ’scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis’? throne; 
And Ore unqiieoch'd, unquendiable, 
Around, within, thy heart sliall dwell ; 
Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 
The tortures of that inMprd hell ! 

But first, on earth as vampine* seal, 
Thy corse shidl from its tomb be rent : 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place. 
And suck the bipod of all thy race *^ 
There from thy daughter, sister, w ife, 
At midnight drain the stream of life; 
Yet loathe the banquet wliich perforce 
Must feed thy livid living cone : 


A Mookirand Nekirarcthclixiuisnonofthe dead, before whom 
Uie corp&e underguci a alight noviciate and preparatory training 
for daniDiUon. If the answers are none of tbe ctearesi, be Ir 
hauird up wilb a scythe and thumped down with a red hot mace 
till properly season^, with a varirty of subeidbry probalioM. 
The ofTice of these angda is no sioeciire ; ibere are but two. and 
the number at ortbodui dcoeaaed being in a small propocMoD to 
the remainder, their hands are always full. See Belij. Cere$mon. 
and Sale's XoraB. 

7 Ebllsthe Oriental Prince of Darknees.— [D'(irrt>elotsa|ipoaes 
tbkliile 10 have been a corruptluo bf the Greek It was 

the appellation conferred by the Arabians upon the prince of 
the aposlale angetk. According to Arabtao mylliology, Bblis had 
sufTe^ a degradalioo from hit primeval rank for having refosed 
Id vrorship Adam, In conlupiilly lo the supreme command : aUeg* 
log. in JusliBoation uf his refusal, that himself had been formed 
of ethereal fire, whilst Adam war only a creatuce of clay. Sue 
Xortvn.— B.] 

• The Vampiee sopersliUon is still general in the Levant. Ho- 
nest Tuumefort tells a tong stDi'^vWlilbfiMr.. Southey, in thcilolea 
on Thalaba, quoter, about tbC))C “ Vroiieok>cba«," as ho calls 
them. Tlie Romaic term is ** Varduulaclia.'* 1 recollecl'l dhole 
bml'y being terrified by the scrCSm of a child, which Uiry iina- 
glgpd most proceed froB addi a vWuiiou. Tbe UrqrlLs uever 
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victims tjiey yet expire 
Shall know tJ)e dcjDou for their «re,. 

As cursing thee, thou cursing tbeiOf 
Thy flowers are witlter'd on'tbe stem! 

But one tiiat for thy crime must fall, 

The yoangest, most beloved of bll, 

Shall bless thee with a /ulcer's name>— 

That word sliall wrap thy heart in flanftc ! 

Yet must thou yd thy task, and mark 
Her cheek's last unge, her eye's last spark, 

And the last glassy glance must view 
Which IVeezes^tf its lifeless blue ; 

Then with UB(fl|||v^d band shall tear 
Tlie tresses, of Sir )^eHow hair, 

Of which iu life when shorn 
^ Affection's fondestpledge was worn ; 

But now is borne away by thee. 

Memorial of thine agony ! 

Wet witti thine own best blood shall drip ‘ 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard Up ; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave, 

Go-^and with Gouls and Afrits rave; 

Till these in horror shrink away^ 

From spectre more accursed than they ! « 

• * 't * 

‘‘ How name ye yon lone Caloyer ? 

His features 1 have scano'd before 
In mine owm land : 't is many a year,. 

Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 

1 saw him urge as fleet a steed . 

As ever served a horseman's need. 

But once I saw that face, yet tlter^ 

It was so mark'd .with inward pain, 

I could not pass it by again ; 

It breathes the same dark spirit now, 

As death were stamp'd upon his brow.’.' 

“ T is twice tllrec years at summer tide 
Siucc first among our freres he came ; 

And here it soothes him to abide 
For some dark deed he will not name. 

But never at our vesper prayer. 

Nor e’er before confession chair 

Kneels he, nor recks he when arise , 

Incense or anthem to the skies; 

Bat broods within his cell alone. 

His faith and race alike unknown. 


* metttloo the word wiUiouI hufror. t find that “BrotiOoloku** U 
an otd legUimate lleileidc appelijiioo-^t ieut is to applied to 
Anenina, who. according to the Greefct, was after bia death ani- 
malod hr the DcvU.<>-The laoderiM, bowover, me the word 1 
menthin. 

* The (refhncuoribe face, arvi ihe wetnriK of tl>c Up wtih LkioO, 
arc Uie itcvt^-4aiU(u; of a Vjimplre. Ute sturie» loiil io Hun* 
C4ry .i 2 Mi (irteee vf ihctn foul fectier^j are MU|?uiar, and of 
Utetit niml hkrnviift/u 

• I Witli till* deaUi qUHn with lik intonaicut on (be }iljer 
uliore te foil, or niniSHlE^rai ixdiectlont on hH (ate, wc luaj 
pfnnittAal Uie ort;u3||jjSPf^r CouctndcU ibe UU: id which 
Lord cQhfhn ha't professed Wfive us a frattiiient. Uiit every r^|d* 
<T. we Are fturc, willupte wiUi tu in ihmking. Ihatlhc lotcn'id 


WORKS. 

The sea! from Paynim land he erost. 

And here ascended fronf4he coast; 

Yet seems he not of Otimian race, 

But only Christian ii) his Ihde : 

I 'd judge him $6me stray renegade, 

Repentant of the change he made, 

Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 

Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 

Great largess to these walls he brought, 

And thus our abbot’s favoor bought ; 

But were I Prior, not a day 

Should brook such further stay, « 

Or, pent within oiutKf9nce cell. 

Should doom him therefor aye to dwell. 

Much in his visions mutters he 
or maiden whelm'd beneath the sea ; 

Of sabres clashing, foeiueo flying, 

Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. * ^ 

On diif he bath been known to stand, 

And rave as to some bloody hand 
Fresh sever’d from its parent linib, « 
Invisible to all but him, 

Whidi beckons onward to his grave, 

And lures to leap into the wave." 


Dark and unearlhly is the scowl > 

That glares beneath his dusky cowl : 

Hie flasli of that dilating eye 
Ro'cals too much of times gone by ; 

Though varying, indistinct its hue. 

Oft w ill his glance the gazer rue. 

For in it lurks that nameless spell, 

Wbicli speaks, itself unspukable, 

A spirit yet unquell’d and high, 

That claims and keeps oscendenc}’ ; 

And like tbc bird whose pinions quake. 

But cannot fly the gazing snake, ^ 

Will otliers quail beneath his look, 

Nor 'scape the glance Uiey scarce can brook. 
Frord him the half-affrighted Friar 
When met alone would fain retire. 

As if that eye and bitter smile 
Transferr’d to others fear and guile : 

Not oft to smile descendetb he, 

And when he doth *t Is sad to see 
That be but mocks at Misery. 


excited by the citastrophe If greatly Iicf^tened ia the jnodera 
poem ; and that the imprecatkmaorthe Turk, agaimt the '* eccaned 
Giaour,** am introduced with great Judgment and conirlbote 
much to the dramatic eftecl of the narnttve. The rdtnalnder of 
the poen. we think, would hare been more properly printed aa a 
aecood canto ; because a total change of scene, and a chasm of no 
leas than six yean in the series of events, eanocareely biJ to ooca- 
Sion some little ooofuakm io the mind of the reader.^Mac> 
Eixia.l 

> [The remaining Hoes, abi)at firebondred in number, wetc, 
with the exoepUoo of (be last sixteen, all added to the poem, either 
during Its ArM progre ss throng the press, oc in mbaequenl cdl- 
lioi».~E.] 
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How that pale lip wiltourl and quiver ! 

Then Uxonce •ore as if for ever ; 

As if his sorrow or di^in 
Forbade him e'er to sinUe again. 

Well were it so— sucli ghostly mirth 
From joyaunee ne'er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace > 

W’hat once were feelings in that face: - 
iTime liath not yet ihetcAurcs fix’d, , 

^But brighter traits with evil mix'd ; 

And there are hues not always faded, 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 
Even by the crimes through which it waded : 
The common uo\vd hut see tlie gloom • 

Of wayward 8^8, and li4ng doom : 

Tlic close observer can espy 
A noble souU and lineage high : 

Alas ( though both bestow'd in vain, 

Whicli Grief couUl cliange, and'Guilt could stain, 
It was no vulgar tenement 
To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with little less thah dread ^ 

On fiifch the sight is riveted. 

The Mpne&s cot, decay’d and rent, 

Will scarce delay tha passer by; 

The tower by war or tempest bent, 

While yet may frown one battlement, > 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye ; 

Each ivied arch, and pillar lone. 

Pleads haughtily for glories gone I 

** Hi^oatiog robe around him folding, 

now sweeps he through the coluinn'd aisle, 
With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 
The rites that sanctify the pile. 

But when the.antbem shakes the choir, 

And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 

By yonder lone and wavering torch 
His aspect glares within the porch ; 

There will he pause till all is done— 

And hear the prayer, but utter none. 

See — by the half*illumincd wall * 

His hood fly back, his dark hair fall, 

That pale brow wildly wreathing round. 

As if the Gorgon there lind l>ound 
The sabiest of the serpent-braid 
That o'er her fearful forehead stray'd : 

For he decliues the convent oath, 

And leaves those locks unhallow'd growth, 

But wears our garb in all beside ; 

And, not from piety but pride, 

Gives wealth to w^ls that never heard 
Of his one holy vqw nor word. 

Lo !— mark ye, as th« harmony ^ 


Peals louder praises to the sky. 

That fivid ch^bk, that stony air 
Of mix'd defiance, and despair ! 

Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine ! 
Else may we dread tlie wratli divine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 

Ifever evil angel' bore , 

The form of mortal , such he wore i. 

By ail my hope of sins forgiven, 

Such looks are Hot of partb nor heaven 1 " 

To love the softest hearts are prone. 

But such can ne'er be all his own ; 

Too timid in his w'oes to share, • 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair ; 

And sterner hebrts alone may feci 
The woi^d that time can never heal. 

The nigged metal of the ntfne 
Must burn before its surface shine, 

But plunged within the furnace-flame. 

It bends and melts— though still the same « * 
Then temper’d to thy want, or will, 

'T will serve thee to defend or kill ; 

A breast-plate for thine hour of need, 

Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed | 

But if a dagger’s form it bear, * 

Let those who shape its edge, beware! 

Thus passion’s Are, and woman's art* 

Can turn and tame the sterner heart ; 

From these its form and tone are ta'en, ^ 
And what they make it, must remain, , 
But break — b^ore it bend again. 


If solitude succeed to grief, 

Release from pain is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 
Might thank the pang that made it less. 

We loathe what none are left to share: 

Even bliss — 't were woe alone tt> bear; 

I Tlie heart once left tliusdesoi^e f 

\ Must (ly at last for ease— to hate. ^ 

j It is as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal, 

I And shudder, as the reptiles creep 
To revel o'er their rotting sleep, 

Without tlie power to scare away 
The cold consumers of their clay 1 
It is as if the desert-bird, * 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 
To still her famish'd nestlings' scream, 
IS'or mourns a life to them tsansferr'd, • 
Should rend her rash devofedthreast, ' 


• [S««iog bimteir aocuseU of having. iirthU pa^ge, loo cloaely 
imitated Crabbe. Lord Byron wrote tot frlond^"! have read the 
BriUsb Review, and really iMokJbe writer in most points very 
right. The only mortifying tiling is, the acciuatlu) of imiUUoQ. 
Crabbe's passage 1 never aaw ; and Scott I no furUier meant to toK 
low than in bla lyric incasurt, which U'Cray'i, UJUoo'sand any 


one's who like* it. The Giaonr is certainly a bad "character, but 
out dangerous; and I think bis Cate and his reeltogs will meetnilb , . 
few proselyles.”»E.] • 

■ The pelican is. 1 believe, the Urd so libelled, by the iropala- 
(ioa of feoding ber cbickcas with her blood. 


SO 
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And find them flown her empty nest. ^ h 
T he keenest pangs the wret^ed find 
Are rapture to the dreary voi^ • 

The leafless desert of the mind, 

The waste of /eelings unemploy’d. , 

Who would be doou^d to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun ? ' 

Less hideous far the temj»esl’s roar 
Than ne'er to hrave the billows more— 

Thrown, when the war of.winds is o’er, 

A lonely wreck ’on fortune's shore, ' 

’Mid sullen cahn, and silent bay. 

Unseen to drop by dull decay 
*Better to sink beneath the shock 
Than moulder piecemeal on the rofk ! 

t 

“ Fatiiert thy days have* pass’d in peace, 

'Mid counted beads, and countless prayer; 

To bid the sins of others cease, 

Thyself without a crime or care, 

Save transient ills that all must bear, 

Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 

And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 
Of passions fiefee and unrontroll’d, 

Sudi as thy penitents unfold. 

Whose sepret sins and sorrows rest 
Within thy pure and pitying breast. 

My days, though few, have pass'd below 
In much of joy, but more of woe : 

Yet still in hours of-lovc or strife, 

I ’ve ’scaped. the weariness of life: 

* Now leagued with friends, now girl by foes, 

1 loathed the languor of repose. 

Now nothing left to love or hate, * 

No more with hope or pride elate, 

I ’d rather be the thing that crawls 
Most noxious b'er a dungeon's walls, 

Than pass my dull, unvarying days. 

Condemn'd to nieditate and gaze. 

Yet, lurks a wish williin my breast 
For test— but not to feel ‘t is rest. 

Sooif shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

« * And I shall sleep without the dream 
Of what I wos, and would he still, 

Iiafk as to thee my deeds may seem ; 

• My memory now is but the tomb 

Of joys long dead; my ho(>e, their doom : , 

Though l>etter to have died with those 
Than bdar a life of lingering woes. 

4 My spirit shrunk not to sustain 

The searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 

^ Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
Of ancicrit fool and modem knave; 

Yet death I have not fear’d to meet; 

^ And in the field it had been sweet, 

Had danger w oo’d rae on to mpve 
^ The slave of glory, not of love. 

I 've braved It— not for honour’s boast; 

I'sinile at laurels won or lost; 

To such let others carve their way, 


WORKS. 

For high renown.or hireling pay; ' .■* , 

Hut place again before m;^ eyes ^ • 

Aught that I deem a worlliv prize, 

The maid 1 love, the man I hate; 

And I will bunt the steps of fate, 

To save or slay, as these require, 

Through rending steel and rolling fire *. 

Nor needst thdu doubt thi^speech from one 
Who would but do — what be knift done, 

Death is but w liat the haughty brave, 

The weak must bear, the wretdt must crave; 

Tlicn let Life go to him who gave: ^ 

I have not quail’d to danger's brow 
When high and lutppv— need 1 

• • -k * • * 

I loved her. Friar! nay, adored — 

But these are w'ords that all can use — 

I proved it moreTn deed than word; 

There’s blood upon that dinted sword, 

A stain its steel can never lose: w 
T was shed for her, who died for me, 

It warm’d the heart of one abhorr’d : < 

Nay, start not— no— nor bend thy knee, / 

Nor midst my sins suoli acts record ; 

Thou wilt absolve me from Uie deed. 

For he was hostile to thy creed 1 

The very name of N'azarene 

Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen. 

Ungrateful fool! since but for brands 
Well wielded in some hardy hands. 

And wounds by Galileans given, # 

The surest pass to Turkish heaven, ^ 

For him his Uourics still might wait 
Impatient at the Prophet’s gate. 

I loved her — love will find its way * 

Through paths where wolves would fear to prey; 
And if it dares enough, ’t were hard 
If passion met not some reward — 

No matter how, or where, or why, 

1 did i^ot vainly seek, nor sigh : 

Yet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 
I wish she bad not loved again. 

She died, 1 dare not tell thee how; 

But look — ’t is written on my brow I 
There read of Cain the curse and crime, 

In characters unworn by time ; 

Still, ere thou dost condemn me, pause; 

Not mine the act, though I the cause. 

Yet did he but what I had done 
Had she been false to more than one. 

Faithless to him, he ga^t* the blow. 

But true to me, I laid bim low : 

Howe’er dpserved her doom might be. 

Her treachery was truth to me; 

To me she gave her heart, that all 
Winch tyranny cap ne'er enthrall; 

And I, alasl.tppU^etosavel 
Yet all 1 .then could give, I gave, — 

’T was some reliefs— ouj* Toe a 
His death sits lightly; buther fate 
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Uas made thou i»eil may'st liate. 

His doom was sealM— be khew it well. 
Warn’d by the voice^f stern Tabecr, 

Deep in whose (ht^kly ttoding car* 
Tbedeatlishbt peal'd of mui^cr ncar« 

As filed tt)€ UY) 0 (^to where they fell ! 

He died too in the battl^dtfoU. 

A time that heeds nu^p.'I) oolnoil ; 

One cry to Hahomet fur aid, 

One prayer to Alla ail he mode : 

He knew and cross’d me in the fray*— ^ 
1 gazed upOD^im where he lay, 

And watch’d his spirit ebb away : 

Though pierced like pard by bi|pters’ steel, 
He felt not half that now I feel. 

1 searcli’d; but vainly sea#li'd, to find 
Tlie workings of a wounded mind; 

Each feature of that sullen corse 
Betray'd his rage, but no remorse. 

Oh, what had Veii^ance given to trace 
Despair upon his dying face ! 

The late repentant of that hour, 

When Penitence hath lost her power 
To tear one terror from the grave, 

And will not soothe, and cannot save. 


** Tlie cold in clime are cold in blood, 
Their love can scarce desen e the name ; 
But mine was like the lava flood 
Ttiat boils4n Etna’s bre-ast of flame. 

I cannot prate 4o puling strain 
Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain : 


If changing ciieek^ and scordiing vein, 

Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 

If bursting heart, and madd'ning brain. 

And daring deed, and vengeful steel. 

And all that 1 have felt, and feel, * ^ 

Betoken love— 'that love was mine, 

And shown by many a hitter sign. 

'T is true, I could not whine uur sigh, 

I knew hut to obtain or die. 

I die— 'but first I have possess'd, 

I And conic what may, 1 have been blest. 

Shall I the doom 1 sought upbraid? * . . ' 

No — reft of all, yet undismay 'jT 
But for the thought of Leila snftn , * ' 

Give me the pleasure with the pain, . 

So w ould 1 live and love again. 
f*grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

For him who dies, hut her who died : 

She sleeps beneath the wandering wavc-^ 

Ah ! had she but an earthly grave, ’ ■ ' 

This breaking heart and throbbing head 
Should seek and share her narrow bed. * 

I She was a form of life and light, 

I That, seen, became a part of sight ; > 

And rose, where’er I turn’d mine eye, 

I Tlie Morning-star of ileraory ! 

I " Yes, Love indeed is light from heaven ; ' 

A spark of tliat immortal fire 
With angels sliared, by Alla given, • 

To lift from earth our low desire. 

' Devotion wafts the mind ol^ve, 
j But Heaven itself descends in love ; 


* Thu mpenUtkm of a secood hearing (for 1 never met nilh 
downright areond-right in Uie Eait) felt once under my own ob- 
•cnraUoQ. On ray third journey to Cape Colonna. early InISH. 
as wc patsed through the dente that leads from the hamlet be- 
tween Keratia and (k)loana, I observed Dervish Tahiri riding ra- 
ther oat of the path, and leaning bis head uiioo hij hand, aa if in 
l>aio. t rode op andempUred. '* We arc in pent.** he answered. 
*' What pent? we are not now in Albania, nor in the passes to 
Ephesus, llessalunghi, or Lepanlo: there are^pienty of us, well 
armed, and the Clioriatei have not courage lo be thieves.*’— 

**Tnte. Affnidi. hot nevertbeleas the shot is ridging lo ray ears.** 
**The shut! duT a topbaike has been fired this* morning.”— '* I 
hear It ootwiilutaudiag— Bom— Bon>— as plainly as 1 bear four 
voice. **—*• Fslia I ' — “ As you please. Afreadl ; if it is writtco, so 
will it be.”-^! left this qnlck-eared predeslinarian. and rode up to 
Basili, his CbrlsUao conipaUiul, whose cars, though not at all 
prophelic, by no means relished tl»e intelligence. Wcall arrived 
at Colonna. remaliual aome hours, and relumed leisurely, saying 
a variety of brilliant things, in more laof^uagca than spoiled the 
building of Babel, upon the mUlakeii aeer. Aomaic, Arnaonl. 
Tnrklah, rialian. and English were all exercised, in various con- 
ceits, upon the untorlunate Miusulman. While we were coniem- 
plating ibe beauriful prospect, Dervbli was occupied about (he 
coiuniQs. I thought Ite was deranged Into an aiiUi)uarian, and 
aaked him ifA>e bad hecoiiic a ** faiao-Castro" man? No," 
aaJd he. “but these pUlarv will be useful in making a stand:” and 
added other remarks, which at least evinced hii own belief in hts 
troublesome faculty ol foreheaiitig. Oii’Oum'lum lo Athens we 
heard from Leood (a prisoner set asiiorc s<huc day-i after) of the 
Intended attack of the BUinotes. mentioned, with the cause of its 
not taking place, in llic notes to ChUde Harold, Canio 9d. 1 was 
at some paiiu to quesUou the man. and lio dcsi-rilKd Ihu drmes. 


arms, and marks of the liorscs of our parly so accnratdy, that, 
wlib other circumstances, we could not doubt of Air having hecu 
in '* vlllauous company." and ourselves in a bod nrighbourhoo<l. 
Dervish became a soothsayer for life, and 1 dart say is now liear* 
log more musketry than ever will be fired, U> the great refresh- 
mem of the Aniaouls of Bcral, and h(s i»iive mountains.— 1 slull 
mention one trait rooroiof ibis singular race, lit March, tiMI. a 
remarkably stout and active Amaoul canie (^believe Uic fiflielh 
on the same erraDd) to offer hlmielf as an attendant/whlch was 
declincdi "Well, Affendi." quoth be, "may you live!— you would 
have found me useful. I shall leave the town for the hills to- 
morrow, In ihc winter 1 relum, perhaps you will tlicn receive 
me.”— Dervish, who was present, remarked as a thing of course, 
and of Ao coaseqnehce. "in the mean lipie be will join the 
Elephles ” (rcdibeN), which was true to the letter. If not cut off, 
they come down in the wlnler. anil paw fl unmolcsleii in some 
Iowa, where they are ofien as well knovTn as their cx|>loi(s. 

• (thcM. in uur oplnidu. are tlie must beautiful passages of the 
poem I and some of Ihetn of a beauty which it would not be easy 
lo eclipse by many cilatlons In Uic luiguage.— Jtrraiv.] 
i [The iHindrcd and lwcoly-«iji Uncs whlph follow, down to 
‘*Tell me no more of fancy'ir^leam.” first appeared in the fiflh 
ediUoo. In returning the proof. Lord Byron says:— "I have, 
but with some difGeully. not achled any rnure lo Hits snake of a 
poem, which has hero lengthening its ratdes every muolb. It i« 
now fearfully loug, being more Uiau a canto and a half of ' Childc 
Harold.' The Iasi lines Hodgson likes. H is uol often be docs ; 
and when he don't, he tells me with great encigy.and I fret, and 
alter. 1 have ifirowo them In to soften the ferocity of our Infidel : 
and, lor a dying man, have given him a good deal (o,ajy tor him- 
self. Do you know any body who can slop— I mean, politl— 
commas, siiMl so forth? for I am, I hear, a sad hand at your pune- 
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A feeling from the Godhead caught, 

To wean from self each sordid thoui^t ; ' ' 

A Ray ofhlm who fonii’d Uie whole; , ^ 

A Glory circling round the soul I 
1 g|gnt tny love imperfect, all 
That mortals by die name iniscalJ ; 

Tlien deem it evil, what tliou will ; 

But say, oh say, hfrs was not' guilt! 

8he was my life’s unerring light : 

That quench'd, what beam shall break my night? 
CHi! would it slione to lead me still,. 

Although to deat^ior deadliest ill! 

Why marvel ye, ^tliey who lose 
This present joy, this future liopc, 

Ko more with sorrow meekly cope ? 

In plirensy then their fate accuse : 

In madness do those fearful deeds 
'Iliat seem to add but guilt to woe ? 

Alas ! tlic breast that inly bleeds 
Hath nonght to dread from outward blow ; 

Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 

Cares little into what abyss. 

Fierce as the gloomy vulture’s now 
To thee, old man, my deeds appear : 

1 read abhorrence on thy brow, 

And this too was 1 born to hear ! 

*T is true, that, like tliat bird of prc). 

With havock have I mark'd my way : 

But tills was taught me by the dove. 

To die^aud know no second love. 

This lesson yet liatli man to learn, 

Tauglit by the thing In^ dares to spurn : 

I1ie bird that sings within the brake, 

Tl>c swan that swims upon the lake. 

One mate, and one alone, will take. 

And let the foul, still prone to range. 

And sneer on all who cannot change. 

Partake his jest with boastiug boys ; 

1 env'y pot his varied joys, 

Blit deem such feeble, heartless man, 

Less tiian yon solitary swan; ^ 

Far, beneath the shallow maid 
He left believing and betray’d. 

Such sbume at least was never mine — 

T/fila ! eaci) thouglit was only thine ! 

My good, my gpilt, my weal, my woe. 

My hope on high— my all below’. 
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Earth holds no oth^ like to thee, 

Or, if it doth, in vain forme: 

For w orlds I dare not vicp'^he dame 
Resi'iiibling thee,^et not the same. 

The very crimes that mar my youth. 

This bed of death — attest mjntmthl 
*T is nil too late— || k)U wert, thou art 
The cherish’d maJhen^of ^ny heart ! .' 

And she was lost-T^nd yet I brcatlied, 
BuMut tlu! breath of human life : 

A ser^nl round my heart w as wreallied. 
And stung my every Uiougbt to strife. 
Alike all time, ah|^orr’d all place. 
Shuddering 1 slinink from Nature’s face. 
Where every hue thatf^harin’d before 
The blackness of iny bosom wore. 

Tlic rest thou dost already know', 

And all my sins, and half iny woe. 

But talk no more of penitence; 

Thou see'st I soon shall part from hence : ( 
And if thy holy tale were trud, 

The deed that ’s done caiist fho« undo? 
Think me not thankless — but this gri^ 
Looks not to pricstliood for relief.*, 

31y soul’s estate in secret guess : 

But wouldst thou pity more, say less. 

When thou canst bid my Leila live, 

Then will 1 sue thee to forgive ; 

Then ple^d iny cause in that high place 
\Miere piirdiased masses proffer grace. 

Go, when the hunter’s hand liath w’rung 
From forest-cave her shrieking young, 

And calm the lonely lioness : 

But soothe not— mock not my distress! 

** In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

When heart with heart delights to blend, 
AVIierc bloom my native valley’s bowers, 

I had — Ah ! have I now’ ?— a friend ! 

'I'o him this pledge 1 charge thee send, 
Memorial of a youthful vow; 

I would remind him of my end : 

Though souls absorb'd like mine allow 
Brief thought to distant friendship’s Aim, 
Yet dear to him my blighted name. 

’T is strange— he prophesied my doom, 

And I have smiled— I then could smile — 


tualion." AmoDff ihe Giaour US6. ia the tint draagfatoTUiiapav. 
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Aloai Iba ; 


' ' The tuook’s aermon b oinlUcd, It aecma to have bail ao IlUlc 
effect »{>on the patient, that it could bare no hopca from tbo 
reader. It may be aufricirnt to aay, that it wm of a cuslorrury 
Icnxllt (ai may be perceived from the Interrupllona and uneaai* 
ncaa of the {tatieiit), and was delivered to the usual toac of all 
orthodox preachers. 
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When Prudence would his voice as$un»e, 

And warn — I reck’d not what — the While : 
But now remembrance w!»ispers o'er 
Those accents scarcely mark'd before. 

Say— that his bodings caine'i^ pass, 

And he*will start to hear their truth, 

And wish his words had not been sootli : 
Tell him, unbeedin;; as I was, 

Through many a bus) bitter scene, 

Of all oiiF golden youth had been, 

In pain, my faftering tongue liad tried 
To bless his memory ere I died; 

But Heaven in wrath would turn away, 

If Guilt should for the guiltless pray. 

1 do not ask him not to blame. 

Too gentle he to wound my name ; 

And what have 1 to do with fame? 

1 do not ask him not to mourn, 

Such cold request might sound like scorn ; 
And what than friendship’s manly tear 
May belter grace a brother’s bier? 

But bear tins ring, his own of old, 

And tell him — what thou dost bdiold ! 

The wither’d frame, the ruin’d mind, 

The wrack by passion left behind, 

A shrivell'd scroll, a scatter'd leaf. 

Sear'd by the autunm blast of grief! 

■ • t * * 

Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, 

No, father, no, ’t was not a dream ; 

Alas! the drnmer first must sleep, 

1 only watch’d, and wish’d to weep ; 

But could not, for my burning brow 
Throbb'd to the very brain as now : 

1 wish’d but for a single tear. 

As something welcome, new, and dear : 

I wish’d it then, I wish it still ; 

Despair is stronger than my will. 

Waste ngt thine orison, despair 
Is mightier than thy pious prayer : 

1 would not, if I might, be blest; 

I want no paradise, hut rest. 

’T was then, 1 tell thee, father! then 
1 saw her ; yes, she lived again ; 

And shining in her white symar, ' 

As through yon pale gray cloud the star 
Wliicli ndw 1 gaze on, as on her. 

Who look’d and looks far lovelier ; 

Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 
To-morrow’s night shall l>e more dark ; 

And I, befbre its rays appear, 


That lifeless thing tUc living fear. 

I wander, father I for my soul 
Is fleeting towards the final goal. 

I saw her, friar ! and I rose 

Forgetful of our former woes ; . * * 

Ami rushing from my couch, I dart, 

And clasp her to my desperate heart; 

1 clasp— w bat is it that I clasp ? 

No breathing form within my grasp, 

No heart that beats reply to mine, 

Yet, Leila! yet the form is tliinc! 

And art thou, dearest, changed so much. 

As meet iny eye, yet mock my toudi ? 

Ah ! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 

1 care not ; so my arms enfold 
The all they ever wish'd to hold. ^ 
Alas ! around a shadow prest ^ ' 

They shrink upon my lonely breast : 

Yet still 't is there! In silence stands, 
And beckons witli beseeching hands! 

With braided hair, and bright-black eye— 

1 knew ’t was false— she could not die ! 

But he is dead ! within the dell 
I saw him buried where he fell ; 

He comes not, for he cannot break 
From earth ; why then art thou awake? 
They told me wild waves roll'd above 
The face 1 view, the form I love ; 

They told me — ’t was a hideous tale I 
I ’d tell it, but my tongue wotild fail : 

If true, and from thine ocean-cave . 

Thou com’st to claim a calmer gra^ 

Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o’er 

This brow that then will burn no more ; 

Or place them on my hopeless heart : 

But, shape or shade ! whate'er thou art. 

In mercy ne’er again depart! 

Or farther with thee bear my soul 
Than winds can waft or waters roll ! 


Such is my name, and such ray tale. 

Confessor ! to .mk secret. car 
I breathe the ^rgy s 1 bewail. 

And thank ufj^lbr tlie generous tear 
This glazing eye could never shed. 
Then lay me with the humblest dead, 
And, save the cross above my head. 

Be neither name nor emblem spread. 

By prying stranger to be read, 

Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.”* 


* "Symar," a »hroud. * 

'• Tbc circnmutance to which Ihe abov« ilory relates was not 
very ancomnjoa in Turkey. A few years ago the wife of Miichtar 
Pacha (Mmplained to his father of hh son's aupposed iiifidclfty ; he 
asked with whom, and she tiad the baiiurity to give in a lUI of the 
twelve liaiidsomeat women In Yanina. They were seized, fasten^ 
ed u|i in sacks, sod drowned In the lake tbe same night! One of 
Uie guards who was present Informed me. that not one of tlie vic- 
Ums altered a cry. or abowed a syinploa of terror at so sudden a 


"wrench from atl we know, from all we lore." The Ate of 
I'hraslne, ihe fairest of Ihii saeriflee.' is the subject of many a Ki^ 
male atMi Amaout dtity. |Thc story In the icit i»onc told of a 
young Venetian many years ago, and tM>w nearly forgoUen. I 
heard it by accident recited by one of tbe cotTre-liouse story-tellers 
who abound In the Levant, and sing or recite their narrative*. 
The additions and iuicrpoUiinni by the tramlatur will be easily 
distiuguUied from the rest, by the want of Easlcrn imagery ; and 
1 rogret that my memory bos retalacd so irw fragments of lb« 
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He pass'd— nor of bis nam^ and race 
Hath left a token or a trace, 

Save wliat the father must not say 


Who shriretUiiin on Sis' dying day : 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him be slew, ■ 


THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS;’ 


A TUBXISU TALE. 


“ ited w* * Mter luted w kindtr. 

■led w« omr tewd « Wledly. 

Neier net or ttrrvt pened. 

We bed ne'er Uau iKokaa-lMrted.** 

■ckM. 


TO TtlR RIGHT II O ROU R AlILK LORD liOLLAKD. 

Tills TALK IS IKMIRIKMK HUH fctUlt eftftTtHKkT UK KMAMit AA1> KhbTkUTp Bh MA» BBATBflLLt OBUCBP 
ANU SINCIRB rUKND. ^ 

b\kO}i. 


TUK BIUDE OF ABYDOS.’ 

CANTO TUB FIRST. 

' * I. 

Know yc the land where the cj*press and myrtle * 

Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime, 
"Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle. 
Now meK Into sorrow, now madden to crime ? 
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine, 

Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever 
shine; 


orlfitiul. For Ihe cuotcau o( some of itw notes 1 am ioik-blrd 
(MiHylo DTlerbelut. ami parUjr to that most liaslem. and, -as 
Mr. Weber losUy rnlitletit. **sul>ame Ule." tbc “ Calipta VaUiek.** 
1 do not km>w what source Ihe author of that singular vo- 
lume mar have drann bis roatcriaU; sumo of his lAddcots arc to 
be found In Ilie ** Bibllulheqne OrienUlc : ** but for correclness of 
cuslumr. iiraolr of descripiion. and power of imaginatiob, U far 
snrpaves ail F.umpcao imiiatUms ; and bears such marks of urld'' 
nalltr. Uunhose who have visited' will fiod some difli- 

cuUy ill beli««inx il to be more flun As an KaAtcm 

Ule, even Baiselas must bow before Happy Valley “ will 

not bear a comparison wlib Ihc “Hall of El'Hs.*’ 

* {In this poem, which was puhll'shed alter ihc two first canltn 
of •‘Chlldc Harold,” Lord Byron began to show his powers. He 
had Quw rcocivcd encouragement which scl free bis dartug hands, 
and gave his strokra their natural force. Here. then, wc first find 
passages of a lone peculiar to Lord Byrou ; but still this appearance 
WM not uniform » he oficn relumed to bis trammels, and remiods 
oa of the mauuer uf some bvourllr predrerssors i among Ihcso, 1 
think we sometimes caioh the notes of Sir 'Waller Scuh. But ibe 
Internal lempcst^lbe deep passlun somelttnes iMiricd. and sotne-^ 
UnH-s Iklaalog from some locklental touch— Abe iolrnsity of agonts- 
togreflcclion. which wiUalwaysdisliBKulsh Lord Byron from other 
wrilers — now began to display ibemaclvcs. ~Sia Eusiton 
BBTDG ta.l 

t {The “ Bride of .vbydos" was published in tbc beginuing of De- 
cember, 1813. The mood of mind in which U was struck off is 
Ihussialed by Lord Byron, in a letter to Mr. Gifford :— ** You bavc 
been good enough to look at a thing of mine in MS. — a Turkish 
story-<ead 1 should feel gratified if you would do it Ihc same fa- 


Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with 
perfume, 

Wax faint o’er the gardens of Ciil ® in her bloom; 
Where tlie citron nnd olive are fairest of fruit, 

And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; 
Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky. 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie, 

And the purple of Ocean is deepest in dye ; 

Where the virgins are soft as the roses thev' twine. 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine? 

*T is the clime of the Kast ; ’t is the land of the Sun- 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done ?* 


TOUT in Its probaUoDary slate of printing. It waa wriften, I can- 
not say for amuMuuent, nor *obllg«l by hunger wd Tcqncsl of 
friends,'' but in {a state of mind, from circunislanctv which ucea- 
•iooally occur to ' us youth.' that rendm-d It uccesnry fur me to 
apply my mlud to aomelhing, any thing, but reayty ; and ^undcr 
this not very brillaot im(iirailon It was composed. SctMl il either 
to the Dames, or 

' * A bsodrad bswlicrs' load. 

On filogt of nloda to Oy or fairsbrwtd.* s 

If desfowes no better than the Craf, as Ihc w«krk.of a week, and 
scribbled ‘ sisns pede in uo6 ’ (by the l»ye. Ihc only fool I have to 
stand on) } ami I promise oercr to trouble you again trader forty 
cantos, and a voyage between gaoh.''—B.) 

> ['< Murray tells me llial Crok^r a.sked him why the thing is 
called the Bride of Abydos? It is an awkward question, being 
unanswerable t she » not a tiride ; only aliout to be one. I tion t 
I wonder at his finding out the BuU : but Uie dclacUon b loo late to 
doany guo<l. 1 was a great fool to have made it. ami am ashamed 
of not bring an Irbhtiiau.”— a. Diut ff, Djjc. 6- 1813.— E.J 
A [To the Bride of Abydos, Lord Byron made many additions 
doriog its progrtsi through the press, arooiiutiiig to about two 
hundred linest and, as in the case of tfic Giaour, Ihc passages so 
added will be seen to be aome of Ihc most H)lcndidln the w lidlc 
poem. 1 hesc lipcniug Itacs. which arc among Uic new InwrtioDs, 
arc supposed to have been auggeslct) by a song of Goethe’s— 
Rmotl du dai Uad w« dlt ciiroaen blBlia.'*'-k.J 
» Ihc rose. 

* “ koolt made o( Ore, and cklidrm of tbs Sun, 

wilb wtKMU retsoge-ls tlriov." 

yeiM't IrrMfr. 
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Oh ! wild as the ac^crts of loTers’ farewell 
Are the heart! \^ich the\' bev,^9Dd the tales wbidi 
they tell. * . 

ii«, 

Begirt with many a gallant sla^e, 

Appartfll'd as b^ome% the braver V 
Awaiting each firs lord’s hdiest 
To guide his stefHr, or guard his rest. 

Old GiafOr sate in his Divan : 

Deep tliorrglit was in his ngM eye v 
. And though the face of MA^I;iian 
Not oft betrays |o sta^m by 
Tlie mind within, welLw|N to hide 
All but unconquerable pride; 

His pensive ctieek a^d |>ondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow* ^ 

' m. ! 

/ k. ^ 

“ Let the chamber be clear’d.” — The train disap- 
pear’d— 

“ Now call me the diifef of the Ilaram guard.” 
With Giaftir is none hut his only son, 

And the Nubian awaiting Ute sire’s award. 
^^Haroun — wben all the crowd tliat wait 
Arc pass’d beyond the outer gate, 

(Woe to the head whose ey^ beheld 
My child Zuleika’s ftoe unveil’d !J ' 

Hence, lead my daughter from her tower; 

Her fate is Gx'4 this very hour : 

Yet not to her repeat my thought ; 

By me alone be duty taught \ ” 

“Pacha! to hear istoobey.” 

No more must slave to despot say— 

Then to the tower had ta’en his way, 

But here young Selim silence brake, 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 

And downcast look’d and gently spake, 

Sciii standing at the Pacha’s feet : 

For son of Moslem must expire. 

Ere date to sit before bU sire! 

“ Father! for fear that thou sbouldst chide 
My sister, or her sable guide, 
l^now— for the fault, if fault there be, 

Was mine, then fall thy frowns on me— 

So lovelily the morning shone,^ 

Tliat— let the old and weary sleep— 

I could not ; and to view akme 
The fairest scenes of land and deep, 

With none to listen and reply 
To thoughts witli which my heart beat high 
Were irksome— for whate’et my mood, 

In sooth 1 love not solitude; 

I on Zulejka's slumber broke. 

And, as thou knowest tliat for me 
Soon turns the Uaram’s grating key, 

Before the guardian slaves awoke / 


We to the cypress grpves had How«, 

And made earth, moin, and heaven our own ! 
There linger’d we, beguiled too long 
With Mejnoun’s tale, or Sadi’s song; • 

I TjU. I, who heard the deep tanihour * ' 

J Beat thy Divan's ipproarhing hour, 

'Fo thee, and lo my duty true, ' 

Warn’d by tlie sound, to greet thee flew : 

But there Zuleika wanders ■ 

Nay, Father, rage not — nor forgff . 

That none can pierce that secret bower 
But those who watch the women’s tower.” 

^ Vi -- jy, ' ■ . ■ 

j “ Son of a slave ! tlie Paclii^i 

j “ From unbclicvinRinolher I 

Vain were a father’s hope to sec 
I Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

Thou, wTien thine arm should bend the how, 

I And hurl the dart, and curb the steed. 
Thou, Greek in soul if not in creed. 

Must pore where babbling waters flow. 

And watch unfolding roses blow. 

Would that yon orb, whose matin glow ’ 
Thy listless eyes so much admire, 

VVould lend thee something of his Are ! 

Thou, who wouldst sec this battlement 
By Christian t^unon piecemeal rent ; ' 

I Nay, tamely view old Stambol's wall 
Before the dogs of Moscow fall. 

Nor strike one stroke for life and deatli 
Against the curs of Nasaretli! 

Go — let thy less than woman’s hand ' 

Assume the distaff— not the brand. 

But, IBiroun ! — to my daughter speed t » 
And hark — of thine own head take lieed— 

If tims Zuleika ofi takes wing— 

Thou see’st yon bow— it has a string!” 


^ No sound from Sclim’sjip was heard. 

At least that met old GiafiiPs ear, • 

But every frown and’every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. , 
Son <f{ a .slave I— reproach’d with fear ! ‘ 
TliQse giltes had cost another dear. 

. Son of a slave — and ir/io my sire ? ” ■ 

■ Thus held his thoughts their ddfk career ; 
And glances even of more than ire , 

Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 

Old Giafllr gazed upon his son 
And started ; for within his eye 
He read how much bis wrath liad done; 

He ^w rebellion there begun ; 

“ Come hither, boy — j hat, no reply? 

- 1 mark thee — and I know thee too; 

Bat tlicre be deeds thou darest n^(l do : 
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But if thy beard bad manlier length, ^ 
And if thy hand had skill and strength, 

I ’d joy to see thee'break a lance, 

Albeit against ray own perchance." 

As sneeringly these accents f^, 

On Selim’s eye he fiercely gaicd : 

Tliat eye return’d him glance for glance, 
And proudly to^lii.s sire’s was raised. 

Till Giaflir’l^itil’d and shfunk askance— 
And why — he felt, but durst not tell. 

Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 
Will one day work me more annoy : 

I never loved him (com lus birth, 

And— but his'ottuis little worth, 

And scarcely In the chase could cope 
With timid fawn or antelope, 

Far less would venture into strife 
Where man contends for fame and life — 

I would not trust that look or tone : 

No — nor the blood so near my own. 

That blood— he hath not heard — no more— 

I ’ll watch him closer than before. 

He is an Arab ' to my sight. 

Or Christian crouching in the fighk— 

But hark!— I liear Ziileika’s voice; 

Like Houris’ hymn it meets mine ear : 

Slie is the offs|)ring of my choice ; 

Oh! more than even her mother de^, 
With all to hope, and nought to fear — 

My Peri! ever welcome here! 

Sweet as the desert fountain’s wave 
To Ijps just cool’d in time to save — 

Sucli to my longing sight art thou ; 

Nor can they waft to Mecca’s shrine 
More thanks for life, than I for thine, , 
Who blest thy birtli, and bless thee now." 

YI. 

Fair as the first, that fell of womankind, 


' The Turks abhor the relom Ibe com{)IiaicDt i 

huodml roll!) even more than ibey luic the Cbri»tiam. 

• (These Iwelrf fine lines were aiitlrd in Uic course uF prinUng. . 
-E.] 

) This rrprenion hai met with objecUona. I will not relhr to 
*'Hlm wIm) bath not Uuaic in bis soul." but merely request Ibe 
reader to recollect, fur ten seconds, llie features of llic woman 
whom he believes tq be Uie most bejullful; and, If be then does 
not comprehend billf what is feebly exprened in the above liuf, 

1 shaH be sorry for us both. For tn eloquent paua^ In Uin la(> 
est work of the first female writer this, perhaps of any, aso, 
on the analumr (and tlie iiiimrdUte cuinpartvon oxLllcd by dut 
. analocy) between '• painting and music, ** Sec vol. lit. cap. 10. Di 
L'AixxNSQVt. And is not thh conitexiuo still stroiiiter with (he 
nrlRioal lhau the copy? With the colouring of Nature dun of 
Art? After all, this is ratltcr to bo fell Ilian di-scribcd; still I 
think there are some who will uudentaud it, al least tbcf wuuhl 
have done had they beheld the •Dunlenancc whoso spcaktnj bar* 
fnuny ruggoslcd the idea ; for this pasuge it not draw n from Ima* ' 
gloatioa but m(nnor)*rihat mirror which AfflicUoa dashes to (he 
earUi, and looking down upon Ibe fr agmrnu, only beholds the re- 
flection nuUipUed :—("Thb morning, a very pretty billet fruro 
the Stack Sbe hat bMn pleased to be pleased with my slight eu- 
logy in Uic note aonexed to the 'Rride.' Thb b lo be acnmoled 


W hen on tliot dread yet lovely serpent smiling, 
W hose image then was stamp'd up«n her mind— 
Rut oDce beguiled j||^e'ver mure beguiling; 
Dazzling, as that, oh! ttgo transcetidenr vision 
To Sorrow’s pl^^ntoni’peopled slumber given, 
W’l»cn heart ineets heart a^ain in drcaras^:iysian, 
And paints the lost on Barth Revived in Heaven ; 
Soft, as the memory of buried love ; , ' ’ 

Pure, as the prayer w^iich Chilcihood wafts above; 
W’os she — the dauglitcr of that rude old Chief, 

W ho mel tfte maid teors — but notlof griff. 

WTio lialh not proved bow feebly words essay* * 

To fix one spark of Bfottj 's heavenly ray ? 

Who doth not feel, until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness witJi itsown delight, 

His dianging cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The inigh$ — the majesty of Loveliness 
Such was^uleika— i|uch around^r sh^^ 

The nameless charms unmark'd by her alone; 
j The light of love, the purity of grace, 

The mind, the music * breaking from Iter face,* 
Tlie heart whose softness harmonized* the whole— 
And, oh] that eye wasjn itselt a Soul! 

Her graceful arms in meekness bending 
Across her gently-kudding breast; 

At one kind word those a^i^fs extending 
To clasp the nci'k of him who blest ■ 

His child caressing and carest, 

Zulcika came— and Giafflr felt 
His purpose half witliin him melt : 

Not that against her fapeied weal 
His Iteart, though stern, could ever feel : 
Affection chain'd her to tliot heart; 

Ambition tore the links apart 

TIT. 

Zulelka ! child of gentleness ! ** 

How dear this very day must tell. 


for In MveraJ waya flratly, all women -like all. or any probe i 
•ecoodly, thb wasuDCXpcctcil, becauae I have hever courted her; 
aoit. ihlrUly, as Scrub says, ibnv whu luve beeB all thdr lives re- 
fulariy prabetl. by regular crilles, like a liUle variety, aod arc 
slot! when aoy one rocs out Of lib way to say a civil tliiug ; aod, 
fourtblf, sbs b a very RoocUoatiired creature, wliioh b the best 
reasou, after all. aud {terltapi the only one."— f. niorf , Dec. 7. 
ISIS. —E.] 

4 [AinbnR the Imputed plagiarisms so Indoslrionsly hunted out 
lo Ills writtngs. ibb line has been, with somewhat rooro ptaiulbl- 
lily Uua b frequent In such charges, included; the lyric poet 
Loveboe having. It !«eemv, written “ The melody and music ol her 
face.'* Sir Thomas Browne, loo, In his Kcligio Uetlici, says, 
‘'There b music even In hc^'ily.*" .The coincidence, no doubt, 
b worth oliscrving. and the task df “ irtckiog lima a favourite 
writer in the snow (as Dryden expresses It) of ulhers." is some- 
Unies not unamusiog : bu( lo these who found uptn such resem- 
blances a general Charge of plagiarism, we may apply what Sir 
Waller Scott says:— “It Isa favourite themeof laborious tlulncM 
to trace such coinddences. bocaose they appear lo reduce genius 
of (lie higher order to the usual standard of humanity, and of 
cotirve lo bring Ibe antbor nearer to a level wUb hb crilici.’!— 

MOORK.) 
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AVhen I forget my own distress, 

In losing what I loiti so well, 

To bid tlieewith anotlw dwell : 

Another! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle's van. 

We Moslem reck not mticJv of blood ; 

But yet the line of Carasmao ' 

Unehang^f unchangeable liath stood 
First of the bold Tiiuariut bands 
That won and well can keep their lands- ■ 
Enough that he who comes to woo 
Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou : 

His y^ars need scarce a'tho^tht employ; 

I would not have tliee wed a boy. 

And thou shall have a noble dower : 

And his and my united power 
Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

W'liidi others tremble but to scan, 

And teacli the messenger * w hat fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait. 

And now thou koow’st thy father’s will — 

All that thy sex hath need to know : 

’T was mine to teach obedience still — 

The way to love, tJiy lord may show.” 

VIII. 

Jo silence bow’d the virgin’s head ; 

And if her eye was fill’d with tears 
Tlut stified feeling dare not shed, 

And changed her cheek from pale to red, 

And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those* winged w'oeds like arrows sped, 

What Could such be but maiden fears? 

So bright the tear in Beauty’s eye. 

Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 

So sweet the blush of Bnshfulness, 

Even Pity scarce can wish it less! 

Whate’er it was, the sire forgot; 

Or if remember’d, mark’d it not; 

Thrice clapp’d his hands, and cail.’d his steed, ’ 
Resign’d his gepi-adorn’d chibouque, < ^ 
And mounting featly for the mead, 


With Maugrabee* and Mamaluke, 
Hisway.amid hisDelistooki* 

To witness many an aclfve dee«l 
With sabre keen, or blunt jerreed. . 

1 The Kislar only and his Moors 

Watch well tlic Haram's massy dddrs. 

• 'ix. . 

His head was leant upoahis band, 

His eye look'd o’er the dark blue water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles; 

■ But yet he saw nor sea nor strand, .. 

’ Nor even liis Pacha’s turban’d band • 

Mix in Uie game of mimic slaughter. 

Careering cleave the folded felt? 

With sabre stroke right sharply dealt ; 

Nor mark’d the javelin-darting crowd, 

Nor heard their Ollahs ’ wild acd loud— 

He thought but of old Giaffir’s daughter ! 

X. 

No word from Selim’s bosom broke; 

One sigh Zuleika’s thought bespcfke : 

Still gazed he through the lattice gr^te. 

Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 

To him Zuleika’s eye was turn’d, ) 

But little from bis aspect leom’d : . 

I Equal her grief, yet not the same; .. » 

Her heart confess’d a gentler flame j . ' ,* > : 

But yet that heart, alarm’d or weak, r ./.."j 
She knew not why, forbade to speak, ' > I r- \ 
Yet speak she must— but when essay? 

How strange he thus should turn away ! 

Not thus we e’er before have met ; ^ . 

Not tlius shall be our parting yet.” 

Thrice paced she slowly through the room. 

And w atch’d his eye— it still was fix’d : 

She snatch'd the urn wherein jras mix'd 
The Persian Atar-gul’s * perfiAne, 

And spripkied all its odours o’er 
The pictured roof and marble floor ; ^ 


• Caruman Oglou. or Kara Ovnan OgUni, (s Ihe principal land- 
bolder In TarXer i he guTems Ifagsrala : tho»e who, by a kind of 
feudal lennre, poaseaa land on condition of aerrlce^ arc called Ti- 
mar 1 ola:U>ej lerre as Spaliit, accordCng to^ie extent of territory, 
and bring 1 certain number into ibe Ovid, gtuKTally cavalry. 

• When a Paclia ia sutficlenlly strong to reajat, (lie single me»- 

aengcr, vtbo Is alwaya the Orat bearer of the order for hiWe.ith, la 
atrangled loatead.'aiMl numetlmes llveor sia. one after tOe piVron 
thfraame errand, by coramaador the refractory patieult if. on 
the contrary, ho U weak or loyal, he bowa, kisaea Uie Sultan ■ re- 
apectablc aignuure. and U bowatruog with great complacency. 
In iSlO, aevcral of Ibeae preaeoU were exhibUed liv the nlchc.of 
the SeragUo galci afnorig oiher*, the head of the Pacha of Dagdat, 
a brave young man, cuLoff by treachery, after a desperate- rc- 
eialaitce. * • ’ , 

I CiO|i|vog of tlio hondi calli the lervants. The Turin 'l^alo a 
■uperilooits oipendJturc of voice, and the# have no belfi. 

• Chibouque,’* the TiirkMi plj»e, of which the amber mouth- 
pSece, and aomellmcs the baU w liidi contains the leaf, U adomod 
with precious atunea, if in poaacMion of Uio wealthier o^en. 


< •* Mangrahee/' Moorish mrreenariea. 

* “Delia,** bravoa who form the forlorn hope of the cavalry, 
and always begin the action. 

7 A twisted fold of fell Is used Cor scimitar practice by (he Turka, 
and trw but Mussulman arms can ent through it at a single stroke ; 
somvIiim-A a lough Inrban Is used forlhe same (Mirpoie. The Jer- 
reed h a ekmeof blunt Javeilm, ralmaied and gracefbl. 

• ** Ollahs,” Allap Allah, the- “ LelUcs.” aaethe Spanish porks 
call ihom s Ihe sound is Ollab; a cry of w||ii:h IheTurks. for ait- 
Ivwl prople. arcvomewlialprofftse.parliciilarlyduriitg Ihtjvrreed, 
or in the chase, but mostly in battle. Their auimaliou In fhe Held, 
and gravity In the chamber, with their pipes and (^oroboloioa, form 
an amusing contrast. 

» Ala^gnl,'' ottar of roses. The Persian Is Ibe finest >, , 

•• The ceiling and walnscots.'Or ralbervralls, of Ibe Udwdman 
apartments are gdnenUr painted, Ingreat liouset. with onooifmai 
and highly cpkinred view of CoMUntioo(»le, wherein the priBelpaP 
foalnre is a oebleoolitempt ofpervpecUve; below, arms, scimi- 
tars,, etc., arc in general faociruUy and not toeleganUy dispoad. 
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Tlie drops, that through his gUlt«ring vest 
Tlic playful gi>r» appeal addrws’d, 

Unheeded o’er his bosom flew, ■ • 

As if U)at breast were marble too. 

“What, suHea yet? it must not be— 

Oh ! gentle Sdini, this from thee I " 

Slie saw in curious order set 
The fairest flowers of eastern land— 

“ He loved them once; may touch ilicni yet, 
If offer’d by Zulcika’s hand.’* * 

The childisli Uiought- was hardly breathed 
Before the rose was pluck’d and wreatlied; 
The next fond moment saw her seal 
Her fairy/orra at Selim’s feet ^ ' 

“ This rose to calm my brother’s cares 
A message from the Bulbul * l>cars; 

It says to-night lie will prolong 
For Selim’s oar Ins sweetest song; 

And though hisnote is somewhat sad. 

He ’ll try for once a strain more glad. 

With some fainthopc his alter’d lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XI. 

“ What! not receive Biy foolish flower? 

?iay, then I am indeed unblest : 

On me can thus thy forehead lower? 

. And know’st thou not who loves ihee best ? 
Oh, Selim dear I oh more than dearest! 

Say, is it me thou bal’st or fearest? 

Come, lay thy he.ad upon my breast. 

And 1 w ill kiss thee into rest. 

Since words of mine, and songs must fail. 
Even from my fabled nightingale. 

1 knew our sire at limes was stern, 

But this from thee had yet to learn : 

Too well I know he loves thee not; 

But is Zuleika’s love forgot? 

Ah! deem I right? the Pacha’s plan— 

• This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
Perhaps may prove some fOe of thiue. 

If so, 1 swear by .Mecca’s shrine, 

If shrines that ne’er approach allow 
To woman’s s’lep admit Ifer vow, 
WithouVtby free consent, 'command, 

Tlic .Sultan should not have oiy hand! 
Think’st thou that I could bear to part 
With tliee, and learn to halve my heart? 

All I- were I sever’d from thy side. 

Where were thy friend— and who my guide? 
‘Years have rfBt seen. Time shall not see 
'Hie hour that tears my squI from thee : 

Even Azrael,* from his deadly quiver 


When flies that shaft, and fly it must, 

That parts all else, shall doom for ever 
Our hearts to undivided dust ! ” 
xic 

He lived— he breatlied-^he moved— lie felt;- 
He rai.«:ed the maid from wliere she knelt ; 

His trance was gone — his keen eye shope 
\^ ith thoughts that long In darkness dwelt; 
With thoughts that burn— iu rays that melt. 

• As the slrihm late ronccal’d 
\ By the fringe of its willows, 

When it rushes reveal’d ^ 

In the light of its billows; 

* As the bolt bursts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it. 

Flash’d the soul of that eye 
Through the long lashes round it. 

A war-liorsc at the trumpet’s sound, 

A lion rou.si'd by het'diess hound, 

A tyrant waked to sudden Strife ’ . 

By grn7.e of ill-directed knife, 

Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than lie, who heard that vow, display’d, 

And all, before repress’d, betray’d : 

“Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 

W ilh life to keep, and scarce w illi life resign ; 
Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 

Thougli sw orn by one, hath bound us both. 
Yes, fondly, wisely iiast thou done; 

That vow hath saved more heads tlianone; 
But bloncb not tliou — thy simplest l^css 
Claims more from me than tenderness; . 

I would not wrong the slend^slhair 
Tliat clusters round thy forebead fair, 

For all .the treasures buried far 
Within Uic caves of! slakar.* 

This morning, clouds upon me lower'd 
Kcproadics Oh my bead were shower’d 
And Giafflr almost call'd, me coward I 
Now 1 liave motive to be brave; 

Tile son of bis deglecied slave — 

Nay, start not, 'I was tlic term he gave — 

May show, though little apt to vaunt, 

A heart bis words nor deras can daunt, 

I iits SOU, indeed!— yet, lltanks to thee, 

Perchance I am, at least shall be; 

But let our plighted secret vow 
Be only know n to us as now. 

1 know tlw wretch who dares demand 
From Giaflir thy reluctant hand; ' 
Mere Hl-got wealtli, a meaner soul , 

Holds not a Musseliiu’s * control : • 

Was he not bred in Egripo? • 


• It In-u been much dotfbtcU »lic|her Ih« Dota of this “ Laver 

o|-the r«M*' are ttd or merry i nod Mr. Fox'* renurtu on Uia sub- 
t«ot have provoked some learned ooQtrover»y as to die otilniuiu of 
Tha anrt^ta on Ihe nib)ect. I dare not ventore a coojcelurc on 
(fic point. llioa«ti a liitle inclined to i!te ** errare lualietn.” etc., if 
Ur. Fox vra$ miataken. ’ j*-. i. 

* “ Axrae!,** the angel of death. ' " 


) The treanires pf the Prc-Adaiuito SuUatu. Sec U'ilcrbclut, 

article 

4 “VusMnm."-a governor, ibeoext In rank after a Pacha ; a 
WaywoJc ta (he Uitrd « and Uicu come Uie AgXs. ' 

• Egripo.'* (Iff XrigropOlA iv the proVAfk. die 

, £gripo. 

".ite (to nOrxi oTMtfcirreapacQirflfraicy ■ 





Digitized by Google 




Digitized by Googli 



. I . 

THE BRIDE OK ABYDOS. ^ 


A viler race ret Israel show; ‘ ' 

But let that paaa-~to none be told 
Our oath; the rest ^all time pnfold. * 

To roe and mine leave Osman Bey; 

I *ve (Artisans for periPs day . 

Think nofi am what I appear; 

I *ve arms, and friends, and vengeance near.’^ 

• . . j- 

xni. 

Think not thou art what thou appearesU,. . ^ \ 
My Selim, thou art sadly changed : 

This morn 1 saw thee gentlest, dearest; 

But now thou ’H fr^ni thyself estranged. 

My love tbdu surely knew'st before, 

It ne’er was le^, nor can be more. 

To see thee, hear'tliee, near thee stay, ^ 
And hate the night I know not why. 

Save that we meet not but by day; 

With thee to live, wrtli thee to die, 

I dare not to ray hope deny 
Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss, 

Like this<-and this^no more titan this : 

For, Alla! sure thy lips are flame ; 

What fever in tiiy veins is flushing ? 

My own have nearly cauglit the same. 

At least I f^l my cheek too blushing. 

To soothe tliy sickness, waldi thy healUi, 
Partake but never waste thy wealth, 

Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 

And lighten half thy poverty; . 

Do all but close thy dying eye, 

For that I could not live to try; • 

To these alone my tlioughts aspire : 

More can 1 do? or tbou require? 

But, Selim, tliou must answer why 
W’e need so, mudi of mystery? 

Tlie cause 1 cannot dream nor tell, 

But be it, sipce thou say’st *t is well ; 

Yet what thou mean’^ by “ arms’* and friends 
Beyond my weaker sense extends. 

1 meant that Giafflr should liave heard 
The very vow I plighted thee ; 

His wrath would not revoke niy word: 

Bql surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wislii>eein strange in me, , 

To be wliat 1 have ever been ? 

What other hath Zuieika seen 
From simple childhood’s earliest hour ? 

What other can she seek to sec ' ‘ . 

Than thee, companion of her bower, 

The partnef of her infancy? 

These cherish’d thoughts, with life begun, 

Soy, why must I no more avow? 

What cliange is wrought to make me shun 
The truth— my nfide, and thine till now? 

To meet the gaze (rf stranger’s eyes 
Our law, our creed, our God denies ; 




Nor shall one wandering thouf^t of 'mine 
At such, 'onr Prophet’s will, repine : 

No! happier made by that decree, 

He left me all in leaving thee. 

Deep were my anguish, thus coiiipcU’d 
To wed with one 1 ne'er beheld.: 

This wherefore sliould 1 not reveal ? 

Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 

! know the Padia’s liauglrty mood » 

To thee hath never boded good; * 

And he -so often storms at nought, 

Alla I forbid that e’er he ought ! 

And why, 1 know not, hut within ^ . 
My heart concealment weighs like sin. 

If then such secrecy be crime. 

And such it feels while lurking here; 

Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time, ‘ 

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. • 
Ah! yonder see the Tchocadar, ' ‘ 

My father leaves the mimic war v ‘ • ‘ j 
I tremble now to meet his eye-r* ■ ij 
Say, Selim, Canst thou tell nw why?” 


“ Zuieika— to thy tower's retreat 
Betake thee — Giuflir I can greet : 

I And now with him 1 fain must prate 
I Of Urmans, impost, levies, state. 

> There *s fearful news from Danube’s banks, 
I Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, ^ 

For which the Giaour may give him tlianks 
I Our Sultan hath a shorter way 
I Such costly triuiii|)li to repay. 

I But, mark me, when the twiliglit drum 

Hath warn'd the troops to food and sleep, 
Unto thy cell will Selim come : 

I Then softly from the llaroni creep 
I Where we may w ander by the deep . 

I Our garden'battlemen^ arc steep; 

Nor these will rash intruder climb 
! . To list our words, or stint our time ; 
j And if he doth, I want not steel, 

« Which soitre have felt,' and more may feel, 
i Then Shalt thou learn of Selim more 
Ilian thou l^pst heard or thought befth'c : 

I Trust me, Zuieika— fear not me! . • 

1 ^. Thou know’stl bold a Uarajn key.” * 

I “ i'ear thee, mjaSelim! ne’er till now ■ 

' ■' Did word like this — ’* ' ' ^ 

1 ' . 

“ Delay not thou ; • 
I keep, the key^and Haroun's guard 
‘ Have sotitg, and hope of more reward. 
TO'Uight, Zuieika, tliou shalt hear 
My tale, my purpose, am! my fear t * 

I I am not, love ! what 1 appear.” 



• *' Tcl»oeadar'’-><io«'uf Uie aUciiOtnU who precrdei a tn«n of aulliofity. 



BYROSCS WORKS. ‘ 


2% 

XllE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. : 

' CA?ffO me SECUAO. 

I. 

The winds are high on llcile's wave, 

As on tliut night <!rf stonily w ater 
Wheri lA)ve, who sent, forgot (o save 
The yobng, the beautiful, the brave, 

The lotiely hope of Sestos’ daugliter. 

Oh! when ^one along the sky 
Her turrel-lorch was blazing higlt, 

Though rising gale, and breaking foam, 

And shrieking sea-birds, warn’d him liome ; 
And clouds aloft and tides below, 

With signs and sounds, foriiade to go. 

He could not see, he v ould not hear, 

#r sound or sign foreboding fear ; 

His eye but saw that light of love, 

Tlie only star it hail’d ahoti-c; •. 

His^ar but rang with Hero’s song, 

» “ Ye waves, divide not lovers loiig!”~ 

That tale is old, but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

II. 

The winds arc high, and Hellc's tide 
- 1\olls darkly hearing to the main; 

And Mght’s descending shadows hide 
That field with blood bedew’d in vain, 

The idesert of old Priam's pride ; 

The tombs, sole relies ofliis reign, .* . 
All — save inimortal dreams that could beguile 
Tlie blind old man of Sclo’s rocky isle ! 

III. 

s 

Oh ! yet — for there iny steps liave lioen ; 

These feet have press'd the sacred shore. 
These limbs tliat buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel I with thee to muse, to mourn, 

To trace again those fields of yore, 
Bcliering every hillock green 
Contains no fabled hero’s ashes, 


. And tliat around the undoubted s^ne 

Thine own ^^broad Hellespont’*'* still dasbe^ 
* Ik long my lot! and cold were he 
Who there wuld gaze denying tike ! 

• IV. 

The night hath closed on Helle’s stream. 

Nor yet liath risen on Ida’s hill ’ 

That moon, which shone on his high theiiie : 

No warrior chidee her peaceful beam, 

But .^onscidUs sliepherde bless it still. 

• Their flocks are grazing on the mound 
I Ofbim who felt the Dardan’san ow; 
j Tlial mighty heap of gatlier'd ground 
AVhicli Animon’s-son ran proudly round,* 

By nations raised, by monarcits crown'd, 

Js now a lone and nameless barrow' ! 
Within— tby dwelling-place how narrow! 
AViihout— can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that tros beneath; / 

Dust long outlasts the storied stone; 

But Thou— thy verjdust is gone!' 

V- 

Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatoiau's fear; 

TUI then— no beacon onthedifC 
May shape the course of struggling skiff; 

I The scatter’d lights that skirl the bay. 

All, one by one, have died away; 

I The only lamp of this lone hour 
I is glimmering in Zuleikn’s tower. 

Yes! thercis ligluin tljnt lone chaniber, 
j And o’er her silken Ottotpan 

Arc liirow'ij tlic fragrant beads of amber, 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran;* 

. Near these, with emerald rays 1)eset, 

' ( How could she thus that geih forget ?) 

j Her mother’s sainted amulet,* • 

V\ lierebn engraved the Koorsee text, 

I Qnild smooth tius life, and win tlie next; 

1 And by hcrcomboloio* lies 


> The wnof^lins about ihUriikUiet, " Uie broaO lietlruponi'* or 
Ihft “bouiuileqB Ueitesiiout.'* whriher it mooiu one oc Uic oUut. 
or what it mpans at all. lioj l<c«u bryomlalJ fosKibility of tlcUii. 

1 have rveh hran> II dUpHteil on Uic »pot; and not rorowctni; a 
K|>ccdr contlusloo io the enntrorerky, amuicd mywifwiUi .twim* 
iiiiog across It hi the mean d<ne f and piultably may a^In, }>efnre ; 
Ute point Is srltlcd. Indeed, the (|ue<liop as to the Irutb “iba 1 
tale ofTmy dlrlnc** sUli cpn(iiiue», nmdi oMl rcsUui; u|ton the ta- 
livniaaic won] probably flmncr had the same no- | 

tkin of dittaoce that a oaiuetre has ol Ume ; and when hr talks of ; 
loundlMs, tneam half a mile ; as tint latter, by a like hgure, w heu i 
»b<' say* tltnuil allattuient. dmply si»ccUifs three weeks. (See i 

nntr, p. m.— K.} . * > I 

• Before his PerUaii inviskn. and crowned the attar wiOi laurel. I 

etc. He was afterwards iaaltatvd by Caracalla io hU race. U is i 
bciicTcd tliat Ibe Ust'aiso poisoued a trlend, luroed Festus, for the | 
sake of new rairoclan (tauin. I have seen the sheep feeding on i 
the totnbe of isletcs and Antilochus t the first is to the centre of ! 
the plain. . I 

* When robbed, the amber is tusccpllblc of a perfume, w iiicli is 
•light b«( no: tllsasrceable. [Ou Ubcorerlog that, in some of the j 


early copies, Uk all.i<oporiant oioaosyUable *‘nof'* liad becu 
oniiUed, Lord Byron wrote toMr. Murray,— there b a (Itabohc^U 
mislake wliieh inib.1 he corrected; it b Uic uniis^iuo «f *Rof' 
I»clore tUuarrrablc. in the Dub' on the anib< r nniry. • TliU U 
really horriblo, and nearly as lAd as the stumble of mine at the 
tbrcsh'jUl— I mean lhe-m4s»ooirr uf Bride. Fray do out let a 
copy go wiiLhotit the : * It is nonsense, .ind wui'se tlian non- 
sense. 1 wbh the printer was sadtlled with a vainpirr.*'— £. 

I The belief in anniletr cogravnl on gcniS, or enriosed in gotil 
boxes, conialnmg scraps from the Koran, worn round the neck, 
wrist, nr arm, is still imIvertaNii the hast, ibe koorsee (throne; 
Terse ill the st-coud cap. of the Koran dtserlU's tbc auHbules of 
the .Most High. .ind is rograTod in flii-i maoner, and worn by llio 
pious, as ih« must nsteemed and lubUme of all srnletices. 

» *M;ombobilo '*-Hi Twkbti rusarj^ Tl)« M&&., inrUcnlarly 
those of the Persians, are richly adorned and lilaiiiuialed- Tb'* 
Greek females arc kept in ullrr Iguorauee ; 1ml many uf the Turk - 
Uii itirls arc lil^hly aceontpriiilieili though not actually ipialtfi» il 
fur Christian c«>lerle. Perhaps some of our own ‘'bfui's'*u)i;;tit 
flol ue the wor.HC for blnichiHg'. 
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A Koran of illumined d>'es; * ' 

*7' And many a bright emblhzoA'd rh)ine 
By Peraidn scribes redeem'd from time : 

And 0>r those 8rroHs» not oft so mute, 

Reclines her nqw neglected Jute 
And round her lamp of frettMf gold 
Bloom flowers in urns of China’^ mould; 

The richest work of Iran’s loom, . ; • ' 

And Slieeraz’ tnbute of perfume ; : ^ ■ 

Ail that can eye,or sense deKght 
Are gatherM in that gorgeous room : 

But yet it hath an oir of gloom. 

She, of this Peri cell the sprite,. - 

\^'hat doth she hence, and oh so rude a night ? 

• VI. 

Wrapt in the darkest .sable vest, 

Whidi none save noblest Moslem wear, 

To guard from winds of jieaven the breast 
As heaven itself h) Selim dear, . 

With cautious steps the thicket tlireading. 

And starting oft, as tlirbugli the glade 
The gust iU hollow moanings made, 

. Till on the smoother pathway treading, 

More free her timid bosom beat. 

The maid pursued her silent guide; . 

And tiioujpiiber terror urged retreat, 

How could she quit tier Selim’s side? 

How teach her tender lips to chide? 

VII. •' 

They- reach'd at lengtli a grotto, hewn 
By nature, but enlarged by art. 

Where oft her lute she wont to Utue, j 

And oft her koran conn’d apart-; 1 

And oft in youthful reverie / 

She daeam’d^wbat Paradise might be ; I 

Wliere woman^s parted soul shall go * | 

Her Propliet had disdain'd to sliov ; i 

But Selim's mansion was secure, | 

Kor deem'd she, could he long endure > 

- His bower in other worlds of bliss, 

^ViUiout her, most heioVed in this ! 

Oil! who so dear with him could dwell? I 

What lioQri soothe him half so well? i 

'/ . VIII. ‘ ' 

Since last she visited the spot 

Some cliaiige seem'd wrought within the grot; 

It might be only that the night 
Disguised things seen by better iight ; 

That brazen lanip but dimly threw 
A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in a nook w ithin the cell. . . ‘ 

Her eye on stronger objects fell. 


. ^ 

There arms were piled, not such as wield , 
llie turban’d Delis in the Held ; % 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 

Apd one was red — perdiOnce w ith guilt 1 
Ah ! how witliout can blood be Spilt f 
A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold Slierbet. 

.What may this mean ? she turn'd to see 
Her Selh^*' Oh ! can tills be he ? ” 

His robe of pride was threw'ff aside, . 

His brow na hlgh>crown’d*turbun bore,. 

Bbt in its stead a shawl of red, * 

Wrdithe'd lightly round, his temples woce : 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diitoi, * " 

No longer glitter’d a| his waist, 

Where pistols unadorn*d were braced; ■ ' 
And from his belt a sabre swung, 

And from'liis ^oulder loosely hung, 

'Hie cloak of white, the thin capote 
Tliat decks the wandering Candiote; 

Beneath— his gojiden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast ; 

The greaves below bis knee that wound 
With silvery scales were sheathed and bound. 
But were it not that higircoinmand 
Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, f 
All that a careless eye could sen " 

In him w as some young Galiobgee.' '• 

X. 

1 said 1 was not what 1 seem’d; ' 

And now tliou see’si my words were true : 

1 have a tale thou hast not (beam'd, ^ 

If sooth — it.s truth inusj others rue. 

My story now ’t were vain to liide, 

I must not see thee Osman's bride : • • 

But had not tliine own lips declared 
^ How much of tlial young heart I shared, 

I could not, must not, yet have shown ' 

Tlie darker secret of my own. 

In this'I speak not now' oflove; 

That, let time, trutii, and peril prove : 

But first— Oh! never wed another— * ' 

/.ubika] I am. not thy brother!” ..f 

“ Oh! not my brother !— yet unsay— * - 
God I am I left alone on earfh, 

Yaraoiirn—1 dare not curse — the day ’ ' 

Tliat saw nly solitary birth.’ ' * •** 

Ob { thou wilt love me now no-inore! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 


■ **GaUons^e''^cnr Galfonjn, a lallor, ibal a TurkHiMUor{ 
Ihc Hrcf'lu turigato,' Uic Turki %ort llie gnus. Thair i1rv» Is 
piclurciquc ; aatl 1 hare seen th« Capltaa Tacha more (ban once 
wearing it as a kind ot inreg. Their tegs, howerer, are genenlijr 
lukcil. the boskiQs dcscd!>cU iii th? text as sheaiheil behitKl wiib 


Mlfcr are iliuse of an Xmant robber, who waa'tny host ^be had 
<|uilte<l (he profcsaloQ) at hia Pjfrgo, near Gastoain in (lie Murea; 
iliey were pfiicd in Kal«s one oyer ibe oUiib like the back (d an 
anuadlUo. . \ 4 ^ ■' 


Biij:;[zod by Google 



' BYRONS WORKS. 


253 

Butknow Wf all l ^sbicfore, ■ , ^ 

^liy sfster— ftiend-.-Znleilta stilK 
Thou led’st me here perchance to kHI ; 

If thou^st cause for vengeance^ see! 

My breast U offer’d-^take thy fill ! 

Far better with the dead to be 
Than live thus nothing now to thee : 
Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
• Why Giaflir always seem’d thy foe ; 

And I, bias! am Qioffir’s child, , 

For. whom Uwu wcrl contemn’d, reviled. ' 
If-not thy sister — w^uldst thou save 
My life, oh! bid me be thy slave!** 

XII. 

“ My slave, Zuleika!— nay, I ’in thin^ : • 
But, gentle love, this transport calm, * 
Thy lot shall yet be link'd with mine ; 

I swear it by o\ir Prophet's shrine, 

And be that Uiought thy sorrow’^ habn. 
So may the Koran verse display'd 
TJporl its steel direct my blade. 

In danger's hour to guard us both, 

As 1 presene that awful oath! • 

The name in which thy heart hath prided 
Must change'; hut, my Zuleika, know, 
That tie is widen’d, not divided, 

Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 

My father waf V> Giaffir all 
ThatSelintlJle was deem'd to thee; 

That brother wrought a brother's fall. 

But spared, at least, my infancy; 

And luM'd me with a vain deceit 
'fhal yet a like return may meet. 

He rear'd me, not willi tender help, 

But like the nephiAv of a Cain ; * 

Uc watch'd me like a lion’s whelp, ' 
That gnaws and yet may break iiis chain. 
My father’s blood in every vein 
Is boiling ; l^nt for thy dear sake 
T*io present vAigeance will I take; 

Though here 1 must no more reniain. 

Rut first, tieloved Zuleika I hear 
How Gtofflr wrought this deed of fear. 


xm. 

“ How first their strife to rancour grew. 

If love or env)' made them foes, 

It matters little if 1 knew; 

In il^y spirits, slights, though few 
; And thoughtless,' w ill disturb repose. 

In war Abdallafi's ■arm was strong, 
j Heinember'd yet in Hosniac song, 

Arid Paswanls* rriiel hordes attest 
. How little love they bore sudi guest; 

I His death is all I need relate, 

The stern effect of Giaffir’s hate ; 

And how my birlli disclosed to me, 

AV hate’er beside it makes, hath made me free. 

; • • xiy. 

■ “ AVTien Paswan, aft^r years of strife. 

At last for power, but first for life. 

In Widin's walls too prot^ly sate. 

Our Pachas rallied round the state; 

Nor last nor least in high command, 

, Each brother led a separate band; 

' Xltey gavc their horsetails < to the w'ind, 
j And mustering iir Sophia’s plain, , 

I Their tents were pitch'd, their post assign'd ; 

I To One, alas! assign’d in vain !* 

What need of words? tlie deadly boyl. 

By Giaffir’s order dmgg'd ana given, 

^Vith vemim subtle as bis soul, 

Dismiss'd Abdallah's hence to heaven. 

' Reclined and feverish in the hath, 

He, when the hunter’s sport was up, 

I But little deem’d a brother’s wrath « 
i To quench his lliirst had sucli a cup : 

The bowl a bribed attendant bore; 

He drank one draught,’ nor needed more! 

If thou mt tale, Zuleika, doubt. 

Call Uaroun^he cau tell it out. 

XV. 

, Tlie deed once done, aqd Paswan’s feud 
In part suppress’d, though ne’er subdued, 

I Abdallah’s Pachalick was gain’d 


■ Tlic chanclm an all TnrkUh aclmibn coolsln mpieUmos 
the nunc uf ih^ place uT ihclr mauubeture, but more gencraUy a 
text from Ike Koran. In letUrauI t^old. Amun^ tliuso in mjr 
|M)8!ieuuon fa mie with a bbnlc of ringnUr c*iutmclfon ; It hr very 
hroad, and the c<hte notched Into serpentine cnrvrw like Uie ripple 
of water, cir the wayerinir flame. 1 ashed the Armrniao who 
•old it; what poaaibic use tudi a ii^iire could add i be said, in Ita- 
lian, UMt he did not ^ow;} hut the Mii«ulmani had an Idc.f lh.it 
lliose of Ihls form gave a atvvrer woiiml. and liked It bet!au»e it 
waa *‘piii frrOce.'* ( didviot moch admire the reaaOn. but bought 
It forlu pecoliarity. 

■ It U to be ohsenreil. ibai cVerv alluaion to any thing or person* 
ajtn in the Oid Testament,' snch as the Ark, or Cato, U eqnally’ihe 
piivilege o( Uossulmaa and Jew : indeed, the fornidr profess to be 
tnuth beUer ac«;Qaiiited with the lives, true and fabulotis, of Ibe 
patriarclis, 4han U warranted bv our own Mcn.xl writ; and not 
endtent with Adam,4hcy,liaye a oiography of Prc-Adamilcs. So- 
lomon U the mooarcb of aH Decromancy, and Moses a proi>het in- 
ferkir oDly to Cbrbt and Mahomet. * Zuldka Is the Persian name- 


of PoUphar'r wife; and Iter amour with Josqd) constitutes one of 
the pocias in ihrir languagr. U is, therdbre, ho riolalioa 
of costume to pul the names of Cain, or Noati. into ihc mouUi of 
a Moilrm.— f Some douJK karlng been rxprr*scd by Ur. Mnrcay, 
as to the prOpHely of puUioR tlie name of flain Inlu the mouth of 
a UiK«uiman. Lord ByrooiienlliHn rite preceding uole^'Toc (he 
benefit of the ignorant.'* ’■ I dyii'l care one hiiup of augar.** tie 
k.iy«, '*{u; my poetry; but for my codume. and loy corrected 
on those poiiiU, l will combat lustily. " — P.) 

> Paswan Oftlou . the rebel of Wklin ; who. for (he la|l years of 
fiL« life, set the whole power of the Porte dehaoed. 

4 “llorseUII.** Ihc standard of a Pacha. 

* Otafllr. Pacha of Ar^yro Castro, or Sentari, I am not sore 
*whicti. was'aclually taken off by the Albadian Xli, In the manner 
described >n the text. Ail Paeba, while 1 Was in Iho country, 
marriei^tbe daughter of his viptim, some yean after the event had 
taken place at a bath in iio{»hik, or Adriaoople. The poison wat 
mixed in the dtp of coffee, which is piysdtted bolure the sherbet 
by (be bath-keeper. aUer dressing. 
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Thou know'st no^-wluit in our Divan 
Cm wealth procure for worse than iuau~ 
Abdallairs lionours were obtain'd 
By him a broUier’s murder stalu'd ; 

^ is true, the purchase nearly drain'd 

His ill got treasure, soon replaced. 

Wouldst question whence ? Survey the waste. 
And ask the squalid peasant how 
His gains repay his broiling hro w ! — 

Wti)’ me the stem usurper spar^ 

^V|^ thus with me his place shared, 

1 know not. Shame, re^et, remorse, 

And little fear from infant’s force ; 

Besides, adoption as a son r \ 

By him w hom Heaven accorded none. 

Or some ui>kDow II cabal, caprice.. 

Preserved me thus ;^ut not ib peace : i 

He cannot curb his tiaughty mood, 

^or 1 forgive a father's blo^. • 

^ XVI. 

“ Withlu thy father’s Imuse are foes; 

Not ail w ho brtak Iris bread ate trdc : 

To these sl^ild | my birth disclose, 

His dnvMiis.very hours w*cre few f 
Tlwy only Hill a heart to lead, 

A hand to point them to the deed. 

But Uaroun only knows or knew 
Tills tale, whose close is almost nigh : 

He in Abdallah's palace grew. 

And held tiiat |K>st !h his Serai 
Which holds-he here — lie mw hini die; 

But w hat could single slavery do ? 

Avenge his lord ? alas ! too late ; • 

Or save his son from such a fate ? 

He chose the Iqst, and wbp elate 
Witlj foes subdued, or friends betray'd, 

Proud Giaffir in high triumph sate, 

He led me helpless to his gale, 

And not in vain it seems* essay’d 
To save the life for wliicli he pray'd. 

The knowledge of my birth secured 
Fmm all and each,- but most from me : > : 

Thus-GiaHIr’s safety was ensured. 

Removed he loo from Hoiimplle * 

To tills our Asiatic side, 

Far /roq> our scats by Danube’s tide. 

With none but Haroun, who retains 
Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 
A tyrant’s secrets are but chains, 

From wiiirh the captive gladly steals. 

And this and mure to me reveaU : 

Such still to guilt just Alla sends-K 
Slaves, tools, nccompMce^no friends! 

XVII, 

** All this, ZuJeika, harshly sounds ; 

But harsher still my tale must be . 


Howe’er ray tongue thy soflocfs wounds, 

Yet 1 n)ust prove all truth to thee. 

I saw tiice start this garjj to se ^4 , *P‘ 
Xct is It one 1 oft iiave wol-n, 

, And long must wear : this Galiong^, 

,TO whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 

Is leader ^ those plyate hordes, 

Whose laws and lives arc on their swords ; 
To hear whose desolating tale 
Would make thy waning cheek more pale r 
Those arms Ihou sec'st my band have brought 
The hands tligt wield are not remote; 

This cup too for the rugged knaves 
Is lill'd— once quailed, thev. ne'er repine*: 
Our prophet might forgive the slaves ; 

Tlicy 're only inlidels in w ine. 

xviii. ^ 

** >Miat could I be? Proscribed at liome,. 

And taunted to a wish to roam ; 

And listless.lefi— for GiaOir^'fear 
Denied the courser and tlie spea'r^ * 

Though oft — Oh, Mahomet! Iiow oli!* 

.In full Divan .tlic despot scoiTd, 

As if my weak unwilling hand 
Refused tlie bridle or Uie brand : , 
lie ever went to war alone, 

And pent me here, untried-SkinknOw ii ; ‘ 

To Harmin’s care with women left, . 

By ho[ie unblest, of fame bereft ; * 

While thou-»wbose softness long endear'd, 
Tliotigh it immami’d me, still had cheer’d— 

To Brusa’s wails for safetv sent, 

Awaited’st there the field'w event. 

Uaroun, who saw my spirit pining 
Beneath inaction’s sluggish yoke, 

His captive, though with dread resigning. 

My thraldom for a season broke. 

On promise t(f return before 

Tlie day when GiufUr’s charge was o'er. ' 

*T is vain— my tongue cannot impart 
My almost drunkenness of heart,' 

When ftrs^this liberated eye 
Survey’d Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 

As if my spirit pierced them through', 

And all their inmost wonders knew! 

One .word alone can paint to thee 
That more than feeling— I was Free! 

F.’en for thy presence ceased to pinei 
The World— nay, Heaven itself was mine! 

XIX. 

The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Convey’d me from this Idle shore ; 

1 long'd to see the isles that gem 
Old Oceiin’s purple diadem : . 

I sought by turns, and saw them all ; • 

But when and where I join'd the crew. 


■ The TurkUIi ootioiu of aliootl all blonds arc conioed to itw ArdjipcJjso, iho sea alluded li 


BYRON'S WORKS. 


With whem I 'ni to rite or fallt 

\Vhen all. that wc desicn to do 

will then be lime more meet 
To tell thee, w hen the tale > complete.* j 



TT is true, they arc a lawless brood, 

' * But rou;^ in form, nor uuld in mood; 
And every creed, and every race, 

With them hath fpond^niay find a place : 
But open speoch, and ready liahd, . 
Obedience to their chiefs command ; 

A Bouffor every enterprise, 
lliat never sees with Terror’s eyes ; 
Friendship tor eoch, and faith to all, 

'And Vehs^dc^ vow’d for those who fall, 
Have made tlicin litting instruments 
For more than e>en my own intents. 

And some — and I have studied all 
Distinguish'd froih thrvulgar rank, 

But chiefly to my council caji. * 

The wi^om of the cautious Fmnk~ 
And some to higher thoughts aspire, 
Tlielaslof Lainbro’s ‘ patriots there 
Anticipated freedom sliare; 

And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate, 

To snal^ the Rayahs * from their fate. 

So let them ease tlieir hearts with prate 
Of equal rights, which man ne’er knew; 

I have a love for frenlom too. 

Ayl let me like tlie ocean-Patriarc!i*'roam, 
Or only know' on lar^ the Tartar's homel * 
My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 

Are more than cities and Serais to me : 

Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail, ’ 
Across desert, or befpre the gale^ 


Bound whore ihoii wilt, my barblor glide, my prtjv! 
But be tlie star that guides the w anderer, TlK)ti! 
Thou, my Ziileika, share and bless my bark ; 

I The Dove of p^ce and promise to mine ark ! • 

Or, since Riat hope denied in worlds of strife, ’ 

Be tliou the raiiilMw to the storms of life! 

The mCning beam that smiles the clouds away, . 

And finis to-nwrrow with proftielic ray! * 

Blest— as the Muezzin’s strain from Mecca’s wall 
to pilgrims pure and prostrate athis call ; 

Sr)ft— as the melody of )*outhrul days, 

Tlwt steals the'trembling tear of speechless praise; 
Dear— as his native song to •Exile’s ears, ^ 
Sliall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 
Fortitct! in tlmsc bright isles is boilt a bower 
Blooming as Aden ? in its eaHiesthour. 

A thousand swords, w'itb .SeiiinU heart and hand. 
Wail— wave— defend-.-^lestroy— at thy command ! 
Girt by my bnmf, Ziileika at my side, 

The spoil of nations shall bedeeJt bride. 

Tbe llaraiii's languid years of lisUe^ rase 
Are w ell resign'd for cores— /or jpys like these : 

Not blind to fate, 1 see, where’er I rove, 
linnumber'd perils, — but one only lov|| », 

Yet well my toils shall tliat food brea^repay. 
Though fortime frown or falser fricn<«betray. 

How dear the dream |n darkc.$l hours of ill, 

Should all be changed, to lind thee faitliful still I 
Be but thy soul, like Selim’s, firmly sliown; 

To lliec be Selim’s tender as thine own ; 

To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight. 

Blend every thought, do all— but disunite! 

Once free,*’t is mine our itorde again to guide; % 
Friends to each other, foes to aught beside :* 

Yet there we follow but the bent assign’d 
By fatal .Nature to man’s'warring kifld : 

Mark ! where his carnage and his oonquests ccasc 1 
He makes a solitude, and calls it — peace! 


• Lambro n^ntani, aOreek. rsmoiis for his enorh, in I7S9-00, 
for tbe indepf’mlcncr oflii< cnaniry. AbaDdoDcd by the 

be became a pirate, and |hc Arcbipclaxo was the sceo^uf hh en* 
(erprUcs. ric is sail) lo be still 'alive at Petersburg. He aod 
Itiga are the two mo*t relebrateit of the HreHC revolnlionints. 

• “ flayalis,**— all who pay the caplUlioo tax, called Uie “ Ha- 
ratcb.‘* 

> Tbe first of voyages b ooc of ihe few wli|i which the Mtusnl- 
tnans prefm nHich aci)n.ilnUtu^. 

4 The wandrrln;; life of tbe Arabs, Tartars, and Turkotuans. witi 
be. found well del ilcd in any book of Eastern travels. Hat It 
posacHcs a ebaren poeuHar to itvrif, caomd he cirnird.’ A younx 
Frmch reoegado coufimed tor.h.iteatihriam), that he never found 
hira<elfalone. galloping in Ihr desert, wllbout a seusalloo approach- 
ing to rapture which wav indescribable. 

( [The longest, at wcllai roost B>li‘iMli(i.oflbo<c paaaages, with 
which Ihc perusal of bis own strains, dirring revHun. Inspired 
him, was that rich flow of eloquent feeling which follows the ci>u> 
plet,— '‘Tpuii. my Ztileika, share and l>less Hiy bafk,** etc.—a 
strain of pwciry, whidi, for energy and fondrrneM of thought, for 
imuic of vcrsiticallon. and H'lrclnCM of dicilmi, las. throughout 
t|ie geeiier purdun of It, but few risab la either audcOl or 
dern song —Moots.] 

6 origlually wrKten thui— 

** Aod lints le morrow with J . ] rtT-". 

t s r4nclwl i ' 

Hio following note bring annexedi--'“lir.Mumr, choose which 


of Ihe two epithels, * fancirxl * or ' airy' may he hesi ; or if neither 
will do, tell me, and 1 will dream another ' In a n(b«rqumt let- 
ter, he uyi I— “ Imicad of— ' 

“ And tUiU to-menow « Itb • faMck4 ray, 

Anfl UaUt«-QMrtx>w Mllh prcfkriic rsy ; 

Or-— 

"Audi I the hope olmornkig wilt) Hsrty ; 

Or— . * 

Aod gilds lo-morrow's hope nUh beArenly rsy. 

1 wish you would ask Ur. Gi0uni which of them h hert ; or, ra- 
ther. fto< irorsf.*'— E.J 

V Jaoaat al Adm,” (he perpetual abode, the Muwulmaii pa- 
radise. 

* (You wanted some reAections : and 1 sood you. per seUm, 
eighteen lines in ileCenicooptels, of a pensive, if not sn etkipal, 
tendency. O:io mure re>l<e— pusitiyely the htt, if deoeuUy done 
— al any rate. Ihe penulliuialr. Mr. Caimiog's Apprutatioa, I 
need not say. makes ine proud.* To make you some arneuds for 
rtemaily pestrhng you with allcraiions. -i serwl you Col>bett,— to 
cortrro yuur orthodoxy. B. lojUr: ar,— E.] 

* f Mr.Csonini'sDole wssss rollows ^'1 nrvlvpd Uie IkkAi, sod smoag 
tliriD, llw* Urtdeor At>)d<M.’ Ills very, vrr} tMraiUrul. lord 0)rou (wtten I 
met Mm. cue day, si s dlnoer si Nr. Uard'al wa* so Alud as lo proinlw lo 

I ffiiOuKs ropy oTll. I meniios ihli. not lotsw oiy pttrchsK.twi beesuts 
I sheuii] be rrsll) flattered by ibo present.'*- E.) 
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OF ABYDOS. ' . ‘ - S41 

I . XXII. ■ 

I ^eUa, mute aaiil motionless, ^ 

Stood like that statue of distress. 

When, her last hope for ever gone, 

The mother harden’d into stone^ 

All in the maid that eye could sec' 

W'as hut a younger TfioW. "*• 

But ere her Hp,''or even her eye, 

Essay’d to speak, or look reply, . 

Beneath the garden’s wicket porch 

Far flaw’d on high a blazing torch ! . 

Another— and another — and another— 

“Oh ! fly— no more— yet now my more than 
brother!” 

Far, wide, tbrou^ every thicket spread, 

The fearful lights are gleaming red ; 

JSor these alone— for each right liand 
Is ready witli a sheathless brand. . 

They part, pursue, return' and whed 
With searching flambeau, shining steel ; 

And last of all, his sabre waving, ^ ' 

Stern Giafflr in his fury raving : 

And now almost they touch the cave— 

Oh! mustibat.grot be Selim’s grave? . - - 


TIIE BIUDC 

I, like the rest, must use my skill or strength, : 
But ask no land beyond my sabre’s length t 
Power sways hut by division— her resource 
The blest alternative of fraud or force I . 

Ours be the last; in time deceit may come, 

When cities, cage id a social home : 

There O'en thy soul might err— how oft the heart 
Corruption shakes which peril could not part! 

And 'woman, more than man, wbe%d^th or woe. 

Or hven Disgrace, would lay her lover low, 

Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame— 

Away suspicion ! — not ZuJeika’s name ! 

But life is hazard at the best ; and here ’ 

!Vo more remains to win, and much to fear : 

Yes, fear ! — the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 

By Osman’s poweri and Giafflr’s stern decree. 

That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 
^Vhich love to>night hath promised to my sail : 

No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 

Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest. 

With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms; 
Earth— sea alike— our world within our arms! 

Ay— let tlie loud winds whistle o’er the deck. 

So that those artns cling closer round my neck ; 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prater for thee ! 

The war of elements no fears impart 
To Love, wtfose deadliest bade is human Art : 

Thert lie the oo^ r^S otir course can check ; 

UtTt moments menace— are years of wreck! 
But hence, ye thoughts that rise in Horror’s shape! 
This hour b^ows, or ever bars^cape. 

Few words refn^n of mine my tale to dose; 

Of thine but oh» to waft ns from bur foes ; 

Yea— foes— to me will Giaffir’s hate decline ? 

And is not Osman, who would part us, thine? 

XSJ. 

“ His bead and&Jtb&om doubt and death 
Return’d in time my guard to save; 

Few beard, none told, that o’er the wave 
From isle to Isle I roved the white : 

And since, though parted from my band 
Too seldbm now I Ijave the land, 

No deed they ’ve done, nor deed shall do. 

Ere I have heard and doom’d it too : , 

I form the plan, decree the spoil, 

*T is fit 1 oftener share the toll. 

But now too long I’ve held thine car ; 

Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 

To-morrow Osman with bis train 
Arrives — to-night must break thyebain : 

And wouldst thou save that haughty Bey, 

Perchance his life who gave thee thine, 

With me this hour away— away ! 

But yet, though-tbou art plighted mine, 

Wouldst thou recall thy willing vow,’ * 

Appall’d by trutlis imparted now, . 

Here rest 1— not to see thee wed*:* 

Bnt be that peril on my head ! ■” 


XXIII. 

Dauntless he stood— “ ’T is come — soon past— 
One kiss, Zuleika — ^’t is-my last : 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this signal, sm the flash; l 
Y et now too few— «tbe attmpt were rash : 

No matter— yet one effort more.” 

Forth to the cavern mouth be slept ; 

His pistol's echo rang on high, ; 

Zuleika started not, nor wept, , ' ' 

Despair benumb’d her breast and eye !— -^ 

“ They hear me not, or if they ply 
Their oars, ’t is but to see me die ; 

That sound bath drawn my foes more nigh. 

Then forth, my father’s scimitar, ' 

Thou ne’er hast seen less equal war I v. 

Farewell, Zuleika'!— Sweet ! retire : 

Yet stay within— here linger safe, •» 

At thee his rage will only chafe. ' ^ 

Stir not— lest even to thee perchance ^ 

Some erring blade or ball should glance. > 
Fear’st thou for him ? — may 1 expire 
If in this strife I seek* thy sire I , ' 

No— though by him that poison pour’d : 

No — though again he call'd me coward! , 

But tamely shall 1 meet their steel ? 

No— as each crest save his may feel I ” ’> . . 

. XXIV. 


One bound he made, and gain’d the sand ; 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prj'tng band, 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk : 
Another faUs— round him close .. 

A swarming circle of his foes ; 


- joqI( 
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Ye ! who would o’eriiis felics wee|>, 

Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
! -* Their burthea round Sigtcum's steep 
i And enst on Lemnos’ shore : 

The sea-birds shriek above the prey, 

I O'er which tlieir hungry beaks delay. 

As shaken on his restless pillow, 

His head heaves with the heaving billow ; 
i That hand, whose motion is not life, 

1 Yet feebly seems to menace strife, 

I Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

^ Then levelPd with the wave — 

I What recks it, though Uiat corse shall lie 
Within a living grave? 

The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ; 

The only heart, the only eje 
I Had bled or wept to see him die, , 

I Had seen those scatter'd limbs composed, 

And mourn’d above his turban-stone,* 

That heart hath burst — that eye was closed-^ 
Yea— closed before his own ! 


412 

From rigiit to left his path he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting wave : 

His boat appears— not five oars’ length— 

His comrades strain with desperate strength— 
Oh ! are they yet in time to save ? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 

His band are plunging in the bay, , 

Their sabres glitter through the spray ; 

Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle— now they touch tlie land 1 
They come — *t is but to add to slaughter — 

His heart's best blood is on the water. 

XXV. 

Escaped from shot, unharm’d by steel, 

Or scarcely grazed its force to feel, 

Had Selim won, betray’d, beset. 

To where the strand and billows met ; 

There as bis last step left the land, 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand— 

Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 
. For her his eye but sought in vain ? 

That pause, that fatal gaze he took, 

Hath doom’d his death, or fix'd his chain. 

Sad proof, m peril and in pain, 

How late will Lover’s hope remain ! 

His back was to the dashing spray ; 

Behind, bat close, his comrades lay, 

When, at the instant, hiss’d the ball— 

“ So may the foes of Giaffir fall !” 

Whose voice is heard ? whose carbine rang ? 
Whose bullet through the night-air sang, 

Too nearly, deadly aim’d to err ? 

’T is thine— Abdallah’s Murderer ! 

The father slowly rued ;thy bate, 

The son hath found a quicker fate : 

Fast from bis breast the blood is bubbling. 

The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling— 

If aught his lips essay’d to groan, 

The ruling billows choked the tone ! 

XXVI. 

Morn slowly roils tlie clouds away ; 

Few trophies of the fight are there i 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent ; but sonic signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear. 

And fragments of each skiver’d brand ; 

Steps stamp’d ; and, dash’d into Uie sand, 

The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark'd ; nor far remote 
A broken torch, an oarless boat ; 

And tangled on the weeds that heap 
^ Tlie beach where shelving to the deep, 

There lies a white capote ! 

’T is rent in twain— one dark-red stain 
The wave yet rippies o’er in vain : 

But where is he who wore ? 


XXVII. 

By Uellc’s stream there is a voice of wail 1 
And woman’s eye is wet— man’s cheek is pale : 
Zuleika ! last of GiafiGr's race, 

Tliy destined lord is come too late : . . ^ 

He sees not — nor shall thy face ! 

Can be not bear 

The loudWul-wulleh* warn bis distant car? 

Hiy liandmaids weepiug at Uie ^ate. 

The Koran-dianters of Uie hymn of Cate, 

The silent slaves with folded arms that wait. 
Sighs in the hall, and slirieks upon the gale, 

Tell him tliy tale! 

Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

Tliat fearful moment when he left tke cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 

He was thy hope — tky joy— thy Hove — thine all— 
And that lasttlioughton him thou couldst not save 
Sufficed to kill ; 

Burst forth in one wild cr)*— and all wass still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave ! 

Ah ! happy ! but of life to lose the worst I [first ! 
That grief— though deep — though fatal— was thy 
Thrice happy I ne’er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, sbame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse ! 
And, oh 1 Uiat pang where more than Madness lies I 
The worm that will not sleep— and never dies ; 
Thought of the gloomy day and gliastly uight, 

That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the light. 
That winds around and tears the quivering heart ! 
Ah ! wlierefore not consume it — and depart 1 
AVoe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 

Vainly llwu hcap’st the dust upon thy head, 
vainly the ^ckcloUi o’er thy limbs dost spread : 


• A lurUo b curved lu atooe abuTC the f(r4ve ofm<'R oolf. I are llie dicd; wbu»e uf dccurum furbid cotiii>laiiil in 

* Tt)«dcaU>-«ofiso(ll»eTurlUifa wofDCQ. Tiie '*alieot iJarcs ’ | piiSn'c. 
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


By that same liand Abdallaii-’Selim bled. 

Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief : 

Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman’s bed, 

She, whom thy sultan had but seen to wed, 

Thy Daughter *s dead ! 

Hope of thine age, thy twilight’s lonely beam, 
The Star hath set that shone on flelle’s stream. 
What quench'd its ray? — the blood that thou liast 
If ark ! to tlie hurried question of l>e.spair: [shed I 
“ Where is my child ? -an Echo answers— 
“Where?”' 

XXVIII. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath, while dark above , 

The sad but living cypress glooms, 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp’d with ad eternal grief, ■ , 

Like early unrequited Love, 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

Even in that deadly grove— 

A single rose is shedding there 
Its only lustre, meek and pale: 

It looks as planted by Despair — 

So white— so faint— the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail, 

And hands more rude than wintry sky 
May wring it from the stem— In vain — 
To-morrow sees it bloom again ! < 

The stalk some spirit gently rears. 

Add waters'witb celestial tears ; 

For well may maids of llelie deem 
That this can Ik no eartlily flower, . 

Which mocks tlic tempest’s withering hour. 

And buds unshelter’d by a bower; 

Nor droops, though spring refuse her ^ower, 

Nor WOOS the summer beam : 

To it the livelong night there sings 
A bird unseen-^ut not remote : 

Invisible bIS airy wings. 




But soft as harp tliat Houri strings 
IDs long entrancing note! 

It were tl>e Bulbul ; bi^ throat, 

Thougli mournful, pours not sucli a strain; 
For they who listen cannot leave 
Ihe spot, but linger there and grieve. 

As if they loved in vain ! 

And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 

'T is sorrow so unmix'd with dread. 

They scarce can bear Uie morn to break 
Tliat melancholy iq>ell, 

And longer yet w'ould weep and wake, 

He sings so wild and ^ell ! 

But when.tlie day-bhish bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe, 

(So fondly youthful dreams deceive. 

Yet harsh be Uiey that blame,) 

That note so piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable* its sound • 

Into Zuleika’s name.* 

’T is from her cv^iress summit heard, # • 
That melts in air the liquid word 
*T is from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 

Tliere late was laid a marble stone ; 

Eve saw it placed— the Morrow* gone I 
It was no mortal arm thkt bore 
That deep fix’d pillar to the shore; 

For there, as Helle’s legends telh 
Next morn ’t was found where Selim fell ; ' 
Lash’d by (he tumbliiig'tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave : 

And there by night, reclined, ’t is said. 

Is seen a ghastly turban’d head : 

And hence, extended by the billow, 

*T is named Uie “ Pirate-phantom’s pillow I” 
Where first it lay tliat mourning flower 
Hath flourished ; flourisheUi tills hour, 
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale ; 

As weeping Beauty’s chc^ at Sorrow's taleH 


• ‘*1 UBie to tbe place of blrtb. and cried, ‘ The frteodt of 
my yooUi. where are ibey?* a^aa Echo imwored. 'Where are 

/Vom an Arabia MS. The above qooUlIoo (from 
which the Idea io ibelcxt U takeo) roust bp already familiar to 
every reader : It la givea lo the first aonotatlua, p. G7. of " The 
Pleasures of Meroory;'* a poem so well kaown as to render a re- 
ferrocc alnuMt wperiluous; but to whose pages all will be de- 
lighted to recur. 

• *'And airy tongues that sytluhlt roeo’i naroes.'*— Niitox* 

For a belief that the aouls of the dead inhabit tbe form of birds. 

we need not travel to (he Bast. Lord Lytlloton’s hbost story, the 
belief of the Duchess of Kgndal, (hat Heoege 1. Hew into berwin-' 
dow4a the shape of a raven (see Orfbrd’s RerniBisCences). and 
many other iuslances, briag this 8ii|ientil(on nearer home. Tlie 
roost lingular was (he whim of a Worcester lady, who believing 
ber daughter to exist in the shape of a tiugkig bird, literally fur- 
nished her pew In the cathedral with cages full of the kind ; and 
as she was rich, and a benefacireui In beauhfying H»e church, no 
objcctioo was made to her barmless (oily. For this aiiecdol^ see 
Orford's Letters. 

• (The lieraine of this poem, the blooming Zuldka, Is all purhy 
and knrcliocss. Never was a fanlUess character more delicately 


or more Justly delineated. Her piety, her IntefllgcDCe. ber strict 
sense of duty, and ber uudeviaUng love of truth, appear to have 
bcen^gfually blendedloher mind, rather than Inculcated by 
cducaUan. She is always natural, always oUractjvc, always af- 
fectiouate : and it must be admitted tliat tho affcclioos are not un- 
worthily bestowed. Selim, while an orphan and dependant, is 
never degraded by calamity ; when better hopes are presented to 
him, his buoyant spirit rises with his expectations t lie it enter* 
prising, with no mure raidinesi Hun becomes his youth; and when 
disappointed In tbe soccess of a well-cooccrtcd project he meets, 
wiUi Intrepidity, Uie fate to which he is exposed through biaowu 
generous fsrbearanco. To us The Bride of AbyUus'* appears to 
be, in every respect, superior to " The GUour,” though, in point 
of dictioa, U has been, perhaps, less warmly admired. Wc will 
not argue IhU point, but will simply (Swerve, that what U read with 
ea^ is generally read with rapidity; and Hut many beauUes of 
style which escape observaUon la a simjilc and conncclcd narra- 
tive. would be forced on the reader's attenlion by abrupt and pci^ 
j.p.y jn g iransitions. It b only when a ttav^ler b obliged to slop 
on bb Journey. Uut be b disposed tocxcmloeaDd admlfelhepnw 
upcct.^ioacB Euis } 

t p'Thc 'Bride.* such as it b, b ray first miirt coro|ioslUoo of 
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THE CORSAIR;’ 

. A TALE. 


'• toot peoderl In lol daralr non poono.'* 

TuM, CertualmiM ilMralo. cnalo t. 


TO THOMAS MOO&E. ESQ. 

■Y 1»KAS MOORB, 

I dedicate to you the last production vith vhlch 1 shall 
trespass on publle patience, and your Indulgence, for some 
years; and I own that 1 feel anxious to avail myself of this 
latest and only opportunity of adorning ray pages with a 
name, consecrated by unshaken publk prlndplc. and the 
most undoubted and various talents, ^hile Ireland ranks 
you among the firmest of her patriots; while you stand 
alone the first of her bards in her estimation, and Britain 
repMli and ratifies Um decree, permit one, whose only re~ 
gret, since our first acquaintance, has been the years he bad 
lost before It commenced, to add the bumble but sincere 
suOtage of friendship, to the voice of more than one naUon 
It win at least prove to you, that 1 have neitber forgotten 
the gratifleaUon derived from your society, nor abandoned 
the proqkct of its renewal, whenever your'Ioirare or Incii- 
nation allows you to atone to your friends for too long ’an 
absence. It is said among those friends, I trust truly, that 
you are engaged in the composition of a poem whose scene 
will be laid in the East ; pone can do those scenes so much 
justice. The wrongs of y-our own tountry,* the magnifi* 
cent and fiery spirit of her sons, Ibe beauty aod fceliug of 
her daughters, may there be Ibund ; aod Collins, when be 
denominated his Oriental his Irish Eclogues, was not aware 
bow true, at least, was a part of bis parallel. Your ImagV- 
nalion will create a warmer sun. and less clouded sky.; but 
wildness, tenderness, and originality, are part of your na 
Ilona] claim of oricnlaf descent, to which you have already 
thus far proved your title more clearly than the most seal' 
ous of your country 's antiquarians. 

May I add a few words on a subject on which ail men are 
supi>oscd to be fluent, and none agreeable, —Self? I have 
written oueb, and published more than enough to demand 


tny length {except ibe satire, aod be d— d to it), for the ' Ciaoar * 
Is but a stilog of passages, and *CbUde Harold' U, and l rather 
fiifok always will be, ancoocluded. It was publisbed on Thurs- 
day, the Sd of December ; but how It b Ukod, I know not. WTic* 
tber it succeeds or no4 Is no fault of the public, against wbom I 
can have no ooroplaUit. But I am much more indekted to the 
tale (ban 1 cau ercr be to the most important reader ; as It wrung 
my thoughts from reality to imagination; from selHah regrets to 
vivid ree^lcctions ; and recalled me to a country replete with the 
brightest and darkest, but always most lively colours of my me- 
mory.”— fl. Viarjf, Dec. tH5.— EO 
* The Conalr " was begun on Uie 18th, and finished on the 
SISt, of December, ISIS i a rapidity of composition which, taking 
Into conmleralion the extraordinary beanly of the poem, is, per- 
hsps, unparalleled In the literary f^ry of the country. Lord 
Byron stales it to have been written eon amore, and very much 
from fxistenee,” In Uie original MS. the chief female character 
W. 1 S called Francesra, in whose person the aulltor meant to de- 
lineate one of hU acquafotance ; but, while tlie work was at press, 
he changed the name to Mfettora.—B.] 

» {This polllicai alhuion having been objected to by afrlend. 


a longer silence than I now meditate ; but, for some years 
to come, it is ray Intention to tempt no fiirther tbc award 
of '*Gods, men, nor columns." In (be present composiUoo 
1 have attcmjited not the roost djfiicoU. but, perhaps, tb« 
best adapted measure to our language, the good old and 
DOW neglected berole couplet. The stanza of Spenser U 
perhaps too slow and dignified for narrative ; though, 1 con- 
fess. U is the measure most after my own heart : Scott 
alone, ’ of the present generation, has hitberto completely 
triumphed over the fatal focllUy of the octo-^yllabtc verse ; 
and *1^ is not the least victory of bU fertile and mighty 
genius : in blank verse, klilton, Thomson, and our drama-’ 
lists, are the beacons that shine along the deep, but warn us 
from (be rough and barren rock on which (hey arc kindled. 
The berofe couplet is not the most popular measure, cer- 
tainly ; hut as 1 did not deviate into the other from a wish 
to flatter what is called public opinion, I shall quit it without 
further apology, and take my chance once more with that 
TcrslficaUon, in which I have hitberto publi^ed nothing 
but composUicAs whose former circulatioo. is ~part of my 
present, and will tie of my future regreu 
With regard to my story, and stories in general, I should 
have been glad to have rendered my personages more per- 
fect aod amiable, if possible, iuasroueb as 1 have been some- 
times criticised, and considered no less responsible for ibeir 
deeds and qualities (ban if ail had been personal. Be it so 
—Ifl have deviated into ibe gloomy vanity of ** drawing 
from seif," tbe pictures are probably like, since they are un- 
fovourahle ; and if not, those w ho know me are nodecelved, 
and those who do not, I have liulo Interest in undeceiving. 
I have DO particular desire that any but my acquaintance 
should think tbe author better than tbe beings of bis inia- 
gUiing; but 1 cannot help a liUle ^surprise, and perhaps 
amusement, at somo odd critical excc|i(lons in tbe present 
InsUDpe, when 1 see several bards (far more deSeniiig,.! ak 


Lord Byroo sent a second dedicatkra to Hr. Moore, with a request 
thatbowoald take hU choice. " Itranairollowa:— *- 

Mt Dua Mooas, January 7di, (8|4. 

'* 1 bad written to you a tong letter of dedicaUon, which 1 nip- 
prc», because, though it contained comelhln g relating lo you 
which every one bad been glad to bear, yet Uiere was loo mucii 
about poliiics, atHl |>oe<y, and all tilings whatsoever, ending with 
that topic on which okhI men are fluent, and none very auuuing. 
ont't seif. It might have been re>wriUcu; but lo what purpose? 
My praise could add nothing to your w eli-earnei) and lirmly cstab* 
Ibhed famct and wlUi my most liearty admirallon of your (aScots. 
and dcligbi Ui your convCrulion, you are already ac<|uainted. In 
a» iiiing myself o( yottr friendly permission lo Inscribe this poem 
to you. t can only wisli Uie oflcrrag were as w,orlby your accept- 
ance, as your regard is dear to 

Vours. most affccUunalely and faithfully, 

v^Aricr the words “Scott alone, '** Lord Byron had Inserted, 
in a (Mrenthesit— “Us will excuse the * Mr. —we do not say Mr. 
CBsar.-f.] 
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low) In ?ery repnuble pH^t. and quite eietnpted fh>m aH 
participation In the Taalts of tbo«e beroes, who, nevertlielesa. 
miffbt be round with little more rooralUj than **Tbe Giaour." 
and perbapa— but no-^1 must admit GbUdc Harold to be a 
\trj repulsive personage ; and as to bis ideotitr. those wbo 
like it roust give him whatever '’‘alias" they please. * 

If. however, It were worth w hile to remove the Impres- 
n might be of some service to roe, that the man wbo 
Is alike (be delight of bis readers aod his friends, the poet 
of all circles, and the Idol pf his own. permits me here and 
elsewbeie to subscribe myself. 

Most truly. 

And affectionately. 

His obcdichl senrant. 

JaaMryliint. BYRON. , 


THE CORSAIR.* 

cA!fxo THE rmar. 


'■ neMBO Bi«CTior delort. 

Ctie rlf*rd*rfl d«l tempo fdlc« 
NHla taUerU ■** 

o*nte. '• 


I. 

O’er the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

Our tboughu as boundless^ and our sciils ns free, 
Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 

Surrey our empire, and behold our home ! 

Tliese are our realms, no limits to their sway~ 

Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 
From toil to rest, and joy in every chdhge. 

Ob, wbo can tell ? not thou, juxurious slave I 
'Whose soul would sicken o’er the hearing wave ; 

Not U)Ou, vain lord of wantOnness and ease ! 

Whom slumber soothes not>— pleasure cannot please^ 
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 
And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide,. 

The exulting sense^the pUlSe’s maddening play, 
That thrills the wanderer of that trackless w*ay? 
That for itself can woo the approaching Gght, 

And turn what some deem danger to delight ; 

That seeks wliat cravens shun with more thau zeal, 
And w here the feebler faint— ^an only f^l— - 
Feci — to the rising bosom’s inmost core. 

Its hopt awaken and its spirit soar? 

No dread of death— >if with us die our foes — 

Save that it seems even duHcr Ufan repose : 

Come when it will — wc snatch the 'life of life— 
When lost — what recks it— by disease or strife? 

Let him wheverawig enamour’d of decay 
Cling to his couch, and sicken years away; 


» [I! to direcult 10 «y whether we arc to receive Uilj passage as 
an admission or a denlal or Ibe optidob to which ft refers; but 
Lord Byron certainly did Ibe puUic lujinlice. If he supposed it 
Imputed to him the crlmloai actions with which qtany of hto he* 
roes were stained. Men im more expected to meet In Lord Byrun 
the Corsair, who **kn^ himself a villain.*' than Uiey looked for 
the bypoertoy of Kebatna on the shores of the Derwent Water, or 


Heave hts thick breath, and shake his palsied head.: 
Ours— the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. '' 
While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul, 

Ours with one pang — one bound— escapes control. 
Ills corse may l^ast its urn and narrow cave. 

And they who loath’d his life may gild his grave : 
Ours arc the tears, tltough few, sincerely shed, 

When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

For us, even banquets fond regrets supply 
In tlie red cup that crowns our memory; 

And the brief epitaph in danger’s day, v 
When those who win at length divide the prey, 

And cry, Remembrance saddening o’er each brow. 
How had the brave wbo fell exulted how /” 

t 

II. 

Such were the notes that from the Pirate’s isle 
Around the kindling watch-flre rang the w bile : 

Such were the sounds that thrill’d the rocks along. 
And unto ears as rugged seem’d a song ! 

In scatter’d groups upon the golden sand, 

They game— carouse— converse— or whet the brand; 
Select the arms — to each his blade assign, 

And careless eye Ihe blood that dims its shine; 
Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar, 

While others straggling muse along the shore; 

For the wild bird the busy springes set. 

Or spread beneath the sun the dripping net; 

Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies, 

With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise; 

Tell o’er the tales of many a night of toil, 

And marvel where they next shall seize a spoil : 

No matter where— their chiefs allotment this; 
Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

But who that Chief ? his name on every sliore 
Is famed and fear'd— they ask and know no more. 
With these he mingles not but to command ; 

Few are his words, but keen bis eye and hand. 

Ne’er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 

But tliey forgive his silence for success. 

Ne'er for bis lip the purpling cup they fill, 

That goblet passes him untasted still— 

And for his fare — the rudest of his crew 
Would that,. in turn, have pass’d untasted too; 
Earth’s coarsest bread, the garden’s homeliest roots. 
And scarce the summer luxury of fruits. 

His short repast in humbleness supply 
With all a hermit’s board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 
HismiiMl seems nourished by that abstinence. 

** Steer to that slwre! they sail. “ Do this I ” is 
done: 

“ Now form ami follow' me I the spoil is won. 


the protUpej of Marinioiron the banks of the Tweed.— Sli Wit- 
TU SCOTT.J 

• The time in this poem mar looehort for Uie occurrences, 
bulihe whole of Uie yfixeen isics are tfiibia a few boors' sail of 
Ihe ouiUlnenl, AhI the reader must be kind enoosh to take tb« 
tci/id as 1 have offea found U. 
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Thus prompt bis acceutfi and his actions stUi^ 

And all obey and few enquire his will ; . 

To such, brief answer and conteiuptooas eye 
Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. 

III. 

“ A sail ! — a sail ! a promised prize to Hope ! 

Her nation — Hag — how speaks the telescope ? 

No prize, alas but yet a welcome sail : '' 

The blood-red signal glitters in tbe gale. 

Yes — she is ours — a home returning bark— ■ 

Illow fair, thou breeze!— she anchors ere the dark. 
Already doubled is the cape— our bay 
Receives that prow whicli proudly spurns the spray. 
How gloriously her gallant course she goCs ! 

Her white wings flying — nbver from her foes— 

She walks the waters like a thing of life, 

And seems to dare the elements to strife. 

would not brave the battle-fire— the wreck — 

To move the monarch of her peopled deck? 

Hoarse o*erhcr side tlie rustling cable rings ; 

The sails arc furl'd ; and anchoring round she swings? 
And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Her boat descending from tlie latticed stern. 

’T is mann’d— the oars keep concert to tlie strand, 
Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail tg the welcome shout !— the friendly speech ! 
\Vhen hand gra.sps hand uniting on the beach ; 

The smile, the question, and tlie quick reply, 

And the heart’s promise of festivity 1 

V. 

The tidings spread, and gatiiering grows tlie crowd : 
The hum of voices, and the laughter loud, 

And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard— [word : 
Friends'— husbands’— lovers’ names in each dear 
** Oh 1 are they safe? w e ask not of suci?ess — 

Rut shall wc sec them? will their accents bless? 

From where the tattle roars— the billows chafe — 
1'liey doubtless boldly did — but who are safei^ 

Here let them haste to gladden and surprise, 

And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes! ’* 

VI. 

** Where is our diicf ? for him we bear report— , 
And doubt that joy— w hich hails our coming — short ; j 
Yet thus sincere— 't is cheenug, thuugh so brief; 

But, Jumt ! instant, guide us to our chief : 

Our greeting |Kiid, wc ’ll feast on our return, 

And pH shall hear w hat each may wish to learn.*^ 
Ascending slOwly by the rock-hewn way. 

To where his watch-tower beetles o’er the bay, 

By bushy brake, mid wild flowers bjossoming, 

And freshness breathing from each silver-spring, 
Whose scatter’d streams from granite basins burst, 
Leap into life, and sparkling wcR) your thirst ; 

From crag to cliff they mount. — Near yonder cave, 
Wlial lonely straggler looks along the wave? 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 


Not oft a resUng-staff to tliat red hapd. 

^ ’T is he — 't is Conrad — here— as wont— alone ; 
On— Juan !— on — and make onr purpose knowp. 

The bark he views — and tell him we would greet 
His ear with tidings he must quickly meet : 

We dare not yet approach — thou know'st bis mood. 
When strange or uninvited steps intrude.” 

Vii. 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent;— 

He spake ngt— but a sign expressed assent. 

These Juan calls — they come — to tJieir salute 
He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute. 

“ These letters, Chief, are from the Greek — the spy, 
^Vho still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh, 
Wliatc'er his tidings, we can well report, [sliort. 
Much that” — “ Peace, peace I” — he cuts their prating 
Wondering they turn, abash’d, while each to each 
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech : 

They watch his ghmcc wjtli mppy a stealing look, 

To gather how that eye the lidihgs took ; 

But, this as if he guess’d, with head aside, 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride. 

He read the scroll — “ My tablets, Juan, hark — 
Where is Gonsalvo ? ” 

“ In the anchor'd bark.” 

** There let him stay— to him this order bear. — 
Back to your duty — for my course prepare ; 

Myself this enterprise to-night will sliare.” 

To-night, Ixird Conrad?” 

** Ay I at set of sun • 

Tlie breeze will freshen when the day is done. 

My corslet — cloak — one lu}ur, and we arc gone. 
Sling on thy bugle — see that free from just 
My carbine-lock springs worthy of ray trust ; 

Be the edge sharpen'd of my boarding-brand, 

And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 

Tlii.*i let the Armourer with speed dispo^ ; 

L^st time, it more fatigued my arm than foes : 

Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired, 

To tell us when the hour of stay 's expired. 

VIM. 

They make obeisance, and retire in haste, 

Too soon to seek again the w atery waste : 

Yet they repine not— so that Conrad guides ; 

And who dare question aught that he decides? 

That man of loneliness and mystery, 

Scarce seen to aniilc, and seldom heard to sigh ; 
Whose name apjials tbe fiercest of his crew, 

And tints caclf swarthy cheek with sallowcr hue; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
Tliat dazzles, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart. 

What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain? 

What should it be, that thus their faith can bind ? 
The power of Thought — the magic of tlie Mind I 
Link'd with success, assumed and kept with skill, 

, That moulds another’s weakness to its will ; 

Wields witli their hands, but, still to these unknown, 
i Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his ow ii. 
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Such hath it been— Shall be — beneaih the sun 
The many still nwst labour for the one ! 

T* is Nature's doom — but let the wretch who toils, 
Accuse not, hate not him who wears the spoils. 

Oil! if he knew the weight of splendid chains, 

Uow light the balance of his humbler pains! 

IX. 

Unlike the heroes of each ancient race, . 

Demons in act, but Gods at least in face, * 

In Conrad's form seems little to admire, 

Though his dark eyeiifow shades d glance of Dre : 
Robust but not Herculean— to the sight 
No giani frame sets forth his common height ; 

Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again, 

Saw more than marks the crowd of .vulgar men ; ■ 
They gaze and marvel how — and still confess 
Tliat thus it is, but wliy they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt his check, his forclicad high and [lalc 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil; 

And oft perforce his rising- lip reveals 
The haughtier thouglit it curbs! but sc.arce conceals. 
Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mien, 
Still seems there somethiug lie would uot have seen : 
Hisfeatures’ de^iening lines and varying hue 
At times attracted, yet perplex’d the view, 

As if witliin that murkiness bf mind 
Work'd feelings fearful and yet undefined; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tell — 

Too close en^lry his stern glance would quell. 
There breathe bat few w hose aspect might defy 
The full eocoimter of his searching eye; 

He had the skill, when Cunning’s gaze would seek 
To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 
At once the observer’s purpose to'espy. 

And on himself roll back liis scrutiny. 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 


i Some secret thought, than drag that chiefs to day. 
There was a laiighing Devil in his sneer, 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear; 

And wliere his frow n of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope W’ithcrfng fled — and Mercy’ sigh’d farewell ! * 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thongbt,N 
Within— within — ’t was there the spirit wrought ! 
l.ove shows all chapges — Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 

The lip’s least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the goverii-d aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions ; and to judge their mien. 

He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 

'rhen — with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 

The flenched band, the pause of agony, 

That listens, starting, lest the step'toonear 
Approacli intrusive on that mood of fear r 
Then — with each feature working from Hie heort. 
With feelings loosed to strengthen — not depart; 
That rise— convulse— contend — that freeze or glow , 
Flush in the cheek, or danqi upon tlie brow ; 

'flien — Stranger! if thou canst, and treoiblest not, 
Behold his soul— the rest that sootlies his lot 1 
Mark — how that lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years ! 

Behold — but who hath seen, or e’er shall see, 

Man as himself— the secret spirit free? 

XI. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature seqt 
To lead the guilty— guilt's worst instrument — 

His soul was changed, before liis deeds had driven 
Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 
Warp’d by the w orld in Disappointment’s school, 

In words too wise, in conduct there a fool; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stodp. 


■ [In the tealam of Conrad, Iboae wbo have looked upon Lord 
Bjrroa will reco^lae aonie likeneae ; and the aseelic regimf n which 
ibe noble pool ulMerTpd. vraa no Icsn marked in the pre* 

ceding dea^pUon of Conrad't fare. To what arc we to aicribe 
the aiogular pecaUartly which induced an autlior of such talent, 
and ao well akillcd in traclog the darker impreaalons which guilt 
and retuorac leave on tlie human duracter, so frciiuciitly to affix 
features peonliar (o himself to Iho robt»ers ami corsairs which he 
sketched with a peodi m fordbie as Uiat of Salvator ? Uore than 
one answer nay be rctnracd to this qucsiloo; nor do we prelcnd 
to say wtiich is best warranted by the facts. The practice may 
arise frdm a temperament which radical aiAl eoostlluUooal me- 
lancholy had, as in (he case of llamlel, predi^msod tu klendfy its 
owner with scenes uf that derp and aiiia^lpg interest which arlsea 
from the stings of conscience contrnding with the stuliburo energy 
of pride, and delighting to be placed in snpposcd slttiatloni of guilt 
and danger, as some men love InsUnclIvely to tread (he giddy 
edge of a predpice, or. holding by some frail twig, to stoop for- 
ward over the abyw Into which the dark torreoi discharge^ itself. 
Or, it may be that ibCM disguises were assumed caprickMis)y, as a 
man might chuso the cloak, poniard, and dark lantern of a bravo, 
for bis di^aisc at a nuMjiierade. Or, terliiig his own powers in 
IHintliig the sombre and the tmrriblc. Lord Byron auuined In hiS 
fervour tlie very scoiblance of the characters be describes} like 
an actor wIk» pn’seutf on the ibge at once hl-i own person and 
the tragic cluractcr with which tor the time he is invested. X>>r 
i.<> it altogether Ineompaiiblewifli his character to believe that. In 


contempt of the criticisms which, on this accounl, liad attended 
*'ChUde flarold,*' he was detenninfd to show to the pablic how 
litUe he was affccl«d by tbeoi,.and how oflecttully it was in his 
power tu compel aUeuUnu and respect, even witeo Imparting a 
portion of his own likeness and bis own peculiaHlIes, to plrales 
and oulUwi.—sia Waltxi SCOTT.} 

* That Conrad Is a character not altugelber out of' nature, 1 
shall attempt tq prove by some historical coincidences which I 
have met with since writing The Corsair.'* 

*^Ecceria prUonnkr. dlt Rolandioi, "s'enfennait dans no 
lence menarant: il flsail snr la terre son visage f<h>ce, et ne don- 
nail point d^essor k sa profonde indignation. De toates parts cc- 
peodant les soldats et ies peoples accouraient t ils vonlaient voir 
cel homme Jadis si puissant, el la joi'e universeUe dclatail de tuote* 
parts. * • • • • • • 

"Kccelin ^laitd’nne petite laille; mats lout ratpeci dc u per- 
soone, Ions ses raouremeos indiquaicut un soldat.— Son langage 
dtalt amer. son deportment sopc^. et par son seal r^ard. It* 
faisait trembler les plus lurdis.”— JiSMondi. tome lii. p. SI9. 

Again. Guericos {Geuseric, king uf the Vandals, the comiueror 
of both Carthage and Rome), statnra medioerh, rt cqui c.tsu cUu- 
dicans, animo profimdut, sermone rams, luxiirix conlcmplnr, ini 
lorbldus, hibmKil copidns, ad soUcUandas genles provi^nliul- 
rods." etc. elc>— /ornnndea de Hebtu Celicis, c. S3. 

1 beg leave to quote tlKsc gloomy realities to keep in countouance 
my Giaour and Corsair. 
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Doom'd by his Tcrj virtues for a dupe. 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill, 

And not the traitors who betray'd him still ; 

Nor deem'd that' gifts bestow’d oh 'better men 
Had left him joy, and means to give again. 

Fear’d— shunn’d— belied— ere youth had lost her force, 
He hated man too much to feel remorse, 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call, 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a viUain^but he deem'd 
The rest no better tlian the thing be seem'd ; 

And scorn'd the best as hypocrites who hid 
Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew biinself detested, but he knew 
The hearts thpt loath'd him, crouch'd ond dreaded too. 
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 
From ail affection and from all contempt : 

Uis name could sadden, and his acts surprise; 

But they that fear’d him dared not to despise : 

Man spurns the worm, bOBt pauses ere he wake 
The Slumbei'ing \’eoom of the folded snake; 

The first may turn — but not avenge the blow; 

The last expirc^—but leaves no living foe; 

Fast to the doom'd offender’s form it clings. 

And he may cnish-rDOtconquer~stillit sttngsl 

xn. 

None are all evil^qulckemog round his heart, 

One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 

Oft could be sneer at others as beguiled 
By passions worthy of a fool or child ; 

Yet 'gainst that passion >*ainly still he strove, 

And even in him it asks tlie name of Love! 

Yes, it was love— uivrhangeable — undianged, 

Felt but for one from whom be never ranged ; 

Though fairest captives daily met his eye. 

He sliunn’d, nor sought, but coldly pass’d them by; 
Though many a beauty droop'd iu prison’d bower, 
None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 

Yes^t was Love— if thoughts of tenderness, 

Tried in temptation, strengthen'd by distress, 
Uuiaoved by absence, firm in every clime, '' 

And yet — Oh more than all! — untired by time; 
Which nor defeated hope, nor baflled wile, 

Could render sUllen were she near to smile. 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 
On her one murmur of his discontent; 

Which still would meet with joy, with calmness part, 
Lest that his look of grief shouid reach her heart; 
Which nought removed, nor menaced to remove— 

If there be love in mortals— this was love! 

He was avillain—oy— reproaches shower 
On him— but not Uie passion, nor its powei> 

•Which only proved, all oUier virtues gone. 

Not guilt itself could quench this loveliest one ! 

XIII. 

He paused a moment — till his hastening men ' 

Pass'd the first winding downward to the glen. 

** Strange tidings! — many a peril have 1 past, 

Nor know I why this next appears the last ! 


Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear. 

Nor shall my followers find me fefiter here. 

'T is rash to meet, but surer death to wait 
Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate; 

And, if iny plan but bold, aad Fortune smile, 

We ’ll furnish mourners for our funeral pile. 

•Ay— let Uiem slumber— peaceful be their dreams! 
Morn ne’er-awoke tliera wiUi sudi brilliant beams 
As kindle high to-night (but blpw, tbou breeze !) 
To warm these alow avengers of the seas. 

Now to Medora — Oh ! my sinking heart, 

I>ong may her own be lighter than thou art I 
Ticl was I brave— mean boast where ajl are brave I 
Even insects sting for aught Uiey seek to save. 
This common courage which with brutes we share, 
Tliat owes its deadliest efforts to despair. 

Small merit claims— but ’t was ray noblec.lMpe 
To teach iny few with numbers still to cope; 

Long have I led them — not to vainly ble^; 

I No medium now’ — w e peri.sh or succeed! 

So let it be— it irks not me to die; 

But thus to urge them whence they cannot fiy. 

My lot hath long had little of my care, 

But chafes my pride thus baflled in the snare : 

Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at JaSt 
Hope, power, and life upon a single cast? 

Oh, Fate ! — accuse thy folly, not tl»y fate — 

She may redeem thee stilh—nor yet too late.” 

XIV. 

Thus with himself communion held he, till 
He reach’d the summit of his lower-crown’d bill r 
There at the portal paused— for wild and soft 
fie heard those accents never beard too oft ; 
Through the bigli lattice far yet sweet tliey rung, 
And these the notes tlie bird of beauty sung : 

I. 

**Dccp in my soul that tender secret dwells, 

Lonely and lost to light for evennore. 

Save when to thine my heart responsive swells, 
Then trembles into silence as before. 

a. 

“ There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp ' 

Burns the slow flame, eternal— but unseen ; 
Which not the darknesS/Of despair can damp, 
Though vain its ray as it bad never been. 

5 . 

** Remember me — Ob ! pass not thoq my grave 
W'ithout one thought whose relics tliere recline : 
The only pang my bosom dare not brave 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 

My fondest— faintest— latest accents hear— 
Grief for the dead not Virtue can repro>‘e; 

Then give me 611 1 ever ask'd— a tear, 

Tlie first-^last— sole reward of so much lovel ” 

Ue pass’d the portal— cross’d the corridor, 

And readi’d iIm chamber as the strain gave o’er : 

“ My own Medora ! sute Ihy song is sad — ” 
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** In CoQra4*s absenee woutdst tlibu have it gl^d ? 
^Vlthout thine ear to listen to my laV, * 

Still must mr song my tb^hts^my soul betray : 
Still must each accent my bosom suit, 

&ly heart ouhnsird-— although niylips’Mere unite! 
Oh I many a night on this I^nc^Aiuclt r^lincd, T 
lily dreaming fear with storms bath wing’d tlie wind. 
And deeiu''d tl|e breath that faintly fami'd Uiy soil ' 
The vnuriQuring prehide. of tlie ruder gnie; 

Though soft, it.seeruM llie low prophetic dirge, 
Hiat mount'd thee ifoating tm the savage surgec.' 
Still would I rise to rouse tlie beacon fire, . 

Lest spies lesstrue should let the blaze expire^ 

And many ft restless hour oufwatch'd eacli star, 

And morning came--And still thou wert afar. 

Oh ! how the diill blast on jay.bosom b)ew,’ 

And day broke drniry on my troubled view,. - '* 
And still l^azed and gazed— and not a prow 
Wfts granted tomv tears— my trulb— my vow! 

At length^'! ;w'as noon— I hail'd and blest the mast 
That met my sight— it near’ J— Alasl.it past! 
Another cam^-0 God f was thiqe at last! 

>Vould that those days were ^ver! wilt tliou ne'er, 
My Conrad ! learn tite joys of peace to share? 

Sure thou bast .more than w*eaith, and many a home 
As bright as this invites us not to roam ; 

Tbou know'st it iS not peril that I fear, 

I only treihble when tliou art not here ; 

Then not for mine, but that far dearer life. 

Which Hies from love and fangiiislies for strife— 
Ilow’ strange that heaH, to me so tender still, 

Should war with nature and iU better will ! ” ■ 

*' Yea, strange indeed — that b^rt hath Jong been 
clianged;- , 

Worm-HKe ’t was trampled— adderdike avenged, 
Without one hope on earth beyond thy love. 

And -scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

Yet the same feeling whirli tb'ou dust coudenui. 

My very love to thee is hate to them, 

So closely mingling here, that disentwined, " ■ 

1 cease t^love thee when 1 Ipye riiankind : 

Yet dread not tliis— the proof of all tiie past 
Assures .the future that my loVe wHI last ; •' 

BtX — Oh, Madora! nerve thy gentler heart, 

This hour again— but not for long — we part,” 

V Tliis liour We part!— my heiict foreboded Uiis : 
Thus e\er fade' my fair)' dreams of bliss., ■ 

This hour i — it cannot be— this hour away! 

Yon bark hath hardly aociior'd In ihfi bay; 

Her consort still. is absent, aod.herrrew' 

Have need of rest ti^'ore tl»cy tort anew : 

Mylove! thoumoc^’st my weakness;amjweuldst steel 
My breast before Hie time when itmdst feel ; * 


Hut trille now po more with my distress, 

Supl; iputhhath. less of. play than bitterness, 
lie silent, Conrad ! — dearest ! comb and ^are . 

The feast these- hands d ^'giited to prepare;. 

Light loiM to epn and dress thy frOgal fgre ! 

See, I have pluck'd Mmj fnril ihatpfomised bpst. 

And wherOuut sure, perplex’d, hut pissed, 1 gues&'d . 
At sudi as seem'd the foTrest; tliricftibe lull 
My steps have wound to try ibe coolest riU; 

Yes! thy slicrbot to^ilglit will sweetly Uow, 

Scchow It sjwrkles in its vase of snow! * 

The grapes’ gay juice thy bosom novcf dicers ; 

J hou more than Moslem when the rup appears : 

Think net I uiean to chide— for I rejpice 
What others deem a penatoce is thy choice. 

But come, tlie board is spread ; otir silver lamp • 

Is rrimm'd, and lieeds not tlie sirocco's, damp ; 

Then' sliail my handmaids, while the time along, 

And join will! me the dance, or wake the song:. 

Or my (mlWri »ludi sliJUliou Igv'sl to licar. 

Shall soothe gr lull— or, should it yex thine ear, 

AVe ’ll turn Uie talc, by Ariosto told, ^ 

Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. • " ‘ 

Why— iliou wert worse' than he who broke hii vow 
To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now ; 

Or even tiuit traitor chief— I 've seen thee smile, 

W hen the dear iky abow’d ATiadiic’s Isle, 

Wliich 1 have pointed fronfthese cliffs the while:. 

And thus half sportive, half in fear, I said, 

Ust Time slwuld raise that doubt to more tbao dread, " 
'rhiis Conrad, loo, will quit me for thejiiain : • 

And lie decetyed nve— for— he cameagainl" 

‘*Agrin—agaii>— and oft agajii— mylove! ‘ 

If there be^ life below, and hope above, 

He .will return— but now, tlie moments bring 
Tlie lime of parting with redoubled wing: 
llie why— H»e where— wj'iat.boou it now to telf? 

Since all must end in that w ild word — farewell ! 

Vet would ! fain — Jid time alio w-^isclofte — * 

Fear not— Ihcseftre no lbj;mi‘ddhle foes; ' 

And heresiiail watch a more than wonted guard, 

For sudden siege and long defence jirepareJ: 

Nor be thou lonely— tliough thy lord 's away, 

Our niajtrqns and thy haiidiiinkl^ with thee stay^'* . 

And this Illy comfort — that, w hen rtex^ wc meet, , ' • 

Seourity shall make repose more sweet. 

List! — 't 1$ tlie bogle— Juaq shrilly mew — 

OiiC kiss— one more — anoUier— Obi Adiei^" 

She rose — she sprung— $he dung to his embrace. 

Till his heart heaved beneatli b^r bidden face. ‘ 

He dared not raiso-to bis that deep-blue eye, ,• 

AVhici\ dowjicast droop'd in tCarlcss agony.'* 

Her long fair hair lay floating o'er Ids ahns, 


• [Lord taade s Rqo tur d Uic g«ollmew and 

rabakm uf ibe femairs of ih«e rrs>ons •• tontfa*^ Uiv 
turdly apd rnarUal ferocity of tba ment an^oniib we 
auaiicct be baa lent ibem cqore rot*/ than of rtshl heuj^ to ilicm, 
-M well sitnure delicacy and refloqUgdt yet, Cbcre b »ora«tbto# 
to Ifoe to te m atg j^urc brscticral, in Ida lypfwcpUiioaa of ibu 


•ort, and to rauefa rd lb« ortrnUJ.aofbi»M and iruiimpriirf In hh 
(larilcuiar detl|}c.|l>bn«,:^(bai it Uacarcrty.poiujbtS to refine the 
picture the |Mil'>e of being CbarackTktic ami bamionlauf,' ^a.a»eH 
as etpineoUy sweet and LwauUful la itself.— JimtT.; 

* Ostomlo Furlufo, canto x: 

V. 52 ■ 
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?iiO 

In all tiK wildnea^ of dishevell'd charms-; 

Scarce heat lliat bosom where his iinoBC dwelt 
So full— tbol feeliDgswin’d almost nnfrit 1 
Hark— peals Ihc Ihimder of'the sifnal-gun! 

It toH 't was sunset- and he cursed that sun. 

Again — again— that fonn he madly press’d. 

Which mutely, clasp’d, imploringly caress’d I 
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore. 

One moment gazed — as if to gaze no more ; 

Felt— that for him earth lieU hut her alone. 

Kiss’d her cold forehead— turn’d— is Conrad gone? 

ST, 

“ And is he gone?"— on sudden solitude • 

How oft that fearful question will intrude! 

" 'T was but an instant past— and here he stood I 
And now” — without the iwrtal’s porch she rush’d. 
Anil then at length her tears in freedom gush’d ; 

Bin — bright — and fast, unknown to her they fell;. 

But still her lips refused W send— “Farewell! ’’ 

For in that word — that fatal word — hjwe’er 
We promise— hope — believe— there breathes despair. 
O’er every feature of tliat still, pale face. 

Had sorrow fix’d what time can ne’er erase : 

The tender blue Qf that large loving eye 
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy. 

Till— Oh, how far ! — it caught a glimpse of him, 

And then it flow’d- and phrensied seem’d to swim 
Throngli those long, dark, and glistening lashes, dew’d 
With drops of sadness oft to be renew’d. 

He ’s gone! V— against her heart lliat hand is driven. 
Convulsed and quick— llien geutly raised to heaven; 
She look'd and saw the lieaving of the main ; 

The white sail set— slie dared not look again; 

But turn’d w ith skkenihg soul w itbin tlie gale — 

“ It is no dream — ^and I am desolaleV’.' 

XVI. 

From crag tp crag descending — sw iftly sped 
Stem Conrad down, nor once he. turn’d his bead ; ' 
But shrank whene’er. the wiMings of (us way 
Forced on his eye wliat he would not survey. 

His lone, hut lovely dwelling on the steep, 

TKt hail’d him first when homeward from thedeep : 
And she— llic dim and melancholy Star, 

Whose ray of beauty re.nch'd'liim from aftr. 

On her he musj not gaze, he must not think — 

There he migbfFest — hut on Dratrtictlon’s brink : 
Yet once almost he stopp’d— and Varly gave 
His fine tS chance, his projects to the wave i 
But no — it must not be— a worthy chief 
May melt, hut not betray to woman's grief. 

He sees his Irark, lie notes how fair tl)e wind. 

And sternly gallierS all his udght of mind : 

Again be hurries on — and nsfic hears 
The clang of tumult .vibrate on his cars. 

Tie busy sounds, the bustle of the slmre. 


Tlieshout, thesighiliand theda.ihinglMt; 

As marks his eye the sealioy on tlie mast. 

The anchors rise, the'sails unfurling fast. 

Tie wwving kerchieft of the crowd that urge 
That mute adieu to those who stem tlie surge; 

Aiifi more than all,his hlood-rcd flag aloft. 

He marvell’d how his heart could seem so soft. 

Fire in his glance, and wildness iiHiis broost. 

He feels of all his formcrself posiesi. 

He bounds— he files- until his foouteps reach 
Tie verge whereeqds the clfft, begins the beach, 

Tiere cliecks his speed ; but pauses less to breathe 
The breezy freshness of the deep beneslh, . 

Tlian there his wonted statelier step renew; 

^or rush, distnrb’dby liaste,-to vulgar view; 

For well had Conrad learn’d to Curb the crowd. 

By nets that yell, and oft preserve the proud ; 

His was tlie lofty port, the distant mien,. 

That seems to shun, the siglil — and awes if seen : 

The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye. 

That diecks low mirth, but lacks pot courtesy ; 

All these he wielded to command assent : 

But where Jie wished to win, so well unbent. 

That kindness eanoell’d fear in those who heard. 

And others* * gifts sliow’d mean beside his word. 

When echo’d to the heart as from his own 
His deep yet tender melody of tone : 

But Such was foreign to his wonted mood," 

He cared not what he 6oftcn’d,,but subdued; 

Tic evil passions of his youth had made 
Him value less who loved— Ilian -wbat obey’d. 

XVII. 

Around hkn mustering ranged bis ready guard. 

Before him Jugn stands — ** Are ail prepared?* 

“ They are — nay more — embark’d : the latest boat 

WaiU but my cliief ” 

“ My sword, and my capote.’* 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung. 

His belt and cloak were o’er his slioulders Dung : 

“ Call Pedro here!*’ He comes — and Conrad bends. 
With all the oourtesy he deign’d his friendsj 
'• Reeeive these tablets, and>ruse with care, 

Words of high irosfand truth are graven there ; 
Double the guard,-and when Anselmo’s bark 

Arrives, let him alike theac orders mark : 

In three days(serre the breeze) the sun shall shine 
On our return— till then all peace be thine!*’ 

This said, his brother Pirate’s hand he weung. 

Then to his boat witli'liauglity gesture sprung- 
Flash’d tlie dipupiirs, and sparkling with the atroke. 
Around the waves’ phosphoric* brightness broke; 
They gain tlie vessel— ou the deek, he stands,— 
Shrieks the slirill whiattn— piy the busy liands-^ 

He marks bow well the ship her helm obeys, 

IJow gallant all her crew — and deigns to praise. . 
His eyes of pride to young-Gonsalvo turn ■ 


' [W® do n<a know inr Uilna to poetry more beauUrat or I oar. every moUop of ihe-boat or ihip, ia loUowed by a itiftbt 
tooc^ni; than ihli picture of tfaeirpirtinft.vJirfiKt.] • | Jili# shed lightalng from water. • 

• By night. pcrticuUrly In a warm la^^udtip'^very Mrake of (be 1 
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Wliy doth he start, and inly s^ero lo motini ^ 

Alas! these eyes behoW hi« rocky lower,-" 

And live a moment ^I’er the parting hoor; . 

Shc'^ls Medtfra->did slie mark the prow? . • 

All I never loved be half so much os now ! 

But much ihust yet done ere dawn of day— 

Again he mans himself and turns away; ' 
Down to the cabh^iUi OonsalvQ bends, 

Arid there unfoidsdiis plan— Ids tueans— and ends; 
Before them burns tbe lamp, and spreads the chart, 
And all that speaks and aids the naval art; 

'fhey to the midnight wa^ch {irotract debate ; 

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late? 

Ateaiuime, the stuth- breeze serenely Wow, 
Andfaatand folcon-Hkethe vessel flew; 

Pass d the higli headlands of each olu^ering isle. 

To gain their port— long — long'ere morning smile : 
And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 
Discovers where Uic Pacha’s galleys lay. 

Count they each saifr— and mack how there supine 
The lights -in vain o’er heedless Moslem shine. 

Secure, unnof^, Conrad’^ prow pass’d by» 
And'anefior'd whero his amlmsti meant to He ; ^ 
Screen’d from espial by the jutting cape, * 

That rears oniiigh its rude fantastic shape*, 
riien rosciiis band to duty— not from sleep— 
Equipp’d for deeds alike on land or deep ; 

^Vhilc leon’d their leader o’er the fretting flood, 

And calmly talk’d-and yet he talk’d of blood! 
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"'UMm.!.! iluJiM toUI.- 
^ OiJITk 


In Caron's toy (loots many a f^lfey light, 

Througb Caron's lattices the lamps are bright. 

For Sej J, the Pariia, makes a feast to-night : 

A (east lor proniuieil triumph yet to come. 

When be shall drag the fetter'd Bover, home i 
This hath be sworn by Alia and his sword. 

And, faithful to his Orman ami his word. 

His summon'd prows collect along tlie coast. 

And great the gallicring crews, and loud the boast ; 
Already shared tlie cojiUves and the prize. 

Though far the distant foe they thus despise ; 

T is but to sail — no doubt to-morrow's Sun 
Will see tto Idrates bound— ttieir haven won 1 
Meantime the-watcllmay slumber, if tliey will, 

Nor only wake lo war, but dreaming kill. 

Though all, who can, disperse on slipre and seek 


■ To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 

How well such deed becomes the turton'd brave— 
To hare the sabre's edge before a slave! 

Infest his dwcHiiut— but forbear to slay, 

ThHr anhs are strong, yet merciful to-day,' 

•kiid dg not deign to Smite heeanse they may I 
Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow. 

To keep in practice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the evtoing hours beguile, ■ 

And they wlra.wisli to wenrw bead must smile : 

For Moslem mouths produce tiiair choicest chcar, » 
And hhard their curses, till tlie coast is clear. 

■ • ' 

Ifigli in hi 5 liail reclinea the turbau’d Seyd ^ 
Aroun<^the bearded duefs he came to lead. 
Unmoved the banquet, and Uie last pilaff— 
PorbkldeB draughts, 'tissaid, he dared to qu^, 
Tliougli to the rest the sober beriy’s juice ' 

Tlie slaves bear round for rigid Moslems' nse ; 

The long chibouque’s* dissolving cloud supply, 
^Vhile dance the Almas* to w ild minstrelsv. . 
The rising morn w il) view the chieis cnib^k ; * 

But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark : 
And revellers may more securely sleep, 

Ob silken couch than o’er the rugged deep^. 

Feast there who can— nor combat till the>' must. 

And less to conquest than to Korans trust ; 7 

And yet tlie numbers crowded in his host . , .• 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha’s boast! 
lU. 

, ^Viih cautious reverence from the outer gate 
Slow stalks the slave, whose dfBce there to wait, 
Bows his bent liead— his hand salutes the floor, 

Kre yet his tongue the trusted tidlrigs bore : , 

“ A captive Dervisc, from ilte pirate’s nest 
Escaped, is here— himself wotdd tell the rest.”’< 

Ue took the sign from Seyd’s assenting ej*e,’ 

And led the holy man In silence nigh. 

His arms were folded on his dark green vest, 

Hjs step was feeble, and his look depcesf ; 

Yet w orn he seem’d of liordsliip more than years, 
And pale bis cheek with penance, riot from fears. •» 

^ ow’d to his God— his sable focks he W'ore, 

And these his lofty cap rose proudly o’er : 

Around hi 8 fonii.hi.s loose long robe was thrown, 
And wrapt a breast bestow’d on lieavro alonef 
Submissive, yet witJi self-pofisession niann'd, , ' 

He calmly met thecurious^yes that scann’d ; •' 
And question of liiscoiniog fain would seek, *. . • 
Before the Pacha’s will allow’d to speak.' *' 

IT. ■ • - . 

‘ Whence com’st thou, Dervise? 

“From the outlaw's den, 


• Corice. *. *• Chiiwurpie.''* pips. 

> Dancing ^rit. • ' 

♦ 1 1 has been obienrd, that Cookwft eolcri og dlsguiant it a spy 
1« oQtdf MHire. Frrbipli ao. 1 RimI MNnitUng put unlike it lit 
history.—'' Aiu^i to explore with his own ryes Ihe state of the 
Vaodils, Ma>Miu vautved. inrY diaghlstiig )he oulom- of Us 


bilr, to tisil Cirtbigr (n the character pf Us own ambiMsdor. 
and nemerlc was afterwards morlfhed by the dissMTcry, that be 
had cntertaloed di«mb«^ Ihc Kmiteror of the ftomaoi. such 
an anecdote piay he rrjeoted *$ an iniprubnUc Onfoo ; tefl U U a 
fictloo wWch woUU not haVtbem Imagined nalrM fn Ihe life ofa 
h«ro.’*— See Ctii»os*s norrinronef foU. vol. yl. p. iso. 
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» “'Hiy capture where and when ? - 

“ From ScaJanovo*s port to Sdo’s Isle, . 

The.^aick was bound ; but Alla did not smii6 , 
rUpnn our course — the Moslem merchant's gains • 
ThrRovers won : our limbs have worn their chains. 
I had no death to fear^ not wealth to boast., * ; 
Bejond Ute vrandefiitg freedom which 1 lost * 

At length a lifilif r's humble boat by night 
Afforded h(^t and offer'd chance of night; 

I seized the hour, and my safely here — 

With tliee-^nost miglity Pacha! who can fear.^'* • 

Hoi^ speed the outlaws? stand they well prepared, 
Th^r pluit^^'d Wealth, and robber’s rock, to ghard ? 
Dream tliey Of ibis our preparation, doom'd 
To view willi fire their scorjjion ucst consumed ? 

“ Pacbff! the fetter’d captire’s mourning eye, -■ 

That weeps for Hicdd^ hut ill can play ll>e sjiy ; 

I only heard the reckless waters roar, 

Thosewraves tliat would not bear me from the shore: 

I only mark’d the glorious sim and .sky. 

Too bright— ^loo blue — for my captivity ; 

And felt — that all which Freedom’s bosom d^eers, 
Must break my dmiii before it dried my tears. 

This may 'st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 

They little deem of aught in peril's shape; 

Else vainly had I pray'd or souglit the chance 
Tliat leads hk here — if eyed w ith vIgHance ; 

The careless guard, that did not see me lly. 

May watdi as idly when thy puwtr is nigh : 

Pacha ! — my limbs are faint — r\nd nature craves 
Food for my hunger^ rest from to.ssing waves : 

Permit ray absence— peace be with thee ! Peace 
With all around! — now grant repose — release.” 

Stay, Derfise 1 1 have more to question— stay, 

I do command thee— sit— dost hear ? — obey! 

More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring ; 
Tliou shall not pine where all arc iKmqueting : 

The supper done — prepare thee to reply, 

Clearly and full— I love not mystery,” 

’T were vaiu to guess what slK>ok the pious man, 
Wly) look’d not lovingly dii that Divan; 

Mor show’d high relish for the banquet presf. 

And less respect for every fellow j^iest. 

’T wgs but a moment’s peevish hectic post 
Alot)g his cheek, and tranquillised as fast : 

He sate him down in silence, and his look 
Resumed the calmness whlcli before forsook. 

I1ie feast was usher’d in— but sumptiiotis fare ' 
He sbunn’d as if some poison mingled there. 

For one so long condemn'd to toil and fast, 

Methinks he strangely .spares the rich repast.. 

Wlial ails thee, Detvise ? eat — dost thou suppose 
This feast a Christian's? or ray friends thy foes? 

\Vhy dost t!)ou shun the salt? that sacred pledge, 


^Vhich, trace partakci, blunts the sabre’s edge. 
Makes evep contending tribes iu peace u,nite, > 

.\nd hated hosts seem brethren*tathe sight I ^ 

•^'Salt seasons dainties'— and my food is still 
‘The humblest root,* iny drink the simplest rill ; 

And my stern vow and order’s * tews oppose * 

'To break or mingle bread with triads or foes; 

It may seem strange — if there be aught to dread. 
That peril rests upon my single lie.'td ; 

But for thy sway— nay more— thy Sultan’s throne, 

I taste nor bread nor bamjucl— sate alOne ; 

Infringed our order’s, rule, Uie Propliet’s rage 
To Mecca's dome might bar m)’ pilgrimage.” * 

“ Wdl — os thou wilt — ascetic as thou art— / 
One queslion answer ; then in |>eace depart. • . . 

How many ?— Hal it cannot sure be day ? 

V\ hat star- what sun is bursting on the boy ? 

It sbinesalakcoflire!— away— away.! 

Hoi treachery] mvgw^rds 1. my scimitar I 
The galleys (he names— and 1 afar ! ^ 

Accursed Dervise !— these thy tidiugs— (liou 
Sontevillaiu spy — seize— cleave him— slay lumiiowl’ 

Up rose tlie Dervise with tliat burst of light, 

Nor less his change of form appall'd the sight; * 

Up rose that Dervise— nut In saintly garbs 
But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 

Dash’d bis high <’ap, and tore lite robe away — 

Shone his oiaU'd breast, oud Hash'd liis sabre’s ray ! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume. 

Move glitteringtiyc, and black brow's sablef gloom, 
Glared on the Moslems’ eyes some Afrit sprKe, 
WliDse demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 

The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of names on high, and torclies from below • 

The shriek of terror, and (Im: mingling yell — 

For sw ards began to clash, and shouts to^we)]— 
Flung o’er that spot of earth tlie air of hoU ! 
Distracted, to and fro, Uie flying sbvei 
Behold but bl6ody shore and flcry>aves ; 

Nought heeded' they tlie Pacha’s angry cry, 

Thei/stizt that Dervise !— seize onZatanal !•• 

He saw their terror— check’d tfie first despair 
Tliat urged him hut to stand and perish tliere, 

Since for too early and too well obey’d, 

Die n.ime was kindled ere tire signal made ; 

He saw their terror— from liis baldric drew , 

His bugle— brief tbebrast— bnt shrilly blew ; 

'T is answer’d— “Well ye speed, my gallant crew * 
Why did l.doubt their quickness of career ? 

And deem design had left me single liere ? ^ 

Sweeps his long arm — that sabre’s whirling sway 
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay.; , ; 
Completes his fury, what llieir fedr begun, ^ { 

And makes the many basely quail to oue. . 

The eloven turbans o’erthe chamber spread, 

And scarce on arm ds^c rise to guard its bead ; ^ 
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Even S«*d, convulsed, o'cr^vhclm’d, with rage, sdr- 
Retreats bc^re hiiu, though he still delies.- Ipriscs 
!No craven he— oud yet he dreads the Wow, * 

So much confusion magnifies his foe ! 
ilis blazing galleys still distract his sight. 

He tore his beard, and foaii\ing lied the Gght i • 

For now the prratos pass’d tiieJlaram 
And burst wilMi»*-Bud it wercdeiilh to wall; 

^Vherc «lld amaieinetU slirieking— kneeling— throws 
The sword asitfe— in vain— the blood o'erflows ! 

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where within 
Invited Cx)arad’s bugle ; and the din 
Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life. 
Proclaim’d how well he did the work of strife, 
they shout to lind him grim and lonCIy there, 

A glutted tiger mangling in his lair ! 

But short their ^rwiing— sliortcr his replyv- 
“-T is well— but Seyd escapes — and l»e mustdie — 
MudUiath been done — but more remains tp do—: 
Their galleys Wage— wliy not their city, loo? ” 

V. 

Quick at the w ord— they seized him cadi a torch, 
AndKretlte dome from mirwrelto porch. 

A stern dcliglit was llj’d in Conrad’s ei-e, 

Bat sudden sunk — for on lus ear tbe cry 
Of woip^i .struck, 'and like a deadly’ knell 
Knock'd at tliat heart unmoved by battle's yell. 

** Qli! hurst the ilaram— wrong nut, on your lives. 
One f«na!e form— ^remember— re have w ives. 

On them su«;h outrage Vengeance w ill repay ; 

Man is our fee, and such 't is ours to slay : 

But still we spared— must Spore HicVcaker prey. 
Ohi I forgot— but Heaven w ill not forgive 
If at my w-ord the iid]de$$ cease to live : 

Follow wIhj wHl— I go— we yet have.tiine 
Our souls to lighten of at least ft criiiie.” 

He chmbs tbe Crackling stair— he bursts the door, 
Xor feels his feet glow scorching- with tbe floor ; 

His breath diokod gasping will) tiib voliuncd smoke. 
But still from room to rooiu hjs w ay he broke. 

Tliey search— the)' IHul— they save ! with lusty arms 
E>ch bears a prize of unregarded dinrms ; 

Calm their 4oud fears ; sustain their sipking frames 
With all the caro^'feiicelcss beauty daims : 

So well could Conrad tatne dielr Gercest mood,' 

And cheek Uk very liaadswithgote iuibraed. 

But who is she? whom Conrad’s aro)s eonvey 
From treking pile and combats wreck — away— 
Who but the loie'of him he dooms to bleed ? 

The Haram queen— but still the slave of Seyd ! 

M. 

Brief time had iConrod bow* to greet Gulnare,*> 

Few words to re-gssure tite trembling fair; 

For in that pause egmpassion Aiefch’d from war, , 
'The foe before retiring, fast and far. 


^5 

With wonder saw their fodtstqis iinpursOed, 

First slowlier fled— Uien rallied — tlien wiUistood. 
This Seyd perceives, then llrsl perwivrs bow few, 
Compared wiUi his, the Cortudr's roving crew, 

Ao<! bbishes o’er his error, aS lie eyes 
The ruin wrouglit i>y panic and surprise. 

Alla il Allai Vengcam'e swells the cry — 

Siiatne mounts to rage that must atone or die ! 

And dame for flame on<H>tood for blood must tell, 
The tide of triumph ebbs that flow'd loo well — 
When wrath returns iq. renovated strife, 

And those w ha fouglit for conquest strike for life. 

Conrad belield the danger— he beheld 

Ilis followers faint by firshening foes Yc|»eird ; 

“ Ooe effort— one— to break the circling libst I ” 

'I’licy form— unite— rliafge—w«vcr — all is lost! 
AViUiirt a narrower ring compress'd, beset, 
ilopeiess, not heartless, strive. and struggle yet>r- 
Ah ! noW they light in firmed file no more, 
llemin'din— cut off— cleft down— and trampled o’er; 
But each strikes singly, silently, and home. 

And sinks otitwearied rathVr Hkmi oVreome,. 

His last fahit quittance rendering with his breath, 
Till the blade gtiimiiers incite grasp of death ! 

yii. » 

But first, ere came tlie rallying host to blow s, 

And rank to rank, ami hand to band Oppose,. 

Gulnare dmi ail her Ilaram haiidmaids'freed. 

Safe in the dome ofoiie who heltl llmir creed. 

By Conrad's mandate safely w i re bestow ’cl, 

And dried these tears for life ami fume that flow'd : 
And wdicn that darkyyed lady, young Gulnare, 
ReraH'd Uiose tlioughts late wandering in despair. 
Much did she inarvpi o’er the cOurtesy 
That siuootii'd his accents ; soltcird in Ids' eye 
'T was strange — that robber thus w:iih gorabedew d, 
S<‘cm'd gentler tiien than ^eyd in l4ndest mood. 

The Paclia woo'd as if he deem'd Uie slave 
Must seem delighted with the ht'aVtlic'gnvY; 

The Corsair vow'd protection, sootlicd fiffright, 

As if his homage wCrf a w omau^s right. 

“The w isli is w roug— pav, worse for female — vain ; 
Yet much 1 long to view, that diicf again; 

If but to (hank, for, what my fear forgot, 

The life — my loving lord remcmbiTM no\!” j* 

vui. 

And him she saw*, wlwre thickest -carnage spread^ 
But gather'd hrCatldng.from theliappier de:^; 

Far from hii^ hand, and battling with a host 
That deem right dearly w on^he Geld he lost. 

Fell’d — bieediug— liafTled of the death ho sought. 

And snntcli’d to expiate all tlio ills lie w rougiA ; 
Preserved to rmgcr>amJ to lire in vain, 

^Vh^)c Vengenne^ ponder'd o'er new plans of pain. 
And stanch’d the blood she saves to slihd again— 
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But ilro{kj^.drop/ro^ Seyd’& unglutted eye 
WoaldBHn him ever dying—ae'er U>dte! ■ 

OiD tbpKA9 ? tnumpluht late she saw, 

* ^Vhen bis red harid’s wrld gesture wated, a law! 

he kideed— disarnTd buttindeprest, : 

• Ills sole regret the life he>tiil possest ; 

His wounds too sl&ht, tJiougb taken with tiiat will, 
tVhich would ^lavcllUs’dlhehand that tbencotUdkin.. 
Oh wei^thcrc none. Of all the roany given, 

To send his soul — he seafeely ask'd to heaven? 
hlbsthealoneof all retainhis breath, 

Who more than all liad striven and struck for dead) .>^ 
Ha deeply felt-^ what mortal hearts must ftel, 

' When tjms reversed-on faithless fortune's wheel, 

For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 
Oflingeriiig tortures to repay tlie debt— 

He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 
That led to perpetrate— now serves to hide. 

. Sti)l ia his stem and self>collected mien 

A conqueror's momihan captive's air is seen, 
Though faint with wasting toil and stifTeningwound, 
But few that saw— so calmly gazed around : 

Though the far shouting of the distant crowd, 

Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud, 

The belter warriors whobdield him near. 

Insulted notJhe foe wUo taught Uiein fear. 

And the grim guards that to his durance led, 

In silence eyed him With a secret dread. 

IX. 

*J1ie Leech W as sent— ^uk nothin mercy— there, 

To note how much the life y«t left could beaf ; 

Ha found enough to. load with heaviest cliain. 

And promise feeling for the wrench of pain ; 
To-morrow— yea— to-morrow's evening sun • 

Will sinking see impalement's |>angs b^iv, 

And rising with (he wonted blu$li of morn 
Be^ld how. well dr ill those pangs are borne. ^ 

Of tonnents this the longest and the worst, 
tVhicb adds all other agony to thirst. 

That day by d^v deaili still forbears to slake, 

While famish'd vultures flif aroundthe stake. 

“ Oh ! water— >ater ! "—smiling Hale denies ’ 

Tlie victim's prayer — for if he drink9->»bedies. 
Thiswasbiftdoom;— the Leech, tlie guard, were gone, 
And left proud Conrad fetter'd and alone. 

. 4 . ■ ■ 

' 'T were vain to paint to what his’feelingi grew— 

It even were doubtful if Iheir victim knew.> 

Thefe is a war, a chaos of the mind, 

Wben-all its elements convulsed—combined— 

Lie dark and jarring w iUi perturbed fbre^. 

And gnasldng with impenitent Remorse; 

. That juggling fiend-i-wlio never spake before — 

^ Rut cries “1 warn'd thee! " when the deed is o'er. , 

JKnVaiu voice I the spirit, burning but unbent, . 
writhe— rebel— Uie weak alone repent I . 
that lonely hour when most it feels,' 

And, to itself, all— rail that self reveals, . 

^%|Vasinclcpa$sion. and no ruling thought 
9r . 


Tliat leavertbe resttis dpee unseen;' • . 
But the wild prospect when the sourreview^ 

All nishkig through their thousand ave&gef, 
Ambition's dreams expiring, love's regret, \ v* ^ 
Endanger’d glory, hfc itself besft ; 

The joy untasted, the contempt or hate , 

'Oainst those who fain would triumph in oOr fate ; 
The hopeless past, tbe-hasting future driven 
fo<MIuidkly t>n to guess y hell or heaven ; 

Deeds, thooglHs, and words, perhaps remembkr’d not 
So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot; - ‘ 
Things light or lovely ip their acted time; 

Butiiow to stern reflection each a crime; ' 

The withering sense of evil uiireveafd, ' ^ 

l^ot rniikcvifig Jess because the more conceal'd^' 

All, in a wt»rd, from >vJiirli nil eyes must start, 

That o|>eniij" scpulchi-c — the naked heart — . 

Bares with Hslmiied woes, til) lYideawake, 

To snatch the mirror from tlic soul— and breaW. 

Ay— Pride can veil, and Courage brave it all, 

'All — all — before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 

Each has some fear, and he wlm least betrays, 

Tl»c only hypocrite deserving praise : . \ 

Rot the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies ; 

But be who looks on death— and silent dies. 

So steel'd by pondering o’er liis fhr career, 

He half-way meets him should* he'in(;nace near ! 

XI. \ ' ^ ^ , 

In the high chamber of bis highest tower 
Sale Conrad, fetter’d irt the Pacha’s power. " '• 

His palace perish'd in the flame^this fori v 
Contain’d at once hjs captive andhts court, 

IS'.ot much could Conrad of his sentence blame, 
liis foe, if vanquish'd, had but khared Uic same :— 
Alone he sate— in solitudehad scann'd 
His guilty bosom, but that breast he niann'd : 

tliougbt alone he could not— dared dot meet — 

“ Oh, how these tjdings will Medora greet?” 
Thcn-^nly then— his clanking bands he raised, 

And strain'd with rage the chain on which be gazed : 
Bat soon hefound— or feign’d— or dream’d relief, 

And smiled io'self-derisionof bisgrief, 

“ And now come torture wheo it will— or may. 

More need of rest to nerve me for the day t '’ 

This said, w ith languor to bis mat he crept, . . • 
And, wbatsde'w his visions, quickly slept. 

'T washardly midnight when that fray begun, ' 

For Conrad's plans matured, at once, were done; 

And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 

Slie scarce bad lc(^ an uncommitfed crime. 

One hour beheld him since the tide he stemiA'd— ^ 
Disguised — discover’d ':-con^ieyng,— ta’cn— con- 
demn'd — ' ' 

A chiefon land— anqiulaw on tliedeep— , ' 
D^troying— saving — pusou'd—lind asleep! ~ .. 



He slept in calmest seeming— fof his breath . 
Was hush'd, so deep — Ab! happy if in dcaliil 
.^He slept — Who o'erhis placid bends? 
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TUB CORSAIR 




His foes are^one^itwl liere lie hath ; X . 

Is it some seraph $ent to grant him ||9Ae? 

No, *tiaaa earthly form with he^etify face ! 

Ite w'hftQ arm raised a lamp — >Tt gently • 

Lest the ray flash abrliptiy on the Ud 
Of^a^ clo^edeyV', wldch opens but to pain, ' • 
AiJnmce unclQ5ed~biit once n>ay close again^ ' * 
That form, with eye so dark, and cheek so fair,. > ' 
Apd aghurn. waves of gemm'd and braided hair;. 
Withjihaiib of fairy )ightttess-<-naked foot, i 
That shtei^ like snow, and falls on earth as mote — 
Through guardsand dunnestniglu how came it (here? 
Ah 1 rather ask Vhat will rK>t woman dare? 

'Whom youth aAd pity lead like Uiee, Gtilnare! 

She could not sleep — and while the'Pacha's rest 
ottering dreams yet saw his pirate^guest, 
^<^his side-^his signet-ring ^ bore, 

'li^ch oft in sport adorn’d her band before— ‘ 
And with.it, scarcely question^, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must tliat sign obey. " 
Worn out with toilyaod tired with changing blows. 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose; 

And chill And nodding at the turret door, 

They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more: 
Just raised their iieads to hail the signet-riog. 

Nor ask or what or wlie the sign may bring. 

She gazed in wonder, ** Can he calmly sl^ep, 

While other eyeJ his fall or ravage wee|> ? 

And mine in^estlessness are wandering kero-;* 
What sadden speH hath made this man so deat? 
True— 't is to him my lifei and more, ! owe, 

And nie and mine he spared from worse than woe : 

'T ii late to think— but soft— his slumber breaks— 
How heavily he sighs !— 4ie starts— awakes! ** 

He raised his head— and dazzled with tbe light. 

His eye seem'd d^ibious if it saw aright : 

He moved his hand— the grating of his chain 
Too harshly told him that be lived again. 

“ What is thatform? if not a shape of air, 

Uethinks, my jailer's face shows wondrous fair ! *’ 

** Pirate I thou know’st me not— but 1 am ope, 
Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ; 

Look on me — and remember her, thy band 
Snatch’d from the flames; and thy more fearful band. 
1 come througli darkness— and 1 scarce know why— 
Yet . not to hurt— I would not see Ihec die.” 

Jf so, kind lady f thine the only eye 
Xhat would not here in that gay hope deligbt : 

Theirs is tlie dtapee— and let \hem usii tbeir right. 
But still I thank their, courtesy or 
That would confees me at so feir a shrine ! ” 
Strange though it seem, yet w ith eitremest grief 
Is link’d'a mirth — U doth not bring relief—v.' - 


That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er ^eguiJeS; 

And smiles iubitterness — hut still it smiles; 

And sometimes with the wisest ami tbe .best. 

Till even the scaffold ' echoes with their jest \ ' 

Yet noi. tm'joy to. which it seems akin — / ■ 

It may deceive all hearts, save that wiUiin. ‘ ’ . 
Whate'er it was that flash’d on Cortrad, now 
A laughing wildness half unhent hi.s brQw'f ^ 

And these his a6centsbad'A sound of mirtli. 

As if the Ids! he could enjoy on earth ; ' • ' . ; ' 

Yet 'gainst.his njtoe— for through that shortlife, 
Lew thoughts had ne to spare from gloom and strife. 


“Corsair! thy doom is uanfed— ^it I have power 
To soothe the Paeba Ih his weaker hour. r-. * 
Thee would I spare— nay more — would save theemow. 
But this— time— iiopc— nor even thy strength allow; ; 
But ail I can, I will : at least del,iy 
Tbe sentence that remits thee scarce a da» . 

More now were ruin — even thyself were loth. 

The vain attempt should bring but doom to both.” 

“ Yes!— loth indeed: — my soul is nerved to aK, 

Or fallen too low to fear a further fail : 

Tempt not thyself trith peril, me with hope 
Of flight from foer iKth whom I could not cope : ' 
Unfit to vanquish— oball I meanly fly, 

The one of all my band that would not die ? 

Yet there is on^tb whom my memory clings, 

Till to tliese eyes her owp wild softness springs. 

My sole resources to the path I trod tGod ! 

Were these— ray bark— nfy Sword — my love— my 
The last 1 left in youth— he feaves mctiow — 

And ISIan but wo^s his wUl to lay nie low. 

I have no thoa^tto mock his throne with prayer 
Wrung from the coward <atMiching of d^pair ; 

It is enough— I breathe— ond I can bear. 

My sword la shaken from tbe worthless hand 
That might have better kept so true a brand ; 

My bark Is sunk or cap.tira— but my love— 

For her in sooth my voice would mount above 
Oh ! she is all that still to earth can biml— 

And this will break a heart so more than kirid, 

And bl^ht a form — till thine appear'd, Gulnare ! 
Mine eye ne’er ask’d if others were as fair.** 

“ Tiiou Invest another then?— but what to me 
Is this— ’t is nothiiigf-Dothiug e'er can be : 

But yet — tliou lov'sl— and— OhI I envy those 
Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose, 

Who never feel the void— the wandering thought 
That sighs O'er visions— such os mine hath wrou^it,” 

“ Lady^methoujlbt thy love w^ his, for wlwro^ 
this arm redeem'd thee front a Ilery tomb.” 

“ Mylove stem'Seyd’slOh— ISo— N^— not my love— 
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■ « 

Yet liiuch'tbii teirt, that striwa nc pwe, once strove 
To meet his' paMkmr-hift'it '"totild o<(t be. 

1 felt— I teeJribtV^^weHs vith"— with tl« free. 

I anra slave, a fevoufi ii^.st best, 

To share los SpVeuilotlr, and sewn blest , 

Oil mSit iiijipl>ul-tte <liie?til#n undergo, _ 

Of— ‘ Bostilwi love? ’land burn to answer, * fio!,’ 
Oh! hard. h Is that ftntditega to sustaih, ^ ^ 

And slrtggle^itptto feel dverse.iii’vaih : 

But h!irder (^J|»e heart's recoilTb bear, 

AiuHiide firi^one— perhaps another there. 

takesthe hend I give not— noir withhold— . , 
Its pulse iwr cheek'd — nor quickep'd— cahnlv cold ; 
And when resign'd, it drops a lifeless height 
Trom one 1 never loved enough to hate. 

No- wnrmth'tliese lips return ty liis imprest. 

And. chill'd remembrance ‘shudders o'er the rcst- 
Yes— had I ever proved that passion's zeal, 

'llte qltange to hatred were at. least to feel': 

But still— he goes onmourn'd— returns un.sought— 
'And oft whejo'present^absent from my tlicught. 

Or when rellection cqmes— and come it must— 

I fear.that'lienceforth 't will but bring disgust ', 

1 am liis slave— but, in despite of pride, 

’T were worse than bo'udagr. to become his bride. , 
Olii that th'is'dotagc of his breast would cease 1 
Or seek andthgr and give mine release— . 

But yesterday— t could have said, to peace! 

Yes— if unwonted fondness now I feign, 
Eemeiuber— captive 1 't is to break thy ehaio ; ' 

Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; ' 

To 'give thee back to ail endear'd below, 

■ Who share suplt love ag I ean never know, 
farewell— momlireaks — and I must now away ; 

•T will cost me dear-^t dread ho death to-day I" 

SUe prey'd his fettgr'd lingers to her heart, N, .- > 
And bow'd her head.And.toWd her to depart. 

And DOisblWs as a lovely dream is gone.. 

Andwai she here? and U bhno» »•<>"«? 

What geiit bath dropt’tfand-sdarkles o'er his chain? 
The tear mogt sacred, died for others’ pain, 

Tliat starts at hhee— bright— pure'-from Pity’s raihe, 
Alrcadypolilh’d by the liand divide ! , . ^ 

Oh ! loo eonvVftring— dangcioiiSty dear — 

In wnman’s eye the im.iaswerablc tear! 

Tliat weapon of her weakness she can wield. 

To Save, subdue — at onge her spear and shield : . 
Avoid it— "Virtue ebbs and Wisdom'errs, ■ , 

Too fondly giizing on tliat grief of hers I , 

What loslaworld,andhadea hero Hy ? 

'The timid tear in .ClBop.itra’s eye. 

Tei be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven. 

By this — how many lose not earth- but heaven ! 


Consign their souls to man’s eternal toe. 

And seal their own lo spare some wanton’s woe 1 

■* ■ XVI. 

'T is morli— and o'er his alter’d feature,s play 
The beiuns— witlioiit .the hoiie of yesterday, 
Whatsltall he be ere night? perchance a tiling 
6;er which the raven iui)is lier funeral wing ; 

.By bis closed eye unlu’eded and mifelt, 

\Vhile sets that sun, and dew's of evening melt. 
Chill— wet — and misty rouW each stiffen'd limb, 
Uefreshlug earth— reviving.alHiut bim!— ^ 

THECOnSAIR. ’ " 

'* . ca;i(TO tuk TMiaD.* ‘ 

• * .» - f 

Came ie4i->ucor non >o‘ 

D»XT«. 


• - 1 . 

Slow sinks, more lovely ere hi? race 1« rgn, ' 

Along Morea's hills rile setting sun; _ 

Xot, as in Northern climes, obseurcly bri^it, . ' 
But one unclouded blaae of Jivitig light ! 

O'er tlie hush'd deep the ycilow beam bc'throw s 
Gilds the green wave, tliat trembfes as it glow s. 

On old .Tsgina’s rw k, ahd Idea’s isle. 

The god of gladness sheds his parting smile; 1 
O'er his own regious lingering, loves lo shipe. 
Though there his altars are no more cUiine. 
Desoeiiding Cist flic mountain shadoiys kiss 
Tliy glorious gulf, uoconquer’d Sabmis! 
Theirazure arclies through the long expanse 
More deeply purpled, meet his mellow ing glance,' 
X.nd tcngeresl tints, along their suminiU driven, 
M.Trk hisq;ay course, and ow n tlie hues of hcayeu ; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Befiind his Delphian clilf he sinks to sleep 
oh such an eve, his palest beam he cast, 

W hen — Athens ! liccc thy Wisest look’d In's last. 
How watch'd thy belter sons his farewell ra.f, • 
Tliat closed tlieir murder'd sage’s ' latest day I , 
Not yet— not yet— Sol pauses on the hill — • > • 

The precious hour pf pal ling lingers still ; 

But sad his light to agonisihg ryes, 

And dark the mountain's ofice delightful dyes f 
Glooni o'er thduvely bud he sefera’d to pour, 

The land, where Phoebus never frown’d before ; 
But erelie sank bdow CUhseron’s head,” 

The cup of woe was quaff d — the spirit fled ; 

The soul of him w ho scorn'd to fear or fly — 

Who lived and died, as'none can )ivp or diet 
But lo! from high Hymettus to the plain, . 

The queen of night asserts her silent reign.! ' 


• TUr olK'iiliis llm. ai far ». wclkiri II. , hivr. periiaps, Mill: bti- 
»luc,w turf, awl w'lve iimrjed tn an iin|Ull)Mtn'il (llioii.ali linnlaq; 
IWCW ■ but iber were wrUlcn on lti<"«|>ot, in ihc Siiniig of 18 H, 

awP-Iwarceknow wbjr-lbc rea.br lUji't excuse lbcira|.|K-arince 
here— It 1« call. iSeeriuM. p. see— E-l 


• s,«ralei drank lb« hnulock-a tliiirl Uinc buTore auaseUllie 
bone ol eseenUon). notwithaaedlae Ibo entrCabea ut lila-iUxcIpIca 
to wait tiH ilie Mjo dtWrn . 

' TUMwUlxhUnOiwcebmuchiJiorKTUianjnwrowMciiqiitrjr; 

lha »Uy« In winter are longer ^^but lo Muituer «I •iiorlcr duraltoa. 
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Xo murky vapour, herntd qf the storm, 

Hides her fair fare, nor girdi her glowing fonn; . 
Witlt comict glimmering as the inoombeams play, 
There the white <?olunm greets b<T grateful ray, 

And, l>right around witli quivering iMnms beset, 

Her emblem sparkles o'er tlie minaret : 

Hie groves of olive scatter'd da/k and wide 
\Vhere oieek^ Cepliisus pours his scanty tide, 

Tlie cjqiress ^dening by the sacred mosque, 

Hie gleaming turret of.tlie<gay Iriosk, * * 

And, dun and sombre' ]mld the holy colm, ^ 

Near Hieseus’ fane yon solitary palm, 

All tinged w ith varied hues, arrest the eye^ 

And dull were his that pass'd them heedless by. 
Again tlie.^gean, heard pd more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from eteinental war; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their tdng array of sapphire and of gold, 

Mis'd with Uic shades of many a distant isle, 

Tliat frowD^wherc gentler ocean seems to smile. * 

n. 

Not now toy theme~*why turn my thoughts to thee 7 
Ob! w ho can look along tl\y native sea, 

Nor dwell upon tliy name, whate’er the tale, 

So much its magic must o^r all prevail ? 

>Vho that belield that Sun upon thee set. 

Fair Athens ! could thhie evening fhcc forget? 

Not he^wiiose heart npr time nor distance frees, 
Spell-bound within the clustering Cyclades 1 
Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain, 

His Corsair's isle was once' thine own domain— 
Would that witli freedom it were thine again I 

HI. 

The Sun liath sunk— and, darker than the night, . 
^ink^ with its beam ii)>on the beacon height 
Medora's heart — the tliird day 's come and gone — 
With It becomes not — sends not— faithless one! 

The Vrind wasfair thougli light ; and storms were none 
Lnst eve Anselino’s hark return'd, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met! 

Tliough wild, as now, far different were the talc 
Had Conrad wait^ for th^t single sail. 

The night-breeze freshens — she that day had pass'd 
In watching all that Hope proclaim'd a mast ; 

Sadly she'satc— on high-^Impatic4ice bore 
At last her footsteps to the midnight shore. 

And there she wander'd, heedless of the spray 
That dash’d her garments oft, 'and w.irn’d away : 
She saw not— felt not this — nor dared depart, 

Nor deem’d it cold— her chill w as at her lieart ; 


] Till grew such certainly from tliot suspense— ‘ 

His very Sight had shock'd from life oi sense! 

. It came last— a sad and shatter'd boat, 

j Whose imitates first belield whom first they sought; 

I Some bleeding— alt' roost wretched— tlicse the few— 
Scarceknew tliey how escaped— i/iis alltlieykiiew. 

In silence, diirkhng, eacli oqipcar'd to wait 
I His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate : 

I Something they would have said : but seem'd to fear 
I To tnlst Uicir accents' to Medora’s car. 

She saw at ona, yet sunk not— trembled not- 
' Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot, . 

1 Within that meek fair form, were feelings high, 

That di.^em'd not till tliey found tlieir energy. 

1 While yet w'as Hope— they soften’d, flutter 'd^ wept — 
i All lost — that softness died not— but it slept; 

' And o'er its slumber rose Uiat strength which toid, 

! Witli nothing left to loi-e— there 'snougtit to dread." 

I ’T Is more than nature's ; like (be burning might 
I Delirium gatliers from tbe fever's height. 

; Silent you stand — nor would 1 hear you tell 

■ what — s|>eak not — breathe not— for I know It well — 

, Yet would I ask— almost my lip denies ' 

Tlie — quick your answ cr— tell roe where be lies." 

“ l.^dy ! we know not — scarce w ith life we fled; 

But here is one denies that he is dead : 

! He saw him bound ; and bleeding— but olive." 

She heard no furllier — 't was in vain to strive— 

So throbb’d each vein— each iUougbt — till then witii- 
! stood; 

I Her own dark sou! these words at once subdued : 

. Slie totters— falls— and senseless had the wave 
Perchance but snatch'd her from another grave; 

But liiat with hands though rude, yet weeping eyes, 

! They yield such aid as Pity’s lia>tq supplies : 

Dasii o’er her deathlike check iJic ocean dew, 

• Boise — fan— sustain— till life returns nnew^ 

I Awake tier handmaids, w ith the matrons leave 
{ Tlial laiuting form o'er wliich tliey goic mid grieve; 
[ Hien seek Anselmo's cavern, Xo report 
The tale too tedious— when tbe trium^ short. 

j »■ ' IV. ^ - 

' In that wild council words was’d warm and strange, 
1 W itli thoughts of ransom, rescue, and reveifge; 

' All, save repose or flight : still lingering there ' 

' Breallied Conrad’s spirit, and forbade despair; 
i Whate'er his fate— the breasts lie form'd and led . 
Will save him living, or appease hhn dead. 

Woe to his foes I there yet survive a few, 

! Whose deeds are daring, as llieir hearts are tVoe. 


> The kiosk U a Turklih twnuiierrbouM: lire palm U williout 
the present waUs or Aihetu, not tar from (he (erupte of ThneuI, 
between wliidi aoiHiiotrce.Uic w.ill Inltrvenes.^Cephlsus* stream 
U imked scanty, and llUsas tus iii» stream a( all. 

* [Of lb<? brilHaut skies and varic.^atril 'laodscapes of Greece 
every funned (u blmw^f a general noliuD, from lavinn 

cootetnplated'tbam ihrua^ (lie hazy almoaphcre of lomc prusc 
fumtloui hwt, fh I^rd ityrua'a poetry, e^cry image Is dlsUnct 


and glowing;, as If it were Ulomioaled by«lt»naUveniiuliIne; ami 
fa tbe figures which iieufile the landscape we behold, not only ibe 
general form and costume, but the countenance .^nd ibe aUitode 
and (he play of fealurei and of ge«ture accopi|ianying. and iudk 
eating, Ibe sudden Impulses of raoiiienlary forllngr. The magic of 
colouring by which Ibis b elfected b. |M‘riiap% the moat striking 
cvkIcDce of Lord Bynm's Ulcnl.— Gau&ut Llus.] 
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V. I ’T is not Ms life nlone jnay,claim sucbCftre t 


Within the Uaram^s secret ^tnber sale ' 

Stern Seyd, still pondering o'er his Captive's fpte; 

His thoughts on love and lute altei'Date dwdl, 

I^aw with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell ; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 
Surveys his lirow^wou^d sopthe his glMm df mind : 
Whi)e'niaDy an anxious^ glance her large dark eye 
Sends in its Idle search fdr sympathy, 

His only bends In seeming o'er bis beads, * 

B(U inly views his victim as he bleeds. • ^ \ 

“ Pacha ! the day is thine; and on thy crest 
Silk Triumph^Conrad taken— fall'n the rest! i 
His doom Is fix'd — he dies : and well his fate 
Was earn'd — yet much too worthless for thy hate : ; 
hfethinks, a short release, for ransom told ! 

With ail his treasure, not unwisely sold; 

Report speaks largely of his pirate*hoatd— ' 

Would that of this o^y Pacha were the lord! 

While baffied, weoken'd by this fatal fray — , 

Watch'd— follow’d— he were then an easiei; prey ; I 
But once cot off— the remnant of his band | 

Embark tlieir wealth, and seek a safer strand.” ' | 

“ Gulnare! — jf for each drop of blood a gem ; 

Were offer'd rich as Stainbout's diadem ; 

If for each hair of his a massy mine 
Of yirgiii ore should suppHcaling shine; 

If all our Arab tales divulge or dream ' 

Of w^lth were here— lliat gold should not redeem ! j 
It had not now redeem'd a single hour, 

But that I know him fetter'd, in my power; j 

And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still , I 
On pangs that longest rock, and latest kill. ” 

“ Nay, Scyd !— I seek hot to restrain thy rage. 

Too justly moved for mercy to assuage; 

My thoughts were (Mily to secure for thee 
His riches^hus released, he were not free : 
.Disabled, shorn of ii^lf his might and band, 

His capture could but wait tliy first command:” 

His capture eaiiM /—and shall 1 then resign 
One day to him — the wretch already mine? ' 

Release my foe I— at whose remonstrance?— diine ! 
Fair, suitor I— to thy virtaous gratitude. 

That tb^s repays this Giaour's relenting mood, 

Which thee and thine alone of all could spare — 

No doubt, regardless if the prize were fair— ■ 

My tlianks and praise alike are duo— now hear! 

I have a counsel for thy gentler ear : 

I do mistrust thee, woman ! and each word 
Of tliine "stamps truth on all Suspicion heard. 

Borne his arms through fire from yon Serai 1 
Say, wert fhou lingering there with him to fly ? | 

Tlwu ne^'st not answer— thy confession speaks, 
Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks ; 

Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware ; ] 


< [Tbe wliolc o( IhU ncctiun. was in tiie course of pri&Uog- 
-K.) 


Another word and— nay — 1 need namore. 

Accursed was the moment when be bore 
Thee from the flames, which better far — ^but— no— 
I then had mourn'd thee with a lov<^*s woe-f- 
Now.’t is thy lord that warns— deceitful thing f 
Rnow'st thou tlia.t I clip thy wanton wing? 

In words alone lam not wont toebafe: ' 

Look to. thyself— nof deem thy falsehood safe ! 

HeTOse— and slowly; sternly tlience yrididrew, ^ 
Rage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 

Ah ! little, reck'd'that chief of womaiiliood. 

Which frowns ne'er quell'd, nor menaces subdued ; 
And little deem'd he what thy heart< Gulnare ! 

When soft couJd feel, aud when incCnMd could dare. 
His doubts np|)ear'd to wrong- rior yetsheknew 
IfOw deep the ^'Ootfrqin whence compassion grew— 
She was a slav^.— from such may captives claim 
A fellow-feeling, dilfering but inname; 

Still halfunconsciousT-hecdlessofhis wrath, 

Again she ventured on thedangerous path, 

Again his rage repell’d— until arose 

That strife of thought, the source Of woman's woes ! 

VI. ' 

Meanwhile— longr-anxious— weary-^still— the same 
Roll'd day and night his soul could never tame — 
This fearful interval of'doubt arid dread, 

W’hen every hoor might doom him w orse than dead, 
When every step that cebo-'d by the gate 
Might entering lead where axe and stake await; 
When every voice that grafed on his ear 
Might be the last that be could ever hear ; 

Gould terror tame'-rtbat Spirit stern and high , 
Had proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

'T was worn-fp^rhaps decay’d— yet silent bore 
That conflict, deadlier far tb^ all before. 

Tlie heat of fight, the hurry of the gale. 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail ; 

But bound and fix’d in fetter’d solitude. 

To pine, the prey of every changing mood; 

To gaze on thine own heart ; and meditate 
Irrevocable faults, and coniitig fate — 

Joo late- the last to shun— tlie firstto mend— 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end. 

With not a friend to animate, and tell * 

To other ears that death became thee weH : 

Around Uiee foes to forge the ready lie, 

And blot life’s IdtfJ^ scene with calumny; * 

Before. thee tortures, which the soul can dare, 

Yet doubts how well the sbrinkiug flesh may bear; 
But deeply feels a single cry would shame. 

To valoar's praiM tby Jagl and dearest claim ; 

The life thou 1^^^ ^Idw, denied -above 
Ih kind inoitm^ai^f.lieavenly love; 

And rnor^ par;Mls^thy heiiven 

• Tbccoa^bid^£'t)!r:SOW!»DLtaar(Mi'y;U)eb^^ 
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Of eavthJy hope— loved one from thee riven. 

Surh were the thou^U that outlaw must sustaiOf 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal paiii : 

And those sustain’d he*-boots jt well or ill? 

Since not to sink beheeth« is something still ! 

VII. 

i 

The first day, pass'd — !»e sow not her — Culnare — • 

The secojid— third — and still she came not there; 

But what her words ovoudi*d,-her charms had done,. 
Or e(^ he hdd not seen another sun. ■ . * , 

The fourth day roll’d along, and with the night' 

Came storm and darkness in thetr mingling might : 

Oh ! how be listen’d to the rushing deep, 

That ne'er till now so broke upon his sleep : 

And his wild spirit wilder wislies sent. 

Boused by the roar of his own element ! , 

OA had be ridden on that winged wave, 

And loved its roc^hness for the speed it gave ; 

And now its dashing echo’d on his ear, 

A kmg known voice— alas! too vdinly near! 

Loud sung the wind above; and, doubly loud. 

Shook o’er his turret cell the thuoder-doud ; 

And flash’d the lightning by the latticed bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight star : 

Close to the glimmering grate he dragg’d his chain, 
And hoped that peril might not prove in vain. 

He raised bis iron hand to Heaven, and pray'd 
One pitying flash to mar the form it made : ' 

His steel and impious prayer attract alike— 

The storm roll'd onward, and disdain’d to strike; 

Its peal wax’d fainter — ceased— he felt alone, 

As if some faithless friend had spurn'd his groan) 

^ TUI. 

The midoight pass'd— and to the massy door 
A light step cam^it paused — it moved once more; 
Slow' turns the grating bolt and sullen key : 

T is as bis heart foreboded — that fair she I 
IVhate’er her sins, to him a guardian saint. 

And beauteous still as hermit’s hope can paint ; 

Yet dianged since last within that ceil she came, 
lllore pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame : 

On him she cast her dark and hurried eVe, i 

Which spoke before her accents — “ Thou must die, I ^ 
Yes, thou must die — there is but one resource, ^ 
The last— the worst— if torture were not worse.” j 
** Lady ! Hook to none— my lips pi^oolaiin 
What last proclaim'd they—€onrad still the same : , 
Why shouldst thou seek an outlaw’s life to spare, | 
And diange the sentence I deserve to bear ? ^ 


I Well have I earn’d— not here alonc-<-the mcOd 
Of Seyd’s revenge, by many a law less deed.” 

“Why should I seek? because— Oh! didst thou not 
\Redeen) my life from worse than slavery's lot ? 

Why should I seek i*— 'bath misery inad^ tli'cc blind 
I To the fond w'orkings of a woman’s mind ! 

< And must 1 say? albeit my heart rebel 
I >Vith atl tliat woman feels, but should not tell — 

1 Because— despite thy crimes— tliat lieart is moved j 
■ U fear’d thee— thank’d tliee— pitied— imadden'd — 

" loved. • 

Reply imt, tell not now' tfiy tale again, 

Thou lov’it another— and 1 love in vain ; ' 

Though fond as mine her bosom, form more feir, 

I rush through peril which she would not dare. 

If that tby heart to hers w’ere truly dear^ . 

1Vere I thine own— thou werl not lonely here: 

An outlaw’s spouse — and leave her lord to roam ! 

What hath such gentle dame to do with home? 

But speak not now — o'er thine and o’er iny bead 
Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread | 

If tbou hast courage stilt, and woufdst be free. 

Receive this poniard— rise — and follow me I ” 

“Ay— in my chains!! my steps will gently tread. 

With these adornments, o’er eadi slombering head ! 
Thou hast forgot— is this a garb for fliglrt? 

Or is tliat instrument more fit for fight ? ’*■ 

“ Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gain’d the guard, 

Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 

A single word of mine removes that chain ; 

Without <some aid how here could 1 remain ? » 

W'ell, since we met, hath sped my busy time. 

If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime : • ’ \ 

'rhe crime — ’tis none topunisli those of Seyd. 

That hated tyrant, Conrad — he must bleed ! 

1 see thee shudder — but my soul is changed — 
Wrong'd, spurn’d, reviled— and it sliall be avenged — 
Accused of what till now my heart disdain’d — 

Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain’d. 

Yes, smile ! — butlie had little cause to sneer, 

1 was not treacherous then — nor thou too dear: 

But be has said it— and (he jealous well, * 

Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel, 

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 

I never loved — lie bouglit me — somewhat high— 

Since with me came a heart he could not bay. 

I was a slave unmurmuring : lie bath said, 

But for bis rescue 1 « itl\ tliee had fled. 

’T was false thou know’st — but let such augurs rue, 
'riirir words, are omens Insult renders true. 


• tbcvray->I have a charge againil yoa. A$ the grrit 
Mr. Dennis roared out on a ahniltr occasion, ‘ By G— 0, that my 
tbanUerS'^^dolexcUifO. ‘■This is my lightning! lalludetoa 
■peecti o( Ivao't, in the iceoe with Pelrowaa anil the Etayreas, 
where Ibe ihooght and aloioal capresAiou are similar to Conrad'S 
in the Uiird canto ot Ihe * Corsair.' I, hovreYcr. do not say this to 
accuse yon. bat to eiocpt tnyiteif from suspicion : as Uierc h a 
priority of six mootba' p^leatiip, on my part, between the ap- 

pearance oftbatciCMU|iositkn aud of your tragedies.''— /.onf B. to 


Mr. sothehy, (tlS..-Tbe lollowingare tbeZlDMin Mr. 

Sotheby's tragedy t— ' 

— ** aed 1 hm iespi 

1q transport from m) Otnly coucti. to welcome 
Tbs thoMlcr M it buna upon ay roor-, 

Aod bccaoo'd to ibo IlflilDiirv. <s U tssb'd I 
iDdipsrbM on IImm fettert.* 


Votwllhstanding Lord Byron's precantlon, the oolocidence In 
i|ueslkm was died agaloat him, tome years aRer^ a perlndlcal 
Jouroal.— S.] 
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Nor wafi thy r^^spUc granted to hiy prayer ; 

This Oecting grace was o«ly to prepare 
New Itorments for thy life, and nn despair. 

Mine too he tbreateni; but his dotage still 
Would fain rcscire me for his lordly will : 

When wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 

Tliere yawps the sack — and yonder rolls the sea ! 
What, aril Itlicn a toy for dotard's play,; 

To wear but till the gilding frets awa.y? 

I fi^w theo^loved thee— owe Ihee all— wbiHd save, 

If but to show how gratefuHs a slave. 

But bad be not thus menaced Came and life, 

(And well he keeps his oaths proponncctl in strife,} 

1 still had saved tiiee— bertthe Pacha spared. 

Now I am all thinfe'own— for all prepared 
Thou lev’s, ( me, not — nor know 'si— or but the worst. 
Alas ! this love— that hatred are the first — 

Oh! couldstlhouprovemy truth, thou wouldst not Start, 
Nor fear the Ore that lights an Kaslcrn heart ; 

'T is now the bcaoon of thy .safety — now 
It points within the port a Mainote prow : 

But in one chamber, whore our path must lead, 
Thereslecps— bemuslnotwakc — Uieoppressor Scyd!" 

“ Gulnare — Culnare— T never felt till now 
My abject fortune, wither’d fame so low : 

Seyd is mine enemy : had swept my band 
From earth, with ruthless but with open hand ; 

And therefore came 1, in my liark of war, 

To smite the smitcr with the scimitar ; 

Such is my weapon — not the secret knife — 

Who sparest woman’s seeks not slumber’s life. 

Thine saved I gladly, Lady, not for this— 
l£\ me not deem tliat mercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well— more peace be with tliy br^st ! 
Night wears apace — my last of earthly rest ! ” 

Rest! rest! by sunrise must thy sinew's shake ' 
And thy Ijinbs writlie around the ready slake. 

I heard the order— saw — I will not see— 

If thou wilt perish, I w ill fall with thee. \ 

My life— my love— ;my hatred— all below 
Are on this cast— Corsair I 't is but a blow ! 

Without it flight were idle— how evade 
Ills sure pursuit? my vyrongs too unrepaid, 

My youth disgmed— the long, long wasted years, 
One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 

But since the dagger suits thee less tlian brand, 

I ’ll try the firmness of a female -hand. 

The guards are gain'd— one moment all were o’er— 
Corsair ! we meet iti sjiiely oi’ no more ; 

If errs my fedile hand, the morning cloud 
Will hover o’er Ihy scaffold, and my shroud.” 

T\. 

Slie.turn’d, and vanish’d ere he could reply. 

But his glance followed far "with eager eye ; 

And gathering, as lie couki, the links that bound 
lUs form^ to curl their length, and curb tlieir .souild, 
Since bar and Imlt uo more his steps preclude, 

He, fast as fetter’d limbs allow, pursued. 

T was dark and winding, and he know not where 


WORKS!. 

I That passage led ; nor lamp nor guard were there : . . 

He- sees a dusky gliininering — he seek • 
t Or shun that ray so indistinct and wfak ? 

Chance guides his st<^s — a freshness seems to bear 
Full on his brow, as if from morning air— 

He reacli’d an open gallery— bn Iris eve 
- Gleam'd the last star of night, the clearing sky : 

Yet scarcely heeded these — anotlier Ilglit 
' From a lone diajnber struck upon sight. 

. Towards it he moved; a, scarcely closing door 
’Reveal’d the ray within,, but ■nothing niorc. 

With hasty step a figure outward past, , • 

Then paused— and turn’d— and {laused— *t is Site at 
• ‘ last! , 

No poniard in that Itond— *nor sign of ill — 

I **Thanks to that softening heart— she could not kill! ” 
Again he look’d, the w fldness of lier eye 
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. , 

.She stopp'd — threw’ back her dark far-lloating hair, 
That nearly veil’d her face and -bosoiii fair : 

As if she late had bent her leaning head 
I Above some oliject of her doubt or, dread. 

I 'fliey meet— u|K)n her Brow— unknown — forgot — 
Her hurrying hand had left- 't was but a spot^ 

, Its hue was ail he saw, and scarce withstood — 

' Oh! slight but certain pledge of crimerr'''i is blood! 

I . X.' , 

I He Iiad seen battle— he had brooded lone 
^ O’er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ; 
He had been tempted— chasten'd— pud thelrbain 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain ; 

But ne'er from strife— captivity — remorse — 

From all his feelings in their in^nost force — 

^ .So thrill’d, so shudder’d cveiy creeping vein, 

I As now they froze before tliat purple stain. , 

I That spot of blood, tliat light but guilty stecak, 

I Had banish’d all Uie beauty from her <^eek ! . 
j Blood he liad view'd— could view unmoved— but then 
It flow ’d in combat, or was shed by men I 

-XI. * 

** ’T is done— be nearly waked — but it is done. 
Corsair ! be perish’d— thou art dearly won. 

• All words would now be vain— away— away ! 

; Our bark is tossing— 't is already day. 

I The lew gain’d over, now are wb'ojiy mine, w 
And these tUy yet surviving band sliall join : ' 

Anon my voice shall vipdicatemy band. 

When once our sail forsakes this bated strand.” 

' • XII. 

.She clapp'd her htmds— ^and through the gallery pour, 
Equipp'd for flight, bervassak — Greek and Moor; 
Silent but qnick they stoop, his ohains unbind ; 

I Once more Hlsiimbs are free as mounUun wind 1 
j But on his heavy heart'Such ftadoess sate> 

1 As if they there transferr’d ‘^at iron weight. 

! No words are utter’d— at her sign, a door 
j Reveals the secret passage. io the shore; , 

I The city lies behind — tliey speed, they reach 
; The gl^ w aves dancing on tiio yellow bepeh; 



THE CORSAIR. 


A nd Coorad following, at her beck, obey ’d, 

Nor oared lie now if rescued or betray’d ; 
Resistance were as useless as if 8eyd ■ ^ . 

Yet lived to "view the doom his ir^ deoreed. • ‘ • 

- Xlll. 

Embark’d, the sail unfurl'd, the light breeze blew— 
How rauchhad Conrad's memory to review! . 

Siuik he in Contem|)lation, till the £ape f 
Where last he anchor’d rear’d it&gjant shape. . . . 
Xh ! — since that fatal ni^dit, tbougfi brief the time. 
Had awept an age of terror, griet\ and Cfime. 

As its far shadow. frown’d above the mast, 

He veil’d lys fiice, and sorrow'd as he pass’d ; 

He thought of all — Goosalvo and his band, 

Uis fleeting triumph and his failingiiand ; 

He thought on her afar, his lonely bride 
He turn’d and sav'^ulnnre, tlie homicide ! 

' xrv. 

She w^cb’d bis features till she could not bear. 
Their freezing aspect and dverted.air. 

And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye. 

Fell quench’d in tears, tOdJateto shed or dry. 

She knelt beside him antf his hand she press’d, 

“ Thou may’st forgive though Allah's self detest ; 
But for that deed of darkness'what wert thou ? 
Reproach me — but not yet — Oh ! spare me now 
I am not wfaatl seem— thirfearfuj night 
My b'rain.bewilder’d^do notinadden quite! 

If I had never loved — ^though less my guilt. 

Thou badst hot lived to>^bate me^if tb6u wilt.*’ 

» '' XV. 

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than lier, though undesign’d, the wretch he made; 
But speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 

They bleed within that silent cell— his breast. 

Still onward, fair tbe breeze, nor rough the surge, 
The blue waves sport around the stern they urge ; 
Far on the horizon’s verge appears a speck, 

A spot— a mast-^ sail— an armed deck ! 

Their little bark her men of watch descry, 

And ampler canvass woos the wind from high ; 

She bears her down majestically.near, 

Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier ; 

A flash is seen— the ball beyond her bow 
Booms harmless, hissing’ to the deep below, 
l/p rose keen Conrad froni hia silent trancH, 

A long, long absent gladness in bis glance ; 

** ’T is mine — my blood-red flag ! again— again— 

I am not all deserted on the main !’’ 

They own tbe signal, answgr to the hail. 

Hoist out tbe boat at once, and slachen sail. 

** ’T is Conrad ! Concad ! ” shouting from tbe deck, 
Command nor duty 'could tlicir transport check ! 
With light alacrity and gaZe of pride, 

They view him mount once more bis vessel’s side ; 


SCI 

A Jimile, relaxing in ead» rugged face, • 

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace. . 

He, half forgetting danger and defeat. 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet, . 
j Wrings' with a cordial grasp Ansehno’s hand, 

; And feels be yet can conquer and command ! 

1 , - 

These greetings o’er, the feelings that o’erflow, 
i Yet grieve to win lijm back wiUiouta blovr ; 

’ Tpey sbil’d pr^Kired for ven^nceT-had they known 
I A womaii's hand secured that deed her own, 

1 !>he were their queen— less scrupulous are tiiey 
Than haughty Conrad how they w in their .way. 

Will) many an asking sinile»and wondering stare, ‘ 
Th(^ whis|ier round, and gaze upon Oulnare; 

And her, at once above— l^nealh her sex, 

Whom blood appall’d not, their regards perplex. 

: To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye, 

She drops her veil, and stands in silence by ; 

Her arms are meekly foldt^n that breast,' 

I W hieh — Conrad safe — to fate resign’d the rest. 
Though worse than frenzy* could that bosom fill, 

! Kxtren)c in love or hate, in good or III, 

Tlie w orst of crimes had left her woman still 1 

XVII. 

I This Conrad mark’d, ao J felt— ah I could he less ? ' 

, Hate of that deed— but grief for her distress ; 

What she lias doue no tears<^n wash away, 

' And Heaven must punish on its angry : 

Rut— it was done i he-knew, whate’er tier guilt, 

For him that poniard smote, tliat blood wad s{)ilt ; 
And he was free ! — and slic for him bad grve'n 
Her all on earth, and more tlian all hi heaven! - 
And now he tiini'd him to that dark’d-eyed slave 
'VVhose brow was bow ’d beneath the glance he gave, 
W’l)o now seem’d changed and hpmbled : — faint and 
meek, 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek ' • ' ' ' 

To dee|)er shades of paleness— all its red, 

Tl)at fearful spot which stm'n’d it from the dead !' . 

I He took that hand— it treibbled-^how too lafe— 

I So soft in love — 50 wildly nerved m hate; 

He clasp’d that hand — it trembled — and bis own- 
Had lost its firmnesaand his voice its tone. 

“ Gulnare l-^-but She replied not— dear Gulnarc ! 
She raised her eye— her only answ er there — 

I At once she sought and sunk in his embrace : 

I If he Had driven her from that resting-place, 

! His had been more or less* than mortal heart, 

I But— good or ill— it bade her no.t depart. 

I Perdiance, but forthebodiogs of his breast, ■ ! 
Ills latest virtue tlien had joinM tbe rtst. , ‘ 

Y et even Medora Qii&ld forgive.tbo kiss 

That ask’d from form so fair bo more than'this,' ' 

I'he first, the Inst that Frailty stole frqm Faith— 

To lips where Love had lavish'd all his breath, 
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' ^ » 

To lips->wbose broken sighs suchfr^once (liagf , * 
As he iiad fanned them fi^bTy with his wing ! 

xviir. ' - ‘ 

They gain by twilight’s hour tlieit lonely isle. ' 

To tliem the very rocks appear to smile . 

The haven hiuns with many a cbeerrng sound, 

The beacons bhize toeir wonted stations round. 

Hie boats are darting o’er the curly . bay, . 

. And. sportive dol^ihins bend them through the spjtay;^ 
' £ven"^the hoarse sea-bird's shrill, discordant shriek, 
Qreets like the^welcpme of hislunetess beak ! 

Beneath eadV lamp that tJirough its lattice gleams, 
Their fancy paints the> fricuds that trim tlie beams. 
0h l^what can sanctify the joys of home, > 

■jitike Hope’s gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam ? 

• f XIX. 

The lights are high on, beacon and from bower, 

And 'midst them Conrad seeks Medora's tower : 

He looks in vain— is strange—and all remark, *■ 
Amid so many, hers aloj|e ia dark. 

T is strange— of yore. its^ welcome never fail’d, 

TIor now, perchauce, extinguish'd, only veil’d. 
tVith the first boat descends he for the shore. 

And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh ! foy a wing heyund the falcon's Might, 

To hear him like an arrow to tliat height \ 

^With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 

He waits not — looks not — leaps into the wave, [^high 
Strives through the surge, bestrides the- beach, and 
Ascends tbepath familiar to his eye. 

He rearh’d hjs turret door— he paused— no sound 
Broke from within ; and all w as night around. 

He knoek'ij, and loudly — footstep nor yeply ^ 
Annonneed Uiat any heard or deem’d him nigh ; 

He knock’d— but fainMy-r-for bis trembliug baud 
Refused to aid bis heavy heart’s demand. 

The portal opens— ’t is a well known face— 

But nqt the’forpT he panted to embrace. 

Its lips are silent— twice his own essay’d, 

And &it'd to frame the question they delay’d; 
lie snatch’d the lafup— it%light will answer dl— 

It quits bis grasp, expiring in Uie falh 
He would liOUwait for that reviving ray-^ 

As soon could be have linger’d there for day ; 

But, glirmnering tlirough the dusky corridore. 
Another chequers o’er the sliadow’d floor; 

Ilis steps the chamber gain — his eyes bpbold 
All tbat bis lieart believed not — yet foretold! 

XX. ■ 

He torh’d not — ^ke not— ‘sunk not — fix’d his look. 
And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

' He gaa;ed — how long we gaze despite of pain, 

And know, but dare not own, we gaze'in vain! 

In life itself she was so still and fair, . - 

That death with gentler aspect wither'd there \ 

And the cold flowers' her colder hand contain’d, 

}n that lait grasp as tenderly were strain’d 
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As if she scarcely felt, but feign’d .a sleep, . 

Arid made aln^ mockei^ yet to weep': ' 

.The lprig.dark lashes frmg^.lier ^ds of snow, 

And veird'^-thoughtsUrinkH from all Ibatlurk'dbelow— 
Ob! o’er the eye Death most exerts his.miglit, 

I Anddmris tlie spirit from her throne of light ! * 

I Sinka those blue orbs In that long last eclipse, « 

I But spares, as yet, the cltami around her lips-r 
j Yet, fyet they seem 08 tltey forbore to smile, 

I And wish’d repose-^pt only for a while; •• 

. But the vybite shroud, and epch extended tress, 

, Long— dair-rbut spread in utter li/eies-snesS, 

Which, late the sport ofevery sumpief .wind, 

; Escaped the haffird wTmth that strove to tdud ; 

' Thest— arid the pale pure rivepk, became Uie bier— 
j But she is nothing— Wherefore is be here? 

I XXJ.' ' , 

He ask’d no question— all were answer’d now 
{ By the first i^ance on that still — marble brpW. * 

I It was aiough — she died — what reck’d K ho w ? 
i The love of youth, the hope ofbetter yean, 

\ The source of softest w ishes, tenderest fears, 

I TIic only living thing hecoUld not bate, 

I Was reft at once— and be deserv^his fate, 

' But did not feci it less the good explore, 

} For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar : 
The proud— the wayward— who have fi.x*d below 
Tlieir joy, and find this earth enough for woe,* 

Lose in tliat one their all— perchance a mite— 

Hut who in patience parts with ail delight ? 

Full mauy a stoic eye and aspect stern 
Mask hearts where grief l»th little left to learn ; 

And many a withering thougiit Iks hid, not lost, 

Id smiles that least befit who wear Uiem most. . 

. ■ XXII. 

By Uiose, that deepest feel, is ill exprest 
The indistinctness of the suffering breast ; < 

Where thousand thoughts begin to end In one. 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in none ; 
no words suffice the secret soul to show. 

For Truth denies all eloquence to Woe. 

On Conrad’s strickm soul exhaustion prest. 

And stupor almost lull’d it into rest ; 

So feeble now— his mother’s softness crept 
To those wild eyes, which Ijke an infant’s wept : ’ 
It was the very weakness of tiis brain, 

Which thus confess’d without relieving pain, 
fione saW'bis trfekiing tears— perchance, if seen. 
That useless flood of grief had never beai : . 

Nor Iriog they flow’d-4ic dried them to depart, 

In helpless — hopeless — brokeoness ofheort : 

The sun goes forfiv—tu|t Conrad's day is dim; , 
And the night comelb — rie’er td pass from hUu* 
There is no darkness like tbd dorid of mind. 

On Griefs vain eye— the blindest of tbe blind ! 
j Which may not—nJare not see — but trims aside 
; To bladiest shade — nor will endure a guide! ' 


of ilic do>U, ao(i io the hands ^ young |>cnMM to {ilace a Doaegay. 
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xiiii; • ■ , * 

His heart was/ohn’d for softness — warp’d to wrQng?' 
Betray’d too early, and beguiled too long; ^ 

Eaeh feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew 
Within the grot ; like that had harden'd too ; 

Less clear/perchance, its earthly trials pass’d. 

But sunk,>end chill’d, ^d petrified at la^U • 

Yet tempest;; wear, and lightning cleaved the rock ; . 
If such Us hearti so shatter’d it the shock. 

There grew, one flower beneath its rogged brow, . 
Though dark the shade — it Alter’d— skved till now. 
The thunder came — that bolt hath blasted both, . 

'Fhe Granite’s firmness, and the^Llly's f^wth : 

Tbe gentle plant hath 1^ no leaf to tell 

Its tale, but shrunk and wither’d where it fell; ' 

And of its cold protector, blacken round '' 

But shiver'd fragments on Uie barren ground ! \ 

:^xiv. 

’T is morn-^o venture on bis lonely hour 


Few darei^ugh now Anselmo sought his thwer. 

He woshbt thefe— nor seen along the shore; 

Ere nl^t, alarm’d, their isle is traversed o’er . 
AnoURr mom- another bids them.seek,^ . , 

A ndshout his name tiJI echo waxeth weak; ■ 
.Mount— gfotto— cavern— valley scatdi’d iti.vain, 

T|i(^v find on sitore a sea^bOkt’s broken chain : 

Their Itope revives— they follow o’er the main, 

’T is id[e all— moons roll on moons away^ . ‘ 

- And Conrad comes not — c-une obt since_i that- 

I ' . ' = ■ . ' ■ . \ 

i Nor trace, nor.tidings of his doom dedarc 
{ Where lives lus-gricf, or perish?d liis despair! 

; Long loournld hts band whom none could mourn be- 

J 'Side; ' . ' ' ' 

J And fair tbe monument they gave his bride : 

; For him theyraise not ttic recording stone— 

His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known; 

He left a Corsair’s name to other limes, 

, Link’d with one virtue, and a Ihottsand crimes.* 


• {TbcM fUteen Uoei are not in tbe on^naVHS.^B.) 

■ |ln "Tbe Conair," Lord Byron ^at feU blmeeiral hiH Kberly ; 
and then all at once be ibowt the unbroken ftrcim of hU naUve 
eloquence, of raphj narraUve. of vtsorqua and lolcnte, yet on> 
forced, Itnasery, aentlineol. and tboaght ; of extraordinary elas- 
ticity, iranaparencf, partly .‘eaae.and karmboy of languase; of an 
arrangement of wordw never trite, yet always simple and flow- 
ing ^lo such aqioriect expressioo of Ideas, alnays Impressive, ge- 
DC rally potnteA. frequently pauionate, and oftrn new, fhat It is 
•persplciilfy itself, will) not. a superfluous word, and not a word ont 
of its natural place:. It b strange that he wbd was so young, wbu 
had led a life of adveiftare moi^ than of study, nay, w1m> had 
often seemedagooddtaieocambered in'hbplu-aseology, could all 
at once arrive at Ihis’esceltence. 1( must have beco ihe exaltation 
of sptril cauMd by temporary and unexpected (avnur. wliicb, by 
removAig the gloom from his Heart, Intparted ext^rdinary vl- 
gour to w intellect —Sii E. BavDCU.] 

[The''-* Corsair'* b written In tbe regularheroic couplet, with a 
epMr. freedom, and variety of tone, ofwhkb; notwilhslanling tlic 
* oxampkefDryden^weacarcelybeHevedthatmeaaoresusoepUble. 
It was yet to be proved ibairhb, tbe moat ponderous and stately 
veteefn oot langnage. eonld he accommodated to the vaHatloni 
of a tale of pamioo and of pity, and to all tbe breaks, starts, and 
tran^tloae of ad adventoroua and dramatic narratloo. Tfrb expe- 
riment Lofd Byron* has made, wltb equal boldneas and success; 
and hM sattsRedas, that the oldest and most respectable measure 
ttiat b known amongst ns, b at least as Deiible m any other, and 
capable, in Uie hands ol a mailer, of vihralloqs as strong and rapid 
aa those of a Aghier atmetnre.-^Javriir.] 


That |be point of hoDoor which b represenicd in one Instance 
of Coaud'i character bas not been carried beyond Ib^ hounds of 
probabllNy. nay perhaps be in seme degree conAmrd by die fol- 
lowing anecdote of a brother bueeaoehr in the year fgfl:— "Our 
refers have all seen Uie account of Uie enterprise against ibe 
piralea of Rgtraiaria ; but tew, wo betieviv were informed of ibe 
aiiaatkin.-fablory, or nature of that eslablbhthetrt. For Ihe iolbr- 
maUon of such as were unacquainted witfi it, we have procured 
from k frtend ibe followtng htferestlog narrative of-tb^t^n facis. 
of whidi be hax personal Xnowledge, aiMl wh^^xandt WI-,to 
iDlcresttomeofour readers.— Bamisria iit bdytwa'narrpw'^liEii 
of tbe Ciiirof Mexico; it rnna tbrmgh a richtm) YcfyJht'oo^try, 
onlU it reaches within a mUe of tbeJlimtesiiJpr.flviic, liflrpii miles 
below the city of Jiem Orleans. The bay has branches aiuVpst In- 
numeraNe. in wbicb pcfsona can He oooeed^.ffoin. Uie aevt^i 
sentioy. It coDimiusicatei with Ibrso laka whtdi Ho on Ihc 
south-west side, and Ibeie, wl h ibe lake of Ihd Mine asm, and 
whicb llm amtiguoQs lo.ibe sea, where ttiere b an island foimitd 


by the two arms of thb lake and the sea. itia east and wbst polob 
of thb island were foruried. In the year |g|l, b; a band of grates 
under ibe command of one Monsieor La FlUe. A large majority 
oflhese outlaws are of that Class of Ihe populsUon Of iho state of 
Louisiana who fled from the Island of St. Domingo during tbe-troo- 
bles there, and took refoge to Uie Island of Cnba ; and when the 
last war between Prance and Spain commenced, they were, com- 
pelled io leave tbal bla^ with the abort notice of a t:w day*. 
Without ceremony, they eoleied U>e United States, the most of 
lliem tbe state of Loabtana. wl[b all tlie negroes they bad posoesaed 
in Onba. They were ooUHcd by tbe Governor of lliat.SI^C ^ the 
ebuse io the coosUluthuiWblcli forbade tlie importation of slaves; 
but, at the same time, received [he asaurance td fhe Goveipor that 
be would obtain, if p^Me* the approbation of. tbe General Go- 
vernment for Uieir retaining this property — The laiand of Bgm- 
laria is dtuateil abodt lal. 20 deg. tS min., Ion. 9t. SO. ; and b at 
remarkable for its hexjUt as for Ihe superior scale and sheN fish 
with which its waters abound. The chief Of this horde. like Charles 
de Boor, bad mixed with his many vices soipe virtuu. In the year 
ISIS, fhb parly had, frem its lorpitnde and boMnem, claimed the 
atteotion of the GoverDor of Louisiana t and, totir^ak up the eda- 
blbhraent, be thought proper to strike al tbe head. Re Jharefore 
ptfered a reward of 300 dollars for the head of Uonslenr Laf MUc, 
who was well known to tbq lahabilsnlsoT the dty of .Tpw Orleans, 
fromhisipimedbteconaexioD.and hboocb having been a fencing- 
roaster lu that city of great reputation, which art hp icaml In Buo- 
naparte's army, where bC was a captain. . Tbe reward which was 
offoretl by Ihc Governor for Ihe head ofLa Fine waianswered by 
. tt>e offer of a reward from tlie Utter of IS^OOO for (He hmd of Uie 
Governor The Governor ordered outa company Io mardi fr^ 
tbe city to La-Filtes island, and Ui bum and destroy all the pro- 
perty, and to, bring Id the city of Hpw OMeam all his bamlitli. 
This eompsoy. ontler tbe command of a man wbo had bnen tbe 
iQtimaie<asMclate of this ^Id Captain, approached very near to 
the fortified Island, before liesaw a' man or beard a soum), uniil 
he keen} a whistle, not unlike s boatswain's call. Then it wa* 
he fofiod himself surrounded by anned lu^n who had einer;?cd 
from Ihe secret avetiues which IM Inin Bayou. Hero ft was that 
the iQodeli) Chariesde Moor developed bis frw noble trails; for 
to Ihia maot whohadcome tq destroy his hfe and all thal was dear 
Id him, he Dotpnly spared his life, but. offered Mm Ibat wlifch 
would have made Uic hoomt soldier easy for the remainder of Ms 
days; wbfeh was Indignsnlly relhsed. fie then, with Ihe appro- 
bation of his captor. rcUimH to the eily. This dIrcuDuUnce. 
and tome concomitant crenw, pruvuil lhat Ibis band of pirates 
was oot to be taken by always b<m 

ainall in that qoarter,^x^kjkt^lov UesCniciloQ of flila iUicii 
^esfabttihmeat cool^ not them oniil angmented ; 

for an officer of Um iiavr,' w(fo 'n»Mi^f1ie gun-boatoon Uiatsta- 
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lUtmiie liinlbakn :-^uoi llbrM tn dace •iMnmB 

iQircutei?'* 


** T5ri Emperor Kvpoa wM.KkdowkdpH br'tf>c Senate, by (be 
IfqlUm. eotl by (be tveriaclal* bf Coul : bis uiirtl.tfriuce, eiid 
nJIJMary ulcflU. Here loodlf relebralnl; and tboac wbo derlied 
aoy prlsale bwnMt froni bia ^ermucnt'auoouocnl (n propbetic, 
t^aiaa Um rtaturaliian orpuUlc Mirily. . ' • 


By (bit ^haiDbfuLabdlaUon. he prb(raeted ure a fen yeard. tn 
a iorf amblBqoui aUlc, betweeu an Emperor and 'an Eillc, lUI 


Ciaaoa.'* DteUnt. nd Tal/, *o(. eL4». 22p.t 


i. ■ . 

'T is (lone— but yesterday a King! 

And arm’d with Kings to strive— 

And now thou art a nameless thing : 

So abject— yet alive ! 

Is this the itian of thousand thrones, 

Who strew’d our earth ^ ilh hostile bone.s 
And can he tluis survive ? < 

Since he miscall’d the Morning Star, 

Nor man nor liend hath fall’n so far^ 


> U. 

Ill'jniDded man! why scourge thy kind • ' 
WIk) bow’d so low the knop? 

By gazing 'oh thyself grown blind, 

Tlion taug^l’st the rest to see. 

With nii^U uuquesilon’d,— power to save,— 
Tliine only gift hath l)cen the grave 
Tatltose Utat worshipped thee; 

Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition’s le$.s than littleness! 


tiuo. hw* to retreat torn *n overwhcli^og force of Li Piltc'*. So 
BoodUtbebngncilUliooor the Btry aulhorised ao JUtadt, one 
wumade; tbe ovidlimW ofUtit baodilU has beco tbe result; 
and BOW Ibis almost invulnerable point aod key to ^tyr Orleans 
is dear of an en^y. it is to be hoped tbe guremnent wMI bold 
It by a rtron^railfUry force.**— ^mertfon f/fwtpoftr. 

Id Noble’s OootlDuaUoo OfCrangcr'sBiographical History, there 
is a BinflOlar passage lu iiU accoual of Arclibnhop Blackbouriie > 
awl y in »nne ineaMirir connected nltblhe prefcsjion of the hero 
of the foregoing ifoem, I capaot resist the temptaiion of Mlracluig 
there. 1s somethiog mysterious iu the bblory and character 
of Dr. Blackboume- The former is but imperfectly known: aod 
rc|>ort has even asserted bo was a buccaneer', and that ooc rtf bis 
. brelbrcu l(\ Uial profession having asked, on his arrival In agland, 
what liad become tA his old rtium, Blaekboifme, wa« antwettd. bo 
b ArchUhop of York^ Wo arc informed. Ibat Bbcklwume was 
installed subnlean pf Exeter in td04. which office be resigned la 
1708 ; but alter his succtsROr Lewis Barnet’s deaUi, In 1704, he rc- 
gainctl iU to the fo)lowing year he becaaye dean ; aod in 1714 lield 
w ith it the arcUdoanerrofCocMwall. lie was c«in«^craied bUhop of 
Exeter, Eebrtury 34« t transmed to Y'ark. ;^vemher 9B, 

1724. as a’rt'warvl, accoriHiig tucoUrl soaodal, foruuiliiigtteorge 1. 
to the Duchess of Munster.. Tliis, however, appeai-»to have been 
an DDfoimdcd calumny. As archbUbop be behaved wtHygrcalpru- 
dcnce, add was eqnally respeoiaMc as tlie guardian of the revefiuos | 
of die sec. Rumour whispered be retabfod tbe vices of Ids youth, 
and that a passion for the fail* sex formed an item in (lie fist of hia 
TTf a ko w**** ; hot an far frpoi coiivletdfl by seventy wUncascs, 

helloes not appear to have been directly criminated by one. In 
shorL I look u[Kin these aspersions as the effects of nferc tuaUce, 

• Uow b it possible a buccaneer sboirid have been *0 good a scholar 
aiBlackbourne ccrtalhly was? he who had so perfect a kDowlcdgc 
of die classics (particularly of the Greek tr3gedUils\ 4s to be aMe 
to road them with the ».in\e rase as he could hhakspcarc, must have 
taken great pjilns to acipiirc the learnctl languages : ami have bad 
both )f»ura and good masters. But lie was uodimbtrdiy educated 
at Clirj.<it*chiirol( College, Oxford. Ue is allowed to have liccm a 
pl(»sam nun ; UiU however was turned agllnit hiio, by its being 
said, ‘ be gained tnwe hearts Uian sotib.' 


The only voice that could sooth the passfouv of the savage {Al- 
phonse 111.1 was Inal i/an amiable and vuiuous wife, the sole 
object of hb lovt: the voice of Donna Isabella, Uiedaughier of iho 
Duke of Savoy, and the grandHlanghtcrof Philip II. King of Spain. 
—Her dying words sunk deep Intohb memory; faU.ficrce spirit 
melted into tears; aod after tbo last embrace. Alphonso mired 
Into his chamber to bewaii'lds Irreparable lusa, and to roedlute 
on the vanity of tuiman lif^**— Cikbon's MUcdUatieous kf'orKd, 
voL iii. p. 47S. 

> {The reader haaSecn that Lord Byron, when publishing **The 
Corsak," iivJaouary, 1M4, anDuuoced anappareuily quHeserioos 
resoIuM||b to withdraw, for some years at least, from jioelry. Hi* 
lettets of the February and March foUowlng abound In refietilkiu 
of the urae delemuiation. On the momiog of the ninlA of Aprll> 
he wrlic*— “ No awrc riiyme for— or rather l,havo 

taken my leave of tlut stage, and bcncefoitb will tnouplehaiih it 
DO longer.'* In the cvoDlog, a Gatelle 'BxIraordhiary anhevneed 
tiu: abdication of Fontainebleau, abd the poet violated hb vows 
□ext morning, composing Uib Ode, wihlcb be Imin^Utely pub- 
lished, llioughwillMK>tlils.uame. His diary says, “April 10. To- 
day I have boxed one hour— wriltcn an 0<le WfNai'Ol®®o BOooa- 
parte— copied it— eaten six biscuits— drunk four bottles of soda 
water, and retUe'away the rest of my time.”— E.J 

* t^ocaCbe urn thal UaaoUMi canUlBi, 

• and Hcigb ihe mistily dust Hbkb yet remaios : 

AXD U Till* suJ**— , 

1 know not that ihb w^ ever done In Iheoild worW ; at leasL wiih 
I regard to Hannibal ;* but in the SUtbtical Account of Scotland. 1 
find that Sir John Paterson had the cartotily to ccAlect, and wcigb, 
iht ashes of a person Jisedvered a few years staoein Uye parish ol 
i^des; which he was happily enobfetTlo do wittvgftal faedity. as 
“the liuldcof the coffin waaimioolb.aDd tbe wholo body vMble." 
Wonderful to relale, he found the whole did not exceed in weight 
oneinmccandabaif! ii«d is ims aUI Aksl the ^uof libraB 
ibeir b a satirical ciaggetalloo.— GifSbw.J • 
i [“i scad yon an addiUoual motto Irum Gibbon, which yoo 
wilt find tinguiwly appropriate.*'— Aord B.^to Sir* M. April 
12,1814.] 

1 f •• I dou'l kiww-bol I llduk /, cvep / (an loseet coapaitd 
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III. 

-Tiianks for that lesson-^it wHl teach 
To after-warriors more , 

Than iiigh Pliilosophycan preach* 

And vainly prcaoh’d before. 

That spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again* • 

That led them lo adore 
Tliose Paged things of sabre sway, 
>Vith frdnts of brass, and feetofclaj. 

^ ' • ■ 

The triumph, 'and the Vanity, 

The rapture of the fitrife-r' 

The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life; 

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem'd made but to Obey, 
Whcrawilh renown was rife — 

All queir^— Dark Spirit ! what roust be 
The madness of thy memory I 

V. ■ ' ■ ' ' 

The Desoiator desolate! 

The Virtbr overthrown ! 

The Arbiter of others' fate 
A Suppliant for his own ! 

Is it some yet imperial hope 

That with such change can calmly cope? 

Or dread of death alone? 

To die a prince— or live a slave— 

Thy choice is most Ignobly brave! 

VI. 

He who of old would rend the oak,* 
Dream’d not of the rebound; 

Chain'd by the trunk he vainly brok^— 
Alone— bow look'd be round ? 


II10U in the stenmessofthy strength 
An equal deed iiast done at length, 

And darker fate hast found : ' 

He fell, the forest prowlers’ ^>rey; • 

Bbt thou must eat thy heart away! * 

, . VII. 

The Roman,’ when his burning heart 
Was slaked with blood of Rome, 

Threw down-thc dagger— dared depart, 

In savage grandeur, home. — • ■ , . 

He dared depart in utter scorn 

Of men that such a yoke had borne, • . 

Tet left him such' a doom I ^ 

His Only glory was that hotir 
Of self-upheld abandon'd power. 

Viii. 

The Spaniard, when tl>e lust of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell,* ^ 

Cast crowns for rosaries away. 

An empire for a cell; 

A strict accountant of bis beads, 

A subtle disputant on creeds. 

His dotage trifled well : * ( 

Tet better had he neither known 
A bigot's shrine, nor despot's throne.* 

IX. j 

But thou— from thy reluctant hand 
Tlic thunderbolt is wrung — • ' ' 

Too late thou leav’st the high convnand 
To which thy weakness clung; 

AH Evil Spirit as thou art, * 

It is enough to grieve die heart ' '' 

To see thine own unstrung;' 

To think that God's fair world hath been 
Tlia footstool of a thing so mean ; 


Uvii erealure}, have my life oo caUi not a rollHuoth part 
of Ihiamau'*. Bnl, after all. a crown may not be wortJi dying 
for. Yet, (0 odUItc Z odI fur tills!!! Oh that Juyenal or John- 
son could rise from the deafi ! ' Rspende— quot libras In dnoe 
nimroo Inrenies? ’ 1 knew they were liRlit in the balance of mor- 
tality; Imt 1 thought ihdr living dnst weigltefl morerora/«. Alu! 
this imperial dlaraood hath a flaw In It, and U now hardly fit to 
stick in a glazier's pencil ^-Ihr pen of the hisfoiian won’t rate it 
worthaducat. P»ha!''somelliing (oomuch of ihU.* Bullwon't 
give lilni up even uow; (bough alMUs admirers have, like the 
Tbinrs. fallen from hira.’^— S. Diary, April S.J 

> “Certapilnb ^oudln **— tlin. exprtssioQ of AlUla in his ha- 
rangue (u bis artnx. prevlaus to (be battle of Chalons, given in 
Cassiodonis. 

• [ of town six days. On my return, find my poor little 
pagod, It.i|idleon. pushed off ills pedestal. It is hU own fault. 
Like Ifilo, be wcnild rend Uiet^t but it closed again, wedged his 
hands, and now. Ute beasts— 4(>ii, bear* down to llie dirtiest jackall 
—may alt tear him. That 'Muvovlte winter irtdged bU arms;— 
ever since, he iias fought with 1118 teet and troth. The last may 
#Un leave Ihrir marks ; and.’ 1 guess now ' (as the Yankees say ), 
that he wiU yrt |»lay (hem a pa-w."— a. Piary^ April I.] 

> Sjdla.— ; We IWhI the germ of this stanza In the Diary of the 
.eTeoin.!;i>eforc It was written “yrlbfuks Sylla iHil better; fur 
he revraged. aiul resigned in the height of Ills sway, red with Uio 
■laughter of hb %>es— the finest iiislapce of gtorioiis contempt of, 
the rascals upon recQtd. Dtacleslan 4id well too— Amurath not 


ambs, bad he bccoi&e aught except a dehriatS-Ch^fiieslhe Fifth 
but so SO; hot 5.ipuleon worst of alL"— 6. Diary, April 9.] 

4 "Alter 'potent spelP to ^quickening Spell : ' Uic firsf (as Po- 
lonius says) ‘Isa vile plirase.* and means nothing, besides being 
cormnon’placc and Rom M.itildaUh. After tinx rcsoliilion' of tmt 
publishing, thoogli our Ode-h a thing of little length and less con- 
Hoqucoce. it will be belter altogether that it is anonymous.'"— 
Lord B. to Hi'. XT., April 11.) 

s [CJiaricsihe Fifth, Fmperor of tiermapy, and Khtg of Spain, 
resigned, In 111^, his imperial crown to bis brother Ferdinand, ami 
. the kingdom of Spain to hU son Philip, and rcUred to a monastery 
in Ettremaduta, where be conformed, in biauapoer of living, to 
all (he rigour of monastic austerity,. Not satisiktl wHh IhTs. he 
dressed himiciriu Ids shroud, wu laid in his coffin with much so- 
Icmuiiy, Joined in the prayers vihlcb were offered up for the rest 
of lUs KHil, and miugled his tears with- tho^ wliicli Ills ailcndants 
shed* as if they had been cclebraUng a real fiineraJ.- H.} 

• * ('* 1 looked/* says Bo^wdl, " into Lord Kainu's's .sketches of 
the History of Man. iod menlloocd to Dr, Johnson his cenmre of 
Charles the Fifth, for celcbraUng his fuiu'ral ob>eqytr.H in Ids Ufo*, 
time, winch, I told him, 1 had Itccu used to tfrtiik a sulcnm apd 
afTecting act * Jorxsor. ■ "Why; Sir, a man may di.*po*c bU. 
mlnillo think so of that act ofGliariet; but it -is so liable to rKU- 
ciile, that if one man-out oC ten Uumsaud laughs al It, he'll make 
the, other nine thousand nine hundred and oiDcty*oine laugh Uw*** 
—Croker^s Bosvfetl,r<fi. iv. p. <02.] 
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■ ■ I- .1 

And Enrtb hath spilt tier blood for him, i 

Who thus can bbarf his own ! j 

And Monarchs bow’d *e trembling limfi, 

Andlhank’dbimforatlirone! j- 

Fair Freedom I we may hold tbee dear, , , 

When thus thy mightiest foes Ibeir. fear. , , j 

In humblest guise have shown. . ' r 

Oh! ne'er may tyrant leave behind ' '-j 

A brighter name to lore mankind! 

/ XI. ■ ■! 

' Thine evil deeds are writ in gore, . 

. Nor written thus in vain— . . . . - 

Thy triumphs tetl of fame no morc 4 _ | 

Or deepen every stain : i 

If thou hadst died as honour dies, ! 

Some new Napoleon might arise, . j 

To shame the world again — I 

But who would soar tlie solar height. 

To Set in such a starless night? | 

' ' XII. 

Weigh’d in the bajance. Kero dost 
Is vile as vulgar clay ; ’ 

Thy scales. Mortality ! are just 
To all that pass away : 

But yet niethought the living great 
4 Some higher sparks should animate, 

• To daszle and dismay : 

Nor deaii’d Contempt could thus make mirth 
■ Of tliese, the Conquerors of the earth.. 

XIII. j 

And she, proud Austria's mournful flower, 

Tliy still imperial bride ; 

Uow bears her brepst the torturing hour? 

Still clings she to thy side? 

Must she too hend, must she too sliarC 
Tby late repentance, long despair, ! 

' Thou tlironeless Homicide ? ] 

If still she loves thee, hoard that gem, j 

’T is Wortli thy vanish’d-diadem 1 ■ - ; 

XIV. . ' 

* 1 ' 

Then haste thee to thy snllen Isle, . , , j 

■And gaze upon the sea ; • . . _ ■ 


* f_ln iho origtoal Mg.— ' ^ . 

Bui Tib9 w»uM HmIii brkt|)l«*(<tar 

To«t nltbual One pArtliiK ru; » 

* [ItUwelllcDown that Cbuat ^eippertt, a genttem^n in the 

gtiltf* of the Emjkfror of Aiiytria. who was (irst pr««ntcfl to Uaria‘| 
latmiu within a fo«r days after. Na(Bt1i-<m'iiahiiicAtIufi, became ^ lu « 
>hc BCtitiel, her cKjinberl^in. and Ih^n her hJiiunt].' Hr U ut>l 1 
ti> have hecQ a mao t>f remarkably pfaln appejkraocc. the Count 
dted In t83t.— E.J ' 'I 

a [l)hiny«ia« the Ymm^er, eftleemed a ftreaier tyrant itun hU I 
falher. on beini; for U>e M-cood lime lunibhed from Syracuse, r6>' 
tired (o Corinth, where he was obliged Iv turn scboolnn*Kr lor a 
aubshitencr.— K.] 

a Thecageof BaJazet,bronler[ofTanlerUh6. . i 

* ProiDelbeu*. ’ 

V fa first draugttt— ' 


That eJenienl may me^t thy. smile — 

It ne’er was ruled by thee! 

Or. IrW with lliine all idle hand * ’ ; 

Id JoiteringoKiod upon the saud ' 

That Earth is ifow as free! 

. That Coriiilli's pedagogue' hatji now v 
Transfer'r'4 his by-word to thy browr 
. XV. X 

*. Thou Timour ! m bis captive's cage* 

What thoughter will there be thine, • 

While brooding in thy prison’d rage?. . 

But one — “ The world teas mine!” 

* Unless, like he of Itabylon, 

. All sense is with Uliy treeptrC gonCf 
Life will m>t lung eoiiliiie 
• That spirit pour’d so w idely forth — 

So long obey'd— so little worth ! 

XVI. 

Or, like the thief of firofrom heaven,* 

Wilt thou .w ithstand the shock ? 

And share with him, the unforgiven^ 

His vulture and his rock I 
Koredoom’d by God — by man accurst, * • 

And that last act, though not thy worst. 

The very Fiend’s arch iifock \i • ' 

He in his fall preserved his pride. 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died ! 
xvir. < . 

Tliere was a day — there was an hour, * ' 

WhHe earth was Gaul’s— Gaul lbintv-» 
When that immeasurable power 
IJnsated to resign, ^ * 

Had been an act of purer fame 
Than gatliers round Marengo’s name, 

And gilded thy decline 
Tliroagli the long twilight ofall time, ; • 

Despite some passing clouds ef crime. > • 
XVIH. 

But thou forsooth must be a king, 

' And don the purple vest, — 

As if that foolisli robe could wring 
Ueniembranee from thy breast. 

Where is that faded garment ? where 
The gewgaws thou wcrl fond to wear, 



“nesurtim>/arkiB<rKW(OfiMn. * . • . 

WbobaT«'nolBe^bt>llkB*9»la, , , 

Al tosK.vf ktiiglT stock ; ^ 

' since V KBS Btx**!- iHil Iboa but great, . 

TImju ranstnof qo^rrel »*Ub Ibf •, 

rwy OtiKl'iarcb IDWK- ) 

* To ItRB wbdIod. and luppoac ber rbaft*.^— SttKarctat, 

[ Wc Ilf neve them U no tlouTil of -the knccdoic here alliidoil U)~ Af 
XApoIttm* havlni^ found lepure .tor An uuwoxiby amours Ibc 

ve»:y oveftlngoMiis arrival al FoBUincbtNif '^E.) •. 

. • [Thi? ihrcc last alanzak, whieb Ldrd Byron haU been soUcUrd 
livMr. Miirrjy lo w6h 1 Ibe stamp cluiy'lben tmpbaol 

upon piibiicaUuns nW exEeedln^ a sb«l, wert not publWivU wllli 
lb« rest oMhe poem. **I don't. like lIlOT ■tall.’* layi bord 
•* and they had better he left d«tt. t^c facUs, t «n l Oo afiy imbR 
^ am ask,^ to do. however gledlj ai»>4l the end of a 

week my inirreat in a conpoaitloa gbei 
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Tb« star— the string— ihe cresi / 

Vain froward child of -Qinpire ? say,' • 
Are all thy plaj tilings snatch’d away ? 

• XIX. 

Where may the wearted'eye repo'^ 
When gazing ori the Great ; • 


.Where neither guilty glory glows, 

‘Nor despicable stale?. 

Yes— one— the irrst— the last— tlip hest^ 
The Cincinnatus of the West, 

Wlioiti envy dared not hate, ■ 

BequeaUi’d the name of Washington, 

To make man blush there was but one I* 


LARA;‘ ' 

‘ A TALE. 


CANTO THE FIRST. 

1. 

Tlie Serfs* are glad .through Lara’s wide domain, 
And Slavery half forgets her feudal ehaih ; 

He, their unhoped, but uuibrgotten lord, 


■ (InooeofLord Bjtoii'iMS. Dlarirt, begun at ItavcnnainMay, 
1891. we find tbe(ollowlng:-^*\VlMl»hall I «rlic?—auoihtT Jour- 
nal? 1 4hlak not. Any ihiAg tbat cumet U(>penuosl, aud call it 
Mf Oieliarary. 

hare oftw been puzilrd with hb cbaraclcr. 
Was he a great man ? Aswiredljr. Bill, not one of my great in*‘n. 
1 ^v^alwa)>a luCkcil upon Sylla u the gr* aiest chiracier la tii». 
lory, for laying down hw power at ibe mumenl when it wai— 

* tao grvit lo harp or (• rnlge.' 

and thus dMpislng then all. .At to the rcleoUdn of bit power by 
Auguakit. the UilQg w jt already sailed. II be bad glycu It U{>— 
the cninmoawealtb was gone— the rejwiblie was long past all re- 
lUsctUliofl. Had Brutut ami Ctssitit gained il»e batilc of Phlilppl. 
it would ool hav^reaiored the retnblic. lit dayt ended wlUi ibe 
Gracchi ; tW rrrt wat a mere atruggle of partict. Too might as 
well cure a consumption, or retloro a broken egg, at revive a ttatc 
to long a prey to every u|>permost soldier, as Rome had long been. 
At f<ica despotism, if Anguitus could have been. sure Uiat ^ll bis 
auccesson would have been like hiiiuelf— ,1 mean not as Octavius, 
but Auguslua) or KJpoleou could have insured the world ibat 
wone of hit tucceMOu wbiild have heed like Uraself-lh« aucicui 
ortnodem world might liave gone .on, 'like the emptre of Chlua, lo 
« slate oflethargic prosperity. Suppoac, (br inalance, ihai.lmtead 
of Tiberius and Caligula. Aisgutliuhad been imftie<liaiely succeed- 
ed by Nerva, Trajan, (lie Atrtoniitct, or. even by Tilua and hb 
^baf •diliereocc in our ntimaie of liimselfl-rSo far bom 
galaing by Uie cooirait. 1 ibtnk that one baif of our ditUkt' arises 
ftoin hit baviug beep helred by^ Tlberjns— and one half of Julius 
CaMar*a fame, from hk having had hlaenipire oonsolidalcki by Au- 
fUatua — kuppoaethal Uicrediad been »io Oflacint, and Tiberius 
had ‘jumped the life* }«etween. and at once aucewt^cd Julius ?t- 
Andyet it k difficult to say. whether hereditary right or popular 
choice produce iheworteraovCrdgm. fho RomtaGoiltursmakc 
a goodly show ; but iben they only rergued for a year, aud were 
under a tort of personal ohirgiiUon to 'ill^iiugiiisb Uiemndves. 
It laaliil nioae dilficuU lo say Wtiich form of government U the 
wortb-ajl are to bad. At for denfocracy. if it the worst of the 
whole; for whatk, ki fact, deiDo^€y?->an aristocracy of black- 
guards. "'.~£.j \ . 

* [On being midncled by t friend of his rrccnl promise uot to 
vrite any tnore fur year*— ‘‘There waa,** replied Lord Byron,’* ^ 
menial remryabon In my pact wlfti the public, in behalf of oiio- 
wpNiftj and, evenliad Uiei^nnt, the pruvocaiion was such as to 
make it phytiOBlIy Impotable to pojis over thu epoch of iiiumpiram 
lameness. ’T ia a aadbusIneM; and. afcer all, 1 shall ihink bigbei- 
4>f rhyme and reaaou, actl very humbly of ypur hemic pcople,.liii 
'*-Rlba beepatea a volcano, UrI acoda Idm pul again. I can't ibiiik 
it is all over yet/'— - ’ s. 


The long sHf-exHeddiieftain, is reslwreti: 

There be bright ftices in tire busy hall; 

Bow Is on the board, and banners on the ^ all •, 

Far cl\eckcring o’er the pictured window, plats 
The unwonted faggots’ hospita|)Ie blase ; ^ 

And gay retainers gatlier round the hearth, 

y\ ith tongues all loudness, and w ith eyes nil mirth. 


* 1 be reader is a^iprised, (hat die name of Lara being^tpanUb, aud 
no circuni'^tanceof local and natural descripUpn liilrig the scene or 
lieruof ibepoem to any country urag^. tbeword * Serf.' whicb could 
not be correctly a{kplied tolhe-lnwerclastes In Spain, who were 
never va&salt of the toil, has nevertheirsf been employed to de- 
sigtialc ihefolioweraof ourficbUuiMchlcAalo.— ^Lord Byron elsc- 
wtiere Intimate*, that he meant Lara for achierofihe klorea.— E.j 
(') {A few days after be had put tbofiiiisbing hand toUie “Ode lo 
KapolcoB Buonaparte," Lord Bymo adopted (bo most otraordl- 
nary retolubod that, perhaps^ evixentemf into Uk mind erf an 
aalhurof any celebrity. Anuoyed at the lonii ofdUparagemeoUn 
whicb hti aasallanls— Dol content with blackealdg bts moral and 
MK;ial character— Quw aflTcted lo apeak of hia geotui, amf sdnie- 
what morUfled, Uierek reasui hi b^cve, by finding that biaowa 
friends dreaded the effects of constant publicaiions on bia iiKIiiiate 
fame, he caiiic to ihe iielenhioa.N0n, not only lo print no OKfre in 
-future, but to purebase back ibv whole of his past copyrights, 
and suppress every Hue be liacTever wriUen. with this view, on 
Ibe 28th of April, be actually eocloacd tps publisher a draft fur the 
money. “For tdl (bUt’'1ie said, ''it might be gs.welf to assign 
aome reason : 1 have none to give,' except iny o\vo caprice, and l 
do not consider the circunutancc of consequence enough lo 
quire, explanation.*' An appeal, however, from Mr. Jl>irray, |u bia 
good-uJture and conshivratenesa, brougfal; In eight and forty 
hours, the Collowmg.rL-piy t— “ U your present nole is lerioda, and 
it really would be fiicooveDient, there i* an end of Ibe nutter t 
tear my draft, and go ou os uaual : tliot 1 perfectly acrioua, in 
wishing lo auppreaa ail Inture publicallon.'^ia Irtie; but ci^rtainly 
Dol lo interfere vitb the coorabienco of other*, and more parti- 
cularly your own." . / - 

' The Mlpw4ugpaasagesfn-lua Diar7deplcl(he statc ofLord By- 
ron'a mtmLit-thia periud-— “Murray has bad a letter from hb 
brother bndiopule ul Kdin^rgb; who uyi, ' be b lucky in having 
such a poef sonietliiug aa if one was .a pack horM*. or ' asa, -or 
aiif -thing (hat ia hu ; ''ur like Mn; Paciwuud, wlio replied lo aome 
enquiry after the Odes On Raaprv ‘ Lawa. Ur, we keepa a -poet.' 
Tbe same illualrious Rdiuburgh bookseller once sent an orderlor 
books, poosy, and cookery, wUb Lbb agreeable postscript— ‘ The 
Hhro/d and Cookery are nmcli wanted.' Jiijch ia Rimcl and. after 
all, quite asguudas guy oiber ‘lije in others* breaib.* 'T to much 
(Tie same to divide purctioMr* with Udonalt Ula<ne or llanoalt 
Mere."— March l7Ui, itedde ihe “Quarrels of Authors.* a new 
work by (bat nMl entertaining and reaearching wiiicr, UTIraeli. 

, Thry seem to be au irritable art. aiuT 1 wUh myself weB out of .it. 
^ru not nurcb through Coventry with them, llul’a lUL* What 
the devil had 1 lo do wUli scribbling? It b Iq^Btte lo enquire 
and all rogret b oaelesi. But ui’ it Wrro to do again— 1 should 
. wnle again, 1 suppose. Such b hmuau ualure, al least my shars 
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n. 

The chtef of Lara is return’d a^in : 

And why had Lara cross'd the bounding main > 
Left by hiS sire, too Voiihg siieh loss to know, 
Lord of.himself tliat l»erltageof woe, 

That fearful eitv|)ir6 w liich the'human breast 
iiut holds to rob the heart within of rest!— 

With none to check, and few to point in lime 
'I'he thousand pallis that slope the way to crime; 
Then', wfaeo he most required commandment, thea 
)lad Lara’s daring b|oybood govern'd men. 

It skills not, boots not, step by step to trace 
ills youth tbmdghall the mazes of its race; 

Short was the c.onrse its restlessness had run, 

But long enough to leave him lialf undone.' 

> 111 . 

And Lara left in youtli his father-land ; 

But from the hour he waved his parting liand 
Kach trace wax’d faUitef of liis course, till all 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recall. 

His sire was dust — his vassals could declare, 

’T was all tliey knew, that Lara was not tliere ; 
Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Cold in the many, anxious in the few. 

His hall scarce cdiocs with his wonted name. 

His portrait darkens in its fading frame ; 

Another ciuef consoled his destined bride. 

The young forgot him, and the old had died : 

** Yet doth he live I *’ exclaims the impatient heir, 
And sighs for sables which he must not w ear. 

A hundred scutcheons deck w ith gloomy grace 
The I.aras' last and longest dwclling*place; 

But one is absent from the mouldering lilc, 

Tliat now were welcome in that Gotliic pile. 


, IT. , 

He comes at last In sudden loneliness, 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess ; 
They more might marvel, when the greeting 's o’er. 
Not that he came, but come not long before : 

No train is his beyond a single poge, 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Years bad roll'd on, and fast they speed away 
To those tiial wander as to timse thaf stay ; 

But lack of tidings from anotlier dime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 

'niej see, they recognise, yet almost deem 
The present dubious/ ^ the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhood’s prime. 
Though sear'dby toil, and something toudi'd bytime; 
|lis faults, w'hate'er they were, if scarce forgot, 
Might be untaught him by his varied lot; 

Nor good nor ill of lute were known, his name 
Might yet uphold his patriinor^al fame : 

His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
No more tlian pleasiu'e from tlie stripling wins ; 

And such, if not yet harden’d tn their course, 

Might be redeem’d, nor ask a long remorse. ‘ 

Y. 

And they indeed were changed — ’t is quickly seen, 
VVhate'er he be, 't was not w hat he had been : 

That brow in furrow ’d lines liad fix’d at last, 

And spake of passions, but of passion past: 

'Hie pride, but not the lire, of early daysr 
Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise ; 

A high demeanour, and a glance that took' 

Their thoughts from otliers by a single look ; 

And tliat sarcastic levity of tongue, 

The stinging of a heart the world hatlrstung,* . * 


of it thougli 1 tlijtl 0>ink better of myself if I tiarr «rfuie to stop 
now. If 1 have 1 wife, and that wife lias a mo. 1 will bring u|»R>ftie 
heir in the moat anU-ppeiical way~fiiakc)iiii| a lavryer, or a pirate, 
or anything. Ont it he .writer, loo, I ahall be sure bo is none of 
mine, and will cut him off .with a Bank foken.''~** ApriMT. I 
will keep no further Jnurr^l ; atul, tO prerent me from returning, 
nkc addg, lo'Ute vomit of nienfury, I tear out ibe renulning leaves 
of Ilih yotume. ‘‘Dbfooll 1 shall go niad"‘ 

These cxtracu are from ilic Diary of Harcli and April. Before 
the end of Uaybe had l^egnb thtfcompoalUon of '‘Lara,'* which 
has been alnioM uniTcrully eonsidertilas theconiiniiailono(''The 
Corsair.*' This poem, was j>abll'hetl aiionymonsly in the foliowing 
August, in the same voluino willi Mr. llogersN elegant lab* of 

Jacqueline;'* an iraoalural and uninteiligiUe cihJiiucUan, 
which, however, gave rise to some pretty good jokes. “ I believe." 
aays Lord Byron; in one of his Icllcrs, “ 1 told ymi of Larry sml 
Jacquy. A frietMi of mine— at* feasl a friend of his— was reaflin;; 
said Larry and Jacquy in a UriglitMi Cfjach. A passenger took up 
the book and queried as lu the author. The ]in'prietur said, 
'there were ticoj— li> whicli the answer of lht‘ imknown was, 
•Ayi ay,r-a joint ctmeern. 1 shpposc. fummot like sirmWoU aqd 
Hup kina.' Is not this nceileuf? 1 would not have uUsacd the 
'Vilecomparbon* fo luve escaptd being. the 'Ascadea ambo ci 
cant arc pares. ' **— B.] . . * 

* [ Lord ByrouTs own lalo i« partly fold in this wclfon.— Sta 
Wai-niB Scott.) 

• [ It la ■ remarkable projicrly of the |>ociry of Lord Byron, that 
alUiough hli n^ner is frequently varied,— alUmugh hft appears to 
have assumed f»jr an occaslou the characteristic ilansa and style of 
several cooteniporaiies,— yet not only U bis |)octry juarked ia 


every instance by Uie strongesLcast of originality, but in some feaiL 
ing parUculars. and especially in tho ebarapter of his berucs, each 
story so closely resenfoied the other. thkt,.nuuaged by a^rilcr 
of leas power, the effect would have been an unpleasaoUiiQOohniy. 
All, or alinoft alt. bis heroes have Komewbat U»e aUrilhilet of 
Uillde Harold :— all, or aluKKt all. have minds which seem at va> 
rlaacewiUi their fortunes, and exhibit high and iwiguaiir feelings 
of imUi and pleasure; a keen sense of what is noble and bonoutW' 
bic ; and an equally keen snsceptibiUty of iidustice or injury, under 
the garb of stoicism or cooleiupt of mankind. Tbe strength of early 
passiou, and (be glqvr of yonlliful fcclInA, are uniformly paiuled as 
chilled nr subdued by a traiu of early Iniprodcnci-s or of darker 
guilt, and Ihcxense ofeujoynteattamisbed, by too inllmi^c an ac- 
quaintance wilb the vanity of hunciu wUltes. Theses general altri* 
bules mark tbe slcni features of all Lord Byruo's heroes, frotii 
those which arc shaded by the seal loped hat of the iUmlrious.fil-. 

grim, U) Uiuse which lurk under the turban of Alp ibtf Heoegado. 
It was reserved to him to present the sfam ebaracteron thb puhlio 
stage again auU again, varied only by Uie exefltons of Uial |ww er- 
fill gciihis which. Katxhiug dir springs utpautou and ul foeliug in 
tliclr inuernuMt ri*ccssc8. knew hdw to cooH>Uie ihdr operaiimK, 
so that die interest was elcmally varying, azxj ucv«n; abaletl, a:- 
Ihougli llie most iai(Mjrtant persoiuge of the drama retained Ibe 
same llnuatnenls. It will one day be comlJcrta as not the Iras* 
remarkable hterary |»liciiomeMuu of this age. dial Curing a period 
of tour years. tiptwidistandjDg tile quanilty ordi'tingMbItCil p<JcUcai 
laiciil of which we nuy be jiermitted to boast, a dngU; anUior-- 
and lie managing his pen with the ca^rltas and neglijteqt ease of a 
riiaa of quality, and choosing fur bis tlictne siibhMs so very sifot.- 
iar, and iKTsunages hcario^ so dose a resamblance to each other. 


Biqit ._-rc'bv L'.'jOgl 



LARA. aeo 


That darts in seeming'plaffulness around^ 

Aod makes those feel that will dot own the wound; 
All these ^m'd.his, and something more beneath 
Thkn glance could well reveal, or nccdU breathe. 
Ambition, glory, love, the common aim, 

That some can conquer, and that all would claun, 
*Within his breast appear'd no more to strive, 

Yet seem'd as lately they had been alive ; 

And some deep idling it were vpid to trace 
At moments lighten'd o'er hi& livid face. 

/’ ‘ 

Not much he loved long question bf the past, • 

Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast, 

In those far lands where he had wander'd lone, 

And — as liimself would liaveit seem— unknown : 
Yet these in vain Ids eye could R'arcely scan. 

Nor glean experience from his fellow man ; 

But what he had beheld be' shunn'd to show, 

As liardly worth a stranger’s care to know ; 

If still more prying such enquiry grew. 

His brow fell darker, apd his words mure few. 

VII. 

Not unrejoioed to see hjin once again, 

Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men; 
Born of high lineag^, link'd in high command, 

He mingled with the Magnates of his land; 

Join'd the carousals of the gre^t and gay, 

And saw them smile 6r sigh their hours away ; ' 
But still he only saw, and did not share, 

The common pleasure or tlie general care; 

He did not fpllow what they all pursued 
AVith hope sllll baffled, still to be renew’d ; 

Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain, 

Nor beauty’s preference, iid llie rival's pain : 
Around him some mysterious circle thrown 
Repell'd approach, and show’d him still alone; 
Upon his evT! sat something of repropf, 

That kept at least frivolity aloof; 

And tilings more timid tbatbelield him near, 

I silence gazed, or whisper’d mutual fear; 

And they the wiser, friendlier few confess’d 
They deem’d him better than bis air express’d. 

*T was strahgc — in youth all action anq all life, 
Burning for pleasure, opt averse froni strife; 
Woman— the field — the ocean — all that gave 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 

• In turn he tried — he ransack’d nll*bc|nw, 
And'found his recompense in joy or w oe. 

No tame, trite medium; for his feelings sought 
In that intenseness an escape from tliouglit r 
Tl>e tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed ^ 

On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 

The rapture of his heart liad look’d on high, 


And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 

Chain'd to excess, the slave of «ach extreme, 

IJow woke lie from tfie wildness of that dream? 

Alas! he told ngl- buthe did awake, 

To cursC'tbe wither'd heart that'would not break; 
IX,. 

Books, for bis volume heretofore was Man, 

With, eye more curious he appear'd to scan, 

And oft, in sQdden mood, for many a day, 

From ail communion he would start away : 

And then,1)is rarely call'd attendants' said, ^txead 
Tlirough niglit’s long hours would sound bis hurried 
O’er the dark gaRery, wdiere his fathers frown'd 
In rude but antiipie portraiture around : [known — 
Tliey heardr but whisperM — that must not be 
The sound of words less eartldy than his own. 

Yes, they who cliosc might smile, bqt some had seen 
They scarce knew what, hut more than should have 
Why gazed he so upon the^liastly head [been. 
Which liands profane had gather'd from the dead. 
That still beside his open’d volume lay; 

As if to startle all save him aw ay ? 

Why slept he not when others, were at rest? 

Why heard no music, and received no guest? 

All was not w ell, thej' deem'd — but where tile wrong? 
Some knew perchance — but 't were a tale too long; 
And such besides w ere too. discreetly w ise. 

To more than hint their knowledge in suripisc; 

But if tliey would — they could” — aroufid the board. 
Thus Lara’s vassals prattled of Uicir lord. t 

It was the night — and Lara's glassy stream 
The stars are studding, each with imaged lieam ; ' 

So calm, the w aters scarcely seem to stray, 

And yet they glide like happiness away; 

Kefiectiiig' far and fairy-like from high 
the immortal lights that live along the sky : 

Its banks are fringed witii many a goodly tree. 

And flowers tlie fairest that may fe.ut the bee; ' 

Such in her cliapict infant Dkm wove, 

And Innocence would olTcr to her love. " 

These deck the shore; the wavCs their channel make 
In windings bright and mazy, tike thasnaUe, ' 

All was so still, so soft in earth and, air, ■ 

You scarce would start to meCl a spirit there : * * ‘ 
Secure that liofight of evH'could deligiit 
To walk ih such o scene', on such anight! » * 

It was a moment pnly foi* the good : 

.So Lara deem’d, nor longer Ihere he stpod, 

But turn’d in silence to his caslle-gate 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate i- 

Such scene reminded him of other days, 

(Jf skies more cloudless, moons of purer blaze,- 
Of nights more soft and freqm'nf, h'cafts that now — 


1 

.^id, to des|jile of time clrcuiQtUmrjn, of ttfe imamiahle iitrl'- 
wiUi whir.li heAutially inu'vled l>i' hmws, ami uf Ihe pro- 
verbial OckleitCM of np pulUiC, luainLiiti Uie atcondency in Ibeir 
favour, which lie had aci|nired by till first matured prolmMion. 
So, however, Utndiipoubly b« been.— su VValtm scorr.y 


i.(ThU dcsrrigiionof Lara suddenly and nnexpeMediyretiimeil 
from dltiaul travels, aod re-assuiiiing his station id th« society uf 
Ijh Coniitry, has <lron|t tKiinls of rcsemblanee lu the p.irt 
\«rricli the aiitlior hlmsrlf seeinrd occJKioiially to hear amid tli<> 
scciKU wh:-ix ilte grtal mingle with the fair.— Sit Witru Seim.] 
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‘V V 


No-^not—t!ie 'stonn may Seat biion Ws brow, 
Unfelt — nnsparing— ;biit a night like thi«, 

A night of iieaulj’, mock’d such breast as bis. 




He turn’d within his solitary hall, . , , 

Apd his high shadow shot along the wall : ■ 

There were- the painted forms of other tithes, 

•T wasall they left of virtues or of cfiiites. 

Save vague'tradition; and the gloomy vaults • 

That hjd ttieie dust, their foibles, and their faplts 
Andhalf a column of the pompous page • 

That speeds the specious tale 'from age to age', 
tVliere bislory's'pen its praite or hlame supplies, 

-And lies like truth, and still most truly lies. 

He Wandering (nused, and as llie moonbeam shone 
Through the'dim lattice o’er the floor of stone. 

And the high fretted roof, and saints, that there 
O’erCotliic wuidows knelt in pictured prayer. 
Reflected- in fantastic litres, grevy ■ 

Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ; 

Uis bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom, ‘ 

And the wide wav ing oi his shaken plume, 
Clancedliboa spectre's attributes, and gave 
His that terror gives the grave. 

T was midnifbt— all was slumber; theJone light 
Dimm’d in t^ lamp, as loth to brc.vk the night. 

Hark !. there be murmurs heard in Lara's hall— 

A ■ sound— a yoice-v^a shriek^a fearful call ! 

A long, loud sliriek— and silence — did they hear 
That J'ra'nl ic echo burst the sleeping ear ? 

Tliey heard and rose', and, tremulously brave, 

Rush where the'souud invoked their aid to save; 

They come with half-lit tapers in their hands. 

And snatch'd in startled baste unbelted brands. 

>iti. 

Cohl as the marble where his length was laid. 

Pale as the bealp that o'ci' his features' phay'd, 

■Was Lara stretch'd ; his half drawn sabre near; „ 
Dropp'rf it should seem in more than nature's fear : 
Yet he w as firm, or had been lirm till uow. 

And Slill defiance knit his gather'd brow ; 

Though mix'd with terror, senseless as he lay. 

There lived uponbis lip the wish to sby ; 

Some lialf-form'tl threat in utterance there had died. 
Some imprecation of despairing pride;" 

His eye was olnjosl scal'd, but not for^Olii^ 

Even in Us trance the gladiat^? look, - 
That oft awake his aspect ^ 

And now was fix'd in horriblfeW^KWCi [speaks, 

Xhey .raise him— bear hira;-diu8h! he breathes, .he 
The swarthy bliish recolours in his cheeks, 

His lip resumes iu red ; his eye, Though dim, 

Rolls wide and wild; each slowly quiverig^i^ 
Eecalla itstuoclipn ; but his words arc stvi^ ' 

In terms that seem not of his native tongue; ^ . 
Distinct but strange, enough they undorstajtd 
To deem tlieiu accents of another Idnd ; • 


And 3uch' they were, and meant to meet .an eay 
That hears him, not^alas ! that canootbearj 
'XIY. - ’M ■ ■ 

His page approach'd, and he alone appear'd 
To know the import of the wor4s the>’ heard; 

And, by the clianges of his cl»^k anil brow. 

They were not such as Lara should 3 vow', 

Kor he interpret,— yet witlrl^s syrpriso 
•Than those around their chrellain’s state he ejeSc 
But Lara ’^prostrate form. he bent besid^ ■ • 

And in that tongue which seemMh»s/Own replied, 

And Lara heeds those'tonea that gently Seem 
To soothe away the horrors ortiia dream— •* ^ 
Ifdream it were, tbat'thus could overthrow 
A breast that Aieedcd not ideal w oe. * 

XV. 

^Vhate'er his frenxy dream'd or eye beheld. 

If yet remember'd ne'er to be reveal'd. 

Rests at his heart : Uie ^ustom'd morning came, 

And breaUied new vigour in lus idiakeo frame i 
And solace sought he none from priest nor leech, 
And soon, the spine in movement and in speedt, 

As heretofore he fill'd the passing hours,— 

Nor less he smiles, nor njore his forehead loM'ers, 
Than these were wont ; pnd if the coming night 
A |ipear'(f less welcome now tO' Lara's’ sight, 

He to his man ejling vassals show’d it not, 

Whose shuddering proved their fear was less forgot. 
In trembling pairs (alotte they dared not) crawl 
The astonish’d slaves, and shun the fated bdll; 

The w aving banner, and the clapping door, 

The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor ; . 

The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 

The Happing Iwt, the night song of the breeze ; 

Aught they behold of bear liieir thought appals. 

As evening saddens a*er ttic dark gray w alls. 

XVI. . . . 

Vain tliougbt t that hoar of ne’er unravell’d gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
A seeming of forgetfnlncss, that made ' • . . > 
His vassals more amazed nor less afraid— / 

Had memory vanished tlien ^th sense restored? 
Since word, *or look, nor gesture of their lord- 
Betray'd a feeling lliat rehaird to these 
tliht fever’d momeht of his mind’s disease. 

Was It a dream ? was his the voice Uvat spoke 
Those strange wild accents; his the cry that broka , 
Their slumber! his the oppress’d, o'erlabour’d heart 
That ceased to be^t, the lo. k that made Uiemstart? 
Could he who tlws had suffer’d so forget. 

When, such as saw tjiat suffering shudder yet? 

Or did that siJeiic*^ pfove his memory fix’-d 
I Too dciipfltf words, judeMble, iminix’d;- 
I In that corroding secr«y which gnaws 
' TIic heart 10 show the effect, but not the cause? 

' Not so Ilf him; hisbteast'had burled both, 

I .Nor common gazers could discern the growth 
j Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave bojf tbld ; 

1 THIv choke tlie feeble words that wouM unfoM^ 


-BigitiVw+'^r^cjbgfL 
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JLYll. 

In him hiexplicably mix'd appeared 

Much to behoved and hated, sought and fear'cT; 

Opinion rarying o'er hi$ hidden lot7 

In praise*orraiiih 9 ne’er bianam^forgpt : 

His silence fomrHJ a theme for others' prate^ [fate. 
They guess'd — titeygaecd — they fain nwuld know his 
tVhat had heb^n? what was he, thus iihknow'n, 
AVho walk’d their world, his lineage only kiiuw n ? 

A hater of his kind? yet some would say, 

With therohecould^em amidst tliegay; 

But ow n'd that sinile,'if oU observed and near/ 
Waned in its'mirtb, and wither'd, to a sneer; 

Tliat smile miglu reach his lip, hot pass'd not 'by,. 
None e’er could trace its laughter to his eye : 

Yet tlien wassoftness^tou iu his regard. 

At times, a heart as lu^t by nature hard— 

But once perceived, .his sjiirit seem'd to chide 
Such 'yreakness, as. unworthy of its pride, - 
And steel’d itself, ns scorniitg to redeem 
One doubt from others’ halhw ithheld esteem; 

In self'inllicted penance of a breast 
Which tenderness r\iiglil once have wrung from rest ; 
In vigilance of grief (hat would compel 
The soul to hate for liaving loved too well. 

wiif. 

There was in'hiin a vital scorn of all: 

As if the worst had fail'o wiiidi could befall. 

He stood a stranger in this breatiung world, 

An -erring spirit from another hurl'd ; 

A thing of dark inmgyrings, that shaped 
By clioice the perils he b) cl>ance escaped; 

But 'scaped in vain, for in-their menuwy yet 
His mind would half exult and lialf regret : 

With more capacity for love than earth 
Bestows on nmst of mortal niould aud birth. 

His early dreams of good oul^ripp'd the truth, 

And troubled manhood follow'd baffled youth ; 

\\ilh thought of years in pBantom cliasc inis|lent, 

And wo4rtcd powers for belter purpose lent; 

And fiery passions that luid pour’d Uieir w'ralh 
In. hurried desolation o’er his path, . . 

And left U»e belter feelings all at strife 
In wild i‘eAection o’er his stormy fife: 
Bulhaughty^till, and loth liimself-to bIame^ 

He Call d on Nature’s' self to share the shame, ' 

And charged all faults Upon the fleshly form ' 

She gave to clog the soul, and feaist the wmrm ; 

Till heat last confounde<1 good and fU, 

And half mistook for fate the acls^ of w ill : 

Too high fo^ common scllisbness, be c.6uid 
At limes resign his ow-n foVoiheys’ good, 

But not in pity, noti>ecause he ought, 

But in some strange perversity of thought. 

That swajr’d him onward with a secret pride 
To do what few or none would dp beside ; 

Ams same impulse w*onW, in tempting timie, 
•Mislead l)is spirit equally to crime ; 

So much hejoar’d ^ond, or sunk beneath. 

The men with whom he felt cohdentn’d to breathe. 


- And long'd by good or i|] lo separate 
Himself from all who slnurd his mortal state; 
His mind abhorring this, had fix’d her llirqne 
Far from tlic world, in regions of her own : 
Thus coldly passing all that pass’d t)elow , 

His blood In temperatyseenung now would flow* 
Air! luippier if it ne'er With guilt hadglBw'd,' 
But ever in that icy smoothness flow’d ! 

’T is.triie, with other men their path he walk'd, 
And like the rest fu reining did m»d talk’d, ' 
Nor outraged Reason’s rules Ih* flaw nor start— 
His madness wa.srjot of the head, Imt heart ; 
And .rarely w ander 'd.in Ills speech, or drew 
Uis thoughts so forih as to offend ibd view. 

XLX. 

With all that clulling mystery of mien. 

And seeming gladness to remain unseen. 

He had (if ’t w ere not nature's boon) an art 
Of fixing memory on another's heart : 

It was not love perchance— nor hate— nor aught 
Tliat words con image lo express the thought ; 
But they who saw'hini did not see in vain. 

And once beheld, would ask of him again: 

And tlioseto whom he spoke remenilrer'd well, 
And on the words, however light, would dwell : 
None knew, nor how, nor why, but lie entwined 
Himself perforce around tlic hearer’s mind ; 
Tlicre he was .stamp’d, in liking, or in hate, 
Ifgreeted once; However hrief.lhe dale ' 

That friendship, pity, or aversion knew, . 

Still there w iil\in the inmost thouglil he grew”. 
You could not |>enetraie his aoul, hut fonnd. 
Despite your wonder, to yoiir ow n he wound ; 
His presence haunted still? and from the breast 
He forced an all unwilling interest ; 

Vain was the struggle in that mental net, 

His spirit seem’d lo dare you Ih forget ! ** 

, 'xx: 

Thfre is a festival, where knights arid damn. 
And aught lliat w'ealth or loft,' lineagc-elaiiiis,' 
Appear *, — a highivorn and a welcome ^lest 
To Ohio's hall came I.ara ,<itli thcrcst. 

The long carousal siiakn the illuminwl halt, 

ell speeds alike the banquet ami ihe'baTlt ' 

And ilie gay dance of bounding heout>'*s train '' 

. IJnks^race anti liarinoin ih happiest chain • 
niesi arc tl |0 early hearts and gentle liandS 
Tliat mingle there in well according hands ; 

It is a sight the careful brow' imght sniooih, 

And make Age smile, and drepui itst/ftq youth. 
Arid kfluth forget such lio^wasjiast qn earth. 
So sprhigsThe exulting bosom to that mj>tli ! 

And Lara goaed on these, sedately glad. 

His brow belied him if his soni was sad; 

And his glance follow'd fast cadi fluttering fair, 
AVhose steps of liglitness woke no echo tliere : ' 
He Ican'd against the lofty pillar-nigh. 

With folded arms and long attentiv, eye, , . 
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i^or mark’d a ghnee so sternly lU'd on his— 
lll’lirook'd high. Lara scrutjjny ISietliis : 

At length he caught it, is a face unknown, 

Jtut seems as searching his, and his alone ; 

Prying and dark, a stranger’s by Ids mien, 
wiio Still till now had gazed on him unseen : ' 

At length encounteriag meets tho mutual gaze 
Of keen enquiry, and of mute amaze ; 

On Inara’s glance emotion gathering grew. 

As if distrusting that the stranger llirew; 

Along the stranger’s aspect, lis’d and stern, 

Fbsh’d more Uian thence llic nllgar eye pould learn, 
ixn. 

” ’T is lie! ’I the stranger cried, and those that heard 
He-echoed fast and far llic w hisper’d word. 
•■’TiShe!"— “’Tis who?”thcyqucstionfarandneat. 
Till louder accents rung on Lara's ear ; 

So widely spread, few bosoms well could broOk 
The general marvel, or that single look : 

Hut l.ora slirr'd not, changed not,— tlic surprise 
Tliat sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seem’d now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 
Glanced his eye round, though still thestrangergazed; 
And draw ing nigh, exclaitn’<h "'>11' haughty sneer, 

“ ’T is he!— how came he thence? — what doth he 
here?” 

XXIII. 

It were too mudi for Ijra to pass hy 
Such qficstiona, so reiiealcd fierce and high ; 

With look collected, hot w ith accent cold. 

More mildly firm than pctiilonlly Imld, 

He turn’d, and met the inquisitorial tone— 

’• Mv name is I.ara ! — when Uiine own is known, ^ 
Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 
The uhlook’d for courtesy of such a knight. 

"tM laira !— further wouldst thou mark or ask? 

I sbtiu no question, and 1 wear no mask.” 

o Thou shnnn'st no question 1 Ponder — is there none 
Thy heart must answer, though thine earwonld shun? 
And denh’st thou me unknown too > Gaze again I 
At least thy memory wqs not given in vain. 

Oh I never canst thou cancel half tlie debt. 

Eternity forbids thee to forget.” • . 

With slow and seardiingglanlteupon his face 
Grew Lara’s eyes, hot nothing there could trace 
They knqw, or chose to know— with dtibloiis look 
Me deign’d no answer, but his head. he shook. 

And half contemptuous Uirn’d tO pass away ; 

Hut the stern stranger motion’d him to stay. 

” A word!— I chdrge thee stay, add answer here 
To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer ; 

But as thou wa'st andzrli-^nay, frown not, lord. 

If false, ’t is easy to disprove the woVdrr- 
But as thou wasl and art, on thee looks down. 
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy frow n. 
Art thou not he? whoso deeds-^” 

, f' ■yviiale’er 1 be, , 

Words wiW as th8te,'ao«lteis like to tlice 
I list no further t those with whom they weigh 
May hear the rest, not Venture to galnsiiy 


The w ondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
Whicli thus begins so courteously aqd well. 

Let Olho clierisli here Ids |>olish’d guest^ . 

To him my tlianks and thoughts sliSII be espr^’d.” 
And here tlieir wondering host liatli interposed — , 

“ Whale’er there he between you' undisclosed. 

Tills is no time nor fitting place to niar 
The nilrlhful meeting witli a wordy war. 

If thou, Sir Ezzelin, liast aught to ^ow 
1\ hicli it befits Count Ijra's ear to know, 

To-morrow, liere, or elsewhere, as mar best 
Beseem yoiir inutiul indgnient, speak the rest; 

I pledge' myself for. tliee, as not unknown, 
riiough, like Count Lara, how return’d alone 
From other lands, almost. a stranger grown; 

.‘\nd if from Lara’s lilood knd gentle birth 
1 augur right of courage and of worth. 

Me will not that Untainted line belie, 

Xor aught tlial knighthood may accord, deny.” 

“To-morrow be it,” Ezzelin replied, 

“And here our semral worth and truth be tried; 

I gage my life, my falcliion to attest 
My words, somiay I mingle with tlic blest 1 ” 

Wliat answers Lara? to its centre shrunk 
Uis soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 

The words of many, and tlic eyes of all 

'Tlnit there were gatlicr'd, seem’d on him to fall ; 

But bis w ere silent, bis appear’d to stray 
1 n far forgetfulness aw ay — a way— > 

Alas I that heedlessnesS of all around 
Bespoke remembrance only loo profound. 

XXIV. 

“ To-morrow I— ay, to-iilorrow I " further word 
Than those repeated- none from Lara heard ; 

Upon his brow no outward passion spoke ; 

From his large eye no Hashing angec broke ; 

Yet there was sometliing fir’d in lliat low tone,' 
Wliieh show’d resolve, determined, though unknown. 
He seized liis cloak— his head hp slightly bow'd. 

And passing Ezzelin, he left ll\e crowd ; _ 

And, as lie pass'd, iii’m, smiling met the frown 

With which that chieflain’shrowwouldhearhiindown: 

It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 
Tliat curbs to scorq^the wrath itcannot hide; 

But tliat of one in Ms own heart secure 
Of all that he would do, or could endure. 

Coiild this mean, peacd ? the cahnqess of tlie good ? . 
Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ? 

Alas I too like in confidence are e.Tch, 

For man to trust to mortal look or speech ; 

From deeds, and' deeds alone, may he discern * 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

. XXV. 

And iJra call'd his page, and went his way— 

Well could tliat stripling word or sign obey ; 

Uis only follower from those climes afar, 

Wlicrc the soul glows beneath q brigliler star. 

For Lam left the shore frort whence lie sprung. 

In duty patient, and sedate though young ; 

Silent as him he seryed, his faith appears 
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Above his station, ood beyond his years. 

'rhough not unknown the tongue of lara*i load, 

In such from him he rareiy heard command ; 

But fleet his step, and cJearliis tones would come, 
AVhen Lara's Up breatlied forth the words of home : 
Those accents, as hisjiative mountains dear, 

AWake their absent echoes in his ear. 

Friends^ kindreds’, parents’, wonted voice recall, 
Now lost, abjured, for one— his friend, his ^11 
For him earth now disclosed no other guide; 

^Vhat marvel dien he rarely left his sjde? 

.» XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
That brow whereon his native sun had ^te, 

But had not piarr’d, though in his beams he grew, 
Tlie cheek where oft the unbidden blush shone through; 
Yet not such blush as mounts whenhealtli would show 
All the heart’s hue in that deliglited glow; 

But ’t was a hectic tint of secret care 
Titat for a burning moment fever'd there : 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'd caught 
From high, and lighten'd with electric tliought, 
TJiougb its black orb those long low' lashes’ fringe 
Had temper'd with a melancholy tinge ; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there,. 

Or, if ’I were grief, a grief lUat none should share : 
And pleased not Him the ’sports that please his age, 
The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page; 

For hours on Lara he would fix his glance. 

As alUforgotlen in thdt watchfitl trance ; 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wander’d lone, 
Brief were his answers, bnd-his (questions none ; 

His walk the wood, hii sport some foreign book , 
His resting-place the bank that curbs the brook : 

He seem’d, like him he served, to live apart ■ 

From all that lures tlie eye, and fills the heart; 

To know no brotherhood, and take from earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon— our birth. 

, xxvn. 

If aught he loved, 't was !.jra;.but was shown 
His faith in reverence and in deeds alcfne; 

In mute attention; and hia care, which guess’d 
Eadi wish, fulfill'd it ere the tongue express’d. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 

A spirit deep that brook’d not to.be chid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile bands, 

Id act alone obeys, his air conuuands ; - 
As if ’t was Lara’s less Htnii hi* desire 
That thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

Slight were the tasks enjoin'd him by his lord. 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword; 

To tune his lute, or, if he will'd it more. 

On tomes ofotlrer limes and tongues to pore; 

Bui ne’er to mingle with tlie menial train, 

To whom he show'd nor deference nor disdain, 

But that welbw'Orn reserve which proved he knew 
No sympathy with that familiar crew t 
His soul, whaie’er hi.s station or his stem, 

Could how to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of bi^r birth he seem'd, and better days, 


Nor mark of ^-ulgar toil (list liand betrays, 

$0 femininely white it might bespeak. 

Another sex, when matched withYbat smooth dieek. 
But for his and soineUting in his gaze, 

More wild and high than woman's eye betrays ; 

A latent fierceness that far more be<^me 
^ His fiery climate than bis tender frame : 

True, in bis words it broke not fropi his bteast,. 

But from bis aspect might be more tlian guess’d. 
Kaled bis name, Uiough rumour satd lie bore 
Another ere he left bis mountain-shore; 

For sometimes he would bear, however nigh, 

That name repeated loud without reply, 

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again, 

Start to tlie sound, as but remember’d then ; 

Unless 't was Larins wonted voice Uiat spake. 

For then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake, 
xxvm. 

He had look’d down upon the festive hall, 

And mark'd that suddeu strife so mark’d of all; 

And when tlie crowd around and near him told 
I'hetr wonder at the calmness of the bold, 

Their marvel how the high-born Lara bore 

Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore, ' ' 

The colour of young Kaled went and came, 

The lip of ashes, and the cheek of (laiiie; 

And o’er his brow llie dampening heart-drops threw 
Tlie sickening iciness of that cotd dew, 

That rises as the busy bosom sinks 
With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 
Yes— there be things which we must dream and dare, 
And execute ere thought be half aware : 

Whaie’er might Kaled's be, it was enow 
To seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 

He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 

That sidelong smite upon the knight he past ; ' 

When Kaled saw* that smile Ins visage fell, 

As if on something recognised right w ell ; 

His Diemory read in such a meaning more 
Than Lara’s aspect unto. others wore : 

Forward he sprung— a moment, both were gone, 

And all w'ithin that hall seem'd left. alone;* 

Eacii had so fix’d his eye on Lara’s mien, 

All had so mix'd their feelings with that scene, 

That when his long dark shadow through the porch 
No more relieves the glare of yon high torch. 

Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 
To bound as doubting from too bbck a dream. 

Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth, 

Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 

And they are gone — but Enelin is there. 

With thoughtful visage and iinperioai air; 

Bat long remain'd not ; ere an hour expired 
Uewaved his band to Otho, and^retired* 

XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest 4 
The courteous liost, and nil-approving guest, « 
Again to that accustom'd coudi must creep 
Wlierc joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 

And man, o’erlobour’d with his being’s strife, 

5.1 
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Shrinks tp that sweet forgetfulness of life*: 

There lie love’s feverish hope, and cunning’s guile, 
Hate’s worting brain, and lull'd ambition's wile; 
O’er eacJi vain eye oblivion’s pinions wave, 
AndquenAV.enst^ce croin^es in a grave. 

What better name may slumber’s bed become ? 
Night’s sepidchre, tb$ universal home, 

^Vhe^c weakness, strength, vice, \irtue, sunk supine. 
Alike in naked. helplessness recline; 

Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath, 

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of ddath, 

Ajid simn, though day but dawn on ills increased. 
That sleej), the loveliest, since it dreams the least. 


LAR.\. 

« ♦ 

CA!«TO TH« SBCOnt). ' 

I. 

Night wanes — the vapours round the mountains curl’d 
Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world. 

Man bns another day to swell the past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last ; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam. 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. 
Immortal man ! behold her glories shine, v 
Aud cry, exulting inly, “Tliey are lliiiiel ” 

Gaze on, while yet thy gladden’d eye may see; 

A morrow comes wlien they are not for thee : 

And grieve what may above thy scnsclesg bier, 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall, 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all ; 

Bui creeping things shall revel in their spoil, 

And flt thy clay to fertilise the soil. 

u. 

T is mom — ’t is noon— assembled in the hall, 

The gather’d chieftains come to Otho’s call ; 

’T IS now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Ixira's future fame ; 

When Ezzelin his charge may here unfold, 

And whatsoe’er tl>e tale, it must be told. 

His faith was pledged, aud l.ara’s promise given. 

To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 

WTiy comes he not? .Sucli truths to be divulged, 
Methinks the accuser’s rest is long indulge. 

III.' 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 

W'ith self'Confldtng, coldly patient air-; 

Why cornea not KzZeiin ? The hour is past, 


I And murmurs rise, andOtho’s brow’s o’ercast. 

^^1 Know my friend 1 bis faith f cannot fear, 

If yet he be on earth, expect him here ; 
rhe roof that held bim in the valley stands 
Between my own and noble Lara’s lands; 
j My halls from such a gue^t had honour gain'd, 

! . Nor had Sir Kzzelin bis host disdain’d, 

! But that some previous proof forbqde his stay,- . 

' \nd urged him to prepare against to*day; 

The word I pledged for his 1 pledge again, 

Or will myself redeem his knighthood’s stain.” 

He censed— and I.ara answer’d, 1 am heto, 

I To lend at thy demand a listening ear 
To tales of evil from a stranger's tongue, 

I W hose words already might my heart hare wrung. 

But that I deem'd him scarcely less than mad. 

Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

1 know him not — but me it seems, he knew 
In lands where — Imt I must not tride too : 

Produce this babbler— or redeem the pledge ; . 

Here in thy hold, and with thy falchion’s edge.” 

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 
His glove oil earth, andforth bis sabre flew. 

“ The last alternative befits me best. 

And thus I answer for mine absent gu'est.” 

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom. 
However near his own or other’s tomb ; 

With hand, whose almost careless cooloess spoke 
Its grasp welUiised to deal Uie sabre*stroke; 

W ith eye, though calm, determined not to spare. 

Did Lara too his willing weapon bare. 

In vain the circling chieftains round them closed, 

For Oliio's frenzy would not be opposed ; 

And from his lip those words of insult fell— 

His sword is goixbwho can maintain them well. 

IV. 

Short was the conflict ; furious, blindly rash. 

Vain Otho gave his liosom to the gash : 

He bled, and fell ; but not with deadly wound, 
Stretch’d by a dextrous sleight along the ground. 

Demand thy'llfc ! ” He answer’d not : and Hu n 
From that red floor he ne'er had risen again, 

For Lara’s brow upon the moment grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue ; , 

And fiercer shook his angr}’ falcliion now , 
Tlian w hen his foe’s w as levell'd at his brow ; 

Then all was stem conectcdocss and art. 

Now rose the unleaveu’d hatred of liis heart ; 

So little sparing to fhe foe be fell'd, 

That wlicn tlie approaching crowd his arm witldield. 
He almost turn'd the thirsty point on those 
Whp thus for mcrcy dared to interjiose; 


■ [Lord Byruu srcmslo have UkcM wliimalcaljHeaiwrv indU* 
Bp]Miinilng, bjr bW •ccoml Cautu, tiMtt tff the rxpectaiions which 
he had esdUtl by Ihc bnt. For. wflhout Ihd rcsusciiaUon of Sir 
tvAcUn, han't myitlrnoutTlMOn (n hU aiiUqiie hail bc^oroet a 
mi-iT nuckst piece of inmber, ina{tplicab)e to any inlelltKible pin - 
pM«c;.~(he character of Uedori, whom we hid been MHdlrd In 
behold Trrjr coDlriUcdl) dumeiticaled io the PtraCe’t f$land, with- 


out rn<|iiii-inR whence or why the had cmigraied thither, h. by 
meant of wme my*ierto(i)i rrlatioo betweeaherand Sir Kuelin, 
involved in vny ditasreeabte amblsuily ;>>aiid, fnribrr, the blah* 
minded and gencrout Conrad, who had pwlcrrod death and tor- 
Inra to Ufe and iihrriy, if piirehased by a nifthUy munier, it de- 
ftndui into a rife and cowardly aaaaatlu.— Gintui Fllid.] 


URA. 




But to « moiDMl^s thought Uiat purpose tent ; ' 
Yet look'd he.on him itill with eye ioteut, 

As if be loathed the ioeiTectual strife ' 

That left a foe^ howe>r o'erthrown, with life ; 

As if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had sent its victim onward to bis grave.' 

. V. . • . 

Tl)ey raised the bleeding Otho, and the l^ech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech ; 

The others met within a neiglibouritig hall, 

And he, incensed ond heedless of tl)eni all,. 

The cause and ron<}ueror in tliis sadden fray, 

In haughty silence slowly strode av^ay; 

He back'd his ste^, his hon^ward path he took, 
I'ior cast on Otbo's towers a single look. 

' vi.‘ , 

But where' was be ? that Jheteor of a night, 

Who menaced but to disappear with light. 

Where was this Ezzelin ? who came and-w eut 
To leave no other trace of his intent. 

He left the dome of Otho long ere.morn, 

In darkness, yet so well the path was worn 
He could not miss it i near lus dwelling by ; 

But there he was not, and with coming day 
Caine fast enquiry, which unfolded nonght 
Except Uie absence of the cliief it sought. 

A ch^ber tenantless, a steed at rest, 

His host alarm'd, his nturmuring squires distress’d : 
Their search ext^ds along, around the path, 
lo dread to meet the marks of prowlers' wrath ; . 
But none are there, and not a brake hath borne 
Pior gout of blood, nor shred oC mantle tom ; 

I^ior fall nor straggle bath defaced the grass, 

Whicli still rebips'a mark where murder was; 

ISor dabbling fingers left to tell the tale. 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail, 

TVhen agonised hands that cease to guard, 

Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sw^rd. 
Some such liad been, if here a life was reft. 

But these were not ; and (^btiug hope is left ; 
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara’s name, 
^ow daify mutters a'er his blacken'd fame; 

Then sudden silent when bis fotm appear’d. 
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear’d . 

Again its wonted wondering to renew,. - 
And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

vti. 

Days roll along, and Otho’s wounds are heal'd, 

But not his pride ; andliate no more conceal'd : 

He was a man of power, and Lara's foe, 

The friend of all who sought to work him woe. 
And from his country's justice now Ueniands 
Account of Ezzelin at ^a's hands. 

Who else than Lara could liave cause to fear 
His presence? who hud made him disappear. 

If not the man on wlioin his menaced ciiarge 
Had sate too deeply were he left at large > . 

The general rumour ignorantly loud, 

The inyster)' dearest to the curious croud ; 


Tlie seeming friendiessness of him ubo strove 
To win no coiili^ce, and wake no love; 

The sweeping fierceness whidi lus soul lietray'd. 

The skill witli which he w ielded his keen blade ; 
Where had lus ariq unwarlike caught Uiat art ? - . 
Where bad tIuH fierceness grt)wn upon his heart? 
For it was not Uie blind capricious rage^ 

A word can kindle and a word assuagd; 

But tlie deep working of a soul unmi)fd . < . 
With aughrof pity where its wratli had fix'd ; 

Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that 'a merciless : 

These, link’d with that desire which ever sways • 
Mankind, the ralhec to condemn than praise, 

'Gainst Laipi gatlieriag, raised at length a storm, 
Such as liiiiiself might fear, and foes would form, 

I And he must answer for the absent head 
Of one that haunts him still, alive ordead. 


' Within that land was monyk malcontent, 

; Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent; 

‘ 'fhatsoil full many a wringing despot saw, 

Who work'd his wantonness in fqrm of law ; 

I..ong war without and frequent broH within 
' Had iitade a path for blood and giant sin, 

Tliat waited but a signal to begin 
^iew havoc, such as civil di&cord blends, 

W hich kitow^ no neuter, ow'os but foes or friends ; 
Fix'd in Ins feudal fortress eacli was lord, 

In word and deed obey'd, in soul abliorr'd. 

Thus Lara had inherited his fpnds, 

And w itli them pining hearts andslnggish liands; 

But that long absence from his native clime 
Had left him stkioless of oppression's crime, ' f? 

And now, diverted by his milder sway. 

All dread by slow* degrees liad w ora away. 

Ttie menials felt their usual awe alone, 

But more fur him tlian them that fear was grown ; 
They deem'd him now unhappy, though at first 
Their evil judgment augur’d of tlie worst. 

And each long restless night, and silent mood. 

Was traced to sickness, fed by solitude : 

And though his lonely habits threw of Into 
Gloom o'er his^lian^ter, cheerful was his gatet 
For thence tlie wretdied iie'erunsooUlad withdrew. 
For them, at least, bis soul coiiqiassioD knew. 

Cold to the great, contemptuous to the hi^, 

The bumble pass'd not his unheeding eye ; 

Much he would speak not, hut beneatli his roof 
They found asylum oft, and ne’er reproof. 

And they who watch’d might mark that, day by day, 
Some new retainers gather’d to his sway ; 

Rut most of Late, since toelin was lost, 

{ dfe play’d the courteous lord and bounteous iiost : 
Perduhee his strife with Otho made him dread 
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious bead 
I Wliate’cr his'^rlew,' his fa\our more obtains 
. With these, tile people, tlian his fellow tlianet. ‘ 

; If this were policy, so far 't was sound, 
i The million judged but of him as they found ; 
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From him, by sterner chiles to exile driven, 
tliev but rerinfred a shetter, and 't vras given. 

By him no j)easant ijiourn’d his tided rot. 

And scarce the Serf could murmur o’er his lot ; 

With him old avarice found its hoard secure. 

With him contempt forlJore to modi tlie poor ; 

Youth present dicer and promised recompense 
Detain'd, tiii all too late to part from thenee : 

To hate he offer’d, vritli the coming diange. 

The deep tevrrsion of delay’d revenge; 

To love, long baffled by the unequal match, 

Tlie well-won charms snccess was sure to snatch. 
Alb now was ripe, Tie waits but to proclaim 
That slavery nothing which was still a name. 

The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 
Secure at last the vengeance which he sought t 
Ills summons found the destined criminal 
Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall. 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven. 

Defying earth, and coniident of heaven* 

That luorning he had frded the soil-bound slaves 
Who dig no land for tyrants^ut their graves I 
Such is their cry— some watchword for llic light 
blast vindicate the .wrong, and warp the right ; 

Beligion— frccdonv-vengcancc— what you will, 

A word 's enough to raise mankind to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread. 
That guilt may reign, gnd wolves and worms be fed I 

IX. 

Througliout that clime the feudal chiefs had gain’d 
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly reign’d; 

Now was the hour for faction’s rebel grow th. 

The Serfs contemn’d the one, and hated both: 

They waited but a leader, and they found 
One to their cause inseparably bound ; ^ 

By circumstance compell’d to plunge again. 

In scif-defeqce, amidst the strife of inen. 

Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant not for his foes. 

Had Lara from that night, to him accurst. 

Prepared tp meet, but not alone, the worst : 

Some reason urged, whate’er it was, to shun 
Enqu'iry into deeds at distance done; 

By mingling with his own the cause of all. 

E’en if ha fail'd, he still delay’d his fall. 

The sullen calm that long his bosom kept. 

The storm tliat once had spent itself and slept. 
Boused hy evenfs tliat seem’d foredoom’d to urge 
His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge, 

Burst forth, and made him all he once had been. 
And is again; he only changed the scene. 

Light care had he for life, and less for fame. 

But not less littedfor tlie desperate game ; 

He deem'd himself mark'd out for others' hate, 

And mock’d at ruin so they shared his fate. 

What cared he for the freedom of the croVd ? 

He raised the humble but to bCnd tlie proud. 

He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair. 

But man and destiny beset him there; 

Inured to hunters, he w as found at hay ; 


And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey; 

Stern, u'namhitious, silept, he had been 
Henceforth a calm spwtator of life’s scene; 

But dragg’d again updit the arena, stood 
A leader not unequal to the feud ; 

In voice— mien — -gesture— savage nature spoke. 

And from his ey e the gladiator broke. . 

X. 

What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife. 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life ? • ’ ' 

Tlie varying IhrUine of each separate Held, 

The llcfoe that vanquish, ond'the faint that yield? 
Tlie smoking ruin', and the crumbled Wall ? 

In this the struggle was the same w ith all ; 

Save that distemper’d passions Jenl their force 
In bitterness that banisli’d all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain, 

Tlie captive died upon the baltle-idam : 

In eitlicr cause, one rage alone possess'd 
Tlie empire of the alternate victor’s breast; 

And they that Smote for freedom or for sway, 
Deem'd lew were slain, while more remain’d to. slay. 
It was too late to rlieck Hie wasting brand. 

And Desolation reap’d tlie famish’d land ; 

The torch was ligliled, and the llaine was spread. 
And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 

XI. 

Fresh with the nene the new-born impulse strung, 
Tlie first success to lira’s numbers clung : 

But that vain victory hafli ruin'd all ; 

They form no longer to'llieir leader's call: 

In blind confusion on the foe they press. 

And Blink to snatrh is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the lliirst of hate. 

Lure on the broken brigands to tlicir fate ; 

In vain he doth wliatc’cr a chief ni.ay do. 

To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 

In vain their etiiliborn ardour he would tame,— 

The liand that kindlei cannot quencli the fiaine; 

The wary foe alone hath turn’d their mood. 

And shown their rashness to that erritig brood i 

The feign'd retreat, the nightly ambuscade, 

Tlie daily harass, and tlie figlit delay’d, 

Tlie long privation of Uie hoped supply. 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky. 

The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer’s art, . 
And palls the paticuce of his baffled heart. 

Of tliese they had not deem'd : the battle-day 
Tliey could encounter as a veteran may ; 

, But more preferr'd the fury of the strife, ^ 

And present death, to hourfy suffering life • 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 
His numbers, melting fast from their array; 

Intemperate triumph fades to discontent, 

I And Lars’s soul alone secmswlill unbent : 

’ But few remain to aid his voice and hand. 

And tliousands dwindled to a srenty hand : _ ^ . 

Desperate, though few. Hie last and best remain’d 
To mourn the discipline tliey late disdain'd. 

One hope survives, the fronUer is not far. 


LARA/ 


And tbenc€ they may escape fhHn nati?e war; 

And bear wkMo tb^ to the neighbouring state ' 
An exile'^ sorrows, or an outlaw’s hate 
Hard is the task their father-Jand to quit, 

But harder still to perisli or submit. 

XII. 

It Is resolved — niarch-^onsentlnrg Night 
Guides with her star their dim and torchkss flight: 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the surface of^he barrier stream; 

Alr^y they descry — Is yon the hank ? ^ 

Away 1 ’t is lined with ihany a hostile rank. ‘ 

Return or fly !— What glitters In the rear ? 

*T is Otho’s banner^he pursuer’s spear! 

Are thosethe shepherds' fires upon the height? 
Alas! they blase too widely for the flight : 

Cut off fh>ni hope, and compass’d in the toil, 

Less Mood perdiance bath bought a richer spoil ! 

xm. ’ 

A moment's pause — ’t is but to breathe their band, 
Or shall they onward press, o^ here withstand ? 

It matters little— if they charge the foes 
Who by their border-streamtheh^marefa oppose. 
Some few, perchance, may break and pass the line. 
However link'd to boflle such design.' 

**The charge be ours f to wait for their assault 
Were fate well worthy of a coward's hall.” 

Forth flies each sabre, rein’d is every steed, 

And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed ; 
In the next tone of Lara's gathering breath 
How n^ny shall but bear the voice of death 1 
XIT. 

His blade is bared,~in him there is an air 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair ; 

A something of 'mdifferencejnore than then 
Becomes the bravest, If they feel fof men. 

He turn'd bis eye on Kaled, ever near, 

And still tpo faithful to betray one fear ; * 
Perchance 't was but the moon’s dim twilight threw 
Along his aspect an unwonted hue 
Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint express'd 
Tlie truth, and not the terror of his breast. 

This l^ra mark'd, and Ikid his hand on bis : 

It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 

His lip was silent, scarcely beat-hrs heart, 

His eye alone procinim'-d, We will not part! 

Thy band may perish, or thy friends may flee. 
Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee 1 ” . ' . . 

Tlie word hath pass'd his lips, and onward driven, 
Pour the link’d band through ranks asunder riven; 
Well has each steed obey'd the armed heel, 

And flash the scimitars, and rings ti>e steel;' - 
Outnumber’.d, not olitbrared, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a: front to foes; 

And blood is mingled with Uie dashing stream, 
'Which runs all fedly till tlie moroing beam. 

. ^XY. 

Commanding, aidingi^ animating all,'* 

Where foe appear'd to press, or friend to fall. 


Cheet« Lara's voice, and waVes or strikes bis steel, 
Inspiring hope himself had ceased 1o feel. 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were raiu ; 
But those that water turn to smite again, 

Wlule yet they find the firmest of the foe 
Becoil before their leader's look and blow : 

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone, 

He foils their ranks, or re-unites bis own ; 
llhnself he spared not— once they seem'd to fly— , 
Now was the time, he wined his hand on high, 

And shook— Why sudden droops that plumed crest ? 
The shaft is sped— the arrow 's in his breast) 

Tliat fatal g^ture left the unguarded side, 

And Death hath stricken dow n yOn arm of pride. 
The wool of triumph fainted from lus topguev 
That hand, so raised, bow droopingly it hung) 

But yet the swerd instinctively retains, • 

Though from its fellow dirink the falling Taos; 
These Kaled snatches : dizxy with the Mow, 

And senseless bending o'er his saddle-bow, 

Perceives not Lara that his anxious page 
Beguiles his charger .from the combat's rage : 
Meantime his followers charge, and charge again ; 
Too mix’d the slayers now to heed the slain 1 
xvi. 

Day glimmers on the dying and the dead, t 

The clovfen cuirass, atid the helmless head; ' 
Tlie wflr-horse masterless is on the earth. 

And that last gasp hatli burst his bloody girth; 

And near, yet quivering xyiih what life remain'd, • 
The heel that urged him and llie band' that reiif d ; 
And some too near.that foiling torrent lie, 

Whose waters mock the lip'of those llxat die; 

That panting thirst w hirh scorches in the breath 
.Of (hose that die the soldier’s fiery death, 

In vain impels the burning mduth to crave 
One drop— the last— to cool it for the grave ; 

With fertle and convulsive effort swept, • 

Their limbs along the crimsm'd turf crept ; 

The faint remains of life sutatfruggles waste, 

But yet they reach the stream,^ad bend to taste : 
Thej* feel its freshness, and almost partake—' 

Why pause? No further thirst luve they to slake— 

It is unquench’d, and yet they feel ft uot; ’ 

It was an agony'— but now /orgot I ' * 

XVII. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene, 

Wheft but for him that strife liad never been, 

A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 

'T was. Lara bleeding fast from life away. ' ^ 

His follower once, and now' bis only guide. 

Kneels Kaled watchful o’er his weHing side, • 
And witli his scarf would stanch, the tides that rusli, 
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush; 

And then, as his faint breathing waxes low, 
in feebler, not IcSa falaj trickluigs flow : 

He scarce can speak, but moliofls him *t is vain. 

And merely adds tmotlier throb to pain. 

He clasps the hand llial pang w hich would assuage. 
And sadly smiles bis thanks to that dark page. 
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WlxxDoUuiig fears, dot feels, oor heeds, oar ^ees, 
Save that damp brow which rests upon his knees ; 
Save that pale aspect, w here the eye, thoqgb dim, 
Held all the light that shone on eafth for him. 
xTin. 

The foe arrives, who long had search’d tlie Celd, 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield; 
They would remove him, but they see ’t were vain. 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 

That rose to rec6ncilc him will) bis fate, 

And that escape to death from living hate : 

And Otho romes, and leaping from his steed, 

Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed, 

And questions of his state ; lie answers not^ 

Scarce glances on him as on one forgot, 

And turns to Kaled ;->earh remaining word 
They understood not, if distinctly heard ; 

His dying tones are in that otlier tongue, 

To which some strange rem^brance wildly clung. 
They spake of other scenes, but what— is known 
To Kaled, whom their nfraning reach'd alone ; 

And be replied, though faintly, to their sound, 

'IVhile gazed the rest in dumb amazement round : 
They seem’d even then— that twain— unto the last 
To half forget the, present in the past ; 

To share between Uieuiselves some separate fate. 
Whose darkuessuonc beside should-penetrate. 

XIX. 

'fheir words though faint were many— from the tone 
Tlieir imf^rt those who heayd conld judge alone ; 
From this, you might have deem’d yonng Kaled's death 
More near than Lara’s by his voice and breath, 

So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 

The accents his scarce-moving pale Ups spoke; 

But lira’s voice, though low, at first was clear 
And calm, till murmuring death. gasp'd hoarsely near *, 
But from his visage little could we guess. 

So unrepentant, dark, and passionless. 

Save that when struggling nearer to his last, 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 

And once, as Kaleil’s answering accents ceased, 

Rose Lara's hand, apd pointed to the East : 
Whether (as then the breaking sun from high. 

KolVd back tlie clouds) the morrow' caught his eye, 
Or tliat 't was cliance, or some remember’d scents 
That raised bis arpi to point w liere such bad been, 
Scarce Kaled seem'd to kqow’, but turu'd aw ay. 

As if his heart aWiorr’d that coining day. 

And shrunk his glance before that morning liglU, 

To look on I.ara's bcow — w'bctc all grew, night. 

Yet sense seem'd left,, though better were its loss; 
For w hen one near display'd the absolving cross, 
And proffer'd to his toucii the holy bead, 

Of which bis porting soul might own the need, 

He look'd upon it with an eye profane, 


t (The tlealh of Lira U. bjr far, Ibe fiiictt (VMso^c iu the poem, 
and ia lUlty A|ual to any Uiing else which ihc auUior ever vrrole- 
Tlio (diyilcat horror of din evonh Uiuuid' df^crilin) wiUi a terrible 
fnrtx a^ Ikleiiiy, ia both relieved sod enbinced by Uw bcautitui 


And smiled— Beaven pardon ! if *t were vith disdain : 
And Kaled, tbou^ be spoke not, nor. withdrew 
From Lara's face bis fix’d despairing view. 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift. 

Flung back the hand whir^ Iteld the saCred gift, 

AS if such but disturb'd the e.\piring man, 

>or seem'd to know liis life but then began, 

That life of limnortality, secure 

To pone, save Uiem whose faith m Christ i$ sure. 

XX. 

But gasping heaved the breath that Lava drew. 

And dull the film plong his dim eye grew ; 

Hislimbs stretch’dfluttering, and his bead droop’d o’er 
The weak yet still untiring knee that bore; 

Ite press'd the hand he held upon his |ieart— 

It beats no' more, but Kaled w ill not part 
With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in vain. 

For tliat faint throb which answers not again. 

“ U bealsl”— Away, tliou dreamer! he is gone — 

It once was Lara which Uiou look’st upon.* 

XXI. 

He gazed, as if not yet bad (lass’d away 
Tlie haughty spirit of that humble clay; 

And those around have roused him from his trance, 
But c.annot tear feom thence his fixed glance; 

And w hen, in raising him (rnm w here he bore 
Within his arms tlie form that felt no more. 

He saw* the head his breast would still sustain. 

Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain ; 

He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
The glossy tendrijs of his raven hair,' 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reel’d and fell, 
ScaYce breathing more tliau that he Joved<«o well. 
Than that he loved 1 Oh! nev^ yet beiieatl) 

The breast of man such trusty love may breathe! 
That trying moment hath at once reveal’d 
The secret long and yet but half Conceal'd; 

In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 

Its grief seem’d ended, but the sex confess'd f 
And life return'd, and Kaled felt no shame — 

What now to her was IVomanliood or Fame? 
xxrt. 

And Lara sleeps not where bis fathers sleep. 

But where be died his grave yas dug as liccji; 

Nor is his mortal slumber less profound, 

Though priest nor hicss’d normarblcditck 'd the mound, 
And he was mourn’d by one whosi^ quiet grief, 

Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 

Vain was all questioa ask’d her of tlic past, 

And valrre'en menace — silent to thelast; 

.She told nor whence, nor why she left behind 
Her all for pne who seem'd bat little kind^ 

Why did she love him ? Curious fooU— be still*— 

Is human love the. growth of hiiniaa will ? 


picUim uf inenUl cmTfo’atK) afIt-cUuu MiUt whicliit h ( (Mnliloed. 
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To her he mightbe gentleness-, the stern 't 

Have deeper thoughts than tonr dull eyes discern, 
And when they love, yOur smilera guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, though less the li|« avow. 
Ttiey were not cominon Jinks, that form'd iht chain 
Tliat bound to Lara Kalcd’s heart and brain ; 

But that wild tale she brook'd not to tenfold, ^ 
And seal'd is now each lip that couW have told. 

XXIII. 

They laid him in the earth, and on his breast, 

Resides the wound that sent his soul to rest. 

They found the scattered dints of many a scar, 

Whicli were not planted there in recent war ^ 
Where'er had pass'd his summer years of life, 

It seems they vanish’d in a land of strife; 

Rut all unknown his' glory or his guilt, 

These only told that, somewhere blood was spilt, 
And Ezzelin, who might have spoke the past. 
Return'd no mor^that night appear'd his last. 

XXIV., 

Upon that night (a peasant's is the tale) 

A Serf tliat cross'd the intervening vole,' 

When Cynthia’s light almost gave way to mom, 

And nearly veil'd in mist her waning horn ; 

A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the w ood. 
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And hew Ihe bough that bonght his children’s Jbbd, 
Pass’d by the river that divides the plain 
Of Otho’s lands and Lara's broad domain : 

He heard ar tramp— a horse and horseman broke 
From out the wood — before him was a cloak 
Wrapt round some burthen at his saddle-bows 
Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow. 

Roused by the sudden sight at such a time, 

And s(vne foreboding tiiat it niiglit be crime, 
Himself unheeded watch'd the stranger’s course, . 
Wild reacii'd the river; bounded from his ^rse. 

And lifting thence tlie burthen which he liore, 

1 Heaved up the bank, and dash'd it from- the shor^ 
Then paused, oimI look’d, knd turn’d, and seem’d to 
j watch, 

i And still nnotlier luirried glance would snatch. 

And follo\v with his step the stream that flow’d, 

As if even yet too much its surface show’d : • 

At once he started, stoop'd, around him strown 
Tlie winter floods had scatter'd lieaps of stone; 

Of these the heaviest thence he gather'd there. 

And slung them with a more than common care, 
j Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 
Himself mightsafely mark what tliis might mean ; 
He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast. 

And something glitter'd starllke on the vest; 


• [Tb« ev«tit to thb •ectlon wuiuggoted by Uie dnciiption of < 
the death, oc rather burial, of the Duke of Gandia. The most in> 
terrsHagaad particular aceouol of U U ^Iven by Burehanl, and U 
io auUiaoee aa fultowa i— “ Or Uie eighth day of June, the Cardiail 
of Valenu and the Duke of Gkndia, aow of Uic Pope. fupi<ed with 
their mother, Vinoua, near the church of S. Pietro ad tineula i 
•everal other persona being present at the cnlcrlammenl. A late 
hour approaching, and the cardinal basing renilodcd bia brother, 
that H «iu lime to return to the apo»iolic palace, lliey mounted 
their hones or mulea, with only a few atteiHlanls. and proceeded 
togfciber aa far as the paiaceor Cardinal Aacanio Sforza. when iho 
duke Intomied the oaidinal that, before lie retunicd home, he had 
to pay a vidt of plevure. Dismissing therefore all bO attendanii, 
excepting bis staffiero, or footman, atid a person in a hiask, who 
had paid him a visit wliiUt at supper, and who, dnrtiig the s{>aee of 
a month or thereabouts, previoni to tliis lime, had called o)>on him 
almost daily, at tbe apostolic palace, betook tbUperson behind him 
on fiis mute, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, where l»e 
quilted bia aervant, directing him to remain there imtii a certain- 
honr I when, if be did not return, be might rqikir to the palace. 
The duke then *eab*d the person in (be mask behind him. and 
rode. 1 know not whiihtr; but in ilial night lie was aaMssiuaied, 
and thrown into the nver. The senraul. after having been dia- 
iniaaed. was afae assaulted and mortally wonndeit; and although 
he was attended with great care, yet HKh. was hit slmation, that 
be could give no Intelligible account of what bad befalieo hit 
master. In the morning, (be duke not haring relumed to (be 
palace. Ms serraoia began to be alarmed ; and one ol them in- 
formed (be pontiff of Uic eveurug excursion uf bit sons, and Uiat' 
(be (hike bad out yet made bis aiipearaure.- This gave the pope 
no amall anxiety ; butbo conjectured that (lie duke had been at- 
tracted by aoiye courtesan to paisthe ni^t with her^ and, not 
chooaingtoqnit (bn iioBMinnpen day. bad waked iHl llie following 
evening to rrturp home, avhrti, however, the evening arrived, 
and he found himself Ulsappohited in his cx|»ecta(ions. he became 
deeply afflicted, and began to make etM|uiries from different per- i 
eons, whom be urdcredio attend him fur that iiurpoae. Amongst • 
ibeae was a man named Giu'rgfo SchiavMi, who. luvUig discharged 
nroe timber from a hark in the river, hail remained on board (lie 
vesMi to watqb H; and being Intrrrogated whether be IskI seen 
any ooe thrown into (be river ontbeatgbt preoedlug, he repUed. 


(hat be uw two men on foot, who came down the street,' and 
looked diligently about, to observe whether any person was pass- 
ing. Th It seeing no one, tliry returned, and a short lime after- 
wanli two others came, and Ibnked around in 'the same manner 
as the former t no person still appearing, they gave a sign to their 
I comtuiiiuns. when a nun came, mounted on a white ^orae. 

having behind him a dead body, the head and anna of which 
j hung on one side, and tlie feet on the other akie n/ the hohsc i the 
I (wo |iervuoa on foot supporting the body, to prevent its titliag. 

I They tlius proceeded lowarda Hut part where the filth of the dty 
I U iwully discharged into the river, and turning the horse w lih bia 
tail towards (he watc^. (he two persons look Ihe dead body Iqr Ibe 
arms and feet, and with all tlieir strength flong It inlo the river. 
The person on horaelMck then axkod if (bey bad thrown it int to 
which they replied. Signor, si (yes. Sir). , lie then looked towards 
(be nver. and seeing a tnanll<' floating on the stream, he enquired 
what it was (tut apjiearcd black, to which they answered, It was t 
mantle ; ximI one of them threw slbaea ut^bB it.'iD'coosequeuce 6f 
which U sunk. The attendants of (he poiitilf l^en enquiced from 
Giorgio, why be had not revealed this to (be goxernoy of Ihe city ; 
to wigeh he replied, that he had seen in. bia lime a hundred dead 
bodies thrown into the river at tbe same place, wliboat any enqaigy 
being made rrspc'cUug them ; and that be had not, (be^fore. con- 
sidered It at a mailer of any tm|turlance. The fishermen and tea- 
men were iben collected, ami ordered to search Ihe river, where, 
on the foUuwlng evening, they found the Vid'y of the duke, with 
hia habit entire, and thirty ducats In bis puyae. lie was pierced 
with nine wounds, one of which was tn UU throat, the other in bis 
bead, body, aiid iiiiihs. No sooner was (he punliff lofurmed of 
tbe death of his sun, and that he bad bern tlirqwn. like filth, into - 
the river, than, giving way to his grief, be slmt hhnseif up 'in a 
chamber, and wept hiUerly. The CanUoal-orsegovla, and frthrr 
attendants on the pope, went to the door, and after many honn 
spent in persuasluoa and exhortations, prcraiicd upon hbn Id 
admit them. From the evening of Wednesday Ull tbe follow lag 
i Saturday Uie pope took no food ; but did be sleep bora 1 bnndsy 
! raomlog Uil the same hour on tbe eoauln^day. AUengIb. how- 
ever. giving way to the entreaties of his kUendanU, be began to 
restrain his sorrow, and to consider (lie injury which bis own 
bealUr might sustain, tiy tbe further lodulgeoce of bis grief.*'— 
Roscoi'a zoo rswiA, voi. i. p. 969. * 
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* But ere be well could mork the biroyaot trunk» 

A mas^ fragment smote and it sunk : 

It rose again, but indfstlnct^ view, 

And left the waters of purple hue, " 

Then deeply disappear'd : the horseman ga2ed 
TillebbM the latest eddy it had raised ; 

Then turning, vaulted oo his pawing sfeed, 

And instant spurr'd him into panting speed., 
nis face was mask’d— the.features of the dead, 

If dead it were, escaped the ol)server’s dread; 

But if in soOth a star its bosom bore. 

Such is the badge that knigiithood ever wore, 

And such 't is knowii Sir £E7.elin bad worn 
Upon the night that Jed to such a morn. 

If thus \y% perish’d, Heaven receive his soul ! 

His undiscover’d limbs to ocean roll ; 

And cl^arity upon the hope would dwell 
It was not Lara's band by which he fell. 

AndKaled — Lara — Ezzelin, are gope. 

Alike without their monumental stone ! 

The first, alt efiprts vdiidy strove to wean 

From lingering where her (^ieftain's blood had been ; 

(jrlef had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 


Her tears were few,' her filing never loud ; . . 
But fyrious, would )*ou tear her from the Spot 
AVhere yet she scarce believed that he was not, 
Her eye ^hot forth with all tlie living fire 
That haunts the tigress in her wbeipless ire; 

But left to waste her weary moments diere, 

' She talk'd shapes of air, 

Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints, 

And WOOS to listen to her fond complaints : 

And she would s(t beneath the very tree 
AVIiere lay his droupiag head upon her knee; 
And in that posture where she saw h|m fall, 
lUs words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ; 
And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 
Andoft would snalchit from her iMSom tlicre, 

' Apd fold, and^ress it gently to the ground, 

As if she stan^'d anew some phantom’s wound. 
Herself would question, and for him reply; 

Then risiog, 'start, and beckon liim to fly 
F’rom some imagined spectre in pursuit; 

Then seat her down upon some linden's root. 

And hide her visage v^ith her meagre hand, 

{ Or trace strange chiracters along the sand 
This could not last — she lies by him she loved; 

, Her tale untold— her truth tod dearly proved.' 


HEBREW MELODIES. 


* ADVERTISEMENT. 

Ttfk subsequent poems were written at ibe request of 
D} friend, the Hon. D. Kinneird.Tor • Selection, of He« 
brew MeJ<^les, and ba>e been published. wUb the music, 
arranged by Mr. Brabara and Ur. Naibao. . , 
tenarr. ibis. 
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snB W4LKS IN BEAtrrr.i 
I. 

^ walks in beauty, like the night 
' Of cloudl^ climes and starry skies; 

t |Lsra. thouith it bai macy gnod paMs^es. fs i further proof of 
(be indancholr t»ct. wbich it trueof-Jll se^ieJs. frum the ounth 
niialion of the /F.ndil, by ooe the f^mops lullan poelt of the 
middle ascs, dowa Ut *' Pollr,“ a sequel b> the Ueotyr's 0|i«ra,'* 
tHat**ti)ore Iasi words*' may generally be s|tared, without any 
great detriment to tfae worU.->BiSBOP Hisis. 

I.ara has tome chamu which the Corulr has not. M Is more 
domestic; It calls forth more syaiiMtliies with pnlUilied society ; U 
IS more Inletlectual, but iHuch icm |>a*slonair, less rigorous, and 
IcM .briinaul;' it Is.someiiinet even languid..— at any rate, it is' 
BOfe diffuse.— Sia K. Bavocis. ^ ■ 

Lara.-obTfoosly the arqucl of “ Jhe Corsair,** mainUlos'la ge-* 
nerilUieuine iohe of deep inlered. and lofty feeling ;-*tboiigb 
Che diuppcarance <if Uedora from the kcene deprives it of lhocn> 
chanbiut tweeUtcsn hy wh ch its terrom art there rwldcmed, and 
nabe* iIm hero, on Utc whole, less capUrating. The character of 
'Lara, loo, b rather too laboriously finished;' and-hts nocturnal 

* [ *'Wbit do ttis Betlowers mMa br 'cUborote^' lara 1 wrott wtiilo 
u tdrcw l wi. shtr ronlnf boiM from twIU tod awiqtKStbes, Id the ;ur of 

■eralry. tsu." B. Urrm, SCO: ] 


And all that *s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes : 

Tl^us mellow'dto that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more; one ray the less, 

Had half impair’d the paineless grace 

Which waves, tn every raven tresB, 

Or softly lightens o’er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
Howj)ure, bow dear tbehr dwelling-place. ' 

And 00 that cheek, and d'er that brow, 

encountirr willi the apparition is worked up too osttnCathMsIy. 
There U infinite bMufy in the sketch of ibe dork Page..;|od in 
many of the mural or g<'iicnl rrllecUoa which ore Lnlersperscd 
wlUi the uarratite.— JtrpuT.] 

• [Lord Byron never aliiidei to Ills shore in these UduaUes with 
complacrncy. Mr. M<we h.ivihx, on one occa4*wi, raNi^ him a 
little OQ the inaoner iu \ihloh sunteof ihem bad been scl lu music, 
— “Suiibum Nalhaii.'*lte esclaiirts. “why do youalw.»ys twit me 
with his ElMtw nasatrUes? Have ( not tuld you it was all ILiiH 
nafnTs doing, and roy own eiquidie Lciliiy of lempcrf"— B ) 

> ( •• Nelihcr ihc ancunil Jews,*' says Ur. Burney, - nor the mo* 
dem, have ever bad characters |iecuUar tooMialcs so that the 
melodies uk^ In their religious crreiuonla l»a»e, at all limes, 
liren iradiUonal. ai»d at the mercy of the singers-*'— Kalkbcenner 
tells us, lhat "IdJuib K«|agnidft liseul et chaulviit Icurs psao> 
nies bien dill^reminent que Juifi itidlauilaU; INJoifs Homains 
autremeni que les Juifs dela Vnusect de U liesse; el louscroieQt 
chanter comme on cluntait datn le Temple de Jitusalcffl!"*-" 
.ffisf, </« ffl Afttsiqur, tom. i. p. SL— B.) 

4 [These stauxos were written by Lord Byron, on retundstgmiin 
a ball room, where be bad seen IIib. (oow Lady) WUmot Horton. 
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So soft, so Mlm, yet eloquent, 
ThoVinilcs that wiif, the tints tbqlglow,' 
'Bot'teU'of days in goodness sphut, , ■ 

A mind qt peace' with all below, ■ ' . 

Atieart'whose love is innocent.'' '. \ ■; 


TItE IIABP TIIE HOS'AKCII MINSTHBi; SWEPT^' 

. ^ ' 

Tbeharp the hionarcli minstrel swepir • T 
' The King of ineq, flie loved of Ueaven, ' . 

. Which Music hallow'd while slie wept 
Ij'er tones lier heart ofhearts liad given : 
BedoublCd be 'her tears, its chords areniven I ' 
It soften'd men of iron mould, .*• 

It gave tliem virtues liortheir own ' 
Ko ear so dtill, no soul so cold, ' ^ 

Tliat fel t not, ■ fired not to the |ofie. 

Till Dayid's lyre grew,inigbtier than his throne ! 

^ ... , ■ 
Tt told the trimppbs of our King, . 

It wafted glory to our God ,' . ■■. 

•It niade'our gladden'd valleys ring, , 

The cedarslww, the mountains nod;' 

Itssoiind aspired to Heaven .and there abode! 
Since then, though beatd on earth no more, 
nevotion and hep daughter love 
Still bid the bursting spirit soar 
TO sounds that seeni as from abovq. 

Id dreams that day's biveul light can notreniove.* 


IP THAT moil woit^il. . 

' . ' ' ' ' li 

If that high world, whieh.lies bevond'" 

Our own, surviving Love endears ; 

If thcre the cherish'd heart he fond. 

The eye the'sani«< etcept in- te.ws— ' ■ ' 

Ilow welcome those untrodden spheresL . . , 

How sweet U)is very hour to die ! ■ Jt ' 

To spar from earth, .and QiiiLall feaiai J . 

Lest in thy 'light— Eternity! ■ 

r .' . -B-r.' - ■ . 

It mqsl be s« : 't is not for selft. . < 

Tliattwe sotremhle'on Hie hrhit;' .• , - .- 
And striving to u'erfeap the %u|A' ;' , ' 


^ • Vet ciiog'to Being^ severing Unka d 
Oh! in that future let us think • ' 

. jTo.faold eadi.h^rt the Itearfe tbni shares, 
yviih them the hniuortaJ wat«rs^rink. 

And soul ia sou) gro deathless Uieirs ! 


. THE WILD GJIZRLLR. . • . 

* } ' • ..... 

.The wild gazelle on Judali’s hills ‘ ‘ 
Exii|ti,ng yet ftiay bmind, . * * , ' * 

And dribk from all the r\viiig rills « '* 

Tlwt gush on holy groupd}. ■ . 

Its airy Step and glorious eye- ' * • '• * 

'hby glante in tameless ttaospoVt by ‘ ’ 

' "v - *. 

A step as'fleef, an eye more brigbtf . . •- 

HatJi Judah witness'd there; 

And o'er her scenes of lost deK^it > 
Inhabitants more fair. . ^ > - ; t 

Tlie cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah's statelier maids are gone^' 

• • . HI. • ■ • ‘ r • 

■ *. • r 

Alore blest eucli paim lliaj shades tlK>sc plains 
Th.an IsraeFs scatter'd race; 

For, taking root, it Ujcro remains . * * 
In solitary grpte f 

Itt caniiot quit its place of '4)jrtb, 

It will nut live in other Will. 


But we must wander witheringly, - 
In otherlainh td die; ^ 

Andwhei*cuurfat)iers'asl)bsl^ 

Our own may never Ire ; ‘ ^ 

Our temple hath' 1^01 left a stone, 

And MocKcrj siUon Salem’sr thrond. 


OtfJ.WKBP PjOR.THOSe 


.oil! weep for those that w^pt by B.d)el'&stre4nr, ' 
I Wlipsi: shrines are desolate, wboi^ la/fa a dreatn 
! We^p foe Uic liarp of JudJli's broken shell ; * • ‘ 

1 Mourq-^heretUeirGodhathdweUthtfgodleAsdwelf! 


Oir vi^folhElTehthn}, ilie preceM. GorerADr of CejrToD. Op Uiii 
occvioii Mrj. W. II. hfd ip PioprnlDg. wUti Dummifu 

uh her dre»s^-^B.) • •• 

> r«iitnri'ltlhj;J)ayid.'iQA«i<>wM lield in Ihe hi^he^t 

«Bl/hu|iuo by U^e lfebi<eB[s. Tb’« seoiu* ofth^tpriooe tur diipuc, 
4cid Ms^ltachrncnKQ (he ftodv abliJ^'^liee ^ 4, ei wdlaa (he 
SreaLoumbw of him for the pecfonpniu 

of ee^i^oiu rites and scrdhoaie*, pjold notfaUiorxUbd itsiw-. 
tbroee eUxipeot Hr jfirrfcctloos ? for ft wa* during q^spetiod’ 
liut musk>w^» finrkonud^ by.l» 6 rng^id|imii«i'ln ibe 
of sacriBfr, worihip oUke arfc t «»irdK»by l^'uigcpHIVMcd 

0yai0M;;.*'>-BiiNKv] •• • .sn'* * " • 


* (Tl|r tiymus of DjvkTesccI do Iwe ia>^]knity 
of dpn'SMoan ibM 4a •aiUmml/ 

.firoQinpariwui nitir iIimj), (lie otlhT ueiiOoi 


I ^vftKoiiKtJiocrny. ThryluTeetabudlctlMexijmifuryihoaDi- 

I diul UngiMsr of r«ligloiuicBifnion, ihtf (»frw fierce and Tiud(c- 
Mire pawsges eicrjXcd. naiuraT in the warrioi^t of « tiemer 
^ asA (bjfy luTf eoicred. with ui«|peUi(nii4i^ Mwprlki)^ into Ibe 
I CiuisUao songi plileli 'ifjc 'rdhlbde of ibe 

j <ipiort(aVcvor^^i^or|Mtiuirieirnoul(tKVt4reof (heritbiw 

peop(oa*thejuwound.aloogUicglenihor iW fiflWdee pf Jifiea, i 
I bate IKMB nT)eaH*rtor. ages is altDoM e^«t part of die hibKabte 
1 wortd.w^ (he reipotcsrftUnda.of (be oeeiii. aipung the turert^ of 
I .die yaiMb Africa/ litm inapy bujuan hcarU liaVe 

I yineped, puiiSed, caa^BillTUl liovi'tnany wrclclied bdogi ' 

I lM*eii Ut« secret couaoUQon;— onliow puny comtuu- ' 

I jdtica tiave they jllkWa dtmu the binslhaa of nitlae Prtivldeitce. ' 
j by iKiugMiR (lie affecUons in uu|K>awUb Ui'cicdeeu dovotiCiui 
! fervoaff-^MiUjaiiv.)' 

' 30 - 
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“And where shall ISraeMave her bleeding feet ? 

And when shall Zion’s sdngs again aeeni Sweet ? *«. . 
And Judah's meloily ence* more rejoice • ' ' 

The 1m£^ts that lead’d before its heavenly voice ? 

' •. la. *'■ 

Tribes of the'wande ring foot and weary breqst» 
How shall ye flee aw, iy and be pt rest? ' / 

The A’ild-dove hatli her nest, the fox his cave, • 
.hlankind llidr i^ountry— I&rael’bnt the grave! 


' 0,\ iOnOAN'S BAMiS. 

• ‘ / ' t‘ * ; 

<0d Jordan’s banks the. Arab’s camels stray, • , ' 
On Sion’s Jiill the False One’s volaries pray,^ - 
The Itaal-adorer bows oh Sinai’s steep— * 

Yet there— even there— God 1 thy thunders sleep : 
- * ■ II. 

There — ^where thy Anger scorch’d the tablet stone! 
There— where thy shadow to thy people shouo I 
Thy glory shrouded in its garb of fire: , •, 

Tliyself— none living sac and not expire ! " . 

. , ■ ■ ni- * / v-‘ 

t)h! in the lightning let i\ity glance appear; 

Sweep from bis slhver’d hand the oppressor’s speac: 
llow long by tyrants sliall thy land be trod ! 

How longtliy temple* worsblpless. Oh God! 


* ' ■ JEPHflU’S DArcifnitt.' 

• Since OUT Country, our God— Oh, my Sire ! 
Demand that thy Daughter expire; 

Since thy triumph was bought by thy vofr— 

, Slrijie the bosom tha^^s bared for thee now ! - 

■ ■ »■.' ■ ■■ 

And iheyoice of my mourning Is o’ef. 

And the mountains behold me no more : 

If the hand tiiat 1 love lay me low* 
Thcre^cannot be pain in the b]owr! 

■ j ■ * ** 

And of tids, oil,- my Father! be sure—' 
that the blobdx>f thy cliijd is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow, ’ \ 

AiKf the last Uioughi rtiai soothes me below r 
• ry. . 

Thougii llie vii^ias of Salem lament, ' 

Re the jitdgo and the hero unbent I 


I have won tlie great battle for thee, 

And my Fatlier and Coaniry arc free 1 ' 

' ■'. /* '‘V. ' ' ■ ■ ' ■ 

•Wljen this Wood of tliy giving hath gusli’d, 
AVhen the voice that thou lovcst is hush'd, ’ 
Let ipy memory still be. thy pride, 

And forget ndt I smiled as I died ! . • • 


• OH f SNATCH’D away I> BE-VLIV'S BLOOM. 

.'i J-' ' . - ■ ^ 

Oh! snatch’d away in lieauty’s bloom. 

On thee shall press no ponderous tonib; , J 
But on diy turf shall roses rear * ' 

Tlipir leaves the earliest of the year; * 

And the wild cypress wave iti tended gloom : . 

‘ ' n • ' 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream ’ 

Shall Sorrow, lean her drooping liead, 

Aud feed deep thought with many a driain, 

.\jid lingering pause and lightly tread; 
pond wretch! as if her step thsiurb’d the dead! 

, m. . **■ • !■ 

Away I we know that tears are vain, ^ . 

That death nor heeds nor hears distrws : 

Will this unteacli us to complain? • 

Or make one mourner weep the less ? 

And thou— who tcirstme lo forget, . 

Thy looks are wan, thiue eyes arc wH. ' 

’ ^ • I ■ f ' t ■ 

HT son. IS DARK. 

I. . . - , ’ '• *, 

kty soul js dark— Ohi quickly String 
The harp I yet con brook to hear; 

And let thy gentle fingers fling 

Its moUing murmurs o'er mine ear. 

If in this heart a bofie be* dear, . 

That sound. shall (Jiann it forth again 
If in .Jhese ey'Cs there lurk a tear, •, • t ^ 

.'T, will flow, and'ccase to burn my brain. 

But bid the Strain l» -wild and deep, \ ^ 

Nor let lliy notes of Joy be first : » . ^ . 

I tell the^, minstrel, 1 must weep, . r * 

Or else tliis hpavy heart, will butstt^ ■ • * .' 
For it hath beeji by, sorrow nursed, ^ 

And ached hi sleepiest silebce long; ^ 

And now ’t isdooiud ^ knoW the worsti ’ 

’ Abd break at once— or yield to song. ' ' • 


- « {Jephliia. a biMarA k>q of OUeaO. having becrl wrouKTiitlj' ci- 
l^llcd from bn faUiirr’t houw.'b.ia liiWro rcfu^i* ino ivtuiwuiilrr. 
«ml bcuoim' a noM cApUm offneb^okn. TJw kiitd^, 
iinAer foryf^u u)»pre*>,iOn, began tu ioiA fo ibclr valiAni, UuMigh 
Uwles« 9jcu|idtnot, wh*w« prulm^ion. aCconlitn; to Uieir 
wat no rnort «b><hfi>n(iur«ble (liau tlut gf a plralclh UiC cHI<^ d.'i^s 
' o( Orrccc. ' Tliey tent for liftn, and inadc him lieaU of Ibc4r 
Before he wall forth againirihc^UnmoMltei. be^^mailc the me- 
morable vow. Uul. IMie cclumed YiiUoilouB, he Would sacrifice 
ua biimt-ofleriiiK whatCTer flril hioi him on hK entrauce info (th 


j ualiTo eit:p He italbed « cplcmlid riclury. A| the tiew4 gf tl. 

ouif daujbkr CJiue dancing (orUf, inlliPgiadneMof hCr bean. 
[aiMl.wUb44jcuiid in«irtiniCfi(j ol oinsic. to saiule the ddiVerer of 
/liU people. Tbo QitM-rable bitter reir bt« ofoil^ In agdof t Mt 
^ ' the iicAtlo-Hihlte*! maidAii would not hear of Ibe liisregani of ibe 
’ Tuw ! :«he oh|x demanded a ibort period to bewail upon tbe 
} nioiinialM, Hlta the AhHgon^.pf SoiA^nclea, her dftnit wlthoai 
* bO|^ oC iM-ciVninj; « brhle' ofioiotber, sumI then iubroitteil'to her 
Tite,— MiLiiUX^ \ ‘ *■ - . ■-‘•t 
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I $AW thkk weep. 

I saw lhe« wcep^the big bright tear 
Came o’er that eye of blueV , 

. And tt)«Q niethought it (lid appear 
^ violet dropping dew ; 

I sai^ thee snjil^the sapphire's blaze 
Beside thee ceased to shine; - 
It could not Qifltol) tiVliving ro)s 
H>at' fill'd that glance of thine/ 

s n. *. ‘ 

As clouds from yonder sun receive . 

A deep and rhel low dye, . . 

Which scarce tire shade of cqniing eve 
Canbaniidi Crom the sky,« 

Those smiles unto the iiio^iest mind 
Their own pl^Vejoy impart:* 

Their sunshine loaves a glow behind ^ 
That lightens o'er the heart. ' ' ' 
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TUT OATS ARE DO.TK. 

Thy days are done, thy ftme b^gun ; ^ 
Thy country's strains record , . 

The triumphs of her chosen Son, 

The slaughters of his sword I 
Tbe^eeds he did, the fields be won, , 

The Reedom be restored! • 

ii. 

Thpugh thou prtfairo,'whi)e we are free 
Ihou shah nof taste of deathl 
The generous blood that flow'd from thee 
Disdain'd (0 sink beneath : . 

Within our vdns its eprreots be, ' 

Thy spirit OD our breath !, ” ** 

' • ■ UI. 

Thy naipe, pur charging hosts along, ' 

Shall be the battle-word ( 

Thy fair, the theme of choral song 
from virgin voices pour'd! • -• t 

To weep- would do thy glory wrong ; 

Thou shall not bedeplor^ . • ' . 


Pier^ me in lading the host of the Lord, 

He^d not tlie cerS^ Umtigh a k mg's, in ypur path : v 
Bury your Steel in the bosoms of Goth! 

Thou who art bearing my biickler and bo#, 

Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe. 
Stretch nicrlhat moment In blodd at thy feet! •* 
Mine be Uie doom wliich Hicy dared not to meet. 

Farewell to others, but never wc part, / 

Heir to my royally, son of niy heart ! ^ 

Bright is the diadem, boundles.slbc sway/ ' , 

Or kingly Uie 'death, which awaits us to-day ! 


^ SONG SAC^ hEFORK HiS LAST BATTLE. 

Warriors abd chiefct should the slipft or the sword j 


•Thou whose spell can raise the dead, , 

' Bid the prophet's form appear^ * f . . • ' 
Samuel, raise thy buried head! ; * ' 

, King, behold the phantom seerl . 
Earth yawn'd, be stood l^e centre of a cloud ; ' 
Light changed its hue, retiring from his shroud. 
Death stood all glassy in his fixed ej e ; 

Hts hand was wither'd, and his veins were dry ; 
His foot, in bony whitenes.s, glitter'd there, 
Shrunken and sinew less, and lastly bare ; 

From lips that nfoved not and unbreathibg frame, 
Like caveen'd winds, the hollow accents came. 
Saul saw, and. fell to earth, as falls tl»C oak. 

At once, and blasted bV the thunder-stroke. 

»• II. ^ • , 

“ Why is ray sl^ disquieted? . _ 

Who is be that calls the degd? » " 

Is it thou, 0 King? Behold, . . 

Bloodless are these-limbss and cold f * 

Such are nune ; and sucli shall be *. ^ 
Thine to-morrow, wheifwiih me : 

Ere the coming day is done, ** / 

Such slialt thou be, speh thy son. . , . 

Fare thee well, but for a day,* \ 

...Then we )nix our niouldering clay. 

‘Thou, tliy race, lie pale and Krw,« , ’ 

Pierced by shafts of many a how* ; . 

^ And the falchion by thy side ' • * 

. To thy heart thy handt shall guide : ^ • 

f CrownlcsB, breathless, headless faH,' 

Spn and sire, the bouse of S(HiI !”’ . 


* [ Haunted with Hut iiuaUablc deiir'e of »eircliiak into the se- 

cret* of fuUiffty, iruepar^Ue Ipotii 4 i(irivih«cil man. Saul tnew 
not In whaf quarter lo.iiini. The'prlwt*, ouirijted hjr' hi* crucitr, 
had rorsaken him : the prophetR Hood aiooC; go dream* visitefl hit 
coudi ; he had persenrted eren Um unlawful diviiicm He licaiq 
at tfit of a fhotale necromineca, a woman with the apirlt of Ob; 
stransely aimilar in *oaDi| to the Obcah wioma^tn ihcWMtJndtc*.' 
To the tat^welUDg of this womln, in Hodur. ihe muoaroh pro- 
ceed* In dhriiiae. He coDiniandi her to rainctho^pIrU ofSamiiet. 
At this daring demand, the woman fir»i rccogniw*, or pr^end* to 
reoognlae, lier royal vUitor. ** W’hom icwt tliou ? ” uSifs the Rhig. 
— ‘^Mlgbiyooei aaceodiug Crooi Ute earth.”— ^Of what form?" 


— **An old man corned willi a nianllc.” sanl, to terror, bowa: 
down |iia head toUic ranli} and. it should leein, tied daring to 
look up, receive* from ihe voice of the ijx'ctix' tlic-inful Inltma- . 
tion of Im defeat and deaih. On the reality of thiv apparition we 
pretend 'Diil to di-cide t thefigurci if figure there were, va* not 
teen hy Sauk; and, exceRUag the erentoriiie apfwoaclitng halUe, 
Il/O afflrit takl notliiug wMcIi (tie living prdphet liad nol said be- ^ 
fore. ref«ated& amt piihticlj-. Rot ibo fad h rurioiu, at ahowing 
(he |in|>uUebwcf of die Jew* in depaiSed Dpirhs to have been (ho 
tame wi(h Uult of inost<i(bcr nation*. —M illwsr.I 
*:f“Sinfe wr hav spoken of witches.’’ said Lord Byron at Cc- 
phatonla, in 1 S 23 , **wlial think you of (he wilrh of.KndOr? t 
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BYROIN'S WORKS. 


‘ULli IS v'amtv, s'aith the fbeacheb.'* ^ 


•’.-7 


Tame» wisdom, low, and'power were mine. 
And health and youth possess'd we C 
My gob^ils blush'd from every viue, * . . 

,* And lotely forms caress’d me; *•' 

‘ I ^ann'd my hcarUn beaitj-^s eyes. 

And felt n» 3 ' soul grow tender; ' ' 

All earth can give, or mortal pf^ze, 

^Was mine of regal splendour. * 

* ’ **' ^ ■ . t 

I strive lo number o’er.what days, . , 

* Rdmembrbnce can discover, * - * J 
\¥fcich all that life or eiirth dispbys ^ . 

, \y'ould lore jiie tu live over. . • 

* Tliefc ro'se no day, there roll'd no liour 

5f pleasiire-unembilter’d ; • • 

And not p trapping deck’d my power' 

■That gall’d not while it glitter'd, ■ 

The ser^nt of jhe field, by art . .. 

A lid spells, is won from harming; > 
But that which coils around the heart, 

• Ohl who hath power of cliarmitig? 

It will not lisMo w isdom’s lore, - . ' 

Kor music’s voice^n lure 'it • ** .* 
BuLtbere it Mings for evermore ■ 

The soul tliat must endure it.'* 


WHEN COLD.NKS9 Wl\APS tHtS.SrFFEIUNC CLAY. 

.. V.' ■ 

Whenrjoldncss wraps this suffering clay, 

■ Ah I whither strays the immprtal mind ? 

Jt cannot 'die, k, cannot stay, 

But leaves its darken’d dust behind. , ' • 
Thfcn, uneinbodied, doth ittrace ^ ' 

By’stcpspacb pbnet’s heavenly way?* ' 

Ur (ill at once the realms of space,' 

A*thing of ejes, tliat all survey ? . 

• * . - ' ; ■ ' : ■ : 
Eternal, bdundt^, undccay’d, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all, ; 

All, all in earth, er skies display’d, 

' Shiill ilsurvey, shall itrecall 
fcach fain\or trace that memory holds . • ' 

, ' So darkly of departed years, 

In one broad glance the soul beholds, . 

And all, that wa.s, at once appears. 

* * iji.' ' 

Before Creation peopled earth; . ' ' . • 

Rs eye sliall roll through chaos back-; . 

’ A'ud where the ihrthest h«?a'V(’i» had birth. 


The spirit trace its rising track. 

And .where the future mars or makes, . . * ♦ 
.. Us glaiire dilMe o’er all to be,. 

While sun is ipifncb’d or system breaks, 

' Fix’d rn its own elemitj'. . 

* * iv.^' *_ 

* Above or Loye, Hope, I!aie,'or Fep'r, ' *'• 

. It fives all passionless aud pure ; . ' . 

An age shall fleet likeeartli^ year*,' . V 
Its years as roookents shall endure. 

Away, away; wjUiout" a wing, ■ * 

O'ey all, through all, its thought sball-lly; 
A nameless ancLeternal thing, ’*! 

* Forsfelting what it was to die- 


, VISION OF BBUniAZZAb. 

>'■ *' 

The Ki^ was on his throne, , * ■ 
Tlie Batraps throngM the ball ; 

A thourand bright lahips sboue 
Q'ir that high festival. 

A thousand cups of gold, 

Id Judah deem’d divine—^ 
Jehovah's -vessels hold • ••* 

. The gedl^Ss Uicalhen’e wiuc.^ • . 

>H. . . *r 

In that snme hour ,^0411311, • 

The flngers’of a hand 
Came fdrtli against the* wall. 

And wrote as ifon sand : 

The lingers of a man ' • * ’ 

^ A 'Solitary hand. ’■ • . -*■ 

Along the letters ran, 

And traced tbeui like a wand. ’ 

* , ' Ill* ■ ' " ‘ ;'i 

Tho monarch saw, and ^hook, ' * . 

And bade no more rejoice;. ■ 

All bloodless wax’d his look^^ 

And tremulous his voice.* . , .' 
'“Let the men of lore appear,. ' 

^ The wisest of the cardi, , , 
And expound the words of fear,*' 

*' Whi^ mar ourrov^l BurtliJ* 

, % . ' . 
Chaldea’s s<*rs are good, *' ' 

Hut hcrM|icy have no-sklll; ‘ 
A*nd'lhe Unknown letters stood 
tintold and awful stilf. . 

And Babel's men of age ' ' * ' 

. Are wise and deep in lorCi 
But now they w ere uot saga, 

• 'fheysawr-butkiiew no more.' 



^Mire always ihotij^hl this the finrsi and tontt wMcE-sceiK: 

' Uwl etCr ww wriilCD or cooctlvetl i '^ud you wIM Ik of my 

nioo, {f yon c«tuhl<r all the eirnimslaocc^ and the trUirs hi Uig 
cj«e, togeUicr with the ^vdy, stmphcily, aud dignity nittu* J*n- 
fTuagt^. It teals aU Uic sltutucenct J ever n-ad. TbefioeKtcoo- 



gt'pUon on a jimilar mihjeCt I* that of uodhe'i Ocvll, ^Meptd«Uk- 
phelf»; ami ilmush, ot course, you willittvc thcprioriiy fo tte 
former, heio? inspired,. yet ll»o UUcr. If you know If.-wlU ap- 
jx^r to least It doo^tn Tiie-^onfl of the hnwt ind wo«t 

siddiiue atieoimcaa-oT human cCiicq»Ut«.*'— E.]* * . 


CiTK ^ . ' 



HEBREW^'MELOPIES. 




^ A captiye io land, 

A strapger and a rmith. 

He heard the king's cotuniaiid, 
He saw IbatVtiting'sIwith. 
The lamps around were bright," 
Tile iti'ophecy in view i ' ' 
He read it ori tlifit night,— ' * 
The morrow proved it true. 

VI. . .. 

** Belshazzaif’s grave is made, .. 

His kingdoDT paSs'*d away. 

He, in- the balance weigh'd, 

• Is light and worthless clay. 
The shroud, his Yobe of state, ' 
His canopy the stone 
Tfie Mede is tit hisgate l • 

The Persian on his thronet 


. SUN OP TBE ^LRRpLpSSl^ . • / / 

Sun 'Of the sleepless! melancholy start' •' 

Whose tearful beam glowsttrcruulously far. 

That shoW’st the darkness thou canst not dispel,.* 
)low.1ike nrttliou to joy^reiuember'd w'ell ! / 

So gleams the past, the light of other days, 
Whiehshines^biit warms not with its ^werless rays: 
A nfgjit-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold, .• 
Distinct, hut distant— biear^butf oh hpw cold I 


Rexeitge»» lost in agony, “ . ' 

And wHd rnnorse t<j ragejsucceedhij.'* 
dhf Mariamnc I wlwrc art thou ? ' » j . 

Thou const not h^r iny bitted pTraiimg : 

Ah! oouldst thou— Oiou woulUst pardon now. 
Though Heaven were to my prayer uiilieeding. 

*. ■ u- V 

And is she dead and did^ they dare 
Obey my frenzy's jealous raving? 

.My wcatli but^doont'd my oiji'n despmr : 

■The sword Uiat' ^ote tier 's.o'ei me waving.-^* 
But.lhou art cold, my murder’d love] *' 

And this dark heart is Vahily craving . . 

For her wlio^rsalenerabove* « • , 

And leaves my soul unw'ortfay sav ing.' ' « 

Slie 's gone, who shared niy diadem; , « 

Slie sunk, witlrher roy-joys entombing ; 

I swept that flower front Judah's stem 
Whose leaves for inCralOne were bkM)mipg.v 
And mine *s the guilt, and mine the liell, 

This lK>som*S desolation dooming ; 

And 1 have earn’d' those tortures wpll/ » , 

Which unconsuincd are still ronsuming * 


WERE NY BOSOM AS FALSE, AS TIIOD DEEk'ST IT 
■ ; TO BK. • 

• • ■ ■ 1. . . ' * t. 

•Were my bosom as false as thou ^era'st it to be, ' • 

■* I need not have wander'd from far GallMe; 

It was but abjuring hiy creed to effac? • 

The curse which,jihau say'si, is Uie crime ofnjy race. 
^ *11. , ■' 

If the bad never Irhimph. lhen God is with tbee T 
If the slave only sin, thou art Notices' and free ! 

If the P^ile on earth is an Outcast on bigli, 

Live on in thy faitli, but in-miue I wilt die- 

1 have lostfor that faith more than thou canst bestow, 
As the God who permits tl^ce to prosper doth know; 
In pis hand is my heart and oiy hope-r-and in Uiinc 
The land and ipe lifd whicJi for him I resign. 


HERODS LAMENT FDR MAhrAUNE.' 

. ' I. ; , 

OlifMariamne* now/of thee.. • 

The heart for which thou bird's^ is bleeding; 


. Oji.-TtfE DAT OF Tnk'DESTBUCTtOV Of JERUSALEM 
■ /WV •' \ ' TITUS. , • ■ 

* *.*' ’t.*' - ' ■ . 

, From the lut hill thatTc^s on tby once holy dome 
I beheld thee, oh Sion! when render'd to Roracf 
'T wasihy.lnsl sun went down, andtlie fiaflies of Ihy Gil 
Flash’d back.orf the last glaiice I gave-to thy dall. 

I look'd foTr,.thy,temple, I look'd for my borne; • . 
And forgot for a rnomejit my bondage tb'oome; 

1 beheld but tliodeath^firc''tf^tfed.on tby.fane, ’*■ 
And thefast*feUer'dband$thatmadcvrigeancein vain. 
JH. 

On many an eve, the high spot whence I gased 
\Iad reflected the last ^'om of doy as it blazed ; 

While I Atood oh the height, and bebeld[the decline 
Of the rays from Uic raohulainthat slwiieon tpy shrine. 

' t IV. 

And now on.that moufitain Tstood on that flay,. 

Ihit 1 mark'd not tite twilight beam melting aWay'; 
Oh ] wopld that the lightning had glared in its stead. 
And the thundei1>olt burst on the conqt^eror's Iieadt 

But the Gods of the Pagan shall nevei* profane 
The shrine w here Jehovah.disda{h*d not to ceign; 
And ^tter'd afnl scbrifd osTliy people may be, 
fhir woi*sliip,*0 Kalh^! for thee. 


' [MjHaiftne. the wife of ihe qre:ii,.rjilinA under the fu»> 
fudnagf iofnJeUly. was pallo JeaOiby bUnrUrj. site wfH $ womau 
uj noHralkU boairtjr, «nU a liaufttiir aplrU : uuE^ppy^lh bolos the 
i>b(ci't'of |i»M(>naieAUaeliiotal. wtwcii ItonJcred oo trenaf , FO»a 


m«an)io liaihnfereor 1^ ^nceni in ibc munlcr of Her RranU. t|)oiL.-MiLLBAi.J 


lather, father, hroiber.wnd uncle, and who had twloe commaadctl 
licryYil)*>ia Mw of hfeowD. EveraAer. Herod was h.-iiiDled ly 
th<i oltlie inordercd Mariam<u>, iinUI disortlcr of Ibe raltiU 
l>rnuRbl on 'dimrdfr of bndjr. Whfdi kd lDle«nparary deraiigi— 


^YROI^’S ATORKS. 


BY THE HIVBS9 OP 1UBTU)>' WB SAT DQWN 
. • r A. . AM) WEPT. ^ 

-•/' • *x*-’ • • , 

We sal down and wept by the waters 
.Of Babe), ?nd thought of the rfay 
When our foe, in Imc of his slaughters, , , 

Made Salein’s liigh places his prey ? 

And jc, ob her desolate daughters ! 

Were s(J3tter’d all p eeping away. ' 

II. ... 

While shdly we gazed on the river ' 

Wliich roll’d on in freedom below, * 

Tbev demanded the song; but, oh never 
Tfcat triumph the stranger siwll know r 
May this right hand be wither’d for everj 
Ere’il string our high >arp for the foe ! 

• ' in. ■ 

On the. willow that harp is suspended, * ; 

Oh vSalem ! its sound should be free ; ' 

And the hour wiiCn lliy glories were ended 
But left me that token of thee : 

And ne’er shall iU soft tones l>e blended * 

With the voice of Ihy spoiler by roe! 


• “*:• 

For the Angel of Death spread bis wings oo Uie blast. 
And breathed in the face of the' foe as Iib pass’d ; 

4nd Uie eyes of the sleepers wax'd de^jdly and chill, 
Andtheirheartsbutopoebeaved,aadforever grew still! 
, ^ . iv. * - 

And there fay the steed witli his nostril all wide, 

Bqt through it there roll’d not the breath of his pride: 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 

. And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay Uve rider .distorted and pale,' 

Svitli the dew; On his brow, and the rust on his mail, 
i And the tehls were all silent, the banners alone, 

I .The lances unlifted, the trumpet onblown. 

' ' ' * vi'‘ - ‘ ‘ 

And the widows of Asimr are loud in their wail. 

And tlie idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 

And tiie might of the Gentile, ui>stnote by the sword. 
Hath melted like' show in the glance of the Lord!* * 


A SPiair' PASS’D BEFORE Htw 

, FROH JOB. 


Tl^E DESTflCCTION OF SEN.VACHERIB. . .. 

• V 1. 

• 5 . ■ ' V 

The Assyrian came down like the whlf on tho-fold, * ’ 
And bis coliorU were glehmingin purple and. gold V 
And Ahe sheen of their spears was like stars on the 
' ^ sea, 

^ When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

^ . '■ II. , 

Like tJie leaves of the forest when Supmer is green, 
That host wjth their banners at sunset were seen; 
Like Uie leavesof the forest when Autumn Karti blown, 
Tliat host on tlie morrow iay, wither’d and strown. 


A spirit pa^'d before me : I beheld 
The face of.lmiflortality unveil’dt— ^ . 

Deep sleep came down oil every.eye save mini^ 
And there it stood, —all formfoss-^but'diviue: 
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake ; 
And u? my damp hair stiffen’d^ thus it spake : 

** Is man more just Uian .God ? Is man more pure 
'rhari he who deems even Seraphs insecure?. , 
Creatures of clay— vain dwellers in' the dust ! 

Xhe inotlisun ives you,' and are ye more just? 
Things of a day ! you wither •erq tbe pigldt 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom's wasted light !*’* 



THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.’ 



iaDOBiT. ZI..IVIA 


TO JOMN HOBiioDSE. tag. . 
TUJt fOEH BIS ISSCWIBEO It OiB 




' advebtjsemeot; l 

"Tbh grand array uT (be Turk5 (in t715), under the j 
Prime Vizicf, to" open la Iberaselves away liitollie heart 
of (he Uorea, and to form (be $Hcge of Naixib di Bomadia, 

. ' lTheTIebreW'UebKli«)i, tlioUEb obTioiiUy infertor'lw Lord 
ityrod'l other woHh. diiplay a «Uil in Tcr»i(icaiiori. and a mu- , 
t«ry io diction, which wonld bate raiKii an ink rior afUat to (be. 
very urniraK of dlniocUott.— J ctfrvt.T 
r (The *' slegr of Corinth," which appeara, by (he original US., 
to hare been br^nn in July, ISiS, wadrita appearance in January,, 


IhMnbst ronsiderablc ptare In all that romdry. (bought It 
beftt in the first place (o attack Corinth, upon which they 
made 9C>eraJ tdorras.. The garrbon being weakened, and 
(be governor seeing U was InipossHdc to holdout agalnM m 
mighty a force, thought it pt to heal a parleys but while they 


t|Md. Mr. Mnrr^ baring eqcloaeil Lord Bytona Uiuusand Ittilneas 
/or the.pii|>yrtglrt uf (bis'poem apilef **PariMnA*’he'replieU,— 
*’ Yuur ofler (a liberal in the extirmc! and much more than (he Iwo 
|>oeiitt can po^.My bd'worfli ; but I oani^ accept il. oor will not. 
Yob are moat WBlceipe to them a* addMioqa to the coOecled vo- 
lumaa ; bul 1 Can nut coaaenl to Ihetr a^iante pulibeatKHi . I do 
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THE SIEGE OF CORINTU. 


287 


i 

wm Ireallng about Iho artkl^ one of Uw fnagazinea In the 
Turklib camp. »he|teln they hail di hunilred harie» o^ 
powder, blew up by accident whereby alt or leven hundred 
man were hilled i which u edraped the Idfideli. lhal they 
would not prani any capitulation, bnt atomied Ibe place 
with >o much fpry, that they tooh.'u, and put most of the 
parriaon, with Signor Minimi. Ibe gbiem'or. to the aword. 
The real, with 'Antonio Bembo. proscdlior eitraonliuary. 
were made priaoners ot ww.'/ ■ — //iatorp of Ike Turki, 
wol. III. p. 151. ■> , 


*THE S\EGt OF COUriVTil * * . \ 

In the year since Jesus died for men,* 
Eighteen Imadred years and ten, 

^Ve were a gallant com{yanyr. . 
hiding o'er land, and soling o’w sea. 

Oh I hut we went merrily ! 

We forded the rirer, and cloinb the high hill, 
fieVer our steeds for a day stood still ; 
Whether we lay in Oic cave br the shed, 
Our^e^p Cell soft on thd hardest I/fed ; 


Wither we conch’d in our rough capote,4 
On the rougher plank of gur gliding boat, 

Or stret^ih’d on the bmch,. 9 r our saddles spread 
A.S a pillow bencatli the resting head, 

Fresli we wok^ tipon the hiorrow : 

All our thoughts and words Imd scope. 

We had health, and we had hope. 

Toil and travel, hut no sorrow. 

We were of all tongues and cre»^s 
Some were those who coanted beads, 

I- Soinoof mosque, artd some of chucclt, 

AihI some, or I mis-say, bf neithfer ; 
Yeftlirough the w Ide world might ye seardi, 

' Nor find a nwflier crew' nor blitlierr 
Ihrt some arc dead, and some are gone. 

And some are scatter’d and alone. 

And some are rebels on the hills * 

That look, along Epirus’ valleys, ' *• 
Where freedom still at moments rallies, 

And pay's in blood oppr^Ion's ills; 

-'And some are iu a far countre^ 


J!!? *^1’ ' baK ■ it. a< I would bnduulllcdly rather pluse ihsnnoi; Mywl.h ho. 

braliluurrfwIUi. nponcoip|i^!liin.whlch I do n.it Ircl p>be | becnio Iry M loiuclhlnp dlflemit Irom mylormcr cllorli- » 
•tiUniu^tomy own no»n< of Whal they .hoold be; Uioll;h r cndraroiircd 10 make Ihcm dlllcr IhoUi rach olher. ylir.rtiin- 

publiraOoo wll|i ihe Jlsbtcr jdocct. I V' ruclowd your drad lbat6lll«‘Brldei /nlillilcllaiold-|i,a 5 aJo.TarledIrbu.tbMc- 
U««ay-lwbhyoowoiililiii.llliro« and I tlcore hi Vary Ihe li<( aonicwhal trora all of Ibcdlhm! 
iMupUUowIn mloo. I| la lot (hm a dlwlaln of Ihc imiri nal idol. I Kaenic all Ihl. oonacuM and rgmfttn. 1 ho far! la. lhal f am ra- 

r°’ ''i f'"'- i Uwr uylns to Unuk on the wildrel of Ibl'a note, Hun really Ikink- 

. that livftiH! lo wonhip him ; butwtut U rlubl it ri|(hl, and tnml •«*«*»» u *v^«i r../fww. v.i. 


not jieW in drcncMUncea. I am terjr ^lad that thi*^Aoiidtrt 
waa I faydura))le ckimW of the morale of Qtd pfreej but you mn&i 
not m»t tw lhal, lor w wnoW write oal any limii; t dc* 

aired; in all lh«i(tDuraoce 'o( lanu!OeBCe*-i bopo. buwever. ilOa 

Inwance. wUh no great peril .bj dtber.'* Th« copyist was Udy 
Dyrao. LcttJ Hymn Rare Mr, G^tfD^d'r^n'fr•^/anrA(’ to Mrike out 
or alirf any4)iinx *t hlapiMadre fn U»i» poem, u |( was itAsaiu;; 
throoKh the pi^; and (he reader will be amuaed with Ih© rorte 
leetlonn wbicb baJ4[idiy)rigin id Ibia catraordtnar}- tonSdmer. 
Mr. Gi/ruoidreh hb pm. U will be torn. Ibrou^ at leaal one of 
Ibe moat sdmlreil pawdsra.--£,y 
• Waiwli dl nufiutOa H noi^idw (he most cooaldrrabte place In 
the Mbrca, but TrfMlIua. wbete the Padia Kiidrt, and roiiiiUlns 
hir giMrerojnenl. ffapoiris noar Argo*. I Tislteii ail Hirer in 
ia(o.ia - smi In Ik,* .ww..... .mfr I.... . .... ■!. 


ln| OQ IL*>^a. Ullert. Feb. ISI6.~E.] . . 

‘ i On ChriaUitasHlay. IfIS. Lord Byruo. eucloalns (Ma fraWot 
to Sir. Murray, says,.— “ I tend some Unea. written aoine time a^pi. 
aud Iiilmdcd as an u|irriifi« (o (lie ‘Siege of Dirinth.' 1 had for- 
fiottm Iheiu, and am oolautt Ibanhey bad out b^ier'^ Wl uu( 
DOW on (hai.^ub and your ayood e^n de(e;niue.“-«“ They aye 
wHiten,' My«Muure,w“ln'ibal4xwea( C>nnofiliat rambling stylv 
of ineirr. which hja ^admiration or’kir., (>i(rrklRe'a ’GliHalatwr 
Ird him.nl this lime, to adopl> It wlllbe tern hereafter, thai (be 
I port had nerer read “ GhfiUabrI " at the time when bo ^ rote lfa«^ 
Jin«;-heljad, I«w6*rr, U»e “Lay of Ibe Last Mlmlrol." w nli 
rreard to ihe character o(H>e versificatkmjt Ihis lime ab 

muoii IQ favour, it may be obwnre.1. Uiat frebte imUaUona have 
aiuctiben vulgarised it a good cle^ lo the gedcr^ ear: bat ihki, in 
the lianda of Mr. Golerldge. ^ Waller SmtL %ud. Loyd Bfron 

klM.ca.ir II law. L .... __..l. .. a.W ..... 


Hhi.onnihccnrnil,loy«l.UIithc-ma.lh.royr»« 


7 _ r , — w.w.^..v«Mw,,Bk«u*». OT III lUC 

otwr direeiion. .when (uuiJug from it>e Guff of Athma Ui that of 
Icqiaoto. Buth thelomea i/e pkturcsqueamiLlwauliftjl. tliou^ 

Tcry dHTercnti (hat by tea baa more admr^eda.: but the vbydge 
- being Mwa/a wiilun algbt pi Jand. and often »eqf nearJt, preaenM * 
nuut allracrtvo v*Bwa of the Ulahift SalamU, kl^daa. Puro, etc. 
aud Ibe coaat of (be GoitlinrnL 

• [ “ With regard to the edwenratioaaon earelcaaoeai, atc-T wcolc 
Lord Byruo Ip afrlciwh *• I Uiiok, with all hmuiitly. that the gentle 
reader baa cotufdereil a rather UiicuniiQoo, 4 iod decldedJy Irrrgu- 
lar. vi rsiScailon for haste Md (N'gngeace. measure dl not 
ibai irf any of the other pueras. which ( I believe; were allowod 
10 be tiilrralily ttofrcci, ecconUpg lOByJie fad lire fiugera-br 
eara— lyr whicli b^rde write, and readem reckon.' Greatpart ef 
the ‘Slf^‘ b ln<I think). wliat ibe'.leamed call anapesls (iboogli 
I am not rare , bidng bdnoulty fcnteifui of my metrea and vy aertbed. but * 

Graiim,) and many of the Ibwa tntaotivMully longer or aborierthan I aaiec|) " B 1 

lttt6ymlusco«il«..luUi «»laKrt.yul».|*«^^ UJln»rei*utlrhMrUor OwrUtoi^olU,. knuou 

: -h»rhlluwra«.uf.uirhl,,flub,' l„„»l, upilh, „K».uuloik 

wRhoni befog aware of (be deviation, (hmigb I now ftjrl’aorry tir j 


..ra... ... oeov U«| , ra..u ,t, KTTJlCr 

than waa adaiilied fb w.meor Uk moat deXcipua of Ibe lyrica] 

measi^oribc'aucicntgrerkf B.J 

.4 {In one priiUtraeacoralonai Lord Byron waa pearly loal Ip a 
Tupkhh abip of war. owkig to the IgQurarice of (be ca|i(ain and 
crew. “ Fl<jicher- he sayi, “^rytled ; the Crecka.called on all the 
Mlola; the Uiwulmanaun Alla s while ihe'capielu btiral into icara, 
and ran below deck. I dM whiif I’copld to conaole Fl^tcber ; but 
Hoding him InourrigiM, I wrappnl royielf op'fn my Albanian ca- 
pote. and lay down to wait the wor»L“ Tbfa atrUlmg I'netanrc ol 
Ihe poefa cuobi^ and courage it Ihaa confirmed by .Mr. Itob- 
honae Finding >thi(. from hla lammeii, bf irai noable to bu 
of any aervite fif ihc'ef Criioua which oof veyy eerioiia daogvrriaU* 
od for, after a (angb pr two at (be panic of Mi valet, he not obiy 
wrapped hiibacif up. and Uy- down, In the rtanner' be baa de- 
acribed. but wIhjo Oor AffRculUea were temiinatcd waa foond fail 
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• * 

Ami some all restlessly at bonw; . • ^ 

Hut never more, oh f>n«vftr, vnr 
Shall meet to revel ajitl to roam. • ; 

Hut U»o-sc iTTirdy days Mew cheerily,,- • 

And when tlw^r now fall drearily. 

My thoijjilrts, lilie swallows, skiui tite main, ' » 

And hear iny spirit hark ayaln 
Over the rarlh, aod throngli IIk' a|r. 

A wild ImM and a wdiidcrer. ' • • 

1 Ups that ev,cr* wakes mt strain; 

And oft, loo Aft, implores agniii 
• TIk' few who may cmilure my lay, 

To follow me jf> faraway], . ^ 

Stranger — will Ihon folknv now, - / 

And sit w/th me on Aem-CorijjU/s brow > 

I. 

5fanyj vanish’d year and age. 

And tempest’s breath, and battle’s rage, . 

Have -swept o’er Corinth yrt she stands, 

A fortress form’d to Freedotu’s hands** 

The whirlwind's w rath, the earthquake's ^ock, 
Have left ufitoucird her hoary roek, 

The keyatoiTe of a land, whicl) still, . 

Tbougli fairn, lo^sproudly on that hill, 

Tbf lambnarkio llie double tide 
. That purpling rolls on either side, 

As if their waters chafed to meet, 

• Ycl pause and'Cfoiirh beneath her feet. * 

JtiitcoUld the blood before her slied . 

Since first Timoleon's brother bled,* ' 

Or haCTled Persia’s despot fled, i ' 

Arise fconi out ihe earth-wfiich draok 
The stream ofslaugbter as it sank, ‘ 

^ Thaf sanguine ocean would o'erilow' 

'Her isthmus idly spread b^o'w: * 

Or coiiW thft bones of ail file slain, - 
Whoj)cri^h’d there, be piled again. 

That rival pyramid, would rise 
More inountaiqdike, throttgh those clear skies,- 



‘VA BArvei from hfrUaHcn ^ 

> [TlinolMNi, who Idtl saved tbd life (d hU bmlher nmophanev 
latutUo. iftetwardv killed hMii nH*aiinlux ai Iheapivettiv pndtr 
tn Corioih. pref 'iTin^ his dolf to his owintrr lo all llic obllssUom 
of btoiod. Ur^ WartonaJTS. that Iw'iieOBCe hitondrtl lo write an 
epic pqcmpn the storj, and- llul Ur. Akeoslite bad ihe same de* 
.((IO.-1I.) 

} [The Giaour. theBtldetH Abydps, tbo CordiLr. I*ara. the Slei^c 
or CoTinlhffotldWeUeacb oiiic'r with a cHeritjr, wbicji was only ri* 
yaHeil'hy preir sucoesa: anU ifai tmmiheaqilioeweified toiMHw; 
tnhw |M>rile career, with the threat offoHtvarHtg li^i iheradvcnlMee 
/or alidi*, the public: tagWly pardoned ihepreabli of a pruuuaeby 
keeping whiiii iticy ifiu*rhaTel»ecn sudcrc^ T.xi]uislrefy beautiful 
*m lt>einsclves.th*«]6l<deirccaiTedavtew'chaciii Irvin theromantie 
clUueelato which dtcy lDlr«filueedns,'ait(l fr^i liieonrutalcus* 
ltiin«*'si»»t^ictly |)reacr>ed and Hipiclurcsciil^lyuabibitcd. Greece. 
U»e cradle of Uie |ioetry with wliicli dur earliest shidin aiw iami- 
liar, was preseiucd to n$ among her ru/ns and her sorrows, tier 
detigbilnl swciiery, oncA dedicaied tp Ibosc iloUteswho; Ihpifgh 
deibrmicif front their own Oiytnpur, aiill preaerve a poetical riu- 
pin-, wa« liirrad t^foreyw in l.ani Byron's |>»wfry. vatHul 1 y .111 


\yORKS." ,, 

Than yon towe^rjrpp’d'AtTopofid, ‘ ’ r ^ 

• -^hich seemS the Vm’^clburfs tcrhl^.* 

On diitL C^ithseron’B ridge appears 
- The gleoin of tviep. ten tbousanci spears 
^nd downwaigl to the Isthmian plain, * 

From dior^ to ^idrc 9f either main, ‘ • 

The lent is pifclj^d, Hie<*rescn)i shines 
Along the Moslem’s leaguerlhg linek.; 

And die dusk.Spuh,i*i bands* advance 
Beneayli each bwded paeha’s glance ; r^'- 

< An^ far and wide as eye caii yeach Y 
TticTurban’d cehorts tlirong ^ beacli j 
And there the Arab's camel kneels,- ■' j 
And there his steed the Tartar wheels ; ' , 

'TIte Turcoman hath left his h^'d,* . • 

The sabre cound hU loins to gird ; 

And there the volleyir^ thunders pour, 

Till w aves grow smoother to the roar. 

The t^nch js dug,..the cannon's breath 
Wings the far hissing gl(d>e of deatU; 

> Past whirl the fregineiits (Vom the wall, 

VVliich crumbles yvith the ponderous boil; * . 

And from that wall the foe replies; 

O'er dusty plaitvaud smoky skies, . 

With fires that answer fast-and 'well 
. Tlie summons of Abe Infidel. * [ 

. * ' -nt- 

But near and nearest to the vVall 
Ofxfbube who wisti and work its fall. 

With deeper skill in war’s blai^kort 
1'han Oihinan’s sons, and high of heart 
.As any chief that ever Std^ • ‘ ' 

Triuuqthant in dio fiekl.s of blood,' 

Froiu-pust to post, and deed ta deed, « 

Fast spurring on h1s reeking steed, ’ * 

AVHcce sallyiDg ranks the trench >dssail, 

And make the foremost Moslem quail ; 

Or wher^ the battery, guarded wdl, i 
Remaina as yet impregnable, , ; *. • 


the moral elfecKdcri^rvl from what Greece 1» apd What she has 
been, while it -Was iloitbled by oomparitons, prrpeluagr excited, 
betwekn ihc philosopbrn aad heroes who roniierly fnbabitrd ifaat 
rombdUie couatir. aiifl Ihcir dcKc-udagla, wliio either stoop U| their 
Scythian ci)fU|oerori, nr mainibin, antong ibe rrcrfl*m-of their 
* cta*,lcal iDOtiutaiit-<, an indf)^iuMee at wild and saiuigv it is 
precarUNuC The Oriental minnei-salso ami dictiMt.' so pe^tltar 
iu.ilicir ]ilciureM]i>c dfect llul tliry can.cwtl a charm evim over 
theuboi^lie9oraiioa<itern tale, had here the more honourable 
occojiaiion (if decoctUag that wliich in UakifWds beyitifut, and 
eofunong by novdiy-*wliat wqjiM base been caiiUraliiig Wiihoal 
lU aid, Tim powerful piytiluccd hy lhi« pi-chli ir s;<o 

-ciesofpoetryconkrmctf iMin a ^uci^le/whlch, Ih-m^h It will 
hardly be clialiqi^ wticii xlakd as an axioth, is v<:ry rarely 
c^iitplkdwHh'In practice. 1 ( 1 a, ^har -every author tbuuk), like 
l4>nl Byr^ (urtn to hlniself, and commiinicaic to ihe reader, a 
ptTdim, (l^ucd, and difitlncf view of the UntUcape. acniimcot, or 
action which he' intends to describe to the fyadey,— sia ffALraa 
SCOTT.J • 

\ [Ttirkisbhohlect of mtlK^ry 5efk; whidi tihhgc tbena lojoio 
the army, Rioiinietl at their own oipch.so.^^E.l 

< Tho-hfe 0 tha Turconuiiit U wandering and palrlaithai t 
they dwel Mb tents. ' 



THE SIEGE 

Ali^tiDj^checrly to inspire ' 

The soldier slackening in his fl^ej ; 

The first and fresliest of tlra host 
^Vhieh Staniboul’s sultan there can boast, 

To guide the follower o'er the field. 

To point the; tube, ti)c lancc to wield, 

Or whirl around the bickering blade, 
tVas Alp, the Adrian renegade I 

IT. . • 

From Venice — once a raci» of worth 
His gentle sires — he drew his birth; 

But late an exile from her shore, 

Against his countrymen he bore 
The arms they taught to bear ; and 
The turban girt his shaven brow. 

Through many a change had Corinth pass'd 
With Greece to Venice’ rule at last ; 

And here, before her walls, with those 
To Greece and Venice equal foes, ^ 

He stood a foe, with all the zeal 
Which young and fiery converts feel, 

Witbin whose lieated bosonv throngs / 

The memory of d thousand w rongs. 

To him had Venice ceased to be 
Her ancient civic boast — “ the Free ; ” 

And in the palace of $t. Mark 
Unnamed accusers, in the dark, 

Within the Lion's' mouth *’ had placed 
A charge against him uneffaced : 

He fled in time, and saved his life. 

To waste his future years in strife, 

That taught his land how great her loss . • 

In him w ho triumph’d o'or the Cross', 

'Ga'mst which be rear'd the Crescent high. 

And battled to avenge or die. > 

* T. ’ 

Couoiourgi ‘ — he wliose closing scene 
Adorn'd the triumph of Eugene, 

Wlieo on Carlowilz* bloody plain,. 

The last and mightiest of the slain, 

He sank, regretting not to dia, 

But cursed the Christian's victory — , 

Coumourgi^can his glory cease, . . 

That latest conqueror of Greece, 

Till Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave pf yore? 

A hundred years have roll'd away 
Since be'relU’d the Moslem’s sway, 

And now he led the Mussulhian, 

And gave the guidance of lbe\an 
To Alp, who well repaid the trust 
By cities levell'd with the dust;* *. 

* All CaamourKi.the tarourile three «iilian«, aii<l Grand Vizier 
to Acfamct 111., after rvcr>rrrinj; Peloponnesus from the Venrtlam 
in one campaign, was morlalljr wouuJnl in nest, against the 
Germana, at the batUeofi*cterwaradin ;in tlu* plain of Carlowilz), 
in HiuigarT, endeavouring to ratty his guards, lie tiled of liiV 
wounds neit day., UU |j<r order was (ha UrcaiiiuUuu of General . 
Brenner, awi aome other Geman prUoners; and bis laatwords,. 


OF cori:ntii. 2ss) 

} And proved, by oKiny a deed of death, 

How firm his heart in novel faith. 

VI. 

The waJIs grew wxak ; and fast and hot“ 

Against them pour'd the ceaseless shot. 

With uiiabating fury sent 
1 From batlerj' to battlement; 

I And thunder-like tlie pealing din 

Rose from each healed culverin 
I And here and there some crackling dome 
I Was fired before the exploding bomb : 
j And ad Ute fabric sank beneath * 
j' The shattering shell’s volcanic breath, 
j In red and wreathing columns flash'd 
' Hie fTame, as loud the ruin crash’d, 

Or, into countless meteors driven, < 

Its earth-stars melted ii^to lieavcn ; 

Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun, 
Impervious to the hidden sun, , • ■ 

With v'olumed smoke that slowly grew’ ' 

To one w ide sky of sulphurous hue. - . . ' 

V*- , . 

But not for vengeance, long delay’d, 

Alone, did Alp, the renegade, '' 

The Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the promised breach : 

Within these wails a maid wa^pent 
His hope would w*in without consent 
Of that inexorable sire, 

Whose heart refused him in its ire, 

When Alp, beneath his Christian name. 

Her virgin hand aspired to claims 
In hapiner mood, and earlier time, 

While unimpeach'd for traitorous crime, - 
Gayest in gondola or ball. 

He glitter'd through the Carnival; 

Ami tuned the softest serenade 

That e’er on Adria's waters play’d 

At midnight to Italian makl.* * > 

’ vm. . ; 

And many deem’d her heart was won; 

For sought by numbers, given to none; 

Had young Francesca's band remain'd ' 

Still by the church’s bonds unchaiu’d ^ 

And when Uic Adriatic bore 

Lanciotto to the Payiiiin shore, . , , 

Her wonted smiles wore seen to fail, 

And |)cnsive wax'd the niaid and pale; 

More consttmt at confessional, 

More rare at masque and festival; 

. Or seen at such, with duw ncast eyes, 

Which conquer'd hearts they ceased to prize : 

oh that 1 coulil dim Mrvt all the Chri tlin !*' a zpcech and 
act not an'ISeuneofCallttnb. 11 c wai a yming’'man of (treat atu- 
Inllon and qabounilnj |irp«uApUonn on being lold ilial Priaco 
EugiMte. upiMwcd hi hbn. “ wu a giral gcuerai,** he aild, **1 
kball become a.grcaler. and at tils expeme.*’ 

* [ MS.~ 'Id (Uldnlilil conrtsbtp le UaJUa iDatd.'*rXJ 
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''With listless look she seems to gaze; / 
WiUi humbles care her form arrays ; 

Her voice less lively in the song; , 

Her step, though light, less fleet among 
The pairs, on whom tlw Morning’s glance 
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. . 

IX. 

Sent by the state to guard the land, 

(Which, wrested from the Moslem's hand, 
While Sobieski tamed bis pride 
By Buda’s wall and Danube’s side, • 

The chiefs of Venice wYung away 
From Patra to Eubcea’s bay,) ^ 

Minotti held in Corintli’s towers '* 

The Doge’s delegate) powers, ^ 
While yet the pitying eye of Peace * 

Smiled o’er her long forgotten Greecev 
And ere that faithless truce was broke 
Which freed her from the uncliristian yoke. 
With him bis gentle daughter came; 

>«or there, since Meoclaus’ dame 
Forsook her lord and lahd, to prove 
What woes await on law ies& love. 

Had fairer form adorn’d the shore 
Than she, the matchless stranger, bore. 

,X. 

The wall is rent, the ruins yawn ; 

Ajid, with to-morrow’s earliest dawn, 

O’er tlie disjointed mass shall vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 

The bands are rank’d ; the chosen van 
Of Tartar and of Mussulman, 

The full of hope, misnamed “ forlorn,” * 
Who hold tile thought of death in scorn. 
And win their way with falchion’s force, 

Or pave their path w’Hh many a corse. 

O’er whiclt the following brave may rise, 
Their stepping-stone — the last who dies ! 

XI. 

’T is midnight : on the mountains brown 
The cold, round moon shines deeply down; 
Blue rollthe waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hang on high. 
Bespangled with those isles of light, 

So wildly^ spiritually bright; 

> Who ever gazed upon them shining 
And urrn’d to earth without repining, 

Nor wish’d for wmgs to flee away, 

And mix w ith their eternal ray ? 

The waves on either shore lay there . 

Calm, clear, and azure as the air ; 

And scarce their foam the pebbles shook, 
But iimrinur’d meekly as the brook. . 

The winds were pillow’d'oii the waves; 

The banners droop'd along their staves, 
And, as tliey fell around them furling, , j 


Al>ove them shone the cvescent curling; 

And that deep silpnce was unbrok^ 

Save wlicre ll>e watch his signal spoke,'^ .^:. 
Save where the^teed neigh’d oft and shriQp^ 
And echo answer’d from tliehill, 

) And the wide bum of that wild host 
I Rustled like leaves from coast to coa^, 

; As rose the Muezzin's voice in air 
I In midnight call to wonted prayer; 
j It rose, that chanted mournful strain, 

I jkc some lone spirit's o’er the plain : v 
1 *T was musical, but sadly sweet, 

I Such as wlien winds and harp-strings meet, * 
And take a lung unmeasured tone, < 

j To mortal mitjstrelsy unknown.’ 
j It seem'd to those within the wall 
A cry prophetic of their fall ; 

J. It struek e\cn the besieger’s car 
; With something ominous and drear, 
i An undefined and sudden thrill, 

Whidi makes the liciirl a moment still, 

; Then beat w ith quicker pulse, ashamed 
^ Of that strange sense its silence framed ; 
i Such as a suddon passing-bell 
i Wakes, though but foY a stranger’s knell.* 
ill. 

The tent of Alp was on the shore ' 

The sound w'as hush’d, the praye/ was o’er ; 
Xbe watdi was set, the night-round made. 

All mandotes issued and obey’d: 

’T is but another anxious night, ^ 

His pains the morrow may requite 
With all revenge and love can pay, 

In guerdon for their long delay. . 

Few hours remain, andbe batb need 
Of rest, to nerve for many a deed 
Of slaughter; but wiiliin his soul 
The thoughts like troubled waters roll. 

He stood alone among the host ; 

?(or bis the loud fanatic boast , 

To plant the cres<*ent o’er the cross, 

Or risk .ajife with Hltle loss, 

Secure in paradise to be 
By Houris loved imniortally r • * 

>or his, x\^iat burning patriots feel, 

The stern cxaltedness of zeal, 

Profuse of blood, untlred in toil. 

When battling on the parent soil. ' 

He stood alone — □■renegade* ' , 

Against the country he betray'd ; 

He stood alone amidst his band, 

! Without a trusted heart or Jumd : 

I Tliey Collow’d him, for he was brave,- 
And grc.M the spoilhe got and ga\’e ; 
j 'Hicy crouch’d to him, for he had skill • 

1 To warp and wield the vulgar will : 

} But siiii his Chriftiau origin i 


( MS.->.“And make a m^aartotf UMUi, 

To aw4'l*l and car uitkooKO."— E.'] 



{ il$ V** Wl.lrli tlnK* a da<p. lolenul kodl. 
A vl'.lonarr paasloc bdl-’^Z-l 
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With them W38 little than sin. 

Tliey envied even the faithless fame 
HeezutiM benehth a Moslem name ; 

Since he, theit mightiest chief, had been / 
lfi)*oqtha bitterNazar<*ne. * v 
They did not know hiow pride can stoop, • 
■\Vben batlled feeliogs wi^erkig droop ; 

I They did not know, Ik)w hate can *burn ' 

In hearts once changed from soft t6 stern ; • 
Kor afl the false and fatal zeal 
The convert of revenge can f^l. 
lie ruled tlietn—man iiDy role the worst, 

By cveh daring to be first; 

So Irons o*er the jackal &||iy; . ' * 

Tlie jackal points, he fells the^prcy,' , 

Then on the viilgar yelling press, 

To gorge tjie relics of success. 

XIII. ^ ‘ . 

His head grows fever’d, and his pulse • 

The quick successive throbs convulse ; 

In vain frOm side to side be throws 
His form in courts!^ of re[wse ; • ^ 

Or ithe dozed, a a start 
Awoke him wWv a sunken jieart. < 

The turban op bis hot brow press'd, 

The mail weigh’d lead-like on his breast, , 
Though oft andjong beneath its weight “ 
Upon his'eyes had slumber sate^ 

Without or couch or canopy. 

Except a rougher field and sky " 

Than now might yield a warrior’a bed, 

Than now along the heaven was spread. 

He could not rest, he could not stay 
, Within his.tent to wait for day, 

But walk’d him forth along the sand, 

Whore tliousand sleei^rs strew'd the strand. 
What pillow’d them? and why should he 
More wakeful than the humblest be, 

Since more Uielr peril, worse their toil ? 

And yet they fearless dream qf spoil ; 

While he alone, where UioUsauds pass’d. 

A night of sleep, perchance their |a$t; ' 

In sickly vigil wander’d on, . - 
And envied all he gazed upon. . 

• XIV. 

UeTelt his soul become nnora light 
Beneath the freshness of lha Pight. 

Cool was the silent sky, though calm. 

And bathed his brow with airy balm : 

Behind, the camp— before him lay, 

In many a winding creek and bay, • 
Lepanto’sgulf; and, onthebrow 
Of Delphi’s bill, unshaken snow. 

High and eternah such,as shone 




I Through thousand summers brightly gone, 

1 ■ Along the gUIf, tlie monnt, the clime; 

It will not iheft, dike man, to time: 

Tyrant and slave are swept away, . 

, Less form’d to wear before the rav ; 
t But that white veil, the Mghtest, (Wilest, ' 

Which on the mighty mountthoahnilest, ' 

. r^Vhile tower and'tree are tore and rent. 

Shines o’er its oragg)- battlement ; 

In form a peak, in height d cloud, * ; 
'In texture like a ^vering shrou;k , ' 
Thus high by parting Freedom spread, . 

As from het fond abode she fled. 

And linger'd on ilie spot, where long 
Her prophet spirit spake in sobg. 

Oh! stin her step at moments faltefs ' 

O’er wiiiierM fields, and rain’d altars, ' ‘ 

, And fain would wake, Irj souls top broken, ' 
By pointing to each glorious token : , 

But vain her TOicC; till better days * ***. 
Dawn in tliose yet remember’d rays 
■ Which shone upon the Persian flying. 

And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 

XV. 

Xot n)indless of these miglity limes • ^ , 

, ^Vas Alp, despite his flight and'criDies; . 

And through this night, as on he wander’d, 

’ And o’er the past and present pondeFd, 

And thought upon the glorious dead 
Who there in'better cause had bled, 

He fell how faint pnd feebly dim ^ 

' The fame that could accrue to him, , '' 

Who cheer’d the band, and waved the sword, 
A traitor in a turban’d horde; . 

And led them to the lawless siege, 

Whose best success were sacrilege. 

Xot so had those his fancy number’d, 

The chiefs whose dust around him slumber’d, 
Their phalanx marshall'din the plain, 

Whose bulwarks were not then in vain. 

Th^’ fell devoted, but undying; * ^ 

Tlic very gale their names seem’d sighing:^ 
The waters murmur’d of their name ; 

The woods were peopled with their fame) 

The silent pillar, lone and gray', * r 
Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay ; 

Their spirits wrapp’d tbe dusky mountaio. 
Their memory sparkled o'er the fountain ; 

The meanest rill, tbe mightiest river 
Roll'd mingling with Uieir fsihe for ever. 
Despite of every yoke she bears, 

. Ibat land js glory’s stUl and'theiVs ! * 

’T is s^ll a watchw ord to the earth ■ 

. When man would do a. deed of worth 
ile points to Greece, and turns to tread,- ^ 


[ MS.-** Af lloM o'er ibe JhAbI rtft^ • 

. They follow oo. and ^rlUnB praM 
' To poeva iJie fr^RMtuu of HicrvM."- E.| 

I M>. -*• Ihf rtlalf, loth d from »Wc lo »ldo, 


. t And oacb rrpMlng poatore (rted.**— I.]. 

1 j Here lultowB, Id MS.— 

I *‘lN»aiorta.l-b04iodkM-undecaV«I- - • 

1 -., * TpeirMtitolboTery •uil|>vr'ade.*'— E.] . 
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So saoction'd on tht‘ tyrant's bead : | 

He looks to lier, and rushes on ( '■* i 

Where life is lost» or freedom won.' 

XVI. 

Su1l by the shore Aljrmotely mused, 

And woo'd the freshness Night diHused.. I 

' There shrinks no ebb in that tiddess sea/ i 

Which changeless rolls eternally',. i 

i> So that' wildest of waves, in their angriest mood, 
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood.; 
And the powerless mqon beholds them flow, i j 
Heedless if she come or go : , ' i 

Calm or high, in main or bay. 

On their course site hath no sway.^ ; 

The rogk unworn its base doth bare. 

And lookso'er the surf, but it comes. not there; 

And the fringe of the foam may be teen belOw, , 

On the line titat left long ages ago : | 

A smooth short space of yellow sand > 

Between it and the greener land. 

He wander'd on, along the beach, ! 

Till within the range of a carbine's reach ' 

Of the leaguer'd wall; but they saw him not, ^ - 
Or how could he ’scape from llie hostile shot? * ' 

Did traitors lurk in the Cliristians’ hold? 

W ere their hands grown stiff, or their hearts wax’dcold? 

I know not, in sooth ) but from yonder wall ^ 

There flash'd no fire, and there hiss'd n6 ball, 

Though he stood beneath the bastion's frown, 

That flank'd the sea-ward gate of the town ; , 

Though he heard the sound, and could aliuost tell ' 
The sullen words of the sentinel, i 

As bis measured step on the stone belbw I 

Clank'd, as lie paced it to and fro ; 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall ; 

Hold o’er the dead tlieir carnival, < J • 

Gorging and growling o'er carcass and limb; 

They were too busy to bark at him f 
>'rom a Tartar's skull they liad stripp'd the flesh, | 
As ye peel the fig when it5 fruit is fresh ; ' 

And their white tusks crunch’d o’er the whiter skull,* | 
As it slipp'd through their jaws w hen their edge grew’ I 
dull, 

As they lazily mumbled tbe bones of the dead,« (fed ; 
When they sekree could rise from the spot w here they ; 


So w ell had they broken a lingering fast* * 

With those who had fallen for that night’s repast/ 
And Alp knew, by tbe turbans that roll'd oh the spnd, 
The foneroost of tliesc were the best of his band : 
Crimson and green were the shawls of their wear, 
And each scalp had a single long Uifl of hair,? 

All the rest was sluiven and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw, 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulfv 
'fhere sal a vulture flapping awolf, 

M ho had stolen from tlie hills, but kept away. 

Seared by the dogs,-from the huifian prey ; 

Rut he seized on his sh^rCof a steed that lay, 

Pick’d by tbe birds, on the sands of the bay. 

XVII. 

Alp turn'd him from the sickening sight : 

Never iiad shaken 1^ nerves in figlit ; 

But he better could brook to liehold the dying, 

Deep ip the tide of their warm blood lying, * 

Scorch’d with tbe de 9 th-thirst,and writhing in vutii 
Than the perishing dead who arc pqst all pain. > 
Tliere is sometliing of pride in perilous hour, 
■\Vhaie’cr be the shape in which death may lower; , 
For Fame is there to say who blwds, . 

And Honour’s eye on daring deeds! 

But w hen oil is past, it ts humbling to tread 
O'er file weltering field of the tomhiess dead, *" 

And sec worms of the earth, nud fowls of the air, 
Beasts of ilie forest, alj gailiering lliere; 

All regarding man as tlicir prey, 

All rejoicing in his decay." 

XVIlt. 

There is a temple in ruin stands,'’ . 

Fashion'd by long forgotten hands ^ • 

Tw’o or three columns, and many a stone, * 

Marble and granite, with gross o’ergrown! 

Out upon Time! it will leave no more 
Of the things to come than the things before ’ 

Out upon Time! who for ever will leave 

But enough of the {wst for Die future to grieve 

O’er tliatwlHchlKiflilx!ei),aud o’er tliat which must be; 

hat wc have seen, our sons shall see; 

Remnants of things -that have pa.ss'd away, 

Fragments of stone, rear’d by creatures of clay ! '* 


• I ■S.-~‘*Wh«r« rn<caoai loneliest ouf beitoa.'*->C.] 

• Tt»e resfVr no«<l hardly be reminded that there are no par* 
ceptible tides to Uic Uedgerranean. 

? [ wMlil Bot ««8*ie on a bnd 

' Tbe t»«ll pO mnebvn belter fped.''*E.] 

4 (Omh the r«t of ihU section. ^ii^oaD.} 
i This spectacle I havr »rcn, sndi m dtrscribej, beneath Uic 
«all oUlie SeraKUn at ConOanUiiople, in the lUlIc ratiiii-s worn 
hy tlte Boaphorus In ibe rock, a narrow terrace of which prq}ecL« 
beiwccn ihc w:)ll and thewater. I think llte bet is also rnrntiuncd 
in ttn|ilinii«e’« Tratcli. The Bodies weir; probaldy Iho^ of somo 
refractory Janltarie*. 

'6'[Ttila itaMge shows the force of I.ord Byron'S pencil.— 
JeveteT,] *. 

7 This tuft, dr long lock. \* len from a mpenUtlon that If aliomrt 
.. will draw them into PanKlisehy It ^ 


■ t Than the maiiflrtti'uepkciti luuvrn U<wd btrrota.] 

*1 Strike out— 

“ Scorrb'd «bb ibe ifealb-ltalrsl. and wrllbina io valo 
Ttuiu lliirpeeblgdtt <Srad «Im> ar« paitt all pain.** 

What is a “perishing dead? ’^—niryoib.] 

[Oer tbe nelierinfc tbeiombkwdetdv^Cirroaa.] 

! " [US..-'' All that llrrtb on mitn nill ptry. 

I All rejalce la hU'tee.'iri 

Ail H>at ran kUMlIe eSUmaf sad Obffoat 
I FoUaw bli franc from lli^ blir loibedtut.— E J 

, '*■ [OmU this couplcl. — CirroiiiV.} v 

»’ (After this follows in US.— 

I ** MononenU it|st tbe romlm aae 

I Lease* to'ibr »|>vU of lbr»ea*ons' rage- 

i TttI lain makeslba rvlle* searre: 

Tbeo Learning aeu bar K^ma farrr. 
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THE SIEGE OF CORLNTH, 




XIX. : • . ' 

He sate him doVn at a pillar's base, * 

And pass'd his hand athwart.hh face ; 

Like one in dreary musing mood, 

‘Declining was his attitude; 

His head was drooping.on his breast, ' 

Fever’d, throbbing, and oppress'd;* 

And o'er his brow< so downward bent, * . . 

OH his beating fingers went, 

Hurriedly, as you may see 

Your own run over the ivory key, ' . 

Ere the measured tone is taken » 

By the chords you would awaken, 

There he sale all heavily, 

As he beard the night^wind sigh. 

Was it the wind, through some hollow stone, 
Sent that soft and tender moan ? 

He lifted his head, and be look'd on the sea. 

But it wasunrippled as glass may be; 

He look'd on the long grass^it waved not a blade ; 
How was that gentle sound conveyed? 

He look'd to the banners — each fiag lay still, 

So did the leaves on Cithieron’s hill, ■ - 

And he felt not a breath come over his cheek , 
Wliat did that sudden sound bespeak ? 

He turn’d to the lelt-^is he sure of sight ? 

Tliere sate a ladyi youthful aud brigiii! 

■ XX. 

He started up with more of fear 
Than if an armed foe were near. 

“ God of in>' fathers 1 whaf is here ?'i 
W'bo art thou, atid wherefore sent 
So neara hostile armament? ^ 

His trembling hands ^used to sign / 

The cross he deem'd no more divine : 

He had resumed it it) that hour, 

But conscience wrungawav' the power. 

He gazed, he saw : he knew* the face 
Of beauty, and the form of grace ; 

U was Francesco by his side, 

The maid who might have been his bride ! 

' The rose was yet u|>on her elieck,'' 

But mellow’'d with a tenderer streak ; 

Where was the play of her soft lips fled? 

Goue was the smile that enliven’d their redJ 


.Asd, ronnlai tbrou|b ibc marble waate, 

FratMoTbotatr, art, tad Ufle. , 

XU. 

“^bal Temple wM iMr<!.io itn midet o( Uw pUla; 

Mbal of Ibat fbrlnet'iil leiVnuaio ^ 
to bl* lett— -■'“E.J 
■ [ From UUs, »I1 U beauliful 

** lla«aif.D0i. bakDB* not; bat Pofking b lbere.''*~6irri>ai>.| ■ 

* I mml brre acknonirdfie g dote, thoogh' unlnlenfloaat, re- 
KinblaBce ilieM* twelve llnmloa pastJso in an nnpnldlahrd poem 
of Mr. Cnlerblxe, mI 1«1 ‘‘Chriirtalipl.** II wa* no! till ifler ih«e 
linea were wrillen that 1 heard lhal wild and ^Insularly orisiiui . 
and beautiful poem Tcciird; and ihe US. <»f that production 1 
never MW tIU very recently, by the kindnea^of Mr. ColcrldRe - 
Idraaeir. who, I hope, is convioced Utat I have not hcen a wllbit 
pla^UriaL Tbe oriKlnal Idea undoubtedly perlalMto Mr: Cole- ' 


The ocean's calm wUhin their view, , , . \ 

Beside her eye had less of blue; 

But like tliat cold wave it stood still, 

And Its glance, * though dear, was cIiilL , 
Around Iter form a thin rolie twining,* 

Nought conceal’d her bo.soin shining; 

Through the parting of her hair,, , 

Floating darkly downward tlicre, , ■ 

Her rounded arm .s)io\V'd white and bare : 

And ere yet she made reply. 

Once she raised her Itond on high ; 

It was so wan, arid trarusparent of Iwe, 

Y ou might have seen the rpoon shine througli.' 

XXI. 

“ I come from my rest to him I love be.st, 

That I may be Iiappy,;0n4 he may lie ble.s.s’d. 

I have pa.ss'd the guards, the gate, titc waif; 

Sought Uiee in safety through foes and all. ^ • 

*T is said tlw lion will turn and flee 
From a maid iu the pride of her purity; 

And the Power on high, that can .shield the good “ 
Thus from the tyrant of the wood. 

Hath extended its mercy" to guard'me as well 
From the hands of tlic IcagtTcring infidel, 

I come— and if I com^ in vain, 

Never, oh never, we meet again ! • 

Thou hast done a fearful deed * ' 

In falling away from thy father’s creed : 

But dash that turban to earth, and sign 
Tlie sign of the cross, and for ever be mine ; 

Wring the black drop from thy heart, 

And to-morrow unites us no more to part.” t 

“ And where should our bridal couch be spread ? 

Id the midst of tlie dying and the dead? 

For to-morrow wc give to tlie slaughter and flame 
The sons and the shrines of the Christian name* 
None, save thou and lliine, 1 've sworrf, ' • ’ 

Shall be left upon the morn : 

But thee will I bear to a lovely spot, '' 
Wberadiirhands shall be join'd ahd oursorrowforgot, 
Tliere thou yet shalt he my bride, ' ' ' 

VVhen.once again I 've quell’d the prid^ ' ^ 
Of Venice; and her hated race „ • ••' ' 

Have felt the arm they would debase 


riil^, nboM poem hubMncoin|io««d above fotirtrenyun. Let ‘ 

me conclude by a bopc lltat he will nui liiuftrr-«lelay tho^publica- 
dun of a prudoclion, of wlifdi 1 can only add my mite of appro- 
bation to the applaOie of far more coiiipeteni judges.— [The fol- 
(owiii;; are the lines in “ChrutabeF* which jx^rd Byruo had 
uninieDlioiuiry imitated . 

** The nlehi l« rttlll. Uir forwt iMr*-. 

If It U»e nliid ihal qiuaeUi bleak 7 • 

Tbera la Qot ftind Mcrugii lit tbe ajr 
' To move a«fff tbe nrt 
Front ibe lotHy lady's i-ttcek— ‘ 

Thnre it not Mlg<i rnoatrh lo twirl 
‘ 7h( one red tear, the lad oMliclau, ■* ' ' 

^ Ttaat-Oanrcf at> orim at dan^ it nb. 

Uaogioit M lIsM, aitd iKihftpc KT t>(gb. 

Oil tbe tbpitioil iwtg that took* at live ■fey.''.- b,1 

. ) [And glanco, etc,— O imqju).}- * 
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Scourge, v itba whipof sc«r|uon?, those • 

Whom vice and en»y made my foes.” i 

r|K>n his liand she faid her pwp — 

I.i; 4 ht was (he touch, hut it tfirili'd to the t>om*^ 

And shot » chiUness to his licart, 

W lucli 0\'d liim beyond the power to s.t^rt. < 

Tiiotigh slight was tliat grasp so iiiortol cold, { 

He could not loose hmi Crom its hold ; [ 

Ihit never did clasp of one so dear 
Strike on the pulse \^ith such hrcling of fear, I 

Asthost^thin fingers, -long ami white, I 

Kroze tJirough his hJood by tiieir touch tliat night. ' 
The feverish glow of liis liro\r was gone, ' 

And his lirart sank so still that it felt like stone, 

As he look'd on tiic face, and belield its liue. 

So deeply changed from what he knew : 

Fair hut laint — without thb ray ^ i 

Of mind, that made each feature play 
Like sparkling waves on a sunny day; 

And her motionless lips lay still as death. 

And licr words came fortli without her breath. 

And there rose not a heqve o'er her bosom's swell, i 
And there seinn'd not a pulse in i>cr veins to dweU. | 
Tliough her eye shone out, yet the lids w ere lix'd, i 
And the glance that it gave was wild and unmix'd 
With aught of change, os the eyes may sceiu 
Of the restless who w*alk rn a troubled dream; 
Likcrthe ligures ou arras, that gloomily glare, 

Stirr’d by tlie breath of Uie w inlry air, ' 

4 S 0 seen by the dying lamp's tltful light, 

Lifeless, but life-like, and awful to siglit ; ' [down 
As they seem, tlu-ough the diumess, about to come 
From the shadowy wall where their bnages frown; • 
Fearfully Hitting to and fro, 

As tlie gusts on llic tapestry come and go. 

“ If not for love of me l)f given 

'llms much, then, for the love of heaven, — 

Again 1 say— that turban tear 
From off tliy faitliless brow, and swear 
Thine injured country's sons to spare, 

Or thou art lost ; and never sliall see— 

' IVol earth— Hut 's past— but heaven or me. 

If this thou ilost accord, albeit 
A heavy doom T is Ibiue to meet, • 


That'doooi shall half absolve thy sim 
And oierry’s gate may receive thee within : 

Ihil pause one muinent more, and take 
The curse of Him thoa didst forsake; 

\nd look onoc more to heaven, and see 
its love for cicrsluit from thee. 

There is a light cloud by ll>c iiuxm — ^ 

'T is passing, and w ill yass full soon — 

If, by the time its vapoury sail 
Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil. 

Thy heart within thee is nut changed, 

Then God and man are both avengt'd; 

D.ark will thy doom be, darker still 
Ihinc immortality of ill." 

Alp look'd to heaven, and saw ou high 
The sign she spake of in the sky; 

But bis heart w as swollen', and turn'd aside* 

By deep interminable pride: 

This first false passiou of bis breast . * 

Boil'd like a torrent o'er the rest, ,■ 

fte sue for mercy ! lie dismay'd 
By wild words of a timid maid! 
lie, wrong'll by Venice, vow to save 
Her sons, devoted to the grove! 

No— though tliat cLoiid were Umnder’s worst ; 
And charged to crush him — let it burst? 

He look'd upon it eume.stly 
U itliuut 911 accent of reply ; 

He watch'd it passing ; it is Down 
F ull on his eye. tlie clear moon shone. 

And thus lie spak&— ^MYliate'er my fate, 

I am no cluiiigeiing— 't is too bte ^ 

The reed in storms may bow* and quiver^ 

Then rise again; tlie tree must shiver.' 
t\)lM Veiik« made me, I ludst-be, 

Her foe in all, save love to thee : 

Rut thou art safe : oh, By with me! 

He turn'd, but she is gone ! 

Nothing is there but the column stouc. 

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in air ? 

He saw not— he knew not — but nothing is tfierc. 
XMI. 


The night is past, and shines the sun 
As if that morn were a jocund one.* 



' (MS.-** liua plrtun, ttsdcbiriB'd fmo lu Craow, 

LilalM Iwt UIV-llS*,4a<1 fter ib« uqa^’*»8.i 

, {Id th« •iimmef of JMS. wlxm lii bB rear, toni By- 

FMi, tliODSli ofWetl a bed tft Anacaley, uaed at Bnt to rvinn every 
nisbttoalee|)jUKevrstead ; allr^ng as a itmoq. that be wosafrahl 
of (lie rtnlly pfcliires of (be <lui«ufihf{ (hal he fancifi^ ^'they 
had liken a gnidjte to him on accouBt of the duel." ktr. Hootp 
thiokf U may posaibiftiare keen the recblleeUon o( (brsc pieturcs 
lhal Miunletl tobfmVbeie'liiiea.— C.] 
i 1 have been told IJ^I the idea eipreased In this and the live 
followiiigilnea has been admired by thme wliuso apprubaUon U 
valuibif . I am ^lad of U.> but it ia not orismat--atIcut not mine ; 
it msy ba found ind^ better expressed in paxes of Ow 

UngU^ venina of **Taibek‘' (i iortet Ibc precise pa^c of tl»e 
French), a work tp which 1 bavo briore reftrred; and never rrair 
lo, or read, wllhoal a reo»*wal of uralificaiftio'— <Th<! {ollowing Is 
the paasaXet->***t>elttiie(l prmoer said the Ccuins addresduf 


the Call|ih. to whom Providence hath coulided the care of ionu- 
mer'jliie Mibjrcts: is if thus dial tbon ftilhUusl thy mlwlon? Thy 
crimes are already completed ; aud art thou now hastnilnx lo Uiy 
liiiiiishmrnt? Thou knowest that liryond thuM wouuuliu hblU 
and Ms arcuned dlvrs biM Itielr tiiffmal empire; and seduced 
hy a maiiRnaul iduntniii. thou art prwceorUux to surrender thyself 
lo them ! This uiumcot U the Usl of grace allowed ihcei give hack 
Xouninahar to her father, ‘wko stiirxetains a few ifiarka of life * 
drsiruy ihy lower, with all iu ibutnlnatlont t drive ^rathls from 
thy coUDdU I be |nst to tliy suh)«xu i respect the BoInbUrs of the 
pro|thet t cotppenulc for (by impletk-s by an exempUry life t and 
instead of M|oandtf in.a Ihy 4»j* lu voluptuous todulgcucc, lament 
thy crimes on ihr sepuldam of Uiy ancestors. 1 hou bdtuhksi the 
clouds digit obiepre Ibe s4m 1 at the iostaot bo cecovers bis qilen-. 
dour, if thy heart he not dhanged, Ibc Uuc u( mercy a»» gned tbee 
I vr^H be pad for ever.'*— E.) 

* {Leave uui ihla coupleL— CiPVOkP.J 
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TllE SIEGE OF CORINTH. _ _ m 


I^igblly and brightly breaks, a • . ?. 

The Mofnidg from her mantle gray, * ■ 

And the Noon look on a sultry day. * * 

Hark to the truMipv and Uie drum', ' *. 

And the mournful sound of tlie bajrbarObs bonir 
And the flap of the Uanner^, that flit as they ’re |x)tne, 
And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude’s horn, 
And the clash, and thc'slwut,"*‘'rhey con> 9 ! &eV oorae !" 
The Imrsetaiis ’ ere plut^’d from the groudd| and the 
sword ' ' [word. 

From its sheath ; and they forin, and>but wait tor the 
Tartar, add Spahi, and Tuft;oman« 

* Strike your tj^pls, abd thrOng to the van ; 
lilount ye, spur ye, skiff theplain, > 

That the fugitive may. flee in vain, 

When he breaks from the town; and noi>e escape, 
Aged 01 ^ young, in the Clmstian shape ; 

^l^ile your fellows on foot, in u fiery mass, 
TMoodst^in the hfeach through whicli Utey pass.* 

The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein; 
Curved is each neck, and Rowing each mane 
White is the foam of their champ or ^ bit : 

The spears ar^ upKfted; the matches are lit; 

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar, 

And crush tbe wall tbpy Itave crumbled before : * 
Forms in his phalanx each Jinis^r ; 

Alp .at their head { bis rightann is bare, 

So is the blade of bis scimitar ; 

The khan and the pachas sre all at their post ; 

The vizier himself at the head of the host. - 
When the culverin’s signal is fired, then on; 

Leave not in Corifitfa a living one-*^ 

A priest at her altm, a chief iq her balls, 

A bea^ her mansions, a stone on hgr walls. 

God and the prDj»het^A)la Hu ! 

Up to tbs skies with that wild halloo ! 

There the breach lies for passage, the ladder to scale ; i 
And your hands^ yoursabres, and how should ye fail.’ 
He who firstdowDS with the red cross may crave ' 

His heart’s dearest wish; let him ask it, and have 1 !' 
Thus utter’d Coumourgi, the dauntless vizier; 

The reply was the brandish/Of sabre and sp^r. 

And the shout of fierce thddsamh in jOyoUs ire 
Silence— bail to the slgnail-^fire I • *' * 
xxtii. 

As the wolves, that headlong go 
On the stately buffalo, 

Tliough with fiery eyes, and angry roar, 

And hoofs that stamp, and horns Uiat gore, 

He tramples on eartli, or tosses on high 

The foremost, who rusit'on his strength but to die : 

Tlius against the w all they w ent; 

Thus the first were ba^word bent; ^ 


-Many a bosom, slieatlied in brass, * < ^ 

Strewf’d the earth like broken gbss, • , • 

Shiver’d by die shot, that tore ^ -• 

The ground whereon they moved no more : « 

Even as they fell, iu files they lay'’,. ... 

Like tlie mower’^grass at the close of day, '' 

When his work is^done on the Icveli’d plain ; 

Such w as the fall of the foremost stain. ? 

, ‘ - xxtv. ' ' 

As the spring*tidc8, with heavy idash, 

From the cliffs invading dash 

Huge fragments, sapp'd by the ceaseless flow, 

^ Till white and thundering dowro they^o, 

Like the avalanche's snow , 

On the Alpine vales below' ; ' r * 

Thus at lenglli, oiitbrealhed and worn, 

Corinth’s sons were downward bOrne 
By the long and oft renew’d • ' * 

Charge of the Moslem muttitude.' . ' 

In firmness they stood, and iu masses they fell, ’ 
Heap'd by the host of tl^ infidel. ' . . 

Hand to hand, and foot to f6ot : 

NoUiing Utere, save death, w^s mute V 
Stroke, and thrust, and flash, iind cry 
For quarter, or for victory, . 

Mingle there with tlie volleying tlionder,.^ 

Which makes the distant cities wonder' 

How tlie sounding battle goes, ‘ 

If with them, or for their foes; 

If they must mourn, or may rejoice 
In that anfiihilating voice, ^ 

W liicli pierces tlie.d&ep hills through and Uirongli 
W ith an eclio dTead and new : . . . 

You might iKive heard it, on that day, 

O’er Salamis and Megara ; 

(We have heard the hearers say). 

Even onto Piraeus’ bay. 

XXV. 

From the point of encountering blades to the hilt, 

^ Sabres and swords with blood'w ere gilt; 

But the rampart is woo, and the spoil begoo] v 
Afld all but the after carnage done. ' 

Sliriller shrieks now mingling come .. 

From v^’ithin the plunder'd dome ; 

Hark to the baste of /lying feet, 

That .splash in the blood of tlie slippery street , 

But here and Uiere, wliere 'Vantage ground * 

Against tjie fo^ may still be found, 

Desperate groups, ef twelve or ten, 

Make a pause, and turn again — 

With banded backs against the wall, , ■ \ 

Fiercely sbnd, or fighting fall. 


'[Slrikeuut— , 

" And Ihr xSoa wUi l«ok on • nltn' diy,''— 6.J . 

* Thr* honciaUk, rued upon a lanor, a |Ucha*s oUDtUrd. 

* (Omii— 

^ While ye«rfclloii(on foM. In « mm, 
llogdiuln Uw brwb ihroutS nliitb ilw| 


* f And nwh Ibe walliber beve 

* J*** Uowbv Om dnrrtf ntUi itwrCd-cniM Quy craTk, 'Me. 

W'hal ^rul^riAciHs (his ' 

“ Hf «bo ler«ri.~oc pluek$ 4ofpm, f(c.— Sirroto.] 

< [Thtu afieintt llte nsll the)' Sm(, 

Tbaa tbe SNt «M«barhirard »«■(.— C.) 

T I Audi nu (be faN of the forcoKMt fr*tn.-6.] 
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There stood an niihoian ^hairs were white, 
But Ills veteran arm was full of ;mght : 

So gallantly bore be the'brontof the frays 
-* Th<! l^f^rejum, on -that day, 

Ina'semicircle lay ; • • ' > < . ■ 

Still he tximbated unwounded, * 

'fhOugb retreating, nnsurroQnded. ^ 

Many a Spar former 0|ht 
« Lurk’d ‘beneath’his corslet bright ; 

But of every wound his body bore, 

Kach and all bad been ta’en before : 

Tliough aged, lib v*as so iron of litnh, 

FOw o^> our youth could cope with him ; 

And the foes, whom hp singly kept at bay, 
Outnumber’d- liis thin hairs * of silver gray, • 
From right to left his sabre swept : 

Many an Olhman mother weep 
Sons that wire unborn, wlien dipp’d* 

His weapon first in Moslem gore^ 

Ere his years could coiint k score. 

Ofallhe might have been the sire ’ 

Who fell that day beneath his ir« : 

For, sonless left long years ^o, 

Ills wrath made many -a childless foe : 

And since the day, whei? m the strait ® 

His only boy bad met bis fate, 

His parent’s iron hand dkl doom 
More than a human hpcatomb.? 

If shades by carnage be appeased, 
fetroclus’ spirit less was pleased 
■ Than his, Minotti's son, -who died 
Where Asia’s bounds and oyrs divide. 

Buried he lay, where thousands before 

For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore : 

What of them is left, to tell • 

Where they lie, and how they fell? 

^’ot a stone on their turf, nor a bon^ in their graves : 
But they live in the verse that immortally saves. • 

XXVI. 

Hark to the Allah shout n band 

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand : 

Their leader’s nervous arriris bare, 

Sw^ter to smite, and never to spare — 

Unclothed to the shoulder it waves them on ; 

Thus in the fight is he ever known : ^ 

.. Othprs a gaudier garb may show, ^ 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe ; 

Many a habd ’s on a richer hilt, 

Bot none on a steel more ruddilygilt; • 

Many a loftier turban may wear,««- 
Alp is but known by the white arm bare; 

Look through the ^ick of the fight, ’t is there ! 


There is not a standard oq tliat shore 
So well advanced Bie tanks before ;- 
There i!^not a banner io Moslem war 
■ Will lure the Pelhis half so-far; ' » 

It gbnees like a falling star 1 
Where’er that miglity onn is Seen, 
liie bravest be, dr late have been ; » • 

Thexe the graven cries fbr quarter « . . 
Tainly to tbc, vengeful Tartar,; 

Or the hero, silent lying, 

Scorns to yield a grdan m dying ; > 

l^fustering his last feeble blow > 

.'Gainst the nearest leveli’d foe, 

Tlioogh faint beneath flie mutnaj wound, 

Grappling on the gory' ground. 

> 

.XXVII.. ... 

Still the old man stood erect, ^ ^ 

And Alp’s career a momenC check’d. 

“Yield thee, Minotti: quarter take, 

Fofr thine own, thy daughter’s sake.’* 

“ Never, renegado, never! 

Though tire life of thy gift would last for ever.” •“ 

“Francesca! — Oh, my promised bride ! “ 

Must she too {lerfsb by thy pride ? ” 

“"She is safe-” — “Where? where?”— ‘S In heaven ; 
From whence thy traitor soul is driven— 

Far from tlirc, and undefiled.” 

Grimly then Minotti smiled. . 

As he saw Alp Staggering bow 
BeibrehiswOrds, as will) ablaw. * 

“ OGod! wbendied6he?”-r-‘'^YestermgUtr- 
Nor weep! for her spirit's lliglit: 

None of my pure race sliall be 
Slaves to Mahomet and thee — 

Come on ! ” — That challenge is in^vain — 

Alp ’s already with the slain ; 

.While Minotti’s words were wreaking 
More revenge in bitter speaking 
Than bis falchion’s poiiit liad found, . 

Had the time allow’d to wound, 

From within the neiglibouring porch . * 

Of a long defended church, 

.Where the last and desperate few 
Would the failing fight renew, . ' 

The sharp shot dash'd Alp to the ground ; 

Ere an eye could view the wound 

That crash’d through tbe brain of tHe inOdel, 

Round he spnh, and down be fell; 

A flash like fire Within his eyes 
'Blazed, as he bent no more to rise. 


I 


* [ There itaod a man. etc.— OirroiD.] 

■ a bad nrord-o-aajr •‘War'Wrf.**— G.} 

V I OotnomberM hii.balrs'. etc.— <S.} . 

. Sou ibaCnm uAbern, wb«a aedipp'k— 0.] 
f { BrttTo!— 4hisi« bkUer Uian Kias Prtam'l fitly aOQa.—Grprour.] 
« Id the naval baule ai ibe ttoutb of Uie DirdaueUea, belwaeo 
tbe Venetiau apd Turks. 


7 ( There can be no aneb {bins : bat Ibe whole of tbU la poor, 
and apiin out.— G.] ** 

* I Hark to tbe Alla |ln I etc.— G.] 

. a [Omit (be remainder of the aediua.— Gtrpoan.] 

•*> { In the original Ms.— \ 

* ** Tboogb Um life af Iby girlul w<Mld laM (or av«r.'VE.J 

'* [V.V.— **Wberc 'a rraoc«aca?->nir promiaed 
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And then eternal darkness, sunk 
Through all the palpitating trunk ; • 

Nought of life left, save a quivering 
Where his limbs were slightly shivering: 
They turn'd him on his back : his breast 
And brow were stain’d with gore and dust, 
And through his lips tlie life-blood oozed, 
From its deep veins lately loosed; 

But in his pulse there was no throb, 

Nor on his lips one dying sob ; 

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath 
Heralded his way to death : ' 

Ere bis very thouglU could pray, 

Unaneled he pass'd away. 

Without a, hope from mercy's aid,^ 

To the last-^a Renegade.* 

XXTIII. 

Fearfully the yell arose ^ 

Of bis followers, and his foes ; 

These In joy^ in fury those : * 

Then again in conflict mixing, 

Clashing swords, and spearp transfixing, 
Interchanged the blow and thrust, 

Hurling warriors in the dust. 

Street by street, and foot by foot, 

Still Minotti dares dispute 

The latest portion of the land 

Left beneath his high command; • • 

With him, aiding heart and hand, 

The remnant of his gallant band. 

Still the church is tenable, 

Whence issued late the fated ball 
That half avenged the city's fall. 

When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell : 

Thhher bending Sternly back, 

They leave before al))o<)dy track ; 

And, with their faces to the foe, 

Dealing wounds with every bl6w,« 

The chief, and his retreating train, 

Join to those within the faile ; 

There they yet may breathe awhile, 
Shelter’d by the massy pile. 

XXIX. 

Brief breothing-time ! the turban'd host, 
With adding ranks and raging boast, 

Press onwanis with sneh strength and heat. 
Their numbers balk their own retreat; 

For narrow the why tliat led to the spot 
Whero still the Christians yielded not; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 


> [Uere follows In MS.— ^ _ 

** Twice ao4 0B(« he roll'd • 

Then leul-Uhe U; epgo bli fere E.] 

• (One cannot help luspecUng. on I'in^r ami more mature 
coRskJeration, Uutonehas bemMto Join in ucnbing;jnuch more 
force to the obJecUons made against luch cbamclera u iho CoMir^ 
l.ara, the Giaour. Alp.etc.. than belonga to them. The indtIenU, 
liablU, etc., are much too rctnute from modern and European Lite 
to act as mischievous exaiuples to others j while, under Uic grirm 


Through the massy column to turn and Hy : 

They perforce must do or die. 

They die; but er.e tlieir eyes could clcr^e, 
Avengers o'er their bodies rose : 

Fresh and furious, fa.st they fill . 

Tlic 'anks iinthinnV* though slaughter'd still ; 
And faint the weary Christians vmx 
Before the still renew'vl attacks : \ 

And now the Othiiians gain the gate ; . 

StUI resists its iron weight, 

And still, all deadly aim'd dnd hot, 

From every crevice comes the shot ; 

From every shatter'd window pour 

The volleys of the sulphurous shower: . .. 

But tiie portal wavering grow's and weak— 

The iron yields, the hinges creak— ' 

It bends — it falls— and all is o’er; 

Lost Corinth may resist no more ! 

XXX. 

Darkly, sternly, and all alone, 

Minotti stood o'er the altar stone 
Madonna's face upon him shone, 

Painteil in heavenly hues above, 

With eyes of tight and looks of love ; 

And placed upon that hOly slirine 
To fix our thoughts on things divine, 

When pictured tliere, we kneeling see 
Her, and the boy-God on her knee, 

Smiling sweetly on each prdyer • .• 

To heaven, as if to waft It there. 

Still she smiled; even now she smiles, 

Tliough slaughter streams along her aisles : 
Minotti liAcd his aged eye, 

And made the sign of a cross with a sigh, 

Then seized a torch which blazed thereby ; 

And still he stood, while, with steel and /lame. 
Inward and onward the Mussulman came. , 

XXXI. 

The vaults beneath the mosaic stone 
Contain'd the dead of ages gone; ' 

Their names were on the graven floor. 

Rut now* illegible w'ith -gore ; 

The carved crests, and curioDS luies 
The varied marble'’s veins dilTuse, 

Were smear'd, and slippery— stain'd, and strown 
With broken swords, and helms o'erthrown * 
There were dead above, and the dead below 
Lay cold in. many a coffin'd row ; 

You might see them piled in sable state, 

By a pale light through a gloomy grate ; 


circan(stin<^i. the spleadoarofimaRcry, beanty aod teademea of- 
^uUmeut. aui] eilraonlinory •treaf^Ui aud felicily urUoxnage. arc 
applicable lu human nature at all time*, and in all cuunlriO'. and 
convey ta the beat (acultiea of the reader ‘a mind an impul»C wliic|i 
.elevates, rdinsa, iHstrdcU, atwl enchants, wiUi Iho uobkst and 
(Hircst of ail pleasures.— SIB E. BavDtiU.] , 

V (MS.— **TbfMlD rsi«. In trlvmpb tbote!"-E.| ' 

i [beillQg dnfA with eierv bloiT.-Oirrna* 1 
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But War had enter’d their dark careSj 
And stored along tlie vaulted graves 
Her sulphurous treasures, thickly spread 
In masses by the fleshless dead : 

Here, throughout the siege, had bMn 
The Christian’^ chiefest magazine ; 

Tp these a late form’d train now led, 

Minotti’s last and stern cescMU'ce 
Against the foe’s o’en^ helming force. 

xx»n. 

The foe came on, and few remain 
To strive, and those must strive in vainc 
I^or lark of further lives, to slake 
^rhe thirst of vengeance now awake. 

With barbarous blows they gash the dead, 

And lop the already lifeless head, 

And fell the statues from their niche. 

And spoil the shrines of oHViring ridi, 

And from eadi other’s rude hands wrest 
Tlie silver vessels saints had bless'd. 

To the high altar on they go ; 

Oil, but it made 9 glorious show ! * 

On Us table still behold 
The cup of consecrated gold.; 

Massy and deep, 0 glittering prize. 

Brightly it sparkles to plunderers’ eyes: 

That morn It held the holy w ine. 

Converted by Christ to his blood so divine., 

Whirl) his worshippers drauk at tlie break of day, 
To shrive thrir souls ere they join'd iu the fray. 
Still a few drops within it lay ; 

And round the sacred table glow 
Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row, 

From the purest metal cast ; 

A spoil<»the richest, and the last. 

xXxin. 

Soflear they came, the nearest stretch’d 
To grasp the spoil he almost reach'd, 

When old Miootti’s hand 
Touch’d w ith the tordi the train — « 

*T is fired 1. 

Spire, v’aults, tlie shrine, tlie spoil, tlte slain, 
Theturhon'd victors, the Christian band, 

All that of living or dead remain, 

Hurl’d on high with the shiver’d faue, 

In one wild roar expired ! 

Tlic shatter’d town— the walls thrown down— 
The waves a moment backward bent — 

The hills that shake, altliough unrent. 

As if on earthquake pass’d— 

Tlie thousand shapeless things all driven 
In cloud and flame atliwart tlie heaven, 


* ( ** oh, Imt tl maei • gtortooa »b»w > 1 1 r Out.— Ctneit.] 

r * [ Strike out inxo *' C|t to die sky.** etc. to “Ail Ueckeo’d 
Ikere anU reeking lay.” Despicable •Uifr.'—Cirroio.j *’ 

> [Omit the i»ett sli llaea.«-Oirroao.] 

* ibelievc 1 have taken a poetical licence (0 Iranvpiant the Jackal 
from Asia, la Greece 1 never aa.w oor heard Uieie aounaU: but 
amoug the ruios of Ephesus 1 have beard Uiem by hiindreds. 
They. Iiaonl ruUu, and fulknv anules. . 


I By that tremendous blast— 

Prot'iaim’d the desperate conflict o’er 
On that too long afflicted shoro : * 

Up to the sky like rockets go 
All that piingled there below: 

Many a tall ami goodly man. 

Scorch’d and sbriveU'd to a span, 

^ When he fell to earth again 
I Like a cinder strew ’d tlie plain : 

Down the ashes shoderlike rain; 

SoDie fell in the gulf, whidi received the sprinkles 
WUh a thousand cirrligg wrinkles; 

Some fell on the shore, but, far away, 

Scatter’d o’er the isthmus lay; ' 

‘ Christian or Moslem, which be they ? 

Let their mothers sec ond say! 

I When in cradled rest they lay, 

And each nursing mother smiled 
On thesw'eet sleep of her ciiild, 

Little deem’d she such a day 
Would rend those tender limbs away. 

; Not the matrons that them bore 
< Could discern their offspring more; 

That one moment left no trace t 

More of human foem or face, 

Save a scatter’d scalp or bone : 

And down came blazing rafters, strowD 
Around ; and many a falling stone,x 
Deeply dinted iu the clay, 

All blacken’d there and reeking lay. 

And the living things tliat heard ' 

I Hiat deadly earth*slioek disappear’d : 
i The wild birds flew; the wild dogs fled, 

I And howling left the unburied dead;* 

The ^mcls from their keepers broke; 

The distant steer forsook the yoke— 

The nearer steed plunged o'er the plain. 

And burst his girth, and tore'his rein ; 
i Tlie buli-frog’a note, from out the inarslv 
Deep*moiith’d arose, and doubly harsh ; 

The wolves yell'd on the cavern’d hill 
Where echo roH’d in thunder still ; 

TheOackal's troop, in gather’d cry,* 

Bay’d from afar romplainingly, 

I With a mix'd and mournful sound, 

I Like crying bal>e, and beaten hound : * 

I With sudden wing, and ruffled breast. 

The eagle left his rocky nest, 

I And mounted nearer to the sun, 

I The clouds beneath him seem'd $0 dun ; 

I Their smoke assail’d his slariied bOak, 

And made him tiiglicr soar and shriek— 

I Thus was Corinth lost and won!* 


1 ( Leave out tlih couplet— Oiwou.] 

* (Tbe “Siege otcurlBlIh" Utuuglt wnUcu, periapt, wUb loo 
visible an effect, ami aut ve^.priil barmooitt^ la aH its parts, 
cannot bui be rvgankd’aes'OwgnfGccitl ouuipositMu. Tbtrre Is 
leas mItanUiropy In U that bay^ollbe rest; and the Interest la 
mad<;DpofaMerolUe represenlaUona^jfOtl and solemn scenes and 
eru(|tio<is, amt uf the tanxilt; amiacfTors, and ioloalcatioo of war. 
These opposite pictorea air, perhaps, too liolettlly contrasted. 
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' . TO SCHOPI BEBDMOnE UiVlES. Ksg. 

tu'k pollowuig pon ^ 

^ tn«mb() mt loa| o^mini ‘ ttfimtp on) mJut^ frirbb4^t|i. 

iiiititn ' ' ' I 


. ADVERTISIBMEXT. 

Tin foUdwiog poem Is grounded on a cirrumstanre men* 
tioned in Gibbon's AntIquUics of the House ofBniniwIck.*' 
1 am aware, ibat in modern tiroes ibe deU«^ac} or fastidious* 
nets of (be reader ma]' deem such suUerts unfit for (be pur- 
poses of poetry! Tte Greek dramaiisu, and some of (be 


and. in some parts, too harshly coloured; hut they arein general 
exquhfielj* designed, and executed with Uie utmost spirit and 
energy — J ippest.] 

* [This poem, perhspa the most nqulntcly versified one that 
ever the snihor produced, was wrttteu in London in the autumn 
oMSia, and piiblbbed in nhroary, tllg. Although the beauties 
of It were uoiverully acknowinlged. agd fragments of its nuidc 
ere long on every lip, (he nature of the subject prevented it from 
being dwelt upon at touch length in the critical journals of the 
time; most of which were contrai-to record, generally, their re- 
gret lliJl BO grrat a |KM;t shonid have permitted himself, by awak- 
ening sympaihy. fur a pair of incestuous lovers, to become, in 
■eme sort, (be apologist of their sin. An aiiuDymous writer, in 
** Blackwood's Uagaxioc,” seems, however, to bare suggested - 
some particulars, in ll»e execution of Ute story, which ought to 
be taken info condderaiiuo, before we rashly class Lord Byron 
with ihose poetical offenders who have bent their powers *‘to | 
divest lucesi of its hereditary horrors.** '* In Parislna.** uys Ihbi [ 
critic, we are scarcely permitted to have a singie glance at the ; 
guilL before our aUenlioo Is rivetied upon the piintsbrncnl i we | 
have scarcely bad- time lo condemu, wiUiiu our o«>q hearls, the j 
sionlag, though injured son, wUeo— 

* Per ■ dsparnug Mag's seal I 

Tbe deallhtymn prsls sod IlM boUow belts Snoll : ' 

Jle it D«er bit pvoiul goal; I 

HoeHlog ai 4&e FrUr's tfwr-, 

Sad lo Ucsr— sod plieons to see— I 

NDerltog on Ibe bare retd ground, j 

- Wilb (be block before and the guards trospd- I 

And tbe beadoMQ wlib bli (tare arki ready. 

* Tbaljbe blow iMf be botb swift sod sMedy, >t 

Pedsir Um SM b< abarpemi true— h 
S teed be aes Ip edge sodiw : 1 

Wbik Ibe rrwwil In a speechldM tfnSs gaibcr | 

To sc« tbc JUKI Ikll by tbe doook e( Use PtUwr I ' * 

*' The fhtal guilt of (he Prtneea b In like manner swallowed up iu 
the dreary contemplatioo of her uocerUiU fate. We. forbear ' ti> 
think of her a« an wMUeresi. after wo have beard that 'Aorrlrf 
eofep’ which b Kot up lo heaven at the deaib-of her paramour— , 
^Wbsisoe'er III and below, j 

Her lUe, began sod cloMd In woe.' I 

**No( only has Lord Byron avoided all the details oflfiU imhal- ' 
lowed love, he has also contrived lo mingle In the very incest whfeh < 
be condemns the Idea of retribution ; and our horror br the stu of ! 
iiugo b dlmlniahed by our belief that It was brought about by ! 
•ome strange sod snper-hiiman fatalbin, to revenge the ruin of 
Bianca. That gloom of righteous vMtaifod. which inveslt, in the 
old Greek tragedies, ibe fated bou^ of Atitus, seems here (n im> 
peodwUb some pottiem of its anciaDl horror over the line u( 
Bite. We hear, in the language of Hugo, the voice of the ume 
prophetic wlehuiity which anrKNioced to Agamemnoo, in the very 


best of our old English writers, were ofa different opinion ; 
as Alfierl and Schiller have also been, more rerently, upon 
the Continent. The fbllowiug extract will explain tlie facts 
on which the story is fbuniled. The name Of Azo is ailbsti- 
luted for NichnIAs, as more metrlctil. 

“ Under Ibe reign of >'kboIas Hi. Ferrara was polluted 
with a domestic tragedy. By tbc testimony of an attgjulani. 


moment of bis triumph, the approaching and inevitable darkness' 
of bU hie « . 

*Tb« gsttnV)} Bulll of elder llnDOB 
StMtl .raprodare itMlf Is ctIims ; 

Tbere U s day of vragraorT lUII, 

Liogar U may— bal cuaM it will.' 

**That awful chorus does not. unless we he greatly mistaken, 
leave ao impression of tfrsHnp iiptm the tnlud more powerful than 
that which rushed ou the troubled spirit of A2o, wbeu he heard 
the speech of (logo In bis hall of judgment 

‘Thau g«v'»t, aud may'at rcfumr my breatb, 

A gift lor wbleii I (hank (br« not; 
ftor are my mother t w roags forgot, 

Her kllghtod love and ruia'd bsiim. 

Her oHiprIng'i bcrilaga ortbaine.'" 

tV'e shall have occasion to recur lo ihU siilieci when wc reach 
our author's ^'Manfred.** Ttie (acts oo whit5h the present poem 
was grounded are thus given fn Frizxi's History of Ferrara 

“This turned out a calamhous year for the people of Ferrara; 
for there occurred a very tragical event in the court of tbeir sove- 
reign. Our aunaU, both printed and in manu«cri|it, with (be ex- 
cepifon of the unpolished and negligent work of .SanM. and one 
other, have given ibe following relatkn of it— horn which, how- 
ever, are rrjccled many dolail*, and f^pccialty the narrative of 
BandelH. who wrote a century afierwirds, andwlto does not ac- 
cord With Ihc contemporary hl'toriaos. 

**By Ihc aliovfsmcutloaed Stella drtV Assawipo, iho Marqnis, in 
Uieyear 1405, had a son called Ugo. a bi^iUful and Ingenuous 
youth, rarisina llalalcsU, seoondwife of Mccolo. like the gene- 
rality of step-inothcrs. ircated him with littJe kiotlness, lo Ibe in- 
ftnile regret of the Uarquls, who regarded hirn wiUt fond partiality. 
One day she asked Jeave of her tnisband to nnderUko a certain 
journey, to which he consented, but upon ComhUon (hat Ugo 
should hear her company ( for he hopeil iiy ihesehreaus to induce 
her. In the end. to lay aside the obstinateaverrion which she had 
conceived against him. Amf imieed bb intent was accoinpliyhed 
but too well, siuee. diirtuglhe journey, she not oflly divested Iver- 
self of alt her hatred, but reirmlo (be opposite extreme. After 
their return, Ute Marqnb had no longer any occasion to renew 
his former reproob. If happened one day that » servant of the 
Marquis, nsmed Zoeee, or,^ as some call hhw, Gforgio, passing 
before the' aparlmeoUGf Fartstua, saw going oot from , them one 
of her chamber-maids, all terrified and in tears. Asking the 
reasoo. she totd him that burmtstress, for same slight offence. « 
had been beating Iter; and, giving vent to her rage, she added, 
that she coahi easily M revenged. If she chose toenake knowa the 
edmiaai ftmUiarUy which subsisted hetwMu- Parisliia and Her 
siep-aoo. The servant took note of the wordst and related ibeui 
to hii master. He was AStottoded thereat, but. scarcely believing 
his ears, be aseured himself of (he foci, alas! too eleirty, oo ihv 
4tth of Hay, by looking through a hole made la the oelting of tus 
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and Ms own oMcrvailon. tbc Marquis of Este discovered tbe 
Incestuous loVos Ills w ife t'arlsinx and lingo hU Itaslard 
son. a beaulirul and valiant }outh. Yhoy were beheaded 
livthe rastle by tl»e seiilciice 4)f a Talher and husliand, who 
published his .-hame, and sunhed their eiecudon.* 11c 
was unroiiunate. If they were guUly : if they were Innocent, 
bo w as still more unfortunalo; nor is Itierc any {towble si* 
(uation in which 1 can sincerely appru\e tite last act of the 
Jusllc'c of a pareut.”— 4jtM0M's Alitcellaneous >VorA*, 
vol. iii. p. *70. 


PARISINA. 

I. 

It is the hour when from the boughs 
The nightingale’s high uote is heard t 
It Is the hour when lovers’ vows 
Seem sweet in every w hisper’d word ; * 
And gentle winds, and waters near, 

Make iiuistc to the lonely ear. 

Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And iit the sky tite stars are met, 

And on the wave is dee|>er blue. 

And on the leaf n browner hue, 

Aitd ill the heaven that clear obscure. 

So softly dark, and darkly pure. 

Which follows the decline of day, 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away. * 


II. 

But it is not to list to tlic waterfall 
That Parisina leaves her ball, 

And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 
That the lady walks in the shadow of night ; 

And if she sits in Este’s bower, 

’T is not for t!>e sake of its full-blown flower — 
She listens— but not for tbe nightingale— 

Thougti her car expects as soft a tale. 

Hierc glides a step through the foliage tliick. 

And her cheek growspale — and her heart beats quick, 
'fbere whispers a voice through the rustling leaves. 
And her blush return^ and her l>o$om heaves : 

A moment more — and they shall meet — 

*T is past — her lover at her feel. 

lu. * 

And what unto tficni is tbe world beside. 

With all Its change of time and tide? 

Its living things — its cartli and sky — 

Arc nothing to their mind and eye. 

And heedless as tlic dead arc they 
Of aught around, above, beneath ; 

As if all else had pass'd aw ay, 

Tim only for each otlierhreatlie ', 

Their very sighs are full of joy 
So deep, that did it not decay, 

Tlut ha])py madness w ould destroy 


life'll chamber. InstanUy t»c broke ioto a fmioua rage, and ar- I 
rested both vT ihern, UifitcUicr with Aldobraadino llangoni, of I 
Modena, her genUeman, and alw, as snme siy, two of the wuiueii | 
of her chamber, as alK'tton of Ihu stnfiil act. He onicrod tlieiu I 
to be bruuf^t to a hasty trial, desiring (he Ju<lg<w to prunoiuice | 
sentence, la the accusUKued forms, opoa the ailprits. This srii- I 
trnce was death. Some thgre were Uiat l>CH(irred tlieiu^vcs in j 
favour of the delinquents, and, amongst gibi-rs, Ugocciuo Coutra- 
rio, wtw was all puwfrful wiib Mccofo, asid also his aged and ' 
much deserving nhuister Alberto dai Sale. ftoUi of Uirse. thiir j 
tears Duwiog down llieir ctu'eks, and upon tlieu* knocs, fuiphtred 
bim fbr luercy ; adducing whatever reav)iis they could suggest fur 
sparing the offenders, besides those muUrcs of honour and de~ ' 
ceocy wlucb might pcrsn.vdo him lu cuuceal from ihe public so 
scaodatuus a Ji'Cil. But liU rage made blin liifleiible, and. on Ihc 
Instant, be commanded that Uieaeulcnco should be put in exe- 
cution. 

It was, then, in (he prisons of Ihe castle, and esaetly in Ihosc 
frightful dungcous which are tern at (his day bcnealli (liechand»cr 
called Iho Aiirura, at Uie foot uf tbc Lion's lower, at the top uf lltc 
street UloveccJ, IImI ou the night of Uieilst of May wercbebcait- 
ed, first. Ugo. altd afterwards Parisln. 1 . Zocse, he that accused Ikt, 
coiviucteil the Utter undcriiU arm to the place punishment, 
(the, ati along, fancied that slie was to be Ihrvvw into s pit. aii<J 
asked at every step, whcUiar she was yet come lu the s|>ol? She 
was tidd that her puoi'hmcnt was Uic axe. She enquired wlut 
was become of Ugo, and received for auswer, tlut he was already 
dead; at Ihe winch, sighing gricvoiidy. site rvciaiurd. '.Now. 
then. I wisti Dot myself to live and, being coiAe to Uie block, 
she stripped iierseif wltli her own hands of all her omamenU. and 
wrapping a cloth round ber head, submitted to ilic fatal stroke, 
which terminated the cruel scene. The same was done wiib Uaa> 
gooi, wiui. together with Ui« others, accurdiog tu two calendars 
tn the ni>rary of St. Francesco, was buried in tlic cemetery uf 
that coiiveut. NOUiing else is known respecting Ihe woiticn. 

“Tlie nurqiib kepi watch tbc whole of that dreadful night, and, 
as lie was walking backwards and forwards, enquired of Ihe cap- 
tain of die udstic If Lgu was dead yet? wlio «uiswri<nj him, Yc^. 


He (hen gave himself np to the most dcs])crate Isineniations, rx- 
rlsiming, ' Oli ! that 1 K.»o were dead, since 1 have been hiurted 
OD to resolve (lius against my own Cgo !* And Ihrn gnawing with 
his teeth a cane which he had in hte hand, he passed the rest of 
Ihe night lu sighs and in tears, calling frequenUy upon his own 
dear Tgo. On (be following day. calling. to mind that it wotiM be 
Dc-cosary to make public his JustificaUoii, seeing that the traos- 
aclion could not be kepi secret, he ordered (he narrative to be 
drawn out npon (ui|>er, and wnt it to alt the courta of Italy. 

•' Oil receiving ibU advice, li»e IKige of Venice, Francesco Koa- 
cari, gave orders, but without publishing bis reasuna, that stop 
»houId be put to (he prrparaUofu fur a louruamerit, which, under 
(he auspices of the Marquis, and at die cipense of the city of Pa- 
dua, was about to lake place, in tbe sipiarc of St. Mark. In order 
to celebrate his advancement tu the ducal chair. 

The Man^uis, in addition to whal he had already done, from 
some onaccountabic burst of rciigi'ance, cummaoded Uiatasmany 
of (he inarrk'd women as were well known to him tabefallhleu, 
like Ills Parisina. shunld, like ber. be beheaded Amongst others, 
Barbertna, or, as some call her, Laodamla Hoincf. wife of (he court 
judge, underwent Ibis seoicnee, at Ihc usual place uf esccutkmj 
that is to My, In the quarter •>* si. Giacomo, oj>po8ite the present 
fur(n*ss, beyond St. Paurs. It cannotbe told how strange appear- 
ed Ibis prueecdlng In a prince. wl>o, considering his own dh|Hi4- 
(ion. should, aiit seemed, bivcj>eeii fnsuch cases most indulgenL 
Some, however, there were Who did not fail to commend bin.** 
the above passage of l^ui wiv Iraiislaled by Lord Byron, aud 
formod a closing note to the original edition of “ Pari«lua."— K.] 

• ^‘'Ferrara is tmuifa decayed and det*opulated; Lht ibo ca*Uo 
Mill eihts entire; and I saw the .coart where VarUhia aud Hugo 
were beheaded, accordiag to ibe annal of Giblioo.** -'B. LfUrrt, 


I8I7.^E.] 

» [The opening verses, though soft and volnptnoiu. are tbiged 
with the Mine shade of sornyw wbicli gives character and hannoioy 
to Uie whole poem.— icrrikv^] 

s The lines Coutainetl iu bis acclloa were printed as set to music 
some lime since, but belonged tn il»c poem where Uiey i»ow ap- 
pear^ tbc gccaicr part of which was composed prior to Lara.** 
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And dashes on the pointed rock • 

The wretch who sinks to rise no more,— 

So came upon liis soul the shock. 

And whose that Jiame? ’t is Hugo's— his— 

In sooth he had not deem'd of this !— 

'Tis Hugo's, — he, the eliild of one 
He loved— his own all-evil son— 

The offspring of his wa.vward youth, 
vviien he betray'd Bianca's truth. 

The maid whose folly could conlldo 
In him who made her not his bride. 

Tit. 

He pluck’d his poniard in its sheath. 

But sheath'd it ere- the point was bare — 
Howe’er unworthy now to breathe, 

He could not slay a Jhing so fair— 

At least, not smiling — slee|Hng — there— 
Nay more :— he did not wake her then. 

But gazed upon her with a glance 
TVIu'cn, had she roused her from her trance. 
Had frozen her sense to sleep again — 

And o'er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleam d on the dew-drops big and damp. 

She spake no more— hut still she slumber’d— 
While, in his thought, her days are mimher'd. 

Tin. 

And with the morn he sought, and found. 

In many a tale from (liose around. 

The proof of all he fear’d to know. 

Their present guilt, his future woe; 

The long-conniving damsels seek / 

To save themselves, and would transfer ' 
Tile guilt— the shame— the doom— to her ; 
Concealment is no more— they speak 
All circumstance whicli may compel 
Full credence to tlie tale they tell : 

And Azo’s tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 


The hearts which feel its flery sway : 

Of guilt, of peril, do they deem v 
In that tumultuous tender dream ? 

Who that have fhit that passion’s power. 

Or paused or fear’d in such an hour? 

Or thought how brief such moments last ? 
But yet-they are already past ! 

Alas! we must awake before 
We know such vision comes no more. 

• 

IV. 

^V^th manyu lin^^eriDg look they leave 
The spot of guilty gladness past ; 

And though they hope, and vow, they grieve, 
As if that parting were the last. 

The frequent sigti-e-tbe long embrace — 

The lip that there would cling for ever, 
While gleams on Parisina’s face 
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her. 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Beheld her frailty from afar — 

Tlie frequent sigh, the long embrace, 

Yet bintfs them to their trvsting-place. 

But it must come, and they tnusl part 
In fearful heaviness of heart, • 

With all the deep and shuddering chill 
Which follow fast the deeds of ill. * 

V. 

And ftugo is gone to his lonely bed. 

To covet there another’s bride; 

But she must lay her co^cious liead 
A husband's trusting heart beside. 

But fever’d iu^ her sleep she seems, 

And red her cheek with troubled dreams, 

And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day. 

And clasp her l^qpd unto the breast 
W'jiich pants for one away ; 

And he to that embrace awakes. 

And, happy in the thought, mistakes 
Tliat dreaming sigh, and warm caress. 

For such as he was wont to bless; 

And could in very fondness weep 
O’er her who loves him even in sleep. 

VI. ' . 

He clasp’d her sleeping to his heart, 

And listened. to each broken word : 

He hears— .^VIly doth Prince Azo start, 

As if Uie Archangel’s voice he heard? 

And well he may— a deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o’er his tomb. 

When he shall wake to sleep no more, 

And stand the eternal throne before. 

And well lie may-^-iiis earthly peace 
Upon that sound is doom’d to cease. 

That sleeping w hisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s shame. 

And whose that name? that o’er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow. 

Which rolls the plank upon the shore, 


IX. ^ . 

He was not pna who brook’d delay ; 

AVithin the cliamber of his state, .. 

Tlie chief of Este’s ancient sway 

U|K)n his tlirone of judgment sate; 

His nobles and his guards are there,— 

Before him is the sinful pair ; 

Both young, — and oh< hoW jiassir^ fair I 
With swordless bell, and fetter’d hand, 

Oh, Christ ! that thus a sou should stand 
Before a father’s face ! 

Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire. 

And hear tbe sentence of liis Ire, 

The tale of his dis^acc'I " 

Anri yet he seems not overcome, * 
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb. 

• X. 

Anri still, and pale, and silently , 

Hid I»arlsiiia wail her doom.; 

How changed since last her speaking eye 
(jlanced gladness round the glittering room. 
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Wbef? high-born njen were 'pcoud to wait— 
Where Reatity watcl^'d to J^nitate 
Her gentle voice— her loveJy mien — 

And gather from her air and gait 
The^races of its queen : 

Then,— had her eye in sorrow wept, ♦ 

A thousand warriors forth had leapt, 

A thousand swords had slieatbless shone,' 
And made her quarrel all their own. 

Plow,— what is she ? and what are they ? 

Can she command, or these obey ? 

All silent and unheeding now, 

With downcast eyes and knitting hrow, • 

And folded arms, anchfreeziiig air, 

And lips th. 1 t scarce tl>eir scorn forbear, 

Her kniglits, and dames, her court — is there : 
And he, the chosen one, Nthosc lance 
Had yet been couch’d before her glance. 
Who— were, his arm a moment free — 

Had died or gain’d her iilierty ; 

Tlie minion of his father’s bride, — 

He, too, is fetter’d by her side; 

Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim 
Less for her owq despair than him : 

Those lids— o’er which llie violet vein 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain, 

Shining through the smoothest white 
That e’er did softest kiss invite— 

Now seem'd with hot and livid glow 
To press, not shade, the Orbs below; 

Which glance 80 lieavUy, and fiH, 

As tear on tear grows gathering still. 

And he for her had also wept, 

Bat for ihe eyes that ou him gazed : 

His sorrow, ff he felt it, slept; 

Stern and erect Itis brow was raised. 
W’halc’er the grief his soul avow’d, 

He would not slurink beforeihe crowd; 

But yet ho dared not* look on her : 
Remembrance of the hours that were — 

Uis guilt— his love — his present state- 
llis father’s wrath— all goodmeh’shate— 

His earthly, his eternal fate-r . . '' 

And hers, — eh, hers! — be dared notthrow* 
One look upon that deathlike brow 1 
Else had his rising lipart betray’d 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 

XII, • , . 

And Ar.o spake : “ But yesterday 
1 gloried in a wife and son; 

That dream this raornhig pass'd away ; 

Ere day declines, 1 shall have none. 

My life must linger omalonc ; 


I Well,— let that passy— tbere.br^lbes not one 

I Who w ould not do as I have done : 

Those ties are broken — not by me; 

Let that too pass ;— the doom ’s prepared ! 

Hugo, the priest awaits on thee, 

And tlien-vthy crime*k reward 1 
Away 1 address thy prayers to Heaven^ 

Before Its evening stars are met — 
j Learn if thou there canst be forgiven; 

I Its mercy maj*nbsoI>’e thee yet. 

! But here, upon the earth beneath, 

There is no spot where thou and I 
‘ Together, for an hour, could breathe ; 

Farewell ! I will not see thee die — 

But thou, frail thing! shall view his head— 

'Away ! I can not speak the rest : 

Go! woman of tl>e wanton breast; 

Not I, but thou his blood dost shed : 

Go! if that sight thou canst outlive. 

And joy' tljee in llie life I give.** 

XIII. 

And here stern Azo hid his face— 

For on his brow the swelling vein 
Throbb'd as if back upon Uis brain - > 

Tlie iiot blood ebb’d and flow’d again ; 

And therefore bow’d he for a space, ^ . 

And pass’d his shaking hand along 
His eye, to veil it from tlie throng; 

Whife Hugo raised his chained hands, 

I And for a brief delay demands 
I His father’s ear : the sAcnt sire 
I Forbids not what his words require. '• * , 

I “ It is not that 1 dread the death— 

For thou hast seen me by thy^side 
All redly through the battlo ride. 

And that not once a useless ^and ^ 

Thy slaves have wrested from ,iny hand 
I Hath shed more blood in cause of thine, 

I Than e’er can stain the axe of mine: j 

I Thou gav’st, and may’st resume my breath, 
j A gift for which 1 thank thee not; , 

i Nor are ray mother’s' wrongs forgot, 

I Her slighted love and ruin'd name, 
j Her offspring’s heritage of shame; 

I But she is in tlK grave, where he, v 

I Uet- son, tliy rival, soon shall be. 

Her broken heart— my sever’d head — ^ 

Shall witnessfor thee ft-om the dead 
I How trusty and bow tender were 
Thy youthful love— paternal care. 

; ’T is true that I have done thee wrong— 

But wrong for wrong this, deem’d thy bride. 
The oUicr victim of thy pride, 

! Tliou know’st for me was destined long. 


• [ A uRaCloQS writer frr«Yely tberRcs Lord Bjrroo with piro- 
lihrtflin;, in this pasuge. without ackpowlcdgmcut, Mr. Durie’» 
weiUkoown dra^plion oT tbe ii^iurlonaUi Uarl^aotoineUe. 

'* Vrrilr.*' Mya Mr. Coleridge, ** tlierc be amoa((st ns a iCt of criUcs, 
wtiu seem to hoM. itiat erory possible thought and fmage Is tra<U- I 


lional ; who hare do nation that there ace such things as founlains 
in Ills world, small as well as great; and wfM would lltcrcfore 
rbiritably derive ev^ rill (hey beiiold flowing, from s perfort- 
Uoii made in some other man's tank."— E.] 
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Thou saw’st» and coveted’st her charms— 

And with thy rcry crime— cny birth* 

Ttu)u tauntfd’st me— as little worih ; 

A match ignoble for her arms, 

Because, forsooth, I could not claim 
The lawful heirship of thy name, , 

Nor sit on Este’s lineal throne : 

Tet, were a few short summers mine. 

My name should piore than Este's shine 
Wirii honours all my own. . 

I had a sword— and luve a breast 
That should have won as haught ’ a crest 
As ever waved along the line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 

Not always bnjghtly spars are worn 
Tlie brightest by tl)e letter born; 

And mine have lanced my courser's flank 
Before proud chiefs of princely rank, 

*When charging to the cheering cry 
Of ‘ Este and of Victory I * 

I will not plead the cause of crime, 

Nor sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o’er my reckless dust; 

Such maddening mpuients as my past. 

They could not, and they did not, last. 

Albeit my birth and name be base, 

And thy nobility of race 
Disdain’d to deck a thing like me— 

Yet in niy lineaments they trace 
Some features of my father's face. 

And in my spirit — all of thee. 

From thee— this tamelessncss oT heart— 

From thee — nay, wherefore dost thou start?— 
From thee in all their vigour came 
My arm of strength, my soul of flame—' 

Thou didst not give me life alone, 

But all that made me more ttiine own. 

See what thy guilty love hath done I 
Repaid thee with too like a son I 
I am no bastard m my soul, 

For that, like thine, abhorr’d control : 

And for my breath, that hasty boon 
Thou gav’st and wilt resume so soon, 

1 valued it no more than thou, 

\>'hen rose thy casque above thy brow, 

And we, all side by side, have striven, 

And o'er the dead our coursers driven ; 


The past is nothing— and at last 

llie future can but be the past ; , 

Yet would I that 1 then liad died: 

For though thou work’dst my motiter’s in. 
And made thy own iny destined bride, 

I feel thou art my father still ; 

And, barsh as sounds thy hard decree, 

'T is not unjust, although from thee. 

Begot in sin, to die in shafiie, 

My life begun and ends the same : 

As err’d the sire, so err’d the son, , 

And thou must punish botif in one. 

My crime seems worst to human view. 

But God must judge between us two! ” 

XIV. 

He ceased — and stood with folded arms, 

On which tliecircijng fetters sounded; 

And not an ear but felt as wounded, 

Of all the chiefs that there were rank'd, 
Wlren tlK).*^ dull chains in meeting clank'd: 
Till ParUina's fatal charms* ' 

Again attracted every eji'c — 

AVotiid she thus hear him doom'd to die 1 • 

She stood, 1 said, all pale and sttll. 

The living cause of Hugo’s ill : 

Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide. 

Not once had turn’d to cither side— 

Nor once did tiiose sweet eyelids close. 

Or shade the glance o'er which tliey rose. 

But round their orbs of deepest blue 
The circling white dilated grew— 

And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood ; 

But every now and tlien a tear 
' So large and slowly gatlwr’d, slid 
From the long dark fringe of that fair lid : 
It was a thing to see, not hear ! 

And those who saw, it did surprise. 

Such drops could fall from human e>*es. 

To speak she tliought— the imperfect note 
Was choked within her swelling throat. 

Yet seem’d in that low hollow grokh 
Her wlmle heart gushing in the tone. 

It ceased— again she thought to speak, 

Tlien hurst her voice in one long shriek,* 

And to the earth ^ic fell like stone, 

Or statue from its base o’erlhrow n. 


> haughty.— Away. imO. thou art louilliog 

me.'*— suktupiaaa. 

• p* I tent for ' Uarmlon,’ IxrcaaM il occurred tome, there roljtbt ^ 
he a rrwmUaBce between pari of ' Part«ina ' aod a ftlmliar »crne 
In the wcohd canto * Marmioo.’ I fear there ta. tikmsh 1 norer 
thonitfat of il before, and couki hardly with lo Imitate that which 
la UiiBBjUlile. 1 wish yon-would ask Mr. Gifford nhellicr I ought 
lossy any Uilng up^n it. t had eomplrled the story on tJie passage 
from Gibbon, which Indeed ieadi to a like serne naturally, with- 
out a itwaigbl of the kind < bat It cocoes upon me not verf edm- 
furtahly."— Zord B. to Hr. M. Feb. S, tsM.— The scene refenrd 
lo is the one in which Cumtanoe de Beverley appears before the 
cnoelave— 

“ H«r leok cofDfMssrf, sad stsady eye. 


, . 

ScBpdass nuirblessRNuUorr; 

Amt ibersftlw stood M calm and pale. • 

Tlml. Ml ber brcelbing dUI aoi latt, * . 

Ami nMMloR sllfbl of aye and bead, , ^ 

'And of warranlad 

Thai oHiber mc6tt nnr pakr sitr tacts. 

Ton maw have (bduf bt a form of wax. 
WrooibUoibotefTUfb.waatbor*- 
So attn fcbt woo. ao Oslo, M fair 

T [The arraicDmeot and coodermution of Ihe fpilHy pair, with 
the bold, high-tooed, and yet teropertu defence of the hui, are 
managed wlUi consldenible latent ; and yet are leaa toncfalog than 
the mule de^lr of the fklleir beauty, who atanda in speechlrm 
agony before Mm.— Jtf ntT.] 
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More like a thing that ne'er had lifef— 

A monument of Azo’s 'wife, — 

Tlian her, that living guilty thing, 

'Whose every passion was a sting, 

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 
Tiint guilt’s detection and despair. 

Hut yet she lived— and all too soon 
Becover’d from that death-like swoon— 

Bui scarce to reason— every sense 
Had been o'erstrung hy pangs intense; 

And each frail fibre of her brain ' ' 

CAs bowstrings, when relax'd by rain. 

The erring arrow launch aside) 

Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide — 

The past a blank, the future black. 

With glimpses of n dreary track, 

JJke lightning on the desert patli, 

When midnight storms are nmsiadng wrath. 

She fear'd —she felt that something ill 
].ay on her soul, so deep and chill— 

Thiut there was sin and shame she knew ; 

That some one was to die — but w ho ? 

Slie had forgotten did ^e breathe? 

Could this l>e still the earth bcnedlh, 

'Hic sky above, and men around ? 

Or were they fiends who now so frown’d 
On one, before wliose eyes each eye 
Till then had smiled in sympathy? 

Ail was confused and undeftned 
To tier aINjarr'd and wandering mind ; 

A chaos of wild hopes and fears : 

And now in laugliter, now in tears, 

But madly still in each extreme, 

She strove with that convulsive dream ; 

For so it seem’d on her to break ; 

Oil! vainly must she strive to wake I 

i XV. ■ ^ ■ 

The Convent bells are ringing, 

But mournfully and slowv 
In Uie gray wjuare turret sw ingiog. 

With a deep sound, to and fro. 

Heavily to the heart they go! 

Hark! the hymn is singing— 

The song for the dead below*. 

Or the living who shortly shall be so I 
For a dejiarting being’s 6oul 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll : 
He is near his mortal goal; 

Kneeling at the Friar’s knee ; 

Sad to hear— and piteous to see — 

Kneeling on the bare cold ground, 

With the block before and the guards around — 
And the headman with his bare arm ready^ 

That the blow may be both sw ift and steady, 
FeeU if the axe be sliarp and true— 

Since he set its edge anew : 

While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son faU by the doom of tlie Father! . 


It is a lovely hour as yet . \ 

Before the summer sun shall set, 

Which rose upon that heavy day, 

And mock'd it with his steadiest ray ; 

And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo’s fated head, 

As his last confession pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penitential lioliness, 

He beods to hear his accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains aw'ay. 

That high sun on his bead did glisten 

As he there did bow and listen— ’ 

And tlie rings of diesnut hair 

Curl’d half down bis neck so bare ; 

But brighter stii) the beam was tlirowii 
Upon the axe, which near him slione 
With a clear and ghastly glitter— 

Oh ! that parting hour was bitter! 

Even the stern stood chill’d with awe : 

Dark the crime, and just the law — 

Yet they shudder’d as they saw. 

XVII. 

The parting prayers are said and over 
Of that false son— and daring lover : 

His beads and sins are all recounted, 

His hours to their last minute mounted— 

His mantling cloak before was stripp’d. 

His bright brown locks must now be clipp'd *, 

’T is done — all closely are they shorn— 

The vest which till this nKinvent worn — 

The scarf whichTarisina gave— 

Must not adorn him tQ tlie grave. 

Even that must now be tlirown aside. 

And o’er bis eyes the kerchief tied ; 

But DO— tliat last indignity • ' 

Shall ne’er approadi his haughty eye. 

All feelings seemingly subdued. 

In deep distktin were half renew'd, 

Wlieii headman’s hands prepared to bind 
Those eyes which would uot brook such bliiKl : 
As if they dared not look on death. 

Mo— yours my forieit blood and breatl>— 
These hands are cliain’d— but let me die 
At least with an unshackled eye— 

Strike : — and as ihe word he said. 

Upon the block he bow'd his head ; 

These tlie last accents Hugo spoke : 

“ Strike” — and flashing fell the stroke — 

Roll’d the bead — and, gushing, sunk 
Back the stain’d and heaving trunk. 

In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined rain; 

His eyc-s and lips a moment quiver, 

Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 

He died, as erring man should die, 

Without display, without parade; 

Meekly had he bow’d mid pray'd, 
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. ^ As iwt disdaining prlnsUy aid» * ^>/ • 

Nor desperate of;all liopie on high/ '.'V- * 

And while before the prior kneeling. 

His l>eart was weonM /rom ctrthly feeling ; 

His wrathful sire— his paramour-^' ^ . 

What were they in sucli on hoiir ? , - * 

No more reproarh— no more despair; • ■*' 

ISo tlK)Qglit hut heaven — no w^rd but prayer— 

Save the few which from him broke,* 

When, bared to meet the headman's stroke, 

He claim'd to die with eyes unbound, 

His sole adieu to those around. ' 




Still as the Irps ^at closed in d^th, 

Each gazer’s botom held bia breath : 

. But yet, afar^ from man to^an, 

A cold electric shiver ran, 

As down the deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love thus ended; ^ 

And, with a hiishing sound compress’d, .. 

A sigh shrunk back on every breast;' 

But no more thrilfing, noise rose there. 

Beyond the blow that to U>e Block 
Pierced through with forced and sullen shock, 
Save one : — what cleaves tjie silent air 
So madly shrill, so passing wild ? 

That, as a mother’s o'er her child, 

Bone to death by sudden blow, 

To the sky these accents go, 

Xike a soul’s in endless woe. 

Through Azo’s palace-lattice driven, 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven. 

And every eje is turn’d thereon; 

But sound and sight alike are gone ! , ' 

It was a woman's shriek— and ne’er , 

io madlier accents rose despair ; 

And those who heard it, as it p^sC, 

In mercy wish'd *1 the last. 

, ^ XIX. 

Hugo js fallen ; and, from that hour, ^ . 

No more In palace, hall, or bower, - 1 

■\Yas Pariaina heard or seen : 

Her name — as if she ne'er had been— | 

Was banish’d from each Up and ear, . ' 

Xike words of wabtonness or fear; | 

And from Prince Azo’s voice, by none | 

Was mention heard of wife or son’; 

No toinb—no memory had they ; 

Theirs was unconsecrated clay ; . ^ j 

At least tlie knight's who died that day. '* ! 

But Parisina's fate lies hid | 

Like dust beneath the «oflIo lid r | 

Whether in convent she abode, ' ' I 

And won to heaven her dreary road, . ■ [ 

By blighted and remorseful years ' '' .j« 


Ofscmirgt,an,d&*t,andM^losstea»;« . 
Or if sM fell by bowl or steed, 

For that dark love she dared. to fe«l ; 

Or if,.ujK)n the uiontenf smote, . . t''- 
Slie died by tortures less rempte, ^ 

Like )iim she saw upon tlie block, i. 

With heart that shared the headman’s shock, 
In quicken’d brokeiiness* that came, > 
In pity, o’er her shatter’d frame, , 

None knew — and none can evv know^ ' v 
But whatsoe’er its end below, . . 

Her life began and closed in woe ! 


And. Azo found anotb^jHide, 

And go^ly sons’ giTw his side; 

But Boue so lovely and sp brav^ 

As him who wither’d In the ^aVe ; 

Oriftliey wer^dnhiscoldeye 
Their ^wth but glanced unheeded by, 
Ornotioed Withasmother'dsigb,' 

But never tear his clwek dtocend^ 

And never smile his brow unbended f . 

And o’er that fair broad brow Were.wrpu^t 
The intersected Knei of thought ; ' 

Those furrows which .the hurbing share ** 
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there; 

Scars of the lacerating mind ' ' 

Which the Spul’s w»r doth leave behind. 

He was past all mirth or woe : 

Nothing more remain’d below 
But sleepier nights and heavy days, 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 

A heart which shubn’d itself— and yet • ' 

That would not yield— nor could forget ; 
Which, when it least appear’d to melt, 
Intensely tliought— Intensely felt : 

The deepest ice which ever froze 

Can only o’er.lhe surface close-^ ' » • ' 

The living stream lies quick below. 

And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 

Still was his seal'd-upbosdm haunted s 
By thoughts which Nature hath'implanled , 
Too deeply rooted thence tovanish, • 

Howe'er our stifled tears we banish ; ' 
When, Struggling as they rise lo start. 

We check those waters of the. heart, 

They are not dried— those tears urisheJ 
But flow' back to the fountain head, 

And, resting in tlieir spring more pure, 

For ever Inits depth endure, ^ ‘ ^ 

Unseen, unwept, butuncongeal’cC 
And cherish’d most where least reveal’d. 

W’ith inward starts of feeling left, 

To thfob o’er Ihqsc of life bereft; 

Without the power to Gll egain- ' 
the desert gap whi^ made his paio; " 


iwfi^ftfrtl^-f*^^^****®*®^*****’^^®^''^**?*'**** ^*’**^*“.1 celveS inde<pTt i M<t*wKh thVotaMr'WfQpUfifraBd dlreetoM. 

^ «ft. which, UioQsh lUeA b M pomp, time ha'o^otpii’lMaaadiKMirT lowhiA II i^ould wMheoaav 

or ofieoUaciit. and OiQnsKeTery dtL^^eoQ- ' In 0lnd many panilleli.^svrSaT.) . .. - 

. , SO 
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301 ? 

Witbout th^hopf to meet thom 'where 
United souls shall gladness share;* 

With all the consciousness that he 
Had only pass'd a just decree, 

'Iliat they had wrouglit thei r doom of ill ; 
Y>t Azo^ age was wretched stiU. 

The tainted branches of the tree, 


II loppM with care, a strength may gire, 
By w hich the rest shall bloom and lire 
All greenly fresh and w'ildly free : 

But if the lightning, in its wr^th, 

Tlic waving bouglis with hiry scathe,' 

1be massy trunk the ruin feels, 

And never more a leafjreveals. ' 


DOMESTIC PIECES— 1816 .* 


• FAjtl THEE WELL. > 

“ ALw Mbf; tM<l bMo friend* io loath; > 

till tn bttprriiiR ioiipu*» c*u poison trulb I 

And cooklsuc) ilm la rr«l8H Abort; • ^ 

And Lifo if Ibornr ; And U r*io: 

And im be wruUi Milti one we tore. 

Doth work like iuadu«M io Ibe brAlo ; 

Bal nerrr cither found Anoiber 

To firr ihe fa«>naw hrari from piinlog— 

Tbry atood aloof, the icAra rcmalulog, 

LUut rtllTf, w liicb bad Nm runt aioodcr ; , 

A drear? wm ooi) Sows iietwrea. • 
bat nHlbrr boat, ndr fTofl, oof Ibnodcr ■ « 

* SbaUwhotls du^wa?, I WMO. ^ 

. The oiarkf of Ibai >tbirb onre hath ttceo." 

• CoiEBiMc'f ckf/attbe/. 

Fare thee well! and if for ever, 

Still for ever, ficre I/tee u'eU : 

Even though unforgiving, never 
'Gainst thee shall my heart rebel. 


Wonid tlmt breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head soofuhath lain, 

While that placid sleep came o'er thee 
Which thou ne’er const know again : 
Wogld that breaslf by thee glanced over, 
Ever5’ inmost thought could ^ow! 

Then thou wouldst at last discover 
'T uas not wdl to spurn it so. 

Though the world for this commend thee" 
Though it smile upon the blow. 

Even its praiSes must offend thee. 

Founded on another’s woe. 

Though my many faults defaged me, . 

Could no other arm be found, 

Than tile one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wound ? 


• [Id PiHilna there is do Inmult or stir. It Is all sadness, and 
pitr, aatl terror. There b too inuc^ of horrur. periiaps, i» 
the cirdimsUtices ; but the writing is beautiful tliruugboul. aud 
the ^hole wrippcJia a Hchaod rcduiMlant veil of poetry, where 
every thio^biedtlies UiO pore caacoce of. genius tad setuibiUty.^ 
Jtfrtrr.) 

• [Of lire six following pornis. Uic first Uiree were writien Im- 
mediately before Lord Byron's (Inal departure from Ei^land : the 
others, during tbo rtrller part of his residence in the nei^hbour- 
luKtd of Geoeva. They alt refer to the unliappy eveut, which will 
for ever' mart the chief cri^s uf his personal story,— that sq/a- 
railun from Lady Uyrou, of uhldtl aUrr all that has been said 
and writtm, the roal motives and clrcucnAances remain asob- 
acurc evtf. 

It is only, of eoorse, with Lord Byron's part in the transactinn 
Uial the publio have any sort of IJlIc to cuuccni themselves, lie 
has Rirru us Uiis riKht, by making a ddnii'slic occurrence ibc suf^ 
jc'ct of prinind verses; hnl. so long as (be other parly chooses to 
guard that reserve, which few can be so uOcharilaUo u not to 
aserit>c, in thd^ main, to a bijtb feeling, it Iseotirely Impossible to 
arrive alany clear and definite Judgment on the case as a whole. 
Each reader nm»t, therefore, Jbe content to Interpret for himself. 
a$ fairly os he may, atu already bulky collection of evideoec, whidi 
wilJ'prubaUy be doused before It has any clalutlo be considered 
as cuni|tiele. 

There jot!, however, Iwojtnporhint points whicli seem to us to 
be placed beyond all chance <rf dis{tiitf li^'resAcr t namely, first, 
that Imrsl Byron himself knew the precise origin of lii* 

Lady's resolution to qoiHiia society, in 1816; nnd. secondly, that, 
down to the last, he uever despaired of being uUiuiatcly recon- 
ciled to her. Bolh of Uiese facts appear lo i»c establisli^. iuftim 
clearest manner, by 'Nr. Uoore's narrative, aud the whole subset . 
qneut tenoue of the t'uct'^ own diaries, letters, and couvrrsatluits. 
Me. heiiQcdy, la Ids acemwt of Lord Byron's last re»idciicc in 
Ceplulowia. represe^lJUA m saying,— ‘*L»dy Byron descives 
cve^ retgMci frmn roe i 1 do noi indeed know the esuke of tiie 
sffsaraUfiu, and 1 have r emaiiied, s*t*t ever will remain, ready fo« 


a rccoocUlalioo, whenever circumstanoo open and poibl out the 
way to it." Ur. Moore has preserved evidence of one suempt 
which Lord Byron made to bring about au expUoatiou with bis 
Lady, ere he left Switzerland for Italy. Whether he ever re- 
pealed the expertmeot we are uncertain: but that faUei],— andthc 
failure must be borne in mind, wheo’ the reader considers some 
of the smaller [deces included in this sactioa. See Mopai's A'o- 
tirrs, Vid. lU. p. as«.— E.|. . 

3 [It was about the middle of April that bb two celcbrafrd co- 
pies of verses, “Fare thee well,” and *'A sketch," made Ibeir 
ap]icarauce in the newspapers; and while the latter poem was ge- 
nerally, and. it iim*l bo owned, justly condemned, as a sort of li- 
terary assault oo an obscure fcuiale,whuaQsllttatioDOogbt to have 
placed her as nnicb beneath liis satire, as ibe undignified mode of 
ills attack certaioiy raiM-d her above it, with regard to the oihey 
poem, opiiiimts were a good deal moee divided. To maiiy it ap- 
peared a strain of tme coujaflal tendemew,— a kind of appeal 
whx'h oo wutnai) with a lieart could rehist:'wliilc. by others, on 
the contrary, it was considered to be a mere showy effusion of 
srnlimcDt, as dllticuli.for real feeling to have produced as IL was 
easy for fancy and art, and altogeihcr unworthy of the deep in- 
leresis invotvot in the snbjrcl. To this latter opiaion I confesa 
my own to have, at tint, struDgly Inclined : and suapicloua as 1 
could nut help Iblnkiug llte sroUniciit that couhl, at such a 
meut, indulge in such verses, ilic ta»te that prompted or sanctioned 
Ihdr publication apiK-ared t6 me even still more questionable. Ou 
reading, however. hi< own acconnl of all the circiimsiaooes in the 
Memoranda, 1 found that oh both points 1 had. In oonimon with 
a large porlmn of Oic public, dune him injustice. He there de- 
scribed, amt in a manner whose sincerdy thtre was no doubiiog, 
IIh* swell of tender recuJIecUons under The iijliiriice Of which, as 
be sal one nfglil musing in hu study, these stanzas were pro- 
duced, Hhe tears, as Ite said, faldKg fast over the paper as be 
wfotc ilicfii. b'ciiber did it appear, from that awcunnl, to have 
betpi Ironi airy wish or iuteiitioo of hU own. but through the In- 
Judtcioiia zeal of a rru'iul whom ho had suffered to take a copy, 
tiMt tl>^ vcfnes met the publk ci c.— MooRc.] 
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Yet, oh yet, thyseif deceive not ; 

Love may sink by slow decay. 

But by sudden wrendi, believe not 
Hearts can thus be tom away : 

Still thine own its life retainetli— « 

Still must mine, though bleedinjt, beat ; 

A nd the undying Hmiight which pdineth 
Is — tliat we no n)ore may meet. 

These are words of def|>er sorrow • 

Than the wail above the .dead ; 

Both still live, but every morrow. 

>Vake us froma widow*dbed. 

And wimi thou would solace gatlier. 

When our child’s first accents flow, 

Wilt thou leach her to say ** Father iV 
Though his care slie must foregO? > 

' When her little liands shall press thee, 

When her lip to thine is press'd. 

Think of him Whose prayer sliall bless tltee. 
Think of him thy love had hless*d ! 

SlK>uld her lineaments resembje 
Those thou never more may ’st see, 

Then thy lieart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true to me. ** 

All my Bruits perdiancc Uiou kno^est. 

All iny madness none con kiiow;^ ' 

All my hopes, where'er thou goest, . 

Wither, yet with Ifcee they go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken ; 

Pride, whicli not a world could bow, 

Bows to theo~>-by thee forsaken, ' 

Even my soul forsakes me now : 

But if done-^all words are idle — 

Words from me are vainer still i 
But tlie thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will.— 

Fare teee well !— thus disunited. 

Torn from every nearer tie, 

Sear’d in heart, and lon^, and bliglited, 

.More than this I scarce can die. 

Mirch IT. IMS. 


A SKETCU.i 

^ n«AMl'-bon(«( lufol 

if ibai tlp*a bo'ft a dr«U, Icvanol bill Urae.*'— Saiifratti. 

Bom in the garret, in the kitchen bred. 
Promoted thence to deck her mistress' bead; 
IVext — for some gracious service unexpre^'d, 
And from its wages only to he guess'd — 
Raisedfrom thetoilet to the table, — where 
Her wondering betters wait beliind her chair : 
With eye unmoved, and forehead unabash'd,* 
She dines from off the plate she lately wash'd. , 
Quick with the tale*, and fcady with the tie^ 


> The genial confidante, and general spy — . , 

Who could, ye gods I her next employment guess — ' 

An only infant’s earliest governess! 

Slie taught the child to read, andfikught so well, 

That she herself, by teaching, team'd to spell. 

An adept next in penmanship she grows. 

As many a nameless slander, deftly shows i 
; What she bad made Uie pupil of lier art, 
i .None know.«-but ttiat high Soul secured the heart, ' . 
;\nd panted for the truth it could not hear, 

With longing breast and undeluded ear. 

Foil'd was Penersion by that youthful mind, 

^Vhich Flatteryfool'd not — Baseness could not blind. 
Deceit infedt not— near Contagion soil- 
indulgence weaken— nor Plxainplc spoil — 

Nor master’d Science tempt her to look down 
On humbicir talents will) a pitying frown— 

Nor Genius swell— nor Beauty reuder vain— 

Nor Envy rirfllc to retaliate ^iii — 

Nor F^une diangc— Pride raise^nor INission bow, 
Nor Virtue teach austerity — till now*. 

Serenely purest of iKt sex that live, 

But wanting one sweet weakness— to forgive; 

Too shock'd at faults her soul can nc'v*er know, 

Sl)e deems tint all could be like her below : , 

Foe to all vice, yet hardly Y(rtue> friend, . .. . 
For Virtue pardons those slie would amend. 

But.to the theme now laid aside too long, 

*rhe baleful iNjrth'en of this honest song 
Though all her former funcltons are no more, 

' She rules the circle which she served before. 

If mothers— none know wl^— before Iter quake; 

If daughters dread her fof tlie mothers* sake ; 

If early habits — those false links, which bind 
\( times the loftiest to the rileanest mind — I . 

Have given her power too deeply to instH • 

The angry.esscnce of her deadly will; 7 

If liken snake slie^steal within your walls, 

Till the black slime betray betas she crawls; - '• 

If like a viper to the heart she wind, ; ^ ‘ 

And leave the venom Uiere she did not find; 

What marvel that this hag of hatfed works 
Eternal evil latent as she lurks. 

To make a Pandcmoniiim’phere she dwells, 

And reign the Hecate of domestic hells? 

Sfciird by, a touch to deepen scnDdol's tints 
With all theiiind mendacity of hihts, [smiles^ 
While mingling tngth with falsehood — sneers with 
, A-thread of candour with a web of wiles; . 

! A plain blunt show of briefly«spokcn seeming, 

■ To bide her bloodless heart's soul-harden’d scheming; 
j A lip of lies— a face fomi’d to conceal ; 

I Au^, without feeling, mock at all wtio feel:* 

; VViUi a vile mask tlie Gorgon would disown 
i A dicek of parchment— and nn eye of stone. 

Mark, how tlie channels of her yellow blood 


• (** 1 Mod you iDjr ImI ntaht'i d)<eam,.aDd rct|tiesl to hSve tifly | 

jpiMitnia oft for private diatribuUon. 1 wbh Ur. Oiflordlo 


look at Uiem. Tbey are from Hb.’ 
SO, 
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Ooze to her'skiOv and sfagoaU there to mud, 

Cased like the centipede in saffron mail, 

Or darker* greenness of the scorpion’s scal^ 

(For drawn from ^)liles only we may trace 
Congenial colours in that soul or face)— 

Look on her features!' and behold her mind 
Asia a mirror of itself defined: , 

l.ook on the picture | deem it not o’ertliarg^— 

*■ (There is no trail which might not be enlarged : 
Yeltroe to “ Nature’s journeymen,” who made 
This monster when their mistress left off trade— 
This ftuiale dog-star of her liUlfrsky, 

Where all beneath her influence droop or die. 

Oh ! wretch without a tear — without a thought, 

Save joy above the ruin thou hast wronght-*- 
'Jlie li^'6 come, nor long remote^ when thou 
Slialt feel far more than thou inflictest now j 
Feel for thy vile self-lo>iing self in vain, 

And. turn thee howling in unpitied pain. 

May the strong corse of crush’d affections light 
Back on thy hosom with reflected blight! 

And make Uiec in th^* leprosy of mind 
As loathsome to thyself as to mankjnd! ' 

Till an thy self-thoughts curdle into hate, 

Black— as thy will for others would create : 

Til) thy hard lieart be calcined into dust, 

And Ihy soul welter in its hideous crust. 

Oh, may thy grave be sleepless as the bed,— r. „ 
The widow’d couch of fire, that thou hast spread ! 
Then, wljcn thou fain wouldst weary Heaven with 
prayer; ^ 

Look on thine earthly victims— and despair I 
Down to, tlic diist '—and, as tljou rott’st away, 

Even worms shail.bcrish on thy poisonous clay. . 

But for the love I bore, i^d still must bear, ^ 

To her thy malice from all tics would tear — . » 

Thy name— thy human name— to every eye 
The climaz of all scorn should hang on high, - ’ 
Exalted o’er thy less abhorr’d c,bmpeers-^ 

And fesjering * in the infamy of years. 

' ' , iurcb 2i, ISK. 


STANZAS TO'AUOL’STA. * 

> ( wits iu Moa>D,'’'«k.] 

i. 

When all around grew drear and dark, 
And reason half withheld ray — 

Ajid hope hut shed a dying spark, 
Whjch more nusled my lonely w'ay ; 


II. • • - - . 

In that deep midnight of the mind, 

And tlwt Internal strife of he, irt, 

'^Vhen, dreading to be deem’d too kind. 

The weak despair— the cold depart; 

HI. ^ 

When fortune Clianged— and love fled far, 

' Ami Uatred's.shalts flew thick and fast, 
Thou Wert tiic solitary siar 
Which rose and set not to the last. 

IV. 

Ohl blest be thine unbroken light! 

TJial watch’d me as a serapli’s eye, 

And stood between me and -the night, 

For ever sliining sweetly nigh. . 

V. - 

And when the cloud upon' us came, 

Which strove to blacken o’er thy ray— 
Then purer spread its gentle flame, 

And dash’d the darkness all away. 

^ VI. 

Still may thy spirit dwell on mind, * ^ ' 

‘ And teach it what to brave or brook— 
Tberc ’s more in one soft word of thine 
Tlian in the world's defied rebuke. . 

t'li: 

Thou stood'st, as stands a lovely tree, 

■ That still unbroke, Uiough gently ^nt, 

Still waves with fond fidelity 
lU boughs above a monument, < 

VIII. 

The winds might rend— the skies might pour, 
But there thou wert — and ktill wouldst be 
Devoted in the stormiest liour 
-■To shed thy weeping leaves o’er me. 

IX. ‘ 

But thou and thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever fate on me may fall; 

For heaven in sunshine wi|l requite 
The kind — and thee the most of all. . 

j. X. 

Then let lUc ties of bafllsd love 
Be broken— thine will-never break ; 

'• Thy baprtcan feci— but will not move ; 

Thy soiil, though soft, will never shake. 

xt. 

AnA'these, when ell was lost beside, * 

W ere found and still are fix’d in .Ibec 


1 [In first drsojht— •' watering.’'—'* I doubt «boat ' wellfrtog.* 
W€ur ‘ weltering In blood but do not titer ako uie 'wdte>ing 
In tbewiod/ 'Weltering on a gibbet?' 1 have no (liciiooaiy, so 
look. In ihe mead lime, J lvavepuL*ietlcrlng;'wh{<fit, pcirlups, 
in any CMe li tha best word of (he two. shakspeare has it ofim. 
and 1 donotiblnk it too strong (or the figure in this thing. Quick! 
qnlckl quickl quick!’'— Zord p. to JUr. V. April 2.— £.] 

• fHIaiUler, the noaourable Hn.' LHgh.— These stwfas^'Uie 
partog tribale to her, whose nn^ken teoderncM hadPbeeo the 


author's sole conaolalion during ihe crisis ot domestic misery— 
were, we Cellcrc/ihe Jut terseo wrIUeo by Lord Byron in Eng- 
land. ^In a note to UrrRogefaq dated April I6th.be says,— “My 
sister Is DOW w ith me, and leaves town txMnonpw : we shal I not 
meel again tor wmelline al all ewenk.-<f erfr/ and. under these 
circoiDsUDces, 1 trust W stand excused to yoq and Mr. Sherblan. 
foCtieiQg unable to wait upon bhn ilUa'eveoipg.'* i)0 iheSSth. 
the pioel took a bid .leave of his naUve eouhlry-— R-T > 
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And bearing stilt a breast so tried, 

Earth is no desert— even to me. 

» • ' 

STANZAS TO 'AUGt'STA * 

XrVOCM TRt DiT 09 nr SEITtRT et(. ( * 

' t. ' . 

l*hougl) tlie day of my destiny ’s over, . » 

And the star of my fate liath declined,* 

Thy soft heart refused to dtsf’over 
The faults uhicb sp many could lind;. ^ ^ 
Though thy soul w ith my grief was acquainted, . 

It shrunk not to share it with me, . 

And the love which my spirit hath painted 
It never hath found but in ihee. 

/ ' IT. 

Then when nature around me is smiling, 

Thela^t smile whicli answers to mine, 

I do pot believe it beguiling, 

Because it reminds me of thine; 

And when winds are at war.with the oceati^ 

As the breasts I believed in with me, 

If their bilfows excite an emotion, v 
It is that they bear me from thee, 

. ' 111.- 

ThougMhe rock of my last hope is sliiverM, 

And rW fragments are sunk in tiie wave. 
Though i fieel ihpt my soul i&'dcliver'd, 

To pain — it shall not be its sbve. 

There is many a pang to pursue me: 

» They may crush, but they sliall not contemn — 
They may torture, hut shall not subdue me — 

*f is of thee that l.tlunH — not trf" tlieni.’ , 

^ IV. 

Though human, thou didst not deceh e me, 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 
Though loved, thou i^f^rest to grieve 

liwugh slander’d, thou never couldst sliake,-^ 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me. 
Though parted, it was not to fly, 

Though watchful, ’t was not to defame nje, 

Nor mute, that the woild might belie.* 


V, 

Yet I blame pot the world, nor despise it, 

Nor the war of the inanj wiih^one— 

, If my soul was not fitted to prize it, . * 

’T was fojiy not sooner to shun : 

And If dearly that error halh cost me, 

And more than I once could ibresee, . 

I have (ound that whatever it lost me, 

It could uot deprive me of thee. 

From the wTcck of the past, which hath perished, 
Thus lUHch I at least may recall, ' 

It hath taught me that what I most cherish'd 
Desom*d io be de.iresl of all : 

In the desert a fountaio Is springing, • 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 

And a bird in the solitude singing, ’ 

Which speaks to my spirit of thee. ) 

, Otlr 34, till. 

/ EPISTLE TO AUGUSTA.’ " 

[ MX UnSR {.MX IWZIIT tUTCl I** ClC.} 

I, 

My sister! my sweet sister! if a name 
Dearer and purer were, ft should be thine. * 
Mountains andseas dividaus, biit 1 claim 
No tears, hut tenderness to answer mine: 

Co where I will, to me thou art the same — , 

A loved regret which I would not resign. 

There yet arc two things In ray destiny, 

A world to roam through, and a fiome with thee. 

,n. 

The first were nothing— had I still the last, 

It were the haven of my happiness ; < - 

But other claims and other ties thou hast, 

, And mine is not tlie-wisli to make them less. 

A strange doom is thy fatlier's son's, and past 
Recalling, as ft lies beyond redress; 

Reversed forhim our grandslre's “fate of yore, 
He had no rest sea, nor I on shore. 


* [Thete beautiful rertci.'M) cipresiriTc u| the wr|<M''8wrcnind(!d t 
fedtn^ at tbe momcat, were wHUra in July, at tite Canjpague 
I>kp4laU. Dear Geneva, aod Iranftnilted to England Tor pabticaUon. ! 
with some utiter plroea. Be earefUt,'* be aey^ '* la prtallfyr itie 
alaazM beginnius, * Though the day of my desUDy‘a,t etc., which 
I Uiiok well of oa a coiD|>mtioo.‘’— E.^ 

■ [In the origlpal MS.— 

** Thoogb ibt days efniT florr artexer. 

Aha tbe ^myfaaw batbdccliMd.'^— B.] ’ ^ ' 

1 (Orfgiaally tbof>» 

** There la nitnr a pang lo penot m*. . 

And CDany a peril to alrm: ' * 

They ma) roriQre. bat »b'all Bol aobdaa dm; ^ 

They may rniah. bai they *hall not todlciPS.'*— B ] 

4 [ MS,— '‘Tboagli nairtirul. '1 MW boi4o rwiNlmnw, 

aor »U«ru. (oaanctloqa E>] * 

’ [These sbnu»— "TI ub wliicli,'** aays ihe Q«arierly Review, 
for dAnuary 1831, "there U. perhapa, notblug diarv mourorully 
and desolately beautlfoi la the whole range of. Lbrd Byron's 
poetry ''—w^iiaowrRteo at'Dtodall; and aedl borne at the Ume 


I forpiiblieaUon, la case kfra. Leigh ahoald 'aancUon 1^ "There 
U," he saya, "arooHg»t Ute maiinacrlpia so Kpitile lo my Sister, 
! on which I should wlshVeropiQion to he coawmed before pobli* 
^ cation ; if she ulijrcu, of coarse omit ii.‘* Op the SUi of October 
be writes.— "My sister lias decklud owH|e ooibslim jA U>« lines. 
Upon this poiul.-beroptJon win be fuJiowed. As I have no copy 
of them, I reqoesi that you will preserve one for me tg MS. ; lor 
loevcroan rtmiexnber a line of that nor atiy other coiiipotiUon 
of mine. God help me! if 1 proceed in this ACrihNuig,' i, shall 
haVe friticted aw.iy my mind Mure 1 am thirty; bul poeVy is at 
limes a real' relief to mr. To-inum>w I. am for Italy;*' 
£pM:e was nr«t given to tlieworl^m 1830.— K.j 
'•* [Admiral Dyruo -Wjs rctiiarlwbie for never niiking a roi^e 
without a trni|)e»l. Me was kuuwa lo' Uie |aU<«rs by ibe facetious 
name of " FouUweaihcr Aach-*' 

^ But. ibong'b K were lemprsi-IOM’d, 

.AillSbl. bark cvntd ool beSMi." 

(fe relumed aofely from the vfreck of the Wager (in Aoaan'a 
voyageh and aubsequenily circumuavigaled Iha World, many 
y«an iQer, aa oommander of a ihnfUt cip^lloo.) 
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310 BYUON'S 

X Ul. ' 

If my inheritance of storms hath been x 
In other elements, and on the rocks 
Of perils, overlook’d or tmforeseen, 

I have sustain'd’ my rfiare of worldly shocks, 

The fault w as mine ; nor do I seek to screen 
My errors ^ilh defensive paradox ; 
riiave been cunning in my overthrow, 

The careful pilot of my proper woe. 

IV. 

Mine were fny faults, and mine be their reward. 

My whole life ’was a contest, since the day 
That gave me being, gave me that which nwirr'd 
Xlie gift,— a fate, or will, that walk’d astpy ; 

And 1 at times have found the struggle hard, 

And thbught of shaking dtt my bonds of clay; 

But now' 1 fain would for a time survive, 

If but to see what next can well arrive. 

V. 

Kingdoms and empires in my little day 
1 have outlived, and yet 1 am not old ; 

And when I look on this, the petty spray. 

Of my own years of trouble, which have roll’d 
Like a wild bay of breakers, melts away : 

Something — I know not what— does still uphold 
A spirit of slight patience *,— not in vain. 

Even for its own sake, do we purchase pain. 

Tl. 

Perhaps the workings of defiance stir 
Within me,— or perhaps a cold despair, 

Brought on whed' ills habitually recur,— 

Perlraps a kinder diinc< or purer air, 

(For even to this may change of soul refer, 

And with light armour we may learn to bear,) 

Have taught me a strange quiet, which was not 
The cliief companion of a calmer lot. 

vii. ■ 

I feel almost at times as 1 have felt 
In liappy childhood; trees, and flowers, and brooks 
^Vliich do remember me of where \ dM clt 
Ere my young mind w‘as socriOceiFlo books, 

Come as of yore upon me, and can melt 
My heart with recognition of their looks *, 

And even at moments I qould think I see ^ 

Some living thing to love— but none like Ihce. ' 

VIII. 

Here are t)ie Alpine landscapes which create 
A fund for contemplation to admire , , , 

Is abrief feeling of a trivial date ; ^ 

^ But something worthier do such scenes inspire: 
Here tobelonely is nql desolate, 

For mudi 1 view which I could most desire, 


• Tfa« Lake of Newsteari Abbey. ITbin iicseribe«l in Don Juaii:— 
“ Refor* tk attrition toj ■ loHd Uke, 

- Hrood •• lrtrMpimH,do« 9 . to4 (rethi; M 
•y t-rlrer. trnicb lu MfWa'd it'iy dM Uhc 

1* cunvUtUirodiSblboniRier naiartpreMl 
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And, above all, a lake I can behold ' 

Lovelier, not dearer., than our own of old. 

- IX. 

Oh that tliou wert but Nvith me !— but I grow 
The fool my own wishes, and forget 
The solitude which I have vaunted so 
Has lost its praise in this but one regret ; 

There may be. others which I less may show;— 

I am not of thd plaintive mood, and yet 
I feel an ebb iq my philosophy, 

And thetideyising in my alter’d eye. i ’ 

X. 

I did remind thee of our ow/i dear Lake,* 

By the old Hall w hich may he mine no more. 
Iceman’s is fair; but thiiik not I fprsakc 
The sweet remembrance of a dearer shore : 

Sad havoc Time must with my memory .make 
Ere that or thou can fade these <jycs before; 
Tbougli,.Iike all things which 1 have loved, they arc 
Resign'd for ever, or divided far. . 

» Xi.^ 

*rhe world is all before me; I but ask 
Of >ature that with which she w ill comply — 

It is but in her summer's sun to bask, 

To mingle with the quiet of her sky, 

To see her gentle face without a mask, jp 
And never gaze on jl witli apathy. 

She was my early friend, and now shall be 
My sister — till 1 look again on thee. 

* XIT. 

I can reduce all fe^iigs but this one ; 

Amj that I w ould not ; — for al length 1 see 
Such scenes as those wherein my life begun— 

The earliest— even ihe only paths for me. 

Had 1 but sooner learnt the crowd to shun, 

1 had beon better than I now can be; 
pie passions which havAtorn me would have slept ; 
I liad not suffer’d, and thou hadst not wept, 

• xiii. '• 

With false Ambition what had I^odo? 

Little with Lov'e, and least of all with Fame; 

And yet they came unsought, and with me grew, 
And' made me all which they. can make— a name. 
Yet this was not ,the end I did pursue; 

Sorely I’once beheld a nobler aim. 

But all is over — 1 am one the more 
To baHled millions which have gone before. 

xiv.. j 

And for the future, tlris world's future may 
From me demand but little of my eare; • 

I have outlived myself by many a day, 

Having survived so piany things that were; 

My years have been no slumber, but the prey 



ArottDd : Ihe *ll<f font nMM Id (be brike 
AmI Mlgei, brwntlnf In Mielr11<|nM bed ; 

The we«d»it(ifnd dewawerdi Id iu brink, ■nd itosd 
Wl(b tbUr grern (Mai (It'd u^im the QD»>t.’*-C.] 
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Of ceaseless vigils; for 1 had the share 
Of life which might have fill’d a oentuiy, 

Before its fourth io time bad pass’d Die hy. 

XV. 

And for the remnant which may be to come 
I am content ; and for the past 1 feel 
Not thankless, — for within the crowded sum 
Of struggles, happiness at times would steal. 
And for the present, F would not benumb 
My feelings farther.-— Nor shaH 1 conceal 
that with all this 1 still can look around 
And worship Nature with a tbought profound. 

XVI. I 

For thee, my own sweet sister, in thy heart 
1 know myself secure, as thou in mine; 

We weroand are— 1 am, even as thou art— 
Beings who ne’er eacii other can resign ; 

It is the same, together or apart, 

From life’s commencement to its slow decline 
We are entwined — let death come slow or fast. 
The tie which bound the first endures the last! 


LINKS K 

M Itiltf* Ta*T t4PT Wi* lU.' 

And thou wert sad — yet 1 w^s not with thee; 

And tliou wert sick, and yet I was not near : 
Methought that joy and health alone could be 
Wiiere 1 was not — and pain and sorrow here I 
And is it thus?— it is as I foretold, 

And shall be more so ; for the mind recoils 
Upon itself, and the wreck'’d heart lies coW, 
While heaviness collects the shatter’d spoils. 

It is not io the storm nor in the strife " 

We feel beoumb’d, and wish to be no more. 

But in the after silence on the shore, 

W’henall is lost, except a little life. 

I am too well avenged ! — but ’I w as niy riglif ; 

M hate'er my sins might be, thou wert not sent 
To be the Nemesis who should requite— 

Nor did Heaven choose so near an instrument. 
Mercy is for the merciful !— if thou 


Mi 

Hast been of such, *t will be accorded now. 

Thy nights are banish'd from the realms of steep !— 
Yes ! they may flatter thee, but thou slialt feel 
A hollow agony which will not heah 
For diou art pillow'd oin curse too deep ; 

Tboii hast sown in my sorrow, and must reap 
Thd bitter harvest in a woe Os real 1 
1 have had many foes, but none like thee;. 

For ’gainst the rest inVself 1 could defend. 

And be avenged, or turn them into friend! 

But thou hi safe im()la<'abijity 
Hadst nought todread— in thy own weakness shielded, 
And in my love, which,, hath but too much yielded. 
And spared^tor thy &ake; some I should nof spare — 
And thus upon the world— trust in thy truth— 

And the w ild fame of my Ungovern’d youtli — ' 

On things that were not, and on things that are — 
Even upon stn^i a bosishast thou built 
A monument, whose cement hath been guilt! 

The moral Ctyteiimestra of tby lord, 

And hew'd dow n, w ith an unsuspected sword, 

Fame, peace, and hope— and all the petter life 
Which, but for this cold treason of thy heart. 
Might still have risen from out the graVe of strife, 
And found a nobler duty than to part. 

But of'thy virtues didst Oiou make a vice 
Trafficking with them in a purpose cold. 

For present anger, and for future gold— 

And buying other’s grjef at any price. 

And thus once enter’d into crooked ways. 

The early truth, w hidi was thy proper praise, 

Hid not still walk beside thee— but at times, 

And wiUi abreast unknowhig its own crimes, 
Deceit, averments incompatible, 

Equivocations, and tlie thoughts wiiich dwell 
In Janus-s{>irits— the significant eye 
Whidi learns to lie with silence— t)^ pretext 
OfFnidenoe, with advantages annex’d— 

The acquiescence in all tilings w hicli tend. 

No matter how, to tlie desired end— 

Ail found a place in thy philosophy: 

Tlic means were worthy, and the end is won — 

1 would not do by thee as thou hast done! * 

I ' MIS. 


I 


' [ThrM teraea. u( which the opening llnra m Klven iu Woorc'a I 
^olictt, were wrIUen Immediatrijr af Us* (he fklure ot li<e n*(tofU> 
lion airrwiy alloded hi (aHlr.pagc SOCi. but were not inietMled for | 
the public rye t aa, however, they have recculiy fuuud ihrlr wey | 
lntocircu|jlujo,we awat Include Uiem. ihoushwilh relucUdce, is 
(hit cotfhctlnn. — B.) 

■ (V* Lord Byrop bd-al leetl llib intich lo uy for hiinarlf. that 
be waa not Ihe first to make Ilia domealic difTermces a topic of 
public dlacusviuu. On the contrary, he saw himaeU. ere aoyTact 
but Ihe one undh^nilaed and lan^'iblc one was, or coukl be known, 
held it|l every where, and by every art of maUce. aa the mmt h>- 
famouaof men, because he had parted from Ids wife, lie was 
exqnlMtely aensinve t V waa wounded at core by a Ibouaand Sr* 
niwa;and ail this with the mo»r perfect and mdiguaiit knuwtedfte, 
lhal of all who w>Te asaaiiinR him no( one knew any thins of Uie 
real menu of the case. Did he rfslH, Own, in publMiing ihuae 
«|alba and tirades f Bo. ccrtbiuly) it would have been tnbler. 
better, wtoer far, to have utterly scurm<d flie assaults ofsach enc* 
udea, and taken no notice, of any kind, of Ibem. But, because 


this youhx, hol*ldooded. proud, patridan did not. amidst tllo 
exacerbation of feeiingi which he could not control, aci in p re- 
j cisely the most di(cnified and wisest of all powible nunnera of ao- 
I ilon.-^are we entitled, b Ihe Wi>rHi at larfe enUiM, tn iNsiie a 
broad aenleoec of vituperative condemnalion? Dove know all 
that he had suffered ?— have tre hnlmnalion rm*n^h to compre- 
hend wbaibc suffered, under circiimslahces snch as these?— have 
wa been tried iu similar circumstances, whciherwe could fdel (he 
wound unQincbliittiy, and keep the «rca(><m quiescent to Ihe hand 
tluU trctiibieu with all the eicltements of lulled privacy, ho- 
isoor, and faith? 

** Let people conaidrr for a momentwhat It U that they demaod, 
when (hry insist upon a poet of Byron's clam ahslaioing aMojtrlher 
from exprrafiiut lo his wndt any ihhix of his own (eelinftv In re- 
gard to any thing that Immedlateiy concema bis own hbtory. 
We (eil hint In every possibbi fonn and shape’, that Ihe great and 
dislii^isbing merit of bis poetry is tlie iaienae trath with wMrh 
Unit poetry eipremeaUs own penonii (ediags. We encoarafle 
him iir every poiattite why to diasect hie own heart for onr^for- 
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MONODY 


ON THE DEATH OF THE RIGHT HON. B. B. SHERIDAN. ! 


SrOKU AT OlL'lf 

'When (he Tast sunshiDe of expiring day 
Insummeris twilight weeps itself away, 

Who hath not felt the softness of the hour 
Sinh on the heart, as dew along theflo^er? 

With 0 pure feelii^ which absorbs and aw'es. 

While Nature makes that ^nelaiicho^y pause, 

Her breathing moment on the bridge where Time 
Of light and darkness forms an arch siibltme. 

Who bath not shared that calm so still ^nd deep, ^ 
Tlie voiceless thought which would not speak but 
A holy concord — and a bright regret, [weep, 

A glorious sympatlty with suns that set ? 

’T is not harsh sorrow — ^bul a tenderer woe, 
Nameless, but deaf to gentle hearts below, 

Felt without bitterness — but full and clear, 

A swTct dejectiorr— a transparent tear, 

UnmIx'd with worldly grief or sellish stain, 

Shed without shame — and secret w ithout pain. 

Even as the tenderness that hour instils 
When Summer's day declines along the bills, 

So feels the fulness of oar heart and eyes 
When all of Genius which can perish (Acs. 

A mighty Spirit is eclipsed— a Power 

Hath pass'd from day to darkness*— to whose hour 

Of Jight uo likeness is bequeath’d— no name. 

Focus at once of all Hie rays of Fame! 

The flash of WH — the bright Intelligence, 


r>LARt TShTSE.* ■ 

Tlie beam of'Song— the blaze of Eloquence, 

Set with their JSun— but still have left behind 
Tlie enduring produce of immortal Aiind-; 

Fruits of a genial mom, and glorious noon, 

A deathless part of him who died too soon. 

But small tint portion of tlie wondrous whole. 

These sparkling segments of that circling soul. 
Which all embraced — and lighten'd over all. 

To cheer— to pierce — to please— or to appal. 

From the charm’d counciUo the festive board. 

Of human feelings tlia unbounded lord ; 

In whose acclainvtbc loftiest voices vied, 

The praised— the proud — who, made his praise their 
pride. 

When the loud cry of trampled Hindostan * 

Arose to Heaven in her appeal from man, 

His was the thunder— his the avenging rod. 

The wrath— the delegated voice of God ! 

Which shook the nationsthrough his lips— ^nd blazed 
Till vanquish’d senates trembled as they praised. * 
And here, oh! here, wlierc yet all young and warm 
The gay creations of bis spirit charm, • 

The matcldei^s dialogiie-^the deathless wit, 

’ Which knew ndt what it was to intermit ; 

Hie glow ing portraits, fresh from life, that bring 
Hume to our he^ts the truth from whidt they spring; 
These wondrous beings of his Fancy, wrought ^ 


lalnmeal—we tempt hhn hy erery bribe mottt likely to act power- 
fully uo a yrHin; anti imaginative man. lo plun;;e into lh<; darkest 
depths of Delink nuw)cd;te; to madden hit bra:n wKh piernal icir- 
acrutluies, to fiuti liH prUt and liis pleasure m wliat oibert Oiriuk 
from aa torture— we tempt him to indulge fn ihew Uangrto«9 
exercises, until they ubv.Oiisly a(>|uifC the power uf leading him 
to the very brink of freiixy— we tcnu4 him lo iliHl. and to tee in 
this perilous vocalluii, the alaple of liia existence, the food of his 
ambitioQ. tht very essence of his glory.— and ihe moment that, 
by habits of our own ereaiing. at least ornur uwn encniir.iging 
and umtlriuingf.bo is carried one single sup beyond what we 
bappdn to approve of, we turn round niih all tlw biilennss of 
aplcen, aOd re|tr<udi kimwiih ihij flnmaiilliK'at ul eiiicriaiidtlg 
tlie (luUlc'wlth ills reelings iu regard to Iim sei>arjtiou from Ids 
wifp. TUt was Iraly the coiVtJiicl of a fair aud liberal pubic! 
To our view of the ipaUcr. Lord Uyrun. trraiwi avlie had l>eeih, 
tempted as lie had iieen. and torlmrsl and iiuuUed a<nie w.tt at 
the {unmmt, did no mom /orfcii bU ciiaracier by wriLng wlial 
he did write upon that unhappy occasion, (b>n aiiuther iitan, un- 
der circu ntiances of tlic same naliire, would have done, by lei- 
ling aoineililng of hh tnliid about it to an ioUinitc friend atmw 
the fire. The public had forced him into the lubi t of familiarity, 
and they received lib confuk-nce vrith uoiblug but anger and 
•com.**— LoetB X RT ■ ] 

* {Mr. Slmridan di^ tlie 7lh of July, 1816, atid this mooO'ly was 
wrltkn at Di'idati on Ihe t7ih. at the reqnrst of Mr. Douglas Cui- 
lulrJ. did at-vreii as i oonki," says Lord Byn>u,s*bni wlwre 
1 have not my choice. | pretend to answer for nothing. “ A phior- 
sh eet of the poem, wiib tbe. words *^by request of a fnend.” in Ihe 
iltle-Dsce. ittvlos reached blm,— you.">e says, **to 


exptfnge that same, unless you please lo add; ‘ by a person of qua- 
lity, '-or * of wii and humour,* it baad trasli, and must have been 
alone tn make it ridiculous.**— R.] 

• [Sfaeridati's own inooudy on Garrick was spoken from the 
same buanls, by lira. Ysies. in March. 1779. ''One day,” says 
Lurd Byron, '* I saw him'takc it up. He iigblcd upon. Ihe dedi- 
caiLm tu the Dowager Lady Spencer. On seeing it, he flew into 
a fage simI exd.iinmd. * UmI It iniiii Jie a forgery, at he li.<d never 
dedicated any ihliig of lijv to such a d— d earning/ etc. etc.— and 
so he went on for half an hour abiidng his own dedication, or at 
least tbe objictoflt.' If all writers were ciiuailysiuccre.il would 
be ludicrorw.**— />, Oini-p. ISil.] ' 

) [See Fox, Burktv.' and Pill t eOlogy on Mr. SberidsQ‘s speech 
on Uie ciisraca cihiUilrd sgamvt Mr. fl4siiiig<t in dm ilunscof Com- 
mons. Ur. Pill culrcjinJ ibe Uoiise lo a«b*>uni.' to give lime for 
a calmer, coodderalion ol dieqiifAthMi-iliah could then occur after 
till' tnimeduftc i-ftect ul that oration.— “ Before my de(»arture from 
Knglaiid('*siys Gjbbuo. " I was iirtwmt aktiic august S(>ccUcle of 
Mr. IJastlngs’s trial la Weitniiusier Hall, it is not my province 
losibsohcor cundeDin the governor of India; hut Mr..sbiTklan*a 
eloquence demanded niy applauMj : nor could 1 bear without em<^ 
lion ihriKTSonal'con^mieiil whiciv he me in ibo presence 
of the Briiisb lulUin. This di*}day of gculus biased four succes- 
sive days/' etc. un being askeil by -a biolher Whig, at ihecoo- 
dusion uPlIic sjicBcIi h iw he came to coRi(diini*al Gitdhjn with 
ilterpiihet ‘Mumiiiuus^’ SlieruUa answered, ta a half whisper. 
*'i said * eslnuunous.' E.j 

i[" I beardsherida& only ooce, and that brieByy bntl lUiedhii 
vofep, lib manner, and hb wU. He b Die only ode «>t them t ever 

wbbed to heir ai greater length.’— B. piarp, ttM.) 
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To fulh<*ss by the Rat of his thought. 

Herein their licsrnbodeyoo still may meet, 
liright with tlie hues ot his Promethean heat ; 

A halo of the light of other liays, - > 

\\ hich still tlie splendour of its orb betrays. 

But should there be to whom the fatal blight 
Of fatting Wisdom yields a base delight, 

Men who exult when minds of heavenly tone 
Jar in the music whieh was born their own, 

Still let them, pause^h ! little do they know 
Tll^t what te them seem'd. Vi.ee might be but Woe. ' 
Hard is his fate dh whom the public gaze 
Is fix'd for ever to detract or praise; 

Repose denies her requiem to his name. 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret enemy whose sleepless ej e 
Stands sentinel — aocaser— judge-^and spy, 

The foe— the fool->thc jedlous — and the vain, 

The rurious who hut breathe in others' pain, 
B«dK>k] die host!, delighting tq depra>*e. 

Who track the steps of Glory to the grkve, 

Watch every fault tiint daring Qcnitis owres 
Half to the qrdour whir.h its birth bestows, 

Distort thefniih, accumulate the liCr' 

And pile the Pyramid of Calumny ? 

'Hiesa are his pprtion — but if joined to these 
GauiU Poverty should .league with deep Disease, 

If the higii spirit must forget to soar 
And stoop to strive with Misery at the door,* 

To soothe Indignity— and face to face 

Meet sordid Rage — and wrestle with Disgrace, 

To find in Hope but tlw renew’d caress. 

The serpent-fold of farther Faithlessness : 


; If such may be (lie ills w hicli men assail, 

; What marvel if at Inst the mightiest fail? . 
i Breasts to whom qll the strength of feeling given. 

^ Bear liearts electric— charged with lire from Heaven, 
r Black with the rude collision, inly torn, 

I By clouds surrounded, and OR whirlw inds home, 
j Driven p’er the lowering atmosphere Uiat iiurst 

I 'i'houghts which have turn’d to thunder — scorch— and 
burst. * 

I Rut far from-us and from our mimic scene 
I Such things should be — it such have ever been ; 

Ours be the gentler wish, Uie kinder task. 

To give the irihme Glory need not ask, 

To mourn tiie vanish’d beam— ;md add our mite 
] Of praise in (layment of a long delight. 

I Ye Orators ! whom yet our codndls yield, 

Alourn for ttie veteran Hero of your field ! 

Tlie worthy rival of the wondrous Thrett 
Whose words were sparks of Immortality ! 

Ye Bards f to whom (he Drama’s klose is dear, 

He was your Blaster— emulate him Beit / 

Y'e men of wit and social eloqumce ! * 

He was your brother — bear his aslies hence! 

! While Powers of mind almost of boundless range,* 
Complete in kind — as various in their cliange. 

While' Klo<iueDCc — Wit— Poesy— and'Mirth, 

Tliat humbler Harmonist of care on ^nrtli, 

.Survive within our souls— while lives our sen.se 
Of pride in Merit’s^proud pre-eminence, 

Ixmg sliall we seek his likeness— long in vain, 

And turn to all of him which may remain, 

Sighing that Nature form'd but one such man. 

And broke the die— in moulding Sheridan! 


• i'*Oi»ce 1 >aw Sheridan crjr, tHer i iipli’wlk) dioncr. I had I 
Uie boncar of tiuliix pext him. The occasioo of hit (oan was I 
■omo^btervaUon or olhef u|ion Uie subjwt of Uie sturtHoew of 
ihe Wb^ lA mwlinA office anti keeplnx .to Utcir principka. 
Sberidao turned iwuDd it is taajr for my Lord C. or Bad 

G. or Man(uis b. or Lord II., with tbousauds upon Ibousaods a 
year, foftie of It elUierpreaen//y derivnJ,or Merited ia sinecure 
or acipiUiliocu fnim the public money, to .boait of their patiitH 
turn and keep aloof from lampUUua i but they do not know from 
what temptation lho«c have' kept aloof w|io had equal pride, at 
leakt e«iual talents, a(\d not unnpiai passions, Sod ncvertbelew 
kueW not in Uie course of Ihetr llvei wh^l- It waa to have a ibiUloft | 
uf tbelroifra.' Anc| id uynig Uiisjic wept. 1 have mure (tun I 
once heard him say, ' [hat he never had a shlllidA of Ids own.' I 
To be sure, he cowirived to extract 9 good niany-of other people's.' 

In (SIS, 1 found hbn at my lawyer's. ‘After mutual geeelinga. he 
reUred, Briure recurring to my own bu»tne«s, 1 oould jiut help ' 
einiitfrlng that of 'Sheridan. 'Oh.* replied the attorney, *U>e 
usual thing : to stare off au aetloa.'— * Well,* said I,.* and what do 
yon mean to do?'.-' Nothing at all K>r pie present,' said bet ' 
* would youliavc us (irooeed agaiust old Sherry ? what would be 
the use of it?' ami here be began Jaugliiog. anti going uicr .She- 
ridan^ good gifts of conven&lion.. Such was slierldau! he Could 
soften an atiortiey 1 There has been oodiing like It since Ibe days 
of Orpheus.**— a. 

■ [ihiis was not flcUon. Only a tewdap beforehisdeath, She- 
ridan wrote thus to Mr. Jlogert 1 — I am absolutely undooe and i 
broken-hearted. Theyare gotogjo put the car|iei»‘oiit of win- 
dow. and break into Mrs! S.*i rodm and Utke me: tSOf. will re< ; 
move alkdilficnlty. For God's sake let me arc you!” Mr. MoOre 
was Uie immediate bearer ot Uie required sum. This was wriUen [ 
on tbc ISllr of May. Uu the (4Ui of July. Sheridan's reroalns 1 


I were drposiled in Westminster Abbey,— hlk pall-bearen being Ibe 
I Uuke of Bedfunl, Ibe Bari of Lauderdale. Bari Uulg^ave, the Lord 
• Bishop of Loudon. Lord Holland, and Carl Spencer.— C'li 
s (la the original MS.— 

ibsqiton'd hr the ikies, ifbose beami bare odnt. 

Tbrir wry tbuuderi ll|btcii,-arorrb-eiid burfl.*'| 

4 Fox— Pitt— Burke, (*' When Fox wa* asked, which he thoogbt 
the best speoch ha bad ever heanL be rolled, * Sberkhn’s ob the 
itnpeaclinicnt of Hastings, In tlic House of Commoot.’ When he 
made it, Foxadvived him to speak it over again in Westmlmb'r 
Hall on the trial, os ooilung Mrilrr could be made of the auldcci ; 
I I'Ul Sheridan Jiiade his nrw spe^h as diirerettl as ixissibie, and. 

I according to Uic best Judgn, very Inferiur. notnlQutanding Urn 
I |ianegyric of Burke, who exclaimed duHug ttic'drlivrry of some 
liaasagfs of U— * There, that Is Uxrlrue slyte-— oometblng between 
poetry and pruori and better lhau rilber.'*'- tMarf, i/^nt 
Lord iiotlnnd,) (gSt.] 

4 (** hi sucirty I'have met Sheridan fiSiiueMly. He was anpcrtl! 
I have sreo him cut-up. Wbiibnad, iinic'lUdame de Slael, aonlhl- 
'laCc Coiman, and do liUle less by.sumeotbmof ggodtamoand 
aldlity. 1 have met biui a1 all placekfand partlea— at Whitehall 
with Uie UelEknimes, at the Marquis of Tavistock's, at Robldt's the 
aucliduel;r, at Sir Humphry Davy's,afSam. KOi<er!«’s— pi short, in 
must kinds of compaoy. and always found hidi convivial and de-< 

lighlful.'*— B. /riai'F* -1 

< [" Lord Holland told moacuriout piece ^ senlimeolalUy hi 
! Sheridau. Tlie other mghi we were all deiiveringjour respective 
and yariims oikluiuiu -uiiod liirn and other Aonunrs mot'^Motu, 

{ and luipv waa UiUi—'Wlulever Sheridan has done or cliosen to 
do bas bCrn jhtr exrrfhnrr always the bc*t of Us kind. Ift has 
[ written the best c<>medy iScliuul for Scandal!. Oie best drotna (to 
t my mind. (Or beyond that BL Giles's iainpouu, the Beggan' Ufic- 

10 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

W'bon thl$ |K>cm wni; com|>osed. I was not uifficiciiUy 
awaro oftbe history 4)f lk>iiui>arU. or I shniUd have cnilra- 
vouroii to liigoity tbt‘ sut>jrrt- by an alt^m^ to rrlrbratc 
his courage and bis virtuos. With .some account of bis lire 

I have been furnished, h> the ktudnrss of a cUlien of that 
republic, is hich is still proud of tlu' memor) of a man WT>rth} 
of tbc best age of ancient rreeilimi • 

“ Francois dc HouiUiftwl. tits dehouisde Bonnlrard.ofl- 
glnaire de SeysscI et Scigurur do Luncs, naquit cn 

II flt ses etudes a Turin: cn lolO. Jean Ainnldc fhnmisord, 
son oncle, lui r^igfta le Friour«!' de St.-Viclor. qulabouti5> 
salt aui iDurs de (ieuetc, et qui Ibrmalt un bdinllicc cunsi- 
di^rablc. 

" Ce grand homRif^'lionnitard m^rite ce (itre par la 
force de son Ame, la druilurc de son cu'ar. la uubicssc de 
ses intentions, la sagesse de sea cooscils, Ic courage de ses 
dr'marcbcs, Fdlenduc dc st;s cunnaisiumcii* el la si>aclt^ de 
sAn esprit grand hnrmnc, qui eadtera radniirallon do 
tous ceux qu’une^vertu b^rolque pcul encore Cinoiivotr, l»- 
spircra encore la plus vlve recuunais.van(‘e dairs Jes errurs 
dcs-Gdneiois qui ainient Geneve. KunnIVani en fut tou- 
Jours UD des plus formes appuis : pour a»«uror la llbertd dc 
noire Rdpubliquo, 11 ne craiguil pas dc t»erdr« soaveni la 
slenne; il oublla son re|M>s; tl ouLlia ses rlcbcsses; il nend- 
gligea ricn pour arTcrmir le botriteur rAiiic |iairio qu'il bo- 
Dora de son choix : dds ce nioniMil it la chdrlt comine le 
plus zeld desses cltoycns; il la servU arcc nutrdpidlld cTuii 
hdrns, el il dcrivit son llistolre avee la uaitcld d'tin phil<^ 
soplie et la iJnileur d un patriole. 

11 dil dandle cmiinuMuemcnl de son lllstolre de G^ 
neve, quo, «/c» tjit'il eut conimcticd a lire Ihisloire des na- 
tions, ft se sentit entrain^ par son goiil jfimr Us JUpts- 
6/i^ci, donf il epousa toujours Us inUr^ts; e'est cd go&l 
)K>ur la llbend qui lui til sans diuite adopter Geneve pour 
sa palrie. . * 

" Ooimivard, encore jeunc. s'annonca hautement comme 
Ic ddfcnseiirdotfendvecontre le Durde Savoycctr^3veque. 

“ En 1.M9, Bomiivard devint le martyr dc sa' patrke: Le 
Due de Savoye dtanl cnlrd dads Geneve avec cinq cents 
bommes. Bnnnivard crainl le rcssotiiinicnt da Dud; U vqii- 
lul se relirer a Fribourg pour rn dvilerles suites, mais II 
fut traht par <lcux hoitintcs qnl I'accrmipugnaieiit. ct con- 
duit |Nir ordre du Princt' a Gndde, oit II rc.vta phsoniiicr 
pendant deux ans. Itonnivard dtall nialbeurcux daus ses 
voyages: cunmie scs malheurs n'avalcnt |Miint ralenii son 
zde (>uur Geneve, II (Halt 'toujours nn em>etul redoutabic 


; pour ceux qui la mcnacalent, et phr consequent >1 devait 
> ctre exposA a lours coups. It fiU rencoritrd cn 15:t0 sur U' 
Jura par des voh'urs,.ipii Ic ddiK)uillcreAt, ct Ic mirent i*u-’ 
core entre les mains du Due dc Savoye: ce Prihccle lit cn- 
fcijijor dans' le (^bateau do Chillon, oii H resla satis dtre In- 
terrogd jiisqu’eti lAitG; il fut alors ddlivrd par los Derntis. 
qui s’emparerent du pays de Viud. ’ , 

"Boniiivapl, cn sortairl de sa captivil^, cut le plaisir dc 
trouver Geneve llbre et rdltirnide : la Rdpublique s'empreasA 
de lui idniqignor sa reconnabsaui'Ct ct <le le ddtlommager 
des maux qu'il avalt soiilTcrts; elk le rocuL Bourgeois de la 
vilie au mots de Juin l.'vltis; elle lui donna la maisun habitAe 
aulrefids par Ic Vicairc-Geni^yl, et elle lui assigna une pen> 
slon de hettx cents i^cus d or taut qu'il sijoanicrait a trcnAvc. 
il fut admls daus fc Consell.des l)c.n\-OnU cn 1537.| 

Bomiivard u’a pas Uiil d'ene utile: apres avoir travailld 
a rendre Geneve libre, it rAus.<<it a la rendre tokranie, Bon- 
! nlvard engaged k Coiiseil a a^'order aux Eerksiastiques cl 
i aux luiysaiis un temps suflj&ant (lOur examiner les ptopusi- 
Hinis qu'on lour falsalt ; I] reussil i»ar sa douceur ; on preebe 
I toujours Ic Cbrislianlsnie avec »uca*s. quand on le preebe 
I avec iharitA. . > , . 

I ’* liunnivard fut mvanl : scs manusrrit.s, qui sont dins U 
' Bihliolh^qnc publlquc. |>rouv(*nl qu'il avait bicii hi les au- 
teurs classiques Latins, el qu'il avalt approfundl la Ib^lugio 
rt I'histolre, ()e grand bomnic aimait les sciences, et it 
croyait qu'ctles pouvaienl falre la gloire de Grille; aussi 
II lie iiegligea rien pour les iiier daus relic villa iialsaanie ; 
CD 1351 U donna sa Libliulhcr^uo au public ; elk fut le coin- 
mcncement de notre blblloihequc publlquc ; rt ccs livrra 
soul en panic les rorrs et belles <klillon.« do qhlntkrac sjceln 
qu'on voit dans iwtre cniirctioii. EnQn.'iiendant la nkmc 
aiuuk, ce bon patrioto instltiia la BApubliquc mid Ikritkrr. 
a eondUion qu'ellceniploierait ses bieiisa enlretenir k col- 
kge duril on projetait la fimdation. - «- 

‘*11 paralt qiie Bonniratd inourut rn 1570; raak on nc 
(leiil I'assurer, parce qu'il y a unr fhciine dans k N^rrologe 
I depois te muis dc Juillel. 157n, Ju<qu'rn 1571. 


1 SONNET ON CIllLLON. 

j Eternal Spirit of t!Vr chainicss mind !' 

I Brightest in dtiDgeoiis, Liberty! thon art, 

I For there thy lufliitation is ihe lieart — 

! Tlie heart xv hich love of thee alone can bind; 

And wUen thy sons to fetters Are consign’d 
] ’ Ttt fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless pjoom. 


* • I ■ ^ , 

ra), the b^t Urce (the Critic— It Is only too good for 4 farce), and i June. <816, lobe detained two days by «lrfe« of wcaUigr ;’** there- 
tbc bC't address iMooolngii^n Garrick), and. to crown alt,- dvH- - j liy- adding.*’ says Moore, ** unc more deathless association to the 
verrd the very best oration iihe famons Pegii'm speech) ever c«n- alrndy muiiortalisrd localiliev of the Lake.’*— E.| 


celifrd or heani in this country.'* .SnmelKidy tohi Slifrid.in this ^ 
the belt day, and, on licarius 0- Int Irurst into tears! Poor Brins- 
ley! If lltry were tears of pkattire, i would rather hare saiil ibese 
few. but most aincev. words, than have wrilien the IKad, or made 
Ills pveo celebrated philippic, ^'ar, hli own comedy never grati- 
fied mo more Ihoa tu hear lliaihe liad derived a moment's (trail- ' 
Bcatlon from any praise r> rrolne/’— fl. t)Uty, l>pc. 17. f8l5,] t 
• •• [ITord Byron wrote (Ms beauliftil poem at a j>mall inn, in Wk ^ 
IfUle village of Oucliy* near f.auvvnnc’. ivhere be htpiiviin), jn . 


* [In (he first dr^nglit, the sonnet q>cns thus i— . 

V Adoserf Coikiroi of i'im (ilvMrvlw niidd t 
Arl|r6tp*l <R rlQitaeom. Lit^ff llvov srt. 

Ttiv polsnvi* wiiliin ibe FrwriMii'i bsart, 

Wboirsoul Ibr Idsc ofilM* slvas ran bUH : . 
anil when thy aorr to reli«r« arp rousifn'd— 

To folCAs. aoti (bv damp v«ali‘s daylm aloon. t 
Tkviu) Is wUli llwm still, artil anconttned. *" 

Tlwlr roonlry roni|nm wllb Iholr marly rdetD."—K-l 
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Their country conquers witit their martynlonl, 
And Freedom’s fame finds vrini;s on every wind. 
Chillou ! lliy prison is a holy phice, \ ' 

And tiiy sad floor an altar — for ’t was trod, 
Until his very steps have left a truce 

■Worn, as if thy cold pavement werfe a sod, 

By Bonnivard!— May none those marks efface ! 
For they a'p{>eal from tyranny to God. 


THE jpRlSON'EU OF GIHLLO!>j;‘ 

* * I. 

My hair is grayl but not with years, 

Nor grew it white 

In a singjc night, V ‘ > 

As men's have grown from sudden fears : ' 

My limbs are bow’d, though not with toil, 

. But rusted with a vile repose,’ 

For tlicy have been a dungeon’s spoil, \ . 

And mine, has bc'cn the fate of those 
To wlK>m tlie goodly earth and nur . 

Are bann’d, and barr’d — forbidden fare; 

But this was for my father’s faith 
I suffer’d cliains and courted death : 

That father perish’d at the .stake 
For tenets he would not forsake; 

And for tl»e same his lineal race 
Irf ddrkness found a dwelling-place. t 
We were seven — who now are one; ' • ' 

Six in youth and one in age, - ■ . 

Finish’d as they had begun, 

Proud of Persecnlron’s rage ; ’ 

One in Gee, aAd two in field, 

Their belief with blood have seal’d : 

Dying as Their father died, 

For tiie God their foes denied; — 

Three w'crc in a dungeon Oast« 

Of whom this wreck is left tlic lasf. 

‘ II.- 

There are seven pillars of Gothre mould. 

In Chillon’s dungeons deep apd old; 

There are seven columns massy and gray, 

Dim 'w’ith a dull imprison'd ray, • * 

A sunbeam which liath lost its way, 

And through the crevice qmHhe cieff , . 


> [** 1 will tell fou toniothin; about ‘ Cliitioa.** A Mr- He Lac. 
ninety yean n!<). a $nlu, had it read to him. and Is pleased Ssiih 
lt->S0 my sister writes, lie said that he was with Kou*Sfau at 
ChliloQ. and that the description in perfecDy correct But thU b 
not aq ; 1 recoliixtcd sumethliu; of the' name, ami liod Uie follow- 
log pauage in ‘The Con(esdon<<,' vol. ill. p. ^7. Ilv. vUJ. ‘D.e 
toot CCS amiisemensccliil efu! me ptut davantage hit upe proioi*- 
nade amour dii t,ac, que jc.fi« en bateau arcc De JLuc pCre. m 
bonne, ses drux fiit, el nia TfaCr^. ^ Nous tnlmes t.epl Jour* it 
cette tofinule iwr le pids Iwan temps do mondc. J’cq gardai.le 
KHivenir dei sites qui .pi'aTalcnl frap|>6 i I'ahlrc eiUdmild du. 
tae, el dnni )e fw la description qoelqties ann^s aprCs, dans * La 
.NoQTelle fKluIse.*' TliUnotiagcnsrUn, Bct.iiCimustlKoaeofthc 
*deiix tle'ls in England, ioHrm, but still, in faculty. - Jt is 
odUihal tic should hare lived Vo long, and not wanting In odd- 
ne«a, fbal be sbonk] tuvo made (hU voyage with Jean Jacques, 


Of the thick wall is fMleri and left : ^ 

Creeping o'er the floor so dfrup, 

Lijte a marsh's meteor lamp : 

. And in each pillar there K a ring, 

And in each ring there is a chain ; 

TlKit iron is a cankering thing, 

.For In these limbs it$ leelli remain, . ' 

With marks that w ill not wear away^ ' 

Till I have done with this new day, 

Which now is painful to thcsccyps. 

Which hove not seen the sun so rise . 

For years— I cannot, couAt them o'er, 

I lost their long and heavy score 
When my last brother droop'd and (Ued, 

And I lay living by his side. 

III. 

They chain’d us each t# a column stone, 

And we were three — yet, eacli a^lonc; 

We could not move a single pnee. 

We could not see each other’s face. 

But w ith that {>aleand livid light " • 

Tliat made strangers in our sight : 

And llius togetlicr^ — yet. apart, 

Fetter’d in hand, but pincu in heart; . * , 

^’T was still soiJne solace, in thedeartli • ' “ 

Of the pure elements of earth, 

To hearken to each other’s speech, 

And each turn conlforler to each 
W ith some new* hope or legend old, 

Or song heroically bold; 

’ But even these at length grew cold. 

Our voices look a dreary tone, 

An echo of the dungeon stone, » . . • 

A grating .sound — not full and free'" . , , 

As they of yore were wont to be; 

It might be fancy-T^mt to me 
They never suund^ li^ our own.* 

■ I was the eldest of the three, , ’ 

And uphold and clteer Hic rest 
I ought to da— aid did my best— 

And each did well in his degree. . 

The youngest, whom my father loved, 

' Because ouT motlier's brow was given . 

' To him— with ey^s as blue as heaven, 

ami afterwards^t snch ap Interra), read a poonvby an Englbli- 
nym (who niaUe prrdi«.*ly the Mine circiimnavifftiimy lipon..thn 
satoe aovflcry.”— a. /.rif<ra,-A|irll 0. 1817.— Jean Andid, deLue. 
E. R. 8., died at Windior, in ihe July foll<.nviiie. i|q was bum 
in 17S^ al Gaiieva, was the author of many ^cologtoal works, and 
cqirevpooded with must'of the tramni sociciies of Eunipe.— Iw] 

• I^udttvicoSforxa. and oibcrs.— The aame Uaewrled of Marie 
Antoloeite's, tlie wife of Lrjms, Uie Sixteenth, thuogh not in quite 
so short a pedod. Grief is ukl to have die same effect : to sncli. 
and not to fear, UiU cliange la Aerawaa to be attrlbuled. 

, 2 [OrigiaalUS.-,.. . • 

^ ■ “ Bui wph (Iw lon*ril •a»(esf giier.*-S.1 

♦ [MS.— ••Br«iicq{ri«co!ur-eti4liu-aaert*e.“-B;J 

* (Thu picture of the Rn-t feelfnpa of Uie three gallant brotbers. 
IS hen bound apart in ihk living (omb. and of Uie gradual decay of 
their cherry forillDde, is full of tHty and agooy.— Jrrrm.l 
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For him ipy soul was sorely moved : 

And truly might it be distress’d 
To see such bSr# in such a nest; 

For he was beautiful as day — 

(When day- was beautiful tome 
As to young eagles being free)— 

A polar day, which will noV see 
^ A sunset till its summer *s gone, ' 

. Its sleepless summer of long light, 

The snow-clad offspring of the sun : ’ 

'And thus he was as pure and briglU, , 
And in his natural spirit gay. 

With tears foe iiouglU but others’ ills. 

And then they flow’d like mountain rills, 
Unless he could assuage the woe • ' * 

W liicli heaWiorr’d to view below. 

V. 

The other was as puc# of mind, 

But form’d to combat with his kind; 
Strong'in his frame, and of a mood 
Which 'gainst the world in war hnd stood) 
And perish’d in the foremost rank 
W'ith joy : — but ndt in diains to pine : ' 
Uis spirit w iiher’d with their dank, ' 

I saw it silently decline— 

And so perchance in sooth did mine : ‘ 
But yet I forced it on to dieer 
'Hmse relics of a home so dear. ‘ 

He was a hunter of the hills, 

Had follow’d there the deer and wolf ; 
to him this dungeon was a girif^ 

And fetter’d feel the worst of ills. 

VI. 

I 2 iky ticman lies by Chillon's walls * 

A thousan(] feet in deptli bHow^ 

Its massy waters meet ami flow ; . 

'rhus much the fathom-tine w^as sent 
From Chillon’s snow-white battlement, ’ 
w hich round aboat U^c w ave inlbrals : 
A'doul)le dyngeon wall and wave 
' Have made-^an^l lilte a living grave. 

Below the surface of th^lake 
Tlw dark vault lies wherein we lay; 

We heard it ripple night and day, ♦ 


Sounding o'er otfr heads it Knock’d ; ■■ 

U And! have felt the winter’s spray . 
j Wash through the bars whpn Winds were liigli 
I ' And wanton in the happy sky;.^ " » 
r And then the very rock hath rock'd,. 

And I have fell it shake, unshock'd, 

j Because 1 could have smiled to, see 
1 The dealli that would have set uie free. • 

i ■ >Ti. • 

! I said my nearer brotlwr pined, 

1 I said his mighty heart declined, 

! He loathed and put away his food; ‘ t 

- It was not that '< was coarse and pide, 

For w c were used to hunter’s far^, 

I And for the like had little care ; 

I ’ ‘ The milk drawn from the moiinlain goat 
j Was changed for water from the moat, . 

( Oiir bread w as such as captive's tears 
Have moisten’d many a thousand, years, 

; . Sinc6 man first pent his fellow men •' 

i Like brutes within an iron den *, v. . 

’ But What were these to us or him? 

Tliese wasted hot his heart or limb; 

I My brother’s soul was of that mould 
I Which in a palace had grow n cold, • • ■ 

! Had, his free breathing been denied ^ 

I 'fhe range of the sleep mountain’s, sitle : ’ ' 

K But why delay the truth?— he died, * 

I saw, and npald not liold his head, 

J Nor reach his dying hand— nor dead,— 

, Though hard I strove, hut strove In vain. - 
* , To rend and gnash ' my bonds in twain. 

I. He died-'Orid they. uuloiili’d his chain, 
i , • And scoop’d for him a shallow grflvT 
[ Even from the cold earth of out cave. , 

I begg'd theui, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
Might shioe— it was a foolish thmigln, ' 

But tlipii witliin my brain it wronght,' , 

That even in death liis freeborn breast 
In sut'ii a dungeon could not rest, 
j I might have spared my itile prayer— 

] They c.o\d\y laugh’d— qnd laid.him there ; 

I , Hie pat and turfless earth above 


liVUON S WOIU^. 


I The (Aiteu dti ChiUoo li «iliiate<l between Ctarcni and ville- 
oeuve. which last is at one cxtremiiff^ tiigd.ake'or CenevL. On 
listen are tbeenlrancaiof thp Rhone, and are thcheiglus 

of Uetllerie and (be raii/ieof Alps above Bovorct«and SU (ilogti. 
Ji<ear it, on a hill twhiod, is a lomuit; ticlow it, w.-islihii; Its w«1U. 
the lake has bccu (aUuimcd to the depth-of SOe (cel French mea* 
Mpei wiUun U are a raoRe (d dungeons, in wlrtclr tlie early re- 
tOruicni. and subscatucntly prbOii<y^sid state, were coiUioed. Across 
one ol the Taullais a beam black with age, on which we were in- 
foriiKHi Uiat the coodcnioeil were formerly executed, la UiecHU 
are seven pUlars,.or rather eight, one being hall merg^ in the < 
wall ; in. some of these. are riag» for (be rctlm and tbe (eltcTCd t 
in the (Mvement Ihe steps ul Rounivard have, led Uictr traces, lie 
was oqofloed here several years. It is by Ibis casUc that Bous- . 
se^u has («ixi the caUsIroidic of hia fl^lolse. in the rescue of am: 
of her children by Jalic from the waier ; Uie shuck pf which, and 
tlie llloeas produced by the immersion, is the canse of her death. | 
rbe chile au is largf, and aoea along the lake (br'a great dbUnec. 


The walls are whltew-t‘* The early history ol Ihb ca8U«,*'iays 
Ur. Tennant, whowrnlover U In tJWI. *'is. I believe. Invotvcd 
iniloahl. By sonic hi-storiaiis it it said to be built io the year 
■ n20i and accord^g to «)thcrs, in the year 1436 ■„ but by whom U 
was bum seems not to l>c known. It is said, however, In histony , 
(halCharlrs |he Fifth. Poke ijf Savoy, Jitormedand look It in 1536 j 
that hn there fou'rel great hidden lfea‘.mt», and many wr<tcheil 
helnss pfnitigawa}- their lives in ilicse frightfal dungeons, amongst 
whom w^ihe gooil B^niftlvsnl. 0»i Ure pillar m which Oiis un- 
fot^uDiate mao is ••aid tohave been cliahic«1, 1 observed, cut ihjI of 
, iIm? slcKK’, Utft name of jhk whose liesuUrul |>oem has ikme much 
10 heighten Ibc interest of this dreary spot, end will, jiorhaps, ihi 
more towards rescufog from ohlivion Ujc names of ‘Chillon’ axnl 
‘ Boonivard,’ than all the.crucl suffeflnss.wlddi that Irtjured man 

endured within Us damp and gloomy walls.**— B.] ^ 

V {.‘♦Boi why withhold the blow ?-hedW.'‘TF.-] 

I > JMS.— t*To break or bitOk**— E.) ' ^ ‘ 
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THK PRISONER OF CIULLON. 


WT 


The beinfi we so nrach did love; 

Ilfs e^t.v clioin above it leent. 

Such niurder's iitting monumentt 

'* - vni. ' . . 

But lie, the favourKe and tiie Bower, 

■ Most clierish'd since his natal hour, 

His niotlier'd inuge in fair face, 

The infant love of Ml Ids race, ' 

His niart)r’d father’s dearest tliought. 

My latest rare, for w)ioni I sought 
To hoard mylife, that his might be 
Less w retched now, and one day free; ■ 

He, too, who yet.liad held untired 
A spirit natural or inspired — 

He, loo, was struck, and day by day 
Was wither’d on ihe sbik away, ' . ’ 

Oh, God! it 4s aiurful thing 
To ^tiiehumairsoul lake wing 
In ahy sliape", in agy mood 
I ’ve seen it rushing forth in blood, 

I ’ve seen it on the breaking ocean ' ^ 
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion; . 

I ’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious wiili its ilread : 

But lliese were horrors— tius was woe 
L'nuiitg’d with such — hut sure and slow. ' 

He faded, and so calm and meek. 

So Mftly worn, so sweetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so.'tcnder— kind. 

And grieved for those he left behind ; 

itliall the while a cheek whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 

Whose tints aS gently sunk away 
As a dc|yirtlng rainbow's ray — ’ 

An eye of most Iransparciit light. 

That almost made the dungeon bright, * 
And not a word ofv«cmur— not 
A groaii d’er bis unlW^ly lot,— 

A little talk of belter davs, 

A little hope my own to raise, , 

For 1 was sunk in sjlence— lost . • ’ 

In this last loss, oi k}| the Qiost; - 
And then the sighs he would suppress 
Of fainting nature’s feebleness, ■ , 

More stowly drawn, grew less and less : 

I listen’d, but J could npt hear— 
r rail'd, for I was wjlif w Hh ftar; 

I knew ’t was hopeless, but my (Iread 
Would not be thas admonished t ^ 

'I call'd, and thought I heard a sound — : 

I burst my cBain with one stropg bound. 

And rush’d fb him :— I found him not, 

/ only stirr’d In this,blkck spot, 

I onlydivetb — I only drew " 

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew 
fhe last — the sole— the dearest jink 
Between mo and tlie eternal brink, v 


Which bonnd me to tny failing race. 

Was broken in this fatal place. ' 

One on the earth, and one beneath— 
hly brothers — both tiad ceased to breathe': 

, 1 too)i that hand wldch lay so slilj; 

Abs! my own was full as cliiJI ; ' ■ « 

I liad not slrengtli'to stir, or strive. 

But (elLtlurt I was still alive— 

A frantic feeling, w hen we know 
That what w’e love shall ne’er be So. 

I know not why 
1 (S)uld not die, 

1 had do earthly liope— but faiUi, ^ 

And that forbade a selfish death. 

What next befell me then dnd there 
I knpw not .well — I never Jctiew — - 
First came the loss of liglit, and'air, 

And tlien of darkness too : ' 

I bod no tliought, no feeling — none ■■ 

Among the stones 1 stood a stone, - 
And was, scarce consejous wliat I wist, 

As shrubless crpgs within tlie mist; 

For all was bijhk, and bleak, and ghay,— 

It was nbl night — it was not day, 

It was not even the dungcon-llgfit. 

So hateful to my heavy sight, 

But vacancy absorbing space. 

And fixedness — without a place; 

There were no sUrs— no earth— no tirae^ 
No cl^ck— no cliange— no good — no crime— 
But silence, and a stirless breath 
Which neither was of life nor death ; 

A sea of stagnant idleness, ’ 

, Blmtl. boundless, mute, and motionless ! 

. t 

X. 

A light broke In upon ipy brain,— 

It was the carol of a bird ; . 

It ceased, and then it.canie again. 

The sweetest song ear ever, heard : - 

And mine was thankful tin niy eyes ' 

Ran over with, the glad surprise, - r 

And they that moment could not See . - 
I was .tig: male of misery ; - . 

But then by dull degrees came back • : , 
My senses to their wanted track : 

I saw the dungeon wails and. Boor ■ 

Close slow ly round me Ss before, ■ 

V I ,saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before had done. 

But througif tile crevice where it came ^ ■ 
That bird was perch’d, "as fond and tame. 

And tauter than- uponlhe tree ; 

A lovely bird, with azure wings, ’ 

And song that said a thousand things. 

And seem’d to ?ay them all for me! 


ITtic Rank ilecay and sradiul rxNnction of tlic younsent 


kit ii Ihc luwl Itndcr and beauuful patuRc Ui the 
t 


pucni.— JtfvuV.I 


ol8 BYRON’i 

* 4 

I ricvtfr saw ils iikc before, ' 

1 oe'er sliall see its likeness ruore : 
lU seem’d like me to want a mat^, 

• Bnt was not half so desolate, 

' And it w as come to love me wlicn 
None lived to love me so again; 

And cheering Iroin mv dungeon’s brink, 

Hod brought me back to feel and4hink. 

I know not if it fate were IVee, . • 

Or broke its cage to percli on mine, 

But knowing well captivity, ■ 

Sweet bird! I could not wislt for thine! 

Or iMt were;, in winged guise, 

A viskant from Paradise ; , 

For — Heaven forgive tlwt thouglit ! the ^yhilc 
. t>*l»irli made me Iwlh to weep and smile v 
I sometimes deem’d that iVinidit be 
My brolhefsAoul come down to me*; 

But tliea at hist away it Qew*, 

An/J then *i was mortal*— well I knew, . 

For be would never thus have flown 
And left me twice so doubly lone,— 

Lone*i~as the corse within its shroud, 

• Lone— as a solitary cIoimI, 

A single cloud on a sunny day, 

While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere, 

'lhat haih no business to api>car 
When skies are blue, and cartli is gay. 

XI. 

> A kind of change came in iny fate. 

My kecjiuers grew compassionate; 

I'know not what bad made them 
. They were inured tp siglits of woe; . 

But so it was : — my broken chain 
With links unfasten’d did remain, 

And it was liberty to stride 
Along mycell from side to side, 

And up and down, and then athwart, • ■ 

And tread it over every part ; 

And lound the pillars one by one, 

Returning where my walk begun,' 

Avoiding only, as I trod, -- • . 

My brblliers' graves without a ^od; • , 

For4f I thought with heedless <rpad 
My step profaned their Iftwly bed, 

My breath came gaspingly and thick, 

Aad my crush’d heart fell blind and sick. 

' - ' xir- . 

I made a footing in the Wall,— . . 

. It was not therefrom to'escapei 

• For L had buried one and all 
Who loved me in aehuma;! shapO; 

And the .lihole earth would henceforth bo 
A wider prison unto me : < . * 


WORKS. 

I ,* No child— no sire— no kin had I, . 

I No partner in my raiser)’; . > . « . . i.* . ' 

1 thought of tliis, and I was glad, ^ ' 

' For thought of them (lad made me n»d; 

But 1 was curious to ascend 
I To niy barr’d windows, and to bend 
. Once more, upon the mountains high, 

The quiet of if loving eye. ^ 

, xm. 

I saw ihcra-ahd they were the same, 

They were not changed like me hi frame; . 

1 saw their tliousand years of snow 
On high- their wide long lake below, ■ ^ 

And Hic blue BJiohc in fullest flow ; 

1 heard (he torrents leap 9 iid gush 
O’er channcU’d rock and broken bush; 

I saw the wbitc-wnll’d distant town; • . 
And whiter sails go skimming down; . 

And then there was a little isle,' 

■Which infliy very face did smile;' 

^ . The only one in view'; ' . 

A small green isle, it ;scenrd no more, 

! Scarce broader than my dungeon floor, 

; But.iu it there w’cre three tall trees, 

’ And o’er it blew’ the mountain breeze, 
i And by it there were .waters flpw in^ • 
j there were young flowers grow ing, 

Of gentle breath and hue. * * , ' 

• The fish swam by' the castle wall, 

! And the)’ scem’if joyous each an^ all ; 
j THe eiglerode the rising blast, 

Methought he never flew so fast • 

As then to pie he seem’d to flys 
And then pew tears came in my eye. 

And I felt troubled-vand would fain 
I bad not left my rpcenl chain’; 

And when I*did de^jjSf again. 

The darkness of my dmi abode . 

.Fell on me as a heavy load ; ■ , 

It was as is a new -dug grave, 

'Closing o’er one w'e souglit to save,^ 

And yet my glance, too much oppress’d, 

» Had afmost need of such a rest.- 

r- . • XIV.- • ■ ' . 

I .It might be months, or years, or days, 

I I kept no count— 1 took no note, ' . 

I ^ I had no hope ihy eyes to raise, 

> ' And clear them of their dreary mote ; - 

• ! At Jast men came to set me free, 

I I ask’d Hot why, and reck’d not where, 

It w*as at Icngtfi the same tq me,^ 

• Fetter’d or fetterless to be, *• 

I 1 learn’d to love despair, 

j ' And thus' when they appear’d at last, 

I And all my bonds aside weit cast. 


' [ns.-”i MW tbraiwiUi ihc|r iihebdow, . I la D17 rojrige ruimd ai^d over Ute lake, within tfs circutnferenM. 

And ibek- ihrceibouHoS yMr<M«now."-E.] ^ U conUini a few trees Uilnk not above Uircel, and from its 

* Beiween the cnlrjocesof the Rlioue.and VHIeneuve, hot far aiogleiten^ and dJmiautive lize liaa a (icriiUar eftecl upoo 
froiaCliillon.U a very email island; the only one I could perceive. ' view. * 
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These henvy walls to loe had grown 
A hermita!Se--and all inv o» n ? 

And half 1 felt as they were c^iue ^ . 
To tear me from a second home : * 

>Yith spiders I had/riendship made, 
And watchM them in llieir sullen trade. 
Had seen the mice by moonliglit play,' 
And why should I feel less than they? 



THE 

Our life is twofold : Sleep Hath its own world, 

A boundar}' between the things misnamed 
Death and existence: Sleep batli its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reality, » 

And dreams in their development have breath. 
And tears, and tortures, and (lie touch of joy ; * 
They leave a weight upon our waking thouglits, 
They take a weight from off our wakbig toHs,- 
They do divide our being Ihgy .becoiHe \ 

A portion of ourselves as of our time, 

And look like heralds of eternity j 

They pass like Spirits of the piisl,— Hiey speak 

Like sybils of (ho fpture; they have power— 

The tyranny of pleasure arid of pain ; 

They make us what vyp were not — what they will, 
And sliake i»s with the vision that *s gone by. 

The dread of vanish’d shadows — Are they so? 

Is not the past all shadoy ? What arc they ? 
Creations ol the mind? — The niind can itiake 
Substance, and jicople planets of its own 
W itl) beings brighter than have been, and give 
A breath to fonns which can outlive all flesli. 

I would recall a vision which I dream’d 
Perchance in sleep — for in itself a thought, 

A slumbering thought, is capable of years. 

And curdles g long life into one hour. 


I \Ve were all imnates^if one place, 

And I, the monarch of each race< 

Had power to kiU— yet, strange to tell ! '^ 
In quiet we had (earn’d to dwell — * 

My very chains; and 1 grew friends, 

So much n long cominunion^tends 
To make «s what we arc. ; — even I 
Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.* 



DREAM. ' - 

I . ' **• 

; I SO W two l>eings in the hues of youth 
. Standing npon a liiH, a gentle hill, ' * i 

I Green and of mild declivity, the last ' 

j As 't were 'the cape of a 'long ridge of such, * 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

; But a most living iandsea^, and the wave 
Of woods and cornfields, and the abodes of men 
Scatter’d at intervals, apd wreathing smoke 
Arising from such rustic roofs ; — the hill 
[ W’as crown’d witli a peculiar diadem 
i Oftrws, in Circular array, 50 fix’d, ■» 

I >ot by Uie sport of naturev but pf man : ■ ^ 

1 These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 
I (Jazing— the one on all there was beneath 
Fair as herself— hut the boy gazed on her ; 

And both.werc young— yet not alike in youth. 

As the sweet moon on4lie. horizon’s verge, 

The maid was on the eve of womanhood ; • • ^ 

The boy had fewer summers, but his heart < 

Had far outgrown his years, and to his eye 
There was but ooelieloved foceon earth, 

And tbot w'as shining on hun; he had look’d 
, ' Upon it till it could not pass awDy; 

He had n6 breath, no being,' hut in hers;' 

She was. his voice: he did liot speak to her, 

: But trembled on her words ; 'she \v;as his sight,* 


* [Hcrofolluw in MS-—' 


“ Nor flew 1 or m; »tie— 

, . ( bull M iiido 

WbalasvmtAQ { • . ^ ^ , 

t ;ei M murb nub ' 


• [H ba* not been'Uie purpose o(>Lonl Hymn lo paint the peco- 
liar character oi. DunnlvarU. The abject of the (loerfi. like Wat of. 
Sleroe’a cdcbratcU sketch of the priaonftr, 1* to cnnshler captivity 
in the abstract, an.) to mark liv'i'Rccts in i;ra<iu:illy chiilin^ the 
ineoUl powers aa it benointH and fi-eeies the animal frame. uiiUI 
the utiro^tuiiaio victim liccoihcs M were, a part of fil<H dtio;cou. 
and tdeoUiied with his chains. Thh iranainuUilon wc believe to 
be (uiinded uii fact t at Icatl, in the Low Coonlrtcs, where sohtode 
fur life is substituted for capital piinlshinen'^s, soruclhinR it 
may be wiinc-wcd. On particular ihyy in the course of tlic year, 

thCM .victims of-b iari'>pnidcncc which calls ilself humane, are 
presented to the public eye. upon a olai^e erected in the open 
markt-Wpiace, appanHify to pirvcot their KidU and thefr puni>h- 
mrnt from bcin^ furgoUeii. U Is acarcrly possible io vriUics.«a 
sight more, degrading lo hurnaoily than- tliU rilidntieni<-',witlt 
m.itled Iwir, wild looks haggard featnrea. with eyes dazzled 
by ihc unwutitcd light of Ihe stiu. and cars dcafencil and astounded 
by the sudden exchange of iRa' sitcncc of a dimgi'on for UiC busy 
hum dr men, the wretches stt more lilgc nide images fastdoned to 
a CanUilic imitation of bnmaniiy, than like living rad relkcUng 


beings. In the course uf time we are assured liicy generally be- 
come cither ma4lmcn or idiots, as nilod or m.iUcr happens |u pre* . 
dominate, when Ihe 'mysierioua balance beiwcch them Ig dev 
slroyed. It win readily bealWwed that tliij singnlar poem Is 
more punerful than pleasing. , ihc dungeou of Ouunivanl it, like • 
that of Ugolinoj.a subject too disihal for even tlip' power of ihc 
luintrr or poet lo counteract ila horrors. It U the more Ultasrce- 
^ble as affording hulnan lu>pc no anchor to rest upon, ,md de- 
scribing Ihc aulTercr. though a man uf taIcnU and viriu<>s. as ai> 
together inert and powerless undiT his accumulated striferiegs: 

• yet, as a (ucture, however gloomy lift colonring, it may riT,al any 
which LnrdMy.nm has drawn; nur is ifpo«uble to read4t witbont 
a sinking of tho heart, corret^iondrng vriUt ihat which iic describes 
ibe vlcum to Ijave tuffiTuil.— }jiu W'sLT&a Scott.] 

1 [III ilie first ifiaiigliia.r this poem Lord Uyruu bad entitled it 
TfiB vrtiiliy." Mr. Moore a»y», " it cost him many a tear io 
wnling,*' and Justly cliaractcrises It as “llie anost mournful, as 
well as {dcturcs«iiic 'tlury of a wandering life' that ever came 
frum the peu and heart of oian.*' It was composed at Diodatl, In 
July. DM0.— fi.J 

* [ns.— — “sh* WHS bit kifbt. 

For nsveriJhl be lum bU sliiKc until 
lirr own bwl M by gdtinewn aoobjert.''r-B I 
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V 

For hU eye fbUow'd bers, and saw with hers^ 

Which colour’d all his ebjacls he had ceased 
To live within himself; she was his life^ 

Tlie ocean to the river of his thougllts, 

Which terminated all: upon a tone, 

A touch of hers, his .blood woiUd ebb and flow. 

And his cheek change fompestuously — his heart ^ - 
Unknowing of its canse of agony. 

But she in these fond feelings had no share : . 

Uer sighs were not for him ; to her he was . 

Kven as a brother — bulnoinort^; ’tw’asmy^, 

For brotlterlcSs she was, save in the naiiK • 

Her infant friendship had bestow’d on him ; 

Herself the solitary scion left « • . • 

Of a time-honour'd race.’— It was a name 
vWKich pleosodhini,andyeLpleasedliimtiQl— and ^hy? 
Time taught him a deep answer— when she loved 
Another;- even iiptr she loved another, - 
And on the summit of that hill she stood 
Ix>oking afar if yet her lover’s steed 
Kept pace witli her expectancy, and flew. 

nr. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 

Tliere was an ancient nmnsion, and before - 
Its walls there waS a steed caparison’d : 

Within an antique Oratory stood 
'Ihe Boy of whom I spake ; — he was alone,- 
And pale, and pacing to and fro: anon 
He sate him down, and seized a [>en, and traced 
Word-*^ whidi ]. could not guess of; thenheleun'd 
His bow’d head on his bands, and shook as ’t'were 
With a convulsion — then arose again, 

And With bis teeth and quivering hands did tear 
^Vhat he had written, hut he shed no tears.* 

And he did calm himself, and brow 
Into a kind of quiet : as he paused, 

The Lady of his love re-enter’d there ; 

She was serene and smiling then, and yet 
She knew she was by him beloved, — she knew. 

For quickly comes such knowledge, that his heart 
Was darken’d with her aliadow, and she saW 
That he was wTctclied, but she saw' not all.^ 

He rose, and with a cold and gentle grasp 
He took her hand ; a momeitt o’er his faco 
•A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, and then it faded, as it came; ' 

He dropp'd the hand he held, and witli slow steps 
Retired, but not as bidding her adieu, 


WOBKS. 

I For they did part with mnltial smHes^ he*pass’d 
j From but the massy gate of that old Hall, . ^ ' 

I And mounting on his steed hp went. his way; 

• And no’^ repass’d that hoary threshold more. 

• ■ '* . - 

{ A change came o'er the spirit of my dream.' ^ 

The Boj was sprung to manhood in tli£ wilds 
Of fiery climes he madehiinsclf a home', •/. 

And his Soul drank their sunbeams ;ke was girt 
^Vith strange and dusky a8pects;I>e was not i 
I Himself h1ie what he liad been ; on the sm 
I Alison the slVore lie was a wanderer; 

I 'fhere was a mass of man^ images , • . 

I Crowded like wav^s^peojnethut he was ' . 
A part of all j and in the lastl^e lay ' J ‘ T ' / 
Reposing from Uie noontide suItriiiCs$, 

I (knich'd among fallen colj||^)S, in tbe sbade . 

! Of ruin'd wdlls tfiSX bad sunived the oaroes 
: Of U)o$e w ho rear'd them ; by his sleepipg 
Stood camels grazing^ and some goodly steeds 
AVere fasten'd pear a h^untain; and a man 
! Clad in a flow mg garb did w atch Uie wdule> 

I While many of Iris tribe slumber’d around ; 
j And they were (Copied by the blue sky, 

! So cloudless, clear, bud {mrely beautiful, 

! Tlial God alone w as to be seen ui Heaven.* 

I -V. 

I A change came o'er the spirit ot iny dream. -• 

, The Lady of his lov? w as wed w:itl).One “ . 

Who did not love lier better in her home, 

. A Utousand leagues from his, --her native horo^, 

{ She dwelt', begirt with growing Infancy, 

I Daughters and $oiis of Beauty,— but behold ! 

: I pon her face Uiere was the tint of grief , 

I The settled shadow of an inward strife, 

I And an urfquiet drooping of the eve, 

I As if its lid were charged with unshed tears. 

I What could ber grief be ?— she had all she (oved. 
And he who had so loved her was not there 
J To trouble with bad hoj)cs, or evil w isli, 

I Or ill-repress’d affliction, lier pure thouglits. 

[ What could her grief be?— slie had loved him not, 

: ^u^ given him cause to deem himself beloved, - 
>'or could lie be a paVt of that which prey'd 
i Upon iier mind— a spectre of ihe.pasC 

! ^ VI. : 

I A change came d’er the spirit of my dream. 


* (Sec on(e. pp. 41, 74.— *‘Oar uaJon,*' uid Lord Byron In 
tail, ** would luve hcilod fnid« in whicti blood hid been sited by 
our rslhehi— U wuald hate joined lands, broad and rich— it wintld 
have Joined at least one heart and two persons not ilh-niaicbed in 
years (sbe Is two years my cider)— a nd— and— and— what lias been 
the resuli! E.) 

* [The pieiore which Lord Byron has here drat^ Of his yootb- 
fal love shows bow genius and fecUnit can elevaic the realities of 
this Mte, Slid give lo the comoMoest events and obJect»an uadyioii 
lustre. The old hall at Anoesley. under the name of the anUijiie 
oratory, ‘*wlll long call up to fancy the maiden andtbe youih" 
who once sluod In It'; while the Image of the “lover's steed. ** 
though Boggested by the unromanUc race.ground of Nottingham, 


will not the less conduce to tlie grneral charm of tite 4icene. aud 
share a portion of U»at liglit which only Genlu^ could shed over It. 
— Unnaa»J , ‘ 

V 1 bad loqe been in Jove with M.A.C., and never told it, 
ihough »he had dlccovered it wittfoni. 1 recollecc my sensaitons, 
but canuiit describe tbemi and it is as wolt.*'— B. DUny. tR2.] 

« (This Is true keeping— »a Eastern (deture perfect in its fore- 
grouhd and dislsnee, and sky, and no part of which b so dwelt 
upon or laboured as to obscure the principal figure. U Is nflen in 
iheBlIgtiiaudshnost impercepMile uhiches that the hand of the 
iiiasicr irsbown, and that a single spark, struck from- liis fancy, 
ligliteiis with a long train of illumtuaUou lhat of Ihe reader.— Sia 
WstTM SCOTT.} 
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The Wanderer was return’d. — I sow him staud. L 
Before an Altar— a gentle bride; [ 

Her face was fair, but was not that which made 
*010 Starlight of his Bo^-bood ;~as be stood 
Even at the altar, o’er his brow there came 
The selfsame aspect, and tbe quivering shock 
That in the antique Oratory shook 
Uis bdsom m’its solitude , and then— > 

As in that hour^a momeht o’er his face I 

Tbe tablet of unutterabir tliough'ts - 

Was trace(r,— and then it faded as it c^me, I 

And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke | 

Tbe fitting vow's, but heard not his own words, ^ 
And all things reel’d around him ; he Could see 
Not (hat which was, nor that w Idch should have been — 
But the old mansion, and the occustoiy’d hall, 

And the remember'd dianibers, and the place, 

Tbe day, the hour, tbe sunshine, and the shade, 

All things pertaining to that place and hour, 

And her who was his destiny, came back ' 

Aod thrust themselves between him and the light 
What business bad they there at such a time ? ' 

Ml. 

A change came p’er Uie spirit of my dream. 

The Lady of hi.s love^-Oh I site was changed | 

As by the sickness of the soql ; her mind 
Uad wander’t) from its dwellings and her c>’es 
They had not tlieir own lustre, but the look 
Whjch isiiot of the earth; she was become | 

queen of a fantastic realm ; her tlraughts i 

* Were combinations of disjointed things .; j 

And forms impalpable and unperceived 
Of others’ sight familiar were to hers. 


• 

And ^119 the world calls fpenay ; but Hie wise 
Have a far deeper madness, aiW the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift ; 

What is it butt^ tclesro|>e of triithi^ 

Which strips Uie distance of its fantasies, /.* . 

And brings life near in utter nakedness. 

Making tbe cold reality too real! * 

' Till. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was alone as heretofore, 

The beings which surrounded him were gone. 

Or' were at war w ith him ; he was p mark 
For blight and desolation, compasi'd round 
W ith Hatred and Contention ; Paih was miiM 
In all whicli was served up- to him, until. 

Like to the Pontic monarch of old days,* 

He fed on poisons, and they had no power> 

Bgt were a kind of nutriment ; he lived ■ ' * 

Through that whU'li had been dearii to many men. 

And made him friends of mountains : with the stars 
And the quick Spirit of the Universe 
He held his dialogues; and they did teach 
To him the magic of tbrir mysteries; . . 

To hini the book ofl^ight was open’d wide, .» 

And voices from the deep abyss reveal'd 
A marvel and a secret — Be it so. 

\x. 

My dream was past ; it ha<f no further change. 

It was of a strange order, that die doom 
Of these two creatures sliouid be thus traced but ^ 
Almost like a reality — the oue 
To end in madness— 4 k>Hi miniser>’.< 

iiiif. Ilia. 


OCCASIONAL Pieces. 

* WRITTEN IN 181 1— 16.^ 

THE DEVIL'S DBfVE{ '* When be dined oti 801116 hoinicides dono In ra<|oilt, * 

^ , ; And a rebel or so in an /risk stew*, • 

* ‘ - j And sausages made of a selLsIain Jew— 

The Devil return’d to hell by two, ' A.nd bethought himself what next to do, 

And he stay'd at home till five ; ' J And,” quoth he, ’ll take a drive. 


■ [Thk toucliine picture agreei ctoselj. In mm; of iti-dreuro- 
eUocev. wiU) Lonl Byrou'4 own pro«« aocouol o( ilie wedilmg in 
lilc He^KtTAnda; in nhich he dewribes himielt av waktog, eo the 
morning of hiatnarrla^ wltb ihe nuMt melancholy renecUoni, ' 
oaMciiig hia wrddina^ait apreaJ out before Mm. In Cm Mcde' 
mood, he wandered about tbe sroundt akmc, Uil be wa> ilirtK 
moocO lor tbe Ceremunv, '.lud jolord, for (he tint lime, on UwK 
daf . hti bride and her (aiiilly. He kurll down— he rq>catcd flie 
words after (be drrftymau ( but a mist wa« before hh ryj»— hU 
tboofliuwereehenl^rei and he was but awakeued by Uicoongra* 
luiiiiotu'of the bysCmdera (u fiud thal he wa^mirrled.— Uooai.] 
•fU*.— • r--^' lb* gUnce • 

OtnMtaBfbvIyUa rMThiifitl: ' 

For ll beranw* Ibe telrwopBof irolll, * 

Attfstewi a»«n ibtap naSBe •« tSay ' 

3 MlthriiMtes of Pooiiii. * . . 

* [ThW^y>emU written with areal beauty and eentii^but b* 
extremely painful, xve cannot maiiUaio our accustomed tone of 


levity, or even q>eflk like catm literary Judges, in tbe Didst of 
these aitooUing traces of a wuuiKled and ilUtempcred spiriL Even 
ooradmlranon is swallowed up ig a moat painful ft^g efpKy 
and of wondrr. U is iropoasible to mlauke ihcae for fictitious soc^ 
rows, conjureil Afi for Ibo purpose of .poelipal cfftcb There is a 
dreadful tone of sincerily. eud an-cueri;y IhJt cannot be counter* 
felt, iu the i-apresa<on of wrcichedness. aidl alk-naUon fromJiumaD* 
kind, whjch occurs in every line of this |H)em — Jemst J 
3 P;l. have lately wrliiena wild, ramhiinit, tinflniahed rliapeody, 
calM ‘TheDevirsDrive.'fttcnoiioonlwbich 1 took from Pnr» 

I son's 'Dfviljs Walk.:*’ b . DPuy, 4 US.— >^or ihb tiranfie, wftU 
|K>em,‘' uys Uoo^', ** the only 90|>y that LotU Byroo, I believe, 
ever wrote, lie presented to Loni ifolUnd. Though with a ttood ' 
dmi of viitfiuraad hnssinalioo. ft is, for the most part, raihrr clan* 
'w^ esraited. wanting the piiini alid condensation Uf those dersf 
(.Toses Of Rr. Coleridge, which Lortf Byron, adopttng^noUoo.loiig 
prerakni. has attributed to Professor Porsoa.**—B.], ■* ■ 

' 


532 . •* ’ ' ' BVRbNS 

I walk'd. uHh* "wriiin^, I’ll ride Kf-iilght; 

In dafkne^ my children lal^' moat detu^hl* 

And 1 ’ll see tww inybrouriles Ibrive. 

“ And w hal sliaB I ridein?” quoth Lncifer tlten— 
“in follow’d my taste, indeed, 

I should mount in n, waggon of wounded men, 

And sinilead see them bleed. 

But dies* will be furilislied agaih and again. 

And at present my purpose is speed ; 

To see my manor as much os I m.iy. 

And watclltbot no souls sfiall be poach’d away. 

“ I Itave a state-coach at Carlton House, 

A chariot in Se^biour Place; 

But thay ’re lent to' two friends, who m.akc me amemls 
By driving my farourite |ioce : 

And they handle their reins w ith such a grace, 

,I have something for both at the end of their race. 

“ So now for the earth to take my chance." ’ 

Then iqi to the «arth sprung he ; 

And making a jump from Moiow to France, 

He stepp’d across the sea, 

And rested his hoof on a turnpike road, 

^oyery great way frpm a bi.shop’s abode. 

But first as Ik llew, I forgot to say, 

Tliat he hover’d a rtiomenl upon his w ay 
To look upon I^ipsic idain; 

And so sweet to his eve was its sulphury glare. 

And so soft to his car w as tlie cry of despair. 

That he perdi’d on a mountain of slain; 

And he gated w iUi delight from its growing heigW, 
Nor often on earth had he seen such a sight, 

Pior his w ork done half as well ; 

For the field ran so red with the blood of the dead. 
That it blush’d like the waves of hell ! 

Then loudly, and w ildly, and long laugh'd he t 
“ Methinks they have here little need of we " ' 


WORKS; 

And he sold it in shares to the Wen of the Roie, 
yviio bid pretty well— but they cAeoled him, though! 

The Devil first saw, as he thought; the Mail, 

Its coaeliman am| his cost; 

So instead of a pjslol he cock’d his tail. 

And seited liimby tlie throat: 

" Aba !" quoth lie, “ wliat have we here? ' 

'T is a new barouche, and an ancient peer! ' 

So he sat him on-liis*boi again, 

And bade him havt no fear. 

Blit be true t« Ills club, and stanch to his retw. 

His lirolhel,. and his beer; " . 

! “Next to seeing a lord at Ills council board, . , 

I would rather see. him liece.” • ■ ' 

• • * .• 

' The Devil gat iieit to 'Westminster, 

And lie turn’d to “ the room " of the Commons ; 
But he heard, as lie purposed lo enter in there. 

That “ the lords ’’ had rreeived a sUmmong ; 

And he thooglit, as a "quondam aristocrat,” [Hat; 
He mightpeep at the peers, thougli to hrar them w ere 
And lie walk’d up the liouse so like one of our own. 
That llicy say that he stood pretty near tlie throne- . 

He saw the Lord I.iVerpool (eemiugly wise, 

Tlie Lord Westmoreland eertainly silly, 

/Uid Johnny of pvorfolk— a man of some sjae— 

And Challiam, so like his friend Billy ; 

Ami he sa.w; the tears in Lord Kldon's.eyes, . 

I Because the Calholh-s would noi rise. 

In spile of his prayers and his prophecies; 

! And lie lirord— w hich set Satgirliimseir a, staring— 

A certain Chief Justice s.iy snmetliiiig likcsu-rariup. 
And the Devil wdssliock'd— and quollrhe, “1 must go, 
I For I linil we Imve iiiucli better manners below • 

If thus he harangues w hen he passes my border, 

. . I shall liint to friend Molocli to call him to order.” 


But the softest note that soothed his ear 
Was the sound of a w idow sigliiiig ; 

And the sweetest sight jr'js the icy tear. 

Which Iwrror froze in 'Uie blue eye clear •' 

Of a maid byjier lover lying— 

As round her fell her long fair hair; 

And she look-'d to heaven with that frenzied air, 
W hich seem’d to ask if a God y ere lliere! 
And,styelch’d by the. wall. of a ruin’d hut, 

Witli its hollow dieek, and eyes Inlf shut, 

A i^ld of faniiiii ^ying'’: 

And the carnage begun, when re.si^iicp ig done. 
And tlie fall of the vainly flying ! 

. •» • T ■ • • • . 

But Ite Devil has reach’d our cliffs so'whitc, , 
And what didlie there, I pmy ? 

If1tls.l!yji" were good, he but tow bv'ni^l 
What we see jiery.day ; 

But he made a lotirj.and kept a journal 
Giaril the wondrous aighlsfiOclunial, ' 


WlNDsnil POEIU'Jf 

' k, 

Ua» MoipflMd Oft ttM 0fr»i»00 or nil lOfol »t»# rrlow logeot 

briBi kloDdlHg bflworii Ibo roflliu ol Oenrt TUU utf Uftarka U, In 
ibe rofol ««ull at WUKloor. 

I ' t . 

J Famed for contemptuous breach of sacred ties* 

By headless Oiarles ace hearlless Henry lies ; 
Between them stands another sceptred thing— ' 

I It moves, it reigns— in oil hut name, a king : 

; Charles to his people, Henry lb his wife, 
i —III him Ihe double tyrant starts lo life : ' 

Justice and deatlihavemix’d their dust in vain,* , 

■ 1 Kach royal vampire wakes to life again. 

I Ali; whm can ibmbs dvaill— since these disgorge ’ 

I rlie blood and dust of botll— to ihould a George; _ 


1 STANZIS FOR lifSIC. 

,f**i »ri»|^aOT, iT>*ca " ’ 

I 1 speak not,J trace hot, I breallie not thy name, 
Itiliere is grief in. Ih? Sound, there k guilt in the fame; 


V TlMi hast Mked IU« Ik a MS. ami I enckw! jou an ci(iieM«it.-wlrtoli hai rj»» me Mwlhlag mm Iban mmUe, infl is 
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But the tear wliich now burns on my cheeh inay. Impart 
The deep thoughts that dwell in Hurt silhncc of hcatU 
Too brief for our pajsion, too long for our p^ce • 
Were those hours— cap their joy ortl»eir bitterness 
cease ? . • . 

We repent— we ahgure — we wHI break from our 
chain,— 

■\Vc win part*— we will fly to— unite it again L 

Oh 1 thine be the gladness, and j|iine be the guilt t 
Forgive me, adofed onel forAke, if thou wilt 
But the he^ whid» Is thine shall expire undebased, 
And imiii shall not break it— whatever theu mayst. 

And stern to the iKiuglrty, but bumble to Ihe^, 

Tills soul, in its bitterest bbckqc^, shall be : 

And our das s seem as swift, and our moments more 
' sweet, • i. 

With thee by my side, than witli worlds at our feet. 

One sigh of thy sorrow, ojic look of tliy lo\e, 

^all turn me br*flx, shall reward or.reprovc; 

And the hearfless may wonder at all I resign— • 
Thy Up sball.reply, not to them/ but to miiir. 

! . , ««t. no. 

f » — ■ . 

ADDRESS 1?ITB.\DRD TO BE REUTEU AT 
TilE C^E1X)MA5 UEETl.Xti. , 

Who hath not glow'd above the page where Cimc 
Hath flx’d high Caledon's unconquer'd name; 

The mountain-land wbirh spurn'd tiie Rpman clioin, 
And baffled back, the Her}'*<^rested Dane ; 

Whose bright claymore atid hardihood of band • 

No foe could tftiie — no tjTaut coultToQinmaiid ? 

That race js^ne^but still iHTir cliildren-breathe, 
And glory crowns tliein with redoubled wreath : 

O'er Gael and Saxop mingling banners shine, 

Arpl^ Engia^ fad^ tlieir stubborn strg!lgth tp tliine. 
The blood which ^w’d with Wallace flow9 as free, 
But is only shed for fame aud theel 

Oh I pass not lit' tiie nortb^ yeteran's claim, 

But give suj^iort— the ^'orld halbugivcn hiniTatucl 

Tlie bu^bl^ranks, Ut«lo,wly. brat'c, who bled 
While ch^rly foMowing'where Uie piiglit>* lad— 

Wlio sleei^lleiipath the umlistinguish’d sod 
W'herc happier coiArkdos^ in tbeir triumph trod, 

To us beqaeatjv— 't Is'aft tlyeir fate allowsr*^ 

The sirdess offspring and ilic lohefy sjiouse : ^ 

She on high Albyn's dii^y hills may rai^e^ * 

The tearful eye in mplonrbnft'gaze. 

Or view^ *lu|e'sbodow}- aOgnries disclose ' 

Tlic lligitland seer’s anticipated \^^)es, * 

The bleeding pbaptoin of each martial fbrm 
Dim in tlte cloud, or darkling in tlie storm; 

W hile sad, she chants tli^ solitary .king, ' 

TheSpft lament for luip whq tarries lohg^ • " 


! jPor him, wliose distant relies vainly crave 
The Coronach's wild requiem to the brave! 

*T isflcaveii — not nrtm— must chmin away the woe 
hich burats w hen Nature’s feel^tganewly nowr> ^ * 

Yet tenderness and time may rob the tea/ ' 

Of half its bitterness for one so dear; ' * 

A nation’s gratitdde perchance may spread ' ' , 

A thornless ^iipw for, the widow'd head; ’ •p 

May liglrteo well her heart's maternal care, 

And wean from peopry the soldier^ fiejr. ' 

- . M<y, Mil. 

FRAC;U£.^X OP AS KPISTLB TO tHO»AS UOORR; 

“ What say f ? ’’—not a sylikile further In jirose ; 

; l‘m year man “of all measbres,” dear Tom,---so 
here goes I . • • . * ’ 

• I (ere goes, fora swim on Ibe Stream of old Tinip,* 

On those buoyant supporters, the hh|d4ers of rhyme. 

, If our weight breaks them dow'n,^nd wp sirtk in the 
, flood, 

, We are smother'd, at least, in r«5pcrtnblcrnud, * 
Where the Divers.of Rathos lie drcwii'd^jo a4^.pp, 

And .Sou they > last bas pillow’d h.l.s |icep^— 

That “Felode^” wUo^alf drunk vjth bi^mtflmsey, 
Walk’d out of his. depth ond was lost in ^ calaxsea, 
Singing **Glory to God” in a.s^ck'and^pan stanu, 
The tike 'since Tom Stenihold was ^oked/hever man, 
saw. - . ^ . 

'rhe papers have told you, no doubt, of th9^8Ses, 

The fdtes, and Ihe^gapings to get dt ihes^usses,*-^ 

Of his Majesty's suite, upfront coadmiuntoDetdian, — 
And what diguity decks tboilat face dT.the cr^ mao. . 

I saw' lum,.Iast'week, at two bolls ond,a^jri^— 

For a prince', his dem^noui'w as rather tbo hearty. 
You know, tre are used to quite diOeredt ^rbees, 

-* 'a H 

The Czar^look, 1 ow n, was rpiicltd/lghteraAd brisker,, 
But tlien he issadiv.de^ieQliawhiskur; . * 

And wore but a sforlcs's bUio cdot, uifd in kersey- ' 
•mere brecebe^ whisk'd round, ina waltz wlUi the 
, Jerse}\ 

ivho, Ipvely afk ever, seem’d just d^glite<r ..«« 

' With majesty'js presence as tlufte sbc'lnvited. 

* • • c' . 

■ . Ittor, ipfl. 


COKDOLATORT AbDRBSS ThSARAtl. >' 
im rat piircr itotin’s a<ri*iMivc «va HciKiii to sis. «u. • 

When the vain triun^ili of Uie uuperiol lord, 

Whom servile Home and yet abhorcid, 

Gave to the vulgar^aityekchTgloriousbust, ' 

Tliat left a likeness otUn; brave, or jiistl ' ^ 


iberefoiT. leas likfl; lo be Wvftb your diliig/««y in foarpro- 
srtUn^. Row, if Itpe^^'Ahrcwr |r lolo.fbe Ore wiiboiu 
pArase. ’^Lordlt.to Mr- ifoebi \d, tSU.,1 

* f •• T h e new spAfwyv here go; b^(l htuiw doffiow^of ibeCon- 
UolstofT Addreef lotudf JiiMiy on 4hr pkiiirr^shditclion by ngr 


Hr(|ent. sad have pvbUshed them— wgli itry nanie,’too> sawck— 
willHml^eqasAiiisleaTe.ormqt|jnDxwhctbcr<iriioi IW nlbeir 
iRipudcnce,«aiHl di-o evecr h kaa ;iut me out it paUeace, 

and lo— I shall say no more about ' 


BYRON’S WORKS; 


What most admirtd.each scrutinisiag t\e i 

Of all that drfif’d that passing pageantn’ ? 

What Kprtad from ,to face Unit wondering air? 1 

The thought of Brutus — for liis wtia not there ! j 
That abaenoe proved his worth, — that absence fix'd ; 
His memory on the longing mind, unuiix'd ; | 

And more decreed his glory to endure, I 

Than ali a gold Colossus could secure. ' 

If thus, fair Jersey, our desiring gaze j 

Search forlby form, in vain and iniite amaze, ' 

Amidst those pictured charms, w hose loveliness. 

Bright though they he, thine ow n liad render’d less, 

If he, that vaiii old inan, whom truth admits 
Heir of Iris father’s crown, and of his wits, •, j 
If his corrVpted eye, and wither'd heart, ! 

Co’uW with thy genlli; image hear depart; j 

TliX psteless shame be hit, and uurS tJte grief, i 
To gaze on Beauty’s band without its chief : j 

Vet comfort stiff oye aelfisi) thought imparts, ‘ 

We lose Uic portrait, but pfeserve our hearts. 

What can his.vaulted gallery now disclose ? i 
A gard^ p ith .all flowers— except the rose ; — I 

A fount fliat only'wauls its living stre.ihi ; t 

night, with every star, s.xvgDhin'6T)'eam. j 

Lost to our eyas the present forms .shall be, 

'llial turn from tracing lliem to dream of tliee ; ; 

Andmoretm that t-ocalrd resemblance pause, I 

Tlian all be shgjf not force on our applause. | 

Long mayiliy yet meridian lustre sliine, | 

With all that Virtue asks of Homage, thine : i 

The symmetry of youth — the gracwof mien — | 

The eye that gladdens — and tlie hrow serene ; j 

The iioisf darkness of that dust*riiigh.ilr. 

Which shades, yetshows that forehead, mpre than fairl 
Kach glance that wins us, and the life tliat throws 
A spell xi hich will 'riot let our looks repose, 

But turn, to |ve ajt,n*ns and find anew 
Some eharnf Unit well rewards another view. 

These afohot lessen'd, fiiese arc still as bright, 

Albejt too dazzling fora dotard’s sight; 

Andthhse must' wait till every cliann is gone, 

To please the paltry heart that pleases n^ne;— 

That dun oold scnaualisl, whose sickly eye 
In envious dimness pas'd thy portrait by i 
Who rack’d Id’s little spirit to combine 
Its hate of Freedom's IostTiii^s, and fkfur. 

^ . - An^il, <IM 

TO BELSIlA2Z.iR, 

fielsIiazRar ! from the banquet Uxm. 

Nor in thy^nsusl Ailnc^fall; I 

HcliOld I while jet before tfiec 
Tlie graven word^ llie glowing wall. 

Many a despot men nnseoll 
Cffown’d and .-mointed from on high 
But thou, the weakest, worst of stII— 

Is it not wWtteu, iIk»u must die? i 



• [TUtg^Unt AfTtecr (ill la Aomifts isf4. ioliU hiYcnty*iiinih I 
jc«r, ulilbl co(&atAn<Un)ri po iliore. a pfrtr RitoOfiiOR U> liii ship, 
ihe Mnfplatfs sad aniowtioft Utem. Ifrvl'N’mioff tJie AmeHcao 1 


G6 ! dash the roses from thy brow— 

Gmy hairs but poorly wreathe with them; 
Youth's garlands misbecome theei^iow, 

More than the very diadem, 

Where thou hast taroish'd every gem:— 

Tlien throw tlie worthless bauble by, 

Which, worn by thee, even stares contemn ; • 
And learn like better men to die ! 

Oh! early in the balance weigh'd, '* ' 

And ever light word and worth. 

Whose soul expired m youth decayed, • 
And left thee but a mass of earth. 

To see thee mov^ the scomer’s mirth.' 

B4it tears in Hope’s averted eye 
lainent that even thou hadst birll>— 

Unfit to govern, live, or die. ... . 


ELEGIAC STANZAS OX THE DEiTfl OF SIH PETER 
PARKER, BART. • 

'riierc is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o’er the luunblcsl grave ; ; 

But nations swell the funeral cry, i' 

And Triumi>li wtepi^ above the brave. > 

For them is Sorrow's purest sigh 
O'er Ocean's heaving bosom sentv 
In vain their bones unhiiried lie. 

All earth becomes their monument! 

A tomb is theirs on every page, .. ! 

An epitaph on every tongue:' ^ 

Tlie presenthoors, the future ag^ 

For them bew ail, Ip tliem belong. ^ 

For them the voice of festal mirtli 
Grows hush’d, tKeir uame the only sound 
VVhiledcep Remembranne pours lo Worth 
The goblet’s tributary round. 

A theme to. crowds that knew U«in noV. 

faomented by adniWiilg foes, , ' 

Who would not share (h^ir glorious lot ?. . 

AVho would'not die the death the^' diofc? 

And, gallantParkbr! thus enshrined ' 

ThV life, thy fall, thy fame s|^U be 
And PaHy valojiri glowing, find \ 

A Ihodel In Uiy manorj'.' 

Bat there are brea.sts that bleed with Uiec 
III woe, tliot glot;)' caunoi quell; 

And shuddering hear of victory, . 

Where one lo dear, so dauntless; fell. 

Where shall tlieV turn to mourn thee iPss?, • 
tVlien tease to hear thy •cherish'd name? ^ 
Time cannot leach forg^tliilness. 

While Griefs Aill hcaVt is fed by Fame. / 
AJas! for them^ tbouib'notfortl>ec, 

■ They cannot cboOP« but weep the more ; 

I . r . 

camp aev DMUmor*. He Lori) Ryron'i Gnt coima 
ibejr h»tl never met iloce boylxiode-'E-^ i 


OCCASIONAL PffiCES. 


S25 


Drep for'tlie dead Hi? grief must be, 

Wbo ne’er gavetauM to mogm befpre. 

^ OtUbcr, 481 4, 

STANZAS FOR JILSIC.' 

"l SOT A JOI tft WMUt CH •JTB.^OtCsJ , ' ' 

^ “ 0 LMbi^fnai^n roiu. tentro cnrrM 

. > ^ > Dafruilnni oriQn rt •irt'Oe : quater ' , 

, { reltiMti Iqw (|nl Mti^lrai « • . 

reclort le, plB N;tDpbt,MQ*ll * 

^ CiiT'i toewtoia. 

'V * 

There ’s not a joy the world can gne like that it takes 
away, 

When tlie glow of early tboa^t declmcs in feeling’s 
dull decay ; 

*T is not ony,youth's smooth cheek the blush alone, 
whicii fades so fast, . *‘ - 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere)t>Uth itself 
be past. , 

Tbeii the few whose spirits ftoat above the wreck of 
happiness 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocetfn of excess : 
The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in 
* vain 

The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall never 
stretch again. . ' 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death i.tself 
comes down ; : ’ . • 

Itcannotf^l For others’ woes, it dare not dream itsown; 
That heavychlll has frozen o’er tliefountoin of our tears, 
And though the eye may sparkle still, ’t is where Uie 
* ice appears, ' ^ • 

Though wit iiiay flash from fluent lips, and'mirth 
distract the breast, 

Through' midnight hours that yield no more their 
• former hope of rest ; ' ' , 

’T is but as (vyrleavcs around the ruin’d turret wreath, 
All green and wildly fresh wiilu>ul, but worn and gray 
beneath. . , * v 

Oh could 1 feel as 1 have fe)t,>^r be what I have 
been, , • 

Or weep as 1 could once have jwept, o’er m^y a 
xenish’d scene; 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 
though they be, * • . . 


So, midst the wither’d waste of life, -those tears would 
flow to me.’ ‘ ^ 

V . . . V MjHb, l8lS. 


• STANZAS FOR MCS1C. 

■ • A 

f^Tvctc Be^ft.TC «r iMirt'i D«T«in*i.‘*] . , 

Tiiere be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee; t. 

And like musjeon the waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me: . .. 

W’hen, as if its sound w^ere causing 
Tlie charmed ocean’rpausing, 

The waVes lie sdlF and gleaming. 

And the 'lull’d winds seem dreamihg. 
And the midirigbt moon is weaving, 

« Her bright cliain o’er the deep; 
W'liose breast is gently Iteaving, 

As an infant’s asleep : . ^ 

So the spirit bows before thCOi 
To listen am) n^ore thee; * * 

With a full but soft emotion, ^ - 
Like the swell of Summer's oceaii. 


Oli NAPOLEON S ESCAPE FROMtl^LBA- 

Ooce fairly set out on his party of plcasuro, 

Taking towns at his liking, and crowns at faiS leisure. 
From F.lba to Lyons and Farls hc gO(S, •* 
Making 6afis /or the la^es, and 6ou*s to his'foi^.* 

I Mircb ST, tSiA. 

■ i ODE FROM THE ITRENCJU ^ -t 

4 X* HAT CCIItB TDEB, WATtatbOl*']' ' , 

We do not curse thee, Waterloo ! • 

^ Though Freedom's blood thy pjain bedew; 

There ’t was shed, 'but is not sunk — ^ . 

• . Rising from each gory trunk. 

Like the water-spout from ocean, ' ^ 

With' a strong and growing motion— ' 

It soars, aad mingles in the air, 

With that of lost liabedoyerfr^ ' ^ \ ' 

W'ith that of him whose honour'd grave * 
Contains the bravest 6f the brave.’t * • 

A crimson, cloud U spreads ai>d glows. 


• Thne venv^'were (d?co by L«rd Vf run to- SI f . Power, |be 
Straod, wh’ohojY^ibliiihed them. ViUir very beaottAil miiftchySir 
Juhn Steveewa. f" I feel merry rnonjth lo scth) yuit > tad M»j|. 
An erentflbe deatli of poor*'t)orKt. anlt, p. fOj and the re- 
collecUooof whan once fcit> and uitf^bt to have fcR now, bui 
could not— act me pooderini;, and finally into the train of lbou,^ht 
whtcli yotihavA la yodr haiKls. I wrote them'. with a view to 
your celtiiys Ihemf and as a'prcseol to Power, If He would accept 
.the words, and you dUI not thhik youneU degraded, for once in 
a way, by marryir^ ibenilomiuic. 1 d<m‘tcarewhat Powrruyt 
to secare the'prtiprrif of the song, so that iris vof 0 (nn|i<inteD{ary 

, to me, ads aby thing aboQl ‘ coodescendi ng * or ' nvb/c antlH>r 
tiolh ‘ vile phrases.' as Pdloniiifi'siiys.''— lord n. to Ur. iitiort.] 

• no yuti remember the ttnes I lent you early last year? I 
don't wbh (Ube Mr. FiiageralJ) to claim tlie character ot ‘ Vatoa,' 
ioatl l(a traoslaliom,— bat were they hot a tllUe propbeUe? 1, 
mean thoMbeginnlQg, ' There’s not a joy the world can ^ve,’ etc.. 


I on which 1 pique* myteif al.beiiiR tlie tr4t^ tbbn^ltidM^ me- 
Y iancboly, 1 ever wrote.”— ff. hitlrrs, 

3 can forgive the ro;nie for ttlierly odA^tn 
mine Ode— which I, take to be the la»l and DtteTi 
human magnanimity. Do yqli remember the sik . 
abb^.whoWa(Xra,lrealiie on llieSWffliab oom-titdliol 
it iDdisaolub)e Bn<|, eternal? yiist afhehad 
news came that Gustavos the Third had destfafM'lA 
guvemmeui. ''Sir,' queth (he ,ihb^, 

overthrow the ronsHfiltfon^ hoi not my Book!'!’ *1 ^ 

abb^.lwt not srUA him. Making every anowaAeeJnr taleptita^ 
most coiKUimtiate darinL a good deal lo Inntlir . 

destiny, lie might haveMeRMQrtV^ 
in the Gnirof Lyons, whldlllk W"! 

thOBsaod fhinga* ’Bdt m b o^tiWirroeMwe'a 
Letters, March, 1815.1 V “ 
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. But shall return to .whence it rose; 

When ’t w'fnllv't will burst asunder — 

Norer yet was heard such thunder 
As then sl>ail shake the world with wonder — 
fie^er yet wais seen such li^tning 
As o'er Iteavep sball then be ^riglit'ning ! 
Like tbe Wormwood Star foretold 
. By the sain^e(hSot/'Or old, 

Show’ririg down a fiery flood,' 

Turning rivers into blood.'- ^ 


The Cliief has ^llcn, but not by you, . 
Vanquishers of Waterloo! ■ , 

When the soldier ritir.cti 
Sway’d not.o’ct his frilow-inen — 

Save in tfeeds that I^U (liem on 
Where Glory Smiled on Freedom’s son^^ 
-'>Vho, of. all the<ie.spots bonded, 

With thatyouttifUi diieft^petct^? ' 

Who could boast i^’er France defq^ted, 
Till Idfie Jynujiiy eommandedi 
Till, goaded by oirfbition's Sting, 

The Hero sunk into the King ? 

Tlifji hr fq|l so perisli all, 

Who Would ineabv man enthral ! .. 


Atid lhou,i»o,;pf the snow-white plume I * 
\^tw>se realiii refused thv c^•on a tomb; * * 
Betterdradst^hou stHI been leading 
Prnpce o!cr blasts «f‘ hirelings bleeding, 

- Than splibtlh^lf to iie«rth and sbam^ 

For a mCfUily royaj name ; 

Shchtis h^of Jiaples wears, 

'Wlio thy bfoo4:botight title bears. 

XjtRdl didst Uk>u Ueem, wlfcn dashing 
Oh tby v^-hor^ through the ranks, 
l^kf d stream ^ich burst its b^nks, 
Wtiile hehi!ieu deft, aud sabres ilashiitg, 
^'lone aud Sl]fver'4,fast ground thee — 

' Of the fate at lost, which found ihcf ; • 
was (hathnu^ity pUmie-lahl low 
By a sldve’2,dislK)ne^b1ow? 

Unfe-^s jMoon s»ayk the tide, 

Lt -roll'd in dVt’theJval-nor'^ gukk ; • 
'flirough the 8iaoke pr?Ajied;night 
• sulphurs ^ . 

f --VlK soidiar^dsad his switing eyo "(jp? 
■* ^"disifih tbot dresUs asceodel^^ ' 


cliap. vHU o. 7 . etc,- 

fotbivM.HKil fire oiliKleUWiyi lriooi^‘et^«. t. 
wootid Mhl tsil wrre a Niu4iul|in bora- 

J^jph'ltrc »^CMnhb> thd'j^a ;»wd <><? tlifdl part of Htd ma 
4 ee!nkeU<kKC*efB. A ocel soanM.'ind 

fhQui)aven,j|{ur4Un( at it wiwcJIamp; 


ujkm ^e Kie rtydr*. upon the (oiui- 

fm)f of t^. ‘'Anri the noise ht tfte «ur te-ndal 


« r vi-n«a(>w«w^ M)« wr in ^ WAlcn tkeOMlie 

Qtentllddofih.^x^^'hftfiitieUiej’weftmade 
- ■ > PoOT dear Nurai^wbet Au ! . liii «>iile plume umH to 


And, as it onward roUidg r<Me, * * - 
So nx)vod hrs heart upon our foes.^ 

Tliere, Vhere death’s^rief pang )^as quickest. 
And tile battled wreck lay thit^est, 

Strew’d beneath the advancing banner 
Of the eagle’s burning cresd-i- • 

( 'fherc with thunder-clolMls to fan h^, ; 

U'/io could tben^her wing arrest-p-* ‘ * ' ' , 
Victory beaming from her breast ? ) 

W’hile the broken Hue enlarging . • 

Fell, or fled*along the plain ; ^ 

There be sure was Murat charging ! . * 

There he ne’er shall charge again ! * * 

O'. 

O’er glories gone the invaders inardli, 

Weeps Triumph o’er eacli levell'd arch- 
But let Freedom rejoice, . ’ 

With her heart in her voice;* .1 
But, ber hand on her sword. 

Doubly shall she be adOred. 

France iiatb twice too well been taugitt 
The “ moral lesson” dearly boughtr^ 

Her safety sits not on a throne, . « 

itli Capet or Jia]>oleon ! 

But in equal rights and laws. 

Hearts aid bands tii one great^ caused 
Freedqin, sucli 6 s God hath given. ' 
thitotiii bene.ntUTiis* heaven, 

^yiUl their bredtlu and from (heir blrlh, 
Ihough Guilt would sweep it frotn the earth ; 
WiHi a fierce and lavish htud . • • 

Scaflering nations’ wexi^h Jike sand ; 

Pouring nations' blood li^te water, 

In imperial seas of shmgflter! 

v; 

• 

But the heart and the mind, 

And the voice of maiikiml, 

Shall arise in conununiuir— 

^And who shall resist that proud union f 
'riiesime is jfast when swords subdued — 

Man may die — the soul ’s renew’d : 

Even in this low world of care 
FreCdomiie’er shall want au heir4 
Millions breathe but to inherit* 

Her foi* ever bounding spirit, — j ^ 

When once more her hosts assemble, 

^ Tyrants sliall believe and trembled. 

* *Snn,fe they at this idle threat? ' . 

Crimsei) fears. wlirfoBow yet. ^ 


be a esiljgiM pelnl ioliaUIe.HkV lfpiHl»Ui«F<Airt>t>. lie rHued 
a coniesser iad> bvirU^e: so woatd n^lLer soffiv hit kniI dot 

body to )«riup44 Kedi‘'.^S. , * • 

^.Murit's remaloiAresald iubai*(beni iorn'fmiihe gnve and 
burnt?- ' . . ^ . 

of pofidc*. ■> Cileli quoteni s4j«. pnjr look at ibc 
euqcri»tfib of mjr *()de on W'n^l<^i,'^v*r(llen tn IhA -yetr ISIS, 
and, cotooaHi^ iOlib (be Ihikt'de Rciri'f caUstrof^ in 1820. 
tell ncll udt m good • rfrfti to UwcbAracter of * 

InboUi aaiAaor.th^^vi^ m Fitleenikt Jiid cdierid^?— ^ 
.*crpnMiri^*iMi/idW>d:' 
atJd hate Uj (7 not P*'*-* 0 : Adtrra; 1^.7 , 


• by Gt«is}k 
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■ , P»OJI me FRXNCIl. 

|V«OT nn« « 0 ^ *T «IMI 0 Q cucr?'*|' 

• . I, . * • 

Must thou^ go, roy glorious Chief, 

Se^er'U frooi thy CaiUiful few ? . 

Who can tell thy warrior’s grief, f 

Maddening o’er that long adieu ? 
Womao's'lovet and friendship's r.col,' 

Dear as both have beep to me — 

W’h« are they to al) T feel, 

With a soldier's faith for Uiee? 

u. 

Idol of the soldier's soul ! 

First in tight, but mightiest now : 

Many could a world control ; 

Thee aloue no doom can bow. ' ■ “ 

By tliy side for years 1 dared 
D^th; and envied tliose who fell, 

.When their dying shout was heard. 
Blessing him they served so well.* 

lit. 

Would that I were cold with those, ■; . 

Since this hour I live to see, 

When rtie doubts of coward foes 
Scarce dare trust a man with thee. 
Dreading each should set tbee free! 

• Ob ! although in dungeons pent, 

AH their chains were liglif to me. 

Gazing on thy soal unbent. . 

IV. . 

Would the sycophants of birn ‘ 

Now so deaf to duty's prayer, 

Were his borrow’d glories dim, 
hi'liis native darkness share 
Werq that world this hoiir his own, 

All thou caJmly'dost resign, 

Could he purchase Y'ith that throne 
Hearts like those which stlH are thine ? 

v. ^ • ■ 

Mychiefr-my king, roy friend, adieu! 

Never did I droop before % * 

Never to iny sovereign sue, 

As his foesT now implore: . 

AUIosk isto divide • 

Rvery perij he must brave ; 

Sharing by the hero’s side . . ' ] 

His fall, his exile, and his grave. * 


T^oh radiant and adored decaltl 
Which milHons rush'd in armsio gfeet<^ 
Wild meteor of imniortkl Inrth I 
WTiy jise in Heaveu to set on F.arlh? 

.Souls of slun heroes form’d Ihy r^s;. 
Eternity Hash'd through thy blaze ; 

The music of thy martial sphere 
Was fatne on high and honour here”; 

And thy light broke on huntan eyes, 

Like a volcano of tbe skies. ,• 

Like lava roll’d^ thy stream of Wood, 

'‘And sweep down empires with it^ ftood*^ * 
Eafth rock'd hf^^ath tbee to her base. 

As thou didst tighten through all space i 
And the Shorn Sun grew, dim in air. 

And set while thou wert dwelling there. 

Before the^. rose, and wltb tbe^ grew, 

A rainbow of the loveliest hue 
Of three bright colours, * each divine, 

And fit for that celestial sign ; 

For Freedom's hand had blended' thoni^ ' * 
Like tints io an immortal gem. 

One tint was of the sunbeam’s 'dyes; 

One, the blue depth <jf Seraphls eyes; 

One, the pure Spirit's veiLbf white 
Had robed in radiance of fts light : ' 

The three so mingl^ did beseem ^ 

Tlic texture of a lieaveoly dreaai. • ,* 

Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale, 

And darkness must again prevail f • 

But, oh thou Rainbow of t|ie free t 
Our tears and blood must fiow for thee. 
When thy brighr promise fades away, 

Our life is but a load of (^ay. , .4 

And Freedom hallows with her tread ' 
Tile silent.dties nf the d^ ; 

For beautiful in death arc they *- ' 
Who proiKlIy fall'iiT her array ; ' . 

And soon, 0 Goddess!|irtay wc.be '■* 
For evfernipre wi^i Inem or Iheel, •. « 


^ If- 


nAPOLEOVS FAKEtVeLL.. 
. ' (run Tu riwca.] 


ON THE STAR OP **TnE LKOtON OP IIONOCR/ 
« ( Til 

Star of the brave ! — whose beam hail shed 
Sucli glory o'er the quick and dead—' , •' 


* "All wepl, balbvticnUrlr Savarr. avl a. PoUah oflcer wlio 

liaJ^ictD exalUrd from Uie raaka (>y Buouaparte. lie clung to 
bj< ma»l«r a kora; wrote a leUer lo Lord &eiib‘, eoheatiag per> 
miMioa.to accoiupaar lito. even In Uie uioat meaMl capaoly, 
wkicb could Dol be adibiUed.*' * 

• ’• At Walc/loo; 000 man waa acen, wltosc Ictl arm was aliMt- 


Farewell to the Land, where the gloom of my Glory 
Arose and o'ersliadow'd the eal'Ch with her Dame— 
She abandons me now— bui ttie pag^^^stor)’, 
llie brightest or blackest, is fill'd ■wWlw*™ ms. 

I have warr'd with a world which vonqtnsli'd me only 
the meteor of comjuest allured me too far; 


tergd by a caniLo ball, to wrrocti it off with ami 

ihrming U op in ibaair. excUiiued lo liU cODr4de«.Tyiverivm- 
pnreup. Juigota IS niorl I ' There were na^ other ittktincea nf 
ibo iilct :4his jroa m«r, however, depend on aftroe.','— private 
LeUer from Bmuaii. ' , ' ^ 

1 TI14 Irtculour. j ■ 


S38 BYRON'i 

I have coped wifli the nations which d,read me thus 
lonely. 

The last single Captive to' millions in war. 

II. 

Farewell to thee, France! when thy diadem crown’d 
I made thee the gem and the wonder of earth, — [me, 
But thy weakness- decrees I should leave as 1 found 
Decay'd in thy^glorv', and sunk in thy worth, {thee, 
oil ! for the teteran hearts tiiat were waited 
In strife with the storm^ when their battles were won — 
Then the Kagle, wh(^ gaze in th^t moment was 
blasted, 

ilad still soared will) eves Ox’d on victor>'^s sun ! 
in. 

Farewell to thee, France!— but when Liberty rallies 
Once more In thy regions, remember me then, — 

Ttic violet stili grows io tlie depth of thy valleys ; 
Though wither'd, thy tear will unfold it again — 

Yet, yet, 1 may baOIe the hosts tiiat surrouod us, . 
And yet may thy heart leap awake to my voi^— 
There are links which must break in the chain that 
has bound us, 

T/ien turn thee and call on the Chief of thy choicci 


KMMIKSEMENT TO THE DEED OF SEFAOATIO.N, LN TUE 
APBIL OF ISfO. 

A year ago you swore, fond she ! 

To love, to honour,” and so forth : 

.Such was tlic vow you pledged to me, 

And here 's exactly wliat 't is worth. 


DARKNESS.' 

I bad a dream, which wo3 not all “a dream. • 

Tlie bi-fght sun was extinguish’d, and the stars 
Did wander darkling in the eternal ^ace, 

Raylr^s, and pathless, and the icy earth 
Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air; 
Morn enme and went— and came, and brought no da}\ 
And men forgot their passibfis in the dread 
Of this iheB desolation t aud all bearts 
Were chill’d into p selOsh pca^'erVor light ; 

And tliey did live by wnchQres— and the thrones, 
The palaces of crowned' khigs— the huts. 

The habitations of all things which dwell, 

^Vere burnuXor bencons; cities were consumed, 


* |tn U* origlMl MS.— “ A B.1 

> [In ibt<> |TOGui L^ni Bf roo bst dbanUtmfQ (he ai1,io peculiarly 
Ml Qwu, uf Uimvin^ftio miliT wlierr liU iHirpche teucLs awl hai 

eoulrntciriilintfe-r ^VIUi pmrnUiuc < uf p>iWrrrfat kJeu uiuiy 
rinx^h 111* mratiHis uf ^hirh U n not ea»y lu •Haiti. A ntc- 
crwi'tnuT (iTriliir ituasr* b (lUonf Iteforr ii< llilltiii; a«U nUiine, 
amJ iluennaAitn diriuwivn. at in'the tlreinl of a ff««rUli man— 
chliuerM dire, lu whnMt ralwcnce i,tic iiiUmI refiiM'ii crfdlf, which 
conlaiiM] awl wrary ihr urdinair rradi'r, abd bUrie the Mtuptr- 
iKudoii, erra nf jiiore acotiaiunicil loAhi? fiiAhts of a puctk 
tnavr. Tbe«uh^^'U Ibf proeriiA of oilrr thu^new. uiiUMl be* 
ceoiei. in htukv^are a ithraar, ilie “bnrirr of Ihc drad awl the 
■■ewhiaec IdM which the |H>et iiaa placod before wt 

oiriy IfcU in eaciUngipiir terror Irom tbeextnvagaBce of the plan. 


WOftlCS. / 

And men were gather’d round their |)loziog lioioes 
To look (picc more iiito each eUier’s face ; 

Hap]>y were those who dwefi within the eye 
Uf the volcanos, and their inohnitain^torcli i 
A fearful hope was all tlic world conlaiu’d; 

Forests were set on fire— Iml hour by hour 
They fell and fadfd— and the crackluig trunks 
F.xtingiiisb’d with a, crash— and all was black. 

Tim brows of men by the despairing light 
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 
The flashes fell upon them ; some lay down 
And liid their eyes and wqitj and some did rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smiled; 
And others liurried to and fro, and fed ^ 

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up 
With mad disijuietude on the dull sky, 

The pall of a past world; and then again 
W ilh curses east them down upon the dusi, 

Aud gnash'd their teeth and iiowl’d : the wild birds 
sliriek'd, , 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground; 

And flap their useless wings ; the wildest brutes 
Caine tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl’d 
And twined ihetiiseh-es among the muitilude. 
Hissing, but stingless— they were slain for food : 

And War, wihdi for a moment was no more. 

Did glut himself again ; — a meal was bought 
With blood, and ead> sate sullenly apart, • 
Gorging himself in gloom : no love was left; 

All earth w as but one thought— and that was d.eath. 

Immediate and inglorious ; and the pang 

Of famine fed upon all e.ntrails— men 

Died, and their bones were toinbless as tlieir Ocsli ; 

The meagre by the meagre were devour'd, 

Kven dogs assail'dlheir masters, all SaVe one. 

And lie was faifhful to a corse, and kept 
The birds and beasts and famish’d men at bay. 

Till hunger clung them, or tlie dropping dead 
Lured their lank jaws; himself sought out no food, 
But with a |uteous and perpetual moan. 

And a qtftck desolate cry, licking the liand 
Which answer’d not wiilta caress — Jii^died. 

The crowd was famish'd by degrees ; but two 

Of an enormous city did survive, ' ^ . 

And they were enemies i the)' met beside 

The dying embers of an olfar^place 

Where had been heap'd a mass of holy tilings 

For an unholy usage; they raked up, • • 


To apeak pliinljr. the framins of inch ithantasriu la • JioKrroii* 
empiiiymeiH for rialirU atid loeming iiitas nailon of audi a 
poet u ijord Dyrun, PcK3«na ercr miuir^d ralher a briUie 
jbaii a fc|iiir. Tb« wvtejof LoubdltM apace Into wlitcli they lead 
Uir pueb the nraircl oi pri cMuo « hicb ^ich thrtiiw nuy rrnder 
hab tuat, nuke Uii-m. in to poetry, wliat iii)'atictain la to 

rea.ifon. Tlie meatuojt of the poet, aa be a*crm]< upi«n cfoudj 
wiiiK. beenmea the kbaduw'ooly of a tlMKiafit^ aittl havlnc eluded 
Uk! ciHnprrh<'ii»f<Mi of utlirra, occcaaarHy rtnU by eaca|Myg from 
lh4t of the aiiilto£ hlniMir. Tlie aireni;(h o( poetical cuneephotv 
•u«l (be beamy uf UtcHun. bealoweJ npon anch (fro oaioas, to aa 
otueb thrown away aa the coiouri uf k paliHer. could he late a 
ckftid of BiW, or awrealb of aiixiKc. for bto caovKu.— Sii Wal^ 
na SCOTT.) 
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AYid shivering 3crQ|>ed with their cold skeleton hands 
The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath 
Blew for a little life, and made a flame 
M’hich was a mockery ; then they lifted up 
Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld 
Each other’s aspects^saw, and Shriek'd, and died— 
Even of their mutual hidcousness they died, . v 
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow 
Famine had written Fiend. Tlic world was void, 
The populous and the powerful was a lump, ' 
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, inanless, lifeless^ 

A lump of death-»a chaos of hard clay. 

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still, 

And nothing sthr’d within their silent depths; 

Ships sailoricss hay rotting on Uie sea, 

And their masts fell down piecemeal ; as they dropp'd 
They slept on the ab)'ss without a surge-^ 

The waves were dead ; the tides w ere in Uieir grave, 
The Moon, their mistress, had expired before; 

The winds were witl^r'd in the stagnant air. 

And the clouds perish'd, Darkness had no need 
Of aid from them— She was the Universe. ' 

Dloctell, Julr, III*. 


CHURCHILL'S GRAVE;* 


I Stood be.side the grave of him who blazed 
The comet of a season, and 1 Saw 
The humblest of all sepuldircs, and gazed 
WiUi not the less of sorrow and of awe 
On tliat neglected turf and quiet stone, 

^Vith name no rlearer than the names unknown, 
'tV'hidi lay unread around it; and 1 ask’d 
The Gardener of that ground, why it might be 
That for this plant strangers his memory task'd 
Throiigli the thick deaths of half a centuiy ; 
And thus he answer'd—'* Well, 1 do not know 
Why frequent travellers turn to pilgrims so; 

He died lieforc my day of .Sextonslup, 

And I liad not the digsing of this grave.” 

And is this all? I thought, — and do we rip 
The veil of LniuortaUiy ? and crave 


5S9 

I know not what of honour and of light 
Through Qnliorn ages, to endure this blight ? 

So soon, and so successless? As I said. 

The. Architect of all on whidi we tread. 

For Earth is^ but 9 tombstone, did essay* 

To extricate remembrance from the clay, 

Whose mjnglings might confuse a Newton's tliought, 
Were it not that al| life muA end in one, ^ 

Of w hich we fife but dreamers;— as he caught 
As 't"were the tw ilight of a former Sun, 

Thus spoke he, — ** I brlie>*e the man of whom 
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb, • 

Was a most famous writer in his day, 

And therefore travellers step from out their way 
To pay him honour, — and myself wbate'er 
Your honour pleases; "—then most pleased I shook * 
From out my pocket's avaricious nook 
Some certain coins of silver, w hich as 't were 
Perforce I gave this man, though ] could s;>are |i| 
So much but inconveniently Ye smile, ' • 

I sec ye, ye profane ones ! all the while, 

Because my homely phrase the truth would tell. 

You are the fools, not I — for I did dwell 
With a deep thought, and with a soften'd eye, 

On that Old Sexton's natural homily, 

In w hich there was Obscurity and Fame, 

The Glory and Uie Nothing of a Name. * , 

biMUii. ills. 


PROMETHEUS. 

• I. « 

Titan ! to whose immortal eyes ’• * 

The sufferings of mortality, * 

Seen in their sad reality, 

Were not as things that gods despise ; 

What was thy pity’s recompense? 

A silent suffering, and intense; 

Tl)e rock, the vulture, nnd tlie chain, 

Ail that the proud can fe.el of pain, 

The agony they do not show. 

The suffot^aling sense of woe, 

Wl)ich speaks but in its loneliness. 

And then is Jealous lest the sky 


< [“Rtrlutett'* las graodand sketch of the lappoeed 

conseqiteoces of the Anal exUuCtioo ot the Sun and the Iteavenly 
bodies reaecuted, uodoubledir, with Rreal ind fcartnl .force, but 
witli soinelhlus of German exasscrailon,aiHla fanUslical solultoa - 
of Incidt'Ots.. The very concrpiioo is terrible abore afl concep* 
lk>n of known kalamity, and U (00 opprrsdvo to the Imaginalioo 
to be contemplated with pleasure, even in the Alot reflection of 
poetry .—JErraev.] 

■ (ihi the «heel contatnlnx the original draught of these Hoet. 
Lord Byron has wriUen (—''The following poem (U most that I 
hevevndeaviitired to write) is founded on a fart; and iltis detail 
U an altem(4 at a serious imUaUuu of the style of a great poel— 
iU beauties and its delects > 1 say. Uiesfg/et fur the thoughts 1 
cliim as my own. lu this, if there be auy thipg rnliculotts, let it 
Im: attributed to' me, at least aa loucli as .10 Mr. Wordsworth; of 
whom there can eiisi lew greater admirers than myself. 1 have | 
blaoded wbtll woulddecm tobb Ibe beauties as well as defects of I 
bis style ; and It ought tQ be remembered, that, In soeh Uiinga. I 
wlu therlbere be praise or dispraise, there is always ivbat Is called J 
a cora^iiBCiU. however unlntentionil."— E>} 1 


> [Originally— 

“ tben exwl pirsMd, t ihsok 
■y tsBoil pocfcM'i fUMt reilrsd ooak, 

Aad eat fell Bte sod klipctKv."-l.) 

4 [The Grave of Churchiil might have called from Lord Byron 
a deeper commemoraUon : for. though iliey geherally differed in 
character and genim, there was a resemblance between their his* 
lory and character. The lalire of Cinirchill flowed with 1 more 
prohise, Ibough not a more embMlered, stream; while, on the 
I uUier hand, he cannot be compared to Lord Byron in point of ten* 
demeas or Imagioallon. But boUi these pnelv held ihettueUet 
above ihc opinion of the world, ainl hplh were followed by the 
hme and popularity which they seemed lo demise. ' The wrUmgi 
of huUi exhiiiit an inborn. Ihough somelimca ltl*regulaird. geoe- 
rosily of mind, lod a spirit of proud Indepeodeiice. frequently 
poshed lo extremes. Both carried their balrtd of bypoertsv 
beyond the verge of prudence, and indulged their vein of utife 
to the borders of liceoUoosnrsa. Both died in the flower of their 
agi in a foreign (and — S ib wm.tki Scoit.] 
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BYRQN'S 

Shoald have a Usteneff nor will sigh 
Until voice is edioless. ^ . 

■' ' t • . \ 

II. 

Titan! to thee the strife was given ’ 

Between the sirfferiug and the will^ 

Which torture wiiere they cannot kill; 

And the inexorable Heaven, ■* 

And the deaf tyranny of Fate, 

The ruling principle of Hate, • 

Which for its pleasure doth create ^ 

The things it may annihilate; 

Refused thee even the boon to die: 

The wrelclied gilt eternity 
Was tWne— and thou hast borne it well. 

All that the Thunderer wrung from thee 
Was but the menaw; w liicli Dung hack 
On him the torments of thy rark;- 
'Fhe fate thon didst so well foresee, 

But wouldsl not to appease him tell; 

And in thy Silence was his Sentence, 

And in his Sou) a vain repentance. 

And evil dread so ill dissembled 
That in his hand the lightnings trembled. 

HI. 

'fhy Godlike crime was to be kind. 

To render with tliy precepts less 
The sum orhunian wretdiedness, 

And strengthen Man with his own mind; 

But balded as thou wert from high,' 

"^till in thy patient energy, * 

In the endurance, and repulse 
' Qf thine impenetrable Spirit, 

Whidi Earth and Heaven could not convulse, 

A mighty lesson we inherit : 

Thou art a symbol and a sign 
To Mortals of their fate and force ; 

Like thee, Man is in part divine, 

A troubled stream from a pure source; 

And Man in portions Can foresee 
His own funereal destiny; 

His wretchedness, and his resistance, 

And his sad unallied existence : 

> To which his Spirit may oppose 
Itself— an equal to all woes, 

And a firm will, and a deep sense, 

^yUich even in torture can descry 
Its own concenter’d recompense, 

Triumphant where it dares defy, 

And oiaking Death a Victory. 

* ■ DUPdjU. JuU. 4SU. 

A FRAGMENT. 

^ t BraovBT,” «lc.] 

Could I remount the river of ray years . 



' Genera. Femry. l.aiiiUiiD*'.— [See p. <as.— **'| 

hare, “ Ufa L»i>i] Byron, ''trarerN^J all Roinaeatr* gr<ran<1 with 
tbi: iniotM; before ihe. ami am alruck to a degree that I catmoi 
eepreM. with liic force And accuracy of hii dcBcrlpUuoi and the 
beaniy o( Utelr reality. I cocloae you a sprig of Gibbon a acacia 


WORKS. . 

To the first fbuntoin of our smiks and^enrs," 

I would not trace again the stream of hours 
Between their outworn banks of wither'd flowers, 
But bid it flow as now — until it glides 
Into the ntimber of the nameless tides. 

• ' • • u ' » ■ * 

Wliat is this Death ?— a quiet of the heart ? 

The whole of that of whidi we area part.’* 

For life is but a vision— what I sec . 

Of all w hich lives alone is life to me, 

.\nd being so— the ab.scnt are the dead, 

Who haunt us from tranquillity, and spread 
A. dreary shroud around us, and invest • " 

tViih sad remembrancers our hours of rest. 

The absent are the dead — for they are cold, . 

And ne’er epn be what once we did bcliold; , 

And they are ciianged, and dieerJcss,— or if yet 
The unfnrgotten do not all forget, • ‘ ' 

Since thus divided— equal must it be * . 

If the deep barrier be of earth, or sea ; • ». . 

It may be botli — but one day end it must 
Id the dark union of insensate dust. * ' 

The under-earth inhabitants— are Utey 
But mingled millions decomposed to clay ? 

The ashes of a thousand ages spread . ' 

Wherever man has trodden or shall tread? , 

Or do they in tlieir sileat Cities dwell 
EUich in his incommunicative cell? 

Or haw. they their owra language? and a sense 
Of breathless l>eing ? — darken'd and intense 
As midnight In her solitude? O Earth ! 

Where are the past?and wherefore had they birth? 

The dead are thy inheritors — and we 

But bubbles on thy surface; and the key ^ 

Of thy profundity is in the grave, , . • 

The ebon portal of thy peopled cave, ’ " 

Where I would walk in spirit, and behold 
Our elements resolved to things untold. 

And fathom hidden wonders, and explore * 

The essence of great bosoms now no more. 

• : • 9 • « . • 

DlodBU, r«tT< 


SONNET TO LABE LEMAN. 

Rousseau— Vollaire— our Gibbon — and Dc Stael— 
LenLin 1 ' these names are worlliy of thy shore. 
Thy shore of names like these! wert thou no more, 
'Their memory thy remcnibrancc would recall ; 

To tltem thy banks were lovefy as to all, . 

But. they have made them lovelier, for the tore 
Of mighty minds doth hallow' in the core 
Of human hearts Hre ruin of a wall 
Where dwelt the wise and wondrous; but by /her 
tfoxv mucti more, I..ake of Beuuty ! do wc feel. 

In sw'ectly gliding o'er thy crystal sea, 


and BoniB mte-ieave* from his «hlBh.'‘with part of Mb 

Imubc, I iiare jn>t»ern. Ymi wjU fhxIliuiKiuralitrmnition. Inhia 
Lift*, made uf tAto a«ad». when he wAlktHlmti An Ibf ntglUoT cuo- 
ckidlivt Ids hlitnrr. ftrstiaine da KImH hA<i made C'’'pcl ai a<rrcabto 
at aociclf can make any placC on oartli.'.L.K fMtrt, ISM.] 
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TtieVikl glow of that not ODgentle zeal, 

Which of the heirs of ininiortajity 
Is proud, and nukes the hreath of glofy real ! 

f Blodtli, <816 

' ' . ' 
STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

It t«i pttck or nt Mur' ] . 

I. . ' 

Bright be the place of Uiy soul ! 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E’er burst from its mortal control^ 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 

On earth tliou wcrt all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine 
tVben we know that thy God is with thee, 
ir. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb I 
^lay its verdure like emeralds be I ' • 

Tlierc should not be the shadow of gloom, 

.In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and on evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest : 

But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn for tlie blest.* 


on. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

MT nil Hare u itmiiui.**} 

I. 

They say that Hope i.s happiness ; 

But genuine Love must prize the past. 
And Mfemory wakes the thoughts that bless ; 
They rose the Orst— they set the last : 

II. 

And all that Memoi^ loves the most 
Was once our only Hope to be, 

And all that Hope adored and lost 
Hath melted into Memory. 

in. ‘ 

Alas ! it is delusion all : 

The future cheats us from atur, ' 

Nor can we be what we recall. 

Nor dare we think on what we are. 


TO TIIOIIas MOORE. 

I. 

My boat is on the shore, , ‘ 

And my bark is on the sea; 

But, before I go, Tom Moore, 

' Here a double health to thee ! 

I 

II. 

Here ’s a sigh to those who love ine, 
And a smife to those who hate ; 
And, wliatever sky ’s above me, 
Here ’s a lieart for every late. 


Though the ocean roar around me, 

. Yet it still shall bear me on V 

Though a desert should surround me. 
It liath springs that may be won. 

iv. ( 

Were *t the last drop in the .well, 

As 1 gasp’d upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

*T is to thee that 1 would drink. 


With that water, as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 
Sliould be— peace with tliine and mine. 
And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 


SONG FOB THE LUDDITES. 

I. ' . 

As the Liberty lads o’er Uie sea * 

Bought their freedom, and cheaply, with bl6od, 
So we, boys, we 
Will die fighting, or lire frep, 

And down witli all kings but King Ludd! 

" ' •‘'ir. ■ ■■ . 

When the web that we weave is complel^^- 
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword, 

We will fling the winding sheet * . 

O’er the despot at our feet, 

And die h deep in the gore he has pour’d. 

• ni. 

Though black as his heart its hue. 

Since his veins are corrupted to rood. 

Yet this is the dew 
Which the tree shall renew 
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd I 


' * so, WX LL GO NO MORE A ROVING. 

I. • 

So, we ’ll go no more a roving 
So late into tbe night, 

Though the heart be still as loving. 
And the moon be still as bright. 


For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast. 
And the heart must pause to breathe. 
And love itself have rest. 


Though tbe night was made for loving, 
• ,^And tbe day returns too soon, ' 
Yet n;e *11 go no more a roving 
' By the light of tlie moon. 
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BYKOK’S WORKS. 


bN THE BUST OF HELEN BY CASOVA.' 

Id this beloved marble. view, 

Above the works and thoughts of man, 
Wliat Plature cou/c/, but icould tiof, do, * 


Aod Beauty and Canova eon ! 
Beyond imagination’s power, 
^yond the Bard’s defeated art. 
With immortality her dower, . 
Behold the etefi of the heart f 


A VERY UODBKFCL VALLAD ON THE SIEGB AM) CONQUEST OP ALUAMA. 
MicA, U Ikf AnHc ituftant, it htU /MJtvHtg p^rptri. 


The Moorish King rides up and down 
Through Granada’s royal town ; 

From Elvira’s gate^to those 
Of Biyarainbla on be goes. 

Woe is me, Athama !• 

Letters to the monarch tell 
How Alhama’s city fell : 

In the Ore the scroll he threw, 

And the messenger be slew*. 

Wocismc, Alhama! 

He quits his mule, and ntounts his horse, 
And through tlie street directs his course; 
Tlirough the street of Zacatin 
To the Alhambra spurring in. 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 

When the Alhambra walls he gain’d, 

On the moment he-ordain'd 

That the trumpet straight should sound 

With the silver clarion round. 

Woe is me, Alhama! 

And when the hollow drums of war 
Beat the loud alarm afar, 


That the Moors of town and plain 
Might answer to the martial strain, 

Woe is me, Alhama f 
Hien the Moors, by this aw'are 
That bloody Mars recall’d them there, 

One by one, and two by two, 

To a mighty squadron grew. 

' 'Woe is me, Alhama! 
Out then spake an aged Moor 
In these words the king before, 
“Wherefore call on us, O King? 

What may mean this gathering.? ” 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 

“ Friends J ye have, alas I to know 
Of a most disastrous blow. 

That the Christians, stern and bold, 

Have obtain’d Alhama’s hold.*' 

W’oe is me, Alhama 1 
Out then spake old Alfaqui, 

With his beard so white to see, 

“Good King! thou art justly served, 
Good King! this tliou bast deserved. 

Woe is me, Alhama! 


ROMA:<Ce HOT DOLOIOSO DCl. filTlO T TOMA DE AU&MA.* 
£1 fttof dtiit n PtM. 


Pmeirtpe el Key Uoco 
Pur la Ciudad de GranatU. 
l>esde las puertas de Elvira 
HaiU las de Divarambla. 

Ay deml, Alhama! 

^ Carlas le fueroD vcoidas 
Qud Albatpa era gauada. 

Las oarlas cebO rn el fuego. 

Y al tnensageru malava. 

Ay dc lui. Alhama : 

DeAeavalfia de ima miila, 

Y en un c.itj 1 Iu cavalga. 

Pur cl Zacilfn arriba * 
Subido se avia al Alhambra. « 

Ay dc mi, Alhama ! 

comoen d Alhambra estuvo, 
Al mismo piinlo maodava 
Que se 10411 en las trompeUs 
Coo aftaHles de plala. 

Ay dc mi, Alhama! 

Y que alambores de guerra 
Aprlessi toquen alarms'; 


Porqoe lo oysan soa Moroa, 

Los de la Vega y Granada. 

Ay de mi, Albama! 
Los Uoros qne el ion oycroo, 
Que al sansricDio Marie llama, 
Cdo i QUO, y dos i dot, 

Ud gran.«sqtjadruo fornuTao. 

Ay de ml, Albama! 
AUi iiabld an Moro viejo ; 

Desta manera babUva : — 

Para qu^ nos llamas, Hey ? *' « 

Para qud cs «u lUuaada ? 

Ay de mi. Albama! 
ATeys de saber, amigoa, 

Una Diieva desdichada : 

Que CbrisUanos. con bfaveza, 

Y'a DUS ban tornado Albania. 

Ay de uii, Albama! 
Alii habl6 un viejo Alfaqui, 

De barba drecida y caoa »— 

Bien se te emplea, buen Rey. 
Baca Rcy; Men k te-empleava. 

Ay de mi, Alhama! 


* "[The Helen of Canova (a bust which Is In the house of Ma- 
dame the Coonteas d'AibHtzi] says l.nrd Byron, " wltboul cs- 
cepUoo, lo my mind, the most |>erfecily beautiful Of buiuan ooq- 
GcpUooi, and far beyond tby Ideas of buman cxecutkm."— £.] 


• The e/feclof llie original ballad— which existed bolbin SpaoUh 
and Arabic— was such, that It was fiirbkldcn to be sung by the 
Uoors, on pain of (lealh, wIiliLu Granada. 
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“ By thee were aJain» in eVil hour; 

The Abencerrage, Granada’s flowei ; 

And strangers were received by thee 
Of Cordovalhe Qiivolrv, 

Woe is me, Alliama ! 

And for tbis^ 0 King 1 is sent' ' 

On thee a double chastisement : 

Tliee and thine, thy crcnv'n and realm, 

One last wreck shall overwhelm. 

Woe is me, Alharaa! 

He who holds no laws in awe, 

He must perish by the law ; 

And Granada must be won, 

And tliyself with her undone.” 

AVoe is me, Albama ! 

Fire flash’d from out the old Moor’s eyes ; 
The Monarch’s wrath began to rise. 
Because he answer’d, and because 
He s^ake exceeding well of law s. 

W’oe is me, Albama I 

“ There is no law to say such things 
As may disgust the ear of kings ; 

Thus, snorting with bis choler, said 
The Moorish ^ng, and doom’d him dead. 

W’oe is me, Alhama! 

Moor Alfaqui ! Moor Alfaqui ! 

Though thy beard so hoary be, 

The King hath sent to have thee seized, 
For Albania’s loss displeased. 

• * Woe is me, Alhama ! 

MaUate lo« BeDcerraxea. 

Que eno la Qor de Granada: 

CosMe loa lomadUoa 
De Cordova U noiubrada. 

Ay de ml, Alhama i 

1*or CMO mere^ Key. 

Una pena bien doMada ; 

Que te plerdas td y el reyoo, 

T que ae pierda GratUiU. 

, > Ay detni, 'Albama! 

81 no te reapetan leye*. 

Hi ley que todo ae pterda ; 

Y qiie ae pierda Granada, 

Y que (e plerdas en clla. 

f,. Ay de inl, Allumt! 

Fue^o ^or loa ojoa vierte, 

B1 Key que csU> oyeca. 

Y cumo el «rtro de leyea ^ 

De leyea tamblen hablava. 

' Ay de ml, Alhama ! 

Sabe uo Key que no ay leyea 
De darle i Reyea diaguato— 

Baaoditeel Key Moro 
BeUochando de cdlcra. 

Ay de ml, Alhitua! 

Moro Alfaqui, Moro Alfiiqol, . v 
■Bl de la veltlda barba. 

SJ hey te roanda preoder, 

For la pdrdida de Albama* 

V * Ay dc ml, Albama! 


o«)i5 

And to fix thy head upon ' ' , 

High Alhambra's loftie.st stoiie; 

Xiiat tills for thee should be the law, 

Aqd others tremblc*^ when they saw. 

W’oe is me, Alliama ! 

** Cavelier, and man of worth ! 

Let these words of mine go forth; 

Let the Moorish Monarcli know, 

That to him I nothing owe. 

Woe is me, Albania t 

But on my soul Alhama weighs, 

And on my inmost spirit preys ; 

And if the King his land hath lost, - 
Yet others may have lost the most. 

Woe is inc, Alhama t 

Sires have lost their diildren, wives 
Their lords, and valiant men their lives ; 

One what best his love might claim 
Hath lost, another wealth, or faiiie* 

Woe is me, Alhama! 

I lost a damsel in that hour. 

Of alt the land the loveliest flower ; 

Doubloons a hundred 1 would pay. 

And think her ransom cheap that day.^* 

Woe is me, Alhama! 

And as these things the old Moor said. 

They sever’d from the trunk his lK^Qd; 

And to the Alhambra’s wall with speed 
’T was carried, as tlie King decreed. 

Woe is me, Alhama! 

Y corUrte U cxbeza, 

Y puoerU en rl Altuuibn, ' 

Purque k ti cajligo tea, 

Y otroa Uemblen cn niiralla. 

Ay dc mi, Albania ! 

Cavallerof. hombre;) boenoa, 

Dezid de mi parte al Key, 

Al Key Uoro dc Granada. 

C4MDO no le devo nada.. 

*' Ay de nib Alhama! , ^ 

De averse Alhama perdida 
A dI me peu cn el alma.' 

ai el Rey perdki su qerra, « 

, * Otru muebo nins perdiera. • 

Ay de mi, AlhamA! ’ ••••• 

> 

Perdicran hijoa los pajlres, , . . 

Y CAs^tis las caaadas i * 

Las cosas que mu amara 

Perdio r tm y el otro fama. 

Ay de mi, Alhama! 

Penlt una hija doDxella ■ ^ 

Qde era la flor d’ uta tkrra, , 

Glen doblas dava por ella. 

^ No we laa esUmo en nada. 

Ay de ml, Albama! * ' 

DUiendo asal Alhacen Alfhqal, «. . ■ 

Lc cnrlaren la cabr^a, 

’ Y la llevon al Alhambra, * • 

Aaai comb el Key lo raanda. - ' " . 

Ay de ml, Albama! ^ 
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AmTmeii and infants therein weef^ ’ 

Thor loss, so heavy and so deep ; 

Granada's ladies, all she rears 
>Vithin her walls, burst into tears. '' 
Woe is me, Albama ! 

Ifombrc*, ni&o* j tmiseret, 

Llorau lio ffratiJt* |ien 1 idi. . 
Lloravao lodas la* lUrna* 
t^uanUs en Oranail.i avia. ^ 

Af de roi. Albama! 


And from the windoVs o'er the walls ' 
The sable ti ffc of mourning falU ^ 

The King weeps as a woman o’er 
His loss, for it is^murh and .sore.^ 

Woe is me, Alhaina ! 

For lav calln j veobmaa 
' Muclio lulo paracia i 

l.lora ei Rrjr como Icmbra, 

Qu’ ea Buebo lo ijue |KTdla. 

Aj de mi, Albama! 


TE.VNSLAT 10 N FRCMI VITTOREMA. 

OR A JTTR. 


sooaei compoBcd tirlbe natne of • father, wboae Saagtrtcr bi4 racrnllr diad 
, latriy takra 

Of two fair virgins, modest, though admired, 

Heaven made us happy ; and now, wretched sires. 
Heaven for a nobler doom their worih desires, 

And gazing upon tilher, hofh required. 

Mine, while the torch of Hymen newly Ored 
Becomes extinguish’d, soon — too soon— eicpires : 

But thine, w ithiu the closing grate retired. 


abortir aber bar nwrrtafe : and addreaoed to Ibo falbar of bo •!» had 
tbr TctL 

Kternal captive, to her God aspires. 

But thou a{ least from out the jealous door, f 
Which shuts between your never-meeting eyes, 
May'sl Itear her sweet and pious voice once more: 

I to thee marble, where my davghier lies, i ^ 
Rush,— the swoln flood of bitterness I pour. 

And knock, and knock, and knock — but none replies. 


Sooatte eom|MMlo lo o 


aOXETTO Dl TiTTOHELLI. 

rca sosaca. ^ 

«dl on eoilion, i rat era oorta poco lonaail aoa O^ta appeoa nurllala ; edlretlo al gmliorcdolla tacraai 


DI due va|;he dooielle. oneale, accorlo 
Licll e mhert |>adri 0 ciel ne feo. 

II del, chedr;;QC di plii nobll »or 1 e 
' L’ ima c r aim veegendo, ambo chiedeo. 
La mil fa tolta da velore morie 
A le biioanU lode d' Imt-neo i 
La bn, Tranceaco, io ausicllutc portc 


} Etema prijionWa or ci r«wlea 

I Ma 111 aifueno poinl de la gH<iu 

I Irfrineabil Ro0iia, ove a' aacoode. 

I La ma tcoera mUr voce pirlon. 

i lo vei-so un Bume d' amarbaim* onde, 

I Corru a qiid rdarmn, In o>ii la figlla or poaa, 

I BaUo. e nbalto, ma nmuQ nspoode. 




MANFRED; 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 


* There are ibore Ihlogi lo beetrn tod earib, Ifbrillo, 
Tbao arr'dreonl of In jomr pbilowiptar.'* 


MANFRKD, 


DRAVATIS PERSONS. f 

MiXPSED. 

cnaMois BcxtEh. ' , 

,,, m>bnr or st. ualkics. 
idtMiieL. ^ 

^ . .tlRRIIAV. 

* Wirca «r tai Atn* 

, AaiotRu. • . , 

NRoeata. * , ’ 

Tai omnnu. 

8nom. etc. " 

P*(5cme «f lAa lirma f$ amoagit tkt Bightr ilpt-farlif ill <A< C«a(/a 
Manfrid, «ad p«ri/p fn tht MovahUn$. 


BlAjiFmED aloru.‘ 


ACT I. 

^CENR 1. 

■SetAf, a Gothic GaUerf.^Tfme, 

Jlfidnii^Ar. 


3/an. The lamp must be replenish’d but even then 
It will not burn sp long as 1 roust watch : 

Aly slumbers— if I slumber— are not sleep, ' 

Rut a continuance of enduring thought. 

Which then 1 can resist not : in my heart 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 


* [Tbic follovring exlracta from Lord flfroo's leften to Kr. Unr- 
rj j, are aH we have toorTrr reepecUng tbe libtorrof the compoailJon 
of UanTrfd . 

▼entoe, Feb. is, ISIT.— " l forgot to mcnilos lo yoa, that a kind 
of Poem In dialogue [In blank verse) or Drama, ffoni which 'tbe 
Incanuiion ' U an rxiract. beffun last fiimmcr in SwtUerlaod, Is 
HoUied i it Is Id three acts, but of a very wild, roetapbrsical. and 


inexplicable kind. Almost all the persons— but two or three— are 
.Spirits otibe earth and air. or the waters; the scene is In the Alps; 
the hero aliind Qf magician, who is torinentcd br ^ species of re> 
morse, the cause of whkrh is left half unexplaln^ He wanders 
about invoking these Spirib. whicb appear to Hfni, and arc of no 
use; bp at last soe* to the very abode of the Evil Principle. In 
fnvprid pernnd, to e vocals a fiboat, whidi appears, and gives 
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MANKREU 


To look within’; and yet 1 IWe^and bear 
The aspect and (he form of breathing men. 

But grief should be tlie instructor of the wise; 
Sorrow is knowledge : (hey who know Uie most 
Must mourn the deepest o'er the fatal tnlih* 

Tlie Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. 
Ptiilosophy and science, and the springs 
Of wonder, and the wisdom of (he world, 

1 have essay'd, and itimy mind there is, 

A power to make these subject to itself—* 


him an ambigiraaa ami dltigreoable answer ; ami, in the tliinJ act, 
be to liMmd bjr bto attemlaaU Uflng in a low< r where he bad atiH ‘ 
died hii ait. You nu; percrivc, t»7 thU oolliiii'. that 1 have no 
great opioKio o( Uito piece of (aiiu»y ; but 1 bave at least rendrml 
It^Jfi/e imjMMibU (or the stage, tor winch nijr bilcromrse wiUi 
Drury Lane his glrea me ibe greatest cunl«ai|it. 1 hare not creu 
corded It off. and tecl too lacy at preieui ii»alleiii|il (he whole ; but ’ 
wheu 1 have, I wUI send it you, ami you may cilber throw It Itilo 
the lire or noL** 

llarch S.— 1 aent you (be oUier day. In two covers, tlie first . 
Set of * Manfred,’ S diiuia m mad as Nat l.ee‘s Bedlam tragedy, 
which was in twenty'-Ave acts and some odd acmes t tulno Is but 
In three ecu.” 

March U.— Id reniUiug the (bird act of the sort of dramatic 
poem of which you wiU by ibis timv iuve received the two first. 1 . 
have ilU>e to observe, eacepl Uiat yon must nul publtsb It (if it 
ever to pubtiehed) wUliuui gisiug me previous uuliee. 1 Itave 
really amMndy'oo noilon whether ft to good or bad; and as this 
was not case wnb (he priuepaJ of my former puUicaltons. 1 
am. tlnrreCore. incjimd (<i rank it very liumldy. Tmi will submit 
R to Ur. Gifford, and to whomsoever you please besides. The 
thing, you Will see at a glimpse, could m-ver be itleuipted or . 
llkjunbt of lor the stage; 1 nnicli doubt if for pubiicaliuu even. 

It to (ou much in my old style; but I composed it scbuUy with a | 
honor of thctiagr, and wllh a view to rendc/ the thought of It 
lmpr<iOlicjhle, knuwtag llio xeal of my frirmto iLsi 1 should Iry 
that for which 1 luft an inv.nciliic re^guauce, vix. a rr|>rfscn> 
taliuu. 1 oertaloiy am a devil of a inauiertot, and must leave off; ' 
but what coukl 1 duf Without exertion of Msuie kuid. 1 tbould 
hare sunk limler my fmaguiiUou and reality.” I 

March U.—” With n gard to the * Wiiidi Drama,* t repeat, Uiat 
1 have out an idea ti il to giMHi or bad. If bod. tt must, ou no ac> j 
count, be risked in piibUcalion ; If good, il to at > uiir servtoe. I { 
value Hat three hundred guineas, or less. If you like It. Pcrtiaps, 

If pubitolied. Ibe best way wilJ be to add It to your winter to* i 
lutne, auiL not publish separately. Tito price will sliow you 1 
don't pique myself up<« Ui sospr^ out. Too may put (t into 
the lire, if you like, auil CifCord duu't Uko.” 

April 9.— “As lor 'Maiitoed,' the two Ant acts are Ibe best ; the 
third so so ; but 1 was blown with :be first and second beats. You 
may call It 'a Poem.' (or It to qo Drama, and I do uot choose lo 
have It called by sod— d a name,—' a Poem iudUlugue.’or- Pan* 
tomirac, if you will; aity thing but a greeu-room synuoyiDe; abd 
tfato to your motto— 

‘ Then sn more Iblefs In bsSTen Sod Mrtb.BsnUo, ' 

Than sndrcMiDl oMo your pbUMopb}.** 

Tbs third aet was re-written before publication; as lo the par- 
Uculart of which, the reader to rdentd lo.^ subsequviu note. To 
avoid uverhMdmg Ibt- margin, we may give (wre the must toupor* 
taiA paragraphs of the two sblesc critiques that immediately fol- 
lowed the apyiearance of Manfred <— 

“lo Maolred wc recognise at once the gloom and pulmcy of 
that soul which burned and blasted and fed upon Itself, in llarutd, 
aud Conrau.aud Lara— and which comes again hi this |>iec«, mure 
fu sorrow ilun In auger— mure proud, porbap*, aud mure awful 
than ever— but wiib.lhe fiercer (Yaks of its miMUthropy' subdued, 
as H were, and quenched in the gtooni of a deafer lie^ndeucy. 
Manfred duet dm. (ike Conrad .ind Lara, wreek the aiigubh of Ms 
biiruing liearl id the datig'-rs and danog of desperate aiwJ preda- 
tory war— nor seek to drowobfUer iliougliUin the leuiultof iier- 
i>ebui con ten boa ; i»or yeL like ifarold, docs he sweep over the 


But they avail not : I have done men good, 

And I have met with good even among men — 

But this avail’d not : 1 have had my foes, • 

And none hovebaffl^, many fal len. before me— 

But tills avail'd not Good, or evil, l^e,. 

Powers, passions, tril 1 see in otlier beings, 

ILive been to me as rain unto the sands, 

Since Uiat all-nomeless hour. I iiave no dread. 

And feel Uie ctirse to liave no natural foar, 

Nor fluttering throb, Uiat beats with hopes or wishes. 


peojded scenes o( the earth with Mgli disdaiu and aversion, and 
make his survey of the husloe^. sud pleasures, aud studies of man 
an occasion foe taiiuts and sarcasms, aud the food of an uumea- 
sorabte spleen, lie to fixed by the geniiu of the poet In (he ma- 
jestic solitudes of ibo central Alps— where, from lito youth up. 
hr has lived in protul but calm sedusiun from the ways of mvu, 
convrnlitg only wdb the magnibcciit Furras iud aspects of tulure 
by which be to uirrourKled, and wiUi the Spirits of Uie Elements 
over whom he has acquired duminlua. by the aterrt and uiiliai- 
kmed sludiiw of sorcery and magic, tie to avern. Indeed, from 
itunkind, aud scorns the low and frlvolmi* nature lo which ho 
belougs ; but be ehertshes no aniinosliy or hostility lo that feeble 
race. Uteir concerns excite no interest— their piinuiu po tym- 
paUiy— Uteirjoya noeovy. It to Irksome and vCxattuui fur him 
K) be crossed by Ihfiii in bis melancholy inuditgs,— but b« treata 
them wtU) gmUcDet* and pity ; and, except when sUmg lo Impa- 
Ueocc by too inipurlunale in Inlrusion, is kiud and coiiMderale 
to the cuiiiforts of all arottuil him.— This pl^e to properly en- 
titled a dranuUc (>ocm— for it Is-vnerely pueU^, and is not at all 
a drama or ptey tn the modem accepiatkm oflhr trrm. It lus no 
action* no plot, and no characters; Manfred merely miwes and 
suffers from the bcximi ng In the end. Hii distresses are the same 
at the opening of Ibe scene and at its Closing, and the tcm|ier in 
which tlii'y are borne to the same. A htuiter and a prtcit. and 
some domestics, are indeed iolroduceU, hut they lieve no cmi- 
oexiod wiUi the passions or sufferlugs ua whiah'ihe inlerest de- 
pends; and MsufrttI to suIwUntigUy alone Ihrouglsout the whole 
piece, lie holds no communion but wllh the lucmuryof the Being 
he lud loved; aud the Immortal fipintswlsom be evokes to re- 
proach wdli his misery, and Lheir Inability to relseve iL These 
unearthly beings appriuch nearer to the character of persons of 
the dronij-but still they arc but choial aceonipancmenls lo the 
performance ; and Manlred to, In reality, the only actor and suf- 
ferer on the scene. To delim-ate bis ciiiracter lodeed^v render 
conedvahic hu feelings— to pLlaJj llie whole scope ami design of 
Ibe iHwro ; and the conception and ciecuUun are, Ui tbb respect, 
equally adniirabie. it to a grand and terHiie vtskmof a being in* 
rested w'llbaupcrhuman aUrjbutes. In order that he maybe ca- 
pable of more' than bniiMu auf.crings, and be susUinrd under them 
by more Uiau human force and pndc. To object to the knproba- 
biiiiyufahe fiction.' to to mistake the end and aim of Use author. 
Probabilities, we apprehepd* did not enter at ail into bts cooside* 
ration ; bis object was. to prodobe effect— to exalt and dilate Urn 
character ibrougb whom be was lo interest nr appal n»— and lo 
ratocotir coucepiion of il, by all tbe helps ibal cuuld be derived 
from Uie lugjcsty of ualure, or the dread of supervUUon. It to 
enough, tlicrcCore, if ttie sUiialion in which he lias placed bim is 
amcfieabir, and If tbe suppostljou of its rralfly eiibauces bur 
cinoUousaiidllodrcsour iniagiuatiuu fur ijts Uadlnd only that 
we are required lo (ear, lo pity, or admire. If^wt can once con- 
ceive o( lusa ak a real exUtcuce. and enter mUi'llpi depth and ibo 
iMigbl of Uu'pndc sud lus sorrows, we may deal as wc please Wllh 
the means that have tern used to luruUli us with Uiu ii^p.easlou, 
or lo enable us to attain to tins coucep'luu. W'e may regard Uicoi 
but as types, or lortapbors, or aUrgunes; but ex to the ihuig to bo 
expressed, and Uie (eeiio^ aud \bc uueUect of which ah these are 
but shadows.’*— JoFracT. * 

- In this very citreurdkury ]>octn. Lord Hymn has pursued the 
same course as in the third .caolo of Uukle Uorukl, and put out 
hts strength upon Ibe saiueubjcGia. 'Ibeaeliou iglaid among ilm 
iiMMiaiains of tbe Alps— the eluirktert are all, mure or less, fonhed 
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Or lurking love of something on the earth. — 

Now to my^task. — . 

Mysterious Agency! 

Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe! ' . . 

Whom I have !h lights 

Ye, who do compass eartii about, and dwell 
In subtler essence— ye, to whom the tops 
Of mountains inacce^iblc are haunts,* 

And earth’s an<k ocean's caves familiar things — 

1 call upon ye by the written chann 

Wtiicli gives me power upon you Rise ! appear! 

[A pause. 

They come not yet.— Now by the voice of him 
Who is the llrst among you— by this sign. 

Which makes you tremble- by the claims of him 

Who is undying,— Rise! appear ! Appear ! 

[ A pause. 

If it be so.— Spirits of earth and air, 

Ye shall not thus elude me : by a power, 

Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 

Whicli had its birthplace in a star condemn'd, 

The burning wreck of a demolish'd world, 

A wandering l^ell in the eternal space; 

By the strong curse whicli is upon my soul. 

The thought which is within me and around me, 

1 do compel veto my will. Appear! 

f A star is teen at the darker end of the gallery : it 
is ftafioruiri / ; and a voice it heard tinging. 
FiasT Spirit. 

Mortal! to thy bidding bow'd, * 

From m^^ mansion in the cloud, 

Which the breath of twilight builds. 

And the summer's sun'set gilds 
With the azure and vermilion, 

Which is mix'd for my pavilion ; * 

Though thy quest may be forbidden. 

On a star-beam 1 have ridden, 

To thine adjuration bow’d ; 

MoruJ— be thy wish avow'd! 

Voice of the Secqmu Spirit. 

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ; 

They crown’d him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 

Willi a diadem of snow. 

Around his w*aist are ibrests braced, 

The Avalandie in bis baud ; 


But ere it fall, that thundering ball 
kliist pause for my command. 

Tlic Glacier’s cold and restless mass , . 

Moves onward day ^y day ; 

But I am he who bids It pass, * 

Or with its Ice delay.* . ' 

I am the spirit of the place, 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to lus c^vern'd base— 

And wluit with me wouldst Thou? 
Voice of the Tiurd Spirit. 

In the blue depth of the waters. 

Where the wave lialh no strife, 

Where the wind is a stranger. 

And the sea-snake hath life, > 

Where the Mermaid is decking 
Her green hair w ith sliells ; 

Like the storm on the surface 
Came the sound of thy spells ; 

O’er my calm liail of Coral 
The deep echo roll’d— 

To the Spirit of Ocean * ' 

Thy wishes unfold ! 

FooRTn Spirit. 

Where the slumbering earthquake 
Lies pi^ow'd on fire. 

And the lakes of bitumen 
Rise boilingly higher; 

Where the roots of the Andes 
Strike deep in tlie earth, 

As their summits to heaven 
Shoot soaringly forth ; • • 

I have quitted my birthplace, ’ ■ 

Thy bidding to bide— 

Thy spell hath subdued me. 

Thy w ill be my guide ! ; 

Fiftu Spirit. ‘ * 

I am the Rider of the wind, 

'fhe Stirrer of the storm ; 

Tlic hurricane I left Miind • 

Is yet with lightning warm ; 

To speed to thee, o'er shore and sea 
I swept upon the blast : 

The fleet I met sail’d well, and yet 
I • "r will sink ere niglit be pst. 


adJ vtftjed hjr Uio operdHoot of the inaffniKcent tccnery arount] i 
them, ami every page of the |iocni (eenu with imagery aud paa- j 
lion. Ihuugb. at the aame time, Uic mind urUte i»6cl U nfU-n over- | 
borne. It were, by ihe tirength an>/ novelty of hit own concep- i 
Motu; and Urns the oompu«iUOii. lea whole. U llabte li> many ariil | 
fatal objecltcMM'. Hot there UaaUil luurc-novel eihlbittim of Lord 
Byron 'a powers In tbU remarkable dnma. Uc has here burst 
into the w^rld of spirits ; and, hi Uie wdd <Itll;Uit with which the 
elements of nature seem (u have in»plrcif h>ni, he has rudea- 
vmired lurmbody and call up befurr him their raiaisU’tiog agents, 
■Qd to employ (hcac wild personihcaiioiis, as |ie furniorly em~ 
ployed tile fet;]higsand't>aaalonsof nun. 'XVe are not prepaml to 
say. that. In this daring attempt, be has oompleiely succeeded. 
We arc IncUned to think, the plan he has ouoceived, amt the 
principal trader which he'has wished to deiineate, would re- 
i|uiro a fuUer devclupntent Uian ts heht In them ; and. fc- 


cCrdingly. a sense of imperfection, Incumpietrness, and confusion 
accompanies the tnlod ihroughout the perusal’ o( the poevii 
owing ckber to some faUure hn the part of the poet, or to the ita> 
hernit mystery of the subject. Hot ihough. on Uial account, it 
it difUcalt fo comprehend dlsltneily the drift of ihe comixniUoo, 
it iioquesliooabiy eibibits many noble deUoeailons of iimuoiRia 
scenery.— many imprcMive ami terrible pictures of passion. — and 
many wild and awfui vUioos of imaginary borrof.*'— PiOPis«oia 
WlL>OJI.J , • 


• ( Original US. 

** ElrriMi Aeracy I 

* TetfiirUa St the luittiwrtsl Oa|fsrtel*'-L) 


* [ M5 -“OtlBsrscsdbie mounulssm lbs bsonU.*'— E.} 

1 [MS.— **Whlrblsa( tor niypatlUon.''-B.] \ 

A ' [MS.-*‘OriDihcsllik«drby.’‘-E.] 
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Manfred. ' 


Sniii Spibit. 

Sty dwallini; is the sh,idow of the night : 

Why doth, thy magic torture me with liglit ? 
SeTtjTU Spibii, 

The star which rules thy destiny 
Was ruledf ere earth began, by me ; 

It was a world a£ fresh and fair 
As e’er revolwd round ftin in air; ‘ 

Its course was free and regular, 

Space bosom’d not a lovelier star. 

The hour arrived — and it became 
A wandering mass of shapeless flame, 

A pathless comet, and a curse. 

The menace of the universe ; 

Still rolling on with innate force, 

Without a sphere, without a course, 

A bright deformity on higli. 

The monster of the upper sky I 
And thou ! beneath its influence born — 

Thou worm ! whom I obey and scorn — 

Forced by a power {whidi is not thine. 

And lent thee but to make thee mine) 

For this brief moment to descend. 

Where these weak spirits round thee bend 
And parley with a thing like thee— 

What wouldst thou, Cliild of Clay! with me? 
The Seves Spiuts. 

Earth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star. 
Are at thy beck and bidding. Child of Clay I 
Before thee at thy quest their spirits are— 

What wouldst thou with us, son of mortals say ? 

Man. Forgetfulness- 

First Spirit, (Jt what — of whom — and why? 

Mon. Of that which is within me ; read it there 

Ye know it, and I cannot utter it. 

Spirit We can but give thee that which we possess . 
AA of us subjects, sovereignty, tlie power 
O er earth, the whole, or portion, or a sign 
W hich shall control the elements, whereof 
We are the dominators— each and all. 

These shall be thine. 

Alon. Oblivion, self-oblivion— 

Can’ye not wring from out the hidden realms 
Ye offer so prolnsely what I ask ? . ' '• 

Spirit It is not in our essence, in ode skill; ' ' 

But — thou may’st die. 

W ill death bestow it on me ? 
Spiril. Wears immortal, and do not forget; 

We are eternal ; knd to us the past 

Is, as the future, present. Art thou answer'd ? 

Man. Ye mock me— but the power whidi brought 
ye here 

Hath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will .' 
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The mind, the spirit, the Promethean spark, • 

The lightning of my being, is as bright. 

Pervading, and far darting as your own, • . 

And Shalt not yield to yours, though coop’d in clay I 
Answer, or I will teach vou.what I am. 

Spirit, We answer as we answer’d; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Why say ye so? p 

Spirit, If, as thou say’st, thine essence be as ours, 
We have replied in telling thee, the thing 
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us. 

Mon. Ithen have call’d ye from your realms in vain ; 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me'. 

Spirit ,Sav; ' - 

What we possess we offer', it is thine : 

Bethink ere tliou dismiss us,’ ask again ■ • 

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of 
days 

Man. Accursed I what have I to do with days ? 

They are too long already.— Hence— begone! 

Spirit. Yet pause : being here, our will would do 
thee service ; 

Bethink thee, is there then DO other gift 
Which we can make not worthless in thine' eyes? 

Man. bio, none : yet stay— one moment, ere wepart — 

I would behold ye face to face. Ihear 
Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds. 

As music on the waters; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large star; 

But notbing^raore. Approach me as ye are. 

Or one, or all, in your accustom’d forms. 

Spirit. We have no forms, beyond tlie elements 
Of which we are the mind and principle: 

But choose a form— in that we will appear. 

Man. I have no choice; there is no form on earth 
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let him. 

Who is most powerful of ye, take such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting— Come I 
Serenfk Spirif. (Appearing in the shapeofafieau-’ 
lifal female figure.) Behold! 

Man. OGod,I if it be thus, and thou- . . , 

Art not a madness and a mookcry, ,j 

I yet might jie most happy. I will clasp thees 
And we again w ill be— 

^ t The figure'. rttnishei, 

My heart isc'rusb'if! ‘ 

laLtxvarji./aflj'i^^li^j.j* 

' ( A roiee it heari in the IncaniaUon itMih foUam. I > 

When the moon is bn the wave, * ‘ ’ 

And the glow-woian in the grass, ' • ' ' 

^d the meteor on the grave. 

And the wisp on the morass ; • . ' - 

When the falling stars are sliooting. 

And the answer’d owls are hooting, ^ ' 


i ■ “ "■» In Febroarr. ISIS, 

luruhl.- Manfred bj toibe lalian. Lord Bjron 

after the bit rniUJettiiKmnt anLyJJIir* » ^'"*®******‘y, ^ Wrod Wr. Moppner— ‘ If jrwlme aoy uieaiuofcom- 

to ib« aoet'B n«dle* U> ujr mugicaUnx wiUi dig nun, wonld ytMi permit me .to courey to him 

iag Uwu«hU while be ^leoned some o( Ibe open* the offer of any price he may obtain, or think to ubialu. for hU 

’ provided be wUi tbeow bit iramlalion into the fire, and 
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And the silent leaves ^re «tili « 

. ' In tli^shodow ofthe hilif 
* Shall my soul be upon thinCt * 

Willi a power and with a sign. 

, f ’ ^ 

'nwugli thy slumber may be deep, . . ’ 

Yet thy spirit sliall not sleep ) 

/rhere ore shades which will not vanish, 
There are.tboughts thou const not banisli ; 
By a power to thee unknown, « 
liiou const never be alone; 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, , 

. Thou art gather’d in a cloud; 

And for ever shall thou dwell 
In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou scest me not pass by. 

Thou Shalt feel me with thine eye 
As a thing that> though unseen, 

Must be near thee, and hath been ; 

And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast turn’d around thy head, 

Tliou shall manel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 

And tiie power which tlu)u dost feel 
Shall be what thou must conceal. 

And a-ipagic voice and verse 
Hath baptized tliee with a curse ; 

And a spirit of tlieair 

Hath begirt tlice with a snore ; * 

In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice ; 

And iQ thee shall Night deny 
All the quiet of her sky; 

And the day shall have a sun, 

Which shall make thee w ish it done. 

From tlw/alse tears I did distil 
An essence wliich hath strength to kill ; 

,, From thy owii heart I then did wring 
The black blood in its blackest spring;. 
From thy cm n smile 1 sualch’d the snake. 
For there It coil’d as in n brake; 

From thy own lip I drew the charm* . 
Which gave all these tlicic chiefest harm ; 
In provingevery poison known, • 

1 found the strongest was thine own. 

.. * 

Bylhy cold breast and serpent smite, 

;*./ By thy linfathoih’d gulfs of guile, 
that most seeming virtuous eye, 
^fiysthy shut soul!s hypocrisy ; 

By the perfection of thine art ^ 

Which pass’d for human thine own heart r 
By thy delight in others’ pain, ' 

And by thy brotherhood of Cain, 


I I call u|^n thee! and 'compel! , 

I " Thyself to be thy proper llgU 1 

! ' ' • ' . ' 

I And on thy. head I pour tlie vial 

I ^Vhichdotlrdevotetheclo this trial; 

i .^r to sluniber, nor to die, 

1 ' < Shall be in Um destiny; ' ^ 

I ‘Though thy death ^hall still seem near 
' ' To thy w ish, but as a fear * 

I>o! the spell now w'orksaround lliee, 

! And the elankless chain hath bound, thee ; 
j O'er thy heart and brain together 

! Uatii the word been pass’d— now wither ! 

I sce:«e It. 

I The Mountain of the Jungfrau,— Time, Morning.— 

^ &Li.vFaF.D alone upon the Cliffs. ^ 

.Han. The spirits I have raised abandon me— 

The spells which I have studied baflle m»— 

The remedy I reck’d of tortured me ; 

1 lean uo more on super^human aid, “ 

It hath no power ui>on the past; and for 
Tlie future, till the past be gulfd in darkness^ 

It is not of my searcli. — My mother Earth! 

And thou fresii breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains, 
Why are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye. 

And thou, tlic bright eye of the universe, ' 

That openest over ail, and unto all 

Art a delight — thou shin’st not on my heart. 

And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
j| I stand, and on the torrent's brink beneath 
Behold llie tall pines dwindled as to slirubs 
In dizziness of distance; when a leap, 

A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 
My breast upon its rocky bosom’s bed 
To rest for ever— wherefore do I pause? 

I feel the impulse — yet I do not plunge; ‘ . 

I see the peril — yet do not recede; 

And niy brain reels — and yet my foot is firm : • 
Tlicre is a power upon me which withholds, . . 
And makes it iny fatality to live ; 

If it be file to wear within myself 
This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soul's sepulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my deeds unto myself— * ' 

The last infirmity of evil. Ay, \ 

Tliou winged and cloud-eleaxing oiinister, 

* . [An eagle pateet. 

Whose happy flight is highest into Heaven, 

Well may’st thoa swoop so near me-^1 should be 
Tlu’ prey, and gorge thine eaglets; thou art gone 
^Vliere the eye cannot follow thee ; but tliine 
Y"et pierces downward, onward, or above, 

With a pervading vision. — Beautiful I 
How behutiihl is all this visible world! 


^(irbmiM.ool to undertake any olher of Uiat, or auj' olWr of iiry 
tbioa*? 1 will tcml.him his money imincdulely, on lbl| coodi.. 
tioo.'* A oeffoUaiion wu accordingly wt on foot ibe trans> 
lator, on nwclvkiii iwo hundred franca, delivered up hk nMoii> 
script, and engaacd never lo translate any oUitruf Un poet’iwc^ks. 


; Of bls.quallGcaltons fur ilw task some notionanay be formed from 
the bet that be bad turned the ^ord *• wisp/’ In thia lUie, Into 
'“a handle of straw. 

< (HS.->-‘^ldoadlure Ihee lo thia spell.*'— R-] ® 
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How glorious in its action oiid itself! 

But we, who name ourselvesjts sovereigns^ we, 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 

To sink or soar, with our mix'd essence make ' 

A eonflict of its elements, and breathe 
Tl»e breath of degradation and of pride, 

Ck)ntending witli low wants and lofty will. 

Till our mortalitypredominates, 

And men are— what they name not to themselves, 
And trust not to eacit other. Hark ! tlie note, 

I TA« Hhrpherd’i pipe in Ihe distance u heard. 
The natural music of the mountain recd-~ 

For here the patriarchal days are not 
A iMistoral fable — pipes in the liberal air, 

Mix’d with U»e sweet bells of the sauntering herd ; • 
My soUl would drink tiiose eclioes. — Oh, that I w ere 
Tire viewless spirit of a lovely sound, 

A living voice, a breathing harmony, 

A bodiless enjoyment— horn and dying 
tViih tlie blest tone whicli made me! 

EnSer from below a Cuawois Hc^iter. 

Chamois Uunisr. Kven so, 

This way the eliamois leapt : her nimble feel 
Have baHled me : my gains to-day will scarce 
Repay my break-neck travail. — AVhat is here ? 

^\ho seems not ofiny trade, and yet hath reach’d 
A height which none even of our mountaineers, 

Save our best hunters, may attain : his garb 

Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air 

I*roud as a free-born peasant’s, at this distance— 

I will approach him neorcr. 

Man. {not perceivmg the other.) To be thus— 
Gray-hair'd with anguish,* like these blasted pines, 
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, brancbless,^ 

A blighted tnmk upon a cursed root, 

Which but supplies a feeling to decay— 


iindsuDtetl fortitude, ** Myt her hiitorbu, sl»c leki her neefc ii^oo 
Ihe Mock; and while ooecxccntlonce bchl her haodi, (he other, it 
the leoond etrdke, cut oft bfirhead, which, faHiRR out of lie attire, 
dimnvered her heir, already qnlle gray wiib cares fad ipr- 
rows.'^ Tlie hair ut4lary*s grandaunr Charles I., turtwU ^quite 
gray, (b tike tnsoner,dariDg hla stay at CaiisLrhokc.— B.| ' 

X [** Passed whole woods of utWiere'd pines, aft wtibered,'— 
trunks stripped snd barkl^ braucltes lifelcH. done by^ ■ thtgle 
winter : Uidr appearance retuiuilcd roe of me and my family."— 
Swise Journal.] 

• 4 i *‘Aacended the Wengen mouaiain ; left (he hoNct, took off 
ray coat, and went to the sommit. On oqe side, our view com- 
pHsed theJuogfran, wilbal|lterglaeicrs; Uirq Ihe Dent d'Argeul, 
shining like Inilh ; Ihetrlhe U(Ue Uiaol, and Ihe Ortbl Giant < and 
last, not least, the Wciterhora. The hdgliluf UiH Jungfrau is 
thtrteen ihowsaod feet above Uic sea. and eleven inutuRnd above 
the valley. Heard the avalanches fatiing every five mioniee 
Doarly,"— jiriM /ouma/.] 

* [MS.— *' Like foam Trorothe roused ocean of oM lleii."— E.t 

« [The clouds rose from the opposite valley, cnrlingnp perperi- 

diciilar precipices, like Ihe foam of the ocean of hell during a 
sprtnglide— it was white aod sulphury, an& immeasurably deep 
In appearance. The aide we ascaided was not ot eo precipitous 
a oalnre ; but, on arrhing at the sumuiU, we looked down ii|<uu 
the other side upon a boiling sea of ch>ud, daddng against (he 
crags 00 wlUch We stood— these crags on one ^Ide tpiJle perpen- 
dicular. In paasiag the maoes of enow, i made a soowbal) aod 
l«cllod Il(rt>bouie with if."— Jirisi /owmaf.l 


* [ The germ# of this, and of several oUjer passages in Dlanfred, ‘ 
may be found In the Journal of his Swiss lour, which Lord Byron 
trsttiroiued to hU shier : a. g. sept. IP.— Arrived at a lake In (be 
veyy boeoro of the isountaius ; left our quadrupeds, and upended ' 
forthert came to some snow lo patches, U|>ou which my forehead's ' 
peroration fell Ukeraia, making the same dents as lo a sieve; the ^ 
chill of the wind and Ihe mow. turned me giddy, but 1 seraubted i 
on aod upwards. Hobhonso went to the highest pfnnade. The i 
whole of (he mounUlas superb. A shepherd on a sleep and very : 
lughcliffplayiogHponhispip«;ve]7dl(rcrentfroinAreadia. The ’ 
music of the cows' belt* (for (heir wcaJih.'iike the patriarchs*, is 1 
cattle) in the 4 >a&hires. which reach lo a bgighi far above any 
mosot(ins in Britain, and the shepherd* shiHiling lousiroiu crag ^ 
In crag, and playing on Ibpir reeds where the sleeps appeared al- i 
most lAaccesslbte,wlili ibe surrounding scenery, rcalLsed all dial I i 
have ever heard or imagined of a posloraf esisienee— much tnoVc > 
so than Greece or Asia Min*r ; for there wc are a lltlfc loo much j 
of the sabre and musket order, and if there is a crook lo one bami. 
you are sure to see a gun in (he ufttert foil this was pure and iin- 
inUed— soHlary, savage, and palriarfhal. As we went. Ilicy 
(dayed the • Ranz des Vaches* aitJ oilier airs, by way of farewell. 

I have lately repeopled my mtnd with naiure."— K.) 

• [See the opening Unev to the « Prisoner of Chiliou.'* ante, 
p. 5*8. Speaking of Marie AnmincUe. “I was struck,- says 
SaJame Campao, "with the astonishing change moforltme had 
wrought u(>ea berleatures : her wliotc heail of hair had tnmed al- i 
mnMwbite.duriug her transit from Varennes to Paris.*' Tlicsaioe | 
thing occurred V* Ihe unfortunate Queen Mary. “ WUb calm but 


And to be thus, eternally but thus, 

Having been otherwise! Now furrow 'd o’er 
Hith wrinkles^ plough'd by moments, not by years. 
Ami hours — all tortured into ages— lioiirs 
; >Vbichl outlive!— Ye toppiiug crags of ieft! 

I \ e avalanches, whom a breath draws dowh 
In mountainous O'erwUeiming^ come and crush me! 

' I hear ye momently above, beneath, 

Crasli w ith 9 frequent conllirt ;t but yi pass, 

And only fail on things that still would live; 

On the young nourishing forest, or the hut 
I And hamlet of the harmless viliogtrr. 

' C. 7/un. I'he mists begin to rise from up tho yal- 

1 'll warn him to descend, or he may chance 
' To lose at once his way and life together. 

Mail. Ttic mists boil up around the ghtciers ; clouds 
Rise curling fast licneatlt me, while and sulphury,’ 
Like foam from the rOitsed ocean of deep Hell, ^ 

I Whose ever)’ wave breoks on a livjog sliore. 

Heap’d with the damn'd like pebldes,—!^ am giddy. ^ 
C. //uii. 1 must approadi him cautiously; if near, 
A sudden step will startle him, and be 
I Seems tottering already; ' 

. Man. Mountains have faTlen, 

living a gap iu the clouds, and with tlie shock 
Rocking their Alpine brethren ; lilling up 
' The ripe green valleys with destruetjoA's sjdinters ; 

Damming the rivers with a stidij^ dash, 

' Which crush'd the waters into mist, and made 
Their fountains lind anothecchanrid— tliiia,' 

I Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg — 

Why stood I not beneath it? 

C. Hum. Friend ! have a care, 

Your next step nfay be fatal ! — for the love 
Of him who made you, stand not on that brink f 
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* . Jtfott. (Jlol hearing Mm. ) Such would have been for 
me a fitting tomb ; 

My bones had then been quiet in their depth ; 

They had not llien been strewn upon tlie rocks i 
For thewind’s pastime— as thus — thusthey sltallbo— 

In -tj)is one plunge.— Farewell» ye opening heavens ! 

Loo|t not upon me thus reproachfully— 

Ye were not meant for me-— Earth! take these atoms ! 

{ A$ Ma51u»rd U in act to tpring/rom the cliff, the 
Chamois Hc?(TEB seizes and retains him with a 
suddsfl grasp. 

C. Huh. Hold, madman !— though aweary of thy life, 
Stain not ouf pure vales with thy guilty blood — 

Away with me-^ — 1 will not quit my hold. 

Woji. I am mostsick at heart — nay, grasp me not — 

I am all feebleness — the mountains whirl {thou? 

Spinning around me— I grow blind tMiat art 

C. Hun. I'll answer that anon. — Away witii 
me— 

Theclouds grow thicker there — now' lean on me— 

Place your fbot here — here, take this staff, and cling 
A moment to that shrub— now give me your hand, 
And hold fast by my girdle— softly— well — 

The Clralet will i)e gain’d within an hour— 

Come on, we ’ll quickly find a surex fooling. 

And something like a pathway, which the torrent 
Hathwa.sh’d siqce winter: — Come, ’t isbravelydone— 
You should have been a hunter.— Follow me. 

[As they descend the rocks ttithdif/icuUy, thescene 
closes. . 4.' 

ACT U. 

SGE^B 1.. 

A cottage amongit the Dtmese Alps. 

Maxfred and the Chamois llcnm. 

C. I7un. No, nor-yet pause— thou must not yet go 
"** forth: 

Tby mind and body are alike unfit 

To trust each oilier, for some hours, at least ; 

When thou art belter, I will be Ihy guide— 

But whiUier? ' 

Jtfdu. • It imports pot: Ido know 
My route full w ell, and need no further guidance. 

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait bespe^ thee of liigti 
lineage— 

One of the many chiefs, whose cabled crags 
Look o’er the lower valleys — which of these 
May call tliec lord ? 1 only Know their portals ; 

My way otdife leads me but rarely down 
To bask by the huge hearths of those old balls. 
Carousing with the vassals; but the paths, 

>Vliich step from out our mountains to tlieirdoors, 

1 know from diildhood— >^hich of these is thine ? 
Man. No matter. 

C. Hun. ' tVell, sir, pardon me the question, | 
And be of better cheer. Come, taste my wiuc ; 

’T is of an ancient vintage ; many a day 
’T has thawed tiT)' veins among pur glaciers, now* 1 
Let it do thus for thine — Conie, pledge me fairly. I 
JUon. Away, away! there ’s blood upon the brim ! j 


Will It then never-never sink fn the earth ? . 

C. Hun. AVbal dost thpu mean? ^by sedses wander 
from thee. 

Man’. I say ’t is blood'!— ray blood I the pure warm 
, * stream a • 

W’Uich ran in the veins of my .fathers, and in ours 
When we were in our youth, and had one heart, 

And loved each other as we should not love, 

And tliis was shed : but still it rises up. 

Colouring tlie clouds, that shut me out from heaven. 
Where tlwu art not — and 1 shall never be. 

C. Hvtt. Man of strange words, and some half- 
maddening sin, 

Which makes thee people vacancy, whate’er 
Thy dread and sufferance be, there ’s comfort yet — 

, Tlie aid of holy men, and heavenly patience ■ 

Man. Patience, and patience! Hence — t^at word 
was made 

For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prey ; 

Preacii it to mortals of a dust like thine>— . 

1 am not of Uiine order. 

C. Huh. Thanks to heaven 1 

I would not be of thine for the free fame 
Of William Tell; but whatsoe'er thine ill, 

It must be borne, and these wild starts are useless. 
.Man. Do I not bear it ?— Look do me— 1 live. 

C. Him. This is convulsion, and no healthful life. 
Wan. I tell thee, man! I have lived nuny years, 
Many long years, but they are nothing now 
To those which I must number : ages— ages— 

Space and eternity — and consciousness. 

With the ficrce.thirst of deaUi— and stiH unslaked ! 

C. Huh. Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age 
Hath scarce been set; I am thine elder far. 

3faii. Think’st thou existence doth depend on time? 
It doth; but actions are our epochs : mine 
Have made my days and nights imperishable. 

Endless, and all alike; as sands on the shore. 
Innumerable atoms ; and oue desert, 

Barren and cold, on which the wild waves break, 

But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks, 

Rocks, and the salt-serf weeds of bitterness. 

C. Huh. Alas ! he ’s mad-—but yet I must not leave 
him. 

Wan. I would I were— for then the things I sec 
Would be but a distemper’d dream. 

C. Hun. - What is it 

That thou dost sec, or think thou look’st upon? 

Man. Myself, and thefr-a peasant of the Aljis— 
Thy humble virtues, Iwspilable home, 

And spirit patient, 5 )ious, proud, and free ; 

Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts.; 

Thy days of licallh, and nighla of sleep ; thy tolls, 

By danger dignified, yet guiltless; hopes 
Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave, 

WTlh cross and garland over its green turf, 

And thy grandchildren’s love for epitaph : 

This do I see— and then I look within— 

It matters not — mj- soul was scorch'4 already! 

C. Huh, And wonitlst thou then exebauge Ihy lot 
for mine ?' 
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Mom. No, frl<*nd 1 1 wouW not wrong thee, nor 
exchange 

My lot with living being : I can bear~ 

However wretchedly, ’t is still to bear— *• 

In life what otliers could not brook to dream, 

Ihit perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with this— 

This cautious feeling for another*s pain! 

Cinst tlKMi be black with evil ? — say not so. 

Can one of gentle tlioughts liave w reak'd revenge 
Upon h&s enemies? 

Man. Ohlno.no, no! 

My injuries came down on.tlwse who loved iiw — 

On those whom I best loved : I never quell'd 
An enemy, save in my just defence— 

But my embrace was fatal. 

C. thin. Heaven give thee rest! 

And penitence restore thee to thyself ; 

My prayers shall be for tliee. 

.Van. I need them not. 

But can endure thy pity. I depart — 

'T is time— farewell !«— Here ’s gold, and thanks for 
thee 

No words — it is thy due. — Follow me riot— 

1 know my path — tlie mountain peril "s past : 

And once agaih, I cliarge thee, follow' not I 

[£xi< Maxfbko. 

•6K.NK II. 

A lower ralley hi iMo MIpe.—A Cataract.* 

Enter Ma^frf.d. 

It is not noon— the sunbow’s rays * still arch 
The torrent w ith the mauy hues of heaven. 

And roll the.sheeted silver's waving column 
O'er the crag's headlong perpendicular, 

And Bing Us lines of foaming light along, 

And to and fro, like the pale dourser's tall. 


< (tU* tceiuvUooc uf Ute UMMt itueUUlAod iiMMtcweeUy wrH- 
ten In the poem. There la a atlU and dellcloaa wUebetr In Ibr 
tranquillity and aectuakio of ihc place, and the celeaiUI beauty of 
the being who rereala henelf to Ibe roid«t of Uieae visible en* 
tAantments.^ierFaET.] « 

• Thia Irla lalortned ^ the rays of the aao over the tower part 
of the Alpine torrepta t U U exactly like a rainbow come down to 
}tjy a visit, and ao cloae Uiat you may walk into It t ibla effcCl lasta* 
UU Soon.— {’'Belbre aacmdins Ute nouiilain. went to the tor* 
rent : the nin Upon it, himilnK a rahtSoir of (he lower pin of all 
colours, but principally purple and roM ; the bow moving aa'^ou 
move 1 1 uaver aaw any thing like this ( it b only In Ibe aonUdne.” 
— JVriaa .youmaf.) 

s [“Arrived at ibe foot of tbe Jungfrau ;glacJert; torrenU: one 
of these torrents nine hundred fleet la height of rbible dcKent; 
board an avalanche-fall, like thunder; glaciers cnomioua; storm 
came on— thunder, hghinlne. haili'all In perfection, and beiuti- 
/ul. Tbe locrent b In ahapd <^rving ovey the ruck, like the fall 
of a white horse streaming in Uie wind, such as It might be coo* 
celved would be that of tbo'pofB koru' pa which Death b 
mounted In tlie j4poeatj/pie. It b neither mist aor water, but 
something between both: lb immense heiglil glres it a wave or 
carve, a spreading here or condensaUon there, wonderful and In- 
describable. ’'•^K-ba youiwaf.J •' V 

t [In alt Lord Byron's heroes we Kcugnise, though witli Infinile 
modiHcaliona. the same s^at characlerblks— a hi^b and audn- 
cioua concept kMi of the power of tbe iniud,— an loteDse sensible 


. I 

The Giant steed, to be bestrode by Death, 

Ai told Jn tbe Apocalypse.* No eyes " 

But mine now* drink, this sight of loveHoesg ; 

1 sliould be sole in this sweet solitude, 

And with the Spirit'of the place divide 
Tbe homage of these waters.— I will call her. 

[JU^iFitRD foies iome off he trafer Info thfpaltnof 
his hand, and flings if ip/o the air, mutlerintj 
the ad^urofton. After a paiue, the Wirui 
, THR Alps rises beneath the arch of the tunbew 
of the fnrrenf. 

Bieautiful Spirit I w ith thy haift of light, 

And diRuliirg eyes of glory, irr whose form 
Tfie charms of earth's least mortal daughters grow 
To an unearthly stature, in an essence .! ' 

Of purer elements; white thchue.v of youth, — 
Carnation'd like a sleeping infant's check. 

Rock'd by tli« beating of her motlier's lieart, 

Or the rose tints which summerS twilight leaves 
Upon the lofty glacier's virgm snow, 

The blush of earth embracing with her heaven,*^ 
Tinge thy celestial as|>ect, and make tame 
The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er thee.* 
Beautiful Spirit f in thy calpi clear brow, 

Wherein is glass'd serenity of soul, 

Which of itself shows immortality, ' , . 

I read that thou wilt pardon to a.«Son .« 

Of Karth, whom the abstruser powers permit ‘ 

At tiroes to commune wiUi Uieni — ff that he 
Avail him of his spells — to call thee thus, 

Ajid gaze on thee a moment. 

ff'itrh. % 'Son of Earth! 

1 know thee, and the pow'ers which giveihee power; 

! know thee fora in.vn of mahy thoughts, 

And deeds of good and HI. extreme in both, 

Fatal and fated in thy sufferings. ^ 

i have expected this*>what wouldst thou with me ? 
.Man. To look iiporT thy beauty— nothing further. * 


lily of pAMlou,— AnAlmbvt liuumllya capacity of lumuliuouaeiuo* 
lion,— a baunllpg aOmlraliuo of Uie gramleiit of disordered power. 
— aoO. above all, a souMelt. bio«d-fell delight in beauty. Parf- 
Uoa Is full of 11 to overflowing; Ubreaibcs.from every page of 
Ibe “ Prisoner of Chtlloo;'* but it la in “Uanfred" that U r|o(a 
azKlTevHs among the strums, and watbrtalb, aqd groves, and 
muuntaku, and heavena. There is In the character of Uanfred 
more of the self*might of Byron than in all hia prevloos produc* 
lions. He has therein brought, with wuiiderftil {tower, iheUpliy* 
sicai conceptions into formt.>— and we know of no poem to which 
the aAiect of external naliire is Ihroogbout lighted up with ao ex-* 
pression at once to beautiful, solemn, and tnaJesUc. It Is the 
poem, next to "Cbiklc Harold,'* Which we ihould give to a fo- 
reigner to read. Uial he might know someUiiog of Byron. Shak-> 
speare has given to (hooe alniractions of human life and being, 
which are truth in the iolellect, femis aa full, clear, glowii^. aa 
the idealised forms of visibfe natnre. The very.wdhis of Ariel 
t^ure to ni hia Beauiiful being. In 'Odaotred," we. see gluiioaa 
but immature mtnlfestaUoiit similar power. Tlie ppet Ihet-e 
creates, with d^ligbl, thoughts and fecllngp and fancies into vi> 
Bible forms, Ibal'bc may dhig and cleave (o Ibem.aod clasp them 
ki hia pawion. The'beauliful Witch of Ibe Alps aerrm eihijed 
from the luminous spray of tbe CAlvaot.— as If the poet's eyes, 
iinaated with the beauty of InaDimaU: nature, gave spectral appa* 
HUons of lovelloesi to feed the pure passion of U>c poet's swl.— 
i’aoFKsaoa Wiieov:] 

* [There is apmcthlng hxqtdsUely beautiful In all (hia passage ; 
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The foce of the farth hatl) maddeo’d lie, 'ahdlP^* 'And terrible (Jrdeal, anJ snch penance 

Take refuge in her mysteries^ and pietfce Ag in itaelfbath power upon’lhe air, * 

To tbe abodes of those 'who govern her— - * ' And spirits thatdo cOmpass a1r and earth, 

But they con nothing aid me. lhavesought .. Space, and the peopledtnfinite, I made ' 

From ttiem what they could not bestow, and noW' Mine eyes familiar with Eternity, 

I search no further. . Such as,‘before me, did the Magi, and 

What could be the quest He who from out tlieir fountain dwellings raised 

Which is dot in the power of the mb^t powerftil Eros and Anteros ' at Gadara, 

The, rulers of the invisible ? . As ’ldo thee; — and with my knowledge grew 

Wrtn. A boonf ■ The thirst of knowledge, amd the power and joy 

But why sliould I repeat it? ’t w*cre in vain. Of. this most briglit intelligence, until — » 

irifrh. I know not t)iat; let thy Lips utter it. ’ H'ifcA. Proceed. ' 

jHaii. Well, thoughittortureme, ’t is butthe same; Man. Oh 1 1 hut thus prolong'd my words, 

Mv pang sliairtind a voice. From n)v youth upwards Boasting these idle attributes, because 


My spirit Walk u not with the souls of men,. 

IVor look’d upon llw earth with human eyes ; 

The thirst of their ambition was not mine, 

The aim of their existence was not iiiinc; 

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers, 
Made me a stranger ; though 1 wore the form, 

I had no sympathy, witii breathing flesii, 

Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me 
Was there but one vfho — but of her anon. 

I said w'itb men, and with the thoughts of men, 

1 held but sliglit communion ; but instead, 

My joy was in ttie Wilderness, to breathe 
'Ihe diffleuitair of the iced mountain’s top. 

Where the birds ()are not build, nor in.sect's wing 
Flit o’er the herbless granite ; or to plunge 
Into the torrent, and to roll along 
On the swift whirl of tlie new breaking wave 
Of river-stream, or ocean, ifi their flow . 

In these my early strength exulted; or 
To follow through the night the moving moon, 

The stars and tlieir development*, or catch 
'Hio dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim; 

Or to look, list’ning, on tlie scatter'd leaves, 

While Autumn winds w*ere at their evening song. 
Tlicse were niy pastiinc.s, and to be alone ; 

For if the beings, of wimm I was one, 

Hating to be so,— cross'd me in my patli, < 

1 felt myself degraded back to them, . • 

And was all clay again. And then I dived,* 

In my lone w anderibgs, to the caves of dt'alli, • - ’ * 

Seardiing its cause in its efFwt; and drew ^ v 
From wither’d bones, and skull.s, and he.ipM uji dust 
Conclusions most forbidden. ThenT pass'd 
The nights of years in sciences unlauglrt, 

Save in the old time; and with tini^ and toil. 


As I approach the core of my heart’s griefs- 
But to my task: 1 have not named to thee •* 
Father or rfiother, mistress, friend, or being, 

With w hom I wore the chain of human ties ; 

If 1 had sucli, diey seem’d not such to me— 

Yet there was one . ’ 

Witch. Spare not thyself— proceed. 

Man. She was like me in lineaments — her eyes, 

Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone 
Even of her voice, they said were like to fnjne; 

But soften’d all, and tempei^'d into beauty ; 

She had the same lone ilioughts and wanderings. 

The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend tlie universe : nor these , 

Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine, 
J’ity, and smiles^ and tears — which I had not ; 

And tenderness— but that I had for’her; 

Humility — and that I never had. 

iler ftitilts were mine — her virtues were her own — 

I loved her, and destroy’d lier! 

H'llcA. With thy hand? 

.Van. Not with my hand, hut lieort— which broke 
her heart — 

It gazed on mine, and wither’d. 1 hav« sited. 
Blood, but not hers — and yet her blood was shed— 

I saw— uiid could hot stanch it. 

IFi/cA. .. ■ % ■ for tins — 

A being ofthcMcc thou dost despise, '• • 

The order which tliine o.wn would^fisc above, 
Mingling with us aud ours, thou dost forego 
Tlie gifts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st bacK 
To recreant mortality— .Away f 
Mail. Daughter of Air! 1 loll thee, .since that hoin* — 
Butw'ords arebreatb->-look oil mein iny sleep. 

Or watch my walchings—Coine and sit by me! 


and both ibe apparlUoa and the dfalokooare so managed, that the 
sehsc-oT tbclf improbabililj h swalkiwcd up iir that of Ibvlr 
beauty i ant, without aetdaUy belicviojt lhat such spirili oist or 
eofnmouicalu'lheniselvet. we /cel for the luonieut as If we stood 
in iheir presence — Jirpcev.] 

• The phdOMipkrr JeuibliaM. The story of Ihc raMoK of Eros 
and Anletos raay be foood in bi4 life by Bunjpiiis. ii is well lold. 
—{'* It ts reported oTJiiuK** says Ennapins, ** that while ho «od his 
scholars were bulbing in the hot ballis of Gadara in'^^yria, a dls> 
pnte arising conoernioK ibe baths, he, cniiUiig. (vdored his dis- 
ciples to ask the inhal>rianls hy wlmt names tbc two Irswr springs, 
that were nearer and handsomer titan the.rrst Wi-ru called- To 


which the lohibiUnts replied, thkt^ the one wav called Bros, Ukl 
Ihc btber Anteros, but for what n'ason they knew tiot.' ' Upon 
which JambUais, sitting by one of, Ihk springs, pUl khhaml in ilio 
water, and muttering seme firw words l« himself, called up a fair- 
cdmpiexioned boy,, with goid-colourcd locks dangling from his 
luck and breast, so lliat he looketl like one Ihgfwas wasliing \.ind 
then, going to the other spring, abd'doiag as he had done before, 
cattrd up anoibcr Cupid, with darker and radre dfadicTclIed hiUn 
upon wlilch both the Cupids cliipg About Jamblicus; but he pro 
I scoily sent ttiem back to their proper (daces. After this, his 
I'frioitdssubmlHed'ibeir belief id Idm in every thing."— E.) 
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My solitude 19 solitade DO niorff 
.Diit peopled vrith tite Furies:'-! have gnash'd i 
My teeth in darkness till returning tnorn, 

'n^n cursed myself till sunset I have pray’d 
For madness as a h{essing<>-’t is denied me. 

1 have affronted deatli~but In tlic war 
Of elements the w aters shrunk from me, ^ 

'And fatal things pass'd harmless — the cold hand i 
Of an all'pitiless demon held me back, I 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. I 

In fantat)', imagination, all 
The ofThnence of my soul — which one day was 
A ('rcesus in creation — LjUunged deep, ' 

Bat, like on eUiing wove,, it dash’d me baek | 

Into thfe gulf of iny unfathom’d thou^it. J 

I phinged amidst mankind— Forgetfulness . 

I sought fn-oll, save where 't is to be found. 

And that I have to learn my sciences, 

My long pursued and super-human art. 

Is mortal hdVe— I dwell in my despair — 

And live— and live for e^er. 

If’itrii. It may be 

That I can aid U>ee. 

Man. To do tins thy power 

Must wake the dead!* * or lay me low witli Uiem. 

1)0 so— in any shape— in atfV hour — 

With any torture — so it be the losL 

IFifrh. 'fhat is not in my province ; but if thou 
Wilt swear obedience to my w ill, and do 
My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes. 

Mail. I will notswear— ^ley! and whom.’ thespirits 
Whose presence 1 command, and be the slave 
Of those who sen ed me— Never I 

intrA. Is this all ? i 

llastthmi no gentler answer? — Yet bethink thee. 
And pause ere thou rejectest. 

Man. I have said it. 

Wifeh, Enough!— I m«ly retire then— say! I 

.Man. Retire! | 

1 7fte Witch rfijcppears ^ 

fl!a«, (a/rmr). We are the fools of lime and terror ; 

' days I 

Steal on us and steal from us; yet we live, I 

Loathing our life, and dreading ^ill to die. i 

In all the days of Hiis.delestedyoke^ i 


This vital w'cight upmi lliC'Mniggling lieart, 

Mhicli sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain. 
Or joy that ends jn agony or fointniw— 
in all the days of past and future, for 
In life there is ijo present, wc can numti^-r 
How fe«P— how less than few— whereirv the soul 
Forbears to pant for death, and ye\ draws imek 
A*s from a'streain in w inter, though the chill 
He but a moment's. I have one resource 
Still in my science— I can call tlu: dead, 

And ask them wliat it is we dread tp be : 

The sternest answ er can but be the Grave, 

And Uiat is nothing — if they answ er, not — 

The buried FrophetaDSweredto^he Hag 
Of Kndor; •' ami tlte Spartan Monarch drew 
From (be Ryzantiue maid's tmslceping spirit 
An answer and his destiny— be stew* 

That which he ioviM, unknowing what tie slew. 

And died iinpnrdon’d— though he call'd in aid 
Tlie Phy.itan Jove, and in HiigaJia roused 
The Arcadian Evocators to conqxl 
'Die indignant shadow to depose ixr wrath. 

Or fix her term of veugeaiice— she re^iUe d 
In words of dubious import^ hut fuifiird.* 

If 1 liad never lived, tbai w|||icli I love 
Had still been living; bad 1 never loved, 

Tliat which 1 love would still be beautiful— 

Happy and giving liuppinese. Wliatissbc? 

AVhat is she now? — a sufferer for my sins— 

A thing I dare nut think upon — or notlring. 

\\ i(hii) few hours 1 sliall nut call in vain — 

Yet in this hour I driMid the thing 1 dare : 

Vntil this hour I never shrunk to gare 
On spirit, good orevil— now 1 tremble, 

And feel a strange cold tliaw upon my heart. 

Hut 1 can act even what I most abiior. 

And champion human fears.— Hie night approaches. 


Ths SumHuit tk*i Jun^ffrau HUmmtabt^ 

Fust Destixy. 

The moon is rising broad, and round, and bright ; 
And here on snows, wliere never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread. 


• {SccufUf, p. ass. n.— E.] I 

• ibe Starr of Psustnlu. kiairof Sparta (who oommanded-Uw 
G»ed^»l ibe baUl« of Platea. and aflerwanU pcrislird 1^ ao D- 
tempt to betray the Laccda-moQlsush and CJeooicu, is (old in Plo* 
larch's Uf<* of Cimen : and io the l.aconic«<or Pausanixt the so- 
phist, in bb deaaipUoD of Greece.— 'Jbe following is ibe pasaoRc 
from Pkitar^ c— ** It U related, (hat whoii Pausanias was at Dy- 
zaoUam, be cast bis eyea iipoo a youo< virgin named Cleonice. of 
a noble family there, and imisted op having her (or a mblrea*. 
The iiarmis, inUmidaicd by hft |»ower, were ander the hard iic* 

• cesiily of giving np tlieir daughter. The youi^ woroap beggetl 
that (he Iiglit might be taken out of his' a;4rtmeoU, (hat she 
might go to his bed in secrecy and silence. When she enUrtHl 
lie was asleep, and she uiifortui^audy stuniblc*d u|ioa the oandle> 

stick, at|d threw it down. , The ^olsi^ waked him suddenly, -and 
he, (n hia confqsioa. iMuklog it was an cociny coming to asaassi- 
tuic tiitu, nuaheaibed a dagger that lay by him. and jduPged it 


I into Ibe virgin's heart. 'After ibis he could oerer rest* Her 
Image appeared to him every nigtii, and with a menacing tone re- 
I pealed Utis heruic verse, — 

‘ ‘Oo lo tlM (su wblfb pride and lust prvfMrr.’ 

The Allies, highly incensed at this Infamous action. Joined Cfmon 
(9 liesiege him Jn Byiantium. Bui he foand mhanr to escape 
Ihencea and, as ht was sbll haunted by -the spectral he Is said 10 
have applied to a temple at Hcracira. where the manes of ibe dead 
-were consulted. There he invoked Ibe. spirit of Clepnice, and 
entrealetl her paiMon. She appeared, and told, him ‘ he wovid 
soon be delivered fZoin alljhii troubles, after his return to Sparta i * 
In which, it seems, his death was cn gtAalleally (ortloM. Thear 
pirtioulacs we hare from many lijsturlans.''— L ascboin's pIu~ 
ttirch. vol. Id. p. 979. - " Thus we flud,*^adds the innslalor. ** that 
it was a custom In the Pagan as well as Id Ute Hebrew theology, 
lo-conjure up the spirits of the dead ; and that Ihe wlicfa of Endor 
was not Ibe only witch in the wusld.**— E-l 
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And leove no traces $ o’ev the savage sea. 

The glassy ocean of flie mountain ice, . 

We Skim its rugged breakers, which put on 
The aspect of a tumbling tempest’s foam. 

Frozen in a moment' — a dead w hrrlpool’s image : 
And this most steep iantistic pinnacle, . . . 

The fretwork of some earthquake — where tlie clouds 
Fause to rejmse themselves in passing by~ 

Is saerpd to our revels, or our vigils; 

Here do I Wait my sisters, on our way ' . ' 

To the Hall of Arirotfnes, for to-night 

Is our great festival — *t is strange tliey come not. 

A Voice icithout, singing. 

The Captive lisurper, 

Hurl’d down from the tlirond, 

Lay buried in torpor, 

Forgotten and lone; 

I broke through Itis slumbers, 

I khiver'd his chain, 

^ 1 leagued him w ith numbcrs>- 
Hfi’s Tyrant again! 

• With the blood of a million he ’ll answ er my care, 
With a nation’s destruction— his flight and despair. 

Second Vfice, leifftout. 

The ship sail’d on, the ship sail'd fast. 

But Ileftnot a sail, and I left "not a mast : 
lliere is not a plank of the hull op the deck, 

And there is not a’ wretch to lament o'er his wreck ; 
Save one» whom 1 held, as he swam, by the Itair, 

And he was a subject well worthy my care; 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea— , 

But 1 saved him to wreak further havoc for me ! 

First Destpiv. anitcerinff. 

The city lies sleeping ; 

\ The morn, to deplore it, 

Ma>' daw n on.it weeping : 

Sullenly, slowly, 

The black, plague flew o’er it — 

Thousands lie lowly; ^ 

• Tens of thousands shall perisli— 

The living shall fly from 
' . The sick they should diepisli ; ^ * 

But nothing can vanquish ' . ’ 

The touch that they die from. 

. Sorrow and anguish, * , 

' . And evil and dread, * ' , 

Envelope a nation— 

The blest are the. dead, . ; , 

Who see not tlte sight ‘ 

\ . Of their own desolation— , ■« 

This work of a night — ' 


I to * niQrm: TIobhouM tnsmouolcd to get over well i 

1 tried lo my hor*^ overt ihc lior^C .unli op to the chin, and 
ot ODur'C he and f were in llie mud tof^tticr; bemlrrd, hut not 
hurt; and rods- Hb. Arriv^'^at Uie ^rindenwald; 

muontod again. aikI rode to the hislicr glacier— liken fi ostnAai'- 
tieane.‘'—Sicht%uhtal.—E.l ' 

• [ThU we Uilnk ta out of place, at leail, if oot out of cha- 


I This wreck of a realm— this deednf my doing— 

For ages I ’ve done, apd shall still be renewing! 
Enter tfui SBConn and Tmap DnsTUtiES. 
rMe Thrte^ 

Our bands contain tlie hearts of men, 

Our footsteps are their graves; ' 

We only give to lake again 

The spirits of our slaves ! \ 

Welcome!— Where ’s IS’eni^s? ' 

. Second Des. At some great work ; 

But what I know not, for my bands were full. 

Third Des. Behold she cpmeth. 

Enter .Nsmsis. 

First Des. Say, where hast thou been? 

My sisters and thyself are slow to-nigHt> ' 

Sem. 1 was detain’d repairing shatter’d thrones, 
Manning fonis, restoring dynasties, 

Avenging nien upon tlieir enemies, 

And making them repent their own revenge ; 
Goading the wise to madness; from the dull 
Shaping out oracles to rule the world 
Afresh, for they were waxing out of date, 
Aodmortals dared to ponder for themselves, 

To weigh kings in the balance, uud to speak 
Of freedom, the forbiddCh fruit.— Away ! 

We have outstay’d the hodr— nvount we our clouds I ** * 
• [Escennt. 

SCENE IV. » 

The Ball of Artm<nies^~Jrima1Us oH his Tttrone, a Ctotfe of 
^ Fire, sun'<mndedl/g Ike Spir^. 

Hymn of the Svibits. 

< 

Hail to our Master ! — Prince of Eartli and Air ! 

Who walks the Clouds anil waters — iu his hand 
The sceptre of the elements, which tear 
Themselves to chaos at his high command ! 

He breatheth — and a tempest sliakes the sea ; 

lie speak^tb — and the clouds reply in tlumder ; 

He gazelh — from his glance the suobeoms flee ; 

He moveth— earthquakes rend the world akunder. 
Beneath his-footsteps the volcanoes rise; 

His shadow is the Pestilence; his path 
The comets herald through the crackling skies: * 

And pfanets turn to ashes at bis wrath. 

To him >Var offers daily sacrifice; 

I To him Death pays his tribute; l^ife m his. 

With bn its infloite of agonies — 

And bis the spirit of whatever is ! . 

£n/er (he Destinirs and Nrmbsis. . 

First Des. Glory to Anmanes! on the eartli 
His power increasetb — both iny sisters did 
I Uis bidding, nor did I neglect my duty I u * 


racier ; and Utoufili Uieaalhor may tell u« that hjtnun calamlUea 
are naturally aiildecia of deriiloa to tlie miitjften of Teo^nce. 
yer we cannot be permaded that uUried and potiUcal allmioo* 
arc at ail coropalible-wUh the feeling and UnpresMoos ^hich U 
wa> here bU bodne« lo maluUiu.— jarriRT.] 

> [IIS.^*'Tb.ceiiMt.lMnU tbr«Q|!htli.| | 
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Second Dec. Glory to A/iOun*es t Ve who, bow 
Tkte necks of men, bow dot^n bef<A‘e his Uirone! 

'I'hirfi Ihs. Glory to Arimanes! we await 
His nod! 

AAn. Sovereign of Sov^cigns ! we are thine. 

And aU that liveth, more or less, is our^ 

And most things wholly so ; still to uicrease 
OurpoweiK iiicreasii^ thine, demands our care, 

And wo are vigilant — Thy late eonumnds 
Have been.fulfill'd to the utmost. 

^nter Ma.vfud. ^ , 

A • • What is here? 

A mortal ! — Thoirino^t rash and i^tal wretch^ ^ 

Bowdownend»orsNip! « * 

SeroM<fSp»ri*. ♦ ^ 1 do know the man — 

AVagian of great power, and.fearful skill 
0 Third SpirU*How down and worship, slave! — 

* What, know’st thou not 
TtiincMd our Sovereign? — Tremble, and obey! * 

All theSpirUg. Prostrate thyself and thy con- 
demned clay, \ * 

Child of the Earth ! or dread tbftworst. • * 

Man. * * I know it; 

And yet ye see I kneel not. , 

Fourih Spirit. T will be taught thee. 

Man. 'T is tai^ht ^ready;— teany a night on the 
V earth, . . 

On the bare ground, have I bowM down my face, 
And strew’d my head with ashes ; X bave known 
The fulness of humiliation, for 
I sank before my vain despair,. and knelt 
To my own desolation. 

Fifth Spirit. Dost thou dare 

Kefiis^ to Arfmanes on his throne 
What the whole earth accords, beholding not 
The terror of hisGlory ? — Crouch! I say. ' 

Bid him bow down to tliat which is above him, 
The overrdling InGnite — the Maker « 

Who made him not for worship— let him kneel. 

And we will kneel together. 

The Spirits. 9 Crush the worm ! 

Tear him in pieces ! — 

f'iivt peg. Hence! Avaunt ! — he *s miner 

Prinee of the Powers invisible! this man 
Is of no common order, as his port 
And presence here denote ; his sufferings 
Have been of an immortal nature, like 
Our own ; his knowledge, and his powers and will, 
As far as is cmnpatible with clay, 

Which clogs the ethereal essence, have been such 
As efay hath seldom borne ; his aspirations 
Haye been beyond the dwellers of the earth, 

•And they have only taught him what we know — 
That know ledge is noPhappihess, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Whieft is anettber kind o( ignorance. 

This is not all — pssions, attributes 
Of earth and heaven, from wliich no pow'er, nor being. 
Nor breath, Trotn the worm upwards, is exempt, 
Have pierced his heart, and in their cons^uence 


&15 

Made him a thing, which I, who pity not. 

Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine, 

And thine, it may be— be it so, or not, 

No other Spirit in this region hath 
A soul like his— or power upon his soul. 
iVem. Wliat doth he here thcif? , 

First Dps. . * Let him answer that, 

dfan. Ye know what I hav(f known; and without 
power ^ 

I could not be amongst ye :1)Ut there are 
Powers deeper still l>eyond — I edme in quest 
Of such, to answer unto what I seek. 

A>m. What wouldst thou? 
iWflM, Tlioucanst notreplytomc. 

Call up the dead — my question is for them. 

i»m. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avouch 
Tlie wishes of this mortal ? 

Art. Yea. 

Arm. Whom wouldst thou 

Unchamel? 

Man. ^ One without a tomb — call up 
Astarte. 

Nembsu. 

Shadow! or Spirit! . . 

^Vhatever thou art, ' 

Whicli still doth inherit 
The whole ora part f 
Of the fornl of thy birth, 

Of the mould of thy clay, 

Which return’d to the earth, 

Re-appear to the day ! 

• Bear what thou.borest, , ' 

'n>e heart and the form, 

And the aspect thou wo?est 
Redeem from the worm. 

Appear ! — Appear !— A ppear ! 

Who sent thee there requires thee here ! 

( The Phantom o/* Astartf. rises and stands in the 
midst. 

Man. Can this be death ? there’s bloom upon her 
cheek ; 

But now I see it is no living hue, 

But a strange hectic— like the unnatural red 
Which Autumn plants upon the perish’d leaf. 

It 18 the same! Oh, God l .that 1 should dread 
To look upon the same — Astarte! No, • 

I cannot speak to l>er — but bid her speak— 

Forgive me or condemn me. 

Nehbsis. 

By the power which hath bixdlen 
T1)e grave which entbralfd thee, 

Speak to him who liath spoken, 

Or those who liave call’d thee ! 

3fai». She is silent, 

And in that silence I am more than answer’d. 

A>m. My power extends no further. Prince of Air ! 
It rests w'ith thee alone— command her voice. 

Ari. Spirit— obey this sceptre.! 

»iji. Silent still! 

She is uot.ofour order, but belongs 

44 
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To the other powers. Mortal] thy quest is vaio, 

And we are bailed also. 

3lttM. Hear me, hear me — • 

Astarte ! my beloved ! speak tp me : 

I have so much endured— so inpch endure— • 

Look on me! the grave* hath not citanged thee 
more * 

Than I am changed for tliee. Thou Ibvedst me 
Too much, as I loved thee : wc were not madt^ 

To torture thus eacJi otlier, though it were ^ 

The deadliest sin to love as wc have lovecj. 

Say that thou loath’st me not — that I do bear 
This punishment for boUi — that thou wilt be 
One of the blessed — and that 1 shall die. 

For hitherto all hateful things conspire 
To bind me in existence— in a life 
Which makes me shrink from immortality — 

A future like the past. I cannot rest. 

I know' hot what [ ask, nor wliat I .seek 
I feel but what thou art — and what I am ; 

And I would hear yet onee before I perish 
The voice which was my music— Speak to me ! 

For I have call’d on Ihce in the still night, 

Startled the slumbering birds from the bush’d boughs, 
And woke the mountain wolves, and made the caves 
Acquainted with thy vainly echoed name, 

Which answer’d me-^-inany things answer’d me — 
Spirits and men — but thou wert silent all.' 
let speak to me! 1 have outwatch’d the stars, 

And gazed o'er heaven in vain in seard) of thee. 
Speak to roe ! 1 have w ander’d o’er the earth, 

And never found thy likeness— Speak to me ! , 

Look on the fiends around— they fed for me : 

I fear them not, and feel for thee alone — 

Speak to me ! thotigh it be in wrath ; — but say — 

1 reek not what — but let me hear thee once— 

This once^— once more! • 

Phantom of Astarte. Manfred ! 

Won. ^ SayoD,sayon— 

1 live but in the sound — it is thy voice! 


Phan. ffanfreiH T(Mnorrow;ends thineeartbly ills. 
Farewell! • 

Man. Yet one word more— am 1 forgiven? 
Farewell ! - 

Man. Say,, shall we meet again ? • 

Farewell! f * 

Mflu. One >?ord for*niercy ! Say, Uioulovcst me. 
Fhaii. Manfr^! • . 

« i The Spirit o/'Astabie dita^earf. ■ 
iVem. She ’s gone, and will not be cecalt’d ; 

Her words.will be fuIGIUd. Heturp to the earth, 
t A Spirit. He is convulsed — This is to be a mortal, 
And seek (he things beyond iportality. * ^ 
AmVi^r Spii-it. Ytt,see, he maslbrcth himself, and 
• makes ♦ . , ^ , v 

Ills torture tributary to his w ill. 0 
Had he bee^ one of us, he would fifeve mode * 

An awful spirit. « * ■ , 

i\fin. Hast tliou further question • 

Of dir greaj sovereign, or his w^rsliippet% ? 

Mon. None.* * * 

.\fw. Then fbr □ time farewell. 

Il/aii. W;e meet theit! UJii il; ? On the eartU? 

Even as thou w ill : and for the grdte accorded 
1 now depart a debtor. Fare ye well ! 

{ Exit MA.vraED. 

{trenc clotrt.) 


ACT III.* 

• • 

SCENE I. 

A Halt /n tke Casife of Manfred. , 

« 

Ma 5FRED dfuf IIkhma?!. 

jVmi. Wliatisthehour? - * * * 

tJer. It wants but one till sunset. 

And promises a lovely twiliahtt • * 

Man. '* Say, * 

Are all .things so disposed of in the tower"* 

As I directed? * 


* [Over Ibis One draniA, a moral feelmg han^ like a aombroiis 1 
thunderH:ioiid. Nu other sum hut that so darkly tl)sdow«*d out I 
could have furnished to dreadTol ao Ulusiraiiou of the hideous ab> 
erralioni of human nature, however itobie and majesUc, when 
left a prey to ipi desires, its passions, and Us linakination. The 
ticaiily, at one lime so inooernUy adorc^I. is at last* aoilcd, pn>- 
faned. and violated. AffertioD, love, riiIII. horror, remorse, and 
desih, come in terrible succrsAkxo, yet all darkly linked logeihcr. 
We Ihink of Attartcai youns, beautiful. ItiDoccnt^kuiliy— lost 
.—murdered— buried— Jodi;ed—panione<l: but still, in her per- 
mitted vUit to i-arth, tpeakinx In a voice of sorrow, and w ith a 
countenance yet pale with mortal trouble. We had but a ftlimpse 
of her id her beaiily ami iiiiioceoce: but. at last, sliv rises up be- 
fore us in all Ibe mortal sileitce of a shosl. with (lied, Riated. and 
passiouless eyes, revealing death. Judgment, and eternity. The 
moral brcaihet and burns in every wonl,— In sadueits. misery, 
inianiiy. desolaitoo, aod death. The work is ' instinct with spirit,' 
—and In the agony aud dislracUon. ami ail Its dimly imagined 
raiiio*, we behold. Ibrnigh broken up, conftiaed. and shaUcaHl, 
the elemeuti of a parer eihirnce.«-l*aof es 50 » Wn.so*i.] 

* [The lliinl act. as originalii' wjiltt n being sbow n to (he laic 
Mr. r,itfonl, be expressed his iiufavuurable opinion of It very dit- 
ltDC(ty;aod Ur. tfiiriky^raDsinkted ibU to Lord Byroiy The 
rnniil is tohl in the fnilowiog cxiracls b'om his ieltera . 


‘•Venice, April 14, i*l7.— TheUlnl act is certainly d— d b»l, 
aod. like the Archbidiop of Grenada's homily (whicIrsaVOurnl of 
the (>aby <. has the dregs of my fever, during which it wgs s^tieti. 
It must on HO orroNni be published In Its prAtcni stale. I will 
and reform It, or rewrite it aiiog>'Uier; but Ibe ImpuJfh is gooc. 
I snd I have no chance of making .iny Ihin^ out uf it. The spc«-ch 
I uf Uanfred to Ihe .Sun la Ihe only pari of this Act I lboii$ht good 
I myself; liic rest is cerlalnly-as bad as bad cait be. ami 1 wonder 
! what the devil possessed me. 1 am very glad, indeed, that }00 
I sent me Mr. Ginord's opinion wiUiout rfrduriiim, l)oyo«*up* 
I poM me such a booby as not to be very much obliged to him? or 
I that I was not. and am not, convinced and convicted in mj, con* 
j sdcoceuf ihUsameoTcrlact of ni>nfinase? I shall try at it again ; 
IB Uie mean lime, lay it upon tliesbelf— llie whole Drama I mfao 
— Rccullocl nof to publish upon pain of 1 kuow not wliai. until 1 
have tried ag^in at the third aft. 4 api not sure that I shall try, 
I aod slill less that I ihall succeed if I do-** 

i •* Borne, May 5.— I have rc-wrlgeM the greater part, .ind re- 
I (iirnod wliat is not altered in ()io proof you sent ipe. Th(^ Abbot 
is become a good man, and the Spirits an- bamight In at the death. 
I You wilt find,.! Ibink, some good poeliy irf^his torn Acl.lwte 
I and there ; ami If ab. print It. wilboul $(*0(1108 me (.irtlirr proofs. 
I under Mr. Gifford’s eorreetian, if he wDLIiaveahc goodiieM to 
I ov^lopk B.) , [t.:* r.‘ . 
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Her. ^11, my lord,*are ready : 

Here is the key and casket. • 

Man.* * It is well: 

Thou may’st retire. * ^ 

* ( Exit IlBaiiAN 

Nan. (d/one). « There is a caldi upon me — 
Incxpli^blestillt^ss! which tilfnow ^ 

Did nof belohg to whaul knew4)f life. ■* ^ 

]f that 1 did Tiot know philosophy 
To be o^ alkour vunlties the inotliest»% 

The merest word that ever fool’d the eaf 
Front out-thp schoolman's jargbnvl should deem 
The golden secret, the- sought ** Kalon,” found. 

And seated in my soul. It will not last, 

But it if well to have known it, thpugh but once : 

It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense, 

And I within my tablets would note down , 
That there is such a feeling. Who is there? 

Re-enter IIbuxan. * 

Her. My lord, the abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

, fnter f/ie Abbot OF St. Mai'RICB. 

Abbot. Peace be with Count Manfred ! 

• Mam Thanks, holy father.' wcicoinc to these walls 
Thy presence honours them^ and blessetli those 
Who dwell within them. 

Abbot. Would it were so, Count !- 

But 1 would fain confer wiili thee alone. 

Man. Herman, retire. — What would my reverend 
guest ? . 

J466of.*TJius, without prelude : — Age and zeal, my 
oflipe, , . 


i And good intent, must plead my privilege ; 

Our near, though not acquainted neighbourhood, 
t May also be my herald. Rimmurs strange, 

And of unholy nature, are abroad, 

I And hijsy with thy name; a noble name 
For centuries: may he who bears il now' 

Transmit it unimpair'd ! ^ 

.Maw. , Proceed,—! listen. 

' /16*b(il.’Ti6Saidlhouholdcslconvcfsewltlithelhings. 
Which are forbid<len to the seardi of man 
That Vilh the dwellers of tlu* dark abodes. 

The many evil and unheavcnly spirits 
Which w alk the valley of the shade of death, 

Thou comniuiiest. I know that with mankind, 

I TIjv fellows in creation, thou dost rar61y 
j Exchange thy thpughfs, and that thy solitude 
Is as an anchorite's, were if but holy. 

Man . And vvhat are they who do avouch these things? 
.Ifcbof. My pious brethren — the scared peasantry— 
Even thy' own vassals — w ho do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life's in peril. 

Mail. Take it. 

. .A66of. I come to save, and not destroy — 

; I would not pD‘ into thy secret soul ; 

But if these things be soolli, there still is time 
For penitence and pity: reconcile thee [heaveu, 
W ith the true church, and through the cliurch to 
. Man. 1 hear thee. This is my reply : whate’er^ . 

I may have been, or am, doth rest between . 

Heaven and myself. — I shall not clwosc a mortal 

To be my mediator. Have I siim'd 

Against your ordinances? prove and punish!* 


• [Tbui far llie leil tUndi u origlnBIly penoeri i we Miblola the i 
sequel of Uw aceoe as giveo io Ihe-firel MS. 

^ Tbrn, bear atid irembk! Fw tbe beB<Iftreo( %re(ch | 
W'bo to ibe 6iaU of fiiute tunllboad 

Woukl ibleM blnueir, and bnlilr for hU ilna. , 

Tbere 1< Ibe aiabe on earth, and beyond eanb etarnil — i 

Baa. Cbarliy.nKMl rereread falber, 

* Becuswe (by llpaso ofarb norp Ibao thb menace, 1 

Tbet I would call iboe bee* Io It : bul aay, ! 

Wbal woukdti ibou nlib mef 

i>^{. II may be ibere are 

Things ibal rroald shake Ibae— hut I keep ihen^bark. j 

Aud giro lh(« itli io-tDorro«* lo re(itnl. ] 

Then U thou doal not ad detole Ibyaell j 

To penance, and with gift of all thy Uuds ■ 

To ib« mouaslart — , * 1 

Jfaa. I aodmlaod tbce.-rtcllr * | 

jaaol. Eipcet no mercy ; 1 have warned iBro. ' ^ . | 

Max. (opentao (k« ea«lr(.| siop- 

Tticrd Ua gtri w ihn wlihio fbbeasket. I 

( Misrato open* lAe corftcl. ilrieeta Ugkt, and 
Pnnu softa ineeiua. 

Qo 1 Aaf Uroih f • r . i . , 

Tit* Oino!i AapyatoTB oppaora, tiMfInf *t folUtw* : | 

The rarktr tilt. | 

Oa Ibe men*alooe, | 

And hU Mack wliifJHt* j 

O'or the mllk-«%btla boon: I 

Toaod/ro.Bi the nigfal-nlods blow, I 

Tbenrraat of the awaMiii sMlngs;- i 

Anal ibere alone, on Ibe ra*e«istone,* *. 

The raten flaps his duaky wings. | 

Tha fellers creak-aod bb ebon lieak 
Crooks 10 ibc close of Ibe bellow sound ; 't 

’ *' llATen-sienp (inbcDslelu). a iranalallou of Ibe CmDan word for Ibe 
gibbet, which In Germany and SnlUerUod b permsMul, and loada ot 
alone.'' 


And this la tba Une, by ibe light of ibo Doou, 

To wbh b the wUebes dance Ibeir round— 

Merrily, nierilly,clieerliy.rbn:rlh, ‘ 

Merrily speeds Ibe ball : 

The dead in tbek sbrvuds, and Ibe demo os in clooda^ 
Plod, to the wiu-hea' rarolvat: 

'JAkof. I ftar tbee not— tciace— heiK-e— •* 

Areunl Ibee. evil one t— help, bo! vilpteui Iherel' 

Ma«. Coarey Ibis man to ibeShrerkborn-to Ita peak— 
.To iueilrnnest peak— wal^b wUb blm iliere 
Prom now UIPsQiirlw; let him gair. eud know 
Ite ne'er again will be so near lb iiraten. 

But harm him not; and, wbeo ibe morrdw broaka, 

Sel bim down safe tu fats rell- away wlib biml 
Ask. Had I not bctler bring bts brethren loo, 

CoDveni and alt, h» bear bIm company r 
Man. ho. Ibis will serve for Ibe present. Take blni up. 
isA. Come, frier! now en eiorrlaai or two, 

And we shall Oy U>e lighter.^ 

AsnikOTB dfseppMTS wflA (As AaMT, atapfag os /ef/oars 

A prodigal son, and b msld.imdonc. 

And a widow rp-weddod wllhin ttwyear; 

< Aod a worldly monki and a pregnadt nuo, 

Are iblBgf w bleb every dey appeer. 

i 

Haerato ofoac. 

Jfaa, Wby would this (ool brtek in on om, and foroi 
My art to pranks faoiAsItcal ?-no mailer, 

II was not of ray K«klng. My been skkens. 

And weighs a Os'd torrboding on my tool ; 

Boi il la iaim— calm M a nlleu sea 
Aflrr (be barrlcaoe: ibe wind# are atlll. 

Bat Ibe cold wavea swell high and beaiUy, 

And Ibmls danger Ib Iheiu. Sutli a rest 
Is no repoae. My Itfk hath been a coubal. 

And every tboogbt a woond, till I am ararr'd 
lo iba IminorUI pari of bi«.— W hat now?**] 
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BYRON’S 

AhhoL Mysoni I did DOt S|)eak of punishment, 

But penitence and pardon ;-*-with thyself ^ > 

The choice of such rcinnins — and for the fast, 

Our institutions and our strong belief 
Ifavo given me power to smooth tlie path from sin 
To higher hope and better tlmughts \ the first 
I leave to heaven,— “Vengeance is mine alone! ” 

So saith the Load, and with all humbleness * 

Uis servant echoes back the awful word. - * *- 

Man. Old man ! there is no power in holy men, 

Kor charni in prayer— nof purifying form * • 

Of penitence — nor outward look— nor (ust — 

!Nor agony— nor, greater than all these. 

The innate tortures of that deep despair, , < 

Which is" remorse without the fear ofhcll, 

Blit all in all suflinent to itself 

tVould make a hell of hca^'cn— can exorcise ' 

From out theunbounded spirit the quick sense 

Of its own sins, wrongs, stiffcrance, atid revenge 

Upon itself; there is no future pang 

Can deal that justice on the &elf<ondcino'd 

He deals on his own soul. 

i4f>6o(. All this is well ; 

For this will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
With cahn assurance to that blcss(4 place, 

Which all w ho seek may win, whatever be » 

Their earthly errors, so they be atoned : 

And the commencement of atonement is 
The sense of its necessity. — Say on — 

And all our churcli can teach thee shall be taught; 
And all we can .absolve thcc shall be pardon’d. . 

Man, When Rome’s sixth emperor' was near his 
The victim of a self-inflicted wound, (last, , 

To shun the torments of a public death* , f \ 

From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier, ! 

With show of loyal pity, would have stanch’d 
The gushing throat with his officious robe; 

The dying Roman thrust him back, and said — 

Some empire still in his expiring glance, 

“It is too late— is this fidelity ?” 

Afcbof. And what of this? * 

jifan. lanswerwiththeRoman— 

“It is too late!” ’ 

Abbot. It never can be so, 

To reconcile thyself with thy own soul, 

And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no hope? 
’T is strange— even those who do despair above, 

Vet shape themselves some fantasy on earth, I 


WOBKS„ 

To which trail twig ding,.like|irownijig nen. 
\Mai).<Ay — father^ 1 hare bad those kqrtfa^Tisiooi 
And noble aspirations in my yddll), « ^ 

To make my own tlie mind^f other naen. 

The enlightener of naflons ; and to risd 
1 knew not whither— it might be ta»fall;.- 
I But/all, even as the idountain-pat^Dgct, ^ S 
I Which havipg leapt from its more dazzlfng^^t, 

! Even intlie foaming strengyi of jts^by^, | 
(Which casts U|) misty columns uiaj beeoiDe 
Clouds raining from the re-ascend^ skies;) 

Lies low but miglity still. — Rut thKis past, * 

My thoughts mistook themselves. 

Abbot. And wherefore so? 

Man. I could nqt tame my nature dow n ; for he 
Must serve who fain would sway — and soothe— and 
sue — 

And watch all time— and pry into all place— 

And be a livihg lie — who would become 
A mighty thing amongst thib mea;i, and such 
The mass are; I disdain’d to mingle with 
A herd, though to be leader— and of wolves. 

The lion is alone, and so am I. 

Abbof. And w hy not live and act with other jnen? 
Man. Because my nature was averse from life; 
And yet not cruel; forf %ould not make,* 

But find a desolation like the w ind, 

Tbc red'bot breath of the inOvSt lone Simogm, 

AVhici) dwells but in the desert, and sweeps o’er 
The barren sands which bear no shrubs to blast, 
And revels o'er their wild and arid waves, 

And seeketh not, so that it is not sought,* 

But being met is deartly ; such hath b<‘cn 
The course of my existence; but there came 
Uiings in my p.qtli which are no more. 

Abbot. Alas! 

I ’gin to fear that thou art past all aid 
From iiH) and from my calling; yet so young, 

I still would— 

Man. Look on me ! there is an ord^ 

Of mortals on the. earth, who do become 
Old in their youth, and die ere middle age, 

Without the violence of warlike death;. 

Some perishing of pleasure — some of study— 

Some worn with toil — some of mere wiearioess— 
Some of disease— and some insanity—) 

And some of w ither'd, or of broken bearU; 

For this last is a malady which skiys 
More than arc number’d in the lists of Fate, 


* (Otho. being defealed In a general engagement near Brixellnm. 
itablied Minwlt. I’lutarch aayi. tlut, though he lived full as baiM)- 
aa Nrro. his bat mnnieDU were those of a philosopher, lie coro- 
Torted hU snldler* who bmcnled his fortune, and ezpreaseii hi< 
conci rn for Ihrir ssfciy. nhtn (Ar$ bolicited lo pay bim the UsI 
rrleodly oflicca. Sfarlblsayst 

** SU Calo. dum vltlt, lane vet CcMtr major, 

Dum nMrllor,outoqold major Oibouefuil)’'-B.I 


• (MS.- 

*• To ihoo 


iM)i ot life, bat ) 
the torments »rt J 


Chore between them. '7 


pvtilk dealt). 


) [ Thia speech baa been quoted in more than <>Of of (be iketebn 
of the poet's own Jife. Much earlier,- when only twraty-lhrce 
yi-ars of age. he bad ibua prophftitd II set ins as if I were to 
eiperience in tny youth uie greatest misery of old age. My friroiis 
bll arouud me. And t shall be left a lonely tree bt-f ire I am wither 
ed. Ulber men can always refuse in Ibcir families— f have 
no resource but uiy uwu reneuliuns, and they prcKot no prospect, 
bere'or bercarter. eicept the selfish aalUlacliuu of ourviviaginy 
iH'Ucrs. 1 am. indred. very wrctclied. My days are lisllem. ami 
my bights restless. 1 have very seldom any society j and when I 
1 hare, I run mt( of it- I don t knpw.tbat 1 ilia’u'l enil with iosa* 
I nlly.”— jy. irarm, IWI.J 
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Taking all shapes; and bearing many names. * 

Look upon me !*£or even.ornll tliese things .# 

Havel partaken ; and of all'tiTcsc things, 

One were enough ; then wonder not lba| I • 

Am what f am, but that iVver was, ♦ 

Or having been, that 1 am still on earth. '' 

^6bof. Yet, hear n»e still— ' ' 

JIfaii. Old man ! I dotespect 

Thine order, and revere thine years ; 1 deem 
Thy purpose pious, but it is in vpin : 

Think nfe not churlish; 1 would spare thyself, * 

Far more than me, in shunning at this time 
All further colloquy — and so— fardSvell. • 

. [Exit Maxtreo. 

i46&ol. this should have been a noble creature: ‘ be 
Hath all the energy which would have made 
A goodly frame orglorious elements, 

Had they been wisely mingled ; as it is, 

It is an awful chaos— light and darkness — 

And mindandiflu$t — and passions and pure thoughts 
Mix’d, and contending without end or order, I 

All dormant or destructive: he will perish, 

And yet he must not; 1 will try once more. 

For such ore worth redemption ; -and my duty 
Is to dare all things for a righteous end. 

1 ’ll follow him — but cautiously, though surely. ^ 

, (Axit ^VlBOT. 

SCK.NE II. 

Jnotiur (Jtambtr. 

Harfeed and IIemmar. 

Jler. My lord, yoq bade me wait on you at sunset : 
He sinks behind the mountaiq. 

Man, Doth be so? 

1 will look on him. 

LMarfbko adrancr* 7 o the Winttow of the HaU. 
GlqriouS Orb! the idol 
Ofearly nature, and the vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons* 


• Ihe itnmortalilf of Uiesool. It appears to me that there 
cao be Uitle doubt— If we fltcml fur a mument to the action of 
niiod. It b In perpclifai actlvitjr. I used to liuiibl of it— but re- 
fiectkio has taught me belter. How far our future iialc Will be 
ImJivldoal ; or, raihct*. huw far It will at all resemble uur prvscot 
exblcnce. is another (piestioii ; but tliat the iniud Is eternal scans 
as probable as tliat fhe budf U noL Diary, ISM.— **1 

have 00 wUh to reject Cbrutianity witliout iiivestigatiunj on the 
contrary, 1 am very Ut*sin>iM of liclievlnjc fur 1 have no bapplnesa 
In Riy preseoi uoscUled notbos on' religion.'*— E. concertathms 
tcUh Amiwdtr, IS33.) 

> [Ttiere are three only, even among the great poets of modem 
times, who have diuseo tu dcipicL. in their full shape and riguur, 
those aguoiea to wliieta greaf and mediuiive iotellects are, In the 
present progress of hmnart hisiory. ci^xwcd by the ebntal recur- 
rence of a deep and discontented Keplidsio. Ihil there is only 
one who has dared to represvot tUmleir as the victim of Ihuse 
iiamriess and midelUiable sufferings. Guetbc chose for bis duubU 
aud Ills darkoen ibu terrible disguise of the mysterious Faustus. 
bchlllcr, with stlil greater boldue^. planted tl»e same anguish in 
the resUeaa, haughty, and hcruic botfoui uf waNeusteln. Itut Uyron 
haa sought no denial symbol iu which to embody the imtulctudei 
of his soul. Ue lakes the work], and aj) that it ioberii, fur hisarau 
arid bUtpocUturs; and he disidaya bimself befifre (beir gaze, 
wreslliog unceasingly ami mcffcclually wflh the demon that tor- 
■nenia him. At lUncf, there is something mouruful and depress- 


Of the embraefc of angels, with a* sex * ' 

Mbrc beautiful than the^ whit^i did draw down ^ 
TIic errfhg spirits who ton ne’er return. — 

Mpst glorious orb! that wert a worship, ere 
The [mst^ry of (hy making wms reveal'd! 

Thou Earliest minister of the Almiglity, 

W^iich gladden'd, on their mountain tops, the heart 
Of the*Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd 
ThemSelves in orisons ! Thoii fpaterial God ! 

And representaliv'e of the Unknown — 

Who chose thee for his shadow! Thou cliief star!, 
Centre of many stars I which mak'st our earth 
Fndureblc,%tid temperest the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays! 

Sire of the seasons! Monartdi of the climes. 

And those who dwell in them ! for near or far. 

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee 

Even as our outward aspects; — thou dost rise, » 

And shine, and set in glorvi Fare thee welfl 
I ne'er *sball thee more. As my first glance * 

Of Jove and w onder was for thee, then take 
My latest look : thop wilt not beam on one 
To w horn the gifts of life and warmth fis?e been 
Of a more fatal nature. * Ue i$ gone : 

I follow. ’ • 

[ I^ilnt MAxnum. 


^ SCENE ui. , ' 

Tht Mouniain^~f%t CaslU ofilanfred at some AUqgec,— 
A Tnrac4 before a Tower.— Time, TwUt$ht^ 

REUiATr. Manuel, and othfrflfpendanbtofh^ynKB 



years, ^ 

He hath pursued long vigils in the tqwer, 
Without a witness. I have been w ithin it, — 
So have wc all been oft-times ; but from it, * 
Or its contents, it^were impossible 
To draw conclusions absoliitg, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be. sure, thete is 


ing in bis scepticism ; but ofUrAer is of a high and solemn cha- 
racter, approaciiing to the very verge of a couRJiiig faUli. Wliat* 
ever the poet may believe, wc, lib readers, always k-ei oursehes 
too much ennobled and elevateil, even by hb mriancholy, not to 
be conlirmiHl iu our own belief by the very iloubU so majesiicaliy 
conceived aud ullrred. His scCpticimi.' * If it ever approaclics bi 
a creed, carries with. U its refutaiicn iu tt» grandeur. There is 
neither (diilosephy nor rcllgloii in ilioae bituT and savage istyUv 
which have bcs‘n cruelly Uirowii uul, frum many quarirn, against 
those miKKli of mind which are invulunlary. and will iiut fioss 
away; tlie shadows aud s(icctrcswhich still haunt his imaginatum 
may once have dlsUirbod our own;— ibrougK bU gloom there are 
fre<|iiCDt Oash£s of illuminatloa and Ibe sublime sadness whicli 
to him is breathed from Ibo mysteries i^ mortal existence, is al- 
ways Joined with a longing after immurlality, aiuf expressed in 
language that N Itself divine. -^PROFEiisna W ilson,] 

) “And it came to pa^, that the Avns of ccx/sav^'lhe daughters 
of men, that they were fair.’' etc.— '‘There were giants In tiio 
earth in Ihuse days; and also after that, wlicti die ions of 'Gvd 
came In unto Use danglftcrs of men. and they bare cfaUdrenln 
them, the vttne became mighty men which were of old, u.eo of 
renown.*'— ceitrsiz.cb.ri. verses 2 ami 4. • • - 

4 [“Pray, was klanfred’s speech to the Sun still retained In Act 
third? I hope so t ft was one of the best in Uie tiling, ud belter 
ihan the ColiKum "—B. Le1ler$, 1817.) 
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One chamber wh«re ^one enter : I wcmld give 
>The fee' of what I liave to come the^ three j^’cars* » 
To pore upon its mysteries. ♦ , • 

’T were dangerous ;• 

Conteut thyself with what thou know^t already. 

Her. Ab ! Manuel ! thoh art elderly and wise, 

And couidst sa^ much ; thou hast dwelt within the 
castle — • 

How many years Is *t ^ 

Manuel. Ere CountTilanfred’s birth, 

I served h(; father, whom he nou^^ht resembles. 

Her. There be more sods in like predicament. 

But wherein do they differ? • ^ * •. * 

.Manuel. 1 speak not 

Of features or of form, but mind and habits ; * 

Count Sigtsmund was proud,— but gay and free,— 

A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not* ^ , 

With hooks and solitude, nor luadelhe night 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, ^ 

lilerrier than day; he did not walk the rocks 
And forests like a wolf, nor turn aside 
From men an^ their delights.* • 

Her. Beshrew the hour, 

But those were jocund times! 1 would that such 
Would visit (he old wails ag^in ; tliey look 
As if they bad forgotten them. 

3/aHuel. • -• Jliesc walls 

Must dhange their chieftain first. OiW I have seen 
Some Sti^ahge things in them, Herman. ' 

Her. ' '* • , , Come, be friendly ; | 

Relate me some to while away our watch : 

I *vc heard thee dhrUy speak of an event 
Whidi hai^en'd herc:ibouts, by this same tow'er. 

.Manuef.* That Vas fl night indeed! 1 do remember 
*T was twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening; — you red cloud, which rests 
On £iglier*s pinnacle, so rested tlieh, — 

So like that it might be the same; the wind 

Was faiiikand gusty, and the mountain snows 1 


Heg.in to glitter with the climbing ^oon ; 

Count Manfred wlis, as nJwv within liTs tower, — 

How occupied, w'eknew pot, but with him 
The sole companion of his w’nnderiiigs . 

And w atchiogs-^bervwlHpn of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing he seem'd to love,— 

As he, indt^, hy blood was tiound to do, 

The lady Astarte, his • , 

, . ^ . . Hush I ^'ho comes here ? 

• Enter the \uBoi. ’ ^ 

Abbot. Where is yourinaster? 

Her. « Yonder in the tower. 

AMnif. l must speak with him. 

Manuel. T is impossible; 

He is most private, and must not be thus 
Intruded 00 . < 

Abbot. Upon myself I take 

The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be — 

But 1 must see him. 

Her. ThoU bast :^Gn him once 

This eve already. 

dabof. Herman! 1 command theo, 

Knock, and apprise the Count of my approach. 

//er. We dare not. 

Abbot. liien ft seems I must be herald 

Of my own purpose. 

Manvel. HcveremJ father, stop — 

I pray you pause. 

Abbot. Why so? 

. Maiitief. But Step this way, 

And 1 w ill tell you further. , 

i Exeunt. 

sdESE iv.» 

• • * Interior of the Tnwer. 

.4 * Ma!<frf.p alone. 

The stars are forth, tlie moon above the tops 
Of the snow'Sliiniog iiM>untains. — Beautiful ! 

I linger yet with Nature, for the night 


< [ MS.—'* Some itrangc thinti in ihcsc lew rcarf.^oE.]. 

* [The rcuuiuilerof die third act. in iU orig^tl sha{ie, i 
thus:— 

iPrr, ' Louk-k»k-UM tOW*r> 

TM loner ’•ocriiTT. Oh, heomiiaad mfIS I wtui Hmad, 

W(i«i dmdfifl MotHl U that t ' ( i cmA lit* tkimier. 

Uanu4l. Drip, nrl(, (Hrrel-(o the rcMMof ibe Couol,~ 

, Tht Cottot '• lAdtBcrr.-nhat bo I ilicro ! a|fbro4cb I 

1 r*« Serraurt, roiMf*, ose CrcMKlry opproorA, 

^ ' ' iluptfiee iMtk (m«r. 

' If Ibcrr b«suT of you Mbtt bore bcarl • 

Aed lore of buoMii kiiMl, oo«l nlll lo oM 
Tbocrin dlsUcu-fMiife oot— bol foUoit me— - ^ 

' Tbc portoi 'copra, roitow. [ Mcneu pore bi.' 

Btr. ■ ' ^ CoHn-wbofeUorr*? 

W1m(, Dane oV)c?-t« roerroou I chner (bea ' 

Wiiboat. I will aol Nocold Manuef rUk 

nil fei* ranulolag )eari Buslded. [ Utkacs p*M la. 

rawef. * ll4rlM-* 

bo>oli l« clteai-BOi p brMtb-lbe flame 
Whleh clwl lorib curb a bUce li oWo ; 

*• tVbol DMT tbio mranf- LeCcriitert 

Pepceaf. Faiib^el 1,— ^ 

» Ni>L>bk<.hoBr, or two, or more, ffllllolo, 

I ibro w tii Mo) brhiod ; bat, tor mf p«H, 

Ido nM •reprccliely to wbat cod. ' 

craw yearvklB piatios-ooiDe. 

naaacf ifftcoi^ap wf(AM|. Tic all lu rain- > 

lie *c dvkd. 


I 


Btr. 

ItuI 


. (wifAfa). >vtH-erea sow mcibougbl beatored ; 
ilnderk-co beer him enillv out- • * 


/onir-bow rold h« Is t lake rare ol bU temples 
Id nlodiRB dowo ibe sialrcaw. 

4r«n(rr Masccl ead Bitiita, AMrlnji Mcrrnta fa UMr draw. 
AlMBcf. Hie to tb« ccMle, kvoie of )e.' end brtnf 
WhalaWjoBMa. Seddie tbe barb, and speed 
Fpribelmb toibedtr-qoirbl come wairr ibercl 
Ber. Bto ebevk U block— bot tberr U a falat beat 
still IlBirriog about tbe beart. KuiM water. 

[ I*«p cprinktt UARpaio rtlA weter ; e/Icr k peace, A« 

P'rcc come wpiic of life. 

Mooutl. lie c(«ns to stilvr to cpoik-coac-rbcerlj, CobuK 
Be iDorr* hla lipe- caiui heor him I I am old, 

.And raanot calcb fatol Mraad*. 

• ■ [lirkMCR faeffafa^ Ale Arsdowll /Idfafop. 

Btr. • , I bcor a word 

Or two— £at UidteUaetlf-wbat la oeil? 

Wbal 'i lobe done I let a bear bloc to (be raatle. 

f MasrkEO nwbea* iritA' Afc Aaad aof to rmore Aim. 
Jfaaar/, Oedtiai^rosci-kad '( were of oo aren— 

D« cbaDgea rapidly. . 

Btr. “ Twinaoonbee««r.] 

} [ The opening of this iccne i\ perhaps, Oie flnesi pAsxat^e In ibe 
drama; aitd iia kolemn. calm, .tad majt*!dic character throws an 
air of fxaodcurorrr itu; caiasUt^ihe, which was in danger of ap- 
peariug extravagant, ai^ somewhat too iimch in the style of Ihe 
*'UeTiI and I>r. Eaustus."— Wiuoii.} 
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MANFRED. 





Hath been to me ainore famili|ir iace 
Than thatof m«i; and ity^er starr^sl 
Of dim and solitary lovelio^t d 
I leafn'd the l^pguags of anCitber world^ 

I do remember me, that In my yodtb, 

When ) was wan<^ring,-^pon sucfi a night 
1 stood wiihM the Coliseum's wail, ^ v :i 

Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ; - * . 

The trees whi^ greit a^ng the 1>r^en a^hes 
Waved dark in tlmi^uAiidaight, and the stars 
Shone thij>ught))e rests of ruin ;/roin afat‘ , . 
The watel^og l^i^ beyond the 'Mberj^ apd - * ' 
More near frym mi Anars' |iidoce <«me * 

The owl’s tong cry, ^d, interruptedly, J ** . 

Of distant seotinefs the fitful soi^ : 

Begun and died uponlhe gentle wind. ^ 

Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach • * . * 
Appear'd tdHkirt the liori^n, yet they ^ood * * 
Within a bowshot— ^here the Ceesars dwelt, 

And dwell ^e tuneless birds of night, auiidst 
A grove whid^springs^through leveli’d battlements, 
And tw|jDeslits>roots^ith the imperial he^ftiis, 

Ivy usurps the laurel’s place of growth , 

But the gladiators’ bloody C^cus stands, 

A noble wre^ in ruinous perfection 1 * 

While Caesar’s chambers, and the Augustan halls*,. 
Grovel on earth in indistinct^decay.— * 

And thou didst shine, thou rollid^'inpon, upon 
All this, and ^t a wid^andVnder ligfit, 

W hich soften’d down tho hoar aiftterity ee 
Of rugged desolation, and fill'd up, 

As 't werc.anew, the gaps of centvries^ 

Leaving that beautiful which still was so, 

Aud making that wh^h’was not; till tli^ place * . 
Became religion, and the heart ran o^er 
With silent worship of the gr^ of*old! — ^ 

The <|ead»but sceptred soverei^^who still rule ^ • 
Our spirits from^ir urns.— *' 

•Ywas'sueh a night ! 

*T is strange that I recall it at this time; 

But I have found our tdbught^t^kd wildeA f^gbt * 
Even at'tlie moipent when they should array 
Themselves in pensive ord^. ' 

• • • ^ 

Enter the ^ bbot , 

Abbot. ^ ' My good lord I 

I crave a Second grace (or this approach ; 

But yet let hot my humble zeal oflcnd 

By its abn/ptness— all it hath of ill * 

Rf(x>i]s on me;’its good in the effect « 

May light upon your head— cobid 1 saj’ heart — 

Could I touch^ffial, with words or pravers, I should 
Recall a noblp spirit which hath wander’d, * ,•- 
But is not yet allTost. • 

Man. Thoisknow’st me not; 


My days are number'd, and my deeds recorded, 

Retire, or ’t will be dangerous— Awaj' I 
Alt&of. ThQM dust not mean to menace me? 

.Unit. . . , « Not f; 

I simply tell thee peril is at hand, • 

And would preserve thee. * 

A66of. . What dost thou mean? 

• Look there! * , 

)Vl^nt dost thou see? . . 

Abbot. Nothing. . ' . 

• Look there, I soy. 
And steadfastly ;t— now tell me what thou seest? 

Abbot. That which should shake me, — ^but 1 fear it 
not — * 

I sec a dusk and awful fi!*ure rise,'- ' • , i 

Lik^ an infernal god, frOtn out the eartli ; * ' 

His face wrapt in a irfantle, and his form 
Robed as vdth angry rloudii : he stands between 
Thyst'lf and me — but I do fear him not. 

Man. Thou hast no cause— he shall not harm 
• thee — i^iit ^ 1 * 

llis sight may sliock thine old linib»int(^ palsv’. 

T say to thee — Retire ! * 

• And I reply — 

Never — till 1 have battled with this flgnJ: — 

What doth lie here? , , 

Wall. WTjy*^y— what doth he lierc?— 

I did not send for him,— he is unbidden. 

Abbot. Alas! losiinortal! wliitwith guests likethese 
Hast liiou to do? I tremble frfr thy sake: 

• \Vl»y doth Jie gfizc on thee, dnd thou on him.? 

Ah ! he unveils his aspect : on his hrow' 

The thunder-schrs A-e graven; from his eye 
Glares forth the immortality of hell— 

AvaVint !*-— 

Man. Pronounce — what is thy mission? 
spirit, 

• Abbot. Wliat art thou, unknown bring ?‘ 9 ftswer!—» 
.Kpeok! • 

.Spirit. Th*e genius of this mortal. —Come! ’t is time, 
jfan. I am prepared (pi^pll things, but deny 
Tlie power which summons me. Wlio«ent thee here? 
“.Spirit. Thou ‘It know anon — Come! come! 

Man. • I have commanded 

Things of an essence greater far than thine. 

Arid striven, with thy masters. «Cet thee hence! 

Spirit. Mortal! thine hour is com6 — Away! Isay. 
Man.* I kn^w, apd know my hour is come, but not^. 
To render up my sopi to Biirii a§ the^: 

Away I I ’ll die a^s 1 have lived— atone. 

Spirit. Tiien I must summon up my brethren.;—. 

• f [Other ^irlts rise up. 
Abbot. Avaunt! ye evil one^! — Avaunt! Isay, — 

Ye have tto |>ower w here piety hath power. 

And I do charge ye in the name— 


* p* Urove 4 TuiAnt^ht lo we the OulUram l>y raoynUltht < bai *| 

wh:tl can i uy ottbf Cnll|eum? U hcsffn; lo(lc<rrihcil V 
■honicl have thna^hl tm|>nniblc. if I had nol>#rad 'Manfred ' -To 
Kce i( aright, ai the Poet of (he North tcils im of (he fair Mdnnr, 
one 'oiuat »ec it by the pale moonlight.' Ttte rillncas of night, 


the vihbperiog echoov, the moonlight shadowf, and the awful* 
l^randcur of ihi^mpetuling mins, fdrip a icene of romantic aiibli- 
mlty, inch a< Barron alone c^ild describe as it dwerVeS. 
descripBon b ibe very thing iiacJf.''— ManaBwa’a Diagt of on 
tutalid.) 
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5p(rt(. Old (Dan ( 

We kno^ ourselves, our missioo, and thine order; 
Waste not thy holy words on. idle uses,* • 

If were in vain : this man |s forfeited-, 

Onre yiore I sunitnon him— Away ! away ! 

.Wnij. } do defy ye,— though 1 feci my soul 
1$ eljbing from me, yetj do defy ye ; 

Nor will I hence, while I haveearthfy breatl^ 

To breathe nty scorn upon ye — earthly strength • » 
I'o wrestle, though with spirits; what ye take « 

Shall be ta’en limb by limb. * 

Spirit. Reluctant mortal! 

Is this, the Mngian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make himself 
Almost our equal?— Can it be that thou 
Art thus in love with life? the very life. * • 

Which made*thec wretched! 

‘ WrtH. Thou false fiend, <hou liekt ! 

^fy life is In its last hour, — that I know, 

Nor would redeem a moment of that hour;. 

I do not combat against death, but tipee ' . 

And thy surrounding angeJs ; my past power 
Was purchased by no compact with th^ crew, 

But by superipT science — penance— daring— 

And length of wbtehing — Strength of mind— andckiil 
Id knowledge of our4alhers — when the earth 
Saw men and spirits walking side by side, 

And gave ye no supremacy: 1 stand 
Upon my strength- 1 do defy — dedy — 

Spurn back, and scorn ye ! — 

Spirit. BuUhV many crimes 

Have made thee • ^ * 

Mon. What arc ttiey to such as thee ? 

Must crimes be punish’d but by other crimes, , ^ 


And greater tfiminflls'^ Back to thy hell ! 

Thou hast no^ower upon i»e, (Aa( I feel ; 

never shAU possess me, (Ho( I know : 

What 1 have done is done; I bear within 
A torture w Inch ^uid nothing gain from thine : 

Tiie mind wliidi is immqrlal makes itself 
Requital for its good or evil thoughts— 

Is its own origi^ o(iII and end— 

And its own place andiime-^it/innate^sense, 

>Vhen stripp’d of this niorlalify, arrives 

>0 colour from the fleeting things w^Uiout 

But is absorb’dyii stiTferance or in jovr 

Born from the knowledge ofttAw/fdesert. [me. 

TItou didst not tempt me, and tbou couldst not tempt 

1 have not i)een thy^upe, nor am thy prey— 

But was my'own destroyer, and will t>tf 
My own hereafter.— Back, ye )>afned fiends! 

The fiand of death is on me— but not youfo ! 

I Tl^ Demon^ditappear. 
Abbot. Alas! howpalethouart — thy lips arew hite— 
And thy breast heaves — and in tby gasping threat 
Ttie accents«rattle — Give lbypn()'ers to Hbaven — 
Pray — albeit but in lliought,— but die not thus. 

Mrtii. ’T is over — my dull eyes can fix Ibec not; 
But pll things swim around me, and the aarth 
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fore lliee well- 
Give me thy hand. ^ . » 

Abbot. Cold— cold — even to the heart— 

But yet one prayer— Alas! how fares i| with thee? 
Man. Oldman! ’tis not so difficult to die.* 

IMjiTinieD expire#. 

Abbot. He *s gone— his soul hath ta'cn its earlhless 
flight— I 

Whither ? 1 dread to think — but he is gone.* 


• [ lo first editkMi, ihU tine wis accidenlaliy left oot. On 
dUcovcong. the omialuo. Lurd Byrga wrote to Mr. Murray.^ 

^ You hiye (lesU^yed the wlxde efreci ami moral o( tbe.puem, by . 
umllllDg the fast line of Manfred's spea1uiig.'*~K.] 

• [In June, tSM, Lord Byron thus wrlirs to bis pnblishert— 
'‘Rnckwetiissunieihing wliicb will interest you; to wit, the ogl-^ 
uloo of iIm irealest nun In OertlijnV— (>erbJ 4 ia In Europe— upon * 
one u( tlw srtat men of your advcrliierDenU (all ' famoiis hamls.* 
as Jacob Tuiison used 10 say of liis raKfamitlHiis}— in sliort, a cri- 
tique of Goeibe's upon Mnnfied. There is the original, an Kry;- 
lish IraoiJalioa, and an liaUan one* leep Iheui all in your ar- 
chives;, for the opinions of such a man u Goethe, wheibcr 
favourable or not. aif always lutcrestluc;— and IliU Is mofe so as 
fivourabie. IJM Faiut I never read, (or 1 don’t know german ; 
iwt Matthew Monk Lewis, in 4SI6, at Colhtny. translated most 
of it to me viva to&, aod I was uatitrally much struck with its 
but it was The Stembach Snd the Jungfrau, ktui something else, 
much more^han Fnuslus, ilul made me wric^Maolred. The first 
scene, however, aud Kiat of Pausius arc very similar.” 

IlM^fdUowIrtg d the eitract^from ftocllie's ATuiui Mud AiUur- 
thum{i.e. Art and Antk|iiily) which the above lefter enclosrd:— 

*’ Byron's tragedy. ' Msnlrcd.' was to me a wotMlerful 4>benome> 
non, and one Uial closely lodhhed me. This singiilJrly iniellec- 
tual {M^t has lakes my Famtus to him«elf, and extracted from it 
ibestron.gftt nouriihmmt fdr hypochondriac bumopr. lie 
bat nude use o(.ilii;^iiiipclllug principles in his own way, for bis 
^wn purposes, so tlut DU one df litem remains Ibe same; sod it 
is parUeulariy on Ihis sccou;it lhat 4 cannot enui^h admire hl^ 
gentuf.^- The wltole is In this way.so completely formed anew, 
that it would ite an interesting task tor (be criUc to point <Al. Oot 
only the aiieratlobs lie has made, but ibdr degree of resemblance 


witb. or dlsslrallarily to. die original t In the course .of which I 
cannot deny, that the ^uomrhcal of an unfunded and exube- 
rant despair beousna at last oppressive to us. Vet li the dissa- 
Usfsctlun we fed always connecied with ateem aod admlrailoo. 

*** We find ytus. In {hit tragedy, ibe^qtiininseoce of the most as- 
tonlshlog^leut bum fo be ifstiwn loriueolor. The character of 
Lord DyruiiY life and poetry hardly |iermits s Just and cquiiaUe 
fPI»rrdslioa. lie has often euough CunfessetTwIut it is that tor- 
ments him. He has rejtealedly jiftr^yayt d it ^tuJ scarcely any one 
feels coihjISunion fur this iDiulcrable aulTaring, over which be is 
ever laltoriously mmioJUng. There arc, properly siieaklng, two 
fenialti whose phanioms (oreVer haunt Imn, aod which, in this 
piece also, perform principal parts— one under the uame of Ae- 
tarte, ibe other witbont furm or actiMl presence, and merely a 
Voice. Of the horrid occurrence which look place w>th Ibe 
former, *Uie foiluwittg isrelaicd Wbim a buld and eotcriirUIng 
yutmg idin, he won ibe aUL-ctions of a Florentine lady. *' U'er 
• - * 

* l”Tbe Rrive roniSilenre wtih nklcb tbs Tcosrsblc cHiie tracii tbe 
rsncici of hW brotber poel to real pmoos sod CTcnls, t^sSlai oa dklBcolty 
evvti via dwibis lubRler s( Vtureore lo runiim gruundi for bU tbeory, 
■iToilIt BO ouKUlog liMisiKV of tlw dlM><MiiU>u.|0 pfWMinil Uirmigbout 
Ec#upe,to pktore eyVoo u s mao of marvels aud tnyslerle*. as well io hk 
Ilfs as bU poetry. To ibeMcu8Scr^led.or * bully (aUo ifoUoosof bun, tbe 
DttnKrous llciiuiyi pMmed opoolhe world oTbls romaoUetoon aod woo- 
dcrtul afiveyptre*, io plarea be never saw, Bod.nUb persoos ibal osver 
aisled, have, Modoe^i, ooiulderably eoohtbalM^ and lberou«n(ueoceU.»* 
ttilerly ool Irulb a*d oatuie are ibe reprcsnotaliedl uf ^t* Hfv sad cbe- 
lecirr long rurreoi upon Ibe Comloeot. ibai It may b«qoe»iioacd w briber 
tbe rtel ‘ flesh sod bbwd^iero of Ibew peges, -Abe social, praracai>iiilndrd, 
bod, nlib all bis taulls and ecccoUkliles, AoptisS Lord Syroo,— may twi, 
to Ifar over-ciilted loMRlpatluae of ntosl of his forelgo odmirera, appear bol 
ao ordlaary,unraaiSDtlc,aDd proaIr per9vnegc.''-Mooni'a Ufto/ ityros.] 


THE LAMExM OF TASSO. 
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THE LAMENT 

AD\XRTIS£ME?1T. 

At Ferrara, In the IJhrary. arc preserved the original 
BISS. ofTasso'a Gicrusalctiune and of Guarini’s Pastor Fido, 


OF .TASSO." . • 

' - 

S . ■ 

with httera of Tasso, ono^from TUI^n to Ariosto; and the 
inkstand and chair, the tomb and4he house of the latter. 
But,. as mistortunh has a greater inierbt for posterUj. and 
little or none foctbeconiemporary, the cell nbere Tasso vraa 


htnband dlaeo<?ercd the amour, and murdered hie wife ; but the 
murderer waa the same ai^ht Ibuod dead iaibe stmt, and there 
waa n^’one oa «bom aay aiupicion could be altacbed. Lord 
Byron cemored from Florence, and these apicita haunted him all 
his life after. 

** This fTtmantlc iocldentts rendered blKhly probable by lonu- 
meraUe allusions to 11 iu bii |>oenH. As, for instance, ssheo lora^ 
Ing Ills ltd contemplations Inwards, he applies to liimsclT ibe fatal 
bi^oty of the king of S|taria. It is as rollows :-«.Vausan>Bi, a La- 
cedirmonian general, acqdires glory by the Important victory at 
Platxa, but afterwards (urfeits Uie conSdcnci^f liUcountF)'men 
throtghhis arrogance, obstinacy, and secret infrignrs willi the 
CBCmies of his country. This man draws upon himscir the heavy 
gudfof innocent btd6d. which aticodi lUni to HU end; for, while 
commanding the Ocef of Ihe allied Grteks, Iu the Black Sea, he is 
Inflamed with a violent passion fbr a Byzjiitine maidrh. After 
long resUUncc. he atteoglh obtains her from ber parents, and 
she is to be delivered up to him at nighh She modestly desires 
Ibe servant to'put out llic U.nr|), and, Svtille groping, ber way in 
Ihe dark, she bvertnmk lie* Pausanias is awakened frooi his sleep 
— app^ensive of an attack from murderers, be seizes hU 
awora. and destroys bU mUlress« The horrid sight never leaves 
him. Her shade pursues him unceaslB|ly.v and be implores for 
aid tn ^siri from ihe gods and the exorcising priests. 

* * That poebmnst have a lacerated heart w ho selects such a scene 
from ^lk(utty, appropriates i^to himsc'lf, and biinlens his tragic 
Image with 1^ Tbe (ullowitig villloquy. which is overladen with 
gloom and a weariness c] life, is,' by ihu remark, tt^nilcrcd Intel* 
ligible. We recoffifflend it as an eiercbe to all feieoJs of decia- 
mallon. Hamlet's soliloquy appears improved ii|>oa here."--* 
Goeilie here stibjoins llanfrc'l's luiLoquy. beginning We are tbe 
tools of time ami terror," in which Ihc allusion lo Pausanias oc* 
cun.. Tbe reader will not be sorry lo pass from (his German 
criyctsm to that of the Edinburgh Review on Manfred.— “ This 
Is. utKkMibtediy , a work of greal genius and orig' nality. Us worst 
taiill, perhaps, i* that It fatigues and overawes us by the unJfor- 
mUy Us terror and solemnity. Another, is the painful and of- 
fcQsive natorc of the clrcumslance on which iU JUtrcis b ultl- 
loately founded. I be lyrical songs of the Spirib arc loo long, 
and Dotall exeelienl. There Is something of pedantry in ihetn 
nhw tod then i and even Manfred dealt in cUtsical alluiioas a 
liltletoo much. If we were to consider it as a proper drama, or 1 
even as a^finishrd. poem, we sliould be obliged to add, that it is 
far too iodbtiDCT and iiusalbfaclory. But this we take to bo ac- 
cording lo (he dc^n and conception of the auUior. lie enotem- 
(dated but a dim and niagulflcriit sketch of a subject nhicli did 
notadmitof more accirratedrawingor more brlDianl culmiring. 
Its obscurity is a part of iU grandenr aiid the darkness lhal 
rests upon it. knd the smoky ,<listance in which it it Iwsl. are all 
devices to increase its majesty, to stimulate our ciirios'ly, and to 
Impress ns With deeper awe. — it U suggested, in an ingenious pa- 
per in a late number of Utc Edlnburgb Magaiioe, that lire general 
conoepilon of ihta piece, Aod much of what is esccllmi in the 
manner of it» caecuilon. Iiave berfi borrowed f(oin 'The Tra- 
gical History of Dm*Fsndus.*iuf Mariow;* ami a'orarieiy of pjs- 
sages^re qpot^.'VHilch tl» fulhur consider* as sfuiilar, ami?in 
many rtspecU, superior to others In Ui« poem^beforc u*.*^.We . 

• [da hsdlug’ Ibis. Lord Byron wrote frem Venfce:»'‘l*frrey U very 
kiod about tlsafred.sod dcrcnd» lu oiittnollif. wlii^li I dUljfiolkHow ibjt* 
any body had auacSeil.' is to the verms of li, tbry may l>e fnand iu ibe 
ioonial wbttb 1 aest to Hra. Lel^b, Kboelly before I left .'^Ifl^taod. 1 
tiavs tbe wbole sceoe of Maafred before me. u It it was' but yetlerday, and 
could pelet If Mt, spot by spot, terreol aed ait."- E.J 


cannot agree In Ib^geoeral terms of tfe eenclusidn : butihere H 
no dotibl a "certala resemblance. boA hi some of (he lotilcs (hat 
are suggested and in Ihe Ml of Ihe^lion In which (hey are ex- 
pressed. Tbu^ to induce Fansliis to persist in his onlawfal a(u- 
. dies, he i* lokl Uiat the spirits of the IJeinenls will serve Urn,— 
*S0D0lline4mke womea, or anweddedvnsida, 

' Bhadowlag fpooe beault to Ibclr ayrtebrowea, 

Tban bale tho white breast* of Ibe (juevoe of love.' 

And again, wtren the amorous Mecerrr commands Belea of Troy 
to revive again (o be his paramour, lie addresses her, on her first 
appesraoce. Imthete raphirims lines— 

r * was this tbe f»r* (bat liunrbt a IbqMM alilpe, 

» Aad bura'd ibe topless toweraoHItom? 

Sweet Helen 1 make me Immortal wlib a bta. 

: - Her Up* «uck forth my soulet-tea wbar* It film, 

j Come, Ueleu, come give me ny Male agaloa: 

Uero w ill I dwell, Tor heaven U on that Up, 

I Anf all fi droM (bat Is not Url<'D*. , 

0 r ibou art fairer Ibao tbe ereulog ayre. 

Clad la ibe beauty of a thnusaDd rtarrM: 

Morolofety than iPe monarch oftboskyM, ^ 

lo waoloa ArethU|y't alure armi!! 

The catastrophe, lo^ is bevaU^d in venc* of great elegance and 
classical beantj— ' ^ 

* Cot Is tbs broDcb that mltbt hive grown foil straight. 

And baroed li>tpoflB'a laurel twoib 

That aoewliiM grew wlibla iblsJearned man, 

FauMHsU g<vnel-regard bis MtMsh frit, 

Whose SiMtfol toriare mey rxbort iIm wise, 

Oaly to wonder et enJawntlibiogsI^ 

Blit these, and many other smooth and fanciftil verses in this cu- 
rious old drama, prove nothing, think, sgilnat the originality 
of Manfrrd : for there Is nothing lo be found there of the pride, 
Ihe abalrtciion. and the hear(-n*ol«l miwryjn which that ori- 
ginality consists. Vanstn* b a vnlgar sorcerer, lempted lo tell his 
soul lo the devil for the ordinary price ot*»en*nal pleasure, and 
earthly power and glory ; and who shrinks and shndders fh agony 
when the forfeit coides lo Ite exacted. The style, to#, of Marlow, 
(hoiich elegant and sdi^jlafiikc, I* weak and childish compnrC4l 
with the depth and force of much' of lA>nl. Byron ;'aiHl the dU- 
gnsHng bulfoonery aiwLlow farce of which Ids piece Is prihcipaliy 
mode np. place ft morb Ih contrast, (ban in any terms of compa- 
rison, with that of his noble snecessor. In Ihe lone and ptioh of 
the composi ion, as well as In Ihe character #( (be dicBon In the 
more solemn p.ir(s, Manfred reminds us raucli more of ihc'Pro- 
melbeiii ' of /Eschytos. * lhaii of any more mqdem performance. 
The Ircmendons solitude of Ihc principal persoq— the supemi- 
toral beings with wheiif alone he holds communion— (be^uilt—i 
Ibe firmDcsir*tiic misery— ire all points of reiembiBrice, to which 
(he grandeur of Ihe i«ellclmagcry only gives a more striking ef- 
fect. The chief differences are, that l1»c sobjccl, of the Greek 
poet was sanctirird and exalted by ibe cslabliihed l^het of bis 
country, and that h« terrors are nowhere tempered wllh the 
sweelocM which breathes from so nuny passages of his MngUsh 

I [In a motncnl of dioalbfacUon with hfmseir, or daring some 
melancholy mood, when hh *oul fell the worthlessness of fifme and 
glory, Lord Byron told Ibe woritl dial his muse should, fur a long 

• • [■•ortbvf'Profnelbeos'fif Aschyloi 1 w*i paHausIcly food m * boy 

111 wasoo* of ibr Crevk pisys »« nad Ihrky S year si narrow ( ; iadttd, 
iLisland Ihe ‘Med«' wrfelbrouly cine.-.eirepf lb*> Srveo before ThSb«.’ 
wbicli ettr mack pleased ms- Tbe rroinHbeoa. irooi oriclt} lo my plea, ' 
ba* always bceo srt niurb In ny besd. ibat I can ossUi roorrlie iU leftoaDco 
over ail or aty tbli« tbat I have wrUien - but I deny Marlow sod-bupae- 
■eny, sad beg Ibil you wUI do Ihe same."-*. Irlfrrs, t*4J.) t, ^ 4 
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ronQnrd in the hospltil of St. Anna alliurts o more fixed 
atlenUon.tbiiitbe rextdenre oftbetiionuroeiit »rAriosto— 4t 
leaft it hud tbl» cftect on me. There are t«o iUKrlptiuh^, j 
one tm the ou^p- gate, the Aeeond orer the. eell iiivit- | 
ing. iiiHiiN-cMarilj. tlie monder and the iiHiignatioii of the i 
aperlator. Ferrara i« murb deca^e«i, and tfepopulated :.ibc ; 
caMic'slitI exi^U etiUre:#ud I saw the rourl where Parfsina 
and Hogo were beheaded, according totbewimal ofGIb^o. 


THE LAMENT OF T.VSSO.* 


Long years! — It tries* the thrilling frnnia to bear, 
And eagl(^<spi^it of a Child of Song, 


Ixtng )*ear8 of outrage, calumny, and tt rong; 
Impufed, madness, prison’d solitude, • 

And the mind's canker iu its savage mood, 

When the impatient thirst of light and air 
Parches tlie licart ; and the abhorred grate, 
Marring the sunbeams with Us hideous shade, 

W orks through tlie throbbing eyeball to the brain 
W ith a hot sense of hcaviDCSs and pain ; 

And bare, at once, Captivity display’d 
Stands scofting Uirotigh the oever-open’d gate, 
W’liich nothing through its bars admits, save day, 
And tasteless fo(^, wbieJi I Irave cat alone 
Till its unsocial bitterness is gone; 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey. 

Sullen and lonely, couching in Uie cave 


acuon. slirtHid herwU (n tnlUode (are ante, 3S4.) ; and 
erery tni« tom* uf geniiia litncotrt) that hrr lofty niujIC (o 
cea.«e. But there was a tide iu lii-« apiritobeyinglbe Uw»n( its 
nature, and not to be coitlroUed by any human will. wji«H)be 
aaid Itialhe was to be aileni, -he looked. |>erlMpa, Into the inner 
regions of bU aotil, and saw there a dim, hard, and diccrlm waair, 
like the aand of the aea-«hore; but Ihe ebbed waves of passion In 
due course returned, aitd the scene was reatnred to lt» former 
beauty and masoificenco,— its foam. iU qdrudoun. and its Uiiirt- 
der. Tbc mind of a nii^ily pbet cannot siibmll even to chain# 
of Ha own Imposlns ; when it fcpla dhisI etulaveii. even then, per* 
haps, 1s It about to become most free ; end one sudden flash may 
raise it from the darkness of its despondency up to the pure air of 
onUtHiblol coDlldcnce. It requlr^, (hcmfore, Imt snvail know* 
ledge of human ualure, to assure oorH'Ivcs that the oMIpliun 
under wbkh Lord Bymo had laid himself could not hind, and 
that the |>olent s[>(rft wiUiin hiin woifld lau;eb to scorn wbatever 
dared to curb the frenzy Its own iti.spirailo<is. 

It was D4>t loi)$, tbrrff^, till be again came forth In his perfect 
strength, and exercised liiat duminiou over our s|ilrits which is 
truly a power loo noble to be possessed wiiliout being wielded. 
Though all bis heroes are dfone family, yet are they a noble band 
of brulhrn, wltose e^Hioteoanccs and whose souls are sirougly dis* 
tinguUhed by peculiar cltaracterlXlici. I'^ch (Krsoaage, as be 
advances before us, reiiiitids as of some other J>cing, whose looks, 
thoughts, words, and deeds had troubled us by their wild and 
perlurlwd grandeur. Bui lliough all the same, yet are they all 
strangely dilfercnL we hail each successive existence with a 
profitundcr lynpaltiy : and we are fnsi in wonder, in (ear. and in 
sorrow, at tlib iuDnitely varied struggles, the en.lkss and ago- 
nising modifications of il»e huiiMn (uusions, as tkey drive along 
through every gate and avenue of the soul, darkeulag or hright- 
euiog. 'elevatim; or laying prosirilc. 

From such agHallng and Irrriric pictures, It Is dcligblfUl to turn ■ 
to those cocnpnaitloas in which Lord Byrun bss allowed his soul 
to sink down into itrcUcr ami more ordinary feelings. Uany 
beaullful and pstlictic strains have flowed froin his heart, of which 
the tenderness h as loucliiog as the grandeur of his nobler works 
is ablating and sublime. To those, indeed, who looked deeply 
into his poetry, there never was at any lime a want of patlius ; 
l^it it was a pathos so suUluiug and so profound, that even the 
poet himself sei-nied. afraid of being delivered up onto it; nay, 
be suenidd ashamed of being overcome by emotious, which the 
idtfosny (iride of his intellect «>ficn vainly strove to scorn; and lie 
dashed the weakness from lils'beart. and the tear from hU e)es. 
like a nun sudilenly assailed by (eeiiogN which he wished to hide, 
and wlrfch, though true to his nature, were iocousutent wdh- Uic 
charaoier which that-m^slerlous nature had been forced, as in 
lelf-dcfnice, to assume. 

But there Is one poem In which he has almost wholly laid aside 
all remembrance uf the darker and atornlcr passiuni; in which 
Ibe tone of his apirit.and bis voice at Once Is diauged,^ud wlierc 
be who seemed li> care only for agonies, and remorse, and de- 
spair, and death, and iotanliy. in ail their most appalling fbnus. 
riiows that belus a heart that can feed on the purest sympailsic!i 


of our nature, and deliver ftself up tn the sorrows, the sadneia, 
and the melancholy of humbler souls. The ‘*Fnaooer of Chil* 
Ion '* ia a poem over whldi Infancy has shed ita first mysterious 
tears Ihr sorrows so alieif to its. own ha|>py moocence.^ver 
which the gvnite. |*ure, anil pious soul ol tVoaun has Wxided 
with inelLihle. aud yearning, and bursting tcBd«u-iie» of affeclkia, 
—and over which old Age, 'almost loosened from Ibis world, has 
bowed lits hoary head in delighted approUalion of that (ralemil 
love, whoso beauiy and simplicity filug a radiance over tbe earth 
he is aix>ut.lo leave, and exiiibit our falku uature in near a|>* 
proiimation to the glories of iisulilmalcde^ny. The Lament” 
pouesses moeb of the h-ntUrnesa aud pathos ol tbe * Pruoner of 
Chilloa.” Li^rd Byron has nut deilvrred himself iinlo any one 
wild artd (earful viaion of Uie imprisoned Tasso.— he has not dared 
to allow' liirescir to rudi forward with headlong pasaion into Ibe 
horrors of his dungeon, and to desedbe, as be could fearfully have 
done, tbe cwiflict aud agony of hta ulterniost despair,— but be 
shows ns Ibe poet sitting in hb eelf, and singing iliere— a low, 
melsncholy, wailing lamenl. sumeUmes, hideed. burdc^ng on 
utter wretchedness, bat oftener iiaiiakipgof a Killed grief, oe- 
casiooallysubdued into moumlhl I'esignation. cheered by delimit* 
ful rcmcmbrauces. and elevated by the coufideol hope ot an Im- 
murUl fame. HU is the gathered grief of many years, g>ver 
which hb soul lus brooded, till she has In sonie measure lost the 
power of mbery ; and Ihb solikM|uy b one which we can heliera 
he might have uttered to himself any morning, or noon, or night 
of hb solitude, as lie seemed to be half commuuing with hu own 
heart, aud half addressing the car of Uiat human nature from 
which he was shut out, but of which he fell the continual and 
abidlug presence withiu hb imaginaiion.— Wiuoa.] 

> (Tbe otiKinal IdS. of this pocu U dated, ‘'The ApenJdnei, 
April SO, lg|7.” it was written in consequence of Lord Byron 
having vbiied Ferrara, for a single day. on bU way to Fbreoce. 
Id a letter from Huinc. he says—** Tbe ‘ L.imcot of Tasso,' whkb 
I sent from Flormce, has, I InisL arrived. 1 look u(m>q It as a 
‘ These be good rhymes ! ’ as Pope's papa said to him when he was 
a boy.”— E.) 

■ JTaiHo’s Uogra|iber. the Abate Serassi, has left H withool 
doubt, that tbe first cause of the pout's punisliiiieot was his desire 
tuhebccaiHonally, or alit^clljer, free from bis serritude at tbe 
court of Alfnavo. In I J7$. Tasso resolved to visit Boino, and eo* 
Joy the indulgence of the jubilee : **amllbb error.” aayi ibe Abate, 
’*lncrea»mg the suiqiicion aln-ady ciitertainod, that he was in 
search uf auulher Mrvice. was Ibe origin of bb nddortuues. On 
hb return to Ferrara, the Duke refused to adiuJt him to an an- 
dieiice, and be was repulsed from the liwuea of ail the depen- 
danlv of (he rofirl ; and not one of ibe Vf^*A|ses which Ibe Cai^ 
diital Albauu Iiati obtained for him were carried Into effrei. Then 
it. was that Taswl— oTler having sulfrred these hardslApa foreooie 
lime, seeing liimse(f convUnlly discuuntenanONl by the nuke and 
tlie Prlncfssi‘s.'abaadourd by his fntnds, sud derided by hb eno* 
rnies— could no iQirgcr rontaio himself within Ibe bounds of mo- 
deration. hot. giving vent Ip hb clKder, publicly broke forth into 
the most injurlons cxpresslous imsglnahle, both against the Dnke 
and all Ibt; bouse of Este. cursing his past service, snd retracting 
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Whtcl) is my lair* * and — it laay be— my grave. • 

All thli^iiath soniPwt)at worn me, and may wear, 
But must be borne. 1 stoop noi to despair ; 

For I have battled with mine agony^ i 
And made me wings wtjrrewiili to overfly 
ITie narrow Wrens of my dungeon w*ll. 

And freed the Holy Sepulclirc from thrall ; 

Ahd reveird among mei^and things divine, . 

And pour’d myfpirit over Palesfints * 

fn honour of tiie sacred war for Ilitn/ 

Tlie God w ho was on earth and is In lieaven, 

Fo/he hath strengthen’d me m heart amlliiiib. 

That through thi&sufferance I might be forgiven, 

1 have employ’d my penance to record 

IJow Salem’s shrine was won, and Im>w adored. 

II. 

But this is o’er-^my pleasant task Is done • 

My Idng-^stainlog friend of many yea^s! • ’ 

If 1 do blot’thy final page w ith tears, 

Know, tliat my sorrow# have wrung from me none. 
But thou, my young -creation ! my soul's child ! 
Whicl^ ever playing round me c.anie and smiled, 
And woo’d me from ipyseif w ith thy sw eet sight, 
Thou loo art gone — and so is my delight : ' . . 

And therefore do t weep and inly bleed 
With this last bruise upon a broken reed. . 

Thou too.art ended— what Is left 114c now 
For I bav^anguisli yet to bear— and Jiow ? 

1 know not that — but hi the innate force 
Of my own spirit sliali he found resource. 

I have not sunk/ for 1 had 110 remorse, 

Jlor cause for such : they' call'd me mad— and w hy ? 
Oh Leonora ! wilt not t/iou reply? * • 

1 was indeed delirious in my heart 


To lilt my love so lofty as tiiou art; 
hut sUli^my frenzy was not of tlit mind; . 
llvnew mtf fault, snd feel my punishment 
.Not less becaose 1 splTer it unltent. ' 

Ihat tliou werl beautiful, and 1 not btiud. 

Hath bccH tlie sin which'sbuts me from manUiuJ ; 
Buldet them (^0, or torture as tlicy will, 

My hept;^ can mnltiplv Hiinc image still; • ^ 

SabocttfuUove play sale itself away, 

'file wretdicdare the faithful; *t is their fate 
To have' all feeling save the* one 4 ^ay, 

And evefy passion iufo ope dilate, *. *. . 

As rapid rivecsinto ocean poua; 

But ours is fatlioihless, and hath no>«hdre. 

Ul. 

.\bove me, 'hark } the long and maniac cry 
Of minds and bodies in (botivity. ^ 

And hark ! the lash and tlie’increasing howl, . 

And the haif-inarticuiate blastUuimy ! 

There be some here with worse thdn frenzy foul, 
Some who do still goad.on the o'er-labour’d mind, 
And dim the little light that ’s left behind « 

W ith needless torture, as their t>Tant will ^ 

Is wound up to the lust of doing ill;^ , 

With these and with their victims am 1 class’d, 

'Mid sounds and sights like these longyears have pass’d ; 
Mid sights and sounds like these niy life may dose: 
So let it be— for then I shall repose. 

• 

I have been pati^t, let me be so yet; 

I had forgotten iialf I would forget, 

But it revives— Oh! would it were my lot 
To be forgetful as 1 am forgot ! — • , 

Feel I not wroth with those who bade me dwell , 


all the praltet he luci ever gtreq la liU rertet lo Uicm priacet, or 
lo any iBtUvidoal coonecieU « ith itiero. declaring that (hey were 
all a poff of pollroowi. Ingratea, and scoondreU (poUrunl, In- 
stall, e ribilill’. ype- IbU ultrnc<r he waj arrested, conducted lo 
the botplial df-st. Aaoa, and ooQtiaod la a aoliury ceil as a msd- 
mao.''— siaas^l. nta dtl TVis^o.) • , 

• [In the hoapital of SI. AJjna. at Ferrara. Ihry slum a cell, over 

Ihc door of which Is Uie Mh*wlii$ |ii«icrlp(iuQ :— ** IlLnpcUate, 
O poaleii, la cclebriu dt qnesta stanza, dove Tun(ualo Tasao, inter- 
mo pill dl trialezza che d^lrio, dltcauto dimoru aoni vU. mesi ill, 
•ertase vcral e pmac, e fii rinicMo In IHierta ad iqstaoca della ciU 
dl Bei^mo, nel giorno ri LusHo, <3S6. '-:The dunseua U below 
liw grouad floor of the ho!i|i|ta|, and the lisht penetrate* through 
its grated window from a small yard, which •crtits to have been 
cooiraon to <*ther c«Us. It Is nine paces lung, between flscandflx 
wide, an*! about *eveD feet htgli. The l>rdsl<-ad, to they tell, has 
been carried off piecemeal, and tlie dobr half cutaway by the de- 
votior. of those whottf 'Mbc verse and pruse** of the prit«ner have 
brought tu Ferrara. Tip: poet was confined in (his room frum the 
middie of Uardi, <S79, to Drcemlier ISao. when be was removed 
to t cootlgiiuos apartment mach larger, in which, lo use lua own 
eipresslons, lie could '‘philusoplvssc and walk almnt.’' The In- 
scription Is Incorrect as to Site jiiimedlalo cause.of bis enlarge, 
meol, nhidi was promised to the city of Brrgsroo, hut was carried 
lutoeflKt at the intercession of Don Vinceoco Gonzaga, Prince 
of Manlua.— HjpMotKK.] f 

• {The upenlng lines bring Ihe post before u« a( onoc. as It the 
door of the dnogcon wis Ibruwn tuien. From this biUer com- 
pUiol, bow nobly the unconqiicred bard rise* iolo calm, and se- 
rene. and dignitted exultation over Ibe beauty of •• that yooog 


creaUon. bb soul's child.” (he Glenigalemmc Liberata. The exuh 
i^lion of conscious genius Itu-n dies away, and we behold him, 
"bound between distraction and diacase.” no longer In .in in- 
spired DMKid, hot sank into Ihe lowest iirostraiioo of liomin mi- 
sery. There is something terrible in this Iransllioo from divine 
rapture (odegraded agony.— wilsox.] 

V (In a lelter wriilcn to lus friend Scipia Gnnzaga. shortly after 
hisconfincuieol, Tasso exclaiiiH— *' Ah. wretclted hiel 1 had de- 
signed lo write, Iteshles two epic poema of most ncdile ai^uucnt, 
fiHir tragedies, of which I had formed the piaik I had sdicmcd, 
too, many works In prose, on subjects the most tody, ami most 
useful to human life; 1 bad designed to write philosophy with elc^ 
ipience, in such a manner ihat there might remain of me an eler- 
nat memory In ibe worhl. Alast I hail expected to close my life 
uith gb'ry and renown; hut now, o| pressed by the burden of so 
many calamities, 1 have lust every prospect of reimiatiun and nf 
Ixnonr. The fear of i>cq)ctuil Imprisonment increases my me- 
l.incboiy ; Uie Indignities wliich I suffer augment it ; and Ihe wpia- 
lor of tny heard, my hair, and habM. (he turdidne** and filth, 

( tccodlngiy annoy me. Sure am I, that if sii who k> little has 
corresponded to niy allachment— if she saw me in such a state, 
and in such afflicUon— she would have some coiupassUin on me.” 
— Opere. L x. p. 5X7.] 

4 ( For nearly the first year of his confinement Tasao endured 
all the horrors of a siliiary cel), and wu under the care of a 
gaoler vvhuae chief virtne, ailhough he was a poet and a man of 
b iten. was a cruel obedience lo the commands of his {wince. His 
n.ime was Agnslino Most!. Taim uys of him, In 1 letter to hi* 
sl■te^ **ed usa meco ognl sortedl rtgore ed inumanliii.**— Hor- 
HOCSt.] 
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In this vo£t lazar-bouse of many woes? 

Where butter is not tnirih, nor thounht th« niind^ 
Nor words a language, nor even jnen maoBind ; 
Where cries rejdy to ourses, shrieks to blows, 

And eacli is tortured in his separate lirll— 

For we are crowded in out solilndes — 

Many, but each divided bj" the wall. 

Which echoes Madness in her babbling moods; — 
While alfoan hear, none liecd his neigitbour's call~ 
None! save that One, thoTeriest wretch of all,' 
Who was not made to be the mate pf lltese, 

Nor bound between Distraction and Disease? 

Feel I not wroth with tlujsc who placed me here? 
Who have debased me in the minds of men, 
Debarring me tl»e usage of oiy own, 

Blighting my lifh in best of its career, 

Branding my thoughts as tilings to shun and fear ? 
'Would I not p.ay them bark these pangs again, 

And teach tliem inward Sorrow's stilled groan? 

The struggle to be caljn, and cold distress,' 

Which undermines our Stoica| success ? 

No !— still too proud to be vindictive—* *1 
Have pardon'd princes’ insults, and would die. 

Yes, Sister of my sovereign I for tiiysake 
I w eed all bitterness from out my breast, 

It hath no business where lAou art a guest; 

Thy brother hates— ^ut 1 can not detest ; * 

II 10 U pitiest not— but 1 can not forsake. 

T- • 

Look on a love whicii knows not to^espair,* 

But all unquench'd is still my better part. 

Dwelling deep in mysiiut and silent heart 
As dwells the gatlier'd lightning in its cloud, 
Encompass'd w i^i its dark and rolling shroud, 

Till struck, — forth Hies the all-ethereal dart ! 

And thus at the collision.of thy name 
Tlie vivid thouglit still Hashes through my frame. 
And fora moment all things as they were 
Flit by me Uiey are gpne — I am the same. 

And yet iny love without ambition grew ; 

I knew' thy state, my station, and 1 knew 
A Princess was no love-mate for a bard ; 

1 told It not, I breathed it not, it was 
SufTicient to itself, its own reward , 


• ( This fearful picture is finelj contrasted with lhat which Taaso 
draws orhlroselftoyoolh. when oaiurcaml mcdilallon were rnrm- 
Ing his Wild. romanUc. and iin|»a«sloned ftenius. Indeed, the gieat 
excellence of Ihe '* Lament " consists in the ebblns ami flowing of 
the noble prisoner's soul hb reelings oRen come siiddculf from 
afar off,— wmietimei gentle airs arp breathing, and then all at once 
arise Ihe slonns and tempest, —Ihc gloom, ihougli black as night 
while it endures. glTea way lo frequent bursts of radiance.— and 
when the wild strain is closed, our pily and commiserailcm arn 
blended wlih 1 sustaining and elevating sense of ibe grandeur and 
majesty of his characlrr.— Wiuon.] 

> [ Mot long after hit imprisonment. Tasso appejited (0 Use mercy 
of Alfutuo, in a canzone of great beauty, «mcbcd in terms so re- 
spectful and pathetic, as must have moved, it might be*lhoughi, 
the severest bosom to relent. The heart of Alfonso was, however, 
impregnable lo ibe appeal ; and Tasso, In anollicr ode to the prin. 
ceases, whose pity he invoked In Ihe name of their own moiber, 
who bad herself known, if not Uie like horrors, the like solitude 


j And if my eyes reveal’d It, they, alas ! 

! 'Were punish'd by thc'silentness df thine; - 

j And yet I did not venture to repine’. ^ 

’Hioti weri to me a cr\stal-girdcd sli(iue, 
Worsbipp'd at holy diBlancc^and around 
n.illow'd and meekly kiss’d the saintly ground ; 

Not for thou wert a princess, but tliot Love 
Had robed thee w ilh a glory <^nd array'd 
'I’ll) lineaments ifl beauty that dismay’d— 

I Oil! not dishiayM — but awed, like One above; 
i And in that sweet severity there was ^ 

! A .something ^hiclt all softness did surpass — 

' I know oot how — thy genius master'd mino-^ 

My slar stood still Itefore thee: — if it were 
Presumptuous thus to love without design, 

That sad fatality lipthcost me dear; 

But tiipu artdear^t still, and 1 should be 
Fit for thi§ cell, w Inch wrongs me — ^but for fftee. 
i The very love >\hifh lock'd me to mV rhain • 
j Hath lighten'd half its weigh^ and for the rest, 
Tlioagh heavy, lent ine vigour lo sustain, 

; And look to tlicewith undivlded*breast, 

And foil the ingenuity of Pain.< ' 

VI- 

It is no marvel— from, my very birth 
I My soul wasdtunk w ith love,— which did pervade 
And mingle wilh«vhate’er I%ow on earlli;* 

I Of objects oil inanimate I made ’• 

Idols, and out of wild and^ Imicly (lowers, 

And rocks, w hereby they grew, a paradise, 

^Vhere I did lay me down within the .shade 
Of waving trees, and drcain'd uncouiiled hours. 
Though I was chid for wandering ; and the Wise 
Sltook their while aged heads o’er me, and said 
Of such materials wretched men were made, 

And sucii^ truant boy would end in W'oe^ 

And that the only lesson was'a blow;— 

And then they smote me, and I did not weep, 

But cursed them in my heart, aud to my haunt . 
Return’d and weptAlone, and dream’-d a^in 
The visions vHiicIf arise without.^ sleep. 

And w ith my years my soul began to pant 
With feelings of strange tumult and soft pain; 
And the whole heart cxlialed into One Want, 


ofimprlwnmcnl. *n<t WUemeMdf iool. “Con^lderetfroeretr ae 
iwcmz," xay* Black. “ these eanzoni are extremely bcauflfnl ; bo!, 
if we contnnplate Oicni at the produclIuM of I mind diseased, they 
form imporUnl lioctiiiienls ki the history of man.?— life of Tatso, 
vol. li. p. 40S ] 

' [At lo the loillflerence wbicli tbd Princcti l» aaid lo have exhi- 
]»iled for llie mlsforlunta of Ta-wo, and tt»e UUle ^Itorl she made 
to oblalw hit liberty, Ihtt it dheof the negativt argmncois founded 
on an hypoibctU that may l>c easily deilroycd by a ihouiand other* 
cqniliy plausible.- W'atnol lhePriuce«t aiiiiout lo avoid her own 
'ruin? In tdkiug loo warm an lnterc.nl for ihr poet, did the not 
risk de*lroyii)S bertcif, wUl»dnt taving him ?— Fnscouo.f 

* [ Tanto't profound and unconqueraWc love foe Leonora, tut- 
tiiiAng lltfir wlilwut h<ipc ftiroui;Uoul yeaw of darkrfest and aoil- 
lode, breaUiet a Aioral dignity over all hU tenUmcnlt. and wc Icet 
the itrenBlh and |K>wer of bit noWe tpiril in Ibc un-upbraiding 
devotedoest of Ids putkm.— WtUOR-l 
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But undefined ajiil wnadcring^ttil the day 
1 found the tliing -I sought— and that was thee ; 

And then I lost my l)eing all to be 
Absorb’d in thine— the world was past away— 

77ioir didst annihilate the earth to me! 

- VII- ♦ ' 

I loved all Solitude— but little thought 1 

To spend I know not what of life, remote- 
From all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyrant had 1 been 
Their fellow', many years ere this had sein 
My mind like theirs corrupted to its grave; • 

But who hath seen me writhe, or heard me rave? i 
Pcrcliance in such a cell we suft'er more 
Than the reck’d sailor on his desert shore ; 

The w orld is all before him — miiie is htte, 

Scarce twice the space they must accord ii^’ bier. ■ 
AVhat though he perish, .he may lift his eye, 

And with a dying glance ujibraid the sky — 

I will not raise my own in such reproof, 

Although ’t is clouded by my dungeon roof. 1 

* Tin. '.I 

Yetdo I feel at timejt my mind darliniv j 

But with a seifte of Its decay :—I see ' 

Unwonted lights along tny prison shine, 

And 3‘strpnge demon, wIki is vexing me 
With pilfering pranks and pet ty pains, below 
7he feeling of the healthful and the free; 

But mudi to One,.wiio long hath sufter’d so, 

Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place. 

And all that maybe borne, or can debase. 

J thought mine epemies had been but >|an, 

But Spirits may leagued w i^ih them — all FaKh 
Abandons — Ueaven forgets pip ; — in the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of JCvil can. 

It may be, tempt me {■urlljer,- 7 jind prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail. 

Why in this furnace is my spirit'jjroved > , 

Like steel in tempering fixe ?.bacau^ 1 loved? . 


' / corrDpled \ 

’ RUo«llUhlbeln I or* | topi snre."-e.] 

» [ " !<or do 1 lament." wrote Tasso, shorllir after his eontinc- 
meof, *' that my heart it dehigcd with almoft conslant misery, J 
that my head Is always hoary and ofleti paiufiil, that my siRht and i 
hearing are muclr impalied. and that alt my frame is become | 
spare and meagre; but, pas'lng all ihisWitbasliort sigh, what I ; 
would bewail is (he InflroiUy of my mind. My mind »Iee|i«, nut \ 
thinks; my fancy is dTiill. and tunm no pictures; my.negHeent i 
seoscs will no long! r furnUh the Images of (bin^; my Jiand is ' 
•tuggtsh in writing, and my pen seems as if dt stirunk fp)m Uie | 
office. I fc^l IS if I werC'Chjiiied ill jli my oiieratiuNi. and as if I > 
were orercome by an unwontal numbness and oppressire stupor.* 
Operr, l.*iii.p. 258.] . ^ * 

>[«.-•■ (,“1"“;’'* i **ll < 1.11 for mi 

‘ (raRer-dars .1 . , 

4 [TNosewhoifliliilge N) (hf^drcavistdsr’arihly Relrlbniloir’will 
obserre. that the cru'i;lty ufAVonsowas nutlcftwithgnUts rcrotn- 
pensp. ejren kidilsown person- IK iijrvlTr<l Ibe affecilbn of Ills 
subjects andof hlsdeiiendihUi. wliii deem'd him alWs dratbt snd 
snfTcred Ids body lo ^ interred nithont princely* or decenf ho- 
Duura. His Iasi wishes were neglected his testament cancelled. 
His kbt&man, Don Cxsar, shrauk from Um excommanioalioo of 


e 

Because I loved vhni not to love, and see, 

W as more or less thau mortal, asd than me. 

IX. 

I Once wa« quick in feeling— that is o’er ; — 

My scars are caifous, or { should have dash'd 
My brain agaip^t these bars, ns tint miu fia.sh'd 
In t^ockery througii them ^ — If 1 bear and bore 
The mucif IjiiQve rPCouuTod, and thft more 
Which h^h n6 words, — is that J w ould not die 
And sanction v^th self-slaughter the dull lie 
Which sdared ni^here, and w ith tlie brand of shame 
Stamp Madness deep into my mei^iory, 

And woo Compassion to* a blighted name. 

Sealing the senteoce which m\ foes proclaim. 

shall be immortal!— and I make 
A Oiture temple^f niy pref^t cell^^ ' •* .. 

Which nafioiks-yet shall visit for mysake.’* 

^^ hlle thou, FerraraJ when Ibnger dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shall fall dovto, 

And crumbling piecemeal vieV thy hearthless halls, 
A poet’s w'Teath shall be thy only crown,- 
A ]M>et's dungeon tliy most f^r renow ni 
At hile strangers womkr o’er thy unpeopled walls.! ♦ 
And thou, Leonora !— thou — w hc^werl ashpmed 
Tliat such a^ 1 confd love — who blifsh'4 1^ l^ear 
To less timn mgnarrhs that* thou eouidslbe dear, 
Go! tell thy brpthcr, that my heart, unlomed 
By ^rief, years, weariness — and it ino^be 
A taint of that he would imptitp to me— 

From long infection of a den like this. 

At here tlie mind rots congenial w Hh the abyss, — 
Adores thee still; — and add — that whemthe towers 
And battlements which guard his j(t}’ 0 us hours 
Of banquet, dance, ^nd revel/are for^t, 

Or left untended in a dull repose^ 

This — tbis-^shali be a consecrated 1q>ot!, 

But Tlwu — when all that Kirlli and Beauty throws 
Of magic round tliee js extinct— shaft have 
One half Ahe laurel which o’ershades my gravh. ‘ 


Ibe TAtican. and. aftera abort atruggle, or rattier sutpetae, Fer-^ 
rarS pawed away for «ver from Uic dumJOiuo of the bousoOfEate. 
Iluauoi'SK-]’ '* -#*^ ^* 

• [In Wty, ISM.'afftra conlinemcnlorn»orclhaDaeTen ptara, 
TaaHOwaarrteasedTrozn his dungeon, the hope ^^ceccivinsbU 
mother'! dowry. aJHl,«r again iM-tiuldiug hU dialer Curiftlia, be 
aliortly aficr suited >aplea, w^ r^ ht« preaence welcomeil 
with every demonSiralkm <A cureiii aiHrairmirallon.. Being oo a 
Tbit at Uola di Gacta. be reci-ived the foUowUiiC rrmarka^ tri- 
bute of rc»prot- Marco di Sciarra, the outorioua <^ta)n of k 
nuim-rous troop of banditti, lu-a/mg w lierc,ttie preat poet waa, 
seal to com'plluieut him. and«rfrreil hiiii npt only a frM l(aMag«. 
'hutfirtiteaioii \y tti> way, aiHf a«tur!d him llul^^od^ls I6I> 
lowers. wowld be proud lo eiecuic hia o(rtoni. see iBowro, f'ita 
del Tats», p. SIS. Mr. Bogeis thtu iotrodhees the Inculeut Into 
hia drscripllon of Uie life, '* fcarlul add full bf ebange/' of iho 
mouujain-rulber:— . ^ . 

«' ** Time irn. itwkrada W8f nobler, if n*l ^ 

'W'htq Ibe,. ihat robM ym tmu nl bri«« r»li|» , . 

J Tbta hliigigr poflildrfwhtrn.iOcliroprrDco 
- The p&ri erDoiiR th^oMs aud "ll(}a. | ' ' 

A volet w« Mmi, ibsl otTcr bode to >p«r^ « 

Cnlnaalood, ‘nmcelo Itwdblaot bllbr 
Titao opproaebca ; kt, irboae loiig brguIlM 
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!«io power m death can tear our na^es apart, | Yes, Leonora ! ir shall be our Cate ' r 

As none in life could rend thee from my heart. | To be entwined for ever — but too late \ * 




BEPPO; 

VENETIAN STOflY.' 




AoMniitf. P«r«HcH. WoiMlmr TmHtor }ou lltp, ^ 

nriir Ur«n||eBuU« : dlAt|{« *11 ihe bcnrOl, of tovr ««tu raantri : 
b«oul of K>ve wtib }ourNallfltY,itMJalnHKtcfal<l«God for making 
}OU Ilut roinHrnaocejuuaniior I i*MI »c<rfritiloklbat )ou bavo 
•wtm lu a Caatfofa. It lou Uktik ici. IV. Sc. t, 

. . i»aofii((oii »t IA« CtfutAcnlafor*. 

Thai la. bean at Fmicr. Khich waa raurfi *Utied bf Ibe rMOg 
f[eoll< nim oflhoaelltiKa. aad wai theo Mbal fari*\aHvtr 
-Uki fell of all dlaaolHtcoevi. S. A. * 


BEPPO. 

• , 1 

I. 

T is known, at least it should be, that throughout 
All countries of thc'Catliolic persuasion, 


Tbcday of hall Ua bours', wbaw lormy * 

Paolo* tba aeaw, lorulng oar forc»l>yU(I«i 
Tu llitftflioi hUxe Mt>h gorgevus ariooury. 

Our inoanlalii-caTrk lo rrgal t»fllact«. 

Uehcv. nordc'rtad itfl l>v and bla arogooo. 

Let aia tear l■<Hbi■lgI"*-S ] 

/ ♦.ring \ 

' (liS.— **Ai uoof likifre rould I virmrh \ ibcefroniny bt«rt.'*—E.1 
f I rend ) 

a (The "plf^asum of Imagioaiioo'* hare beco explclned aod 
jmUficU by AddiM}Q (u proM, ami by Akvnside in rrr»« i but there 
arc inomeula of real life when iu niiaerles aod iU necrniilcs wCm 
to overpower and destroy them. The Matnry ot maoXlnd, huw- 
ever. fiirriiahcp prooA. that oo bodily aufreriDg. no advene cir- 
cunistanccs, operating On our jtialerM nature, will Mliognlah Uie 
apiril of imagiiuilou. Perhaps there Is no imUnce of tlii$«o very 
atfccllD^amlsOvcrysnbliRiP utlic cate of Tasso. They wbohavc 
Men Uie dark, horror^trikiog dungeun>hole at Ferrara, in which 
he was confined seven years under the itfipulation of madness. 
tm'U have hath this irulh Ituprei*^ upon their hearts in a foanner 
never lo be erased, lo ihis vault, of which Uic sight makes Ihe 
* hardest *t>eart sliudder, ibe poet employed himsclfln finidilng and 
currecthig hIsImmorUJi epic poem. Lord Byron's ^‘Lament** 
'on lids suhlrct Is as »iiLrftne and profound a lesson fn moraliry, 
and'in (lio piciurev of the recesses of the ’human s«plr as it ii a 
prtMluciionaiHHt elo(}uent. most palheUc. most vl^rotis, and most 
clevaifug among the gifts of tile Muae. The bosomwhidi is not 
touched viith.il—the bney wlj^chjs not wanned,— Ihc understand* 
log which ii not eolightened aod exal|gd by it. U not.fil for human 
interopurse. If Lord Byrun Itad written uuUdng bnt ihh, to deny 
bha the praise of a grapd poet would liave been Oagrant injostice 
or grofs itupidity.*^iR Eqeiton BaxixMS.y . ^ 

t [ Beppo was wnttni at Ycniee.^n Oci<d>er, 4M7. and acquired 
great mmhrlly initocdialely on its publicaMon jo the May of the 
(oltowmg year. I^ordllyroo's ieUers show that he altacheit Very 
Utfle iitiporlanee hi it at the time. ‘Tfe was not Aware Hut ho had 
openrd a new vein. In which his genius was dcsllne«l lo work out 
tome ofUs brightest triiunphs. ‘*1 have written.'' heiays h> 
Mr. Mucrayr"* poem Juintorooa,'ln or after Uie excellent manner 
of Hr. .wiurtlec^, and founded oo a Venetian anecdote which 

* [Rogor Afthaoi. Outen EliBbeSh's tator; uyi. to hU“Scho*l>niiMrr'' 

— AUtmiitti I only uIqs <l«yt si YeDia, 1 ssw. In tbxrnills llmo, 
mar* llbsrfy lo »lo, tbsa eiw I Iword 161 of lu Itw dty tf Luodoo to alar 
yesr*."-*.} 


Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes about, 
The people lake their fill of recreation. 

And buy repentance, ere they grow devout, 

^ However high their rank, or low their station, 
tyith fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, mnsguing, 
Apd other things which may be had fA asking. 



amnied me. II b calleil Bappo— tbc short name for Aliuseppo.— 
that is, the ./oe of the Italian Joseph. It has poJiUcs aod ferocity.*' 
Again—*' Whisllecraft is my immediate model, but Bcmi is the 
father of that kind of writing ; which, I think, suits our language, 
too. very well. We shall see by Ihis expcrlincnL It will, at auy 
rale, show that 1 can vriilte cbeerTnlly. and repel llte charge of 
luoDoiony and marmerlsm.** lie whhed Mr. Murray to accept of 
Beppo as a free gift, or, a* he cbo«c to expreei it, " a« part of the 
contract for Canto Fourth of Childe IJaruUi; ’* adding, however. 
“If it pleases, you sbali have more In Uie same mood; fur 1 
know the Italian vop of Ufk, and. hi for the verte and the poa- 
riofta, t have them still in tolerable vigour." , 

The Right Honourable John KOukhain Frcrc baa, then, by Lord 
Byron's coafcmioii, the iiler?t of having first inlrofiuced the Ptt- 
'ne$tfu« style into our language; but his iKTfoRUance, entitled 
"Prospectus and Specimen of an intend^ Naiionat Work, by 
William and flobcrl Wjlflstlrcratl, of Stowtnarkcl, lo Suffolk, 
Harness and Collar Makers, intended to comprise the most late- 
ral ing Purliculars relating lo King Arihurand his Round Table," 
thuilgli It delighted all elegant and learned readers, obtained aNbe 
time little notice from the public at large, and Is already almost 
forgotlen. 'Fur ttie cause* of this failure, about which Ur. Rose 
add ulhers have writffin at some length, it appears needless to 
. look further than Uie last sentence vfo have been quoting from 
the letters of the author of tlie more successful B*ppo. vvhblle* 

• craft had the rri'se ; it had also the humour, tlte wit, and even 
Ihe poetry of Ihe Italian model ; but it wanted Uie life of actaal 
-manoera, aod Ihe atreogib of stirring pawions. Mr> Frerc had 
forgul, or was, with all his geulu!<. utiiii lo profit by remembcniig. 
that IImi poets, wlipse style he was adc^Iiog. always made UiCir 
style ajiprar a secondary maltcr.- They ucY'er failed to embroider 
Uieir nierrimcnl on the texture ofa lealJy iulcrtvliuRSloey. Lord 
Byron perceived this; ami kvohiiug bis imnicdiaie master's one 
fatal error, and at least equalliug him in the exccliencc& which be 
did display, ciigkged at oocir the lyuipatliy of readers of every 
doss, and became suba|faDUaIly Uie founder ot a new species of 
Rngilsh poetry. ♦ ■ • ' “ . * 

Injustice to Ur. Frere. bo'wever, 'whose "Specimen" has long 
been out of print, wo must take this oppnrluuiiy ol showing how 
cooipletel)', a^toytyle vertificatjiin. be had autlcijtalcd Beppo 
and Don Juan. In the iiiiruducjkma lo Ids cantos, and in various 
detached passages of mere descrlpiloo, be bad produced precisely 
i the surtof effect at wbich Lord Byron aimed in wbat wc may call 




BEPPO. 
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II. 

The moment niglit with ijushy mantle rovers 
The shies (and the more duskily the better), 

The time t,ss liked hy husbands than by lovers 
Benins, ami pruderFllinns aside her fetter; 

And gaiety' on restless tiptoe hovers. 

Giggling with all ()ir gallants who beset lier"; 

And there are songs and quavers, roaring, humming' 
Guitars, and every other syt of strumming. 


■II. 

And tliere are dresses splendid, but fantastical, 
■Maslw oj all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 
And liarlequins and clowiis, with feats gyuinastical, 
Gr^, Ropians, Yaiikee-doodles. and Hindoos; 
All kinds of dress, except the ^lesiastical. 

All people, as their fancies may diose. 

Blit no one in these parts may quiz Uie clergy, 

I. -Therefore take heed, ye Freethinkers I i charge ye. 


llie •Fcondarr. or nierel; omjinrnlal, parts or hll Comic Epic. 
For oxaraplc, this la Ihe bcgioiiins oI WhUlecratl'a Srat canto i— 

** I *T« iffleo nt*b'd (bal I coQld write a bodk, 

Sacb at aH eafiUlj (iropte niglii peruM; 

1 ackcrslKiuU regret ibrpaloi It inob. 

That ijuklibe torlarraoMibal Ifbouldebaoat: 

To call about tbt world like Caplaia Cook, 

I'd dingo rot up lor nir faroaiUe Niue, 

And we d lokr «enea out to Dcmarara, 

To new Sooth Waloo, and up to Migan. 

** fatUcancuiDeesritcableraaMDodlUea, 

Tber raiae Iba cuiloo'a tpJrii whou tldortooa. 

Tboy drirean eiport trade la wbluu aad oddlilea. 

Making our cocBoerrc and rereiiue glorloao •, 

Aj ao iikdoalrieua and paliia*lakl»g bod|! *1 la 
Xbal HocU aboold be rorkoo d nierluirtoiu : 

And tbereforo I Mibmlsaitelr pmpoao 

To eroci om Board for V«ne and ena for frutOa | 

frinrea protrrtlag Scleocea aud Art 
I 'to often aecQ. lo rupprr>plalr and print; 

1 nrrer aaw ibem elaew here, for ny part. 

And tberefore I conclude Ibere 'a noiblag In T : 

B«il every body knowa ibo RegenI'a boart; 

1 Iruat be won't rejarl a wrll-OMOOl bint; ^ j 

Each Board to bart Iweite menberi, with a Kal 
To bring them in per atm. Are buudred naai. 

“ FraiB Prioroa I daucced to ibt ^ebUUy : 

In fornwr thoeaall percoMofblgb tiailov. 

Lord!, Barooeu. and tVraooa of ganilllly. 

Paid twenty guioaaa for Ibo dadirailoM : 

Tbi» practice waiatleoded wtlb niUliy; 

Tbe patroof liffd to future geoerailona. 

Tbe ppe« Jlred by ibeir iDdualrlooa earning.— i 

So nen aliro and dead could lire by Learblog. i* 

** Then, twonly guitraaa was a liUteforinno: 

Now. wa must aiar«e uoteu tbe vIP** abeutd mend : 

Our poeu now *a-daytar« 'teem'd luporiuae 
If tbeir addrcMOa aro dlffttkuly peui'd; ** 

Moat faiblenable auibora make a abo«;| one 
TotbrtrowDwire.orchlld,orpriralefriend, * . ' 

To abow (tkeir lodependrard, I Mippoae; ' \ 

And that may do for Ceiilieinen like tboac. / . . . 

"Laatiy. tberoiBfDoBpeo^al beaneb- .. 

Dotr peopler If you tbtok my term devar, 

PruKTTe wiib care yeiriHible paru uftpoach. 

And lake U as a mnlui lo codeaiour 
To lalk at your good motberi used to leocb. 

And then ihOM lloua uf^loe any last for enr ; ^ 

. s And doa'ictmlonod tbe language of ib« nalion 
Ml|b long-taU'd wonU la oi/i^od atrea. 

I think that PoeU Iwbetber Whig or Tory, 
i^beibor llirygii to meMing or 10 church) 

SbouM study to prniDoic tbrir rounirj'a glory * 1 

Vilih puiilolle, dtllgeui rcaeairh^ 2 \ 

Tbat cblldren yet niibofu nay team tbe atory, *' i 

Wlib trammara.-dlrtianerioa. canca, and blrdy : ^ |- 

It slands to rcoaon— Tbla waa lloftirr i plan, , * 1. 

And we must 40 -Mkc blni-lbe beat wecon. | 

*' Mador and Marmlhti, and many more, ■ 

Are oUt In print, and mod of (bem bare aold : I 

Ptrbaps iogetlier tbny way moke a trore ; I 

■Irhard Jbe Plryl bu bad blrdory told, I 

Bot Ibere wera Lord# and Priucea long before, I ' 

'Hut bad bebarad Ibetnaelrds llki warriora bold: * 

Aaoog tbu rest there was tbe great krao Airnaa, 

iTkNibrro'a faow »aaer« carried fartbcrf\ \ 

1 he CDllowing dcscrfptioti o( Kins ArUior’t ChrbtittaA al Carlialc ^ 

U n|iiallrmertlorioast-< . j 


** Tai GkraT Itaa Aeinm a made aomptoona Pcaif, ' 
And bold bii BoyaJ clirUimaa el Carllale, 

And iblibcr oame the VaehiU. idmi and leod, 

From i-sery comer of Ibla grllUb lalu; 

And alMTera eniemilu d. bolb man and beaal, 

.ArcoMliig lo Ibrif rank. In proper dylo; 

Tbe srwda were fed and Utter'd fn the liable, 

Tbe todtei and Um knJcbtaaal down to table, a 

Tbe biilof fare Jas you may well soppaaey 
Wai suited lo tbow) plenilfiil old timea. 

Before our cnodero luturln aroae, 

. IK'llllirufflef aud ragouts and rarloui (riiDe*: 

And Ibereroee, from the erlglual la pruM 
I tbaU arrange Iba catalogue it rbymea : 

Tiiey arrrrdaipakimon. reulsoa.and wlldboara 

b) baudrods, and by doaens, and by acorew. 

A. Hogsbeada of bonry, kUderklna of lauatard i 
Nullona. and failed beero. and bacon awlnet ' 

^ Itermuand biiirrns. j>ei*cork. fwan and buslanl. 

Trot, mallard, pigeons, wldgeoao. and tii One 
Pium'pudcllngw. panrakea. kpplr-piea and rosiard t ' 

, And Iberewlibal ibcy drank gun'l Caieoii wtoe, 

Wlfb mead, end afe, aiqd cyder of our ow o ; 

For porter, punrb. end m-gua were not kuo* n. • 

*• Tbe noire and uproar ol Ihe srollery tribe. ' 

All ptlfcrtug and acrambling In Ihrir ralllog, 
Woatwsil alt powero orianguato lo dewrtbe-- 
* Tbe diD of manful oalba and l^ate tqsalH^g : 

Tbe sturdy porter, huddling up bla brlbu, * 

And thru al raodom breaking beerfa end bBwIlng, 
Ootcrlri.^od eriei of order, end coninriona, 

Made a contaUon.brybad all rooftiatooe. 

*' lleggara and ragabonda. blind, lame, and Manly. 
MlasireU and rtogera w lib Ibrlr yarloua air*. 

Tbe pipli tbe labor, aud Ibe burdy^gurdy. ** 
Pugglcrv and\i>ouiilelMnka wlibBiMaaiid beara, 
CoMUiued from Iba Brat4ay t« |be third rbiy. 

An opraor like ten iboutaDd dmllbgaid fain; w 
Thfte were wlM beasta and forvlgo Mrdeand cxnatnm, 
And Jowaaiid Ponlgaor^wUb fordgii fcalorca. 

** All iprta of people Iberr were segn together. * 

All sona of eberanen. all eorta ef dmsee ; 

Tbclool wdibtoa’iiaUao^pcurorkkifeatbbr. 

I’ligirms. and prnllentf. end grare burgnaa; 
Tbrcouuiry people wUhUtrircoatapriaailer, 

Vlntocrs aud ileiotlleiVwlibeaaaaDJmtMe*; 
fSroom>. archer*, uerleta, foirvneri and yromen. 

QamseU and walUng-maldr, and waUtug-woiiMii. 

1^ *f BubHKtgtrofase. IndMIrttc aowig*, 

' The rulgar. aatnigliiea'd oourcraalion 
Of mloArela. ■gpUbs. courieun*. awl boor*. « 

I Allbougb appcnprfjle lb Ibrlr moapar aUllaa ) 
Would reelolaJy rufull a iMtr Hae youni; 

Tberrforr I sbatl omil Ibe calnrUlloo * * 

* Of •lllbrrurM*. oaibs, andeuU. aodrlAbs. 

Orearlou'd by Ibeir glee, and drink, aud drab*. 

We muaiiakecore In nur poHIr crnl>e, m 
And neser bold etluglc tarfc too loiyg ; 

Tberefore my v^rmtlle, logeulou* Muie 
Tekea Icore eftbU itbiaoeie. tuw'bred (hroog. 

Iniaodliig to preMui superior aU'wi, 

Wbtrh lo genterler rxMnpuAy bekmg, 

Aud show Ibe bigber ordare of HKiMy ' * . 
Bebaiing wllb potUcoeea and pro^iety. 

» And certainly ibey airy. PM’ floe bebarlng 
hlng Arihurg Conn Jia# nerer bad tit match : 

True polui ofVoitoar. nUboui pride or brarlag. y 
Strict eilqiMie fbrerer on the wairbi % 

. Their maancr* were reOnrd and perfwi-aarligi 
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You 'd better walk about begirt with briars, 

Instead of coat and sinalldollies, il>on juit on ^ 

A single atitdi rollecting uiwn friars, 

Allbongh you swore it only was in fun ; 

Tliey ’d haul you o'e^ie coals, and stir ll\e fires 
Of Phlegclhon witnevcry inolliCT S son, 

Tsor say One mass to cool the caldron’a hul)bic 
'lliat boil’d your bones, unless you paid them double. 

f " 

Hut saving Uiis, you may put on whale er 
You like by way of tk^mblct, cape, or cloak, 

Sucli as in Momiioulh-street, or in Hag Fair, 

YVould rig yon out in seriousness or joke ; 

And even in Italy such places are, , . >■ 


I With prettier name in softer accents spoke, 

1 For, bating Coveiil Garden, 1 can hit oti 
] No place tliat ’stall’d “Piazza” in Great Britain.' 

I ■ ''"■t, '.'. 

I This feast Is named the Carnival,* which being 
Interpreted, Implies “ farewell to (lesh t ^ 

] fk) call’d, because the name and Ihing agreeing. 
Through Lent they live on fish both salt and fresh. 
Itut why they usher Le^t^ ith so mucbglee in, 

Is more thanj can toll, although I gues^ 

’T is as we lal^e a glass with friends at parting. 

In the stage-coach or packet, just at starting. 

VTI. 

,\nd thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes, 

And solid luoals, and highly spiced ragouts, 


Some dt«drrh Bracn, wblrh ibsy conM mi catch) 
ii (|iliilug throat ibe iMib. md dri«la| uagea, 

Acc«vpilitBieQt«rCMnadrar.<»biai)laKci. * 

•• They ioefc'd ■ moBly, |ri»TO«« KeoarUlon ; 

BcArdf. itwiiMrfa. cjfbron*. broad, Ad®***, 

Tbclr Rcrciiii Oral and Imid la rbuVcrtarioD, 

Tbrir eyea aM petiuiuosKv.pbnrp, and quick, 
kbanod t^cm ptopaKd. oo proper prarbraAMw ^ 

Tofikkeltoe 4e, pull WMb. bldt. aodilck; > 

lad lor lb»i icry r«n»oo, in» Aid, f 

They wtrw *o KCf ewincouK atwl ncB-brcd. 

” Tlw ladio loofc d olao baroici-a^-w . 

At nrti a Keitiral itkcnsw Orurk ]our eye. ^ - . 

Tall dsirea. open raalurM, orat Uce. 

Urf«ry<»,*l<banplen<b''0'** acek’d lodhigk; 

Tbrlr (bannera Iia4,aa odd. peculiar (race, 
helibcr rcpoUI«c, alfaMe, nor dby, 

Ha)eaUral. cckcrred. aud atimenbal bttllCD ; * 

Tlvlr dreaca partly allk, nod panly 1100(100.’* • ' I 

Ttte lUUe snatched of crilieal Uttrodoced |o Whla- 

tkcralt are perfect lit lUcirway. Take for exainplf Ibia good- 
homoured parody on one ofihe iMal magnifleail paaikges in 
Wordaarurth 1— ^ 

** la catHoa ond In coorU Ainbllloo dirtfla, 

•at o^lacaalloaorln courtaaiobe; ^ ... . .• 

w ahebrealhod a wKb, ifervugaouUhoiofaned ^s. 

For bellaollafgrrktte, and luadar 1000; 

GtioU aboottaale IIm mooO oK^Is. ^ 

And MOO Ibe HOTCO amlpatby naa tbtwQ^ 

TbeUakitofl aod 3»e|tngiln|(, ikeclai^i, 

ItouM^lbrlr irraifuORj, tlKAntlc anger. « , . 

“ Cbliappy' moricWl etet idod to talc l ^ • 

Unhappy JlonUlj«il»«nod«rfiwr nigh;' * , 

Euilllog in tlHh Wuiiil. and >I<e. aud wi'llfbl. 

Pmi morn.ilU udon ibe iiiStVy peal yea ply : 

The heilry rock*, s our, boMio* 41% alaie. 

Tour >b< rop« A*'*! pullet lOy; 

Tlrod, buttraUbCwicd. panibitf. puUliig, 1 muI1d(, , . 

Aanplnyaird elauipini^ tFsaiju) d oud batailng. ^ ^ s' 

•* Meiowblle tbe oMkoilini'wmalaa ni|l aurTOUodad 

TIM klh-ol tallci wline lbecoh>L-iii Uik '/ 

* >Mih iloiloiiabolar uprour wcrcftsuwndcd, 

Whea Ibe llfvl peal bjint forib si break of day i 

Faollng tbfkr granUt ear* leyeroiy HouMdrd, ' ’ 

•fboj aeorfe Ibew wtkit to Iblnk.or wbaltoBBijfi 

And iibougOlargcipounlalB* tvioqpnl) eoapeal 

Th*lr-acuiliiitjil», oityeiobUng nliBl ibej leel, ' ^ 

CodW*CfO»r»iA/roaiAi<e/audF'*Srq»e •* 

To katfe paW eq tut<aia{<a4 ^ - 

Of llti* ilrflape raowar, itiWm >"#« 

rSfind'rrup AM ‘feep *•*'1 *• 

FAe tftur hiilt, m leujd'fj* •/tilth ora, ' • 

0 /*cui«‘d Iki- topic i$ ref trbtr*U*H .* 

IhifOVt mg »iik thtij tclUtt ail daf fouf, * 

Tkiir ai%/| eoac«f»al/o* r«*, * dnijrdwag.’ '* 

Mr. RoiC has a rery clegani cauay on *whljUeerafl, - In bis 
'« TbougbU and RecoUwUoiu by One of the iadfiicntory,'* which 
tbok ooaehides t— ^ ' 


'* top pr? , wbkh bad a ilory, which pololed but tpic laay. met wllb 
•IfUal and bolt eraal turceos: while 'Tbe Monks ond ibe Claols* have been 
llute appcertaled, by Ibe na|orliy of rcadm. tat tboae wbo w lit ooly laogb 
apoo a sdrurlent warrabt. nM> . on analysing Iht* brarura-ineiD. find Icgl- 
tlfnaUMDSIlcr for Ibelr mtrlb. The warn ol meaning raapol c«risloly bo 
objected lo it, with reawn; for it conloloto dcepsubalrnluai orMUse,aiKl 
doo* not etbtbU ■ cborseier wbkrh bas uol. or oiigbi not. bare lu paronci kn 
oalore. I remember el ibe lliuc lhk« poem wai pubibbed. (.wbkb was, 
when tbcFrcm h monarchy seemed endangerod by Ibe variktellisg eondiKt 
of tools AVIll.! who. under ibe guldanfc of sumwlre nitiilslrr*. wasirko* 
Ding between ibe koyalUUand Ibe liberals. appareoiiylbkokliig iholthillly 
and rMirklkallon waa a remedy lor ell etlls, I a frlead dared mo to prose toy 
omeriion ; and, by way ol a tcii. refertod me to Ibe cbaracicr of (be crippled 
ebCwl. under wboMdlrortieu, 

> ‘TMcooreotweeallgolaglothedeTlI, 

While Ire, poor rreeiuro. ibooghi blmwlf bekrred 
Foraeying hJndiBOM Iblngs. aod being rirll, 

Wbeellog ebMl os be was poll d aod sbo*«d.' 

Tbeobrlooi appikaiion oftbls was nude by ow lo Lonla XVIII. ; end If 
. U was not (he inUiolion of ibeaocbor (e ilmlgnal^hlai In ponlcular, tba 
appllcablhiy of tbe paaMge to Ibe iben aisle ot Franre. aod bar rakr, tbowl. 
akioaol. Ibc iidilnslc tniih efUie deacrlpiloa. Take, in tboaane way, tbe 
diaracler ol Sir Trb'/acn, end wo aboil Bad U* eleai en li. If oot lb OM. !■ 
difittefH Ifrlog prrvoiu. 

' Soogi, ma»ic, langnagee, and many a lay 
. Asturian, or AmiDlMrlih. Ba>que, 

Bis ready memory seised and bore away; 

^ And ever nben ib^iqdlA* chow le ask. 

Sir TrMram was prspor^’d to aing and play, 

■ Not like a mliwtm, caracal at liU task, 

Bat with a aportik^ cardets. easy style, 

Aj U b« eccin'd (0 modf blmself the while. 

‘llUreedy wit, and roinb'lng eduraclan, 

* With Ibe congenial iolhiauce q| lib slara. 

Bed laugbt him all the art* of ronrersatloa, 

All games of iklll. ond alraiagrais ofwara; 

UU binb. It agemewby MtrCii > oalralbilor^ 

Wei iKUXr Yeous. Hcocury, aod Mars : 

QU otiod with all Ibelr aUilbuii-i waa mU'd, 

And. like (bow planet*, wand'i^ug and oaOs'll.’ 

" Who cko read iltU dearrlplion w Ubnuf recognblog In 41 4he poriralls 
(ilatterhig porlfalu, perhaps | of two mhiury cbaracicrs well ^uonn lu 
aoileiy?” ■*' 

Irtie reader WUI 'find a copious mllcidWi bn kVliWIrcrafl, from 
.tbkvpon of L’go Foacolo, Hi rt»c Qnartei ly flcririr, vol. ixi.— E*} 

• [M5.-‘' For. baling rorrul Bardgp, t cua'l bit on 
A piece, etc. 1 

‘ s t • • The Carnteal. ’ says Mr- Host/ : ‘ tliottgli it l« gayer or dtillcr, 
•ccordin;; to the gebius of Uhi tuitions wfdrb celt hrair 4f, ls» In Its 
general ebararlcr, nearly iW Mine all o^r »lic Peninsula. Tbe 
beginning la like any other acasuii ; towards the m.ildic you begin 
to mt?ei Miawjmw ami mutitnirrs in symiiiiie s In the last fiflcen 
daysljic plot iliickcn*: ami during ihciArrc /o*l ali ls biirly-bnrly* 
Blit to paint Uicsi'. wMcbiilay be almost con*l»lcn'd as a separate 
festival, t must avail uijself tf Ihc wonls of Messrs. WilUam and 
Tliumas Whlstlecrgh, In wfiuee * Froepettiw anti Si^clmeo of an 
Intended ^atiaDal Work. ‘ 1 Cml t)ic deicripltmi ready nude lo ihjr 
hAod, observing that. beeklesHbe ordinary draBUtto penoaB,^ 
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To I We for fb|(ty days on ill -dress'd fishes, 

Because they have no sauce^to their stews, 

A thing ^rcl^|Mie|sfiiMy'^^POohs'* and ‘^pishes,*’ 
And several oaths (^ch would not suit the .Muse)^ 
From trsv^|lcrsatcustoni'd ftoio n boy 
To eat their salmon,^! the least, w{ih soy*; 

f * vnu 4 
And ther^re h||i{te 1 would recommend 
**The brTdre they cross 

The seaHfl^^their cnoh, o^wifc, or friend, 
Walhor rfdsAo the Strnnd,^iid buy in gross 
(Or if%etB^ befbc^ii<l,^ese may send 
By any meaTTs least liable to loss). 

Ketchup, so)S t^i-vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or, by the Lovd 1 a LiSt will well nigli staeve ye ; 

IX 

That is to say, if your religion Homan, 

And yott> at4^0me w'ould do as ^mans do. 
According tulhe proverb, —iltiiough no man, 
is'bU^nd to last; and you, 

If ProiilBtdhCor sickly or^ wimian, 
tVoiM rkth^r dine in sin on a ragout— 

Dine ana be d-^ j^t^on’t mean to he coarse, 

But lli^t 's the peialiy, to Kiy no worse. 

Of 4^ the plnoes wli(^ the Carnival » 

Was mo^t facetious ii^ the day^of yore, , 

ForBanpe, and vegi and serenade, and ball, 

And jnasqiie, iktd mime, aifil<jiiyst«ry, end more. 
Than I have time to tell now; or at all ' • 
Venice tbe Bell IVoei every ci#^ bore,— 

And at the moment wiien 1 fix my story, 

The sea-born erft was in a|| her glory. 


* , blind, toaw. and Mordl, 

Mliuir«l5 and alHgeri. wllb llMir TarloKs aira, 

Th|^lpe.dbe labor 4*eiid Ibe burdy^furdf, 
b i^yirfs and muuBlrbaSb*. wlJb^pja and baart, 
CbiiNMoaffroai (li^flnl da; ic Ibt- (bird da;, 

Aa aniihrjlla'ien tbonaaM .SniribOeld lain.' < 

The archill, alt ^yinesi teat a aland, and tbe Bank* 
cgei lieird at niglU|ir(i>rd a clear proof of the jilet»nref (o viliivh 
Ibc^e da^'a u( Icl^c are dedicalrd. These Ivpiidaya roar *lnrclr ; 
be rccioord oroun^t ihc feconUary eauses ^liich contailnitc tu 
Ibe ^ddleu ce oMIh* ItaijD, Ihey rpcnncle Bilaio his eon* 

■cicnce, th'lng ofT^HKtoas ioititiilimi.. Sow Ibcpe ia. (Ibrhapa, | 
DO oflcQce 4hlcli ia 80 ll•propo^llllnablr ppnblicd by conscience : 
aa Uut of ipduicnce? Wiih^ yieked man, ii ii an lolrriniueiit ' 
diseaae; with the idle ^aij, it U a chroni^ one."— Zellrv /ram | 
lAe Aroz-lA p^/fo/|r, Tol. 171.] ► * 

• [‘‘At Florence I rernained butadST* having a Imirr for Borne. 

However, I went to Ibe 4wo gallerict, boin whl^h one returns, 
drunk with beauty ; there are tciilphlre and palntiiig. which, 
f^r ttie Rm time, gave cae an idea of vabul Propte fhrae by ihrlr 
fOHi, abouldluae tbo moM arlihcialof the )ria. whaljiruck me 
Bboai w^p^iBe hiiib^sof ha|>haef,^ p<)rlrai! ; «t|c mLitreai of 
THlan, • purli^ii s a \^ns of TllUn, in Meftcl giliery,— lAr 
ypnu«a‘canova'a Tenua, alau in the other Ka/legr, ” etc.— F. ltt~ 
lr» r, ISSb.] , • • . • 

• [‘*1 know n^hlng of ptetores myself, and eait alnioat u 
tittle; but lo me iberq artf ucaie like ibe^Vcnetian^bove all, 
Giorgione* 1 reniA 4 bcifweH ffta Jad^ent of Solomon, in the 
Marfscatchl galfery in Bdibgqa. *The real oaolber is beautiful, ex- 
guMld/b^Uful.”— F. Uttfr$, ISI7.] 
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They ’ve pretty faces yet, those saplb A'enetians, 
Black e\w^, arch'd brows, and sweet expressions still ; 
Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderifs miihirk’d ill ; 

And like so mahy^'enuses of Thiin’s 
(The best 's at Florence se^ it, if ye will,) 

They look when leaning over fte balcony, 

Or stejkp'd from. out a picture t))'*Giorgione,* 

, XU- • • 

Whose tints are trotlvand beauty^at their best; 

And when you' to Manfrini’s palace go,* 

That picture (howsoever fine the rest) 

Is loveliest to myvnind of all the show ; 

It may perlip|ts be also to ^tmr zest, 

AiitTtliat 's the causal rhyme upomit so : 

*T is but a portrait of his son, and wife, 

And self ; but $Mch a woman ! Itfve in life ! * 

• 

ft xiti. 

Love in lulf life ai^ length, not love ideal, 

NO) nof-idepl beauty, that fine name, 

But something better still, so very real, 

That tbe sweet model must have been the same; 

A thing that )W,iit’oifld pnrghase, beg, or steal, 

. Were ’t not inpolsible, Insides a shame : 

Theface recalls some face, as ’t were with paid. 

You onoe have seen, but q^'er will see again ; 

XIV. 

One of those forms which flit by us, w hen we 
Are young, and fix our eyes on every face ; 

And, oh 1 the loveliness ak (ImeOiwe see 
In momentary gliding, the soft grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty wbich*agree, 


• - / 

s ( Tbe AUowlug U Lerd Byron d aceooat ctf hh vUl to Ibis 
palAce. lQi*'|>rtl, IW7.— [‘To-day, l^dvebeeo over l^klsurrioi 
palace, Mr ii« pictures. Amougsthipfn, llicre is a porirait 

of Aifosto, b| TUUd, surpaallni alf my anlicIftfUoQ of the power 
of paintifig or huinaii exprewdon i if Is the |ioeiry of portrait, and 
Ibe portrait oj poetry. There was aUo one of some learned lady 
cenliirica old, whose lutiic 1 fori^et. hut whose features roust aU 
ways be remembered. 1 oevrr save granlrr hcauly, or swecineaa. 
or' wisdom ;-*R is flic IMdorface io go luadfor. breaiise it cannot 
walk 001 of its frame. Tbtfrc is also a famutis dead Clirltt and liye 
’ Apostles, -ki?wl^ch Bonaparte offert!d.iu vain flve thouAaud louls: 
and of ^hich, ilwiigh it is a captAl' opera of Titian, aa I am no coo* 
ouisteur. 1 uy little, and iliuught less, exce^ of one figure in it. 
There are Ictf lAonaind othcre, and t»ipo>very Rne Giorgiones 
amougsi;ttiBni. There is an nflglnal LiUr^ ab<l Petrarch, very 
hideout b^. Pclrar^i only Ihr dress, hut the ITatures 

and aiCuf an oW woman ; and L.aura looks noioeani likr a y<»ung 

one. or a pretlyooe. vviiat sirbck must injhe jgcneral collecUoo 
was the ciireinc reaemblanec of4l»e style Of the female faces in 
the mass of pictures, so m^ity cmiiirie* or generations old, to 
those you see and meet every dVyPapong ihcTXislin.g Itilians. 
The Queen of Cyprus ami Ciuri;i^<]ic.‘'!! w ife, particularly the latter, 
are VeinUaiw ks it were of yeslcrdsyyiUe same eyes .and eipres- 
sion, and to my uuAi. llicrp is none ftper. Ybu roust recollect. 
IpiwcvLT, tlial 1 know tioihiiigof puiobng, and Hint I dphiat it. 
uiiieo It reiuinds me of MBiteibing 1 tikVoeaen, or ibink it possible 
.loaee.**J ^ . 

t [This appears tiilte an incorrect detcriptiifo of Ibe picture; 
as, according to Vaasari and elhers, Giorgione never was marded, 
and died f ouog.— E.] 
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In many a nameless be^ng we retrace, 
Whosecourseaurf home we know not, nor shall know. 
Like U)e los( Pleiod ' 6eeii*no more below. . 

XV. 

I said that like a pibtiireby Giorgione 
Venetian women were, and so they ore, 
Particularly seen from a balcony, 

(For beauty ’s sonu tlines best set off afar) ; 

And tt«{i;c, just Kkc a heroine of Goldoni, 

They peep from out Ibc blind, or p*er tlie bar ; 

And truth to say, they *fe mostly very pretty. 

And rather like to show it, more 's the-pity ! 

XVI. • 

For glances beget ogles, <^les siglis. 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and woidf k letter, - 
AVbich flies on^ings of light4ieerd Mercuries! 

^Vho do such things because they know no better; 
And Uien, God knows, what mischief may arise. 
When love links two young people in one fetter : 
Vile assignatiQDs, and adulterous beds, 

Elopements, broken vows, nnd hc^t^ts, and heads. 

XVII. 

Shakspearc described tlie sex in Desdemona 
As very fair, but yet suspect m faine,^ 

And to this day from Venice to Terona 
Such matters may be probably the same, ' 

Except that since those times was never kno^ a 
Husband whom mere suspicion cniild inflame 
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 

Because she bad a ** cavalier servente.” • .. * 

xvui. 

* 

Their jealousy (if they are ever Jealous) 

Is of a fait complexiou altogc^r, 

Not like that sooty devil of Othello’s, 

Which smothers w'opifnin a bed of feathel^ 

Bnt worthier of Uiese u|uch more jolly felloWs, 
Whe* weary of (he matrimonial tether^ ^ 

His head for such a w ife no mortal toihcrt, m 
But takes at once another, or anoUiec’s,* 

XIX. • 

Didst ever see a Gondola ? For fear 
You should noL 1 'll describe K*you exac(ly< 

*T is a long cover’d boat that 's Common hare, 
Carved at the prow, buiU lightly, but*coinpactIy, 
Row'd by two rowers, each call'd Gondolier^,” 

It glides along the tvoter looking blaCklf, 

Just like a cotfnxlkpt in a canoe, ^ 

Where none can make out w hat you sdy.of do. 


And up and down the long canals they go, 

And umle^ the RikUo'* shoot aloof, « •« 

By nffelit tind dajyall jfiioe.s, swift of slow, ' * 

And round the.iih^tre.s, a sable thfon^i 
They wait in iheh* dusk livery ofvbe u 
But not to them dp w o(ul thingl b^ong# 

For sometimes they contain a deal b^fun, 

Like mouming colors when the fhnergl^ done. 

,^XI. / Y 

But to my story.— ’TVas some year»a^^ / 

It may be thirty, fort]|^1hore*or If^. ^ 
The carnival was at its heiglit, and * 

Were all kinds of tHifloonejly ai^dress ; « 

A certairwiady went to see the show, ^ . 

Her real name I know not, nor can fucss. 


And so we 


we ’ll mfl jjer Laura^jf you please,. 

It slipk intimy verse wiUi easeT > 

^ xxti.. ’ ' . » • 

She was not old, ^pr youi^nor at thfh \far^ 
Which certain pedble^i^IT aj* rer/nii?fl^,m 4 
WJneh yet Uie inost^i^rtalff a^e apjlea^^ 
Because r»ever h|ard, nor corfd i^gage^ • 

A |>erson yet \ty prayers, bnbribeater tears, , 

1*0 name, dclin^y s^ceA,*or^wriic'^ 

The perlbd meant preri|^' %y th^t word, 

W1)ich surely4s execedin^^t^ur^. ^ 

i XXllk. • 4 

Laura wa^l(^iing f^ll,>h.'id niaS^^e besV 
*0f time, ana time r^turn'cTtlie oomplime^^ 
And treated her genteelly sO limt, drfte'b^ 

.She look'd extremely well wlfere’er she wftit; 

A pretty woman is a welcoincfucst)^’' 

And Laura's brow a fr^n ha(|p^rely beot. 
Indeed she shone all smiler, and Seem d to tetter 
Mankind with her black eyes Ibr liking at her. 

XXIV., . ^ ^ • 

She was a marrittl woman ; ’t js convenipnfi 
Because in Christian countries *t ixc^rulc 
To view their little slips with eyes morojeniant; 

* Whereas if single ladies play the £ool,* * * * , , 
(L'nfbss, witbiu the period interveiiiq)i, . . « 

A well-tiiiK'daveddinginakef the scandal copj,) 

I doi^ know how the\ evfr-can golpvi*r it, •* 
Except they manage never to di^oVer it. • 
xiv.» * « 

I Her Husband sailM.upon the AdriMic, 

I And made sohie voyages, too* ift other seas. 


'* eiUB WpleiD did KI UlDUa 


L - to 'I : 

tc 


la YmIcv niey <t« M bntcii ibe prank* 

TtMT dar« ool abaH ttelr bjtaband*; tbvlr bfit cofiKleiK* 
la— fMl lo iMTc aDdaDc.biil ke«p anbnoOa,’*->0<A«na.] 

\ ( *'Jealo<uy U not thwonler of the day in Veulcc, auj4laggcni 
are oiil of faabiun.. white dticla oo loye matters are uoknown^ 
at leaat, with the huOMnil*"— 0. /.ftters.] 

■* pan Eofflish algirevlaiion. Rlallo. ts the name, not of the twldse. 
but of the bland from which it If called; and the Vcnrliam say. il 
{tonte di Alalto, aa we say xveslmiosi^ Bridge. In 1)141 bland is 
the Kachaoge t and 1 have oDen walked there at 00 claulc ground . 


In the (l 44 f of Antonin a^ •Basunlo It wft aeeoml lo none, y 1 
aolio tj)s seiisovioo, writing in I 5 SS. *' u^u) ognl glhfni 

fre<|ncnlku dai ineroilauU Fiorendni. Uc9uvr^l| Mga^sl, S|iw> 
gnuull. Turclii.eid* atFc flaUonI dftcrac del mdoilo, I giiJli vkcon- 
curranu in taiKac 01 <i.i, Che <|iie«U iilazza'CamiuvefaU frAJe pr^e 
dcir universo."' tivrdi there |hai liieChrbil^n liokt dbcOuricmlli 
the Jew.; and ^hylock r^ers lo it. when he says. 

•* $lgapt Antonio, nwnr a tlow and oil. 
lo Ibe aialio, yoahart ra^ * ' * « 

‘Andiamo a Rialto'— ‘I' ora dl Rialto*— were 00 every longue; 
amt couUaue to to the present day.— Room.] 
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And when he lay in quarantine for pratique 
(A forty ddS's' preca^ion 'gainst diaease)^ 

His wtfe would mounts at times, lier hipest attic. 

For thenre she could diacvn the ship w|tli case : 

He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

Uis'name Giuseppe, call'd more Briefly, Bcppo. 

XXVI. 

He was a man ps dusky as a Spaniard, 

SiinburtU with trdvel, yet a portly ftgufc; 

Though color'd, as it wejce^itMn a lanyard, 

Hejwas a person both of sense -imd vigour — 

A better seaman never yet did man )aA : 

And she, although her manners show'd no rigour, 
Was dee^d a woman Uh: strictest {^inciple. 

So much as to be thought almost iaviacible.* * 

• xxv^. 

Out sevei^l years elapsed sjnee they ha(}^tyt; . 

^otlie^ pet^le thought the sifip was lost,^arid some 
That behad som^ow bldnder’d into*debt,' 

Asd did noHika tpakthought of steering home ; 

And there wecc qeyfral offer’d any bet, 

Or that he woifld, Of tliat lie woujd not come, 

For most men (till bvlosing render'd sagfr) 
fl'iU baHt their OMtn opinions with a wager. 

XXTIII. 

’T is said tliat their fast parilhg vfts pathetic, 
partings oftqp |re, or ought to be, 

And tydr presentiment was quite prophetic 
Hial they should never i^rc e^i other see, 

(A sort of nmrbid feeling, half poetic. 

Which I have knowi^Tq|r in two or three,) 

W ben kneeling on theihore upon her sad khee, 

He leff this Adriatic Arindoe. 

XXIX. 

And Laura waited long^ pnd wepta little, | 

Apd Uioughl*pf wearing weeds, as well site might ; 
She almos^lost alt appetite for victual, 

And could not ifleepaM'ith ease aldhe A night ; 

She deem'd the window*frames and^shi^^rs brittle 
Agaidst a daring ^ti^ehre^ar or 
And so she thought if pnidcrtt to<aOficct^ier 
With a aice-husband, eh^ptj \<^prokctJti(. ; ' 

XXX. : i 

She chose, (and what is tlieratliey wjlfnpi ^ose, 

If onl| y^oii will but oppose thejr choice ? ). 

Till ilem>o ^lould reftrn from his long cruise. 

And bid oqre mon* her faithful hea(t rejoice, 

A man some women like, am^yct abuse — •' 
Acdscombwas lie bv^he pphlic a^ce; 

A Count of wealth, Ihey said, as well as guality, 

And in his pleasures of great liberality. ■ 


*[*'Thc iieneraUlatf! «r moral^liere U much the tame at In the 
Di>ees' dnqr: a TTuman b virfiioit^acconUnff tuihe a>de) who 
liniilB bcnelf to her liapiaml and one lur«r ; iluwe who hate two. 
three, oriBora^arealitltr wid ; hni it ii'o^lrihoapwhaare tndi«- 
cridiinatelf dilTu^e, apil fbnn a low conneiiijp. who are con<Merrd 
u oxcr*tcpptn$ the modet!)’ of marriage. ' There it no convincing 
a woman bore. Uial the Ulo the tmallctt degree deviating from 


XXXI. 

.\nd then he was Count, and then he knew 
Music, and dapeing, Hddling, Frencli and Tuscan ; 
The lakt not easy, be it know n lo>you. 

For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

He was a critic upon operas, too, 

And knew all niceties of the seek and buskin ; 

*An^ no Venetian aumence coukl endure a 
Song, scene, or air, when he cried seccatura ! ” 

XXXII. 

His “bravo" was decisive, for.that sound 
Hifhli'd “ Arademie*’ kigh*d in silent awe; 

The tiddlers trembled ds Ijc look'd around. 

For fear of some false hotc’s^c(ected ilaw. 

The “ prima donna’s" tuneful lionrt would hound, 
Dreading the dt*ep dninnatfon gf his “ hph ! ” 
Soprano, basso, even the conira-altOj 
W isb’d hiii^ve'fathomjmder ilie Rialto. 

Xxxyi. 

He patnfhi^ thb Im^ovi^ptori, 

May, couId.himsq{f etfrnqtorise soqic stanzas, 
Wrote rhymes, sang doukl also tell a story. 
Sold pictures, anffw as‘skilfuhn the dance as 
ItaNans can ha; thoui^ in lliis tHeir glory 
Mustsuwly yidd the pajm to that which France lias; 
In shorty he %a$ a perfect cavalicfb, 

Anfl to his va]et*6eain'd u’licro. 

* * axxiy. 

Then lie w^ f^lhful tod, as well as amorous ; 

So that np sorgof f^iale could complain, 

Although Ihby 're now and Uieii a little clamorous, 
lie never pur the pVetty'^uls in pain ; 

His heart w as one of those which moA enamour us, 
Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 

I He was a lover of the good old school, 

' Who still become uioro constant as they cool. 

XXXV. 

Mo wonder suHi accompli^ments should turn 
A female Head, however sage and steady— 

With scarce a hope that B9p]x) could return, 

In law he was almost ns.gpod as dead ; he 
M'or sent, nor wrote, nor show'd tlift least concern, 
Aq<| she iiad'wailed several years already; 

And raally -if a’tnan won’t let us Know 
Tliat he *s alive, he dead, or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the Alps, to every womad, 

(Althotich, God kaow^t it is a geievous sin,) 

*T is, I in5y say, permitted (t> liave tiro men ; 

I can't tell who First hrou(^it th^ custom in. 

But “ Cavalier Serventes" nre^quite common, 


the rule of right or the filncsv of lhln;;x, iu having ao rrmoittfo. 
The great Uo aeema to lie io coucealing it, or having more tli.vn 
uaci’ihaiif. nnirintnch an ritenMun Of Ihf* prerogative U iimli*r- 
tloud aml'approvnJ of by the prior ctaimanl.**— 0. LtUrrt, 4817.) 

• IMS.V-A Connl nf wrallh lolfrlor (o liU «|aillly, 

vrlikli ■osMwbtllfrelM bU IIMnllJt.*’| 
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And no one notices nor cares a pin ; 

And we raay call llus (not to say the worst) 

A second niArriage which corrupts tl^ 

• KXXVII. 

The word was formerly a “ CIsisbeo,” 

But that is now grown vulgar and indecent; 

The Spaniards call the person a Corlrjo,’/ ' 

For tbesanicniode subsists in Spain, though recent; 
In short it reaches froni the Po to Tcio, 

And may perhaps at last be o'er the sea sent. 

But Heaven preserve Old Engfndd4’rom su(^ courses ! 
Or what becomes of damage 'noddisorces ? « 

• xxx\iy. 

However, I still tbinf, willi alT due deference 
To the fair siri(;fp |brt, of the^CreaJion, 

Tliat married ladies«Hbuld prpseave the preference 
In Ment-We 0^ eeniM ^onv^rsabon — 

And this I say wiraohPiteculiar^eferenc^ 

To England, France, oi^any other^alion— 
Because they know the ararld^nd Ire at ease, 

* And being natural, naturally>lea^. 

• -XXXIXIJ • , 

*T is true, your budding ^flS5 is^ery cbarirKng, 

But shy and awkward at first coniiBg out, 

So much alarm’d, that she is giiite alaruiihg^ 

All giggle, l)(usli ; half pertnr&S, and liall'pout ^ 
And glancing at fear there *s harm in 

What ycru, she, it, orihey? may he alwiii, 

The ISursery still lisps out in all they utter— 
Besides, they always smell of brea<Land butter. 

XI-. ^ 

But “ Cavalier ^rvente’* is the phrase * 

Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 
Close to the lady as a part of dress, 

Her word the only law which he obeys. 

His is no sinecure, as you may guess ; 

Coach, servants, gOhdola,^he goes to call, 

And carries fan and Yippet, gloves and shawl. 

XLI. 

Witli all Hs sinful doinga, I mtistsay 
Tliat ltal5' *s a pleasaiU place to inc« ' 

Who love to see the^un shine every day, * • 
And vines (not nail’d to walls) from tree4p free 
Festoou’d, much like the back scene of a play. 

Or melodrame, which people flock to see, 


I When th»0T8t act ts ended by a dance ^ 

I In vineyards copied from the south of France. 

1 l*, . . XLII. ' * 

I like on Autumn evenings to ride out, , 
Without being fosced to hid my gropm be sure, 

My cloak is round his middle 'strapp'd about. 

Because tlie skies are not the most secure; 

1 know too that, If stopp’d upon my route. 

Where the green alleys windingly allure, 

Reeling with grapes led waggons choke the w^,— 

In England 't' would-be dung, dust, or a dray. 

• iLiii. 

1 also like to dine on becafleas, ^ 

To see the Siin set, iure be :il rise to-enofrow, 

Kot tbrodgb a irfisty morning twinkling weak aa 
A drunken man’s dca(t,eye in piaiidliu soarow, - 
But with all Heaven t' himself ; that day wiltt)?eak 
Beauteots as cloudless, nor be frreed to bu#ro»v> 
That sort <f farthing candlelight wliich glimoters 
W'bere reeking London’s smokp 'cajdrfn simme^ 
xuv. ^ ^ 

I love the language, that'soft totafd Latin, 

Which melts iite kisses from a female mouth, • 
And sounds as if It should be writpn satin, ^ 

With syllables which breath^ of the swee^South, 
And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in. 

That not a single accent seems uncouth, . , 
Like our barsbnor(hern whistlid|g,^runtin||gutturat. 
Which we ’re oblige<f to bi^, and spit, and sputter all. 
xtv. 

I like the women too (fc^rgivt my folly), 

From the rich pcasaht cl«e% of ruddy bronze,* ^ 
And large black eye»tliat flash on you a volley 
Of rays that say a thousand tilings bt ouce, 

To the high dama’s brow, more melancholy, 

But clear, and wfth a wilctaud liquid glance. 
Heart on'hfer lips, and sotil within liar eyes, • • 
Soft as her cUine^^and sunny as skies^* 

. ^ • XLVI. 

Eve of the 1^^‘hicb still is Pi^adise I «■ 
ltalian1)eduty 1 didst thou hot inspire 
Raphael, ’ %bo died in thy embrace, and vie$ 
WUirsll we know of H^ven, or can desire, 

In wliat hciiaBi bequeath’d us?-rin what guise, 
Thou^ flashing from' the fervour of the lyre. 
Would words describe thy past'and preseqt glow, . 
While yet Canova can create b^ow^^ • • ^ 


I Corteja pronoiioccd riOCtete, with au aeooedins | 

to the Arabesque giitiural. Itoieani nbat Uiere ia at yet no pre- [ 
cUe name for in Eoslaud, ihousb UitTpractloe ii as common a» <o \ 
any tramontane country whatever. 

* [M$.'“Froto (IwuilpeAMniwIltiberni'ldv hreow"] 

^ Uhe ber owo rUme, nil hid, and biouro, umI allei.’' ] 

4 [ to tlicse lloea tbc aulbor r»es above Ihe miMl anil 9]>|»n>|]riate 
pilch othis coiiiposiUon. and is betrayed into nomf^ihing loo like I 
eolhoaiasiii and deep fecliiiR lor the li;iht and (anuttie «tramonit<i ! 
poetry. Nclihcr does Ibe lit go off, for he rises quite Into r.ipiiire | 
to Ibe Kucceedlos stanza. This is, bowovrr, ilis «uily slip of llie 
kind in the whole work—die'oniy paasa^'c in uhtcii the auth»r . 
betrays the secret (which might, hnwever. have been 'n»i*cclfd} I 


« — ; — i — — r: r 

of bli own geuAis. MM his affinity tp e li^gher order of pCrta Ibao 
those to whom be has here b^n pleased to hold out a modCl.**— 
Jarraaf.] . * ' * • 

s For the rocelTcq accuunh of U>e cause of Baphael’sdtalh, 
see hU Uvei. 

* (lolaiklQglba^tbc«riier.aOM(spactaU7 

Of nonMQ.MOald tw un^rslawi Wmv. ' 

Be fptoks • spectali^, not offld^y. \ * 

tiiililnii]« tnMrr In a mailitt* ny - ' ^ , a 

« ' rerbapik to». lu uo ver> wsl d^grea ifcalt bs • 

Appear |o hn*n Dfrendid ia tliU lay. * a a 

Store. as alt hdbv.wUliourtlie h>»> oar tonnets 
Woald fees uoaolib'd. Ilk* Uirtr untrlma'd bonnelO * 
IsijfMd) rsirtra't btTiA. 
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“ KngKlnd! with aJI iby faults I love Uhjc still/* 

I sai(rti Calais, and hn'e not forgot it 
1 like to speak and lucubrate niv ftll ; 

I like the pO^cnimedt bill that is not H)^, 

I like thefpcedom hf the pres* and fp^l; ^ 

I like thellalirts Corpus ^wlien we *w gA iy •' 
I like^pprliamantary debate, ^ , 

Particularly wlieu *t it not tOo late?" ^ >. 

, XLvni. " 

1 like the tves, when they doI many 
1 like a' JPacotl wfcn nol'too deJr y 
1 like a beef>steti, t<^, asjwdl dk any ; 

Have ne objection toh potVbeeri 
1 like tlieVet^wr, when i» ft ilot raili>'. 

That isi Wike.twd monlbe of enry veer. 

And to, Gdd save the Regent, (%urfn, 

^Vhic!l meanrthat Mike ail: and every tbiOgV 

Our standing arn^, ^ disbanded seam^ 

Poor's rate, Refonr^^iy owi^llft Million’s de^l, 
Our little riots msk to show' we are free men, 

Our URfliu iSnkniptcle^ih thpi^QUe, 

Our QlQUdllcmiale, and oar clijUy pom^. 

All theS^ (An for^iW,«iHl ihoi^ forget. 

And grtflly venerate our reoent glories,^ 

And wiAi fflljj’ were not ow ing t® the Tories. 

L. 

But to my tale of Laura,— for 1 iir»d 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 
Becomes esc^ing tedious to my mind, 

And, theceforef may the reader too dispiggse — 

The gentle regder, drlio may wax unkind, 

Aiid, carin^ittle for the auUior's ease, • 

Insist on Allowing what he mearfl, a hard 
And hapless situation for a hard, sr 


Oh, that 1 had the arUof oasy writing 

'What sliould be easy reading! could I scale 
Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known to fail, 
flow quicks w'onid I print (the w(f^ld <(i^ghting) 

A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tala ; 

And sell you, mix'iJ witliwesteiM seiRlinentalism, 
Some samples hf the finest Orientalism. • 

Lll. 

But I am but a nameless sort of person, 

(A broken l^ndy ‘lately on my gravels) 

And tale for rhyme, lo hoola m3srainb)ieg verson, 
Tbe flr^l fhat Walker*s I.e]dcQ|i unravels, * % 
And when 1 can’t find that, 1 ^uX a wors/ofi; 


Kot cacini as.l ought Tor critic’s cavils; 

R ’veA^l^ a mind to tumble down to prose, 
tU verse is more in fashion— so here goes. 

Lni. 

Tlie roimt>6Dd Ladra made their new amneement. 
Which lasted*, a^ arrangements sometimes dd, 

For half a dozen years estrangement ; 

They had t^r Httla^ififerOTchs, tcio; 
Tliosejt’idou^ hifft, yj;l)iclWaver any c^lange meant : 
In such al^iPs ^re pcobahly are (ew 
Who have not hau this (touting s<)rt of squabble, 
'^From sinners <^li^ staticin to the rabble. 

LIV. 

Rut, on the whole, tWy were a luippy pair,* 

As happy as uolaw M love coaid make Uu‘k; 

.nJIic gentleiiiBn wdk fond, the lady fair, {breilltbcui j 
Their chains* so alight, 't was aiot w<trtb while to 
The w orid heliehl Uiem w ith indulgenf qjr ; 

Tbe pious only w isl/d v* tlie dh*R-tdkclhein|*’ 

He took them not ; lie/ery often 

And leaves old sinifers to be yiiftn^ o(fe%’ baitSi 

, LV. 

Rut they ware yaiing : Oh ! what wilhout our youtfl 
Would lovobe I What vftiuld youth b®w il^out love! 
Youth lends it and swertiiess, vigouf, t|U(b^ , 
Heart, ^il. nn4lll that seems as from ^ve?* 
Rut, Llngiimliibgviilh years, it grows uik'u«A»— 

Ope few tbiqgs experience don’t imptDVOi 
Which is; perha||s/the reason wby old fellows 
Are always so preposterously jedtdus. 


It was the Carnival, as I have said 
Some six and thirty stanzas back, and so 
Laura the usual pieparatifins niade, , * , . 

V\1ii8lvyoutio w hetfy*our niintf *s made up to go 
To>oighf to maaquerbi^p 

Spcctatoi« of pi^taker Jn ihe shwtf ; 

The onlf djAcfknreluitfwd betwerd^lhc <^ses 
Is — here, we have six wefks of “varnish'tftaces.*' 


Laura, wi>en dress’d, w a;S (a8 1 sang before) 

A pretl^wpman as w'Ss ever seen, 

Fresh as Ilia Angel o’^r a new Ipn door, 

Or fronti|piece ofi^i^w H^gaxlm, * 

With all Iheffishi whith the* last Month wore. 
Colour’d, arfi^ sfivgf pape( leq^f^wecp 
Tl)at and the title*page, for fe'ar^^b^ress ' * 
Should soil witlt parts'of speech Tbe parts of dress,, 
tviii, 

Tliey went to theHiJollfi^ — '(jskbaIN,* 

Where t>eople dai^e, and sup, antkdance egain<> 
Its prA)^r Baih^j>erl*aps, were a mlisk'(n)all, ^ 


• [ThievpresitonsVMuc-fforMeg’ may fuVnidi 

malltr for l|ii> feamln^ of i ou«rmcntator at »omm^ntiireg»prkMf. 
At till* momrnt. evrry Kn^lbh reader will nndmtind lli^i. Our 
prcMtft cpIvetn^Eal dandy is aMa to ibe mgeeSrooi of Bty UtHgr 
day*. The Cm pf tboae expH^inhs Ivii become clas.ic^ by 
Mrs. Ifaiuiah More'*4>ocm of *Bta>Bleo,* ai»d ibe other hy Ulr 


use of (t»in''t>ne o(Lortl lTyron*« poems. • Though now become 
familiar and trite, llicir day uia| nul be long. % 

* , c^guiqiie * 

qiup bUM luutin htme^citfcitula.*" 

lASD OiisinTiiJbrnardrUr, m.1 
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But that *8 of 00 hnportmice to my strain; 

T is (on n smaller scale' Hkeoiir Vauxhali, 

E\cepti(i;| that it can't be spoilt by rain : 

,'n« company mi.\'d ”‘(ll»e phrase f ijnoie is 
As niucli as savior, they 're below your n^ic^ 

LIX. 

For a mix'll rum|>aiiy ' implies. that, save 
Ypnrsflf and friends, and half aHui^rad mpre, 
Whom >*00 may bow to wiUiopt lookit^QraV^, 

The rest are byjt # vulgar set, th^bor^ 

Of public places, w j^erc they basely brara 
*rhe fashionable stare of twen^sc^re 
Of well-bred persons, call'd “ the World:" but I, 
Althqujjh I know them, really don’t know w(>y. 

LX. 

Tliisis the case in England ;.at JeaYt was « 

During the ^nasty of Dandiest ' noftv 
J^ecdKihce suiToeded tv some otliar,plaes 
Of imitated imitators :~hpw 
Irrefd^hiy sloon di^line, alas^ 
TliederttagoKue|of*fnshion : alt below 
Is frail ; how easily the world’ is lost 
By love, or war," and now and then by frpst! 

Lxi. 

Oust'd was Nafioleon By the northern 'fhor, 
Whokaoci^d Ins army down kjiKscy l^iuiner. 
Stopp'd by the elemeuls. * like a whaler, or ^ 

A blundering novice-in his new French cr^ypunar ; 
Good c^iui^had he to doubt (he cliadc^ of war, 

And a^ for Fortbne — hut 1 dare not d — n her. 
Because, were I to |>under to inlinity, 

'Fhc more I should believe in her divinity.* 

. LVI» 

She rules U^p^rsent; past^ and all to be yet. 

She gives is iiick in lotteries, lova, Ond'iparriage; 
I camftt say t^tfhe 's.done much fdf gie vA ; 

>oSliinl I ineAii her boufyiea*J|p'dU»tl/*ri^e, 

We 've iiQt^et Aosed accounts, and ^ali see y/t 
Ilow mtirh she 'll m.ikeauihi)ds for {wstvniscarriage; 
Meantime the goddess I *li no more importune, 

Lntess to thank her wiirn she 's made my fgrtnnc. 

. uiiir. . . 

To tum,^aiid ti^retnrn ;^lliejlcvi| take it! 

Tliisistory sliji/fnf eter thyoyrdi inv Qfigers, 
Because, jqst asifle stanza nkestifcnakl^t, 

It nreds^pni^b^^nd so it rglher ltn^er$; 

Tlhf formm vdrw bqg‘ab,*l canT well break it. 


Rut must keep lime and time li^e^blic singers; 
But if I oocT get through uty present ineosqre, 

I M) takcendther w hen I in next at leisortfl ^ 


They went to the BidoU^t’is a place* 

To whipl) I mcah to go 'myself tu-morrbw,* 


^u^ ti^ivert iny Umughts a little .spm, 
Be^ii^l 'm'lraihertifppish, and may bo 
* Some spirits, ^neksio^at what kind of fhc,. 

Mdr jur\ behenlh raeh mask ; and as nfy sorro 
SiaptcD^its pace semetimos, I 'll make, qr find, 
Sdfnethiftg shall leave It half'arfbonnbchfiuJ^ 


Now Laura motes aJops^be joj'ous crowd,'. 

Smiles jo her^yi^ and .Simpers on het lips : 

To stsne fhq wbisprpl oifters speaks al«)8 ; ^ 

XOiMmq she curtsies, and to syme she dip^ ^ 
Com|i^ir?t of wdrm(h)' aniT.' this complaint avow'd, 
^ier ipy^ bri/g^ tde le^toflade, she sips; 

stfVveSs’ condenuis, but pities, still 
llbr dearest fil^ndnbr being dress'd so III. 

T ' - ** 

One lias faifc-ctwls. anothertoo much pa^,'’ 

A third — wheiW iBihsheliijy lhaf^‘i^^|H tiifban.’ 
A fourth 's ^ pale sfie Teafti sli« 's going^o faint, 

A fifth’s look 's vtiTeaf,*dowdyish, and^siit^rbao, 

A sixth's white sillThasgot a yellow taint, 

A seventh’s tiun tiinslin surely w ill be her bone. 
And lo! an eighth appe.irs, — “ I ’ll see np more! " 
For fear, like Baii^uo's kings, they reach k scqre. 

LXVII. 

Meantim^ while she was thus oLofliets ^xlng, 
Others were levelling thdr looks mr: 

She heai^ tlie men’^lialf-whisper'd indRc of py^ising. 
And, till 't was dons, determined not to'stir ; 

1'hf women only tKought it quite amazing 
That, at litr t'mie of life, so many were 
Admirers still, — but men are ^ deliasod, 

'fhose brazen creatures alwavs suit their taste. 


For my past, noMU I ne'er. could unders^d 
Why naughty women— bul 1 won*tdirausi 
A thing which is a'scandal td (he land, 

I o*hly don''! see w hy ft siiodld bdU^qs; 

And if I Xere but in a goh n and hand. 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss. 


• ( *') llknl Ihe nanclir* ; they «fre always rerj civil lo m« ; 
diotigh. in zWipral, iftT)- iH«likad literary people, anj pf riecul^ 
an<t my^ineuyiailaine Uc* Stad, Lewis,^herac^Twiw,aiKlXt)e like. 
Tlif iruih i«. that (housli I gate up the tnuirn'ii eariv, \ had a 
(infc otUjodyiwu in my mtiionly, and t>fnbai>ly retaineifenogxh of 
niosptil^nia(eihegreal«nes.aituiiraiia(Wenly,''>a /UoiV.ltSI]. 

^^''\vhen Bnnmneli was uiiliard t<f retire (D pKanoe.Jie knew 
no Pp*ucli, and havin;? nbUUrU a pramniar kjr (lie purpoac of 
onr (rieudSernpe Davies wSansked whal prosfru Itrumniell 
liad made in French t he nw’ondsiL 'that Diumincll had l*eea 
»ti>[ipeil, Jike Dnnaparh^nVIiiuia. K]r ijie r/<mrnia.’ 1 have put 
ihifjNiii into Wliich i« <a fair cxchaose and no robbery;’ 


• . r* ’ 

for Sc/^ope qiade bb rorliyie almgreral dinners (as be (»«ne«Uiitii- 
•eiri. hy rr{>e3t!ng uccasiunally, as bis own. some of the huaoo- 
ncries.kiiti wjiich t had epcuuijlered him In the Huruiug.”— 
H. Diary, ISSIJ 

) [ l.lke*syila, 1 have alyvayt believed that ait things depend 
ii|ivn Ferhme. and iHilhirfit npoq onr«g(ves. 1 am not aware of 
any eef ilgniglii or aoDon, worthy of bcin^callcd good ni)*self 
or oih^, wh^h Is not to fie Alribifted lo good goJdeso— 
l-'ortiidnr’— U.r. * * 

^ [ In Ibe marfin^r Uie uruinaiSIS. Lord Byrpn has wiVUen^ 
>* JaiAiary tU b. IBIS. ^To-mmusv will be a Sniid^y, and full lii- 
d*Uo’-E.J * ’ 


-rr 
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I 'd preach on thi^lill Wi%rforce and Boi^jlly 
Should quotk in their neat spceehee fromniy homily. 

1.XIX. 

While laurx tliua was seen and seeing, silliiing^ 
Talking, s(ie kii*w not why and edred lyTt^ihat, 

So that her fejnalefrlenfc, with cnvyhroiliiig, 

Beheld her airs and triumph, and all that; 

And well-drras'd males still kept,before hpr filing. 
And passing bow'd and minRjcd wjth bcr'rlia^ 
klore than Jjie resume person'^m'd to slare 
^Witli peclinacity tliar’s ratheiv'rare. 

XXXs' 

lie was a Turk, the dolour of mahogipv; ' ■ 

And Laur^aw him, and liMirst u’af |0d. 

Because thpBrksso‘mig;li1!dmire*philogyn¥,-» 

AlthaiijSh.their usa^e-tHihe^ wives is saj; 

T I.S sai^tfey use do helper Ilian n dog pny 
Poor i'<%an^wh(yn llwy plSrtjliase'like a p.id : ^ 
They have;i i)j|mber, tliongli ll^Jiiie'er ejliibif 'e«, '• 
Four wives by law, and obnrubines •‘ail lii^i^'" 
i.»xi' 


They Mck Uieni up, pnd veil, and guard tiieha dailr,' 
TMy scarcely ogn behold their male relqjtiffiis. 


LX XV. 

One ha^e} an author that's nil author, fellow*. 

In fpolst^ uniforms turn'd up with ink, 
Spyery.anxi^^ clever, fine, and jealous. 

One i^’t know what to say to them, or think, ' 
Unles*.jp puff tliein with a pair of iwllows ; 

Of coxcombry's gror*ti»xcoinbs e'en the pink 
Afe preferable to tJieie shreds of paper, 

■These unqucnoli'fl 'snuffings of the midnight taper. 

LXXVI. ‘ 

Of these s.ahi^#e sA) several, ami of others. 

Men ol^tbe worlj, who know the world like men, 
Scott, K(*rSjM^e,-and all the lielter brothers, 
tSho ti^k Ot ^y^iiitig elsir Itesides the pen; 

But for Ihp (^ildwn of the “mighty mother's,'' 

The would-be wits and can'i-be genllenicn, ^ 
I lea;^e them to their doily “ tea is readv," 
Sinugcotddie, gpipitciqpr lady. • 

LXXMI. 

Tliepoqr tfrarMiissnl women wlmm I mention • ' 
Havtuoni' rii^e*inltnietive pleasant [leople, 
Auil'bd wd^id icein to them a new invenlinn, 

* linlS'i*' ■ ' 


vh|<. w/xww.u Liii. 1 * liioic irik^iuiis, ♦ ^1 Tlirhjsli slcrplr; 

So lJfottheiftin()nients(fonolpasssa.iUiil>- . ^ •’ 1 rt|»nJ("t%ooid almost be worUi while to pension 
As is^upposetl tfle^ase wiUi m»rther| itations; J' iTh^^ best-sown projects very olten reap 


— T-sMi iiwtiiicif ihiuuiiA, »erv uiien re 

Confinetnat^A^f innst mike^ein Ipqk ; , A n>issi(fflary bu^ot', jir*t to prcaeii 

A ..A r..s c&nvcrstonjf \ ^ 'jur Chris^iah of the |wrl$ of speech. 

(s*d in doing • | * ixxvili* 


And as me TutlCs 
Their days orp eitbef pass'd in doing 
Or ftathingp nursing, making tovst and clothing. 
* tfxp. 


They canno|rea<^*and so don'* jisjf ip crilioam* ' 
Nor write,- and.qo ltfey*Boti'f affeek ^e.pitlsil; , 
Were never ^aught in epighain or wltutisrti, ' 

Have no fomancM, aeniionC plays,' ill* i#ws, 

III haramsleariiiiig soonl|ould luabe aiprettv schj^ ! 

But idekily thes#ljaiitAs are m “ Blues, ”a • ' 

No bustlinjjAoAerb^IuvB tfiey m ^w*’em - 
in the nt nevk 


neA Bpgin:” • 


‘ That clian^g pa’Ag* the 

No soler*i, antii^e genllem^aftlivmc, ' ' 

Who, having pngled*#! fiis l^e (ohgke. ■ 

And getting but a nifible ft a*tj!nea * 

Still fussily keeps IjshinMin, the same 
Small “TriioqoF the minnows,” the sublime 
Of nildioc(ity, the furious ta*er • ' 

The echo's eclA, usKifi' of lUkVhool • r *. 

Of female wiifc toy inrifi-^ slirfij^a /o*l ! - 

. ■ LX.1^T. ■ 

A stalking oracio of aw ful prtras*," 

Tlie appi^ving A tt«^ff’t{by rto iii^ns oooD inJaw) 
Humming likejfijrs aroWii'the’ newest blaze, * ’ 
Tile bluest ofbluetottfes^'ou e'er saw, 
Teasin^wiih bime, excrucrali^wilh praise(>' 
Oorging thqJmHTfameJs^get^ an raw, ' , 

Translating tAigdes lipdinnwc'iipt evendiji fttler, 
And sweating (nays ie middling, ^dlbwere totter. 


No cl;g^iiistryr /be tiftm unfolds lier gasan. 

No ipetl^b^ic* are let loose in lectures, »< 

No circulating library amasses 
lleligiotis noveis, mortil lalef, and strictures 

I'pon thd jiving-fiiaqn'erv** ^*1 pa»» U-it 
^ No e.vhihi||ia^arc^ with annual pictures; i>‘ 
■ They stare ppl^tlfc stprstlfOfn out tlieir attics, / 
Nor deal (than|; Gotl fbr.lhA.S iS mathemaiii. . ■ 

M hy I thank^^Tardliatkii i» gtkat matteri-Sj- 
1 bafp yiv r ,Vo««o,d(^>»,suppote, 

AiW as, P.e^api, lliey-wog^ not iiigi^ Itatter, 

I'll kre^L^i foe my Ufc (i<JeQ)flej;ini prose; 

Tfyr iTuiJe.* li^ie thrn 
And yeUii^Uunlis Ute (jh|e> that one grow s 
Inclines ps mij» lo laugl than sCdW, though lat^rt^r 

Leaves us sodoub^sefid^'^fiottly after. 

' iV^' 

Ob, Mj ■ ■■ - 

Yel 

In these s^ ceslnrieii otsm aiitlAni«l'<er,- 

AtonlWablrf^l|fl^nomn^r^jl(ie.rs . 

His thirst au(li |ijre1»ve^age., Jip malft®' 

1 lovevpultjh, dnijlidtli .•Jiall have my pralH, 

Oh, ftft- old Saturn’s reigp 'of sitgdP-eandyiLx- 
Mcjniiine 1 drink to yoSr reti/m in branfli-. 

Our Laura's Turk still kt^n his Het Apanht, 


< 1 , Mjrtb anddnn«Ctoc<^iOlt Aliik and Waltot ^ 
Ye happi*^»(i^^oi'mpde hapiiy d.i ^4 . ^V 


•l.S»lklnec«Ud.,ererU.n..hUc.n«icmi.ed.«Ato.n.nwl«cedSp™p..,.,,toli<c„,r„,kul,lw,,e,n.U^ 
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Less in Uk Mu^ulmau tlun Cliristian way, 
Which seems to eny, “ Madam, I do toii|i»nour, 

** A nd » hile I please to stare, you ’ll plejs^fo'stay : " 
Could starine w in a woman, this had woisTier,' 

But I.aura could not thus be led astrJy: 

.She had stood (Ire too loufC and well, to b^$|e 
Even at this stranger’s most oullan'Sish 8gt?.' 


The morning now wgs on the poii\ho( breaking, 
A turn of time at »hich I would a<l>iSe 
Ladies » ho liave been dancing, V p»|pllmg 
In any other kind of exercise, . , 

To make their preparations for fowStin^ . 
The ball-roiim ere the sun bejirs^o i®, 

dl^ fail. 


Because, xx hen once the lamps and eaiii 
Ills blushes make them look a little pade. 


I ’ye seen some balls and roeelsm’mt time, ' . 

And st.xy’d them over for MHpc^ityy reason. 

And then 1 look'd vl hope it wi^qo ctiniej^' 

To see what l.idy l^st stooiTout the seaior^ 

And though I 've seen some tiiSttgutdg ifi Uie^pritpj,' 
lanely and pleasing, a.nl who’^till ji^plwse o^, 
I never saw but one (the fitsfo.wjthdra]^^, . 

Whose hlooni e'tmld after'iincing dare Uie.^iw n. 

IXXXIV. . • 

The name of this Aurora l^fhot mrlljioh, 

Althougli 1 miglit, for she vvijj ntlp|^itAo me 
More than tliat patent work of ^Oi|*s mveiilih, 

A charmine woman, whom we Jike to 
But writing names would uiertufeprrhelsion, 

Trt if you like to Und cwl this fhlrAlie,*.. 

At the next U)n|Jon.or Pa'nsipiwbali’ « 

You still may uiarlf horhhrek, i)u»i^!»iing^ll. , 
,L»Xlfx7 ^ , 

kt^w It trojUdhot 4<> at all 
To meet Uig daylM t augr sevlai hoeg-s’ gating 
Aiming Ihtac^hmisSd pgpplc’«k*_'>a'l> * 

To make hcT rtn-tilj jiougli'it rfght *aid fittihf; 
Tlie Count Was it her clbpw.wltli her eHha>L 
Aud tlicy tliifft#iJtVc>c oAfhe^vofitof^uitting, 
■W Wit loj tliooe pirseiljoodoliera had got » 
Just ill tlie very pJaca'wfTeye'lhey sfioi(m iiof. 

lo oui^o&lunea, |nd the c^use 

* fs luncii thc,6affl^lhe tjuUing, hauling, 

\V45M.splimirM"erfo«g^to jMfjaws* 


VV uli that, then; is a/l«I orwuring, 
nSb^uVwovdspasl'nieotibuirfg or l&ring. 

ixxxtii. ^ 

The Count and Aoiura f^ind-their boat at last, 
And floated o’er the silent tide. 


Discuss^ alMhe daoce^ £one aqdpast, 

Tfie danders am) their dresses, (oorbAide; 

Sohfe lUtle scandals eke : 1)Ut ali^ghast 
(As to (heir palace stairs the rowars glide) 

.Sato Laura by^be s|^e of lier adorAx ^ ‘ 

When k)(Tlie Mussulman was thefe bafbre her. 

LXXXVIll. 

#^|d titc Copnt, with brow cxce^ing grave, 
“^oA* UIDe.\pected presence here will m^e 
It necesaaay for mjself to*crave,i 
^ts import? But j^rhaps 'QU a mistake; 

I hope Jt is so; and at^pce U> wave 
All coniplinicifr, 1 j^pe so foLi/our sake; 

You ii^dec||aSf my n^oiug, or yap a/ta/f.’* 
‘‘Sir^'Xquolh theTurkja** 't is^o inia^kcat all. 



Ij^alCin ^male.9nlon't di^ao Oli^f ht ; 

‘ftcj^oDly coil a liivie^ Uiclr saints, 

' Andilten come to themselves, pimost or quite ; 
t^lffcfr^aves much hailshn^n, l^s, and^ s|>riakling 
And stays, as asupl in sud) cas^. Ifaces, 

' *. w ' * 

^e^aii^.-->^bal coul^shesi}'? tVli}', a word : 

Ijnfjf,^ untj;<?urteouslridviit*d in^ 
flu-'Straft^r, much ap^as^ bf Vliat Jw heard : 

thiu««parhaps, wAJ bes^diacuss within,** 
Said he; let us «v)ke ohrsekea absuM 

ifl pi^lic, 5%a0ceqe^*nor raiSM dln,'^ 

For liiap thtfcfttef ahd aatisl^tioii^ 

will be inficE ^uiz^ing on it^' wmle transaction.'’ 

• V** ^ xci. * 

I'k^v enterM,ind Iqr coff# call'd— it came, 

A bwerage £or\urlu nQ ^^stians botn, 
AHhpugh Ihc wyftip* nMke7r*s n«t the same. 

^ow ni(^ reeff^itMj^r lAfttoih 

To ^eoK, cries lkp|H> I wriift^s yd^ pagan name ? 

6l«ss me I youi^cakd^s of aaiazjOg gro]|th! 

And l)OW ca^^oii ^ ^ long? . 

Are you nol^isjUlM^waa vcaj' w rong? 

' ‘ . 

'‘And are you (eaf/y, fraiy, aW aTttrk? 

A^ith any othef ^Tnen did you wive? 

Is ^t t^uft they use thei^u^» f3r a fcrk ? ' 

Well, tb3l *s^Hh pri^|ic5 abawl— tp 1 'm alive! 
You ’ll give It me?, Th«f say you^aWoo pork. 

And lioi^ so in#By jpears did you contrive 
To — Bless gie ! <Bd j|^o,U^ever* 

Savda man gr^wTi so yelld^ Ilow 'fi your fl^er? 

xcfii. * * , 

"BeptJbl that bmtrd of yours becojies youpot; 

U shaH'be you *^e a (Ipy^ ol^r : 

■\Vhy do'vdm wear ij ? • *Oh ! 4-Jiad for|oi — 

Pray don’t yaif &Ink.the weathes Wfcre U colder ? 


■ [ Uara nlUia bM iMiror.' ) 


niti?ed by^ITTCB^c 



Digitized by Google 






Digitized by Google 


CEPPO. 


How do I look? You shan't stir from this spot 
In Uiat queer dress, for fear that some beholder 
Should find you out, and make the story known. 

How short your hair is ! Lord I how gray it ’s grown ! ” 
xciv. 

What answer Beppo made to these deniamls 
Is more than I know, lie was cast away 
About wliereTroy stood on^', and nothing stands; 

Became a slave of course, and for his pay 
Had bread and ba$tiaado<‘Si till S(.)me Ihinds 
Of pirates landing in a nrigliboiiring !)ay, 

He join’d ll>e rogues and prosper'd, and became 
A reoegado of indiffcieiTt fame, 

^ f^CV* 

But he grew ricfi, and with his riches grew so 
Keen the desire to see his home again. 

He thought himself in duty bound to do so, 

And not be always thieving on the main : 

Lonely he felt, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 

And so he hired, a vessel come from Spain, 

Bound for Corhi : she was a line polaccn, 

Mann'd With^welve hands, and laden with tobacco. 

XCM. 

Himself, and much (Hcaft’en knows how gotten !) cash. 
He U)eii embark'd w itU risk of life and limb, 

And got clear oh*, although the attenipt w'as rash; 

tie said that Providence protected him — 

For my part, 1 say nothing — lest we clash 
Id our opinions : — well, the ship %as trim. 


Set sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on, 

Except three days of calm when off Cape Bonn, 
xcvii. * 

They reached the island, he transferr'd his lading. 

And self and live stock, to another bottom. 

And pass’d for a trueTurkey'merdiant, trading 
With goods of various names^ but I ’ve foigct ’em. 
However, he got off by thik evadirtg. 

Or else Uie people would perhaps have shot him ; 
And thus at Venice ' landed to reclaim 
His wife, religion, bouse, and Christian name. 

XCVIII.* 

His wife received, the patriarch re-baptized him, 

(He made the cimrch a present, by the way); 

He then threw off the garments w hicli disguised iiim. 
And borrow’d the Count ’s smallclothes for a day : 
His friends the more for his long absence.prized him, 
Finding he ’d wherewithal to m^e them gay. 
With dinners, where he oft became the laugh of them. 
For stories — but i don’t believe the half of them, 
xcix. 

tVhate’er his youth had suffer'd, his old age 
With wealth and talking make him some amends; 
Though Laura sometimes put him in a rage, 

1 ’ve heard the Gannt and he were always friends. 
My pen is at the bottom of a page, 

Which being finish'd, here tiici story ends; 

’I is to be wi^’d it had been-sooner done. 

But stories somehow lengthen when begun. * 


« I You nk me,” sljs ^rd D/roa. in a IfUer written In 19^, 
br a volume ofeunoeri. ete. on Italy. 1*crha|M 1 am in the cate 
to know more of them tban mast Rn^lUlimcii, bocanie 1 have lived 
among the native*, an^in paf is of the country where Englishmen 
never re«lde#^c(t)q: ( 1 sjgiak oT llot^agn^ and Ihb place particu- 
larly) : but there are many reason* w liy I ifo not chouse to treat in 
print on suahasoblfCl^ Their moral h pul fpur thbral; their litc 
is not your lile ; you woohl out understand il i it is not Englidi, nor 
French, obr Geipan. which you would all iiiidcrsland. The con- 
ventual 6doc4ion. the cavalier servitude. IheliahiisoftiinnKhi end 
living, are so mtlrely'diflrreAl, anti the difTcrcoce becomes so 
modi more striking thh more you llvelnliiuaicly with them, that 
I know nothuw laUnake you cumprehend a pct^ile who are at 
once temperate aud profligate, serious in their characters and bul- 
foons in iheir^amiisemenis. capable of Improwhias and passTons. ' 
which are at once sudfitn and durabie (what you And In no 
other futioa). and ^bo ac|palty bavi nu society t^hat v^o would 
oaU so), as yon may see by their comedies ; they have no real c(^ | 
nedy, not even in Gokluni, and that Is because iheyliare no so- I 
ckty to draw it from. Their conversaxloni are not society at all 
They go to Ibelhettre to talk, and into company to hold their 
tongues. The women tK in a circle, and the men gather into 
groups, or they pUy at dreary faro, or ‘lotlu reale,* for small 
SOBS, Their academic aro concerts like our own, with better 
nnslc and more form. Tbeir best things are the carnival balls 
and maaqueradet. wbeo' every body rnoa for six weeks. 
After ibeir dinners and suppers they make extempore verses and 
buflooisoae another; bqt it is In a humour yvhich you would not-, 
enter into, fe of the oorltf.— 1» their booses It i* lisUer. As for 
the Women, from the flalwrman's wife up to th^ noliil dama. their 
•ysleih has ils roles, and its Alnesses, and iu decorums, so as to 
be reduced to a kipd of disciplioe or game at hearts, which adtiiiu 
fbw deviations, mdcel you wish to lose It. They are exiremely^ 
teoecious, aotybalooa a* furies, not permitUug Umir lovers even ' 
to marry if Uu 7 can beip it, and keeping them always dose to 


them in public as in private, whenever they can. In short, they 
transfer marriage to adultery, and strike tiie tiul out of that cbm- 
mandment. The reuon is, (haf they marry for thdr parents, and 
- love for themselves. They ex.act Adeltiy from a lover as a debt 
of honour, while they pay Ihe husband as a tradesman, that Is, 
not at ail. Ton hear a person’s diaracter, male or female, cao- 
vawed not as depending on ihclr conUrtet lu lliclr husbands or 
wives, blit to their mistress or lover. It [ wrote a quarto, 1 don’t 
know that 1 could do more than amplify what I have here luted."] 

• (This extremely clever anc] amusing i)crft)nnance affords a 
very curious and complete specimen o( a kind of dictioD aud 
composilloD of which our English literature has hitherto present- 
ed very few examples, it b. In ibsir, alwoiiitely a thing of ao- 
t|iing— without Mory. character*, sentlnieiili. or iiitclK.dble object; 
~a mere piece of lively and lotpiacious prattling, in short, upon 
all kinds of frivoloiu subjects,— a sort gay and desultory bab- 

bling about iu^and England, Turks, bait*, liicralure. and Ash 
sauces. But still llicre u Mimelhin^very engaging in the oDirorm 
gaiety, politraeu, and good humour of the author, and somelbing 
still more strikhut and ad^irahle in the matchless foctiity wHh 
which he has cast info regular, and even dtfffcult, versfAcalion 
the iinmiiiglctl. unconstrained, siiid iinselecled language of the 
must hgbl, familiar, and ordinary conversation. With great skill 
ami lelicily. ho hAs furnished us with an example of about one 
hiinirrod sianxas of good verse, entirely compose<l of common 
words, in their common places: nfever presenting us with one 
sprig of wbat Is called poetical diction, nr even making ase of a 
single inversioD, either to raise the style or assist the rbyroe— but 
moning on in an inexhaustible seizes of good easy oolloqalal 
phra.sc», and Anding them fall Into verse V some unaccountable 
-and happy kilalily. In this git^t ati'd charecieristic It Is 

almost invariably cxcclient. • In sonte otlipr respeclsi 'll 'is more 
iiiKV|nal. About one half is as good a* possible, In Ihc^t^o to- 
whl^ itbdongst tlie other half bears, perhaps, loo many piarkg ■ 
of that haste wUb which sneh a work most necessarily be wi^tteh. 
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AI>VERTISEME.\T. 

**CeIul qui rcmpliis^lt ators cettc place ^(ail un gentll- 
homme rolooat!>. nomiu(^ Mazrppa. tii^ dans Ic fialatinat de 
Padolk : II a^aii <nevi^ page, de Jean <^ 05 imtr. ct avail 
pris a sa cour quclquc (einlure dw bellcs-loUres.* Uoe In- 
trigue qu'ii cut dai)i« aa Jeunease avec la remme d’un gen- 
tilhomnic Polonals ajaoVi^^ d(^coii>erte, k man le lit Her 
lout iiu «ur un cbcval farouebe, cl Ic laissa alter en (%t <^ial. 
Le cheval, quI ^lail du pays dc H kralne. y retoutna. cl y 
porla Mazeppa. demi-mort de fatigue el de falm. Quelqucs 
paysans le sccoururent: II resia loiig-tcmps parmi eux. el 
$e aignala dans plusicurs courses conlre lea Tartarca. La 
supdiiorit<^ dc acs Iimitcrea hjl donna une grande ronsid^ 
ration parmi les Cosaques: sa nlputollon a'augmenlaDl dc 
jour en Jour, obllgea leCzar k le falre Prince itc I'Ukraiue.” 
— VoLTAiBE. Hiitoirede Charles A7/» p. 196. 

'**Lc roi ftiyanl, et ponrsuivi. eot sot>cheva] tud souslul; 
le Colonel Glela, bicsst', et i>crdant tout son sang, lut donna 
Ic slen. Ainsi on remit deux fois a chcval. dans la fuile, 
ce conqu^ranl qui n'avpil pu y inonlcr pendant la balaille." 
— p. 816 . 

'• Lc rol alia i«r un autre chemin nvee quelqucs cava- 
liers. Le carrosse ou il Mall romjjU daus la marrhc; on le 
remit a citcval. Pour <‘omble de disgrace, il s'^gara pen- 
dant la nuit dans un bols ; Id, son Courage ne pouvant plus 
suppIMr d ses forces t^puiss^es, Ics douleurs do m blessurc 
devenues plus insupporiables par ta fatigue, son cbnal 
dlanl tombe de lassitude, il se coucha qiiclques heures an 
pied d’uu arbre, cn danger d'Mre surprU d lout moment 
par Ics valiiqueurs qui lc cbercbalent dc tous cO(^s.“ — 
p. 818 .* 

_ 

MAZEPPA. 

I., 

’T vas after dread Pultowa’s day, 

When fortune left the roval Swede, 

Around a slaughter’d array lay, 

No more to combat and to bleed. 

The power and glory of the war, 

Faithless as their vain votaries, men, 


Had pass'd to the triumphant Czar, 

And Moscow^s waifs were safe again. 

Until a day more daj^k and drear, 

And a more memorable year, 

Should give, to slaughter and to shame 
A migittier ho^ and haughtier name \ 

A greater wreckj if deeper fall, * •'» 

A shock to one— a tliunderbolt to all, 

II. ^ % 

Such was the hazard of' the die; 

Tlie wounded Charles was taugh( to fly 
By day and night tlirough Held qnd flood, 
Stain'd with liU own and subjects' blood ; 

For thousands, fell tliat flight to aid : 

And not a voice was heard to upbraid 
Ambition in his humbled hour, * 

When truth had nought to dread from power. 
His horse was sluing and Gietn gave 
His own — and died the Russigns’ slave. 

'ftiis too sinks after many^ league 
Of well sustain’d, but vain ftitigi^; 

And in the depths of forests,, darkling 
The waldi-llres in flie'distance sparkflng— 
The beacons of surrounding foes — 

A king must tby his limbs at length. 

Are^these the laurels anJ rcuose 
For w hid) the nations strain tlieir strength? 
Tliey laid him by a savage Icfe,* 

In outworn nature’s agony ; 

His wounds were stiff— Ihs limb^were stark — 
The heavy iiour was^chtn aud dark; ^ 

The fever in his blood forbade 
A transient slumber's fitful aief: • ’ * ^ 

And thus it was; but yet through j^l, 
Kinglike the monar^li bore his full, .« 

And made, in ftiis extremt; of ilh * * 

His pangs the vassals of his will : 

All silent and subdued were Uiey, 

As once the nations round him lay. 


St^me paua^ea are rather loo aaappUh, and came mu ton much 
on ihc cheap aod ralher plrbcian humour of out-or-ihivway 
rhymes, and atran;e*90tiDditig wo^i and Cpiihcti. But the 
greater pari U exircmcly pleasant, amiable, and gcmlcmanlikc.— 
jEPPaeT.} a 

• (Tti« foilowing “ lively, spiriiod, and pleasant tale,” as Xfr. 
Gtiford calU it, ou tlio margla uf the US., was untlen In the 
autumn of 1818, at Raveooa. W'e extract the fullosvlng from a . 
reviewalot theUme.— *'MaztppAls a very fine and spirited ikelcfa 
of a vciY noble story, aod U every way worthy of its author. Tlic 
story la a well'known one ; namely, that of the young Foie, who. 
being bound naked on llie l^ek uf a wiUl horse, on account of an 
intrigue with tlie lady of'a ceruin great noble of bis country, was 
carried hy Tils steed Into tlie heart of the L'kraine, and being Uicrc 
picke.l uphy stMne Coaiacks, in a sfate apparenUy of utter Itope- 
lennes^^And exhaustion, recovered, and lived to be long alter Uk 
'prince and leader of the nation among whom he had arrived In 
this eitraorUioary maouer. Lord Dyroo has represented the 
strange and wiM IncideQla of this adventure, as being related In 


a laalf arrion*, hair sportive way, hy Uaaeppa himself, to no less 
a person than Di.irlcs the Twelfth of Sweden, in some of whose 
last canipaigav, the Cussark Hetman took a disUngulshed part. 
He tells it during the desolate blvouack of Charles and the few 
friends who fied with him towanh Torkey. after Ihe bloody over- 
throw of I’liltowa. There U not a liltleof beauty and gracefulneas 
in Ibis way of setting the piclure^-thcageo^Mazeppa— Ihe calro, 
praclUcil indifference with which he now sulmiits to tlie worst of 
fortune's deeds -rfhe. heroic, iintbinkini^ coldness of Ibe royal 
madman to wltonvlie speaks— the dreary and pertlons accompani-' 
menbi of the scene ^arnnnd the speaker bnd Ihe atidieiicc, — all 
contribute to throw a'vcry strtking '^barm bolh'orjtroparatloo 
arid of contrast ovfr the wild story of the Hetman. Mothing can 
be more beatiUftfl, in like manner, than the accoant«f thelove— 
Uie guilty lov^— ihc fruits of which had been an miraculous.”— E.] 
'•-(For some anthouUc and inleresUng pkriicnUrs concemfoit 
the Hetman aisixpei, see S8V. narrow’s deligbtfM **ir<molr of 
Ihe life of Peter Ike Great." FaniLY MBBStf . No. XXX V.— E-1 
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111 . 

A bojid of diiefs ! — :^UaH ! how feiv*, 

Since but the Hcetin^ of n day 
Had thinn'd it; but this wm'k was true 
And chivalrous ; upon the clay 
Ead) sate him doWn« all sod and mute, 

Beside his monarch and his steed, 

For daniter levels man mid brute. 

And all jfe fellows in their need. 

Among the/est, Alazepparaade * 

His pillow in an old oak’s shade — * 

Himself as rough, and scarce less old, 

'Die rkraioe’s hetman, calm anifbold; 

But lirst, outspent with this long course, 

The Cossack prince rubb’d down his horse. 
And maife for hihi a leafy bed, 

And smooth'd his fetlocks and his mane. 
And Slack'd his girth, and stripp’d liis rein. 
And joy'd to see how well he fed ; 

For until now he'had'the dread 
liis wearied oou^scr might refuse 
To browse bcnealli tbe midnight dews : 

Bdt he was hardy as his lord, 

And iifltc cared for bed and board; 

But spirited and docile too; 

Wbate'er was to be done, would do. 

Sliflggy and swift, and strong of limb. 

All Tartar*like he carried him; ^ 

Obey'd his voice, and came to citl, 

And knew him in the midst of all : 

Though thousands were aroprid, — and Night, 
AVitliout a star, pursued Iier flight, — 

That steed from sunset until dawn 
His chief w ould follow like a faw n. 

IV. 

This dope, Mazeppa sprcad 4 iis cloak, 

And laid bis lance bensath his oak. 

Felt if his arms in order good 

Tbe long day’s march had w dl w itbstq^— 

If still the (Kiwdcr UiT(|^he pgn, ** ^ 

And flints unloosen’d kept tneiivksck*^ • 
His sabre's hilt tind scalikard Celt, , •'C 
An<f whether they had chafed htfi liclW 
And next the fenerOblejpati, •. 

From oulhishavresackdnd can, * 

Prepare and spr^d his slender stock. 

And to the monardi and his men 
The wliole or portion offer’d then, 

'With Jar less ofin^metude . 

Than courtiers at a b.'ihqnef would. 

And Charles of tliis his slender share 
Wlili^Me* paHonk ^mmnejit.lhi^e. 

To force of clieer a gr&er show, 

And seem ^ve teth wounds and woc;~ 

And then htfsoid— ‘AOf all our band. 

Though firm ofheQrtapd strong’of hand, 

In skirmish, mar(|i,‘*or forage, none 


Can less have said or more have done 
Than thee, I^lozeppa! On the earth 
So lit a pair had never birtli, 

Since Alcxandcr’odays till now', 

As thy Bucephaliis and thou : 

All Scythia’s fame to thine should yield • 

For pricking on o’er flood and field.” 
M;i7>ppa answer'd — “ III betide 
Tbe si'hool wherein I learn’d to ride!” 
Quoth Charles-^** Qid Hetman, w herefore so, 
Since thou hast learn'dtlie art so well?” 
Marep|ia .said— were lung to tell; 

And we have many a league to got 
With every now' and th^ a blow. 

And ten to one at leas| the fo0, * 

Before uur steeds inoy graze af ease, 

Beyond the swift^orysthAie^ 

And, sire, four limbi have need\)^rest. 

And I will he the sentinel^ 

Of tills your troop.”— “ But I request,” 

Said Sweden’s moi^rcii, '^mou w ilt tell 
Tills tale of thine, gnd I may reap, 
Perchappe, froib this Uic boon of sleeps 
For at this moment from Qiy eyes 
Tlie hope of present slumber flies.” 

Well, sire^ with sueba lio|>e4 1 Ml track 
My seventy years of meiyory b^k : 

1 think 't waMn tPy twcntiPtli spring, — 

Ay, 'l was, — w-hen Casiiiiir was king— 
J^in Cakimir,^! was hisjiQge 
Six summers, imnyehrlicr age: 

A learned raorprcli,/aitii I Vas he,. 

And most unlike yoifr majesty : ^ 

He made no w ars, and did not gain 
New realms to lose tliem back again ; 

And (save debates in Warsaw's diet ) 

He reign’d in most unseemly quiet ; 

Not that he had no cares to vex, 

He loved the muses and fbe sex ; 

And soRiqjimes these so frbward ace, 

They made him wish himSelf at war; 

But soon his wrath being o’er, he took 
Another mistress, or new hook : • 

And llieahc pve prodigious f^fea^ 

All Warspw gather'd round his galos 
To gaze upon his splendid court, 

.And dames, and diiefs, of princel^port : 

He was the Polisli Solomon, ^ 

So sunghis poets, all but oAe, 

Who, ^jng unpension'd, 4u«ide a satire. 
And boasted that bo could not flatter. 

It was a court of jolists and miine^ * ' 
Where every courtier triedat rhjmes; 

Even I for once prodticeil s<mie verscj,. 

And sign’d my odes ‘ Dc-spairiogjliyrsis.* 
There was a certainPafatine, 

A count of far and higli di!lcent, 

Ridi as a salt or silver 'mine' v* 
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And he was proud, ye may divine, 

As if froni heaven he l^d been sent : 
Heljad such wealth in blood and ore 
As few could match bencatli the throne; 
And lie would gaze upon his store, 

And o’et his pedigree would pore, 

Until by some confusion led, 

Which al^iost look'd like want of tiead, 

He thought their merits ware bis own. 

His wife was not of bU (pinion*—; 

His junior she by Uiirty yeaft— , 
Grew daily tired of lus dominion; 

And, after wUhoA, hopes, and fears, 

TO virtpe a few fare^^ell tears, 

A restless dream or two, some glances 
At W arsaw's youUi, spme songs, and dances, 
Awaited but the usual chances, 

Those happy accidents whicli render 
The coldest dames so>very tender, 

To deck her Count with tltles^iven, 

*T IS saidj as passports into heaven; 

But, strange to say, they rarely bqpst , 

Of these, who have desert'ed them most. 

V. 

w • 

I was a goodly stripling then ; 

At seventy years 1 so may say, 

That there were few, or boys or men, 

Who, in my dawning time of dpy, « 

Of vassal, or of knight’s degree, * 

Could vie in vanities with me ; • • 

For 1 had strength, youth,^ gaiety, 

A port, nothke to tliis ye see, 

But smooth, as all is rugged now ; 

For time, and care, and war, have plough'd 
My very soul from out my brow ; 

And thus I should be disavow'd 
By all my kind and kii}, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday ; 

This change w as w rought, too, long ere age 
Had ta'cii my features for his page : 

With years, ye know, have not^dcclined 
My strengthy my courage, or my mind, 

Or at this hour I should not be " 

Telling old tales beneath a tree. 

With starles»6kies my canopy. , » 

But let me on : Theresa's form — 

Methinks it glides before me now, • ' 
Between me and yon chesnut's bough, 

The inemory*is_$o qipck and warm; 

And yet^findno words to tell 
The ^ape of her I loved sp well ■ 

She had the Asiatic eye. 

Such aVopr Turkish neighbourhood 
Hath mingltd with our Polish blood, 

Dark as above us i^he sky ; 

Rut through it stole a Under light, 

Like the Arst moonrjsc of midnight; 


I Large, dark, and swimming in the stream, 
Whicli, seem'd to melt to its own beam; , 

I All love, half langur, and half lire, 
j Like saints* that at the stake expire, 

I And lift their raptured looks on high, 
j As though it were a joy to die. • 
j A'brow like a niidsumnier lake, 

Transparent with the suii therein, 

I When waves no murmur dare to mdke, 

And hcaven-behold^ her face wit^hi. 
j A cheek And lip— but w hy proceed? . 

J loved her then— 1 love her still ; 

And such as 1 am, love indeed 
In fierce evtreines — in good and ill. 

But still we love even in our rage, > > 

And haunted to our very age ' 

With the vain shadow of the past, 

As is Mozeppa to the last. * ' 

VI.. , 

“ We met — we gazed — I saw, and sigh’d, 

She did not speak , and yet replied 
There arc ten thousand tones and signs ,, , 

We hear and see, but none delitics — 
Involuntary sparks of thought, 

Which strike from out the heart o’erw'rought, 
And form a strange intelligence, 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

AVhich link tlie burning diain that binds, 

W ithout their wii), young hearts and niluds; 
Conveying, os the electric w ire, 

We know not how’, the absorbing fire.— 

I Isaw, and sigh’d— in sile/ice wept, 

And still reluctant distance kepi, 

I Until 1 was made known to her, 

! And wo might then and there confer 
I W ithout suspicion — then, even then, * 

I I long'd, and was resolved to speak*; 

! But on my Jips they died again, 
j Tliea^cetU^ tremulous and weak, 

I Until one Kour.—Thcfels ^game, 

I A frivolous and foolish pla» 

I Wherewith we while aW‘‘^y the day; • 

It isL-l have forgot the name— 

And wetd this, it seems, were set. 

By some strange chance, w hicli 1 forget 
! I reck’d not if I w on or lost, * 

It was enough for me to be 
So near hear, and oh! to see 
Tlie beingulioin I Joved the*mosl. — * 

I w aid'd her as a sentinel, 

( May ours this dark night watch a^eli y • 
Until I saw, and flius it Vas, 

That she was pensive, not' perceived 
>fer occupation, nor was^ritved , 

!Nor glad tt^lose or gain ; bdt slill « 

Play'd on furbours, os iflier will * 

Yet bound licr to the place, though not 


I 

i 

! 
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Tluit hers might be the winniog lot. * 4 
Then through my brain Um tbAight did pass 
Even as a flash of lightning there, 

That Utere was something in her air 
BYhickwould not doom me to despair; 

And on tite thought my words broke forth, 

AH incoherent as they were— 

Their eloquence was little worth/ 

But yet she listen’d— t is enough — 

Who listens once will listen twice ; 

Her heart, be suce, is not of ice. 

And one refusal no rebuff. 

VII. 

** I loved| and w as beloved again— 

They tell me, Sire, you never knew 
Those gentle frailties ; if T is true, 

1 shorten all myjoy or pain ; 

To you ’t would seem absurd as vain ; 

But all men are hot born to reign. 

Or o'er their paasibns, or as you . . 

Thus o’er themselves and nations too. 

I am— or rather icas— a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on wlipre each would foremost Meed; 
But could not o'er myself evince 
The like control — But to resume: 

1 loved, and was beloved again; 

In soothe it is a happy doom, 

But yet where happiest ends in pain.— 

We met in secret, and the lK>ur 
Which led' me to that lady’s bower 
Was fiery Expectation’s dower. 

Aly days and nights were nothing- all 
Except that hour whicli doth recall 
In the long l;y)se from youtlrto age 
No other like itself— I’d give 
The Ukraine tuck again to live 
It o’er once mor&— and be a pnge, 

The bappy page, who was the lord 
Of one soA heart, and his own sword, 

And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save nature’s gift of youth and health.— 

We met in secret — doubly sweet, 

Some say, they findit so to meet ; 

I know not that — I would have given 
♦ My life but to have call’d her mine * 

1q the full view 6f earth and heaven; 

For 1 did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealth. 

’ . viii., 

** For lovers tliere are many eyes, 

And such tliere werd on lis the devil 
On such occasions should be civil— 

The devil !— I ’rfi loth. to do liiin>wrong, * 

It might be some untoward saint^ ^ 
Who would Hot be*atrest>^ Ibng, , ' 


But to his pious bile gave vent— - 
But one fair night some lurking spies 
Surprised and seized us both. 

'ilie Count was ^mething more than w rotb— 

I was unarm'd; hut if in steel, 

All cap-B-pie from,head to heel. 

What 'gainst tlieij; numbecs could I do?— 

’T was near [lis castle, 4Br nwpy 
From'city or from succour neaf, 

And almost on tlie break of day ; 

1 did not think to see another, 

My inonients’seem'd reduced lo few ; 

And with one prayer to Mary Mother, 

And, it may be, a saint or two, 

As I resigned me to my fate. 

They led me to the castie*gate : 

Theresa’s doom I never knew. 

Our lot was henceforth separate.— 

An angry man, ye mky opine, 

Was he, the proud Count Palatine ; 

And he had reason good to l>e. 

But he was most enraged lest such 
An ai'cident should chance to touch * 

L’pon his future'pedigrcc ; 

Nor less amazed, that such a blot 
■ His noble ’scutcheon should liave got, 

I While he woe- highest of his line; 

Because .unto himself be seem’d 
The first of men, nor less be deem'd 
In otliers’ eyes, and most in mine. • • 

'Sdeath ! with a page — perchance a king 
Had reconciled him to the thing ; 

But with a stripling of a page— 

I felt — but cannot paint his rage. 

* IX. . 

“ ' Bring fortli Uie horse f* — the horse was brought ; 
lu truUi, he was ^ poble ste^, * 

A Tartar of the t'kraine breed, 

Who look'd as U(pugh the speed of thought 
Were in l;U limbs ; but |ie sgas wHd, 

Wild as the wild deer,. afid untauf^t, 

With spur and bridle'undefile^r^ 

’T was but a day he bad been caught; 

And sqorting, wiiii erected ifiane, * ^ 
And stmggliog fiercely,’ but in Vain, 

In.tlie full foam of .wrath and dread 

To me the desert-bom waf le(f:T 

They bound me on, that menKiI.^ong, 

' Upon bis back with many, a tlipng; .*• *• ‘ 

I Then loosed him with a sudderf lash— * 

I Away! — away!-^nd on we daslij-^ 

1 Torrents less ra^ief and less rash. • 

•• 

Away !— awajfl— My breath w<s gone^- "* 

I I saw not wherehchorried on: 1 
I T was scarcely yeMhe break of day, 


.. • i*' 

— “balnot ,• 

rot dial Ti htdi we bW bolb rersol." } ' 
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And OD he foam'd — away !— away !— 

The last of human sounds which rose, 

As 1 was darted from my foes, . 

Was the wild shout of savage lauglitcr, 

Which on the wind came roaring after 
A moment from that rabble rout : 

W'ith sudden wrath 1 wrenchM my bead, 

And snapp'd the cord, which to die mane 
Had bound tny neck tn lieu of rein, . • . 
And, writhing half my form about, ^ 

Howl'd back my cuVSe ; but^'midst the tread, 
The thunder of my courser's speed, 

Perchance they did* not bear nor heed: 

It Texes me— for 1 would fain 
Have paid their insult back again. 

I paid it well in after days: 

There is not of that castle*gate, » 

Its draw bridge and portcullis' weight, 

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left: 

Pior of its flelds a'bladc of gras^. 

Save what growp.on a ridge of wa]l, 

Where sto^ thehearUvstoneofUiehall; 
t And many a time ye there might pass, 

Nor dream th^t e’er that fortress was: 

I saw its turrets in a blaze, 

Their crackliiTg battlements ail deft; ^ 
And the hot lead pour down iikj^raiu 
From off the scorch’d and blackening roof. 
Whose thickness w as not vcngeanoe-proof.« f 
They little tlmught that day of pain, 

\y\\en bundl'd, as on the lightning’s flash, 
They bade me to destruction dasii. 

That one day I should come again, 

With twice five thousand ^orSe, to thank 
The Count for his uncoilrteQus ride. 

They play’d me then a bitter prank, ^ ’ 

When, witMtlie wild liorse for my guide, 
They boutu^ me foarpjpg flank : ~ ^ 

At length J<play^ them on^ as frank-— ». 

For time at last sets all things ^ven— 

And if we do buVw^tch tbeJiour,* ^ 

There never yet was huhbm powdkr 
Which could evade, if unftirgi^en. 

The patiwt search and vigil long *; • ' 

^ Of him. w ho treasores up a wrong. ' ■ 

“ Away, tfwavf ihy sjeed knd . 

Upon the piruons of the wind, , 
AlHipmpn (dwellings- left bdiind ; 

We sped Likernkteofs through the sky,^ 

When with crackRng^oifnd tlie night , 
Ischeqner’d wi^ the northern' light,: * 

Town— kiUage»-none were on ^ur^track, 
R^t4i w ild plain of far extent, 

And boundi^ by a forest black f ■ * 

And, save ttie scarce seen battlement . 

On distant heights of .some stronghold, 
Against the Tartars huHt of old, 

No trace of man. TIm year bafore 
A Turkish army had nwreh’d' o’er ; j 


And where the Spahi’s lioof hatii trod, 

'Fbe verdure Oiesihe bloody sod :— 

The sky was dull, and dim, and gray, 

And a low breeze crept inoauing by— 

I could have answer’d with a sigh— 

But fast we fled, away, away — •- * 

And I could neitlier sigh nor pray; 

And my cold sweat>drops fell like rain ♦ 
Upon the courser’s bristling niaue; 

But, snorting still with rage and fear, 

He flew upon his far career : . 

At times 1 almost thought, Indeed, 

He must have slacken'd in his speed; 

But no— nA’ bound and slender frame 
Was.nothing to his angr}' might, , 

And merely like a spur became : 

Each motion which 1 made to free 
My swoln limbs f^om their ago'ny f 

Increased his fury and affright : 
rtried my voice, — ’t was faint and low ; 

But yet he sw^ved as from a blow ; 

And, starting to each accent, sprapg 
As from a sudden trumpet’s ejang 
Meantime my cflflrcis were wet with gore, * 
Whicli* oozing through tny limbs, ran o'er. 
And in my tongue the thirH became 
A something llerier far than flame. , , ^ 

xn. , 

“ W’e near’d the wild if^ood— ’t was so wide, 

I saw' no bounds dn either side ; * 

’T was studded w ith old sturdy trees, 

That bent not to the roughest breeze 
AVhich liowls dQwn from Siberia’s wasted 
And Strips the forest in its haste,— 

But these w*ere few^ and far betwe^ 

Set thick with shrubs ntbre young and green, 
Luxuriant with theit annual leaves, 

Ere strown by those autumnal eves 
That nip the forest’s foliage dead, 

Discolour’d with a lifeless red, 

Which stands tbereOn like stiffen’d gore 
Upon tlie slain when battle *s o’er, 

And some lOBg winter’s Might hath shed 
Its frost o’er every torablcss head. 

So cold and stdrk the raven’s beak 
May peck' unpierced each frozen ch^k : 

’T was a wild wdste of underWood, 

And here and there a cliesuut stood, 

The strong oak, and the hardy pine; 

But far apart— and well it were, 

Or else a different lot were mine — 

The boughs gave wsy, and did not tear 
My limbs ; and>I found strength to bear 
My wpunds, already^an'’d wi;h cold — 

My bonds forMdo to Ioom my hold* 

We rustletUhrpugh the khves like wind, 

Left shrubs, and treds, and. wolves behind ; 

night 1 heard fhem on the track, 

Their troop came hard upon our back, 

With iheir long gallop, which can tire 
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The hound's deep hatCt and hunter's fire : 
Where’er we flew they follow’dfOn, , 

^'or left us wi^h tlie luoruing sun ; • 

Behind 1 saw them scarce a roodt 
At day*bretri(^winding through the wood, 

And through^the nii^tliad hcord*their feet 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat. 

Oh! iiow*I wisii'd for s|>eac orswordt 
At least to die amidst the horde, • « 

And perish — if it must l>e so— , 

At bay, destrqj ing many a foe. 

When ITrst my courser’s race begun, 

1 wish'd the goal already woo ; 

But DOW 1 doubted strength and speed. 

Vain doubt! his swift and savagt^reed 
Had nerved lilni like the inountain*roe ; 

Nor faster falls Uie blinding snow I ' 
Whiclwwhelmsllic peasant near the door 
W hose threshold heSliali cross uo more, 
BewJlder’defrith the dazzling blast, 

Than through the foreet-patBV he pasl,-^ 
IJntired, uotpiueJ, and worse than wild ; 

All furious as a favour’d child * 

Balk'd of its wtkli;*or, fiercer still — 

A woman piqued— who has her w ill. 

*. Xliu 

“The. wood was past| ’t^as more than noon, 
But HiiU the air, although in June ; 

Or it might be,ray veins rail redd — 

Prolong’d eodurnn^e taihes Uie bold ; 

And 1 was then not what I seenr, r* 
Buthebdlong as p wintry str^m, 

And wpre my fee^ngs out4>efore ^ 

1 well could count their edtises o’er i 
And what with fui^, fear, and wraUi, 

The tojrtut'es vfhifh beset my palb^ 

Cold, hunger, sorrew', shame* distress, 

Thus bound m iiShure’sj|pk.ednes 8 ; 
Sprun^^m w||ose risin^blood, 

When afirr’d b^ond its ralmer mood, 

And trodden hard n^n, is like 
Tli»nittle-snake ’8 in Q^t tpftrike, 

What inaryel if this worn-out irupk , 

Beneath its woes a moment sunlu? 

The earth gave way, l^e skies roll'd round, 

I seem’d ^o sink upon tlie grOudd; 

But err’d, for I was fastlyJ)onrfd. 

My heart turn’d sj^, mf brain grew sore, 
And throbb’dawliile, then liealno^Mbre : 

The skies spun like a mighty wlTeel ; 

I saw (he troes like drunkai;ds reel, 

And a.slight fla^apVang p'er ;ny eyes, 

Whidi saw* no fartier : he who dies 
Can die no more ttian then I died. 
O'ertortured by that ghastly ride, 

1 felt the blackness come nm^o, 


And strove to w*ake; but could not make 
My senses climb up from below : 

I felt as on a plank at sea, 

Whdi all the waves that dash o'er thee, 

At the same time upheave and whelm, 

And hurl thee towards a desert realm. 

My undubting life was as 
The fancied lights that flitting pass 
Our shut eyes in deep midnight, when 
Fever begins updn the brain ; 

But soon it pass’d, with little pain, ’ 

But»a confusion worse than sudi : 

I own that 1 should deem it mlich. 

Dying, to feel the same again; 

And yet I do suppose we must 
Feel far more ere we turn to dust : 

No matter; I have bared my brew 
Full in Death’s face— before— and now. • 

atiV# 

“My tlioughts came hack; where was I? Cold, 
And numb, and giddy ^ pulse by pulse 
Life reassumed its lingering hold, 

And throb by throb: till grown a pang 
Which for a moment would convulse, 

My blood reflow'd, though thick and chill; 

My ear with uncouth noises rang. 

My heart h^an once more to thrill ; 

My sight relum’d, tl\pugli dim ; alas I 
And tliicken’d, as H were, with glass. 
Metiiouglit the dash waves w as nigh ; 

There w as a gleam too of the sky, 

Studded with sbrs;-^it is no dream; 

The wild horse sw ims the wilder stream! 

The brigiit broad river's gushing tide - - , 
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide, ^ 
And we are, half w ay, struggling o’er 
To yon unimowit and l^lent shore. * 

The waters broke my'liohow Urauce, 

And with a teiiqturar5^iti‘eiigth 
My stiffen’i l|pibs'wertf rehaptized. 

My courser’sbroad breast proudly braves. 

And dashes off the ascending waves, •*' 

And onward we advaace ! • .. 7 .* , 

We reach the ^ipperv'shore at length* * v 
A haven 1 but little prized, • 

For all behind was dark and drear, * » . ' 
And all before was night -and fear. * ^ * s ' 
How many hours of night or day , 

In those suspended pangs I lay, ■ V . 

1 could pobtell scarcely knew 
If this wep^ human brea^ I drew. 

• f* . • 

w . XV. • 

“With glossy skin,.-and dripping mane, , 
And reeling limbs, and reeking flank. 

The wild steed’s sinewy nerves still strain 


• [*nie rertewer ilreaily quoted (nn,— “Aa the Hetman pro- 1 Bjrrott'a previooi ptecea. NoUilng can be gnnder than the aweep 
ceeda, italrikesua there U a much cloeer renemblanoe to tbefiery and torrent of the horse's speed, and the slow, onwearted. in- 
flow of Walter Scott's cblvatroos narralive, than tn anjr of Lord | Realble porsnit of the wolves.'* } 
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Up the repelling bank. 

We gain the top : a boundless plain 
Spreads through the shadow of the night. 

And onward, onward, onward, seems, . 
Like precipices in our dreams. 

To stretch beyond the sight; 

And here and there a speck of w hite, 

Or scatter’d spot of dusky green, 

In masses broke into the light. 

As rose the moon upon my right. 

But nought distinctly seen 
In the dim waste would indicate 
The omen of a cottage gate; 

^0 twinkling taper from afar 
Stood like an hospitable star ; 

Not even an ignis*futuus rose 
To make him merry with my woes : '• 

That very cheat had cheer’d me then! 
Although detected, welcome still, 

Reminding me, through every ill, 

Of the abodes of men. 

XVI. 

“Onward we went — but slack and slow ; 

His savage force at length o'erspeot. 

The drooping courser, faint and low, 

All feebly foaming went. 

A sickly infant had had power . . 

To guide him forward in tliat hour;^ 

But useless all to me, 

His new-born tameness nought avail’d — 

My limbs were bound; my force had fail’d, 
Perchance, had they been free. \ 

With feeble effort still 1 tried 
To rend the bonds so starkly tied — 

. But still it was in vain ; 

My limbs were only wrung the more. 

And soon tbe idle ktrife gave o’er, , 

Which but prolong’d their pain : * 

The dizzy race seem’d almost done. 

Although no goal was neaHy won,: 

Some streaks announced tlie coyiiog sun — 

How slow, ahs! lie can>c! ^ 

Mbtbought that mist of dawning gray 
Would never dapple into day; 

How heavily it roll’d away — 

Before the eastern flame 
Rose crimson, and deposed the stars. 

And call’d the radiance from th(^ cars, * 

And Oil’d the earth, from his deep throne, 

With lonely lustre, all his own. . 

XVII. / • 

“ Up rose the sun ; the mists were civl'd . 
Back from (he solitary world 
Which lay around>M>ehind~before ; 

What booted it to traverse Ver 
Plain, forest, river? Man nor brute, 


Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot, 

I.ay in tbe wild luxuriant soil ; 

No sign of travft— none of toil ; 

The very air was mute; ' •• 

And not an insect’s shrill small horn, 

Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne 
From heri) nor tliicket. Many a werst. 
Panting as if his heart would burst, t 
The weary brute still stagger’d on ; 

ArSd still we were— or seem’d— ^lone : 

At lenglff, Vhlle reriing on our way, • 
Mefhought I lieard a courser neigh; 

From out yon tuA of blackening firs. 

Is it the wind thos^branches stirs? 

No, no! from the forest prance . • 

A trampliog troop; Isee them come! 

Ill one sqpadron thev* ^vance! 

I strove to cry— my lips ^erc dumb. 

The steeds rush on>in plun^iigpVide; * 

But w*here are they the feins to guide ? 

A thousand horser«and none to ridcT! . ' 
With flowing tail« and fl)Hng mane. 

Wide nostrils— never stretch’d by pain, 
Mouths bloodless to the bit of rein, 

And feet that iron never shod, 

And flanks unscarr’d by spur or rod, 

A Uiousanj horse, the wild, the freo? 

Like waves that follow o’er the sea, \ 

Came thickly tliuiidiving ou, 

As if our faint approach to meet; 

The sight re*nerved my^ courser’s feet, 

A moment staggering, feebly'Tleet, 

A moment, with a faint'^wr neigh, 

He answer’d, arid then fell ; * ’ 

With gasps and glaring eyes be lay, ' • 

.Vnd reeking limbs immov eable, 

His first and last cireer is done! ' 

On came the troop;— (hey saw him stoop, . 
They saw me strangdv bounC^long 
His back witifinany a bloody though > 

They stop— they start— ifiey'si^ the air,* 
Gallop a moment her^and*there, * 
Approach, retire, wheel rofand and round, ^ 
Then plun^tng'back wil!h sudden bound. 
Headed by onc.blark mighty steed. 

Who seem’d the pa^riardi of his breed, 

W ithout a single speck or hair 
Of white upon his shaggy hide; 

They snort— they foatn««iicjgh — swerve aside, 
And backward the furest^'i. 

By instinct, from a hunian b)t.— • 

They left me (here to my despair,. 

Link’d to the dead ainl stUie^in^wretcli, 
Whose lifeless limbs Oenca(h|^ st^etcli, 
Relieved from that uuwonte^eigbl, 

From whence 1 could not extricate 
Nor him nor me— and there wc lay 


( MS.— “ R««e eriiOMD, sod forbad the «iar< 

ToiperUe In Ibeir radlanlcera.*— F.] 
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I And each time nearer than before ; 

I saw his wins/ through twilight flit, 
j And otirc so near me he alit 
, I could have amote, but lack’d the strength ; 
j But the sliglit motion of my hand, 

I And feeble scratching of the sand, 

The exerted throat’s faint.struggiing noise, 
Which scarcely could be call’d a voice. 
Together scared him off at length.*- 
I kiiow no more— my latest dream 
Is something of a lovely stor 
W hich Gx’d my dull eyes from afar, 

And went and came with wandering beam. 
And of the cold, dull, swimming, dense 
Sensation of recurring sense., 
j And then subsiding back to death, 

And then again a little breath, 

I A little thrill, a short suspense. 

An icy sickness curdling o’er 
My heart, and sparks that cross’d my brain — 
A gasp, a throb, a start of pain, 
j A sigh, and nothing more. 


The dying on the dead! 

I little deem’d another day 
AVould sec my houseless, helpless head. 
“And there from morn till twilight bound, 

I felt the heavy hours toil round, 

W'ilh just enough of life to see 

My last of suns go down on me, • 

In hopeless certaiirty of mind, 

That makes-«s feel at length resign’d 
To that which our foreboding ye-ars 
Presents the worst and last of fears 
Inevitable — even a boon, * 

Nor more unkind for coming soon ; 

Yet sbunn’d and dreaded w iih such care, 

As if it only were a snare 
That prudence might escape : 

At times both wish’d for and implored. 

At times sought with self-pointed sword; 
Yet still a dark and hideous close 
To even intolerable woes, 

And welcome in no shape. 

And, strange to say, the sons of pleasure, 
They who have revell’d beyond measure, 

In beauty, wassail, w ine, and treasure, 

Die calm, or calmer, oft than be 
Whose heritage was misery ; 

For he who hath in turn run through 
All that was beautiful and new'. 

Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave; 
And, save the future, (which is view'd 
Not quite as men are base or good, 

But as their nerves may be endued,} 

W’ith nought perhaps to grieve : — 

Tlie wretch still hopes his woes must end. 
And Death, whom he should deem his friend, 
Appears, to his distemper'd eyes, 

Arrived to rob him of his prize, 

The tree of his new Paradise. 

To*morrtlw would have given him all, 

Repaid his pangs, repair’d his fall ; 

To-morrow would have been the first 
Of days no more deplored or curst, 

But bright, and long, and beckoning years. 
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears, 
Guerdon of many a painful hour ; 

To-morrow would have given him power 
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save— 

And roust it dawn upon his grave? 

XVIII. 

“The sun was sinking — still I lay 
Chain’d to the chill and stiffening steed, 

I thought to mingle there our cloy; 

And my dim eyes of death had need, 

No liope arose of being freed : 

I cast my last looks up the sky, 

And there between me and the sun 
I saw the expecting raven fly, 

Who scarce would wait till bilh should die, 
Ere his repast begun ; 

He flew, and perch'd, then flew once more. 


“ I woke— Where was I ?— Do I see 
A human face look down on me ? 

And doth a roof above me close ? 

Do these limbs on a couch repose > 

I Is this a diamber wliere 1 lie? 

; And is it mortal yon bright eye. 

That watches me with gentle glance ? 

I closed my own again once more, 

As doubtful that the former trance 
Could not as yet be o'er. 

A slender girl, long-hair’d, and tall, 

I Sate watching by the cottage wall ; 

The sparkle of her eye I caught, 

I Even with my first return of thought; 

I For ever and anon she threw 

A prying, pitying glance on me 
With her black eyes so wild and free ; 

I gazed, and gazed, until Iknew 
No vision it epuid be,— 

But that I lived, and was released 
From adding to the vulture's feast : 

And when the Cossack maid beheld 
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d, 
Shesmiletb— and 1 essay’d to speak, 

I But fail’d — and she approach’d, and made 
With lip and finger signs that said, 

I must not strive as yet to break 
The silence, till my strength should be 
Enough to leave my accents free ; 

And then her hand on mine she laid, 

And smooth’d the pillow for my head. 

And stole along on tiptoe tread, 

And gently oped the door, and spake 
! In whispers — ne’er was voice so sweet! 

I Even music follow 'd her light feet 
' But those she call’d were not awake, 
t And she went forth; but, ere she pass'd, 
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Another look on me she caM« 

Another sign she made, to say, 

ITiat I had nought to fear, that all 
Were near, at my command or call, 

And she ^ould not delay 
Her due return ; — while she was gone, 
Metbought 1 felt too much alone. 

XX. 

**She came vitli mother and with sire— 
What need of more? — I will not tire 
With long recital of the rest, 

Since I became the Cossack^s guest ; 
They found me senseless on the plain — 
They bore me to the nearest hut— 
They brought me into life again— 

Me — one day o’er their realm to reign ! 

Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
His rage, refining on my pain, 


Sent me forth to the wilderness, 

Round, naked, bleeding, and alone. 

To pass the desert to a throne. — 

What mortal bis own doom may guess? — 
I>et none despond, let none despair! 
To-morrow the Borystliencs 
May see our coursers graze at ease 
U|>on his Turkish bank,— and neter 
Had I such welcome for a river ^ 

As I shall yield when safely there.' 
Comrades, good night! ” — The Hetman threw 
His length beneath the oak-tree shade, 

AVilh leafy couch already made, 

A bed nor comfortless nor new 
To him, w ho took his rest w hene’er 
The hour arrived, no matter where : 

His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 

And if ye marvel Charleys forgot 
To thank his tale, he wonder’d iM)t,— 

The king hud been an hour asleep.* 


ODE ON VENICE.’ 


I. 

Oh Venice! Venice ! when thy marble walls 
Are level with the waters, there shall be 
A cry of nations o'er lliy sunken halls, 

A loud lament along the sweeping sea ! ^ 

If I, a northern wanderer, weep for thee. 

What should thy sons do ? — any thing but weep : 
And yet they only murmur in their sleep. 

In contrast with their fathers — as the slime. 

The dull green ooze of the receding deep, 

Is with the dashing of the spring-tide foam, 

That drives the sailor shipless to his home. 

Are they to those that were; and thus they creep. 
Crouching and crab-like, through their sappiug streets, 
Oh! agony— that centuries should reap 
No mellower harvest ! lliirleen hundred years 
Of wealth and glory turn’d to dust and tears; 

And every monument the stranger meets. 

Church, palace, pillar, ns a mourner greets ; 

And even Utc Lion all subdued appears, 

And the harsh sound of the barbarian drum, 

With dull and daily dissonance, tepeats. 

The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft waves, once all musical to song. 


< ["Ctbirkn, harine perceived that tbc day was loat, amt tliat 
liU only chance of utrly «a» U> retire with the ulmoat prvcijiita- 
lion, Htni red bimtcir to be mounii-d on horseback, and wlUi the 
rcmaiiu of bit army fled to a place called Percwulocluta. aiinated 
in Ihe an^lc formed by (he jiincti«i of the Vorskla and the Borys- 
thenea. Mere, accompanied by Uazeppa, and a few hitiidrrdoor 
his followers. Charles strani over the laiter jrrcai river, atid pro. 
cecdlng over a desolate country, In danger of perishing wiih 
huDtter, at length reached the Bug. where he was kindly received 
by (he Turkish pacha. The Russian envoy at the Suhlime Forte 
demanded that Mixeppa shoald be deliver^ up to Peier, but the 


That heaved beneath the moonlight with the throng 
Of gondolas— and to the busy hum 
Of clicerful creatures, w hose most sinful deeds 
AVere but the overheating of llie heart. 

And flow of too imidi happiness, which needs 
The aid of age to turn its course apart 
From the luxuriant and voluptuous Hood 
Of sw eet sensations, battling with the blood. 

But these arc better than the gloomy errors. 

The weeds of nations in their last decay, 

AA'hon Vice walks forth with her unsoften'd terrors. 
And Alirth is madness, and but-sinil^ to slay; 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay. 

The sick man's lightuing half an iidtu* eit death, 
AA'hen Faintness, the last mortal birtit of Pain, 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 

Of the cold staggering race which Death is winning. 

Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away; 

Yet so relieving the o'er-tortured clay, 

Tabim appears renewal of his breath, 

And freedom Ute mere numbness of bis diain; 

And then he talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spirits soaring — albeit weak. 

And of the fresher air which lie would seek; 

And as he whispers knows not that he gasps, 


old netiii.m uf the C(n>>acks eveaped lltia fate by Ukiox a dl«ea.ve 
wh'Cb ha»(cuetl bu Ucaili.*'— Daiiow 's Peter the Great, |>p. 196 
— 905 .) 

* [The copy of Slazeppa tent to till* country by Lord Byroo. is 
III the tuudvi riling of Tticrcva, Connies* GuiccioU; and itlsinipos- 
tible not to »u«pect that the Poet had tome drcumtUncet of his 
own prrtnnzi hiiiiury in hit mind, when he portrayed the fair 
FulUli Thereio. Iter youihtul lover, and the Jealous rage of ibe 
ohi Count Palatine.— E.) 

> (This Ode wot traosontted from Venice, iloiigwith Nueppa. 
-K.) 
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That his thin finger (eels not what it clasps, 

And so the film comes o’er him—and the dizzv 
Chamber swims round and round— and shadows busy, 
At which he vainly catclies, flit and glejim, 

Till the last rattle chokes tlw* strangled scream, 

And all is ice and blackness, — and the earth 
That whicli it was the moment ere our birth. 

II. 

There Is no hope for nations !— Search the page 
Of n«my thousand years— the daily scene. 

The flow and ebb of each recurring age, 

The cterlasting io be wliich hath been. 

Hath taught us nought or little ; still we lean ’ 

On things that rot beneath our weight, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestling with lire air; 

For T is our nature strikes us dow n : the beasts 
Slaughter'd in hourly hecatonibs for feasts 
Are of as high an order — tliey must go [slaughter, 
Even where their driver goads them, thougli to 
Ye men, who pour your blood for kings as water, 
^ihal have they given your diildren In return? 

A heritage of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, where your hire is blows. 

Wl»al! do not yet thered'hot ploughshares burn, 

O'er whicli you stumble in a false ordeal, 

And deem this proof of loyalty the real : 

Kissing the hand that guides you to your scars, 

And glorying as you tread the glow ing bars ? 

All that your sires have left you, all that Time 
Bequeaths of free, and History of sublime, 

Spring from a different thejne !— Ye see and read, 
Admire and sigh, and then succumb and bleed I 
Save the few spirits, who, despite of all, 

And^orse than all, the sudden crimes engender'd 
By the down-thundering of llie prison-wall, 

And thirst to swallow the sweet waters tender’d, 
Cushingfrom Freedom’s fountains — when the crowd, 
Madden'd with centuries of drought, are loud, 

And trample on each other to obtain 
'file cup which brings oblivion of a chain 
Heavy and sore,— in w hich long yoked they plough’d 
TIjc sand,— or if there sprung the yellow’ grain, 

*7 was not for them, their necks were loo niucli bow’d, 
And their dead palates chew’d the cud of pain 
Yes! the few spirits- who, despite of deeds 
Which they abhor, confound not with the cause 
Those momentary starts from Nature’s laws, 

Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, smile 
But for a term, llien pass, and leave the earth 
With all her season^ to repair the bliglit 
With a few summers, and again pul forth 
Cities and generations — fair, when free— 

For, Tyaanny, there blooms no bud for thee! 

* 111 . 

Glory and Empire! upon these towers 
^ ilk Freedom— «godJike Triad I how ye sate! 

The league of mightiest nations, in those hours 


VENICE. 

When Venice was an envy, might abate. 

But did not quench, her spirit— in her fate 
All were enwrapp’d : the feasted monarchs knew 
And loved their hostess, nor could learn to hate. 
Although they liunibled— with the kingly few 
The many fell, for from aJI days and dimes 
.She was the voyager's worship even her crimes 
Were of the softer order— born of Love, 

.She drank no blood, nor fatten'd on tlie dead. 

But gladden’d where her harmless conquests spread; 
For these restored the Cross, that from above 
Hallow'd her sheltering banners, wliich incessant 
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent, 
hich, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may tliank 
The city it has clothed in diaiiis, which clank 
Now, creaking in the ears of those who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggles; 

Yet site hut shares w ith them a common woe, 

And, call’d the “kingdom” of a conquering foe, 

But knows w hat all— and, most of ah, know— • 
With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles! 

IV. 

The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 
O’er the three fractions of the groaning globe ; 

Venice is crush’d, and Holland deigns to own 
A si'eptre, and endures the purple robe ; 

If the free Switzer yet bestrides alone 
His chainless mountains, ’t is but for a time, 

For tyranny of late is cunning grown. 

And in its own good season tramples dow’n 
Tlte sparkles of our ashes. One great dime, 

\\ hose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
Are kept apart and nursed in the devotion 
Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath'd — a heritage of heart and hand. 

And proud distinction from each other land, 

Whose sons must bow tliein at a monarch’s motion. 

As if his senseless sceptre were a wand 
Pull of the magic of e.\p)oded science— 

Still one great clime, In kill and free defiance, 

\et rears her crest, unconquer’d and-sublime. 

Above the far Atlantic! — She has taught 
Her Esau-brethren that the haughty flag, 

The floating fence of Albion's feebler crag, 

May strike to those whose red right hands havebought 
Rights cheaply earn’d with blood.— Still, still, forever 
Better, though each man’s life-blood were a river, 

That it sliould flow, and overflow,, than creep 
Through thousand lazy channels in our vein;, 

Damm'd like the dull canal with locks and chains, 

And moving, as a sick man in liis sleep, 

Three paces, and then faltering belter be 
Where the extinguish'd Spartans still are free, 

In their proud charnd of Thennopyl®, 

Than stagnate in our marsh,— or o’er the deep 
Fly, and one current to the ocean add, 

One spirit to the souls our fathers had, 

One freeman more, America, to thee I 
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advertisemext. 

The MorganU Maggiore. of Ihe first canto of which iWs 
translation is olTered, divides with the Orlando Innamoralo 
the honour of having formed and suggested the sljlc and 
story of Ariosto. The great defects of Boiardo were his 
treating too seriously the narratives of chivalry, and his 
harsh style. Ariosto, in his conliiwation. by a judirious 
mixture of the gaiety of 1‘ulcl. has avoided the one: and 
Benil. in his reformallon oX Boiurtlo’s iKVcm, has corrected 
the other. Pulci n»ay be considered as the precursor and 
model of Beriii allogellicr, as he has partly beau to Ariosto. 


however Inferior to both his copylsU. He 1$ no less the 
founder ofa new style of iioetry very lately sprung up in 
England. I allude to tligl of the Uigonious Wblstleiraft. 
The serious poems on Ronccsvallcs in the same language, 
and nwrc particularly the excellent one of Mr. Sierivale, 
are to be traced to the same source. It has never yet been 
decided entirely whether Pulcl s intention was or was not 
to doridc the religion which Is one of his favourllc topics. 
It appears to njc. that such an Inieniloii would have been 
no lcs.s hazardous to the poet than to the priest, particularly 
in that age and country ; and the permission to publish the 
poem, and iu reception among the classics of Italy, prove 


» [The fotlowlnft,lranilatioo was executed at Ravenna, in Fe- I 
Lmary. IMO. and fir'l mw ihc light In ihe pages of the untorlu- [ 
nateioum.vl ca1lc<l “The Liberal.” The mrrit of It, as Loni \ 
DyroD Over and ovw states In hU letter*, conslsis iu the wonderful j 
verfrum pro eriVvo cluaencw of (tie version. U was, in fact, an j 
exercise of skill In ihii art ; and cannot be fairly csilmatcd. with- | 
out coollnuom reference to the oflgtnal lUtion, which the reader 
will now. for Uie first time, Cud pbeed opiioslie to ilic text- 
Tboae who want full information, and clear philoauphical views, | 
to the origin of the Romantic Poetry of the Italians, will ibi well | 
to retd at length an article on that subject, from the |>en of ihc 
Jaie Lgo Foscolo, in the foriy*serond number of Ihe Onarteriy | 
Review, we extract from it the (tassage in which that learned i 
writer appUea himKdf more particularly to the Murgaulc of Piikn. 
After sh^jwJng Hut all Ihe poets of this cla«» adopted as Ihc grouwl- 
wort of Iheif fiction*. Uie old wild materials wliicli hiui for ages i 
formed the itock In trade of ibe professed itory-fcller*,— In those 
stays a class of person* holding tlie same place in Christendom, | 
and more especially In (taly. which their brothers sldl roaiutaiu i 
all over Ihc Easl,»Fo*colo tbua proceeds]— I 

** Tbs ruslooury fornu of ibe oarrsllve sti flud a place In n>roanlic I 
poeiry : sorb are tbr scnlentloas rrflrrUoni nffnted by tbc mstlers wbkb 
tw bsstosirelaled. or srUIng lo sBllriiMlIoo of Ihosa wbicb be I* aboal to 
relslo. snd wbirb Ibeslory-ieUer sl*>sj* opens wbeo be resumes bli recl‘ i 
Ulloiii; bU ilereace orbksowDVnrriU agsiosl lha stucks of rivals in trsOs; | 
aod bis fonusl les«*>Uklng nbcti be psrU from bl« sudirnre. aod InvUni ^ 
Ibem lo meet btni agelo op (be morrow . Tbf« mdbJdofwladlngupcscb \ 
porllon of Ibe poem Is a favourllc amone lb« ronunUc poeu ; wbo coo- ’ 
stanllr nnish thWr caalos wllh a dUticb. of wbicb ibe wordsnuy vary, bat 
tbo aeose U uolform. 

*Air sllro canto v» farb srailro, 

S« sir altro canto mi vrri^e a udlre.'-Aaiorro. 

Or St lbs end of aaoibet rtulo. according to narrintrtoo's iranilallon,- 
•| now ml off Abruptly here im rhyme, 

And keep my Itle ooio aaolbcr lime.' 

*‘Tbe forma and materials of Ibnv popolar Horiec wen adoptod by 
wrilen of a saprrlor class, w bocoiniOerrd ibe vulgar tah^ of Ibdr pn-dD- 
ceasqfs s* blocks of oiarblf Ooely tiiiled and varirgBlod by the haod of na- 
ture. but wbicb mlgbl afford a raaslcr.pkTv. wb«» uaiefully worked and 
polltfatd. Tbc rowanlic purls trnlcd Ibr tradliionary Aril<MH)nW as Uanle 
did Ibe legmdi tnvenlcd by lbs mimhs to maintain ibeir msslrry ^<r weak 
mind*. U« roTDicd (bem Inio a poem, which beraroe ibe admiraiioit of 
every ago artd nation : but Ointe and rclrtvcs were pucis. wliu. though 
solvrrmlly nlebraled. were not Uul-cfsally noderUuod. The Irariwd 
found cmplojmcflt In wrllins ruoimentt upon tbclr poems, holihe nailno. 
wilboal even eirrpliug the biiber ranks, knew ibein osiJy by otme. *i Ihe 
bcglnQlng of IlM anueiith century. ■ few obscure uuibura becati to write 
roauncM lo prose oadiiQ rhyme, taking for ilwlr sQbject Ibe wars of Char, 
lemagne and oriando. or tentciimn (Im Adventure* of Arthur and Use 
bnlgblsof Ibe Hound Table- Tbete works wen- so pirating, ihallticy were 
vapidly muliiplled . but ibe bards of ronMnrr cared little about style or 
verslOcatlon.— ibey sought for adveniursw, aruJ eocbanlmeuu. snd roiraclct. 
W« here ublsln at kusi a partial etpIsnaUon of iba rapid decUar of llailan 
poetry, and Itw aaisilng corrupliuo of Ibe lUliaa laoguagr, which look 
place ImmedlJtriy adter the death of Petrarch, and wbicb proceeded from 
b*d to woTM uniU Ibe era of Lornuo de Medici. 


II was Ibetj dial Polcl composed his Morganie for ibe amoseineot of Ma- 
donoa Lucreila. ibe inotber of Lomito •, and be o»ed lo rwile It al table Iu 
Pidoo. sinl Pollilan. and Lorenio. and ibe oilier llluiirloos charafim w ho 
then nourbbed at Flofciwe: yrt Pukl adtscred strlrlly to Uh’ original ploa.of 
(be popular slorylcUers; and II bU successors bate embdiltbed ibciu so 
tUat they r*o scarcely be recogfllscd, ll is lertalii Ibat In uo oiher poem can 
Utcy be found to genuine aud nailve m lo Ihe Morganie Pukl accommo- 
date bimeetf. though spurtlscly. lo the gcnlu* of bU age : clawirul taste sad 
sound Cflllcltm hegan to prevail, and great cudea* our* were uiaUnu by tbc 
kwroed lo wporale historical truth from ll»e chaos of fabla and tradition : 
so thal, though Pniri iolrodaced ib« rue*! esiravsgant fables, be afUrled to 
complain of ibe error* of hi* predeceewvr*. ' I grieve,' be sdid. • for iny 
Emperor Cbarkmsgne : (or I see that tala hWerj ha* been badly wrUiea 
and worse uodcrvinod.' 

■ E del mio Carlo Imprrador m' Incrcbbc .. 
t sUlB queaia Istoria, a qiid cb' lo veggid. 

Dl Carlo male Inifaa. e Kritia pepgiu.' 

“ And whilst he quotes the great hlslorlnn Leonardo Arclino with re*perl, 
beprofewe* lobeslcve Ibe autborllj of the holy Arcltbltbop Tnrplu, wbo I* 
also one of the heroes of the poem. Id anoUier passage, where be ln*Ua(« 
the apologies of U»« slary-tcller*. I»c o»ak« a neat allusion Iu Ibe lasic oi M* 
nudleuce,’ 1 know.’ he say*. 'Ihai I murt prorced stralgbl-forward.and uoi 
tell a single lie to Ibc course of my UJe. ThU Is not a «ory ©I mere In- 
vention : and II I BO one step onl of Ibe rlgbl road, ooe chasllvo. anoilier 
CTUIcUeu, a ihird scoWa-lhoy ity to drive uie niad-but laiaei ihey are out 
of Ilwlr sense*.' 

“ Pukl ssmlOcallon Is remarkably fluenl. Xel be IsdeOilcol In melody; 
fats language is pure, and W« eipreosionv flow nalaralfy ; but bis pbrassa 
areabropl aod uiicoooecled, and he (rcqucsilly wilte* ungrammaiicaJI). 
Ilia vigoar degeneralcs Into btrsbnew ; and hU love of Iwesily prevents lh« 
dcvclupflifol of bis poctkal Imagtry. Be bear* all Ibc marks of rude g*- 
i.ioi; tw WM caiwble of deikale pleBsaBiry.yel bis smile* are uaually biller 
end severe. His buinonr never eilses* from poUiU. but Irosn uoeipectcd 
sllualloos sirongty cxHilrasted. The Emperor Charlemague senleisce* king 
MsrvlUus of Spain to be honged for high treason aod Arcbblabop Turpin 
Ulndly offs* bia acrvlmon Ibeocroslon. ^ 

dlose : lo so'. Marsilio, cbe Iu mania ^ 

Dove Iu onlliMbll U irtdiaiciiio- 
Mssc Turploo : lo vogllo (are 11 bqja. 

Carlo lUptfW : Ed lo tou ben confculo 
Che sla Irattato dl rjuMtl due coni* 

I L' opera MOia CO* le saoie ruani.' 

I "IJcre we bate an emperor supeilivicrvdiDg ibc ctnolluD of a king, who 
j ll banged lIubcprescDreof a va\i niuhiiude. allot whom aiegrcativ cdlM 
‘ Al beholding an archbl-hop o'lklatlufl In Ibeebaraner of a liiiUhrf of lha 
low. Before tIA adventure look ploce, Caradoro bad despatched an am- 
b^wadAT to Ihe emperor, coinplaltiltig of ibe sbatnelul coodili t of a wicked 
Ralsdtn. who hod seduced Ihe ptlnres* hi* daughter, ^hc orator docs not 
prcseoi bloucir with RWdeni dIphKDalIrcotiriesy— ^ 

'Maron I' abballa comv^gradUort. 

O disteahi e loclmlo Impcradorel '• 

A Caraduioestalo eerluv. # Carlo, 
f> Carlol 0 Cailo! la rrollava la lealar 
Dc ■ tua corir. chc DUO i^oul nrgarlo, * 

De to sua Gglia co*a diMitesia.' 

“ ‘ 0 Charles.' be rrird, ‘Charles. Ch;irtosr— aod as b* ctlad 

Mr shook bis bead-^a sad complalnl I bring • 

Of sbaairfal act* which cannot be denied: 
blog Carsdors baa asetrtlAo'd Ibe tbiog, 


" by (’■■■« 


ni£ MORGAME MAGGIORE. 


381 


tliat it noUher vas nor U so lolerprcted. Thai be hiicnded 
to ridicule ibe tnons!»4ir life, and suffered bis imaginaituii to 
play with ibe simpicduliiessorbisroincried glaul, scem&evU 
dent enough ; bul surely U were as unjust to accuse him of 
irreligion on ibis account, as to denounce I'iolding for his 
Parsoti Adams, Barnabas, Thv^ackum, Suppltr, and tbe Or- 
dinary in Jonathan Wild.— or Scott, for ibo esquisile use of 
bis Co>cnanlors in the “Talcs of my Landlord.*' 

In tbc fcdlowing translation I have used the liberty of the 
original isith the pro;>«r names; as Puld hsc's (lan. (janel- 
lon, or GinellODc; Carfo, Larlomagno, or Carlnmano; 
Rondel, or Rondello, etc., as it suits Ids convenience ; so 
ha.s the translator. In other respects the version Is faithful 
to the best oftbe translator's ability, in combining his inter- 
pretation of the 'one language with the not very easy task 
of reducing it to the same versUIcalion in the other. The 
reader, on comparing it w ith tbe original, is requested to re^ 
member that the antiquated language of Pulcl, however 


pore, U not easy to the generality of Italians tbemseives, 
from its great miilurc of Tuscan proverbs; and he may 
therefore he more lodulgeiit to the present attempt. Ilow 
far the translator has succeeded, and whether or no be 
shall continue the work, are questions which the public 
w ill dec Ide. lie was induced to make the ei|>erimcut partly 
by his love for, and partial intercourse with, the Italian 
language, of which it so easy to acquire a slight knowledge 
and with which It is so nearly liniHissible for a foreigner to 
become accurately conversant. The Italian language Is like 
a capricious hcauly, who accords her smiles to all. her fa- 
vours to few. and sometimes least to those who have courted 
her longest. The translator wished also to present in an 
Kiigtlsh dress a |vari at least of a poem never yet rendered 
I into a northern language ; at the same time that it has been 
tbe original of some of the most celebrated produciions on 
j this side of tl>e Alps, as well as of those recent n|reriniciits 
I In poetry in England which have been already mentioned. 


Wfaleh evnte* noreoTcr |»roted aod veriOed 
By leiian frocD your omq »ldr ot ibe walrr 
Betpecilog lb« Mbattoar of his dauabicr.' 

*'Sachireoea mar appear somrwbat strange: but Caradoru'i cmbaHy, 
and Ibe eiecuiion of king Maislllui. are tuld to ttrki cooformtir to Ibe 
MXiufts of Ibe rommou pfople: and as Ibry mu«i siHI be drsciltxnj if wa 
MUbed to imiuie Uie popular siory-iellers. Iffulri beorrasiunally rrBned 
and dailcaie. bU soairboa of aoirDli) rcaulied frooi ib« uaiiunal < luracier 
oC Ibe Flerenilon. end Use rvtltal of teuera. but at Ibe aaiue time, we 
nrast trace to nailofial cbaracirr, and to Itia Influence of bl> dali* compa- 
DloiM. the baffooflerr wbirW, in lb« opinion of fnrcIgDcr*. (miDealty <il»- 
ftarcs tbc poem. N. Clugoene bss crlibVacd Colrl In tbc usual style of bl< 
rouoiryiDeti. He allrlbuln modern manures to anricai ilmca, and lakm tt 
for granted Ihat tbe tndlsIiJuals of every olber nation lliink and acl like 
modern Frcmbmcii. Oa lbc»e princlptes, be coociudes tbai fu'il, boib 
wilb rtapocl to fats nbjeci and to bis mode of treating It. intruded onty to 
virtit buricaqoo poetry ; because, as be says, sorb burfoontry could not 
tare born lolrodurnt into a romposllloii rcriled to I orenio de* Modirl and 
bU etiilgbiened guests. If tbc anibur bad ioteoded to be lu earocsi, In the 
flne porlrill at Loreato giren by Machlarelil at the n>d of bis Fluicnilne 
blalory. Ibo hitlorlen coniplilns that be took more pleasure in ibe rompany 
of idlers and bofTaone Itan beeremed surti a man. it i> a illlla >lnguUr 
Ital Benedetto VarrbI, a coou-mporary hUtoriaa. tnabes tbc same complalut 
of Marhiarclll bint'Clf. ludecd. many koown aoecJnie* of MacblevcIU. no 
ten lb<io bis fngiiire piccew. prove ibal ii was only wtarn be was acting tbe 
ataleamaa Ihet be wUlitd to be grare; and that be couM Ixiigli like uiber 
raeu when lie laU aside bUdigiiliy. We do not ibink (i« was In ibe wrong. 
Bat, wbaierer opinion may be formed oo tbc »ftbirrl. wr »ball yet bcfwrred 
to conrinde Ibat great mm mar be rumpclled to blame Ibr mmiim of their 
lime*, wliboul bring able to wtrbaland Ibcir Influmre. lu oilirr respcclt. 
the poemof rulcll* wrWus. both in subject and In tone. And berr westalt 
repeat a general observation, wbtcb we advUa our readers to apply to oil 
Ita romanttr poems of (be lialUiks- Tbut Itiftr cnmic Aamuar ar>*c* /rem 
ikt caodrasl Aciwcea <Ae ceoefeal radrureari fVe m:nitri fo adAerc (o 
lAe formt aad fukicelt «/ (A« pipfu/ar »lerg-lr/lrr*, end iht t/forh Made 
af (be e«a< 1 >mc Ag lAe geafae nf lAeie wriferi (a reader MrA maltnali 
cad raAliai-. 

*'Tbls simple etwldailon of Ibe cimses of Ibe poetical cbararler of Ibe 
Morgaiitr baa been overlooked by tbe critics : and Ihry ta«r Ibcre'ore dli- 
pQiod wlib great eorncsincM dmiog Ibdlasl two renluile*. wbeibcr Ibe 
Horganie Is written In jtol or eariicM ; tod w briber Pulcl is not an alb< Ul. 
wbo wrote In verw (or Ibe eipresa purpose of setiiong at all rellgivo. 
Mr. Merivele bscilne*. In bl> Orlande In Moiirostailoi. do Ibo oplnli/n of 
M. Clngaene. Ital Ibe Mergaata Is decidedly to beroiukdercd as a bvrlrwiae 
poem, and e aatlre egainet ibeC.brUtiau rclIgloQ. lei klr.Neilmle blmself 
•cboowteJgce Ibat It is wound up with a irsglrel effect, and dlgolbed by 
rcllgloo* sonllmeni; and U (berc<ar« forrod to ' leair Ibequntloa amungst 
Ita uneipiained. and perbaps tiK-spiirable plwnometsa of Ibe human mind.' 
If « similar qimiloo had not been already dorlded, bolb In regard to 
tbabapearu and le Arlofto. It mlgUt be still e sublcci of dispute wbeibcr the 
former itiiended to write trageulei. and wbelbsT tbe oibor did not mean 
to burlesque bis heroee. It 1* a bappy tiling ifaaL w Itb regerd to Ibom two 
great wrllere. Ita war bas ended by Ita fvrtnnaw InierTeniton of Ibe gene- 
ral body of rruders, w bo. «n such oedwston*. form Ibeir Judgmem w lib teae 
erudition and with laaa prejndlre than the crltlrs. BuL fulrt la illllr read, 
and bis age h lllifo known. ‘Wa are laid by Nr. Mcrlrate, tbal Ita pdnia 
of abMrusu Ibaotogy ire dlsrusseil lo Ibe Norganla pllb a degree of anpticnl 
fraodom wbirb we sbonld Imagine to ta aNogether mnota from Ita spirit 
of Ita Bflaanlb raniury.' Mr. Herfraie follows M. clogoeta. wlw followa 
Toliairo. And Ita pblliMpber of k'emey. wbo waa always bcalbig up In all 
qurtara Ibr allloa agaloat Cbrlatlauliy, collacicd all tbe arripinrti pwtMgee 
of rptd. opmi wbkb ta mnuMwiod In hta own way. Bbi It (a aoly sUicu 


iba CooiKlI of Trent, ibai any doubt wbkb might ta raised on a reilgloua 
dogma aiposed an ambor tu Ibe rharga of impkiy ; wbllst. In the tlflcenib 
ceulury, a CatboMc migbl ta slnrrrely devaul. and ycl allow bimsalf a cer- 
tain degree of lailiude lx Ibedoglcal doubt. At ooa and ita sauia lime Iba 
Horenilurs migbl wrii believe In Ibe oospei and l .ugb ai a doctor of dltl- 
olty : for li wu esecliy at Ibis era Ihat tbay bad been iperialara nl tb« 
memorable caniroversles between iba raproevilsilse* of ita eesicru aod 
western cburcbci. Cireck and Leila blsbops from every rorutr of Cbrls- 
icndwm bed aseembfod at Florence for tbc purpose uf trying wbetber ibey 
could possibly uiiHerstaod eseb otber; and wbrn they aeparated, Ibey baled 
cadi other wurse than before. At Ibe very lime when fukl wasromt osing 
Ills Nurgsole, Ibe clergy of Florence prolcsied agalnsl Ibe esrommunka- 
lloos prunwanced by Slilus IV„ and wlibetptawlvna by wbtrh bis hoUoeso 
was anaibeixiailstd lu bb luro. Ourlog ibwie pruceedlnfv. an arcbbisbirp, 
cviiikied of being a papal emissary, was tanged from one of Iba windows 
of Ita eotcromeul pafarr al Florence: IbK event may have suggested lo 
rukl Ita Idea uf ruovcrMng anoiber arrbhUltop iuio a hangman. Tbe ro- 
mantic purls substituted liierary and scicniUk obscrvuiioos for Ibe trivial 
digroosluns of Ita ilory*trUers. tbU wiu a great Uuprutcmeiil : aud al- 
though 11 was not well ouuaged by Fulil. yet hr presents us with moch 
(UtluHv litrldenial muiier. in quoting bi- pblloMipbltuI friend and con- 
leropucjry Matlco Fsimlerl. ta esplatns the Instluct of bintes by a bold 
blpulbolt ' be supposes Ital ttay ate vuiuialed b) evil spirits. 1 bU Idea 
gave no aftrnre lu ibe Itartiuvli'f* ol Ibe tliu-ciiili veniuiy . bul It esrlled 
mu(h orlltudox Uidlgnaitun wbett Fsiber buuft<-anl. ■ rii-otb muDk, 
brnugbi il forward as a new ibewry o' hu own. Mr. Merivale after ob- 
serving tbal Fuki died before tbe t.Uio«er] of Amciira by Columbus quwtca 
' a pa^v'Rc ‘wbirb wM bwouie a very Imere'llng •lucuineiu luc liir pMioso- 
I pkksl liMovlaii.' VVegIse It In bis pruse irsnsieiloat - 'The wuiet Is k-vel 
I ifaruugb (u whole rsieot, aiibougii. lUc lbeeMnb,li bas Ita luim of sgiobe. 

' Mankind In Ibuw xgir» weri; murb more Igituruai iban isuw. Ilmuies 
I would blusb ai Ibis day for bating Usnl Ills rvslumus. VesseU will snxm 
* pave far beyond tbem. They may soou rearb another iiemUpbrre. beceiivo 
I every Iblug (rads to Us ceuire. In like mauncr, a* by a dislue myslcry. Ibo 
’ earth U suspended in Ibe midst of Ita sier*. tare bchsw are ritivw arsd em- 
pirsot, wbirb werv siicleul. Tta lotubliswla of those regluni were tailed 
. Aailpod>a. They hove planl* and animals a* wail aa you, and wage wara 
' as wrU as you.'- Aforgaafe. c. tiv. it 'ja. dr. 

I ‘‘ Tta mure w« ran>l ler Use Irocf* of auikbt kImcc, wbtcb break In 
iransleni llasbcs throogb Ita darkocas of ibe raiildtc agvst. and wbkb gra- 
^ dually rr-lllnmloaled Ibe but Uon. ibe more stall we be dUposod to iulapt 
Ita bypolbesb suggrslol by bsUly. aod supported by blw wiib soJucilvw 
I eloquenrt. tie nuluulwed ibal alt Ibe acqulrimefllt of itaureeka aud bo- 
mant bad been IraiHnililcd lo Itam a* Ibe wrecks and Iragcueols of ibo 
knowledge onrv poaecasol by prlmwal nailons, by roiplm of mgea and 
pbl usopbers wbo weve afierwardt swepi from Ihc facw of Ibe globe by some 
' overwhelming ralastrophc. Ills ibeory may be cousMcrod as rxiravagant ; 
I l>ul If Ibe literary produciions of Ibe Bomana were not ycl riunl. ii would 
; seem lo(Tv<ilbIc. Ibat. sfler Ita lapse of • lew centuries, Ibe clvillsotion ff 
I Ibe Augnvlan age could have bam succeeded hi Italy by Mirb bortailly. Iba 
I llalians were so IgnoranI, lhai Ibey forgol ibeIr fauilly names; and brfora 
' ttackveoibrenlory lodivlduau wcrekiiown only by tbrir Christian ntiDca, 
Tliey tad an Inclsllsirl Idea, lo tta mkldlc aga, oflbe aalsteiKToIlta aull- 
podes : bul II waa a rerulalvctnia of ancknl knowledge, bania bas iiidl- 
' rsled Ibe number and posUeiiof ibe wars rumposlog ibe pol*' coaslrl.wilon 
of Ita Austral Isembpliere. Al ita same lime be lelts us, ibat wlicti Lud.'rr 
' was burled from Ita rclesllal leglotis. Ita srrb-tavll iransaxcd Ita globe; 
I half bis body rrmalued oo our sUfo of Iba ceuire of Ibe cartb, and ball on 

i lbe olber side. Tta sisock given lo ibe qartb by bis fall drova a greai por- 
tion of Ibe waters of tbe ocrao to tta Mntbaru bemlspbcre, aad only otio 
bigb mMotalQ remalMd ngrovarud, upon wbkb Daota plaaaa bU purga- 
tory. AAlbofBllorLQrifarbB|ipaned1vDfffaibeeraatiM»f Adamk llbfvV- 
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BYRON'S WORKS. 


THE RIORGANTE MAGGIORE. 

CANTO TUB FIBST. 


I. 

In the beginning was the Word next God ; 

God was the Word, the Word no less was he: 
This was in the beginning, to my mode 
Of thinking, and without him nought could be : 
Therefore, just Lord ! from out thyljigh abode. 
Benign and pious, bid an angel llee, 

One only, to he iny companion, who 

Shall help niy famous, worthy, old song through. 

II. 

And thou, 0 Virgin ! daughter, mother, bride, 

Of the same Lord, wlm gave to you each key 
Of heaven, ami hell, and every thing beside. 

The day thy Gabriel said All l»ail! ” to thee, 
Since to thy servants pity ’s ne’er denied, 

With Howing rhymes, a pleasant style and free, 
Be to my verses then benignly ki»id, 

And to the end illuminate my mind. 


I III. 

’T was in th? season w'hen sad Pliilomel 
Weeps w'ith her sister, who remembers and 

Deplores the ancient woes whicli both befell, 

And makes 4^e nymphs enamour'd, to the hand 
I Of Phaeton by Phmbus loved ^ well 
: His car (hut temper'd byiiis sire’s coinoiabd) 

I Was given, and un the lH)ri7.on’s verge just now 
i Appear’d, so that Tithonus scratcli'd his brow : 
IV. 

\Vhen I prepared my bark first to obey, 

{ As it should still obey, the helm, my mind, 

I And carry prose or rhyme, and this iny lay 
j Of diaries the Emperor, whom you will find 
I By several pens already praised ; but they 
I Who to diffuse his glory were inclined, 

: P'or all that 1 can see in prose or verse, 

; Have understood Charles badly and wrote worse. 


IL MOKGAME MAGGIORE. 


tn itrlnrlplo rra ii Vprbo a|it>rCMO a Dio; 
i:d «*ra leIJiu II Wrbu, c 'i Verbo lui t 
Qiif^ilo era prtiicipio. al |>arcr inio; 

E tiulla ti |HH> n>r M'liza co>>tui i 
Peri*, xluxusi^nur bcii'i^noe plo. 
Mtnrtami iolo iin de gil aiifiHi till, 

Che ni' accotiipagni, t rfchimi a menioria 
I'oa taniusa auUca e degna alorla. 

II. 

K tu Tefgine, fisHa, e madre. e *p<«a 
PI qtiel Signor chc ti dvUe te chlave 
Dei cli'to e deil abtwo, e d'ugal cuu, 

Qoel di che Gabriel tno Ii diew Avei 
Pcrche lu se’ de' liW)‘»ervi picioM, 

Con <)olce rime, e »tii grato e toave. 

Ajdla I vend miel bi'nigtiamentr, 

E'nfinu al Aae aliumlna la inenle. 


i Era nel tempo, qnaodo FUoreena 

I Con la Bordia m lamenta e plora, 

I Clif st rircrnJa dl stia anlica prua, 

>1 E pe' boscJieiU le ninfe iuoatnura. 

■ E Febo il carro lempera^o mcna, 

Lite 'I »uu FrtoBle V ammatsira ancura s 
Ed appariva appunto all' oriuunle. 

Tal die Tlton ni graflia«a la froole. 

JT. 

I Qoand’ lo varal la mia barcheita. prima 

Per iibhldir chi arnipre iibbidir deblie 
I l.a iiienic, e falicar^i In prwa e in riina, 

• { E <k'l mio Carlo lniprra<lor m' tnerebbe ; 

Che 90 quattU ia peiiiia ha |RMto in cima, 

I die luUi la atia gloria prcvami>boi 

! E alata quella rituna. a qad ch' i’ veggh). 

I m Carlo male IDU-Ka, e ncrlila pc^do. 


deal Itial Oanlc did mn llMl lh« tMiibaro limi>plvrv bad nrr bran 
Itibsblied: Sal. abnul titini ;aan anerwardn. mrarclt. wbo Mat beiier 
nTieO la iba anrlcni Milim. t«iiiurad lo blot (bat ilia lao alMoa upon 
luoTlal* mIid Were unkuoMD la o». 

* .Sella al v1>»n rtir II rlH rapMo Inrbloa 
Tart' orrlilrMe. e rhe II <(l nuMro tula 
A genie rbe dl Ui Rma I' a>pfiia.' 

'* In (lie coorte ef ball a cenlnry afier relroicb. anolher »«ti nat gained. 
1 hceii>lciKe(irtbeaiiii|KKlcaviak(ulUdi.-nM(ialraled. faUi rabc»aiktll lo 
annouiHC (he rori . biu It bad bvcii laughi lolilmbrhUIrllowcItlaen raolo 
ToteaueJIl aneinrikiitBatronoiurrand loaihecnallilan, wliofitolclnliis old 
agr lo Cbi Utopbvr Columbos vtbor.lug blui lo undvriake hb expcdlilun. 

4 *' A Few alaiixa* ha«e been lran»Ltivd lo Ur. Bethale. Mllb aomc allgbl 
vaHailana wbirb daiml Mioag (be original. Tbrf (Da> be rviMidereJ lu a 
aperlfuen of Rulrt'a poeJr>. Hbeutia Hriiea Milb Imagluaiioa oiid leellog. 
orlaodo blda{areMell lo bUdilof burae. 

‘ lilt ralihhil tieed. Ibal itmg had terved lilm Mtli 
In peace and war. now dotnj tab languid tjt. 

Knrel'd at bit leci. and term d lo mt ** Farewell I 
I 're br*ugbt Ibac to tbe detiiued port, and db.** 

Orlando Fall anew bb torrowatiieU 
Wbeu be bebrid bb Hrigtiadoro He 
Siretrb'd on Ibe Held, that trittal foonl baalde. 

MHTim d bli Ucnbt, and raid hb w arllha prtdt : 

And *' 0 my raucMomd Mced.viiT •encrwi frltad. 
campanlon at Hiy better years I “ ba said ; 


*' And bare I Hrrd lo ace to tad an end 
i or all iby tolla. and Iby bn«« «plf II ded? 
nil I parduo uie. It t er I dl4 of lend 
WUb ba»ty wrong lUat mlfd and FallbFal Inad I 
Just Iben, bbryoa a iKanieiilary Hgbl . 
riatb d <)Dk'k :-llwa rlai«d again In endlaa nlgbl.* 

‘‘Wlwti Orlando Is rtplrlng on Ibe Deld uF bailie, an angel doataoda to 
tilni, and pruBiUaa tba^ Alda bU w lla ibaii ja^ lilia lo paradlic. 

‘ Brlgbt w Mb rtcrtial yonib ami FadeleM Moom, * 

• Itiloc Aldabolia tiMMi tbait behold once more, 

FariakrT of a bllM beyoud Ibe loiub ■ 

Vliili bernbotn Slnalsbal; bills adore. 

Crow n d w Mb Freeh linuers, w b.or ctHoor and perhinaa 
sorpa'A * bat spring a ricb boaotii erer bore— * 

1ta> uoarning widow berr the will remoUt, 

And bo III Ileatiii Iby HtyFul spuiue again.' 

*' Wbllil Ibe MHil «r Orlando was aoaiing lo brarra. a soFrand plaint Ivo 
strain was Imrd, and angt-He *olrea joined tn eatestlal harmony. Tbcf 
M»f Ibepaaim, ' Wbi-n Israel weni'ent of EgTPl:' eud Iba tlngtra warn 
kujwa to be angelt room ibelrenibHiig oF itaclr nlng». 

‘ tal ii tenil ton un sunn Aoire a Uooo 
« Cerla amwnia, cMi atauaii arrentl 
Cba bco paragd' ingelUl stromeall. 

* in acFtn /sree/, easier, de .Cffpla, 

SeniUe fu dtgll angelt sotoone 
Cba ai genobbe al iremoiar le peiMir.' 
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I^eonardo Aretino said already. 

That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quirk, and diligently steady, . 

No hero would in history look brighter; 

He in the cabinet being always ready. 

And in the field a most victorious tighter, 

Who for the church and Christian faith had wrought, 
Certes, far more than yet is said or thought. 

VI. 

» 

You still may see at Saint Liberntore 
The abbey, no great way from Manopell, 

Erected in the Abruzzi to his glory. 

Because of the great battle in which fell 
A pagan king, according to the story, 

And felon people whom Charles sent to bell : 

And there are bones so many, and so many, 

*Near them GiusalTa’s would seem few, if any. 


Diceva Liornardo Arellno, 

ChP, »>gll aTMse aialo tcriltnr degno. 
Com' eali et*be un Ormaiino it tuo Pipino, 
Ch* avo»e diliaeozia aviito e ingcano, 
Sarflilte Carlo .Maano un m>m di\inoj 
Peru ch' call cbbc Tliioric € rrgoo. 

B free per la chicu r per la fede 
Ceno a»»ai plu> cbe oon ai dice o credc. 

Tt. 

Gnardbl ancora a tan LibmiMe 
QuHIa badia li prmo a Slanoppello. 

Ciu DC gll AbLriizzI talU per siio onore, 
Dorc fu la l>alUi:lla e 1 gran Qaj^i'ilo 
I>' un re pa^ati, clic Carlo imperadore' 
CccL«c, e tanto del tuo |MJpul fclio; 

B vedesl laiittf utta, e (anto il unno, 

Che luUe In Giutarii poi li veUrauna 


VII. • 

But the world, blind and ignorant, don’t prize * 
His virtues as I w ish to see them : thou, 

Florence, by his great bounty dost arise, 

And hast, and may hove, if thou wilt allow, 

AH proper customs and true courtesies : 

Whate'er thou hast acquired from then till now. 
With knightly courage, treasure, or the lance, 

Is sprung from out Uie noble blood of France. 

VIII. 

Twelve paladins had Charles in court, of whom 
The w isest and most famous was Orlando; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In Roncesvalles, as the villain plann'd too. 

While the born rang so loud, and knell'd the doom 
Of their sad rout, though he did all knight can do; 
And Dante in his comedy has given 
To him a happy seat witli Charles in heaven. 

til. 

Ua II monilo cieco c ijomrante non preua 
. Le sue virtii, com* io turrcl veilere i 
B to, Fioreiua. de la sua Kraiideua 
Pitsaicili, e »rm|)re putrai possedere 
Osoi costume od u)trii Kmlilezza 
Clie si jioteMe aeguNare o avere 
Col seimo, col lesoro o con la iancia. 

Dal nobU aangue e reuutu di Prancia. 

till. 

Dodici palailini arera in corte 
Carlo : e ‘I pin satio c faxnosa era Orlando ^ 

Gan iradilor Io condiiuc a la iixirte 
III RuDcKvatle mi Irallatu unliiiando: 

LA dove II cornu sunu lanto (orle 
Do|k> la dolorosa rutti. (|uando 
Ke la sua couimcilia naiileqiii dice, 

K mcitcio con Cirlo In ciel fcUce. 


“ Dante bas Inaerted paHegn from ihe Vulgate In bt> Dlilna ComiM<ni ; 
am) reirarrh, ihc mo«l rdlaloat ofpo«ta. quotes Srrlpiurv e«rn nbrn be Is 
courilna. let tbey were not seriisml ef linpiely. \eltber did I’ald Inriir 
Ibe dtnper of a poelbaniouf exrommunk'alloD nnill anrr Ibe ■cforiniiton, 
wben iios V la Ooniinkrau. whodp* turned into a Mini bj a snbsequenl 
pope) promoted the tscHareof but Another rburebb; bornlitfafen vtkied 
boohs, end banping a few irou'tili'toiue sutbors. The notlun Ibal rultl was 
IH the odour of beret)' Influenced tb« opinion of Ulliou. wbo onl) spenhsof ' 
tbeVorfsiite as a 'sportful ramsnre.' Ulltan wm antlouslo prore ibal 
Csibollc writers bod ildicaled popish ditino. and tbnt the tllbtv bad been ! 
Hiltladcd to prl« etc Judgment. nutwIibrtAQdlna tbc pope* bad pniblMtad the ' 
reading of U. Ills ardour did nol allow bim to stop aod eutnloe » belbrr 
Ibis probihitiou iiiigbl IMI be potterlor to the dostb of Puirl. Mlltun bad ; 
stodled fukllo od>siitago. Tbe hnowladge whirb be ssrribaa to bis desks, 
Ibeir despairing repeuiaoco. Ibe loft) wniimenis nbirb be bestows upon 1 
sene of thein. and. abuse al), the prtiielple Ibal. uoiwllb>tau(Ung Ih'lr ; 
criawaihl ibpuaJsbraenl.tlu’)' retain Ib^randeur aod perrettlonorange.'ic • 
iMiur*. are all Io be fuoud In lb ' Morgante as well as la raradlse Lost- { 
Zrlosio and Tasso bt«c imli-iled other pawages. Mbeii iircat poets borrow i 
from ibelr iBrartors in genius, the) tarn Ibrir tequUltiaor to stKb advao* ) 
late Ibal 1( U dlfllcull to delect ibelr ibefu, ami still itMce dlWcuil to blame ! 
Ihem I 

"Tbe poem is Oiled wilb kings, bnl(bis. glanis, sod dcslls. There are | 
mart) batlla and n.ai)r docis. Ware rite wit of wars, and etopiree arc coo- | 
qaefed la a da), rulrl Irrats us with pleoi) ol magic atad rncbaninicnt. 
Ills )o«e adaeiitarea are not peetiXarl) tntcresilitg ; aod, with ibe etcepUon 
of four or Ore Iradlog pertan.sgce. bis rbararim are of Do inomeni. Ttu* 
fable turos wbolt) npoo the baircd which fitnelloo, ibe felon kolgtal olMa- 
gonu.bnniowardaOrtiPdsuMltbereatoribeCbrlptaB raltdina. Cbar- 


Icnufnr is risll) practised apon b) Utnelloo, bis prime conQdanI aod ntsa 
of business. 5o be irenia Orlando snd his friends in the niml scurry nion- 
occ inaginubir. and sends litem out to bard senlce In lb« wars against 
France. tianrUuo la dcspairbcd to 9p)Ia to treat with King Nar>liliis, 
being also ioatrucled toobisin ibcrcwlon of a kingdom fur Orlando ; but bo 
roofrrisalreflchcreutdeskr with Ihe Spaniards, and Orlando U hilled all be 
baiDe of KoDCtsr sites. Ibe Inlrlgoc. of Canetlou. bis spite, tatapalicore, bis 
obsllaac). bU diwImuiailJA. bis affected bunjllii). and bis iueshsustIUe 
powers of loir Igue. are admit sbl) depicted : and bis chaiaricr comiIiuIcs 
I be chief and Dorst feature to ibe poem. Charlemagne Isa woriby monarch, 
but easily gulled. Oriaodo Isa real hero, chaste and dbinirreslrd. and who 
Oghls in good earucsl for tbe propogailon of tbe faith. Oe bopIlKs iho 
glaiil lilurgsnte. wbo afierwarits serve* him like a fsllbfui squirt. 1 here U 
another giaot. wlnwe name U nargutie. Mueganie falls In wt;b Msigulta: 
and they become sworn brothers. M.vrguite Is a «cr) loddel gtinl. ready to 
coDfa* bU fsIHngs. and full of drol'ery . lie arts sll o*lsagblng lendcrf, 
giants. dasUs, aod brroea; aod be flnUbM bis career b) laughing ilU bo 
bursts.'* 

The reader Is referred to ifonre's A'oftVea, for Lord Byron's 
k’Uen written wln-i) lie was eugaged on ins version of the Mor- 
gaciie. Grezl|ur(of Uirin is occupied wiihanxuHu endezTours 
loaseenalu whether utbertjo tiieaiu a hrimtt or a cuirnu; a 
puiiil on whii'h the kmiwlcdi;e of Grrman would have 

been lurfidenl to make liliii easy, f'abtrgo is only another fnrm 
of our own hitub^rk. and boll* are iDaDifest corruptions of ibe 
German kaUberg, l.,e. ewering of lk$ firrk.->E.I 
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IX. 

’T^was ChristmasHlay ; in Paris all his court 
Charles held; the chief, 1 say, Orlando was, 

The Dane; Astolfo there too did resort, 

Also Ansuigi, (lie gay time to pass 
In festival and in triumphal sport. 

The miich*renow*n'd St. Dennis being the cause; 
Angiolin of Knyonne, and Oliver, 

And gentle lieiinghieri too came there: 

X. 

AvoHo, and Arino, and Otiione 
Of Normandy, and Kirhard Paladin, 

Wise iiamo. and the ancient Salemone, 

Walter of Lion's Mount and Baldovin, 

>Vho was the son of the sad Ganellone, 

Were there, evciting too much gladness in 
The son of Pepin vhen his knights came hither, 
lie groan’d with joy to see them altogether. 

XI. 

But watchful Fortune, lurking, takes good heed 
Ever some bar ’gainst our intents to bring. 

While Charles reposed him thus, in word and deed, 
Orlando ruled court, Charles, and every thing; 
Curst Gan, with envy bursting, had such need 
To vent his spite, that thus with Charles the king 
One day he openly began to say, 

** Orlando must we always then obey ? 

XII. 

A thousand times I 've been about to say, 

Orlando too presumptuously goes on ; 

Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy sway ; 
Haino, and Otlio, Ogier, Solomon, 


Eacli have to honour thee and to obey ; 

But be has too much credit near the throne. 

Which wc won’t suffer, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longer guided. 

xm. 

** And even at Aspramont thou didst begin 
To let him know lie was a gallant knight, 

Ami by the fount did iiuieh the day to win ; 

But 1 know H'ho that day had won the light 
If it had not for good Gherardo been : 

The victory was Almonte's else ; his sight 
He kept upon the sthndard, and the laurels 
In fact and fairness are his earning, Charles. 

XIV. 

“ If thou reniembercst being in Gascony, 

^Vhf^ there advanced the nations out of Spain, 

Tlie Christian cause had suffer'd shamefully, 

Had not liis valour driven them back again. 

Best speak the trtith when there 's a reason why : * 
Know then, O emperor! that all complain : 

As for myself, I shall repass the mounts 
O'er which I cross'd with two and sixty counts. 

XV. 

“ ’T is Gt thy grandeur slmuld dispense relief. 

So that each here may have his proper part. 

For the whole court is more or less in grief : 

Perhaps thou deem'st this lad a Mars in heart ?’* 
Orlando one day heard this .speech in brief, 

As by himself it chanced he sate apart: 

Displeased lie was w ith Gan because he said it, [dit. 
But muclt more still that Charles should give him ere* 


ti- 

Era per Pa*qas qnella dl oaialet 
Carlo la corte area (uUa In PariKi i 
Orlaoilo. corn* io dico, II prlDCi|>ale 
Evvi. II UancM, AitnIfu, c Ao»uigi t 
Fatinosi e com: trlirntdle. 

E mnllii celePravati San 
Anj^lolin di B.'ijona. ed triivirri 
V* era veouio, e '1 Kenhl Bedlnghieri. 

X. 

Eravi Avolioed Aviau cti Oltone, 

Di Nuriiiandia. Riccanlo paladlno, 

E ‘I uvio Namo, e ’I vecchio SalaoKme, 
Gualtierda Uonllone, c Baldovino 
CliVra fiKliuui del (ri«io Gam*n>mc. 
Trop[>n Metoera II llxliuol dl Pipino; 
Taiilu ebe apcMo d‘ ail<-^rcaza getne, 
Ye^enUo tuUl i paladlni iiuieme. 

It. 

Ha la fortnna alienia sta nascoM, 

Per guaslar »empre davenn nostro elTclto; 
llentre che Carlo coai si riposa, 

Orlando govemava in failo e in deUo 
La code e Carlo Ma:;no ed ordI am : 

Gan per InvIdU »coi>pia II maladetto, 

E coinlnclava no di con Carlo a dire i 
Abbiam oui sempre Orlando ad ubbldire? 

111 . 

Io ho credoto raillc volte dirli i 
OrUodo ha lu ae Iroppa presiinxlooe t 
.Not Siam qoi cooli, re. dudii a servirti, 

E Namo. Ottono, Cggieri et Salamone, 


Per onoradi ognun, per iibbldlrti : 

Che o^iii aUbi o|ni repuUtlone 
Nol aolfiTrem ; iiia siaui ddiberali 
Da UQ tanciullo noo esaer soveruaU. 

XIII. 

Tu comindatil lutino in Aspramonte 
A dargli a inieodcr chc riis»e ;;agljardo, 

I E fac<i«c Rran cuse a qui'lia Tonle i 

11a se non riis*e stato li boon Gherardo, 

i lo so che la vlUoria era d’Almuiiie t 

Ha eRli rbbe sempre I* ucchio a lo stendardo t 
Chc si Toiera qnd di c^unario t 
Qncsio e cului cli* ha meritjio Carlo. 

XIT. 

Se tl Hcorda Rii sendo in Gtiascu;;na, 
ijuaudoe’ vi vonne la Rente di SpaRoa, 

II pi pol de' ensUaui area vergiigna. 

Se non moitrava la sita furxa maRna. 

11 ver conrien pur dir, qiiando e' biso^a i 
Sappi ch’ (^niino fm|HTailnr si Isgna t 
Quant’ io |«er me, ri|>asM:ru que' lunnti 
I Ctr lo pOMdi 'll qua cou lessaiitaduu cooU. 

XV. 

La tna ftrandrzza dispeosar tl mole, 

E Tar che ciascun abbi la sna parte t 
La code lutta quanU ur ne duole i 
Te credi che C(»uil sia forsc Hade ? 

I Orlando un Riorno udi qiicsie parole, 

I Che si sedeva tolclio in disparte : 

DitpiaoqucRll di Gan quel che diceva t 
I -Ha mollo piu cbe Carlo cU credeva. 
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And*^r»y] hit liapd •x^.'iM«<14Mirl 

Grlnn^^njl^oJlBli^^loi 
_ Wante^^t Ii(^tD ha3 jiati 
Th^.f^tL 
^iia s 


U& halJ^mlWof’i Gan* 


-A 

A '*'U 


n*i ertwa* 



r <c6m P!tf J§ w^nl 

iJadl^M'd Willi ^sd^yrnti 

, *-V W\ it”-; V - . 


L */;' umJ(a' covff , 


f ^a««i^ia;5ljrt5 Jr«# thr tLAH^y ti 


i«i)t^i^»^auosf flf lliytbcao^ 
Mofljl^iejmi rr" 


sKwi^'t -■* 
•>C^ ;■ 


Ia<I on HMrardsJIrariJirii'lv^^ 

rh^ foitli fifr armsiV(^)!bto^rtilq^ ajpip^ ■ \ j _ • _ • 


i^Ad 

And; 

Slrelrli 

Or(^(, lb Sbosefctalklirf<rtl'sflojV 
A^“ I^Riyno. my Orlando, hiirai 
. Raiseduphi^swoN idtroitg 


*. xvint 

tike Wni^ fury cmmels, liuVeirng^; 

PnTic'*'*““ ~ * - - •' 

Which 

But ^ .. 

•And his sp^ti^ his bridle'^ tliii4j|i«D^ 



. aa|dJtnt%i%M t^n«ht W«lol%l. a ' ^ ' 

i w<^ ' 

ajUhA|<bin '. and <ben show'4 • 
r,^fl®^Adic'jii6^’^ ti(id found Itts road, ,'/ ■ 
*^T^. '■ . ■ j' ■■ 



Thrn full of vyatK^epari^,^;^ itfe plilTeJ#**.^ ' 


Ai»d'{ha*iy|^my4*«i ^aBer, I 

i Zhe'oeuild;«(<^d«(q*lp j^t«a bi 

.•3<-. •1'. .V.L_ ypiijijjjj : . 





Ori«iidoM.i4e|^o A 

E pococmct the qalf l itoq hite|*u ^ '‘ 

•* 

( *V'» 


B dl^arli' 
B tooppU 


ux-9 siir ’naar' M 


AdEraiHOiuWglfi*^')^an^*T ^ 


B Corlao#i‘ - 
Tikno Brara 


1.' F Ai toh( Rotibt^i^ 
■ra^c^ caifniiafKJ 


|\WeqijeUi7, 


Skia ... 

Per abbrafrUrlSI^Brjcfti^ff^lAe. - J b 
Orlaodo. 

Con ^a dlA ; ben ven{i{«- if OftauA^; 
Gil ri^p ih mJi i^a ^ ^ 

• '•'-^*'*■,'-'■<1* *'u * 

Come cob^qrbe la comijdU ■ 

EglI parera a Gu.dar K * 

AWa U bcil«'slV'tnaravf^l|»; ^ » 

Oitindoal rapido preaMin4ie t 
Blasaaap^plRlUvala Mfdi*. V^:* • 

^ JJ^ce* d^saial aplui«iw(e » '; *• . *, 

Ed oi^i ouw {Uri»T« fW^J^ , . ^ 

B ripMoaal Jlcup fkifno^ta J^. * * . '. 

-viT-**-' * 

Pol il parti porfalb dal /ttrorct .* J“ 
B iwniw^asurPlaPailtaQla;^ ***' * * 

Edaenl^checaraica.f thMliftJrn * *•*’ 
Di Oah tHn^ rioonla per ia via I '** 


fho In^snpidWKve mast do. ' 

' •* ih- 

‘«^0«HfcaM0 4}iiQb|lf4rmeiTn(%. ,*^ ‘ ^ 
-In UQ (leaerlP^va'mMltldb' ' * - ' 

•luhlo«bioliuricpae«)'1•dblb^s 
Ch^a.a* cooaB’dfe^'bHani a paeaai.^^r^^ 

’. ■ '_■• /‘ ■,; ;■ 

L'ahale^chi.'Kifava’ChiararoaMi^ * ^ 

Brad4MQCpe()ftc9p(rAni^i|t>-A* *\ 
IHaf>pni#{«bf>Aa*v'erafli(^n«nm6. * 

Dore alUan dciinBerodlAdK^ . '■ 4 . 
ne’«q,u^ iioaavaa nofn^^wvatndate, . « 

L aJtffj.Alat^airp, 'U4«-^et< 

Cm'certc^rrufflWjGtUTa^dtaito. ’ ‘ •’ 

^ Ed 6gtA dl Cdcevan qualcheoasa^fp* 

j'u*. ■ <■ 

1 oMol^elti podeDo uaelrej 
lialaro^' 




4 ^onialani.<i^r leaaH^ p^ac^oei 
Orlando picc^la, eWdn fpUniB a|«ir«. 
*Fin die aA’ abatayit fipc|nrjiMoqi^; 
Butf^ dreolo (x>uiip^i%ri^a dire, •« 

Coiie U^ia gU iMO^dt 

AdufJi'cil era cHMun iialicaanb^i^ 
Ecom' egll^\b ItatUa arrivala. .- a 
. x«v . ; ' 4 

DiaMl'abafmll Bercvmuto'ria^' t 
6l qticldi’4oh^/oMUdi’Udarem^< 
Pert cbe ta ||t 4I al fi^obdl WiHl 
B Ucaalon. pavallti** tldiremd'S^ ‘ *'• 
«>cei6'cht uoQ r impdtf a'fin^ajr' * 

rr wwar Aujiroit hcefBOt 4t ' 
B noo'ti voM aprfri^ktflM^Mto ; / .- 
Coil Intenka cfal ?iv# «qq anpelto 


a 
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I vro> ui uur i|tii®l'dwclUnjf 5 — - 

But 00 ^, if lienr%« W Bta>V-^jMjfcdf raW Fi«rd 

AwiBtfioniMlic BMits wrtjji '•^4^ 

*» ’ ■ \ • 

• inxit 


;i W!^l"!^^)tl^t, T— -t;-> • •■ — ■ ■ 

•«vi». , , 4 ^“^‘<IW%iti*S^Wlrt*d4»ire WmfiaJi . 

TW #i,kc ns slnni.^ix^Hit^inijnllie ■w*ich\T.TK TMI »mis wegii (M >4 

dal^inp ■to Ui(<UHtain,'yjyll^e.’‘ Tf • 


Fsctw thew hovjap^r’d tlfr^ 4 'nH i 

UlfctvTalionpr wli.it lihigdo^ bore Ihefcrt® 


of Ro^JilIbti'^r" * 

frfsdi^ibi^iKfast otMi owtij" ‘J| 
h^aly wnnl (Artnd tho^ falliw^.- 
W;hu ffuiigot Dif g00(> horse Vjb oojj)er-Btoi*'.” 
at ...<>.>>. . A stenrsbaHOw;. • 


HfnoVW, but thrj arf all «f sartgo sln“; 

AVheirfor^'u ind HblUie » lUr swtab'gtiaiita niiilsj^'.; 

A'on Kpowj Ij^y (OT do on— to* 

Anirt»di^'wni(i<i wir.otiVtft dd^im'glS^d 
1 kpoVaol what tolki, iHt ii*itifgf-olfcnj<j^> >* i ' 

'‘\. •J'.y.'' 

“■cSr anfent farfifrS llTiriglSS^ilreerrui,. *' 

Fiir Just and l>6ttjVd*K»djtMe^d,ij5rrd<}* * > ^ 

Think not Wcy IJred bn wIdJ: . >tOf.Siw^ sdn^atwo./'.dlUwe >l»urdift. • 
aiiat ifcilihn sfas ratnM down froiu Uea'edinrttadti t 

lhe^j;t,i'slil.W6.!^fe|iair<liearet1J|i , - ■ ' •’*. . ’»V ^ ' Vi'Ve 

rat bounds, or taatb the sloqog shower'd dowWfoo rj, PaatairfSht |^'|taW»di<hd three darts— 

.... nM* MSAiknduiM'll'snt.' VAhiMtO faSlAV.r ^ 

W AMi ir ls*^A nsnolK 


;hlM?C,* l-o'. ,4 my a<||^p set 

;bf^ihtvde«» h^iieak^ne; 


As tofa’bfOTbl 




dtamli’ roV*d*ron, h^inbis slrifei 


niat 
But 

Oiir — — .. — .---. — r, - -; 

Frouj off jron mountsM'ibny Tgjn«)jtft*t»ri 
And Hung by PassamMC*hd ^ 

•'TV tbi{d.Mi4itant*,'a eydgeA bylV ; «« ' * • 
IMuelw U1> piBfs,'b«ehesi popjar-^'paaf aoi.d«is* ;> 
A nd IlingS tl^n, our cosHMaik]* ti) bnrj^.“£^ f k 
And all lliat 1 can do tat inure provokes.’' 'i ' .. 

" .5? k'.'.. ■■. 

Qqaado'ct rrtuil \fj|fr(5icil>t<v*WSN .. ^ ‘ . Vi ' 

y QuMte ABotagAft bi^ki iiefwi^Qn ^ ' y • . 

tiime iq Ttdi, pur1l1»9*c*iKJr« „ * 

sctua’io*j*^tto. cVJjl’ ei^nUrttW** ' 

904-tl* V0«iLCjJft»la*<9Jrt*re» . 

()r ct biK^j^ : 

Da lcWtlM.iliJ^Ucbe^turdircl. * .. 

'* •» ^ 

Queate ci bo itara a Kfi^w 

■ Stonela|>p«riUtre ficrffl^dllf ^ *i. ^ 

^oo to.dUlpal ncae 0 d1 qnU regno.* •*. 

Ma moilo •<» f^ci InlU quaolli 
ta fdrz^e 1 plivokr 1 tiant*a (Vngt^Qp • 

Sal cite pi^'tlut£o}« noi noli yim liaMi|l; ' 

Queail iwriwtan 9ff 0 raal(Sk»MU-a. 

Che non m pit rtvc tbr^*altr{,nol mOatra* 
r ' '* 

^ Ih aaole r A uk> e 

Def ben tMo 1^ lYcan hy^ luerto ; 

N6<ircild'aolTi«6uM'iJli(>cu»lei > 

Pl^a «lafylaHalp*aaB,4aeatoi^rto^f i 

Ma qul QDbypa «be.^>cM aangqr^ ftoale . 

Satai.cte Vto* aofra \flMbqpn^, 

Cbe ||^oo;»Uh4rltfi« VajMjn^. • 

' r «n// X ‘ • 

E 1 tcAi erf^^orgiohj, a»u1 ^ fimx** 

EV'tugii Mb ^ t eptiTvm 
Non poaM far ebe iTiii non fsaoppi. 


it ^>w% 

Wf*® 

'< tlsa t\'lfl( dill i 


tbn|ffifi||^u most; 
ISorts 


I9in Mvim^pniwtWfS'wt’M** 

. ^»ulkno«i.iliat'^aBl'!?L»eniiK)B 

•vjMUg ut witbJ>d6»a^+lU>'^'^*t^^ j*“l= • 
' '*■11(1, P»td ;^i»gainst Ihcir arts, •’ 

IS asd robust.” 


'AbdValk Hu » ild 

/ 's s*'* ", 


Ijool to Ifcsbcnre.’"' 



• ^- *-V“ * ^ k » ' • ' 

Ifc^dreo'fc^ibn^W*. ',* 'i 
•• ii-tt.l«l|L kiw IwiWms <^L' 
Siwhil««rlw*w5^n^*.l« wal 

Cm^I niti viiul.MlW0e5TA.plu |>*Ka : ^ 

. veiop (d«£ta|i‘^Myaiv»iV>i . 

<Ip^ dt htiO^yrffn oatc». 

U ai^> 

Oft^A 'tmovfi tyi-giiK^iPClUrrattni^ 

■ £^ -. 

B oWhyrjMB^c ih cdflailope^ . ' 



S^n.»k^i^v/vw^55-« tr~’-r"- 

to. li #con(uAoii^aiwnLdl i . ^ 
Ch^ ^'l6 cbrt^l hiceram lUtf. ’ 


- V<t- 


QntI Paasamoala i 

Chi frombiSft Bhfc»^c)ftBMyrru|U;- 
Sat cbe filgMtll>iu lU ntd 
Sf>o *1"* 

Rpur ** '*** 

Cbc^op^l'Mi vUlM ISfM « 
rflipmeprladflp s io^ »Wr6|^ 

Bel avVIoiai a pi* ro pel de*erto. 


Cbi fr^b 


’i.. ■• 

wif. <v.u 

teft»;;4' 
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i 

And-haviag.Miil (bus raiith. 

AVd Alalxatw lie foandCout 
Doing ilie very BP!d «bo« in 
To root from oma lianki 
Orlando, w1k» be.reaqh'iflihn,. 

“ Ilow Ihink’sl ihoH, gl»y rtljsuchastOire tot^wW . 
WTiefc AIabakfr hoard his.ilecp vofecVhig, ' ' r 

Ue^ddoily bytosk' him W liisin^'. ' ' i 
a\\fut< . , 

And hurl'd a frai^ipiit ol’-a 'siae Ri'targ^' ^ , 
Tliot if it hud injfct (MWH'd'ita . 

And Boland not »fU'd Idin of hi^targt ■>. . 

There would hk»« been;no neti<l)b£A iinVal^m. 
OrlanUoV-t'hli^lC «l, for<i to dijirge,';^ ■ • 

Aiui 19 liisdnilkvhosoni inade’inojgi/y'^. ^ 
With all liiJ k'vrorii.' TBe tooKellj biit dertlirowti, t* 
However by no A'leans Argot MiKOne. > ‘f . 

, djtxU, ' \ ' ' ' ' 

Morgante Ijfda pajacf in his mode, 1-..V . i^v 

Compused of branches, .logs of wAodi atad eaal^^ 
And stretcli’d^himsclf gt.ease hi ibisahode,.-' ■ ‘ 
Arid shut' htrfiself at night wHhiu.lii 8 berth. ' 
Orlando knock’d, aitif knock’d agaln'da gl)A4 
Tlie giant from his slce|f; andjic came jortli^-' 
The (ioor to 'open, like a'craty tMng^ 7 ^ 

For a rough dream bad shrt* hkn ^mberiflj. 

it- ■ 

He tliought that a liiyeo^crpenl liad attack' 

And Maliomet he call’d p but Mahomet 
Is notbirig wortbvand not an instant back’d him _ 
But^irayiug blessed Jesu, he was set 


■ .'ikVjiberfj troirf^Bll^ fepogwhidvrick’d h>m', ; 


PI<J(»idenoo i/Au' 
.. ^^deiiuis tlig evf 



1 (kltViW tosamofli' aid Alal)a*tcp.” , . ^ 



iCtaist I adii^,"kto'fe i^genOiuoXardJ.' ^ 

4 ii Auilftf^ irteai« 

K-,. \. ■■ 

“■■■ ’rheSjitdtrt i«>i^kl4h'hunililed*nR,;' ■ 

•• •■'ll^l»dpa’«tf»ordlha^>i*l^y'’’.-!^’.J>‘ 

A gavggg’Setirtut fl4l do uie ^alodo, /% , '* * - 1* . ^ ’ 

■JO And iJgi«ifw^ta’hokpil| hjy. Mndvkion;'j,**V. 

k’ 4 ,hbn\ts I J-g ’ • 

.’t Dp(m'dhrtro4s. p**ferr:d'Jmyp^tlol&:^ f ^ 

I’dhimi. ■* 4 Iistimefy%ucapur^WsKeandfedii»\.^^’^-*‘r^ . 

And'l jjlil^tiap ^iii4npdsed tj^,.j|‘_ ■ 






XXltll. 

Pol et)bequr«tud«Uo4cii’ audoe,^ *• 

Taoto elie^va Alabatiro Uum. - ' 

caift d araraaM. t|oando e‘ I» trtroe, •» 

Disregncrd' iMaTii^hori-uamiiaoi * 
orUodo. com’ e' a <incl. Krtiloea- i 
Cbv fctfii iu. eWibm. s>ll«r iiuel »a^{. \ ^ 
Qiiai»d<i 'AUt>aaUD que^ArMu iuteiK}e»,' ^ 
SttMiraieotu U aoa rrornba projide. 

i«ATin. .y 

E' Iraaae 9’ ^ {delta nuito groifa. ^ 
TatttDclitprla«d«>l>i>oEnk»cN^i^; \ g, 
Cbf. hil' atoaf ti |wrc^. '»• • ‘ _ 

. Nonl>nuuvanmedtioVfnifB«> . 

,OrUwl<) advert fi^OltajuapoI*a«J Jf '• 

• Wei pefUsima tulla l*i|Mda’tnWo< 

B jQorluCjiiileqi^^uteUionr,' 

Bitoo daucolic^ h«rv Mafwoe* ' ' • 


\<r* 




‘ ’ mu 

McH^anlc ^«ra al iuo motKmni {uriaxio ^ 
Vattu dl Iraaclrt' e <h aWi^X* e'^l Wf*,* ’ 
.^ilVUa^ctJiKlo agio;' 

Jiffbiti U n9tte al rinetitade« 

OrlftHiM (fco^ c (Ura«il UKiqiA 
: P«n;bC lf^;» 8 ftote dal-MM)aO Waf^a ; 

Vehotfiil apriK«tnet)B« eoMn^rU^ 

^ Ch' do «|ita »l»H)ietve»Ab**d* 

*B ’rH part*-^ no fefocc vrepcoU 

* 1 / aY^aiKlUu, e etuamar MacooacUO, 
Ml Mawnicilo non valca Diaalp^ 

^^ii^^hfiammUe«uI)dueiMlo^ 


uriaxto t * • - ^ ^ 


•i’ ’? 
■■i I K 


■ Uf^K>t jviWMtairntpe t * ’ } 

■ V<wjt*lUos«U>,eJe»tec<«'ileltpc^ *•• 

"< ’cishniis ima> pur" nmoK iiortotuiBS.— ’ 

• Ofkedo. . 


■/ ■ 
if. 






. ^ . . 'C)dVin«a«<|uil> 

’s *-Ttf 'I aa'|inl Ujlfl, gfi tJ“ 

’ " r >fu- 

•* vtyt pdb fjL come ^ fto*^ ftaCriU. e 
•J^r de’ p*«3il tttotto pe^cnali; 

. n >i’ qiniwri tt{*"’***“?******^‘^ ^ |k 
'OiAeVafo*UiYma|»ro»i^ij^it,' '• 

p^hn«ch‘ wiefaMot li»n)a^n«U.^.|’ » 

Eahio io del Cob qiuirt |snl«l« 

• *»apjii,'cfae’n'ctlA^ pin A’uilfUailrd m' 

T Lutiatu hdJP^wnvirtc ^ 

-_v^. 

WiMe ^or|t«lo.i «g«un ■' V 


«kN 


Scoe o*^ 4 U»,ddi diilokicui^^ 's^V*i * 

Cool'-fll^r^ I ^ ‘"*1 V;^V ^ ^ 


Mphi ctift omH Toct I* ■ « ,. -■ 
itpt'Mnuu tWonc, . \ t'TQ • , 
aHTXnnicli#nloic^l • . 

ll;;♦pcrc^b•^riftcwKf/ ' 


Bls^ B SaiM^ ^ omH Toce t 

ttfboiatfOitpt'r — 

Cbe m* bmHtX 
Won nil »ili;vApcr 


BlTot^Rrtaldia toai»t«n»w^V ^ 


1 


* • I Sloce Iha 
i.‘ V AndM 


THE MORG^NTE MAGXaORE. . ^ 3^ .. 

i.TUo«t 6 od is u> loiite^yoyr stjlion, ^ >y: 
li^uui^iue in viitly V sliawu^^ * |ij C , 

Then wilIJ«verylliiiigat 5 «urcouiniaB 4 do.'’. 

. On» 1 uAllrto|l.«j»i^^Orlanao. e VV' ' 
Etmist-hononr, jmu_»ill go atmie,: •'• v X ''' ,V. _ :SniJ(* _ ' 

And,iXyJu pfc.«e, a^Jri^s^ Vili sl^ us, - 

And I;»iJnov?^ou wiJ^ ^rf«e%lo^ -vL' ‘ ,’ i. — :. 

YouridoUai ‘ “ “ 

The only tu 


OrUndo »nswe»jl, “Bap«n and ptous, 

If this good'^ish your h^rl can it>aJ»y_piOT|^ 


“The |/)rd daseanded sdT»hc»v'ifgiD Braast' 
or Mary *Iothaiirsin]ess‘o»d divjjie':!' 

If you q(*li(iif»l|glge tM^He^ermcr bfesL - : 

Wii^ut »Uodi'njjilhe'iosm«no»>s'!ar™« shipe* 
AbjurAiid5u«in’i fa^iiid ffloii ' 

Your (pa>epi^o**d,an(|{wWij#lhin<<— ' • 
BapUxe yonr^( «;llh geiki^cc yoJ'nepdai.’*’!* 
To whjdu.Mdi^anle aarNftr’ilJ** I’oi cAmeni.'i’ , 

> . ' V.-v'*'',-’- 




I ^iili'fcf youV grtel^lontrrM 
Tba/*yea!^uing, isWtiirtifHied inueh to*‘Sa^\^ 
And ptlwardalo tbe'Sbbcy went their »;ay,', ■_ 

''■ ■■* ■ ■ 

*And by^lie waf abotfl tl»e^giants:d«9d 
Orloi»do i«jlh *!orga;Ttc 


' iM^XMt Orl wb : tivoo 

lif ^MsAb^'tiN^lcr irrr«l»*i coK* 
JL' 

* 0 b clpuiMl givtllini' r|p^y.oonref 


■ V 


VV;:«u 




. ^Eor thair dN*ai^)-hpB>y y®Ui<on)forta«J;. 
j , ,, , . .. * Andf-aiopc iirt jaGod's pltas^e, pardou ni«; 

... « , .. .^ilV W 'v.v j .A thoa«and' 1 |*ng» im|o the diodka • * 

And aur Sri£u«.so.mdelh.opeply, , •,.' 

Ald u^ns^h of W.^ . re«H«Ka^ Cluasti«*lfhe.ilU 

“I to the+riarrhiTrttfc^a.oe Icvjlues" ' V . ' ^ ' >t. 

ITWdi’llrtng OT^Ihdo.ih 5 ar 4 «»riUi ijirfai^ prid?,/ *,a ^ his-'fcvr of jositre.unto aU' 

Saying, *‘ My brotffcr, so and gtfcdf ■ *. |ie'%eilis bis fiidfenuJtt sho 

Ask the ahptK>ardOB, art.»i^.v^ ' V. 'll «!» W e^Inf liipfrevetW'* «- 

“SiaeeOop^s^rantciJjduf illaniihaliBn, .’ ■ ••' 

Aocrptipfyodin many M his ow*(^j| ■ y « ■ 

Humility 4 \^Wh^^nrYu'i.o^)ati^(i,’’v ■ N; ^ 

Morgan tw^ •Sfbf,|oadfle|s’jSiie,iitoc^^^^ 

' '■ --■' f^Tr' - 
.'■■W 


■■y. 
j 1 . 4 r 


ofianjall ; 

' Bi^'gdof he.«rl|.reineatos turpsldc^f' 

Aor whhoutj^lica liM.O eouM varaall ' - 
Him, wliAm rubor reguir% yuo-tu adot« 

All men must liiake hie «ill tliatr'wlihBa atiajh'- .T-, 
And quioMyaod spoiilanamfsly ohe} . J ‘ .•a<‘V’^ 


k^SrgdaJjiiieTiWloJi^V,.'-^ V . » « * *■ 

fiJ'Hallk.a^sudouidarAes^'pir It > ^ 
UaOoUta.aio'Uloil^aritaaW.' ' 

- f ,'■ -V lit.o y'. * v|^ .'. -•'• 

\>me qo 0 *; 9 l|bot aenn 4 |Mc|f«i . : ■ - 

iiudre vri»(|lrk*pttii(^ *%. V . ..*s‘ 

he eoooKni|r 0 H^C% Mi% * * ^-Vaj. V ' 

0CIIU ''1 i<W^ j '* * 
AHHi K<k riin 0 a£». 

Bf itPt^U ^ i^V^Plo ili 

Mor^^fU cunftpte,^ ^ 4 , 

ivV /s-Sf. 

K c4ne Orliodo inUlMHAjtiniecty ^ • * » 

Or^Mu m cbrnN(^U.bCfta ,^A\' / ' ‘ 

fsytr <f • • 


V ppMci 




*ttVn. 

iNtpel die Pp 0 luminjt» f Atf 
Bd eepeaato tuAJiiol^Uitei ^ 

Tnolti cilO h^ABCOr <ltj BtUulUe , s;^ ■ ■ •* 

Ohee M Ofiite i fir k * 




. fW *'(il ^ Pfe inliriempfegfiq|kf» 0 > . 

DiniRtlVld «wwe loo It ^ a 

P(>i 4 lti^'(U^rintfltit«ucoma%lo; " . 

OonT e'^IKUac, com’ ej?li ew UrUMp/^" « • v* * 

iAmc II sl;;aAto s b^oedMlia 

Perm 4 lieYolt^l%asr>miuWt; 

li^nUb C hoB 4 »au^liariwi>erhU 0 ( v *Xf ^ 
FcMufltUot^ij fAjl Tdts 
K, cum' io di«»l, >c(DpruAti ;ug|elU». 

Baerr^d vi* l»u 

'^'D TC 0 ki Udit pot «r UtYUno. 

„■. ■ ■ 'Vul. 

E(^r|^>rto(]tquo*||lKnUliiioni '’‘.Tjh 

lor mono tiAtle B«ViD 0 f '■** 

tWo. o^oft - r. SH ■ i.. 

v.iv.-V. 




''K|tsc|(en)ucc|l 
' ^'fekuadLeHanb 




.JSlai 


(tuuiir«., 


AMtn Cillo coUlc b>rUi 




|Ci^ilQ^>t:r(o Y 

unervor^ ‘Uuti | 
«wil»^|U(ido Sliikoc itiUlu- 


AT!?' 


r^unervor^ ‘Uuti puoUoi 

• VoMi 

^'I^cn^«h*£gHVu la b^to’.' 


•'A ^ 

•- r* 

7 ^*’' 


;•* > 
h 

x; -X' 

.y^cti*cH*c ipiua n>ler<|del cbtviela^B(^- ^'e 

M.ic^ebdaHI YolcBtlni apreflo^, ,« ^ * 


' che ortiVpn: iduUltiu i&ord? 

pewfo iaa^b 


^ c0 II J*ro rialdraf H Kc0<4 1, 

V ^ ^ ndn ttrU uttu » 

^ Y^^’> 0 'MdaM* TdW|ir( 0 >t*Aceoi(lii, 


1 ?- 




: ,Jp>' y '* -4- ■ . 

•^Afihtte out doctor* Se of opo a*»rd,^ 
COKiHnc on' ilits point t<) tj^ siune conottoioo, — 


fl^KOCrs wyiucs^ 


lW.iD their thouphw wl^praidetj! heaJtn the Lord, 

; -^u pitjr'e’dr was gniilf S^triuisn^ J 
For th»ir unfortunnty rclqfion* *t«re(i, 

•in hell below, and danih’d ih griIl,c<«fusi<iiVTl n 
•^iPhaiipuiass woOldbe J»dui*4(oo<*gbti 
^ Art Ui«s ugjuft tlie *liiiig()tj '*«fni)e riioi^jhl. ;J* 

■• . - • : ''iw.' ^ T‘ , , 

' ^'Bih Iheji.ln Clin'*t lAvl ihiieat ho^ie, Jartll^^ 

■ j; . Whicb klois to hiiiv^ Ifem too inu*t^^)ett* ^ • 

^■VVetfdop?; nor eoulJ it^tlierwl*l turti: .. 
'.’■r^ent'ferVaii inadjiiurfioafnT. •' 

■ r'^ll sire or Biotber anffer ^leas/thrdll j ; 

■ t ' miejr don’t distrpbdbcnfteh* Vcy Wra Or hfr ; 


^i>»hat|lcasMtjodt»tHrt*iiih6t^r1nrtre-,-^^ ' 

■ Asadi 1s the olnervatMv of the <d«a^ . • 

V /’ - Lftl.r t.' 


Bj flle lord's jrac*^»rtJtaUi'ifil^*» ii tbtScurtain 
: *OCdai;kneBs,'t|>i^!ngnii$ bilght rct^ appMr.'’ . 
ile lii« bn^lKcn's lia^s off dt tb^ ^<tds, 

i\nd1l4dj(e4 ai^ birdg^, - 

■•^5^ t-tf) -X 

■’^lien to lljp^tif/ulw WeOlAi toj^lherr Jf * 

" V^rcj^ta^libin'llu ikMl in great diMt. 
.TheWruKSVhi^BW' Difljr randlillber 

' ‘r% ll^irtQiienor^ldtlMiidAUEi Am,'" 

Saythi with tri^ci,- ‘,\Mporf toatefi 'iis^idM|llitr . 

(o^^e ihiif ijjfrlon irfjtf'ort? ", ^ 
■TbtIUibot, Tboking thfbugh ufitjJlW gWiV, • 

^Ici# *eatl+-fear'd, at toid coi^il^ir* . 

JIMaddo^*eoi>Rlil>b4£>d d|itoV'd^a^ • , . 
.'•Sai^tpiifklja* AXhoV^t^Mof 
4.Bd£lirtnJwi>t7^>*^ri%au ' 

il^lililb ^J1^iln^ll^^lpl'lllul i)il f i1 uliii'lilirri 



,sJ;, ■ ' ’ ^ l^’diO^flor^W'tfd'ndi^ t <r«»c- ■ 

that all potoi)S mayiia aar^Dd.otttain », > tiow^'di crfl^t^ar aVySngUi*lre|*-i;o^.at^id, 

That lli« are dead, and li*a' no fgrtUefaar’ ,, VJIWtbh^ w>iiu w(h ni^ijpw^ 


. Tat wander oo^^iatr «>i> dqjert in, 

■ AndtWvtha* my ipititclaar 

; 1 *•- •'i • 


' Pigiuidlo'lbiti ^ coaMMone. 
■■.tMhrmf fbe mZ Of^nlorlilo 


t Che mS cicJ nbri'fidiU, 

, ^ ;^r^*<rtS'tV«uiBTMi‘pMc(WOi«|M«4^ ^ 


j ■ M)d«aiai»>iiiidi>lrt»u"«d H *V 

■ s - »*p”'4yak™oirtr»*rt!»rtc, •iv" ; 

. ■ LakwMrtttBadtMRtitie'. •*« v" • 

’■ *»\cdl*ertin«tiniuMaia(*«fe»lta. o : 

’ .tddV Ms e|li khrt fiarid la nrt tatM ifeaii . ‘ 

A ,^V tflrt»ii«asl<ir, iiiuBid* • '. 

llbrtMu* ciXrliA' rtiL cflQ fCc4l'bflie 






yg\ r-J A8ir»anci^c)i 
-X' - 


^ ini *h 

aNipQariInthewuti »ioJi»je»x*rc >* ». 


M^rt^metfniecirtterBepciie.* 
tsi (pteMo ne» d pcMDB eooiybye ' 


ir 




S %•; ^e-^^Co«e>a<rd»r jncW*rviiiil#w4^4 ’ ►* -» •• - 

a. .orrtrt < .,rtsrt .o»nu. i ^ -,5?^ - ‘ Y 

A ‘^K ■ *’ *y * 

»4,- 4? ► :• 

- or k M^ace Ufe t < ,>« 

Yi>urtll|r'pfrfettA«jncpaf0ieo ^ v’s •;• j / 

A fgfbk ggaslb in |M ^(hriiui^l4^ ; ^ r 


_ w.^ - 
ly 


B.Tntttralrt anrtinan sswi. 

ck* 4HAi\o »IA )MU •icore ft flirtn. 
(^in'«'«6nn»orU, e wm aUxa pucA 
siruiic luMt^pcr (fueiio 


rjw. -*■' “ 

. ■ f V’’ ’ t’ l 

I s^r rt i^tu l^aua «Mnaav*tl°’' 


. « * s 


■v’lr 


Erti«;fia«4hlO‘*re» ofcsM. 
aapidUatiaitia^fArSM^ '■*■}* 

' * a jtWwjfl hJlenw#o«^*»»Ao^ ’• 

laeilliew 


^ oUsni fikyi/ii tnWUT ■ ' * i Jv 


’t’VeWe,,5joi)«ai<ltwao'<itn»iu?' ~ 

> ‘ y wa iwal ujaitdaci pHtar ^ 

* ?a* V/" ' * ^ ' ■' 

, OrUnitiAe iai»*lret)*riWr-lsn‘'. ** 

|i IpC^. • ' ^ 


■ irsuwMi^^Usia^ , .X 



Dr-T:.;;b^^Q20g[e 


r 


THE MORGANTE MAGOIt>rtE. 


3£K'* 


ivin. 


** Ai^ of ourW^^|Js,"SaiVl oiKe named/ 

l^ie tiMi pirist. 

Till, oni by 

liths ?' ^qi<bt^nst;^ 

And then fr^his q/nye hW«*<tlainVd,'* \ 
AndVrtil aftr jlceaAi^g Chystf 

And oMie fnitlp^oArfie aJruioj^>w|m^ so\indtr% 

0*er the'^iqfe ^rKi^s and iJ&boundfBg! 

“ So, 4b fUt»1l|Be ;.*♦ « 

He <tho •cpertl||^4bus \^tes ttie E»ai%(ljst'^ 
Occasions nWiWfijoirii^'^tlie Aies . . » '■•[■f 

Thanlftnety-rfljct^f ^iMTcaftf list,". ,s 

You shoUlfl^aifls^cAc ^ 

With jwtjfratToj Jho-tordiUiatVoo Treii^t .1 
Among.th’ehi^yii|intsf«retaulrf ^»5 . 3. 

But you smeHok and<tbiiiM(14u hell ' 

And thus'gi'eat^iiahour t^MorgafiJ^aid 
Theal^^; iiianj^days fliey dfd **■ '^ , 

One day, as ^Ith Ifchn*) tlfcv toth stfaf^ 

1 saiinterjjT (ietfand‘4^, lihere’er iBay (■“■■ 




Orland^l^ S vorlhj; hrother, Said, t / ' 
“.Morgji^^rcQuld wriS yod in ftis ease, ' 
ToWfotsta^i*. Yon slmii be cfcey'd. ^ ^ 

In all%niman«il,'’'was the reply* ■‘‘ sttalghtlray^Ji^ ' . 

UfK)h liij’slioWdar-l J()Tht tab be laid, , 

And ^ittouiouISs wgt unto a7otintain, . ", 
'VVhere'he vigs wont to dniik below the luoniitaiB'. ^ 

* 'V. “**' • , T'f'^ . 

AHiveil thti^ a'frodigiuus n^sclir hearsi . s 

WJjjcli sutVlliil.t abttig tiiefotKfeprcad ' 

whereat frtSm out liis quiverlie prepares; ■ ' 

■ Ah ■«rr(?w/or JidTfow, and lifts his head; '' 
strons herd of siring apiiears, ■’’ 

,Ai>d On «ar4 ryp^iS \flfli tciripestuou^rcadv * 

Aa^io thlr fouiiUlnJs^nJt precisely pou{?; ? 

SaVhal l^gi.W fold'd hr all the hoars. ' . 

vf- rhWkr. . 

JJobgiinte.st a venture glwt.sa arrow, ■• .T,. 
'^H«lb[uulj!*da pfr precistly.itt the ear, 

AMp asa'dainlo ttia:othrr side ijirite througlrt -‘di-, ). 


And 
Girt oh 


And saiinterjjT beti and-i^.'^where’er tllay 
The i^jbpt sli^l^b eli4i4b*wWlieibuirAi*d ,., ! 
Much af niour iraii and hung up ('ertpi«l»ws' " 
nd (^e o/Jhdhc Itjprganfc'iju c- 

■'o, though* Wcleffl,'hB.W!hred, to Kfat 'J 

t r • ■>’ 

• -?4VAhr'»^" -' " ^ •*?« 

There hehig a want of sratOr in ifioTilace^ * 

t..- ^ yJ^-3?* 

*• l|0 nauroapoitol, 4hdr'au ^ladditek '^' .i V 
gijWatoiSto la^Ol cduo ■■ je • . y*; 

•iMjo* |w) .»>; 

FcnM fair ml p^w^trilue cjd««rny a 


y*afc vv 

'k^ X ' 

** *^AitAaTU)rde4«l‘'tf ^edbrtr , 

. 9»i Ibt^lie^rd 9»u)p^ 

,Ltq««^^nd«ri4uvtMcrin^tiiI>«.9 % ’ ^ 

' -r ; •♦••.,, ■ . ■ ; ■'. vV .* 

VpcWi>iBMjlj.p«crihrtiel Vangllik , , \lh; v- wwil aar«TO 

axmtd9k ^ la taiiiolo JdaX/ ^ ' V»- •« appartw “» a™> srw *l pa«o 
‘ * .> 9 lp»rci*«y« 09 ocottDialUlRnpe^; 

, B4^r)r<^<^*yA<i>nUpa ap(iunlo 
UdnJe U glff4Dle t'da ior tuvroj^giuplo. 


■ A ' • <^Ji*yotoJddk». 

^l^inlFoovMliinn tRH«u ta 
r Iff ItOirfBi l«Kch* Vgvi tou Jlri^ , 

yw s*»"8r «"^t 0 |els, 

^ CMta«^ifWeeia.Ka^crt)0. . 
Ch' • Ufmato «U‘*l|kkrgi£ 

ai. ' ■;•- , 

E OO^AlfO^ftT^e^l^ 

I 4 alA«, t‘nioHl>(l 

opi^ 

’ A k %»i «mio j 




4*. 

„• '■i- 


V Jdijl* In ^ ainxfo Mitciyi - 

go!t» iqnliifie t cuftf <»W ’an g Nl i. ' ^ ^ 4 
UorgvPEgtlfiiefilBcqnetmclltiMVMlk/ ^ 

0iMlc^«etdi9ebeu^‘«prvaelgBa(te»-^ 


Area «|(fd loofo d* a«q^)AnAb : 


hOar;,HsAiiict, Igy tripp'd up near,,*/ 
Auplbaty to rWngp his Ihllovr £trro«', ! ' vT **" ' 
;M -igoinit the gifiiti rush Id in Berce career,, '■ •* 

_An4 rnuli'd the padeage with so swift a-foot, ' 
hto^antc n aa uot now in time to moot. 

• . .. ISIT. 

FercHfing tbit the pig was on him close, - . 
o: He gave him ‘such a ^inch upon the head 
As Uour'd him so that he im more aro.se, 

SmasMag the very bone ; and he fell dead 






OrlatMlo iHs«e tome boon freleUo t 
HuTfiMe. vu* ebe dl p(«cee d ate • 

A wiu per I' eai|ue ^ood* b* ritpoeM quallo t. 
- CeaMiufci cih r4« Vtok «I)C bUa atli 1 
f io «»{iAne uagraa ilddkir" ” 

RdarvlnsiU*v«r«qaBi tubie 

a Mmpreappii^iiioaie. 

' ; >3 V , u!i. 


r--?? 

V •». 


. * ■' 




Cain^A li Ivntr. eeiue on grm frtetMO 
** ,'dTaMIo Teidr ]ter U (nretlj 1 
a ■ tM Metta earo del larrauo, 
v«iela A rveo, ed Altnta U le«ta ; 


'^y 


' Moi^tote « M TF1 

^ .. * ft* fldtow* IntA 


**Clid>u*tn«AtMbr««^a|MnMiaa** UleatfanM 


, _ jumUAI i'htiWitf I e».iAi 

tovf iiiar»l|rMitel^Mito«Rtok*iimr««inr IiiIm 


t*fn. 

reotnra k on netU ; 
oretoUo lo''K«roatat 
D* r altto late pt*«6 {» tcfTcfla ; 

Otoe A c<inliikl f|M mark) gembeuava ; 
f)B|HrOp((^p4Vf4raeieiidel(». . *■ 

Addkiiiu al gnn glgAnte inlo nidira t - ' . 

* -X EvpyAb|» k* ipiitoe btippo tftwto al raroo, 

Nail'tii Uoi^nie a irmpoa traccon V aroo. 

•, »*. i ****** 

* * * *V«dMidOii Yeiiato II porco addoMO. 

• * jt Gli deitr Id M U (eata un grtn {mmoM • < 

^ Ptr nw^adiagf tailtomaitona a r OM 0 , 

l^morta allaio a i|ueU* aliro U> pone t 

ifr 


• M 



«f.ia* hraa,” or ** a y iwfc la ifa aMa,**,-r* m p<mi«aa ii 


}%B k tok*^. • 
lOa*«itt ikoi 






Ytv* 




'3tB 


BYRON’S WORKS. 


'Next to tl^olhar/. Ihiiiijt ^ such Wdwb, 

•• ^ie other pig* along tire vafle)’ fled; ' ? ^ 

•'jlo^giinTc <m his neck the buclict;to(A; . i' 

' ^Fi^^rom llfc spring, »hich u jithcr s wvril nor Shook. 

. rtV, ;• ■'* ' 

TJwtqirwas on onc-jhouldqfi gpdthprS^erc 
. 'iie hogs on t’ olluT, and he bn«ih’<l,ai>afe 
Oil. to' the abbqy, Uiough by no n'iftn5''n'epr* ^ 

■* Nor syiilt one drop of vr.iler in hisTaceh' ' ' 

'Oriando,' seeing him fc iiom a’^ac ■ . /S , 

' ’ i-Wi* Ibe dead boars," anil xtiOi llyM brimHvase, 
'Marvcll'd to i«e hi* glrongth 

dill the .abbot, and set wide tlje gaW».» 

iWiSionfcs; wtio Saw tiie water fresh andgjBd,^ .■ 

• ■* KtjOTeed( buVmuc^'inorc fo pAk !•,,;< r 

All anim.ifc Srd'glad atisigh't dMoW df '' • ' 

Tbev lay their tfeaidriM.to' sleep. a^AwOrk 
r VviiilKgre^y |Hoasnt(','^d Ip guflrdiraiod, 

' ■! Hiat the llesh needs no' salt beijfitli tB^i^orfc * 

■■.Ofiiimkness amlof rotthcr* i^ntefcari ■i4 

Forbll the ftists are how leflih al^r.i , ^ 

LXVII. < 

As though they wish’d to btirsl at owe, they. Me;- ’ 
- And gorged so lliat, as if the bonh^had been . . i 
In w ated sorely grieved die dijg and cat, • , 

Perceiving that they all wei* jiiek’d' too«lea^. 

The abbot, who to all did honoor grest, - , 

Jl few days after this convivial aoeoe, j 

6ave to Morgante a line hor», weh train’d,' r . >1. 
Which he lonk time liad for liiuiself iiiaintnin'd. .V 

n on aUri porcl Teaarmto qwg peroone, 

Slliil»onhiIlliil(u(ii[ieJ»anwe! ‘ .r 

MorsniKc n leto II llKlIu In cello. ■. . v ? a 
Ch' era pIco If ao|uj, e«oo d muovt un mlfe ' 


• *■■■’ u.tnis . J 
Thehorte Morgaqtc to a n*a’dow led, ' /il i.^ 

To gallop, and td put Jhiirto fliS^foof,: 

Thinking that hea1g#lfrfi^iJl>d»? ' _ 

*|r l^skilh’eg^unhloKli 'iwlS li(>lt enough ’ 

BiA th(ri)orie, sio^n^ witit iMVaiOvfllB'de^, 

And burst; » hSid oMAM earlKlay hfad o^hoof. 
Morgaole said, d’- Oil’up, thou salkjitar ! ”• « 

And fliU’ contihned prick IngwithdiiSiiijr. 

But finally he^^t fit tuxTiiuid 


**ydnirs^v“Tani oali^itMs jpy^pfhcj,” * 
I^nitlje Imbufst to III)* wU,iT counY ? ’ 

' Qudnhdo^ifiweo^^ 1' l.ilt«^slup'MU»^rugber 
'You atenf]to ine, npd w ith Ihe trucifqitfront 
-Xet lilnj|h* ^^Ill^4p wi(fj that vye 
ShOuliPmarch, huiy^ on foot* MOTgan\c,"StiD.” 
.X^'hiefc^llie _gi$iijt'ads« e^'d, " sAlnrill. * 

.T *j ' ’ , eVA.' 


W «- 


» ^ 

Da r.uma «p*Uj U ttoello ««a po*to. . - ^ 

Da i* altra I p<jrd. e ^sacjaata U lerrMOi *. 

R Wroa a la badia. ch ' t pur tlMOhato* - 
- th' WM Rocd»)U d’ a©Hoa m>o « hi ^ . 

n Orlao<Ur die 'i ««dca UiriMa A ioaUi. =v:/ 

Co' p>rcl mtsra, «• coo «V- 

Maravl<?!lo*4chBaiataolof(^: •* 

Cmi r aVale : e apallDcali le porlc. ’ . 

Ut|. • 

;‘ 4 . m 

I m<rtucl 1* »«!•« . 

Si rallcdniruA ma piu d«‘ rtoghM*. 

Ch* o?ii« anhnal U V aaia ; '• 

I poMtio a doratlirc i hreilaU * 

■'Ognuns' affjmia, c»oopaf**^#- <*V®**** 
'JkcdorlMquMla came «OB V Inaafly 
K chc pd two# aopam di Tteto a - 

B le diglum ai ra»iomo a drtelP> 

-i 

g f^rao a vx)pp(a corpo p®r tin iraltoi > i 
, Bfcntftan. ch« park* dc I* toiua uaart; 

Tanlo ebe 'I cauc icfl Wtderac '1 galj2,, 

Clio gtt owl timaiiCaiilropi«imUU. •. / ^ 

L* abalCf imj* cI»« molUi iniorc tia Igito ^ 

A tuui, uo Ui tfopu quoiill cooviU. 
na«caMorjiiUcuaUcalritriuolU>W|p^ 

Chf lonjto teoipo teonte aftTtimi ‘ 

^ . 'Ur. 


■ '■ 

►“ Wianfliert shaju*- o«ol#on, wju, will, see 
’VUowl'Spprfvp.imy co’urjge in Ihellght.”^ 
OrWijp'spidt'* !• really lliinli yoAll »s> 

r sUif si^dproyeeoC*-'*,'’’^* lujight ; 
leorwill ypiyi.ippll)gi8iet«ilhirovern«. 

• JDotriiKtef udiid jougshorst, thoaglustit pfiflgh^ 
i'X^ern bisii ig^eai^ hiot lnto samj: wyoij, 
jif Uul.llicjhielins or.w* nnihirstood,’’ x 

: '’'S* ■ ■ , 

dlJiegiJKt *aidC‘‘^fli«ariThlSNrwilW>l'*' • 
Sio'oB tliaPtifeaety'roe S* kheOT. slack— . 

JTo rifiidrn is"the gWshlo, Jkr ill;* *v 
' ''follend a ban3 U> pfaodVIm. (AThiy-l^lP';-" 

^ ' — ‘.p ’ ■■' *' ' ' *! • ■ 

il"’”*" -V .' ^>^-± ' . 


*ii* ' 

,£pwK»<^<I1Tlfn-oaWMUaeiiIeiM.' a'v‘' 

. ' ' O fofK UM cf^rAa«WaD<Ur 1‘ oitH f ♦ • ' . 

I ^Oncalo^a▼ar■|^■ccu«ia^^efl}peIIa, 

a - Bsc«t»pia. d*^,^«o1a Uy^WjYh^ 
r . Di<^ roraoiiq } 






■ ^ '^xapor^unApdiUiokacoloapijio^^ 

W:? I ^ ' 

*>' tin AnAlnwntM BonTlinit. A* eali Mnflble^s^ ' 


Ma Ajulmmte wotIcit fmOblCux^^ 

• *• \|4iMc I lo lon^luc tcfigiof Ama'pmluT * 
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Com* ifjBi prv»e^6nqJali|fc|lii, 

Driaftlu «W « iQ m r.i^ ‘ 

- '(k)nto bhnkWa^s ac Di(> lat vaxUa r 
*, 4^3dTa»cv.uio dn-ialr aoa iMiicrai*> < . 

‘C .^qowotaofavaioontqoecacliaK 

£ puittrMuqrw^a • 

' . Ma U iQCkIu uC U ^ DM d conoapo. 

uur 

ySlMe portert 
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THE MORGAIVTK AUGGIORK. 


m 


Orlando ^swer'd, 4* If my counsel sHII 
Way weigfi, Morganle, do not ftnderUke 
To lift or carry this dead courser, who, 

As you have done to him, will do to )ou : 

LXXII. 

** Take core he don’t revenge himself, thougli dead. 
As Nessiis did of old beyond all cure^ 

I don’t know if the fact you 've heard or read; 

But he will make you burst, you may be sure,’* 
help him on qiy back,” Morgante said, 
t* And you shall see what weight I can endure. 

In place, my gentle Boland, of this palfrey, 

W'ilh all the bells, 1 ’d carr}* yonder belfry.” 

LXXItl. 

The abbot said, “The steeple may do well, 

But, for the bells, you ’ve broken them, I wot.” 
Moi^ante answer'd, “Lei them pay in hell 
The penalty who lie dead in yon grot;” 

And hoisting up the horse from where he fell, 

He said, “ Now look if I the gout have got, 
Orlando, in the legs— or if I have force ; *’ — 

And then he made two gambols w*ith the horse. 

LXXIV. 

Morgante was like any mountain framed; 

So if he did this, *t is no prodigy ; 

But secretly himself Orlando blaiiied. 

Because he was one of his family ; 

And fearing that he might be hurl or maiin’d, , 

Once more he liade him lay his burden by : 

“Put down, nor bear him further the desert in.” 
Morgante said, “X ’ll carry him for certain.” 

OrbcMk) gU (Tlc«i t MorsJiUe mio, 

8* al mio ti Mrai attcmito, 

Qiiftlo eaval lu nofl ve *t porltrcsU. 
cbe U hrt ooDK m « tui faccsiL 

UXii. 

Gaerda che non bceaae U rcodeHa. 

Come feee gu Siewo co»l mono. 

Non to M la tta litoHa bal laieao o leiia; 
B'UI!irXfC(^>plaridaMl conforto. 

IHa^Uorfiaotei ajuU ch' lome’lmHla 
Addoaio, e pol rnlnl io ve leporio t 
Jo poMerel. OrlMUo mio gmtiit. 

Con ie onpaao IS quel campenlir. 

unm. 

I>t»er dMIolleampanilT' (bene; 

Ma le eampanevbi 1* atete rotle. 

Wcea tlnr^aote, e* ne porloo le pene 
Goloretif inortj too li In qiirliesn>tte ; 

B Icvomi n caviUo in au le ichlrtte, 

B dlwc i fiMnlj $' lo leati) di grille, 

OrlAndo, nelte e a' lo K> pga«o ; 

a te' duo aalU col car^Uu adduiao. 

UXIT. 

B'a ilorjmme come uoa uiuntasaa t 
Se faSM qitealo. nooemaravislia. 

Ua |Mxre Orlaialo con aeco «1 laguaj 
Perche pnr era omal aaa famlqUa ; 

Tnn<mxa area non |tlalla»ao uiagisAa. 

Ln' abra volbicoflttirtc<>ua^ila}^ 

Povio aiiuor, nu| portarc al Umerto. 

Otiae Murginlr 1 II porlciM tier carlo. 


Lxxv. 

He did ;' and stow'd him fn some nook away, 

And to the abbey then retmm'd with speed. 
Orlando said, “ Why longer do wc stay ? *. 

“ Morgante, here is nought to do indeed.” 

The ablK)t by the hand he took one day, 

.\nd said, w iih great respect, he liad agreed 
To leave his reverence ; hut fur (his decision 
He wish'd to have his (uirdon and permission. 

lX^VI. 

Ttik honours they continued to receive 
Perhaps exceeded w hat his merits claim’d : 

He said, “I mean, and quickly, to retrieve 
Tiie lost days of time past, which may be blamed; 
Some days ago 1 sliould have ask'd your leave. 

Kind father, but 1 really was ashamed, 

And know' not how* to show my sentiment, 

So much 1 see you with our stay content. 

LXXVII. 

“ Bat in my heart I bear through every clime 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude— 

So much I love you in so short a time ; 

For .me, from heaven reward yon w ith all good 
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime! 

Whose kingdom at the last bath open stpod. 
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessing. 

And recommend us to your prayers w ith pressing.” 

LXXVIII. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando Iieard, 

His heart grew soft with inner tenderness, 

Such fervour in his bosom bred each word; 

And, “ Cavalier,” he said, “ if I have less 

I.XSV. 

E poflollo. e idtioUo lo luofto »lraao. 

E (oro6t la batUa suluiammle 
Pioeva Orlaiiilo i or che plii dimortiQo? 

Horgante, qui ooq (acciain ool oirnts. 

E UQ glorno I' ahite per matto, 

K dlsK a qudmuUo diacrcUoMiite, 

Che ruul (lartir do la na n-vecenzla, 

B duiuaudava e |M:nloDO e iieeiuU. 

LXXVI. 

E 4c gU oonr He^vuti da quettn. 

Ijualclic rolla polcxido. arli boon merfto { 

B diee i iu Inteado riWorare r piraio 
I pent slorni del Icnipo pre(e/lu» t 
B* »cn pill dl che Uccatia arei clUeMn, 

Beaigno padre, ae nun clt* lu ml peHIu ; 

NtiO Mi mi.)^rarv> qtiel dKi dreoto grota ; 

TjiiUi Ti vegeo del mto »Ur conbratu. 

Lllfll. 

to me DC porto per at'ioprr nH core 
L'atMic, la badla. quealo dcacrUii 
Taoto T' bo (WMlo Ui ptadul (eiupo amore i 
ncmlavl MI Mi del per me buoti nii-rto 
I^Hcl veru Uto. quclbi eteroo Signure, 

Che vi icrba U >uo regon al flue aprrtu : 

Nui a.<petUam vuatra brncdiUMur, 

BacowinMiJtamci a la vuatra oriiiuoe. 

Lxxvni. 

Quando V at ttc U cunte Orlando Inteac. 
lilatrnerl uoi a>r per la dulcrtia^ 

Tamo fccTbr nel pctio ae gli aCKfitti 
E diaac I oaT^kr, ae 4 tua prudetaa 
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Coiirlfous end to jmiijwat worth appear'd, 
TImi fit* meXoT sich gentlt ypod to'express, 

I know l'have,d<^e JooT[ttlp in thiscaae; 

But Maine om"igBoroDce, ^ this poor place, a 

“ We* cap inS^ed but bbfcour yoB with nlas^es, ' 
And’scnnOfts.'ilian^i^iringa, and paler ^tosters, 
Ilo( suppers, dion^s (flftinp; other places ' 

Fn reriUL iMidi tiiher than the cloisters)', 

But suc{FfV*e 

Fo^thousandwirtucs which your, bosom fb^ers, 
Tliat wlherasoe’er yhu go 1 too sliali he,, • 

And, oiMbe other part, you rest w ith me. 

“ This may inrolre a seeming eonttadiction ; ' 

But you I know ara sage, and feel,. and laste; 

And understand iiiy specchwith foil convictinn., ^ 
For your just pious deeds may you he graced 
AVilh tiie Lord's great reward and henediction. 

By whom yon were directed to this waste : 

To his higli mercy is our freedom due, 

For which we render thanks to him and you. 

« 

LXXXI. 

“ You saved at once our life and soul : such fear d| 
The giants caused us, that the way w as lost 
By which wc could pursue a lit career , ^ 

In .search of Jesns and tlie saintly host; 

And your departure breeds such sorrow here. 

That comfortless we all are to our cost; 

But monllis and years you would not slay in slolh,^ 
Nor are you form’d to wear our sober cloth ; 

hon iono ilatobenignoc oorlr«e. 

Couie coDTienbi » la gran gcnlUena ; , 

Che ao chc cl6 cb' i* bo faUo 6 slato poco, 

Incoiza la igtioraDtia nostra e U loco. 

1.1X11. 

Not tl polremo di mme onorare. 

Di prrdlcbr, dl landr e paternostri, 

Piolto»tu cUc da cena o dc>inare, 

O d* altrl coRTcneTol chi; da cMostri : 

Tu m* hal di le a'l failo Innamorarc 
Per lullie allc cccdicnak cbe in moslrf, 

Cb* to me oe vetigo ovo lu andrai con leco. 

K d' altra parte tu resU qui meco. 


Tanto cb' a questo par o>Dtra(kUzloae ; 
Ma so die tu ac* sat io, e 'ntindl • gusli. 
K iotendi it uiio parlar (icr duciitlonc ; 
De* bt'iiebcj tuoi pit: loti e gtusti 
Benda it Signore a le mnnerazioue, 

Da cui maiidaU) in quesle adve foitl ; 
Per Ic \ irlu del qual libvrl siamo. 

£ grazic a lui e a tc uoi ne rcudiaruo. 
LIUI. 

Tu cl hai aalralo I* aniina e la rlta : 

Tanta pcrlurbazlun gii que* gigaaU 
Ct dettiin, ebe la strada vr.a sinorriia 
Da rUrosai' Gesti Oi>ii gilaltrt sauU t 
Peru Irtippo cl diioi la (ua p.irtiM» 

£ acuDiolaU rcaliam tulli qiiaiiii ; 

Ni ritenrr pussi,iuiti I mrM e gli anni : 
c.he tu son to’ da TCtlir quetti pann^ 


^ UilXtl. t « >■ ' 

“ But to bear arms, and w ield the lance; indeed, 
Witli these ns much is done as with this cowl ; 

In proof of w liich the Scripture you may read. 

This giant up to heaven may bear his soul 
By your compassion : now in peace proceed ; 

Your slate and name I seek not to unroll ; 

But, if I 'ill ask'd, this answ cr shall be given. 

That here an angel w gs sent down from heaven. 

I LXXXIII. , 

I ‘Vlf yon want armour or aiiglit else, go in, , 

Look o'er the w ardrobc, and take what you choose. 
And cover with it o’er this giant’s skin.” 

’ , Orlando answer’d,'” If tlicre should lie loose 
Some armour, ere our journey wc begin, , 

! Wbicli might lie turn’d to iny^coiiipanion’s use, 

I The gift would be aoceiitgble to me.” i 
I T^abbot skid to liim, “Come iaand see.” 

I ^ LXXBIV. 

1 And in a certain closet, wflere the wall 

I ■ Was coVcFd w ith old armour like a crust, ^ 

I Tlie' abbot said to them, “ 1 give you all.'’’ 

■ Jdprgante ruawaaged ifiecemeal from the dust 
j'^ive’wholo.j'wIpcU, sat;e one cuiraih, wa^toosmall,^ 

I kAndtliaWtoohadthe maiLirilaid.with rust. 

I Thejt wrmdd'd 1 k>w It fitted him exactly, 

! Which nfer had sif^ olhcrk ao compactly. ^ 

, V . . ^ * 

f,wa*in IniBheasurable giant's, who . * 

' By the great k|iiat>flk8>antefellf • * 

Before theabbey maojkjnars ago., A 
, '0* story oqlhe wall''iraa flgnred wBI \ , 

- 'x' s’^ “ t.. V<w/' 

^aixpire ^ 

Ua da porUr 

UfilfMl niuigift cin ci«ib ^ 

Cm qiieita opppa i*« leggf la •CtlttOOl 
Qwl* glfiaute al fiel Jriaz» Ic some 
Fflulua A ID |Mb t lua venluru 
Cttltt U ilk, ch*io pou ifetreo II nuniQ t 
• UadUd^opre, **'iuiOii domaiHUlBt ' 

Gtt' th^ abgiol qui da Dio fpx<l ouoUto^ 

: uttni. 

8e c' £ armidara o cum dw lu vogtta. ^ 

Vattcofl fa sautbra f pigUane (b stca!,* 
EeuupdaqpMatqgi|an(Bk »cogti^'^ 
HispoaoOrlaadol »c ariMd^aia^ 

Pritoacbc Dr>l«c^iMn delaioglligf,^^ 
cbe queaw'mto eodipasao'difbnicMl^^ 

Qanlo,aeeeMo to* c laraialBi plac^. 

DtsM I'abate t TciiuB a Tcdcf« . 


I 


pitaaTCOT. , 

ta esitniii mia), ^ ^ 


E io ccfU camcr^ta c 
Che d’ armadure vccchie era coploia; 

Dice r abale t tulle ve le done. 

Uorgaote va ruvlatatido ogui cum ; 

Ma iolo uu carlo Rbergo gii b» buoiio. 

Cb* a>ea lutla la maglia niggiituea t 
SlaraTlglio»l ebe Io riiopra apiuioto : 
dtt mat piu gnun fnrae gllcft’ era aggioato. 
I.XXKV. 

Qiifato fti d' tm gigai'ic snlxuralo, 

Cb’ a la badia fit morto per aiiiico 
Dal grail Miloo d* Augnmle. cb* arriraio 
V’ era, •' appiuilo quesU Iitoria dico; 
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THE PROPHECY OF DANTE. 


'SOU 


In the iast moment of the abbey's foe. 

Who long had waged a w ar implacable : 
Precisely as the war occurr'd they drew* him, 
And theit was Milo as he overthrew him. 

LSA^Tl. 

Seeing this history, Count Orlando said 

EtI era ne le mura litoriaio,*' 

Cqbm e' fu muru»que*tu gran nlmlro 
Che face a la baJia gia luiiga Rucrra t 
E MUeo T ' t com* atitaue iaiem. 

■ LXXlfl. 

Vesgendo queaU hiorU 0 conic Orlaodb, 


Iq his own heart, 0 God, who in the sky 
Know*st dll things ! bow- was Milo hither led ? 

Who called the giant in this place to die ? 
And eertaid'lelters, weeping, then he rend. 

So (hat he could not keep liis visage dry,— 
As r wiU tell in tlie ensuing story. 

From evil keep you the high Kiug of glory ! 

' Hri fuo cor iliaie t o Uiu, che ul sot (olio. 
Come Tctmc Miluii qui ci{4Uni)o. 

, Utaki queilo iriganiequi Siitrallo 
E leae rarie icllrc lacriouniJo, 

* ’ Clie 000 po(C teocr ptu It vln* aftchitto, 
Com'i'xUru nr la M-giienli; WorUt . 

,ri Rul Vi suardi il He Ue t* stla gkiirtt. 


JL * 
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THE PROPHECY OF DANTE.' 


** T to Ibe MOict «r Hfk roe nr tot*. 
iuO CswIbb e*wt« tad uxlr rtiaSguaSefcifp.- 

CiatauL. 




PIIEFACE. 


■ ^ 


In the foorse of a xDIt u> the Hty of na^rnna in the sum* 
mqr of tHi9. U was stiirgestrd to the author that ha>lng 
edanpDicd tometblng on ihe subjci t ofTasao's ceaflnaim'iiC 
be should do the on Daolr'i exile.^lie luiub of (hr 
poet running one oCibt prhirlpaT object! of 1mere»Uu (bat 
city,' both to tbe native and to tlw stronger. 

1 ' Oo (his him 1 spake,** ami (be rr<uU hs;* been (he lol- 
low b»g four cantos, In tarii ritoa, now ofTcred to the reader. 
If ibey afe nnden>(ood aud approved, H is my purpose to 


day. it Is dUIlc'ult for any wbo hare a name, good or - 
to <Mapc (ransISlioii. 1 have had the fortune to see Kia. ' 
fuirfth' cjurto of Ciillde llaruld Iranstoted Into It<4iaii vfisl * 
^riullh^thal b, a pu<-m wriUrn In the ^j^naersan tfoiMa 
litifj blank rersa. without n'gard to (be natural djvl»Uilll>rir T 
I the tiama or of the sense. If the present being ou- 

a.uafluiial to|>U', should chance to undergo iho mhio fate. I 
wodd request the Italian reader to rcmeoibcr Ibai when I - 
failed In the Imlutlooof bis great '' Padre Aligbleg**. - 
1 have hiled In imliailng tbat wbirb all Study aitd few mw 
j di^rstaralK flinio to (bU very day tt is not yei ff tlh^ w hat wn% 
contiaue the poem in various other cantos to IL« natural < oa~ { ibc uieanlng of the allegory In the first catito of the InAivuo, 
ehisloD in the present age. The reader is requested (o sup- j tmh ss Count 3farclurtii*B Ingenlons and pmliahlc conjecture 
|MMe that Dante addresses lilm Ifi the Interval lietween (Ito . *!nay be consldrrc*d as hat i<»g decided the (|tiesUcii. 
rourlQ>lon of (he IHvtna Conimedia and his^eatti, and { lie n>ay also (tardnn my failure the more, as I am'-nol 
shortly V'fore (he Utter event, foretdKug tbuibrtuucs of ^ qifite sure Hut bo would be. pleased with my sutcces sirrth 
It^y In general in tbg ensuing croturks. In adopting (his ; (he ItaUaus. with a pardouaUe iialioiMlity, are partlcuUrly ^ 
pUu I tiare had in my mind the Cassandra of Ljropbron. ; Jealous of all that Ulcfl ibcm as a natlou->tbelr Iltfratusv; * 
aud (he l*r(»pt»ecy ofNemis by llurace.as wtU as tbr Pro- | am^ln ihe preseol bilieriiess of (be HaMic and ‘romanllp 
ph^ics of Ifol) 'Writ. The measure aduiHed b the tern j war, hut iU disposed to perioll a forclgner^vci to ap- 
rima of Dante, whkb I am not aw an* to h.ive seen hitherto I pro)c or insUotc ibcm. w Itbout fmidlDe some Csull with 
tried in our language, cxcq)t il may be by Mr. Ilayleyrof) uUramonlaae presumption. I ran easily enter Into all 
wh(^tran«t.vtlu(i 1 never sow tint one csirart. quoted In ' know ing would be Ibonchl in England of on Jt^iair 
llie notes to Caliph Vatbek; so lhal~lf I do not err'-lbiri imitator of MUion, or if a (ranslaUon of Monti, or Pbtde- 
|K)cm may be coa^ldcreJ as a metric.’'} ezPorlment. Tbe | dsuoie, or Ariel, should be held up to the rUng generation 
eaalos are short, and about the sante length as those of (he as u model for ibeir future poeUool essay $. iiut 1 peru'lvu 
poet, wfime name I Itaic borrowed, and most probaMy t Uiat 1 am dcvlaUiig into an address to the Italian readeri^ ^ 
taken In > sin. | when my bu*tuoss b> with ibf Eogluh one ; and be they few 

Amorigvi tbe inroevcolenccs of authors In the present i or many. I must take my leave of ImUi. 


4 


• llbl* poem, which Lord Byron, tu sending It to Mr. Afnrray, 
call^‘*Uie bfst lliio;; be had ever done. ifuolMiif(e//iVff'/s, ' 
was writien, in Uic Miimtrr of ISIS, at 

“ ihit ptacT 

OCoW mmo. eonlAlbta'lrtansn. 
a«v*nMt-wb«T« rrHOi 0«atf'« mcTH tomb 
U« bad M 0ft, « nw«^ « wm Scrl«r«i, 
nraHn ii>q>iraUua."-‘RMtt<. ' 

Ibe Prophecy, however, was GrsI pahlUhctl to May, ISil. it Is 
dedicated to theUnuiteuGuleciuil, who thus draerfbes Uic origin 
•flu eompositionr—'^On my dcpirliire from Venire. Lord Byron 
tied proiufsrd to uoioe ami ace me at Ravroni. D.inle*s tuffib, the 


clavdrai pine wood.* iheraiics of aoUquIiy wlitcb are tu beftmnd 
to that ptace, afforded « sutfic^nt pretrxt fbr riM to iuviie liim re 
come, aiiil forldm toaere]>t inyUivtLIion. Hceameln the month 
of Junr, (SIO,arrinRS at lUvetma ou the day of the (eoilvd at 
ih-' (jiTi'US IWMTiint Being deprived .it ihU lime of tris bouij^ Iga 
horse*. !>*d all that ooaqded h<m at Venice, 1 lieggeil him in);rj|? 
(ify me by wrUlug sooriMog uu the »ut jcct of |ijn|r : and, wlUi 
Ids ttoual facilUy aud rapidity, Iw eompoved hts Prophecy.i*— 

**'T was to a grere of iprw<niif ploMb«strtreil.**c<«. 

* Usttice'ira<wa9rr«»/g«neris. 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


W 


DEDICATION. 


1 iffor the cold mul cloudy citnie 
^Vbcre T was born, but where I would not die, 

' «Of the great Poet-Sire of Italy 
I ditre to build the imitative rhyme, 

Ilar^ Runic copy of the South's sublime, 

Thou art tlie cause; and howsoever I 
fail short of his immortal harmony. 

Thy gentle heart will pardon me. (he crinte. 

Ttiou, in tlie pride of Bemity and of Youth, 

Spakest; and for thee to speak and be obey’d 
Are one; bnt only In (l>e sunny South 
Such souudsare utter'd, and sudi charms dlspIayN 
So'swcct 0 language from so fair a mouth~ 

Ah! to what effort would it not persuaded 

A«<cMa.iane^<. ISIS. 


THE PROPHECY OE DANTE.' 

CAlfTO Tim FIRST. 

OQceniore in man's frail world! which 1 had left 
So long that 't was forgotten ; aud I feel 
The weight of clay again, ^too soon bereft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 
Mr earthly sorrow-s, and to God’s own skies 
Lift me from that deep golf without repeal, 
‘*tVhcre late my cars rang with the damned cHcs 
Of souls in hopeless bale ; and from that place 
Of lesser torment, whenre men may arise 
Pure feotn the Ure to join the angelic race ; 

Midst whom my ow u bright Beatrice bless'd * 
My spirit with tier light ; and to Uic base 
Of the eternal Triad I lirst, last, best. 

Mysterious, three, sole, inlinite, great God I 
Soul imiTersal! led the mortal guest, 

Xlobiaited by ttieglorv', though he trod 
From star to star to reach the almighty throne. 
O Beatrice I whose sweet limbs the sod 
So long hath press'd, and the cold marble stone, 


*Thon sole pare seraph of my earliest love, 

Love 80 ineffable, nod so alone, 

'fliat nought on earth could more my bosom move, 
.Vnd meeting thee in heaven w as but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arkicss dove, 
Had Wander’d still in search of, nor her feet 
Reliered her wing till found ; without thy light 
My paradise had still been incomplete.* 

Since my tenth sun gave suDuner (q my sight 
Tliou w ert my life, the essence of my tliought. 
Loved ere I knew the naineof love,* and bright 
SHM in these dim old eyes, now* overwrought 
With the world’s war,' and years, and bani.vluiil^nt, 
And tears for thee, by other woes untaught ; 

For mine is not a nature to be bent 
By tyrannous faction, and the brawling rvow d^ 
And though the long, long, conflict halli been spent 
In vain, and Bever more, save when the cloud 
Which overhangs the Apenntne, my mind's eye 
Pierces to fancy Florence, onc^ &o pi;oud 
Of dk', can I return, (hough but to die, 

Cnto my native soil, they have not yc*! 

Quencird tlieoid exile’s spirit, stern and high. 

But (he sun, though not overcast, iniiit set, 

And the night convtli ; 1 am old in days,* 

And deeds, ond contemplation, and luive met 
Destruction fan* to face in all his w ays. 

The world hath left me, w hat it found me, pure. 
And if I have not gather'd yet Its praise, 

I sought it not by any baser lure; 

Man w rongs, and time avenges, and my name 
May form a monument not all obscure. 

Though sucl) w as not iny ambition’s end or aim. 

To add to the vain-glorions list of these 
tVlio dabble in the pettiness of fame, 

And make men's fickle breath the wind that blow s 
ThHr sail, and deem it glory to be class’d 
With conquerors, and virtue's other foes, 

Id bloody chroniries of ages past. 

I would have had my Florence great and free : * 


• AUgkkri was hum In Ftorencs in May, 42AS. of au io> 

eientatid hoeouralilf* family. In ibeearlypart of hU life he gained 
aune eivdlt In a mfliury chirscb>c. aud dbUngntkhrd himiRif ^ 
hit brarery In an action where the FiurenUnei ohUinctla signal 
victory ov<^ the dlixcoa of Arezxo. ilebeciineaUJImoreeniinrnl 
bf l)wan{QUttk>a of court honuun taod at tbu age of thirty. Hve be > 
meetobc uoeofthe chief magUtralnof Flureoct, when that dlKniiy | 
wascooieTTcdbi ihesuflragcsoftliepeople. |-'n>mthUesaU»iioa 1 
the pm lhlnMBir dated hUprhidpal ntalinlunM. Italy waa at that j 
Unit dhtraoled by the cootending factions of the Uhilidtiors sod i 
Giititibf,— among the laUrr Dante luohan acUvetiail. In uucof 1 
Ihe itroaeriptlom he waabatiitiied. hia iioaicMinua oonliscalcd. aud [ 
be (bed In nlle ID <381. Buccaceiu lhu.4 rteaertbes bis pentm and • 
inanocrst«>*' lie was of the middle ffalure. of a wild dhpoMlioii, 
and. (rum the Ume h« arrived at nunliood. grave iu btv manner and 
deponimmt HUcIvthe^cre plain, and bis rire«iUayao>nr<imi* 
BMe to hiaycani Ids (ace waa loux; bis note aquilme: bl< eyes 
rather largcUtaunihmvtae. lilsoompleiioawatdark.irtciaoi buly, 
pcmtvr. In bia meAls he was extremely nuidcrstc; in his 
msutieramo'l courle<>us aad civil ; ami, bulb InpoUic and private 
tifc, be waa aduarably decorous.*'.— F.] 

■ Tlie rattler U reqomted to adopt the Italian pronunciation of 
Deatrfee. vrmading aH Ua* syllabkv. I 


V ** Cbasal pvr I# balltepra 

Cbc buoo la Cleto Usoht a l‘ slirt stetlt 
PtniradI iul' rraacsIFsraaiM, 

C«» St gnardt (ho, 

ream bm tfel <h ofirt lerrea' piacort '* 
iltlixone. ia nhlcb Dante ik-acrtbes the penua of Beatriee, almphe 
lliird. 

* .Accordiog lobciccaccio, Dante wasa lover tong belurc he was 
a soldier, aud his pawion fur the Ueatnee whom be baa iiiiaiurta- 
ifwd cimitneaicd while be wav in hii oioUt year, and the In her 
eighth year. It ts .saM that tbelr first meeting waa at a banquet Iu 
the hon«e of Foiro i'nrUuaru. Iicr latl»er ; and rerUiii It la. that Ute 
imprcMion then made on the tii>eep|ihk and cunstast heart dT 
l>ante was not oblitrratni by her ileatb, whidi ha(ipcoed alter au 
interval ufaixlcen yean.— Caaf.} 

* ** L' asUia clw in' e dsio onor ml Wfso. 

Cstfer Ira* baool i pur dl lode dsfoa.** 

.SmmH •( DmU. 

In which tie reproaeiiti night, (lenerosity. and T.-mpemce* aa 
bamahed from amuog men, and seeking refuge (rum Love, wbobs* 
habits bis besom. 
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Oil Florence ! Florence ! unto rne thou wast 
Like thot Jeru8(ileui which the Almighty Lie 
Wept over» ^^butthou woutdstnot;” tbe4)ird 
Gathers its young, 1 would have gather'd thee 
Beneath a parent pinion, hadst thou lieard 
My voice; but as the adder, deaf and tierce, 

Against tlie breast tliat cherish’d thee was stirr'd 
Thy venpm, and my state thou didst amerce, 

And doom this body fwfeit to the fire. 

Alas r how bitter is his country’s curse 
To him who for that country would espire. 

But did not merit to expire hy her, 

' And loves her, loves her even in lier ire. 

Tlie day may come w hen she will cease to err, 

The day may come she would be proud to have 
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer * 

Of him, w hom she denied a ho\ne, the grave. 

But this shall not be granted ; let my du^U 
Lie where itfails ; nor sliall tlie soil which gave 
Me breath, but in her sudden fury thrust 
Me Ibfth to breathe clsewber<‘, so reassuine 
indignant liones, because her angry gust 
Forsooth is over, and repeal’d her doom ; 

^Ao,— she denie<in)c wliat was inloe— -iny roof, 

Arid siiall not have what is not herS'^ny tomb. 
Too long her armed wrath hath Kept aloof 
'i'hebreast which w ould have bi^ tor her, ttieluiftrt 
Tlial l>eat, the mind that was temptation proof, 
Tiie man w lio fouglii, toil'd, travell'd, and each part 
Of a true citi/.en fuinil'd, and saw- 
For his reward the Guelfs ascendant art 
Pass Ills destnictiou even into a law. 

These things are not made for foi^etfulness, 
Florence^liall be forgotten first; too raw 
The wound, too deep the w rong, and the distress 
Olaiidi endurance too prolong'd to make 
My pardon greater, her injustice lest, 

Though late repented ; yet— yet for lier sake 
I fed some (bonder yearnings, and for Uiioe,; 

My own Beatrice, I w ould hardly <take 
Vengeance ii{K)n the land w hich once was mine. 

And stilf is hallow'd by thy dust's return, 

Which would protect tlie murderess like a siiriae. 
And save ten tliousand foes b)' thy sole urn. 

Though, like old Marius* from Miiitiima.‘’s inarsb 
And Carthage' ruins, my lone breast may bum 
At limes witli evil feelings liot and barsh, 

And sometimes the last pangs of a vUe foe 


Writhe in a dream before me, and o’erareb 
My brow with hopes of triumph, — let them go ! 

Siidi are the last infirmities of those 
W lio long iiave suffer'd more than mortal woe. 
And yet, being mortal still, have no repose 
But on the pillow of Revenge— Uevengc, 

Who sleeps to dream of blood, and w aking glow s 
With the oft-baffled, sinkeless Uiirst of change. 

When we shall memnt again, and they that trod 
Be trampled on, while Death and Ate range 
‘O’er humbled heads and sever’d necks— -Great God! 
Take these thouglits from me— to thy hand.s I yield 
My many w rongs, and thine nimiglity rod 
Will fall on those who smote me,— lie my shield I 
As lliou Inst been in peril, and in pain. 

Id turbulent cities, and the tented field— 

In toil, and many troubles borne in vain 
For Florence.’ — I appeal from her to Thee ! 

I Thee, whom I late saw in th\ loftiest reign, 

I Even in Uiat glorious vision, which to see 
I And livi^ w*as never granted until now, 
i Andyct thou iinst permitted this to me. 
k Alas! wiUi what a weight upon my brow' 

I Die sense of eartli and eartbly things come back, 

I* Conrostvc passions, feelings dull and low, 

The lieart's quick throb upon tlie mental rack. 

Long day, and dreary night; the retrospect 
[ Of lialf a century bloody and black, 
j.And the frail few years I may yet expect 
< Hoary and hopeless, but less hard to bear, 
j For I have lieen too long and deeply w reck’d * 

I On tlie lone rock of desolate Despair 
I To lift my eyes more to tlie passing sail 
Wliii'b shuns tliat reef so horrible and bare; 

Nor raise my voice— for w ho would heed my wail? 

1 am not of this people, nor this age. 

And yet uiy harpings will unfold a tale 
W Iiirli shall preserve these times when not a page* 
Of tlieir |>ertuH)ed annals could attract 
An eire to gaze upon their civil rage. 

Did not my verse embalm full many an net 
Worthless as tliey who wrought it : *t is the doom 
Of spirits>of my order To be rack’d 
In life, to wear their hearts out, and consume 
Tlieir d.iys in endless strife, and die alone; 

Then future thousands crowd around their tomb, 
.And pilgrims roiue from cliiues w here they have known 
Tl>e name of him— who now 1$ but a name. 


• “01 A^olsprxdtctonim oUo tempore infortUoi dicUcwnunuiiti 
perveoerU. tails perratlens Ijne comhtratur, tic maria- 
tar.** Seoiort ieDlM)ceofl'iurenee«Kaiiistn«t(e«an<IUieruurteFn 
Mohi^wUhtiirD. Tt>ei..«(in Mworlhr of ibeieakoce.^tnu the 
Z7lh oC Jano.ix 7 , tSOi, Uauir mu muleied clzlit ibouMid lire, aud 
cmulemucd lu (wo rears' baniriimeia; and in casetite fitkc was nut 
paid, his goods were to be cuodikcateii. Oa UieelrTrDlh oOlareh. 
Urn mme year, bo was senleoced to a ptinlihment dim only to U»e 
naoil desperate nf malHacton Ttie decree, (bat he and hi| asso-> 
dates io exile should tw baraed. It itiey (ell into ibo batxb of Ihebr 
mcirdrs. was Srst iHsooverei), in 17TS. bf (he Coute Ludpvlco 
SsvtoU. SecTiraboschi. where thcKQteocei* given at length.— E.^ 

• (Umter the |>reirDCe of opposing the {K>wcr o( .syUa, MariiLv 
w ho bad heoa 0^ limes dect^ lo Uieoonitildiip. altiM'd at the to. 


I vereigDpower. Siapytton says, that the Xliotnmim tea*, in which 
I he was discovered hjr Sjrtta's eiiiKairles. were In swiiserland ! For 
this accurate piece of topography, be was indcbt*d lo the old 
' schollaiU. 1 lie spot. h< iwevrr. lb's oo the riaht luiut of the fr rry of 
I GarutHano, as you 90 (roui nomc Id hap1e*..>Girroii> ] 

I i fin one so hiidtly endi.wed by uaiuns and m canmmnmala by 
I inalmclioft, wemaywi‘II $ynipaihi»ewi(lia resrntiaeut wtdehnik* 
{ anil itorerly raxteint per|iotn>lly fre«b. tliil lh<* heart orOaote 
‘ was rulunilly aesiaib/e. and c9*nUndrr: h>'< poetry iifnil ofeoga- 
I ItaruMiM from rural U'c ; and the sinorrily of bl« early i^awiun for 
I Beatrice idercca (hnmgh the vdl of atlrgnry Ihal surround!* her. 

BQt Uie memory of hb injuries pnnnicd him Into Ur iinrm-uwty of 
I ecrrnaf light : aoil. in iIm coniikany of saloU an<l ang^ Ids unfer- 
I ^tvtng spirit darbehs at the name of Floreneo,— Itsu.va.y 
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And, wasting homage o'er the sullen stone. 

Spread his—by liiin unheard, unheeded— fame ; 

And miue at least hath cost me dear : to die ' 

Is nothing; hut to wither thus — to tame 
My mind down from its own inOnity— 

To lire in narrow* ways with little men, 

A common sight to every common eye, 

A w'anderiT, while even wolves can iiud a den. 
Ripp'd from all kindred, froii^all honie, all things 
Tliat make communion swiret; and soften pain-? 
To feel me in the solitude of kings 
Without the power that makes themltcaracrown^. 
To envy every dove his nest and w'ings 
Which waR him where the Apennine looks down, 
•On Arno, till he perches, it may bO, 

Within my all inexorable tow n, 

Where yet my boys are, and that fatal she,' 

Ttieir motlier, i/iecoid purloer who hatli brou^t 
Destruction for a dow ry*— this to s^c 
And feel, and know without repair, hath 
A bitter lesson ; l>ut it leaves loe free : 

1 have not vilely found, jior basel> sfjuglu ; 

They made an Exiles not a slave o( ine'^ 


THE PROPHECY OF D.VNTE. ; I 

• ' 1 

CA7ITO lUK SkeuTID. f 

The Spirit of the fervent days of Old, [thought a 

‘AVheii words w ere things that came to pass, awl 
Flash'd o'er the futtire, bidding men behold | 
Tlieir children’s c!nldren*s doom already hrohglit I 
Fprtli from the abyss of time which h to be, ' 
The chaos of events, where lie lialf-wron^t *j 
Shapes that must undergo mortality ; ' 

^Vhat tliegreat Seers of Israel wore w ilhin/ I 

That spirit was on Uiem, and is on me, f 
AiTd if, C'Lssandra-likoi amidst the din » *|- 

Of conHict none w ill he^r, or hearing heed, ^ ! 

Tliis voI<^ from out the Wilderness, the sin' * 

Be liieirs, and my own feelings be iny mccdj^ , 

The only guerdon I have ever know lu . ** 

Uast thop not bled? oml^i^^t^lliou still to bleed, 
Italia All! to me sudi tiling’s, ^oreslmwii 
ith dim sepulchral liglil, bid mu forget 
Jfi thine irreparable wrongs iny own : ; 


We edn have but one country, and oven yet 
Thou Vt mine — my bones shall be witbiii thy breast, 
>l|^ul within tliy language, whieii once set 
With our old Roman sway in the wide West ; * 

But I w ill make another tongue arise 

* As lofty and more sweet, in which cxjireas'd 
Tlic hero's ardour, or llie lover’s sighs, 

Shall tind alike such sounds for ev ery theme jt 
That every word, as brilliant as thy skies, . 

^liaU realise a iioet’s proudest dreoiii, 

And make thee Europe's nightingale of song; ‘ 
that all present'tporch to thine shall seem ^ 
The note of meaner birds, and every toii^e * 
Confess its barbarito^ when compared w ith tlune. 
This slialt thou owe to him thou didst so wrong^ 
Thy .Toscan Bard, the banish’d Gbibelline. • 

Woe ! woe ! the veil of coming ranturies 
is rept, — a thousand years which yet supine 
Lie like tlie ocean w aves ere winds arise, 

’'lIe^}^u{4 in dark am! sullen undulatioo,* 

•Float from, eternity into lliese eyes^ "* ' 

ThestCrms yet sleep, the clouds stfllkeefiUidr st^ion, 
Thcnnborii eertliquakc yet is in the woidb, * 
Tlie bloody *^0)1003 yet expects creation, ^ ' 

But all tilings are disjiosing for thy doom; 

- The eldbents await but fur tlie w'ord, 

I^t thert be darkness I ” ami llionl^w ’sl a tomb!.. 
^S!thou,'fidb(’auti(ii1,shaUCtii-ltliesw'0ird,y- 
’ iTioiSf Italy I so fair that Paradise, 

* Revived ill tlwe, blooms forth to man restored 
Ah'! most the sons of Adam lose It tw'ice? 

'liiou, Italy !’ w liose ever golden fields, 

Plmi^*d by the sonbc'amssulely, would suffice 
Fof^e world’s'granary ; thoo, v^bose sky heaven gilds 
^ >VjtU brigliter stars, and robeS with deeper blirt?; 
/Thou, in vvliose pleasant places Summer builds 
Her palace, In whose cradle Euipiregrew, 

AnQ,/urin’d the Etcrual City's ornaments * 
frfliii spoils of kings whom freemen overlbfew; 
•Birthplace ol hcrootf, sancinary of saints, ^ 

*^Vb«;e earthly first, then lieavenly glory mads 
Iferbome; Uiou, all which fondest fantS’ {mints. 
And finds her prior vision but portray'd 
In ftM'ble colours^ when the eye — Irom the Alps * 

: . Of florid snow, and rock, and idiaggy shade 
Of deagrt^loviog pine, wlioK emerald scald 


• Thiaisdjr, nlm»r tuimRwM Crmma. ^pnitiR fr'cmi («»otUie 
iiioiil|iuwcr(iilOucir UiuilNH.tumcdfHuistt. Oar*ol)onsliw3«llic 
{irlactf at of iUp nhiltellinos. 5bc 1« (feterthert •% bcias 

wnroto, ut d* .VAN/i/'p^ SocratiM pAi/u^opAI con« 
r*te ittjlmtt*,'' accuniins U> Uljniiu«u> MtiMli. 
Hut Lwn>r<lA Atrimo sMaditHitl wiilt Booraer, in Iii4 lifo.uf' 
Uantr, (or Myiiridiil lilrrarr men 4u»old iwt marr}’. "tfiil fl 
.,It((i-oacr{o own ha |iajnefttt, e dice, to iuuaU oontmriu ogii 
<* itAfl «>i n<«>rdA the StKrale U p<h ni»bUe filoMfo cite n^I 
rM>Aino:;<iee utRdiMia RrpnbMlei nails oaCildi: 

e c!u>, r(e. etc. rlrbo doe inogll tn v«j te«n[ii. rd ebtn. 

ticeikrea smsL— E M>rcu Tnllio-o Caimyl ■^afrooe 
— ^Smopi — 1 bbcm moglia^" clr. etc. U ft odU Hut hm»Mt Lio- 
iiAdo'H raiiii;dc«, wtih iIm.' cxcepin>o of Setieet, and, tor jaif thiiig . 
1 kpov . of Afi«k)Ur, arr uot M*e nnot felicKoos. Tallr'* Tuiwiitia. 
and Sficrair*’ X«hUt>pe, Hy nonir4ttie0D(rihiiK<dtoflKirhatfiaiid»’ 


ht|iplhr««‘, «43t>'oertlM>jr nn(;btdo lolhdr| hno«opb)'— 'RatAium.’ 
3W4r hiiorUo-of Vj^ro’s we koinv nolUtg^ontl «f tfenrys'g, 
only Ih il .he net di«p«iteil (u (lie wUli h.m. but rccuv<ijr«'il, ind 
llvi^ leversi yeart aflrnrardn. But. Nyt Uouardo, "L'uoiooe 
(iNlHn/erfrifr, {ocnoih) (dare fl UiMi I And Ihenepcnn* 

ctnrtcfllh-U liu'/Tejteat proof of the ait/rM'i etoAm if'la |irfou 
I ooiigiuiiflfaut:, dflUa^iiMiu iouUitil.caia iiflsxU CiUk.” . 

^ • (lUe vbdmco of Commfl't (eniper |inm«l a suarcc^tlhc blt- 

I leml suffi-nna tn Unite: and lutiui pueiQeotUie toforuo, where 
t one ulihn clnrflciors uy»^ 

t *Ln Ocf« oiufUi pUi cb' •Ura, ml aa««v, 

■ ’me. nil wUe, 

or «VttSHrai|Ar, nh)i« ibao ufbt bolda, 

U4ib la (birrvfl brvttgbl,' 

I fiisown oenjQi;al nnhapplneti nuiU luvti recurred lurcibis and 
! ptioAilly loMi mlnd.>Ciitr.7 * 
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Nods to the storm— dHate^ and (|ptes o’er 
And wistfully implores, as 't wp^ej for help * 

Tasee thy sunny lields, iny Itat^ 

Nearer and ntgrer yet* and dearer still J 
Tlie more approach'd^and dcares^wcre they free. 
Thou — Tliou niujJ wither lo^eacli tyrant's will : 

The Gothbatli^en, — theGerman, Frank, andllun^ 
Arc y|^ to come,— and on the imperial hill 
Buin, already proud of the deeds done 
By the old barbarians, there awaits the new, ^ 
Throned on the Palatine, wlul^lost and won 
Rome at her feet lies bleeding ; and titehde' 

* Of human sacrifice and Roman slaughter 
Troubles the clewed nir| of late so blue, . . 

And deepens into red t^lie Sftlfron Water 
Of Tiber, thick w'Ui dead; the helpless pritet* 

And still more helple.&s nor le^ holy daii|ehtri-. 
Vow'd to their God, have shrieking fled, and ceased 
Their niioistry : the nations }ake their pre/, 
*lberian, Ahnain, Lombard, and the beast 
And^bird, wol?, vulture, more humane,, than they 
Are : these but^orge t^e flesh and lap tiie gore 
Of tlie departed, and than go (heir way ; . 

But those, the ImmaQ savages' explore 
All paths of torture, «nd insatiate yet, ^ 
With Ifgolino Itjunger prowl for more. > . | 
Nine moons shall rise o'er sce^s like this and set 
The chiefless army of the dead, which late ' ♦ 

Beneath the traitor Prince's banner met, 

Hath left its leader's as)>e%at the gate; 

Had but JiUojroyal Rebel lived, perchance 
Thou hadst been spared, but his in^'olved thy fate. 

O Rome! the spoiler or the spoil of France, .. ’ 
From Brennus to Uie Bourbon, never, never 
Shall foreign standard to thy walls advance 
But Tiber shall become a mournful river. 

Oht when the strangers pass Uie Alps and Po, 
Crash them, ye rocks! flo^s, w hehu (hem, and for 
Why sleep tlio idle avainoches so, fever! 

To toppje 0 (%thc lonely pil^rim's^head,? * . 
Why; doth Kridanus but overflow' > 

The peasant's harvest from histurl)id bed? . • 

Were not eaclt barbarous horde n rioblcg prey f " * 
Over Cambyscf’ host the desert spread 
Her sandy o^n, and the sea waves'^ sway 
Roll'd orar Pharepli and his thOQsaudSj^^liy, 
Mountalos and waters, do ye not as they?' 

And you, ye men ! Romans, w ho dare not idio,^ 

Sons of th^it^aquerors who overthrew 
Tliose who ovmlirew proud Xerxes, wligrcyotdic 
The dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew, ^ 
Arc Uia Alps weaker tlian ThcrniopylB’ ? 

TIm-I^ pksses more alluring to ibe flew 
Of an invader ? is it they, or ye, « . . 

That to eacli host tite mounUiiorl^te nnbsr, 

Aad leave tlie march in peace, the passage free? 


Why, N|ture's self detains the victorte car^ 

And makes ybiir land impregnable, if earth 
cSuld be so; but alone she will not war. 

Yet aids the warrior worthy of his birth 
In a soil w^ierc tl>e mothers bring forth men : 

Not so with those whose souls are little worth : 
For tliPin no fortress can avail,— the den 
Of Hie poor reptile w hicli preserves its sting 
Is more secure tbau walls of adamant, w hen 
The hearts of those within are quivering. 

Ar^vc not brave ? Yes, yet the Ausonian soil 
I^nh hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts to bring 
Against Oppression ; but liow vain to toil, 

W'hilc still Division sows the seeds of wr>e 
And weakness, till the stranger reaps the spoil. 

Oh ! my pwn beautous land ! so long laid low, 

So long fhc grave of thy own children's hopes, 

W hen there is but required a single blow 
To break the clioin, yet- yet the Avenger stops, 

And ^oubtaud Discord step'twixt thine and thee. 
And join their strength to tliat which with thee 
W hat is there wanting^ then to set thee free, (copes; 
And show thy beauty in its fullest light? 

To make Uie Alps impassable ; and we. 

Her sons, may do this with one deed Unite. 
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' CA?(TO THE THIRD. 

From oat the mass of never-dying til, (Sword, 
The Plague, the Princ4» the Stranger, and the 
Vials of w rath but quipped to refill 
And flow again, I canno| all record 
That crow ds on my prophetic eye ; the earth 
And ocean w ritten o'er would not aftbrd 
Space for Uic annal, yet it shall go/orth ; 

Yes, all, tliough not by huimm pen, is graven ; 

There where the farthest suns and stars have birth/' 
Spread like a banner at the gate ot heaven, , t 
Jhe bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs 
Waves, and the edio of our groans is driven 
Athwart Uie sound of archnngelie songs, ^ J-' 
And lialy, the martyr'd nation's^re, 

Will hot in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotync^and mercy evermore : 
likeid ajiarp'string stricken by the wind. 

The sound Of her lament sliall, rising o'eu ‘ * 

The seraph voices, touch tlie Aliui^ty Mjtiid. 
Mcoathne P, Imuiblest of thy sons;-arul of 
Earth's dust by immoruility retiiicd 
Tp sense ^od soaring, though the vain may scoff*. 
And tyrants threat, and meeker victims liow^ 

Before the storitt boenuse its breaUi is rough, 

To tliee; my ooimtry! whom before, as now, 

1 loved and love, defotc the mournful lyre 


' sso**sii^oi!i ltoau,''2(‘nersily atunmled to Guicciafdini. 
Tdenrisoolherirrinen by « A«oR<ipurtc.^Ttle.oiigioil 

MS. of tbe Mtierirork li prwei vfld In tho Hoya(Ubfiry t(Mb. 
II h cniflM, *' BiiqpitiUlb storioOili tiitto I* oecor«o, gtonVi per 


Rlonio, ti«i s’MCo ((rtl anno SIUXXVII. i^jUoilo JaoQi 

BuaojporM, gwUhiiMno sawuuuialesr, ebe ti 4 IrovA pMHnU 
AO etliUko of U wm printed alColugoe in 1728, to whicb U|iri 
fltrd • oniir Buniupartft tamity.] ^ 
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And melancholy gift iiigl) po^^ers allow 
To read the future ; and If now iny fire 
Is not as once it shone o'er thee, forgive ! 

I but foretell Ihy fortunes— then expire: 

Think not tliat I would look on them and lire. 

A spirit forces me to see and speak, 

And for my guerdon grants iiu( to survive ; 

My heart shall be pour'd over thee and break : . 

Yet for a moment, ere 1 mus^ resiin>c 
Thy sable web of sorrow, lei me take 
Over the gleams that flash athwart thy gloom fhight, 
A softer glimpse; some stars shine Uirough thy 
And many meteors, and above tliy tomb 
Ivcans sculptured Beauty, which Death cannot blight; 
And from tliine ashes boundless spirits rise 
To give thee honour, and the earth deligh^; 

Thy soil shall still be pregnant with the wise, 

The gay, the team'd, the geqerous, and the brave, 
>'ative to thee as summer to thy skies, 

Conquerors on foreign shores, and thc/ar wave,* 
Discoverers of new worlds, which take their nanao;* 
For thee alone they have no ^rm to safe, 

And all thy recompense is in their fame, 

A noiile one to them, but not to thee — 

Shall they be glorious, and, thou Still the same ? 

Oh! more than these illustrious far shall be 
The’ being — >nd even yet he may be bom— 

The mortal saviour wlio sliatl set thee free, 

And see thy diadem, so changed and. worn 

By fresi) barl>afians, on thy brow replaced ; ^ 

And tlie sweet sun replenisihng thy jnorit. 

Thy moral morn, loo lon^wiih clouds detnoed 
And uuxious vapbiu's from Aveciius risen, 

Such as all they luifst breathe who are debased 
By servitude, and have the mind in prison. 

Yet Uirough Uiis cenluried eclipse of woe 
Some voices shall be licard, and earth sliall llsleo ^ 
Poets shall follow, in Uie paUi I show. 

And make it broader : tlie same brilliant sky 
'Which cheers the birds to song sliail bid them glow, 
And raise their uotes as natural and high ; 

TuneUil shall be their uumbers ; they stiall sing 
Many of love, and some of liberty, 

But fhw sliall soar upon that eagle's wing, 

And look in the sun's face w ith eogle's gaze, 

All free and fearless ns the feather'd king. 

But fly mpre near the enrUi ; how many a phrase 
.Subfiineeliall lavish'd be on ipmc small priooe 
In ail ihcjirodigelity of praise! 

And language, ekMfueutly false, eviioe 
The barlutry of genius, wliicli, likehednty, 

Too oft forgets its ow n self-rerereiice, 

Abd looks on prostitution as a duty,, 
lie w^o once enters in a tyraat's hall * 

As guesl slave, his thoughts become frhooty, 
And tlie llr.st dnv which sees the chain fethral 


A captive, sees ^is half of manhood gone—* 

The soul's oma^culalioii Mdden^all 
His spirit; Unis the Bard too near the throne 
QuaiUfrom his iiiTpiratiouciiound to please:— 
How'tervile is tlie task tu^oase alone 1 
To smooth the verse to suitnis sovereign's ease 
And royal leisure, nor too much prolong 
Aiiglit save his eulogy, and find,. and sei;^. 

Or force, or forge fit argument of song ! [trebles. 
Thus trainnieird, thus condemn'd to Flattery's 
He toils Uirough all, still trembling to be wrong: 
For fear some noble thoughts, lij^ heavenly rebels. 
Should rise up in high treason to his brain, 
He^ings, as tlie Athenian spoke^^with pebbles 
In 's mouth, lest trutli should ttammer tlirough bis 
strain. 

Blit out of the lo^ file t>f sonneteers 
There stiall be some who will not sing in vain, 

! And be'^ their prjnee, shall r^nk among my peers,* 

I And love shall be his torment; but bis grief . ^ 

I Shall make an knniortalifv' of tears, 

And Italy shall bnii him as tb<^Cbii^ 

I Of Poet-lovers, and his higher song 
{ Of Pj^dom wreathe liiin with as green a leaf. 

But in a farllier age shall ris»along 
Tiie banks of Po two greater still than he; 

The Wurid which snuJedonhiiu shall do them wrong 
Till thk>' are ashes, and repose with me. 

Thc^rst will make aa epoch with his lyre, , 

And fill the earth with feats -of chivalry : 

His fancy like a rattibow, and his fire, 
bike that of Heaven, immortal, and his thought 
Borne onward with a wing that cannot tiret 
Pleasureshall. Ukep hatterfiy new caught. 

Flutter her lovely pinioili o'er hit Uieme, ' ^ 

• And Art itself seem into Nature wrought 
,By the transparency of his bright dream.— 

The second, of a tenderer, sadder moo^^ 
jvhall pour his soul out o'er Jerusalem; 

Ue,ktoO, .si^|l sing of arms, and OirtAiaii blood 
.*Slied w heroChrist bled tor mpu ; and his liigh harp 
tbe willow over Jordan's flood, 

IWV'iVe a songof !>}ou; and the sharp 
ConfUct, (ind41nal tnumphof thebrave^ . 

. Andpiogi.andThc strife of hell to warp 
Their Ne^^s from their great purpose, untii wave 
Tbereil-crass {manners where the flrst red Cross 
>Vhs crimson'd from hi.'» >*^ns who died tp save, 
Shall HU'sfe'red argument vthe lose 
Of years, of. favour, Ireedoui, evert of Cunc 
‘Contested for.a time, white Uie smooth gloss 
Of courts w ould slide o'er his forgotten name. 

Apd call captivity a kindness, meant 
To shield bim from insanity or shome. 

Suclr shall be hi^pieet. guerdon I who was ocot 
To, be OirisVs' Umreiite — tliey reward him well ! 


* Atmeader of Partiu. SplauU. Prscaca . Eugroe of SaTOj*, Moa> 

• Coliimbiii, Ateertciw VfifiuiiiL SebJiUu) Cabot. 

V A vrrM Mtai (kc GroCk Iragedtiu*. wUh which Potnper took 


Icavo- of Cornelia oo roiertnc the i^t in whkb ht yn 

* Ike ftn« md »«itlQ;reai arc t4ken (rota Uotfier. 

* rdftRb. . 
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Fiorenrc dooms me but death or banishment ; 
Ferrara him a pittance and n cell, 

Harder to bear and less deserved ; for I 
Had stung the factions whicli I strove to quell ; 
But this meek man, who with a lover's eye 
>Vill look on earth and heaven, and who will deign 
To embalm with his celestial llattery 
As poor a thing as e’er was spawn'd to reign, 

What will he do to merit such a dooui? 
perhaps he ’ll /ore,~and is not love in vnin^ 
Torture enough williotit a living tomb?- 
Yet it w ill be so^be and his compeer, 

The Bard of Chivalry, will both consume 
In penury and pnin too many a year. 

And, dying in despondency, be<]ueafh 
To llie kind world, which scarce will yield a tear, 
A heritage enridung all w ho breathe 
With the wealth of a genuine poet's soul. 

And to their countiT a redot^ded wreath 
Vnmatch’d by time; not Hellas can unroll 
Through her olympiads two such uames, though one 
Of hers be mighty; — and ia^liis tlie whole 
Of such men’s destiny bencatli the sun ? ' 

Must all the Oner Uiouglits, tlie thrilling sense, 

Tlie electric blood with which their arteries run, 
Their body’s self turn'd soul with the intense ' 
Feeling of that which is, and fancy of 
That which should be, to sucli a recompense ^ 
Conduct ? shall their bright plumage oo tlie rough 
Storm be still scatter'd? Yes, and it must be, 
Fo^form’d of far too penetrable stuff, ' 

TliesAirds of Piradiftc but loDg to Oec 
^Back to tlwir natKe mansiou; soon they Ond 
Eanh’a mist with Ihcir pure pinions not agree. 
And die or are degraded, for the mind 
Succun^s to long infection, and despair. 

And vuUufg passions flying close behind, 

Await the moment to assail and tear ; 

And when at length tlie winged wanderers stoop, 
Then is the prey-blrds’ triumph, then tliej share 
The spoil, o’erpower’d at length by one fcIlWoop. 
Yet s<Miie Imvc been untouchM who iearn to bear, 
sSme whom no power could ever forct to drpop. 
Who could resist themselves even, hardest caral 
And task most hopeless; but some such have be^. 
And if niV napie amongst the nuhiber w «re, 

'Huit destiny austere, and yet serene, ^ 

^Vere prouder than more dazzling fame unidesa’d ; 
Tlie Alps’ snow summit nearer heaven is Men 
Than the volcano's Derce eruptive crest, 

•Wliose splendour from the black abvs&1s flung, 
While the scorch'd liwuntain, from w hostf burning 
bre^t 


A temporary torturing flaoie is wrong. 

Shines for a night of tejror, then repels c • 
4s fire back to the l>eli from wtienf^ it sprUng, 
The^iell which hi its entrails ever dwells. 


THE PUOPIH'XY OF DANTE. 

CATTO IKK FOt'KTU*' 

(Many are poets who have neve^ ponn’d 
Their inspiration*, and perthance the best : 

*^iey felt, and loved, and died, but would not lend,* 
Their thoughts to meaner ^eings ; they compress'd 
The god within Uiem, and rejoin’d the stti^ 
ViilauteU'd upon eartli, but far more bfess'd 
Tlian those ^10 are degraded by the jarS 
I Of passion, and their frailties link'd to fame, 

I Conquefors of high renown, but full of seftrs. 

Many are poets, hut without the ngme, ^ 

For what is poesy but to create ^ ^ ' 

From overfecling good or ill ; and aim 
'*At an external life beyond our fate, 

' And be the new Prometbeus of new nien^ 

Bestowing Are from heaven, and then, too late, 
f Finding thepleasure given repaid w’itli pail),' 

And viilturelfto the heart of the bestower, ^ 

Who, having lavish'd hi^ high gift in vain, • 

Lies chain’d to his lone rock by the sca^shore ? ^ 

So be it : we can bear. — But thus all they 
Whose intellect is an o’erinastefing power. 

Which still recoils from its encuinb6ri'ng clay J 
Qr lightens it to spfril, whatsd^r ^ 

Tlie form w hich Mieir crealiuus<niay essay, 

Are bards ; the kindled marbled bust may wear 
*hIorc poesy upon its speaking brow ' 

Than augiit le$s titan the Homeric page may bev; 
One noble stroke with a whole life may glow^ 

Or deify the canvass till it shine ' 

With beauty so surpassing all below, 

That they who kneel to idols so divine 
Break no eommandment, for higlt heaven is there 
Transfused, transfigurated : and the line 
Of poesy, w^idi peoples hut the air 
With tlio^bt and beings of our thought reflected, 
Can do no more: then let the artist sliare 
The palm, he shares the peril, and dqected . 

Faints o’er the labour unapproved — Alatft 
Despair and Genius are too oft connected. 

W'iiMfn the ages which lieforeme pass, ^ 

Art shall resunw and equal e\cn th^sway 
Which wiifT A(ielles and old Pludias 
She held m Hellas’ unforgotten day. * 

Ye shall be Uuglit by lUiin to revive 


«4“Wh) UUneceMTx to »So(<tthcitirktiouian(l tojcummoti 
pnetiee oTwri^itUiK tke tranweiMlmt Ulenia (4 Artnalu autl^Saaao 
Ir oppoailc. aiU at It were ojalradlnit. Scatet? ReatlcrT If yra 
Mfe jlreacly had llie <ta|ighl nf itcm^ug Uie lo*t paMliicUou oi 
Lord Byron's mute, nu't you have admired^ cxi|ul> 
•ilely and sflhetUiM ^riraiioret of the two nutdl|etf 

poeU wMcIi conCtuik tbe tbttdMotoof Ujfe 'Proiffiecy of DAnte!' 


hWe there tee them ODOtraak-'i witlioul tuefa Invidiooi comparlaoo. 
I ordcurrclalinn of Ihe one loexalt the nllu<r; Sod rharMteri«ed in 
j nom)^. Mjrle. sod teollmml, k» wonderfully thal— 

I nuateriiiit our latigttfze, lod tubitail lu^ide^ of 

I ihoushl^wfUs*esMWA^K’U-Ui<7 '<«n to litvoiicen inipired 
I t| the. very ge&lut ofttaS Dante UnucU.'VGuii* 
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The Grecian forms nt least from ilieir decay, 
Ai)d Roman souls at last agaiif sliail li>*e 
In Uotiian wo|jks wrouglit hy Italian bands ; 

^And temples, loftier than Um oI^ temples, give < 
.New wonders to the, world; and while still stands 
Hie au^re PanlTieo;), into heaven shall soar 
A dome,' itsimape, w'hile the base expands 
Into a fane stirpauing all before. 

Such as ail flesh sliall (lock to kneel in: ne'er 
Such sight hath been unfolded bv a door, 

As fliis, to wliich all nations shall repair, 

And lay their sins at this huge gate of heaven. 
And the liold Architect unto wiiose care 
Tlie daring charge to raise it shall l>e given, 

Wliom all erts shall acknowledge as their lord, * 
Whether Into the inurlde cliaos driven* 

Ill's chisel hid the Hebrew,* at wlwse word 
Ist;iel left Kgypt, stop ibe waves in stonef 
Or hues of Hell )>c by his pencil jiour’d 
Over the.«Umm'd lid'ore the Judgment tlirone,* 
Such as 1 saw Uieiu, such as all shall see, 

Or fanes be built of grandeur yet uniuiuwn, 


The stream of hisgrent tlioughts shall spring from me, * 
I The Ghibelline, wlio traversed tlic three realms 
AMucIi form the empire pf eternity. 

’ Amidst the clasli of swords, and clang of hehiis, 
Tlienge which I anticipate, no less 
Shall be llie Age of Beauty, and while whelms 
Cninmity the nations with distress, 

Tlie genius of my country sliall arise, 

A Cedar towering o'er the Wilderness, 

Lfively In all its brandies to all eyes, , 

Fragrant as fair, and recognised afar, 

Wafting its native incense tlirough the skies. 
.Sovereigns shall pause amidst their sport of war, 

I Wean'd for an hour from blood, to turn «ind gaze 
On canvass or on stone ; and they who mar 
' All lieauty upon earth, compell'd to praise, 

: Shall feel the power of that which Uiey destroy; 

I And Art's mistaken gratitude shall raise 
I To tyrants, w liobbut take her l^r a toy, 

' F.mhiems and monuments, and prostitute 

Herchanns to pontiRs proud,* who but employ 
f The man of genius as life meanest brute 


' The cupola of St. I‘rter'». 

* [**1/.” say« SirSotbtia Rfynoldi. **Uic higli >M6DiraUon «tv1 
r«tcrm In whidh Uirhael Anitclu li«-< br«n held by all DiUuiu, and 
In aft ajCK. Utould be put to the aVronnt of pirjiidiee, it mu4 4111 - 
be ODiiled IM tbme jurJuinaM could not have been rDitfrtafne«t 
v^ptKvut a cause ? the ktuiuhI ul our prejudiae then become* (be 
•■ouwofuar ailiniraUon. Out from whatever it proceetU, or what* 
rvee fi la called. It will aot. l luipc, be tlK>u|tlit presumptaoiM in 
me (d appear In ihh tnin, I cannot aay ol htn laduto^ but of bU 
admlirra. 1 have bkA another oourat. noc wore aQited to 
ahltiUca, and to the tastebf the time* in which 1 live. Yet. however 
une^i J feel myaetf (d flwtauempt, were I now to begin the 
wixft again. 1 wuQld tread Is tbe ttrpa of Uial great maater. To 
klM tMhoin uflifi garmeat. to catch th« tQ^ileat of bis |>crfas- 
Wpuld be glory and .tiblinclion enough for an amUthMi* 
iuSBiia nETxou>!t's iHiCotiraei, vol. 11. p. SIS.] 

^ '^teaCbtoe of Moaca oe the roonunicot of Juilua II- 
• fO.UTTO. , 

M tartfi{4 s«re<. * 

Cbl e>oftaUcbe ia dara pMra trolto. 

, Maile iifanW. • topieillaiitv. e roala , , 

Apr* ^r arir avf tnsa, a ba Vlfv, « proate 
^ U labbra iV rbe Ic parvla awoll* f 

OetaT eiN*e. b« atr l <IUv*a ll («|io • 

0«?r M nvato • TSoptilo racfledo froali. 

■ a Me«a. qatado ateodaidM mania, -) 

k |{rMi*p*nt aVaa evi *elh>. 

Tab<Ta allqc. rb*> niuRU. <• * 
act)i4e( aotpfw a M 4* lft(urM. * Uto 
0«*iKfe u oMu rbloH,V neia (omba tilrat. 

*1- tei^uirteatiriavlkUoaitMaer ^ # 

1u*(> afcair tBMKO a qoaMa t . 

Cb’ tra atMfaUo radorw dMtil. . * 

" And wliolphe Ibat. »kl|«d InamlpidMiloor. 
nwfUei.d4iraiara aonuriKSiaeart ** 
tapnnl Wd. * bit* liniuaf* «enn* la tiarl 
Proa bit prompt Up*, and we Maprvrrelfewa'? ' 

*-T 1» llooiM b) hit board'* Ibkl bonoof* hn«« a, 

Aedu^otwlo boom* ih«i rmm (il»tmifiidt>4*rt; 

*T la Mooi* . *«*Ud oo (be bmoai *p*n. 
ttbUal ;«( ihcCodbewj a'rr hit fratan* lUooe. 

Sorb Ante be look'd. »bra oamn • *auiKflDS wavo 
SMpandel (nuff. audierb aoMu ibedorm. 

Wboe o'er Ma toe* tbe reSorai water* roar'd. 
A|itd4eatrblirot:ower«dtil enerave; 

BM bed Ukt i*l«d tbiajiwe'ivnimaedfbc fomi, 

tbdBbad ihn wltbto* ginubnr work odot^.-~jg*ea>. 

4 The Last Judgment, tn the SiaUne ^pci.— [*'ll It dbrioiv, 
lbrq|igbobt Mkheel Angelo'* work*, that the ppeUcil tnlfid ef 


Dante inflnenccd hi* feeling*. Ttie demotu in the Laal Judgment, 
with all n>rlr mixed and variou* itasiuout, may hud a prototype 
in 'La DirinaCumraedij.' TIte rudres rUng Irum the grave mark 
hl^ ktudy of ’ 1 / lofrmo et U Purgatoriu t ' and the lal^e^ of the 
Braa^n serpent, in the SUtine Chapel, mu»t remind every readef* 
i>r canto xir«d(‘U’ iDferuo, where the flying tcr^tenta, IhewriUb-' 
log* and contortiOD* of the human body from envenomed wonada, 
arc deicribed with pathu* and horrori and the execution of Ua> 
min. in the opposite angle ul Uie tame coiling, it douUl e aa do** 
aigned tpxii Ihcoe ilbr* — . . ’ # ^ 

’ rot plovrr dboit^lT *iu Ibniatla ^ 

Cn *ToriB**o diiyKni* * Uerp ' 

MU *u* iMa, no(|p. ^ d 

iMorno *d atop era 'I Kraude Aantero, 
e*Ur laabpoaa, oTihulo MarJortoo. ^ 
eh* ru al dirt ad *1 l*rco*t ’Moro.'^Dvrrt.l 
< I haveycad *oincwhere ( if 1 do not err, (or rwanoot reooUrct 
where, that Danio^wdpao great a favourite of Michael Angdo'a, 
that he had design^ Ihc wlMtle of the Divloa Conimedia ; but Ibat 
the Tiddbie containing iheae Mudies wax lost by lea.'-^‘'MMhael 
Angelo'* o«f>y of Dante,** aaya Duppa, '*‘waaa large wltli 
La^no’a (Aimcntary ; and upon the broad margin of the teavea 
be Signed, with a pea and ink, all tbe in'-crestlqA *uldecta. This 
book was |K>»»ca|ed by Aolunlo Mtmlantl, a sculplor and arcHlect 
ofFlorMce, who.. being a|>pu4nted arrbilect to SL Peter'a, re-' 
moved to Ruom*, and shbil^ hi* effecta at Legho^ lor Clvita 
Vcecli^. among wldcb was Uua editiun of Dante i in Ihe voya^ 
the' vesfbl fopnilerod at tea, and it waa uotorlunaiety loat la the 
wreck." J 

* Bee Uie Irealmeotof Michael Angelo by Julloi IL, and bieiieg- 
lect by Leo X.—f Julius II* was no sooner seated on the papal 
Ibronc tluA be was surnmnded by men cd genius, and Uichacl* 
Angelo was annmg the 0r*t invited to his courL The pope bad a 
perBoual altacliment to him, and oonversed with him upon every 
subject, as mcB as setriplurc. wilb familiarity abdfriembMp: and. 
that lie mii^t visit liun frcqucnfly, and vdlth perfect coim^encw, 
eatised a cuverad bridge to be made from Ibe Vatican palace tobie 
s^idy. to enable him to pass at all Umea withouAcing observed. 
On paying his visit one momtdg, Micfaacl Angelo was rudely hUcr« 
rtipledby the I'craon in wailing, who skid. "1 have anor^r not to 
let yon enter." Michael felt wiib indignation Ihia unmerited db- 
gyaewfawd. in (he warmth of mentment, desired him to tell Ihe 
Pope./* fn>B that time (onrard. If bis lldiuets klmuld want 
he sIkiuIJ have loseck hltd tn another place.’* On hit ^tnn 
hntiw^ hr ordwrd hts servants to tell the furMurc in hla bouse to 
ike Jews, and to^llow trfm to Florence, llimscif, the same even- 
ingrtook post, and arrival at Boggibatixi castle, idTuacant^lixe 
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To bear a burthen, and to serve a nee<l, 

To tell hit labours, and bis soul to lK>ot. 

Who toils for nations may be poor indeed. 

But free ; who sweats for nionantbs is no more 
Thau the gilt duiniberlain, who, clothed and fec'd. 
Stands sleek and slavisli, boit ing at his door. 

Ob, Power that nilest and inspirest ! how 
Is it that they on earth, whose earthly pow^ 

Is likest thine in heaven in outward show, 

Least IUlc to tliee in jittrihutes divine, 

Trtad on the univenul necks that how. 

And then assure us that their rights are thine ? 

Aod how is it that they, the sons of fame. 

Whose inspiration seems to tliem to shine 
From higti, they wiiom the nation^ oftest name. 

Must pass tlieir days in penur>’ or pain, 

Or step to grandeur tlirotigh the paths of shame, 
And wear a dec(>er brand and gaudier chain ? 

Or if tlieir destiny hc.bornc aloof 
Prom lowliness, or tempted thcoce in vain, 

III tlieir 0^ souls sustain a harder proof, 

The inner war of passions deep and liercc ? 
Ploreqc^ ! when thy liarsh sentence razed my roof, 
1 l«ved Biec ; but the vengeance of inv verse, 

Tbi hate of injuries w hich every year 
Makes greater, and accumulates my curse, 

Sliall live, outliving all thou boldest dear. 


Thy pride, thy wealth, Uij^freedoih, and 
'Die most infernal of all evils litre, ’ « 

The sway (d* petty* tyrants in a state; v . 

For such sway is not limited to kings, ‘ 

And demagogues yield to them hut iii dale, 

As swept off sooner ; in all deadly tilings 
U'liidi iQake men hate themselves, and onMnother, 
In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all thats^^illgs 
From Death the Sin-boro's incest witfiiiis moUier, 

' lu rank oppression in its rudest shape, 

The faction Chief is but die Sultikn's bltothcr, 

Aod the worst despot's far less luimaQ ape. 

Florence! when Uiis tone spirit,'wliicb so luiig 
Yearn’d, as the oaplive tolluig at escajie, ^ 
To Uy bhek to thee in despite of wrong, 

Ail exile.^saddebt of all prisoners,* 

Who has the wlibfc world for u dungeon itrortg, ** 
mountains, and tlie horizon's verge for bars,. 
Whidi shut him from t|tc aOle smalt spot ufVatiii 
'Where — whatsoe’er his fate— Jte sdll were hers^ 
His Country’s, and might die where be had htritfc— 
Florence f when thi^ loneiipif^t shall 
To kindred spirits, thou wilt feel my worlh|. , 

And seek to honour willi an einjrty uni 
I The aslMta tbou.sbalt ne'er obtain.' — Alas! 

1 .“What have 1 d(/ne to tliee, my jieople?” ' Sleaii 
-| Are all Uiy deaHugs,^t iu this tlie'y |>ass 


be relied. The Pope dcipalcbed five ooaricn wiUi ordera to con- 
duct bim tMCi » tmt to WM not overtaken uniil he wm In a rorebni 
state. A rccuodUaUoQ was, bowerer, t few idodUib after, clfeotnl 
at ^logna. through Ibe iiivdiation ot the gunfaloniere. A» Michael 
Ao>;eH> altered (he preaeuce-chamber, Uie Pope gave him an as- 
kance look of displeafure, and after a Aorl pauie Minted bim. *' In 
the alead of roar coming to ttt, 7011 acem lohavteiprcied lhal we 
•heutd wait upon yoa.** Ukhaef An^o replied, with aulimlssion, 
that hM error arose from too hasUly feeling a disgrace that be was 
UQCoasdoua of mehliof . aod hoped big liullacu would pardon 
wtot was paal. The Pope thereupon gave him im benedidlon, 
anl reitoreii blm to bla friendBhip. The whole rclgu of Leo X. 
wan a blaoli In the life of Uichad Angelo.— Di m* | 

' [ In bla **Coarlto,” Dante apeaks of bis IwuMsIimnil. and the 
poverty aod dblites which alteoded II. lu very alTlfcItog Jnrnts. 
“Alas!'* takl be, **had it pleased Uw Dlspenitr o( the Uolterse 
tM tbeocoaakm of IhU eicuse Itad never exiated} that neither 
(Mien had (Msmtiiled wrong against me. nor t suffered unjustly j 
sufirrtd. taay. the punUbment of exile and of poverty ; ainec it 
was liie pleasure ot the cilixena of that fiiircstaaid moat reoownctl 
dauKhier of Rome, Florence, to cast roe forth out oTIier swirct 
boaom. lu which 1 had my Mrlli aod noartshiueul, even to Uie' 
rlpeii w of oiy age. and in whteb. with her gond*w|U, 1 dcMrt^ 
with all ray bean, to rest this wearied aplrtt of iiilne, and to ter- 
BilDale the time allotted to me on earth, wandenog over alroost 
every part, to which tUa our language extends, 1 have gone about 
tike a mendicant, sltovrlog against my will the wound wiih which 
furUioc lias smiUeii me, and which la often imputed to his lU-de- 
aerving on whom It b hilltcled. 1 have, lodred. been a vewM'l 
wilboat tall aod wiihuat aleengr. carried about to divers porU, 
aod roads, and ahores.hy Utedry wind that siirfiigs out ofsadfto- 
verty, aod have appeared before the eyes of many who, perlupe, ^ 
from some report that bad reached Utem. bad tmagioed me ef a ; 
dlffeitot form ; In whose algbl not only my person was dhparagvd, ■, 
but eyery acUoD of tmne became of leas value, as well already I 
porfbmied, as Iboee which yet remaiueU for me to aUrmpL**] 1 
> [ Abmit the year ISIR, the friends of Dante stBceerdcd ia ob- ' 
taloiog his reilontinn to his country and Ids pouuealons. on eon- ; 
dlMoo ibai Iteabonlil pey a certain amuofiimncx, and. entering a ' 
ebureh, Uwrc avow honacir guilty, and aA paniM of ttie republic. 


Thefulhiwiag wuhii answer, outhisix^paiion. toooUfdhtfklnv- • 
piea;— **ProB ypur letter, whldi 1 received with dtie rmpertand 
affocUon, I observe how nmcii you have at iiearl my restuef>H|H 
to my ebuolry. 1 am huuudto you ito m«re gniiethlly, that ih 
rxiie roreiy buds a frieud. But. after mature cunsideraboa,^ 
must, by my answer, disapitolut the wishes of huie luindts 
and I cuolide In ilia JiidgincMl to whici) your impardaUI) ,(Qil 
pntdrnea will lead you. Your nephew and mine, haswriltcu fo 
me. whatiodeetl had been meoliuoed by many other fnauUs, that, 
by a decree cunceming Ute exiles, I am alluwed lo rclnm to Ffo- 
reocT, firovided I |>ay a certala aoni of money, aod stomit lu Uie 
humiliation- of asking aod recMvLiig abaolBlIon : wherafd, my 
Piilier, 1 aeo two propusiUona ihat are liiHoulous and ImpcrU^i. 

1 s|irak of the teiperlincnoe of iboae who inmtioA Buctitoodingm 
lo me I for In your letter, dictated by |udgmeoi and dberetfon, 
there la 00 soch thing. Is such an iovibiliun to returo lo hU 
c(;uulrT glorious for mte, after etiffering lo exile almost nUrru 
years7 Uli Hum, then, ihcy would rccoinpcoie laoMcnev whk*k* 
all Use world knows, and lha labour and falipw of umfioiufb; 
study? Far from the nun who la familiar svlthphilotopnyk tx^fbo 
lenscless baaeoeM of a heart of earth, that couhl dd like a IfUlo 
rMiolisl, aod liidute the infamy of aome others, by offering liim> . 
self up as it were in cbalos. Far from the man w bo cries aiuod 
fof Jiiatic**. tUs compromise, by Us money, with his perMcntoAr 
.Vo, loy Father, tlds boot Uic way Ilut siiall lend me back lo my^ 
country- Put 1 ilutl return with hasty steps, if yon or ouy other 
eau open to me a way lhal shall md derogate from the lame aod 
hminur of Dante t but if by no such way Florence con be cnJerVU, 
then Pto fence I shall never rnl«r. What ! abatl I not every wheV^ 
enjoy ihn siglit <d Uie sun aod sUrs? and may I not seek aod coit« 
teeapiale, in every coruor of IlM earth under Ibocanopyoflioavcui, 
cooMlIng and deligbtful tmlb. wlibout 0rst iroderliv m>H>il- In- 
glorious, nay infamous, lu the people aod repoblie of Fkuruoo? 
uroml, 1 bo|ie. will ooi bll m(*." Yet he coniinued to cx|>ccteoce 
** How Mil IlK Mvvur is of others* brvad. ' * 

Jlow turd the pMstol to * a< e » « tl ant Ctliub 
By others* stsirsl** ' s 

His GOsmlrymcD pcTKCutcd even his memory t be was excummu* 
ideated after tb-alli by the Pope.— b.) 

1 “K sertok piti voile non solaoicule a partIcoUri dltadinl del 


.’od' 


n 
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-The limits of maW^^mn»n^na1ioe> for Beholding with the dark eje of a seer 

' Ah that a-citizencould be I was; 1 The evil days to gifted souls foreshown, 

Raised by ihy'will, all thine in peace or war, - Foretelling them to those who will not hear, 

Andforthiathouhnstwarr’d willime.— 'Tisdone: ' As in the old time, till llie hour become (a tear, 

I moy'nol oVerIcap the eternal bar | When Truth shall strike their eyes througlt nrany 

Bortt^ipljetween us, and will die alone, 1 And make them own the Prophet in his tomb.- 




OCCASIONAL PIECES. 

WRITTEN IN UI7—19/ 


I reed the “ Chrislabel;”- 


Verj' w'cll : 


1 read the “Missiooar)- ; ’* 

♦ 

Pretty — very : 

, 

1 tried at “ llderim ; ” 


Ahem! 



I read i short of “ Marg’rrt of .Iwjou; ” ’ 

Can yon ? 

I turix’d a iM»ge of Scott's Waterloo: ” 

Pbohl pooh! 

I look’dat Wordsworth’s milk- whito* ‘Uylstone Doc ; 
llillo !— Ktc. etc. etc. 


TO im. MmnAT.i 


Toliook the reader, you, Jobu Murray, 
Have publi^’d “Xnjou’s Margaret,”’ 
)ylik h woiTt be sold pff in a hurry 


t At least, it has not been as yet) ; 

And then, still futtlicr to bewilder * *em. 

Without remorse you sot up “ Ilderini 
So mind you don’t get into debt. 

Because as bow, if you should fail, 

These books would be butbaddish bail. 

And miiul you do uo( let escape ’ 

These rhymes td Morning Post or Per^, 

Wliich would be twy treadicrous — rerjfp 
And get me into sucl» a scrape! * 

For, firstly, 1 should have to sally, ' • 

All in my little boat against a Ga//ey < 
And, should I chanw to slay the Assyrian wight. 
Have next ^o combat w ith tlio female knight. 

March 33, HIT. 

ElMSTLB FROU MR. WCBRAT TO DR. PUUDOULf 

Dear Doctor, I Iwve read your play*,' 

Which is a goodonc In its way,*-* 


M^gioictito, ma ancora al papule^ • hiUwl'alire unS CpUloia | 

• tdWija Clio coailocia :—Pi>puH ml, qtnd ftti Hbir:’—yHa 
df tyMa (ta lionttrdu 

* \ Panto (liod al Bavaona in ISil, In iIm paUc« ol hll patron, 
Gukio NOvcHo da Polenta, who irtUfird his torrtrw and respect b; 
tke sdmptpousncM ^ hit ubuqtiles. and by Kitrin^mders to erect 

* a noiinriimt, nhicb flbdld not ltr#tocofnpteta. iltacoorUrrmaB 
' atoAted, LOO late, that ibey knew (be vitae of wliat iliey liad Uiot. 

At*UK' begiiMilDg u( the sext eentury, they entreated tbat lita 
iDoritl cenuiOs ortheir lUiuirlous citizfb migbf bo restored to 
thru, tivl deposited among the tombs of their Jattiers. Bat the 
p^itr of Rarepna were unwllliiu; 10 pari with the sad and bo- 
memoriat of tlwirown lioapIUilUy. 5o belter success 
atiendKl Itte subsnpicnt nr^oaations o( the PlorcnUnes fur the 
saiMtlk'urpoae, fbongh rtneWed under the alupk:e> of Leu X., airf 
cood^rd tbroagh the pjwerful itiedlaihin of Michael Angelo. 

JS*a<Tdbl any poem rise so soddenly iotuDutior, after the death 
udlto*utiK)r. as itieDivlDa Comoicilfb. About ibeyoar ISSO, Olo- 
vanni Vbioonlt, Arehbnbop of Milan, selected ilt f4 Ih^ most 
rieamed men In Italy, ->lwu tlivlnra, tT«u philosophers, and two 
FiurenUof«,->ahd (tare them in cltar^e, to coalritoile tbeir JoioC 
radeavi)or> tow ards the roiiipUaUon of an ample rutntbeni, a copy 
oCwbicii Is preserved In the lAorcnlian library. At FioreBcc, a 
pntUcteclure was loumled fur the pnipoac of cxplainiuga pueu, 
which was al U>e aoRie lime Ihc boast and Ihe diijpaco of die city. 
The decree fur Ihb inatnution was ftaised in 4SyS; and in lliat 
year Buccaedo wasapptdntfd. with a utaryofa hundred florins, 
to deliver Icclures In one of Ihe churches on the Tirst of Ibelr 
po^ Ttic example of Florcnccwasspeoiilly follow et^iy Bulp;;na^ 
Pfa, PlaciTixa, rad vrnlee. It isonly within afew years lhat Ihe 
. reerMaof thh great and original poet were atleoiled to. and ritadi: 
koowii in Uib rouniry. And this senus lo be owlitg to a Iramli- 
Uon of the very pathetic stoiy of Count L'goHno ; to the jiidictous 
and apirlled summary given of tliif poem In Ihe Sl»i aechoQ of fW 


iilWory ofBnghUt Pnelry; and to Ur. nayley's traQalationa of the 
three canfosof the Inferno. *’ mute Mieved." aaya tigu Fusailo, 
“U)it. by hla suffering on etrth. be atoned fur Uio errors of 
bumamiy~. 

^Ma la toMAdlitaa ba it graabraecU. 

CheprsndecU cbtsl rlvglBe a kL' # 

*a« ttlSsanna 

ttais sntoQM. initaU*, tSal It rsevirw 

All (rfaglaro 10 It.'— . 

And be seems to address iiaaven in the aitittidc of a wdcghipper, 
rather than a mpplljol. Mng cooTlnc*^! Hliat Man b then truly 
hapj»y when he freelyrxcrclKs all hb energies,' Iw walked Uiroo^i 
the srorld with an aisured stq>. .* kee{Hn| his vigiU 

• So ihal. nor nlfht nor •loUibifr m ith i loM Msnllh 
CoAvey'dlriMit lilRi a •tiiflsUrp laaU > 

Ttw Rologi on of Uotc.* 

iJe collected ihe oplntous. Ibefollies, Ihc rlcisMIndcs, the miseries, 
rad ibe paeons Uut afltale mankind ; and left behind him a mi^ 
oumeni. which, whife U ImndWftt os by Uic reprrsentalhm of our 
I s»wn wrutclieduem, shouW make us flfory that we partake of the 
s.Tiie nature with such a man, and encourage us to make the best 
, iisc.or oufOeelinTMi'IChcc."— E.) 

• r**I have bceuih with a slow fever, which at Iasi look lo llj- 
bift.^andiiaranieasriulck as nred be. BiiL at lenfllb, after a week 
of hair dpHrhim, ImnilnK skin, Uursl, hut headacb, horrible pul- 
«^uu,andno slrcp, by the bleioing of barley water, and refusing 
foltc my phyUcun, I pccovercd. It Is an rpldemtc of the place. 
Here are some ,ver»i«ies, which I made one sleepless night."— R. 
Xrffrra. Ymicr. March, 1817.) , 

*[Thr Hlsdonarj" WA!i written hy ifr.llowtei; '•llderlm*' 
hylfrMlally Knight; and -Maffarel ofAnj^”hy MhalloJfora.] 
4 (Sec Muorti Nottoe*. Tol. ni. p. MT.] 

» ( I'or somcpvti<*bsri rel4ing lo Ur. rohdori. and liis tra- 
gedy, see «eorr>foItocs. Vol. til. “ I never,** i>a»s I-ord Byron, 
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Purges the eyes and moves the bowels. 

And drenches handkerchiefs like towels 
With tears, that, in a flux of grief. 

Afford hysterical relief 

To shatter’d nerves and quicken'd pulses, 

WJiich your catastrophe convulses. 

I like your moral and machinery ; 

Your plot, too, has such scope for'seenery; 

Your dialogue is aj>t and smart ; , 

The play's concoction full of art ; 

Your hero raves, your heroine cries, 

All slab, and every body dies. ^ 

In short, your tragedy would be • v 

The very tiling to hear and see : 

And for a piece of publication. 

If 1 decline on this occasion, ^ 

It is not that I am not sen.sible 

To merits in themselves ostensible, ^ 

But— and I grieve to s|»cak it — phiys ~y§ 

Are drugs — mere drugs, sir— tiow-a-days/ j 

I had a heavy loss by Manuel,’^ *. 

Too lucky if it prove not annual,— 

And Sothebyf with his “Orestes,” 

(Which, by the by, the author's best is,) 

Has Iain so very long on hand 
Tliat I despair of all demand. 

1 ’ve advertised; but see my books, 

Or ouiy watch my sliopman’s looks 
Still fvan, Ina, and such lumber, » 

Rfy b^ck'Sbop glut, mv shelves e^umber^. 

Tliere 's Byron too, wlio once did belter, 
lias sent me, folded in a letter, ^ ^ 

A sort of—it *'b no more a drama 
Than Darnley, ban, or Keliairia ; 

So alter’d since last year Jus pen is, ' 

I think he 's lost bis witsal V enice. 

In short, sir, v^hat with one and t’ other, 

1 dare not venture on ancther. ** 

1 write in histe; excuse each blunder; 

The coaches through the street so thunder! 

My room 's so ftill— we ’ve CilTord here 
Beading MS., with llookham Frere, 

Pronouncing on the nouns and particles 
Of some of our fortlicoming Articles. 

The (Quarterly — Ah, sir, if you 
Had but the genius to review! — 

A .smart critique upon St. Helena, 

Or if you only would but tell in'a 
Short compass wluit — Init, to resume : 

As I was saying;, sir, the room — 

The room 's so full of whs and bards; 

Crabbes, Campbell.*;, Crokers, Frercs, and Wards, j 
And others, neither bards nor wits 1 


40.‘i 

I My humble tenement admits 
j All persons in the dress of gent.. 

From Mr. Hammond to Dog Dent. 

I A party dines with me to-day; 

All clever men, who make their way; 

Crabbe, Malcolm, Hamilton, andChantrey, 

! Are all partakers of my pantry. 

They ’re at tliis moment in discussion 
On poor de Slael's late dissolution. 

Her book, they say, was in advance — 

Pray Heaven, she tell the truth of Fran(» ? 

Thus run our tune and tongues away. — 

: But, to return, sir, to your play t 
I Sorry, sir, but I can not deal, 

1 Unless T were acted by O’Neill, 
j My hands so full, my head so busy, 

1 'm almost dead, and always dl/.zy ; 

And so, w itii endles.s truth and hurry, 
i Dear Doctor, I am yours, • , 

I John MtHnav. 


EI'ISTLE TO MR. MIRIIAY.' 

My dear Mr. Murray, 

You ’re in a damn'd hurry 
To set up this ullimute Canto ; • . 

But (if they don’t rob us) 

You 'll see Mr. Hobhouse 
Will bring it safe in his portmanteau. 

For the Journal yod hint of, 

As ready to print off, 

No donlit you do right to commend it ; 

But as yet 1 have writ off 
The devil a bit of 

Our “ Beppo:”— when copied, I ’ll send it. 

Then you 've^**'s Tour,— 

No great things, to be sure,— 

You could hardly begin with a less work; 

For the poinpoos rascaJlion, ‘ « 

Who don't .*;peak Italian 
Nor Frencli, must have scribbled by guess-work. 

\ ou ean make any loss up 
AVilh “ Spence ” and bis gossip, 

A work which must surely succeed ; 

Tlien Queen Mary’s Epistle-craft, 

ith the new “ Fytte ” of “ Wliistlecraft,” 

Must make people purchase and read. 

Then you ’vc General Gordon, 

WIjo girded his sword on 
To serve with a Muscovite master, 

And help him to polish 


mneb more with auy human praluclion Uian 

will) Uie cicrual nuiMcnte, and tracanenvs, and em|>lliit‘M. and 
Ul'iiumour, and ratiitj' of ilii* ynuas |>er^n but he \u» ^xne 
h'ni, and ■ man of tiuiiour, and has dujKwiUons of amrodmutil. 
ThcreroiT use your interest for him. (or be Is Improved and im- 


provable. Yon want a 'civil and delicate ikclansion' for the 
uicvUcal irattody? Take it.*'— /.aid a. (o .Vr. Jf. August 21, IS17.] 

• [See Moore's Notices. Vol. IV. p. 7«.] 

* (Tbo fourth Cantu of "Clilklc Harold."— £.] 
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A natiou so owlish, 

Tliey thought shaving their beards a disaster. 

For the man, “ poor and shrewd,** 

With whom you ’d conclude 
A compact without more delay, 

Perhaps some such pen is 
Still extant in Venice; 

But please, sir, to mention your pay. 

Vetilce, J«uMn MIS. 

TO HR. MLUilAY. • | 

Strahan, Tonaon, Lintot of the times,^ ! 

Patron and publisher of rhymes, 

For Uiee the bard up Pindus climbs, ^ j 

My Murray. . “ ! 

To thee, witli hope and terror dumb, | 

The unfledged MS. autliors come ; 

Thou printest all — and .scllcst some — j 

• ‘ My Murray. [ 

Upon thy table's baize so green ! 

The last new' Quarterly is seen, — ; 

But where is Uiy new Magazine, 

My Murray? 

Along thy sprucest bookshelves .shine 
The works thou deemest most divine — 

The “ Art of Cookery,” and mine, 

My Murray. 

Tours, Travels, Kssays, too, I wist. 

And Sermons to tliy mill bring grist ; 

And Utcii thou hast lUe “ Navy List,® 

My Murray. 

And Heaven forbid 1 should conclude , 

Without “ the Board of Longitude,” j 

Although this narrow paper would, I 

My Murray! , ; 

" Vfal«. Miircb ai, I8tt. 


TO THOMAS UOOllE. * 

What are you doing now, 

O Tlioinas Moore 
What are you doing now, 

O Thomas Moore ? ' 

Sighing or suing now. 
Rhyming or w ootng now , 
Billing or cooing now. 
Which, Thomas Moore ? 
But the Carnival 's coming, 
O Thomas Moore ! 

The Carnival *s coming, 

O Thomas Moore! 
Masking and humming, 
Filing and drumming, 
Guitaring and strumming, 

O Thomas Moore I 


» [See Moore'i NoUca, Vol. IV. p. 96 ] 

• (.See Moore'i Noiices, Vol. HI p. SI9.J 
s (“So the prince has lieeii repealins Lord Fitigerild's for- 
tclbirc? Eccu im’ foodlo? There, rou dogs! there's a sonnet 


KPlTAPll POR WILLIAM PITT. 

With death doom'd to grapple 
Beneath this cold slab, he 
Who lied in the Chapel 
Now lies in the Abbey. 


SOCKET TO GEORGB THE FOURTH. 

Tss or MSv BBWkiB rmucBALB* rosrurcBB. 

To be the.father of the fatherless, 

To stretch the hand from the throne's height, and 
^ raise 

• //is offspring, who expired in other days 
To make thy sire’s sway by a kingdom less, — 

Thh is to be a monarch, and repress 
Kiivy into unutterable praise. 

Dismiss thy guard, and trust thee to sucii traits, 
For wlio would lift a hand, except to bless? 

M ere it not easy, sir, and is 't not sweet 
To make thyself beloved ? and to be 
Omnipotent by mercy’s means? for thus 
Thy sovereignty would grow- hut more comjilele, 

A despot thou, and yet thy people free, 

And by the heart, not hand, enslaving us. 

Bvlugit*, Auguu l;:, (III. < 


ElMGRAU. 

A rar or ictmeBti. , 

If, fbr silver or for gold, 

- You could melt ten thousand pimples * 
Into half a dozen dimples, 

Then your face we uiiglU behold. 

Looking, doubtless, iiiucli more snugly ; 
Yet Cveu then ’t would be d ugly. 


* 0« MV WEDOl.NG-DAt. 

Here 's a happy new year ! but with reason 
I l>eg you 'll permit me to say — « 

Wish me many returns of the sru.vuii, * 
But os fete as you please of fbe day. 

' EPIGRAM. 

V 

In digging up your Imnes, Tom Fuine. 

Will. Cubbett has done well : 

You visit him on cartb again, , 

He'll visit you in hell. 


STANZAS. ^ 

When a man hath no freedom to light for at home, 
I>et him combat for that of his neighbours ; 

Let him think of the glories of Greece and of Rome, 
And get knock’d on the head for his labours. 


lor ytKi t you \ron't have web as that Id a harry Croni PlIZRenld. 
You may publish it with my name, an' ye wool, lie deserves all 
praise, bad and good > it was a very noble piece of priRcipaJity. ' 
■^Lord 0. to Mr. Murray.] 
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To do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan, 

And is always as nobly requited ; 

Then battle for freedom wherever you can, 

And, if not slMt or bang'd, you ’ll get knitted. 


EPIGBAM. 

Hie w'orld is a bundle of hay, 

Mankind are the asses who pull ; 

Each tugs it a different way, ^ 

And tite greatest of all is John Bull. 


THE IRISH AVATAR. 

1 . 

Ere the daughter of Brunsw ick is cold in her grave, 
And lier .ashes still float to U>eir home o'er the tide, 

Lo ! George the triumphant S|)CPds over the wave, 

To the long'Clierish'd isle whidi he loved like his — 
bride. 

II. 

True, Uie great of her bright and brief era are gone, 
The rainbow-like epoch where Freedom could pause 

For the few little years, out of centuries won, 

Which betray’d not, or crush’d not, or wept not_ 
her cause. ^ 

III. 

True, the chains of the Catholic clank o’er his rags, 

Tlie castle still stands, and the senate ’s no more, >: 

And the famine which dwelt on her frecdomless criigs 
Is extending its steps to her desolate shore: 

. ‘ 

To lier desolate shore — where tbe emigrant stands 
For a moment to gaze ere be flies from tils heardi; 

Tears fall on his chain, though it drops from his iiands, 
For the dungeon he quits Is tlie place of his birth. 

V. 

But he comes! tlie Messitb of royalty comes I 
Like a goodly Leviathan roll’d from the .waves! 

Then receive him as best such au advent becomes, 
With a legion o| cooks, and an army ofslpves! 

VI. * - - ^ ' 

He comes in the promise and bloom of’thnescore. 

To perform in the |>ageant the sovereign’s part — 

But long live the shamrock which shadows liini o’er ! 
Could the green in his bat be trail sferr’d to his heart / 

* 'VII. * 4* * 

Could that long-wither’d spot but be verdant again, 
And a new spring of noble affections tfrise — 

Then might freedom forgive thqe lliis dance in thy 
chain, fc [skies. 

And this shout of thy slavery which saddens (he 

vni. • • 

Is it madness or meanness w liicli clings to thee now ? 
Were he God— ^as he is but the commonest day, 

With scarce fewer wrinkles than sins on his brow — 
Such servile devotion might shame him away. 


Ay, roar in his train ! let thine orators lash 
Their fanciful spirits to pamper his pride — 

Plot thus did thy Grattan indignantly flash 
His soul o’er the freedom implored and denied. 

X. 

Ever glorious Grattan ! the best of the good ! 

So simple in heart, so sublime in the resU 
With all which Demosthenes wanted endued. 

And his rival or victor in all he possess’d. 

XI. 

Ere Tully arose in the zenith of Borne, 

Though unequall'd, preceded, the task was begun— 
But Grattan sprung up like a god from tlw tomb 
Of ages, the first, last, the saviour, the one ! 

XII. 

With the skill of an Orpheus to soften the brute; 

'With the Are of Prometheus to kindle mankind ; 
Even Tyranny listening sate melted or mute, 

And Corruption shrunk scorch'd from the glance of 
bis mind. 

XTII. 

But back to our theme! Back to despots ond slaves ! 

Feasts furnish’d by Famine! rejoicings by Pain ! 
True freedom but vdeomes. while slaverv' still racfti. 
When a week’s saturnalia hath loosen’d her chain. 

* ' XIV, 

Let the poor squalid sjileodour thy wreck can afford 
.. (As the bankrupt's profusion lii.s ruin would hide) 
Gild over the palace, lo! Erin, thy lord! 

Kiss his foot with thy blessing, his blessings denied ! 

■ ' «’ XV. 

Or if freedom past hojie be e.xtorted at last, ^ 
If the idol of brass find his feet are of clay, 

Must w hat terror or policy wring forth be class’d 
Witli w’hat monarchs ne’er give, but as wolves yield 
« their prey? 

XVI. • 

Each brnie liath its nature, a king's is to rdgu,— 

To reign ! in that w'ord see, ye ages, comprised 
The cause of the curses all annals contain, 

From Caesar the dreaded to George the despised! 

XVII. ^ - • 

Wear, Fingsl, thy trapping! O'Connell, proclaim 
Bis ac^mplisliBients! i/is/!/aiid thy country con- 
viace 

Half an age’s coutempt was an error of fame, 

And that '‘.Hal is the rascaliest, sweetest younf. 
prince 1” k • . ' ♦ *• 

• XTIII. 

Will thy yard of bhie riband, poor Fingal, recall 
Tbe fetters from millions of Catholic limbs? 

Or, has it not b«)uii(l thee the fastest of all 
Tbe slaves, who now hall their betrayerw ith hymns? 

XIX. 

Ay! Build him a dwelling!” let each give his mite ! 
Till, like Bal>el, the new royal dome hath arisen ! 
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Let thy beggors aod helots their pittance unite — 

And a palace bestow for a poor-house and prison I i 

XX. 

Spread — spread, for Vitellius, the royal repast, 

Til) the gluttonous despot be sluffd to the gorge ! 

And the roar of his drunkards proclaim him at last 
The Fourth of the fools and oppressors call'd 
“ George ! ” 

XXI. 

Let the tables be loaded with feasts til) they groan ! 
Till they (/roan like thy people, througl) ages of woe! i 

Let the wine flow' around the old nacchanai's throne, 
Like their blood which has flow'd, and wliich yet 
has to flow. 

XXII. 

But let not his name be thine idol alone — 

On his right hand behold a Sejanus appears ! 

Thine own Castlereagli 1 let him still be thine own! 

A wretch, never named but with curses and jeer^ 

XXIII. 

Till now, when the isle w'hich should blush for his birth, 
Deep, deep as the gore which he shed on her soil, 

Seems proud of the reptile whiclicraw I’d from her earth 
And for murder repays himwiih shouts andasmile! 

XXIV. 

Without one single ray of her genius, w itiiout 
The fancy, the manhood, the lire of her race — 

The piiscrcant who well might plunge F.rin in doubt 
If she ever gave birth to a Jieing so base. * * % 
• XXT. - * 9 

If she did— let her lung-boasted proverb be husb’d, 
Whidi proclaims that from Erin no reptile can 
* spring — ' 

See the cold-blooded serpent, with venom full flush’d, 
StUJ warming folds in tlie breast of a king ! 

ixvi. , 


XXVII. 

My voice, though buthumble, w as raised for thy right. 
My vote, as a freeman’s, still voted thee free, 

This hand, though hut feeble, would arm in thy light, 
And this heart, though outworn, had a throb still 
for thee! 

xxviu. 

Yes, 1 loved tiioc and thine, though thou art not my 
land ; [sons, 

I have known noble licarts and great souls iu thy 
And 1 we|)t w ith the world o'er the patriot band 
W’ho are gone, but 1 weep them no longer as once. 

* XXIX. 

For happy are they now' reposing afar,— 

Thy Grattan, thy Curran, thv Sheridan, all 
Wlio, for years, were the chiefs iu tlie eloquent war, 
And redeem’d, if they have not retarded, thy fall. 

XXX. 

Yes, happy are they in their cold English graves ! 

Their sliades cannot start to thy shouts of to-day — 
IVor the steps of enslavers and chain-kissing slaves 
Be stamp'd iu the turf o’er their fetterless clay. 
XXXI. 

Till now I had envied thy sons and their sliore, [fled; 
* Though their virtues were hunted, their liberties 
There was something ^o warm and sublime in the core 
Of an Irlslunan’s heart, tliat 1 envy — thy dead. 

Or, if aught in iny bosom can quench for an liour 
l^ly contempt for a nation so servile, though sure, 
Wliieh tliough trod likethe worm will not turn upon 
« power, i t 

’T is tlie glory of Oattan, and genius of Moore ! 


r « 

ON TOE BinTH OF JOilM WII.UaM RIZZO HOPPNER. 


Shout, drink, feast, and flatter! O Erin! how’ low 
Wert thou sunk by misfortune and tyranny, ’till 
Thy welcome of tyrants hath plungeil thee bdow 
ilie depth of thy deep in a deeper gulf stilU ' 



* [oa ihe birtti of itiU child, Ihe soit of the Pritith vicc-cooiol 
at Ti'nicc. 1/urd Byrun wrote the»e liiiitf . Tlwy are ia uo ether 
rc»peet renurkahir, than tliat Ihcf were thought worthy of being 
metricaHy lran^laled into no le«s Uian Mn differcut lengoaseit; 
Mmely. Greek, Latin, lUlkin (alto in Ihe Venetian diajeej^ 
Gertuau, FAnCh. Spani>h, Jilyriin. ItcbrtW. ArmeniSB, antlSa-^ 
inariUn. Itie urlgitul tines, with the Jiffercut vcnbns above 
titaiuoned, were prink-d, in a tiuall neat vpluiuo. in tli« senU- 
Mry of Padui ; from which we take the follon htg i— 


^ His fiilher’s sense, his mother's grace, ^ 
III him, 1 hope, will alw ays lit so ; 
^'itlVr-still to keep him in good case,— 
^The fieallh anj^appetUf Kj^zu. * 

Pence spplA I M ^toarnnwreo tvio 
' d llervrmur 01 nltM> il cieick. 

Tm- VKXaTU.V dialect. 

DeprstMe elU m«drlo . 

' SU Ifi bri IhilyJO. 

. ■ I UkiiK* «iel NpA 

^ . In tl rruM CO r i>tk : 

'■ i ' ^ E (>cwwlw. V ronU'DlIn ' ** 

« Kluo iltoiuurhln. 

i GEllJIAX. 


CREPE. ”» 

rjxvx rsti (la'cc 

.»_fTiTd»cv vtXiv ?e, fc ,Sjiy6w«. 

OfBX fi exvrc y itxvvd 

xsl favei. 

Ull\. * , 

HageaiilmcM ralrU <cr>ae< mb prciore wdhu, 
Udlvruuk riMeu fiUip'si ore decur : 

.Vo quW fr:|il (|uo rol’orc lUuul 
I'eellto poltet, pulloil Ule pocr. • 

ITALUK. * 

Del raitre M senno, e II l»e) m.iicrno aspelle 
Splenlaao ognvro la,Tc, faarlol dilclW: 


be< ^tnbrS }(uge ^ro(;frt 
Heines 2.tatct6 beber 3inn , 

Unb bet 9)luttcr ©djontieit molet 
©tdi'in ^unb, imb Rinn. 

Aleiiur n>ittf bu fepn , 

^ JHannft bu i«t«ftO’« froben 
Seined fruiTgen tg^atedr 
Seiner Static bic^ crfrcu'it. 

* ri.c.v:ii. 

Euii en loot IbrtulM’. lefniiUtii lojvcoCeao, 
font dans tea funliut U lalcnr dr RtaD. 

Porte .III barriUli I’cmrll qot i«ll liiilter ton (xVw 
El (Nmr ralDCfU?... au tioudalriolr bvou comm* la tobre. 
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FRANCESC.V OF RIMINI.* 

FROM TUB INFERNO OF DANTE. 


CAWTO V. ! Seized him for tbe fair person which was' ta’cn« 

“ The land where I was born • sits by the seas, From me, and me even yet the mode offends. 

Upon that shore to which the Po descends, Love, who to none beloved to love again 

■>Vith all his followers, in search of peace. I Remits, seized me with wish to please, so strong. 

Love, which the gentle heart soon appreliends, I That, as thou see'st, yet, yet it doth rciuaia. 

FRANCESCA DA RIMINI.* 

* DANTE, L’INFEANO. 

emo v. PrcM cMtui delU bella penona 

SMe la terra dove nala fill Che mi fu (olla ; e 11 modu ancor m* ofTende. 

8u la marina, tlove it Po dUceode, Amor, chc a nuilo aroato amar penJuna, 

Per aver pace coi aesuiKi *ui. Mi prese dci cosiui placer li &>rle. 

Amor, che a] cor geotil ratio s' appreode, Che. come vedi . aucor non ro' abbandnoa ; 


srsaisif. 

SI S la gracia materna e) goMo ayuotaa 
T rardura del Fadrc, o Itrllq hiraiale, 

SerSit frill, y )o w>rA» baflania; 

Ma». »i fcUrUlad (tuItTS* romplrta, 
te, ronto Itao, al^rr, tt uo atleta. 

ILLTBU8. 

Ako II ejigno— Olcinr kripofti 
Budf«r ladruMlilxniaxIaa gtilidavoM, 
Prifladkldlilrblii».arkli|aa’i ur'oell. 

Ako pak Dim— 1> budese alidltl 

Blisa prlrcaela^. gorcfttu I riuladcal, 

Srlchjola od teba-occtiicace vldliL 

HEBREW. 

T?*; 

r]S iin s'? mj; 

• Minx D'i'?tf >m oj 

• (TbU tratuialioQ. of what Is generally oomidered Ihe most 
eiipiisttcly patheiic episode in the Dirina ComnieiJla, wes executed 
in March, ISiO, at ftavenoa. where, just five centuries before, and 
In the very hmue In which the unfortunate lady was bom, Dante’s 
poem hail been cumposal. I 

lu mitigalioo of the crime of Francesca, Boccaccio relates, that ^ 
“Cukloeugagrd to give his daughter in marriage to Lanciotto, ibe 
eldest son of his enemy, the master of Rimini. Lanciotto, who 
was hideously deformed in countenance and figure, f'^rosaw that, 
if he presented himself In person, he should be rejected by the 
hdy. He therefore resolve<i to marry her by proxy, and sent as 
bis representaUve his younger brother, Paolo, the handsomest and 
most .iccompii^lied man in all Italy, Francesca saw Paolo arrive, ' 
and imaginctl she beheld her future Inuband. That mistake was : 
Ibecoiiiiuenceincnlof hcr|ia«ion. ThcfriendsufCuidoaddressed ! 
him in slrungremonstraoccs, and monmful predictions of Ihe dan- 
gers to which be expotied a daughter, whose high sjilril would 
Bcvcr bniok to be sacriflerd with Impunity. But Gnido was no 
loDgtr ill a condition to make war ; and the necessities of Uic |k»U- i 
ticUn overcame the feclingi of the father." 

In tramiDilllDg his version to Mr. Murray, Lord Byron says— ■ 
** Enclosed yon will fiiMl, line for line. In third rhyme (terxa rima), I 
of which your British blackguard reader as yet uuderstaods no- | 
thing. Fanny of Himiai. Vou know iliat slic wa# bom here, and i 
married, and slain, from Cary. Boyd, and such people. I have 
done it into ernmp English, line for line, and rtiyiuc for riiyiur, , 
to try the possibility, if a is published, pubibli it irilA tke ori- I 
ginal,** ' I 

In one of UiQ (xiet's U8. Diaries we Rod the following passage , j 
—“January 29, mt, past midnigbt— one of the clock, l hare | 


been reading Frederidi Schlegel * till now, and 1 can make out 
noiliiog. He etidently shows i great power of words, but there is 
nothing to be taken hold of. He is like HazIlU in Engibh, who 
talks pimples; a red and wtiile curnipllon rising up (in lilUe imi- 
talioo of luosintalos upon raa|M), but containing nothing, and dii- 
charging noUuiig. except their own humours. 1 like him Qte 
worse ( th.it is. Sclilegd }. because he always si'em.s upon Ihe verge 
of meaning; and, lo! he goes down like sunset, or melts like a 
rainbow. leaving a radirr rich confusion. Uf Uante. he says, tbit 

* at no time has the greatest and most national of all lulian poets 
ever been much the favonrite of his countrymen!' ’T is false. 
Tlierehave been more ediiors and commentators (and iniitatoiw 
uiUmalelyiofDaotc than of all their poeis put together, ivof a fa- 
vourite] Why. they talk Daolc— write Dante— and think and 
dream Dante, at Ibis moment ;U3I), to an exceft which woald bo 
ridiculous, but that he deserves iL lie says also that Dante's 
•chief defect is a want, in a word, of gentle feelings.' Of gentle 
feelings!— and Francesca of Rimitd— and the faUier's fecliags in 
Ugolino— and Beatrice— and 'La Pia!* Why. there is a geutlcncsi 
in Dante beyond all geulleoew. when lie is tender. It is true lliat. 
trcaling of the Chrivlfan Hades, or Hell, there is not much scope or 
site for gentJcnmi but who but Daiitc could have introduced any 
'geolleoess' at all into Hell? Is tlieru any in Milton's? No— and' 
Dante's Heaven is all love, and gbry, and majesty." , 

This iraiteiaUoQ was first pubiUlied ut I8S0.— K.j 
* Ravenna. • 

3 (Among Lord Byron’s unpublished letters we find Uie follow- 
ing i—“ Varied rcaUitigs of the iranslaliou from Daole. 

StflKd bim for tbe fair penuo, whlcb lo Its 
Gloom was U'en from m«. ysi ibe mode offenda. 

Or, 

Seisod bim for lb« fair form, of wbkb In Ha 
nioom I was reft, and )»t llw mode uffrodt. ^ 

Lsni, nbkb to ouiio bdo^ed toieve mnlis, 

/ n lib mutual w t>b lo pleaao \ 

Srlicd me I wtib wlvb of pIcasiDf bim (foatrang, « 

Iwitb ilMdeliTivt>(MM* J 
Tbal, as Ibuu sec st, iioi {eitbal [wuslon quits, ele. 

You will find these readings vary from the US. I sent you. They 
are closer, hut ruughert take wUicIi U liked l«»l; or, if you like, 
print them as variaiiuns. They are all close to the text."— fi. Let’ 
Uf$.\ 

« (Francesca, daughter of Guido da Polenta, Lord of Baveoiu 
and of Cervia, was given by her lather in marriage to Lanciotto 
soQ of Molatesta, Lord of Rimini, a man of extraordinary courage, 
but deformed in his person. His broUicr Paolo, ^wbo unhappily 
|)ossencd ihoae graces which Ihe husbaud o(, Francesca wanted, 
engaged her affcctlon'i; and being taken in adultery, tlicy were 
both pul to death by the enraged Laneioito. The intertot of tiib 
piheticaarraUvelsmuchUicrea&ed, wheu it is recollected that tbe 

* ( '*f.erlorti eo ibe lllctory of Lltcrahife, Aftcinil sod Modwo."] 

. r>j 
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I>ove to one deotli condttcted us along, 

But Caina ' waits for him our life wlro ended.'’ 
These w'ere the accents utter’d by her tongue.— 
Sim^e 1 first listen'd to these souls offended, 

• I bow’d my visage, and so kc|jt it till — 

What think'st thou?” said the bard; when I 
imlM'nded, 

And recommenced : ** Alas! unto such ill 
Mow nwiiy sweet thoughts, what strong ecstasies 
these their evil fortune to fulfil ! ” 

And then 1 turn'd unto their side my eyes, 

And said, “Francesca, thy sad destinies 

Amor condiifM' noi ad una morte i 
Caina altemic chi in Tila ci * 

ijiiette |>aroIc da lor cl fur (>ortc. 

Pa rh' io intc&l queil* animc offence 
Cbluai it viso, c Unto U tcniii has«o 
Fin cliu il PiKla mi disact '<Che (>en«e?'* 

Otnndo ri»|Mwi in«:tm)inci.ii i *‘Ahi louo: 

QuanUdtild peu*i<‘r. qnanlo dnio 
Menu coalon at doluroio patto ! ** 

Pol ral rivoUl a loro, e partai k>. 

E cominciai : Franceaca, i tiioi nurtiri 


I Have made me sorrow till tlie tears arise. 

, But tell me, in the season of sweet sighs, 

By what and liow thy love to passion rose, 
So as his dim desires to recognise? ” 

Then she to me: “The greatest of all woes 
Is to remind us of ourhappy days* 

In misery, and that thy teacher knows.' 
But if to learn our passion's first root preys 
I'pon thy spirit with such sympathy, 

1 will do even as he who weeps and says.** 
We read one day for pastime, sealed uigh. 

Of Lancilot, how love encliain'd him loo. 

A latTrimar ml taooo triMo e pio. 

Ma dimmi : at trmpu d«' d«lci suspiri 
A Che, e enme cancedettc Amurc 
Che conoscittc 1 diibbioij dciiri^? 

Kd eila a lue i newun tnaggiur dolore 
ebr ricordar*! del tempo (elice 
.Ndia nii«eria e rti> »a il too dottnre. 

Ma ic a cuoMcer la prima radice 
Del n>>»U'o amor lu bai colanto afTelto 
Fahi 7 coiiM! colui che ptan/;e e dice. 

Not le^fceramo un f;iomo per dilelto 
Di Lancillotlo,* come Amor Io slrinsc i 


father uf ihUiinbirtunaieladj’ wa* (be beloved friend and generons 
protector of Dante during hi» latter da}% See ante, page A04, 
and alio Canto xivSi. of tlicinrcrnu, where Dante, speaking of Ha- 
venna, says— 

L* aqalla <Ia FulroU lA *1 ror», 

, SI che CmU f iropre ro' cuoi rannt. 

ThMC r6lfni<t*i eifile N-ood«. 

aod In bit t>ro*d tircuuilereoccof ptome 
O rrcbadoiift Co’fU. Ctat. 


Guido was the son of o<uado da Polenta, and inadeblmaeirma«ler 
of Raveiuia in IUSS. In I32S. he was deprived of hU aoverdgnty. 
awd died at Uol'.gna In the year following. He it enumerated, by 
Tiraboflchi. among (he poets of bit Ume.— E.) 

■ [Prom Cain, the first fratricide. By CaiuA we are to aoderstand 
Ihat part of the Inferno to which munlerers are condetuued.] 


to 


i reran Io mlad 
rnelnd ui of 


our btf^ do)!).*'] 


' IMS.—’* Jn ml.ery aixt 1 j ihy loirber hnui*a.'*J 

* • “I will I I M he weep* and aayi.'^ 


♦ [The whrdehlrtory of woman** love U at highly and oompleiely 
wrou3bi, wetldok. in ihesefew line*, as thjiuf Joliet in the whole 
tragedy of Shaktpcarc. F ranevsea impute* the patsion her Iw’othcr- 
in law l onceived for her. not to dt prariiy, (nil noMrne.s* uf boari in 
him. and to her own lovdineM. With a iningled feeling of kieu 
MitTuw and rompiaceol nafveti^. the uys she wat fair, and that an 
iguumtniout death robbed lUiu of her tieauty. She confesses (hat 
bhe luved, because the was boluved.— that charm had dclndrd 
her; and the declare*, with Iraiisport, that loy* bad nut abaudooed 
her evL-o Id bell— 

'* purer il forte, 

Che, «MOc redi, anror non u' abbaiidons.** 

It it Uius Ilut Dadle imites pernpiculty with conciseniss, and the 
nioM naked limpllcitywith tliRpror<>undcstob*4‘rv.i(kmof(hrheart. 
Her guilty pattdmi siirviTot Ittpunislimeiil by Heaven— but with- 
out a shadeof impiety. How striking is ihe contrast of her extremr 
liajipinew tn the midst of torments that can never rease; wheo, 
rrsumlnR^lier narrative, site looks at her lover, and repeals wiUi 
cnUmiiatm-^ 

, * dh«*ll. cbe mal da me Don fla dirtoo*'— 

She neverlhclesa giies on to relieve her brolhcr-ln-Uw from all 
impiitatlrinufhaviag vdueedher. Alone, and imcuDsciuusof (heir 
dauger, they read a IdveHtory together. They gued upou each 
other, pale with enioUuQ; bnt the eecret uf titeir mutual passkm 
never c*e.aped their lipet^ , 


'* r«r pill Sale gU orebt rl aoigitnse 
Covlla leuurt. eKculDrorclll vlto; 

Ha solo ua punlo fu quet che d vloae.** 

Tlie dc-scription of, two happy (overs in the story was the min of 
Francesca, it was the romance of Lancilot and lienevra, wife of 
Arthur, King of England i— 

“ (joaado Uttgemmo H dUlalo Mao 
tMcr harlalo da roiaoto aaiaoie. 

Qunli. ebr inai da lUr noa fla dlrlto 
U UKca ml b*d6 luiio tMmanle." 

After this avowal, she baMcii* to eonapkte the picture vrlth ooe 
touch which covers her wiili conhuion— 

** QuH ploruB plit DUQ tI Ic^groitno avaale.** 

She uUcrv not another word!— aitd yet we fancy her before os, 
with h4*r downcast and glowing luoka; wliJIst her lover stands by 
her side, listening in silence aitd in tears. Dante, too, who bad 
hilherlo <]ttes!ioucd her. no longer ventures to enquire in what 
iiiamier her lius! and hod put her to death; hut is so ovcrawi'd hy 
pity, Ilut be sinks into a swoon. Nor is tbls lu be considered as 
merely a pociicaleuggeratioD. Tbc poet had probably known her, 
when a girl, blooming in ioDoccncc and beauty under tbe patmiai 
roof. This, we ibiuk. is the true account of the overwhelming 
syuipalliy w ith wbidi her rorinovcrpowersliim. The episode, too, 
was wriiten hv him in the very liunsc in which she was born, axtd 
in which he had himself, during the last len yean of liis eiUir. 
tduad a constant asyluiii.'^Uacit lst.) 

*("ln omiii advcrsilate fottuna* infeiicissimum germs Inforlunii 
est futsse reiicem."— fiorhua. Dautc himielf tells us. that Boctlus 
and Cicoro de AmicitiA were the two first books that engaged bis 
allenliou — E.) 

7 (“ In some of the editions it U * diro/ in others ‘ faro,*— sn es- 
sential diffriTucc iKitwoen ‘saying 'and* duing,’ whicli I know not 
{ Ih>w to decide. Ask Foscolo. The d— d editiuns drive me mad." 
j —i.ordB. to-Vr. ,V.) 

< [One of Uie Ktiighls of Arthur's Round Table, and tbe lover of 
j Grnevra, celchraicd In romance. Sec SouUtcy's "King ArUmr." 
I \oLI. p.52. Whitaker, the historian of Maiidu-stcr, mokes out (ur 
I Uic kuighl bo;h a focal hahiUtkm and a name. *'1lic uaiue of 

f I p««i web day wbere nsnt«'« bone* are Uldt 
a link- cupola, uiure Deal Ituu »oI«dh. 
rro4cii* lit^ diin.-bst revemwe ben h paid 
To Ibr bird a luRkb, and aoi Iba warrior s rolumn t 
The llaw maMrooM wbew. both alike dersy'd. 

Tbe ehlelula'a Iroplty, aod Ibe poet'i Tolunif, 

Will klnh * brro lie tbc sung* and wars ot rorib, 
before Velidcs' dsilh, or ilwoKr'a birtb.'— 

^ Aon Jkm.C. I*. { 
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We were alone, quite unsuspiciouslv : 

But oft our eyes n>et, and our cheeks in hue 
All o'er discolour’d by that reading were: 
But one point only wholly us o’erthrew; * 
When we read the loiig-sigU’d-for smile of her, 
To be thus kiss’d by such devoted lover/ 
lie who from me can be divided ne’er 

SoH envatno, t sciua alcuD aoapeUu. 

Per plu iiate gU occhi ci wjspiiue 
Quella leltura, escolurocci II vim: 

Ma aolo on pimtn fii 4i»el clic cl viosc. 
f^iaodo leggemmo ii ilUiato rim 
Eswr bacUto da oolauto .iniaBte, 
thuvlh cbe mai da ue non fia divbo. 


I Kiss'd my mouth, trembling in the act all over. 
Accursed was the book and be who wrote I 
That day no further leaf we did uncover."— 
While thus one spirit told us of their lot, 

I- 'rhe oUier wept, so that with pity's thralls 
I I swoon’d is if by death I had l)een smote, 

' And fell down even as a dead body falls.’ 

I 

h* tMxea ml bacid luUo iremanie : 

Galeolto ru il libro, e clil lo scrlaae— 

Qu<7t SicMno piu non tI Icggcimnu avantc. 

Jlcnlrc clic r unu uplrtn (|ursti) dive, 

I L' aliro piangeva si ch< di {•ict'ide 

I lo veimi men cost cura' io uiorisac. 

E caddi ccMne corpo morto cade. * 


STANZAS TO THE PO.‘ 


River, that rollest by the ancient walls/ 

Where dwells the lady of my love, when she * 
Walks by thy brink, and there perchance recalls 
A faint and fleeting memory of me ; 


. What if tliy deep and ample stream should be 
A mirror of my heart, where she may read 
j The thousand thoughts I now' betray to thee, 
i Wild as thy wave, and headlong as thy speed ! 


I.aocelul,'* he Mya, U an appeilallon truly Pritidi, and significa- > 
live of royaltr ; Lance belog a CdUc temi for a >{M:ar, and l.et>d, ; 
Lod, or Lot. Unportiug a people. He was therefore (!) a Urilish ! 
kovcrcign ; aud liuce he is denominated Lancelot of the Lake, per- | 
haps (!) he raddMl at Coccium, in the region Linnis, and was ihe i 
iiwnorch uf Lancaiaiirc; as Ihe kings of Creunes, living at Selina, | 
on the forest of Morveo. are generally denominated sovereigus of | 
Morven; or. more property, was King ufCtiediirc. and resided at ' 
I'lml-'toD Lancelot, in Ihe inmdrrd uf WirralU'* See also bllb's 
t»|>edineQS of early Romances, voL i. p. 271.— E.] 


[ HS.— ** Bat ons petal only 


^ j oifrtlirew I ..j 


I o'ertbrew 

* [ MS. — *• To bo Ibflf klu'd by locb | | low." j t 

> (The Story of Francesca and Paolo Isa great favourite wiUiihe 
HaJiaos. II is uoUced by all ihc historians of Hareana. Petrarch! 
iniroduces it, in his Trtoali d'Amor, among bis examples of cala- ; 
iiiitous panlon; and Tassoni, in bis Secchia Rapita. represents ' 
Paolo Ualaiesta as leading the troops of Hjinini, and descrilies him, ! 
w Iten mounted on his cliarger. as coolemplaiing a golden sword- i 
chalo. presented (o him by FranccKa:— 

** Rimlot ilea con U bsndlera sesU. I 

Oulda BiillccSTslil, e OitUetaoll... 

UaiU doasts ai dUparilr Vraneexs I 

L* aarco catena' a ml to xpada appeodc. 

La fl miraodo al misero. e rlntreaea 
carl foco ocaor, cIk r aalma git aecende, 

Uuaiiion-rcs fuggir, tantos' iuTexa." 

** To him fraac t ac a ga«v iho goUan chain 

AI psrtlng-tiiDe, from wbicb bia tword vrsa baugi 
Tb» wrrtcbed lover gaxiid at il h tih pain. 

Adding naw pangi to tboaa bU heart had wrung; 

Tbe more be aousbi lo fly Iho JukIous bane. 

The ansrr he waa bound, tbe deeper a<ang.''-B.] 

* [Tlic episode of Francesca of Rimini is thu8lransl.ited by Cary: 
aud U is only jusUce to Lord Dyruo to give Ihe passage here. In 
order lo show how hr succeeded in ovcrcouHng rtl Uic dHTicultiCi 
of rhyme, with which Mr. Cary does not grapple s— 

*“Tbe land that gate me blrlli 
Is allualc on the coast, when l*o desrci>ds 
To rvft In ocean with hi> waineDt klrnim. 

** * Love, that In gentle heart la quickly learni, 

EntongM Mm try Ibai fair form, from raa 
Ta'aw In auch end tort, sagrlevea mertill : 

Love, that dvntot takes from none belotal. 

«4»ugbi mo wUb {dcatlog him to pan lug wdl. 


That, as tboa are' at. ha yet deserts me ooL ‘ * 

Lon brought Uf lo one death ; Calna Wdiu “ ^ 

The aoul wbospDl our life.' Such were Iheir wonls; 

At bearing whlrb downward i hem my tanks. 

And held Ibcm ibercM lung, Ibal llie Bard rrled : 

* Wbat srt tboB pondering 7 ' I In aotwer Ibui ; 

* Atoa I by what sweet Ibooghto, what kind desire. 

Nti«t Ibcy at length to Ibot III paro faav e resrb d f * ^ 

'■ Then turning, t to them my spearh oddreK d, 

And tboa began : 'Praoeeaea r your aad tote * 

Brea lo tears my grtef sad pity moves.'' * * 

Imi Idl tne : in the lime of yoor aweef alghs. 

Dy nbal, and bow Love granted, ibAl ye fciww 
tour yet uncerlalo withes?' Shereplled: 

' tvo greater grief than to reroember days 

Ufjoy, when rotsery to at band. Tbatken* * • 

Tby Icom'd Initrucior. tel to eagn'iy 
If Ihou art beat lo know Ihe prlntal root 

From wbenn our love gal tHing. I will do * 

As one, wbo weepa and Iclla hU lato. Unedoy, * 

For ourdeligbl, we reed of Lancelol, 

Row blB love Ibrall’d. Alone we vvere, and no • 

Xusplrton oaar us. un-Uinesby tbalreadlQg 
Our eyas ware drawn logellwr. and the bw* 

Fled from our allcr'd cheek. Bai at one point , • 

Alontwefcll. When of that smile we read, * * * 

Tbe wivhed smUe, so raplureusty kiss'd * 

By nneao deep lo love, iben be. who ne'er ’ « 

From me sball separate, at oiire uy lips , 

All irembtlng kiss'd. Ibe book and writer both 
Were love's purveyors. In Us leaves tbat day 
We read no more.' WbUetbua ouciqyirll spake, 

Tbe other wall'd so surely, Itaat heart-sirork, 

I, through eoapasstou falnilng. saeoi'd not for 
From dmib. and like a corse tdl lo ibe ground." 

> [ AboQl the middle of April, 1819, Lord Byrou travdied fmm 
Venice lo Ravenna, at which last dty lie cxpccled to find the 
Counicn Guiccioll. The following sUnxas, which iiavc been as 
much Admired as any of the kind he ever wrote, were ccmiiMwvd, 
according to Madame Guiccioli's BUIcmcnU during UibjoQrncy, 
andwhileLord ByronwasactuAilysAillngonlhcPo. In trAnarmt- 
ting them lo England, iu May, I(l20,hc»ays,— “They rousi nut t>c 
publulied ; pray recoiled UiU, as Oicy are mere verses of society, 
and wriUen upon private (eetiogs aud pasaioui.” They were first 
printed intSit — E.] 

A (Havenna-'a city to which Lord Byron aflcrwards decUrctl 
liUnself more attach^ thanlu any other place, except Greece. He 
I'CsHled in it ralber more than two yean. *' and quitted it,*’ tays 
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in. 

Wliat do I say— a mirror of my heart ? 

Arc not thy waters sweeping, dark, and strong ? 
Such as my feelings were and are, thou art; 

And such as thou art were my passions long. 

IV. 

Time may have somewhat tamed them, —not for ever; 

Tiiou overflow'st thy banks, and not for aye , 

Thy bosom overboils, congenial river! 
lliy Qoods subside, and mine have sunk away, 

V. 

But left long wrecks behind ; and now again, 

Borne in our old unchanged career, we move ; 

Thou icndest wildly onwards to the main, 

And 1 — to loving one 1 should nut love. ‘ 

' ■ i 

The current I behold will sweep beneath I 

Her native wails and murmur at her feet ; 1 

.Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall breathe 
Tlie twilight air, unharm’d by summer’s beat. ! 

VII. 

Slw* w ill look on thee, — I have look’d on thee, 

Full of that thought; and, from tliat moment, ne’er | 
Thy waters could I dream of, name, or see, ] 

Without llie inseparable sigh for her! ' 

VIII. 

Her bright eyes will be imaged in thy stream, — 

Yes ! they will meet the wave I gaze on now : 

Mine cannot witness, even in a dream, j 

^ That happy wave repass me in its flow ! I 

IX. 

The wave that bears my tears returns no more : | 

Will she return by wlioin that wave shall sweep ? — ’ 
Both treoid thy banks, bolli wander on ihy shore, 

1 By tliy source, slic by the dark-blue deep. 

* . X. 

But that which keepetli us apart is not 
Distance, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth, j 
But the diatraction of a various lot, 

- -Afi various as the climates of our birth. 


XI. 

A stranger loves the lady of the land, 

Born far beyond the mountains, but his blood 

Is all meridian, as if never fann'd 
By the black wind that chills the polar flood. 

.\ii. 

My meridian ; w ere it not, 

I had not left my clinic, nor should I be, 

In spite of tortures ne’er to be forgot, 

A slave again of love,— at least of thee. 

XIII. 

’T is vain to struggle — let me perish young— 

Live as I lived, and love as 1 have loved ; 

To dust if 1 return, from dust I sprung, 

And then, at least, iny heart can ne'er be moved. 


STANZAS wniTTKN 
oil Tif ao»D Drri««^ ruiinc* w**.' 

»■ 

Oh, talk not to me of a name great in story ; 

The days of our youUi arc the days of our glory; 

And the myrtle and ivy of sweet iwo-and twenty 
Are w orth all your laurels, though ever so plenty. 

II. 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is 
wrinkled? 

’T is but as a dead-flower with May-dew besprinkled. 
Then away with all such from the head that is hoary ! 
\\ hat care I for the wreaths tliat can only give glory ? 
HI. 

0 Fame ! ^if I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

*T was less for the sake of Iby higli soundiug phrases, 
Tlian to sec the bright eyes of the dear one discover 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

IV. 

There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee; 
Herglance was the best ofthe rays that surround thee; 
When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my 

1 knew it w as love, and I felt it was glory, [story, 


* Mufaine Guiccioti, **wilh (he ilccpci>t regret, and with a prc»enU- 
tnent Uut hb departure vioutd lie ihc forerunner of a UmmarMi 
1 ‘Vils the was cooUnoallj' performing geoeroiu aclionai many fa- 
uiiltM Owed U> liiiu (he few prusiterous days they ever enjoyed : his 
arrtval was ^iken of as a |4ecc of iHiblic good fortune, iimI hU 
departure as a ptiblic calaniity.'* In Ihc third Canto of '*I>onJiian,*' 
Lord ByroQ bias pictured ibc tranquil iKe whicli, at thb time, he 
was leading 

** Sneet hour of inlHihll-lo (be collluee 
Of t*M pliic fomt, aivd the (b«m 
• Which boanili Rtvrana's tmioctxioi Ul nood. 

Booled nhere once Ibo AdrUu wove Bow'd o'er 
To whnr (be Im( Csmcmo (orirm stood, 

Evervrren tomtl nbirb Bocrsrrlo's lore 
And DnOra'i by mode biuiilcd ground lo me. 

* now bare I loved (be Iwlligbl hoar and (beet 
*• Tbe thrill cicalai. people of itic plae. 

MahlDg IbHrmmmCT' lives one reave Ices aong. 

Were (he sole erboo, save my steed's and mloa. 

And THper ticll* ihit roso (be (Knighs anwnn , 

Tbe fpecire bnnttnua of oneeil's line. 


I RLs hell-dQgt, and (bHr chase, and (he fair diroog. 

I Wbicb iMm d from ItiU example no( lo fly 

I From • Irae lover, shadow d my mind's rye. '] 

• • p' 1 compo'.rtl lhe«« danias (exrr^pl Ihe fourth, added now ) a 

few days ago, on the road from Florence to Pisa. Diary, 

' l>isa. 6th Not. 1831.] 

' • Jlti Ihif same Uiary, wc find ihe following painfully inlcresUng 

; IMUsage As far as Fa*k goes { that is to say, living Fame', I have 
I tiad my sliare, iveriiaps— imleod, rei foin/ji— moi c (ban my deserts. 
.Some odd iustaocps have occurred to my own cipericm*c of the 
« ihl and slratige place* to which a name may peiietralc. anti where 
} it may impn‘*s. Two years ago— (almo»t ihrrc. being in August, 

I or July. 1819;.— I received at naveima a icUer in English verse 
[ from Dronihelm in Norway, wHllen by a Norwegian, and full of 
i iheusnai cotiipliincnis. etc. etc. Jn ihe same month 1 recetTed an 
' inviiatUm into fjuUlrin, Ironi a Mr. Jacobson. I think, of llam- 
' iHirgli ; aUo (by the same medium) a IranslaUuo of Medora s song 
in the ‘Corsair,' by a Westphalian barooeas (not ‘ ThnndertoD- 
: inmck'), with pome original verse* of hen (very prrlly and 
hlopainckish ). and a proae iranslalion anmnrd lo Ihcm, on Ihe 


Digitized by Google 



THE BUIES. 


413 


THE BLUES;* 

A LITEHAEY ECLOGCE.* 


“ Mnlnm cm crate cotori."— Tiaoii. 

O trait oat, ye bMoUrnl crealum, to bue, 

Tbougb }oar Awr were u rt4, %» your KociiKgi are 


ECLOGUE FraST. | 

Londvn— Before iKe Door of a Lecture Room, I 

Enter TftA£V, meeting L^ul. 

Ink. You ’re too late. 

Tra. Is it over? 

ImAi. ?ior will be this hour. 

But the benches arc cramm’d, like a garden in flower^ 
With the pride of our belles, who have made it tlie 
fashion ; [passion” 

So, instead of “beaux arts,” we may say “la belle 
For learning, which lately has taken the lead in , 
The world, and set all the fine gentlemen reading. 
Tra. I know it too well, and have worn out my 
patience 

With studying to study your new publications. 

There’s Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and Wordswords 
and Co.* 

With their damnable — 

/iiA. Hold, my good friend, do you know 

Whom you speak to ? 

Tra. Right well, boy, and so does “ the Row < 
You ’re an author~a poet — 

Ink. And think you that I 

Can stand tamely in silence, to hear you decry 
The Muses? i 

Tra. Excuse me : I meant no offence I 


iiilyecl of mf wife. A« they concerned her more tbao me, 1 sent 
them to her vrith Mr. Jacobaon's leller. It waa <hIcJ rnotuh to 
receive ao invitaUon to pass the lummer in Holstein, vrhilein Italy, 
fnmi jieople I never knew. The letter was aiWresscd to Venice. 
Mr. J. talked to me of the 'wild roses growing in the Holslein 
summer t * why, Ihm, dkl the Cimbri and the Teotones emigrate? 
— wiiat a slrun;;e thing is life and man! W’ere I to present myscif 
at thedooroftbehoum when* my daughter now k, Uie door would 
be shat in my bee. uale» ( as is not impoMtble) I knocked dow n 
llie porter; aiM) U 1 had gone in that year (and perhaps now) lo 
Droutbeim (Ihe furthest loivn In Norway), or iutu liulstciii, 1 
should have been received with open arms uito the maosious of 
strangers and rorelgncrs-^altachcd to me by no tie but tba* ul mind 
and romonr. far as /'mne goes, I have had my share t it has. 
bdeed. been leavened liy otiicr human cmiUngenciea ; and this In 
a greater degree than has occurred to roost literary mrn of a 
decent rank to Ufe ; but, ou tito whole. 1 take Ulbalsuchci|uipoise 
is the conditiem orhuinanity.**] 

« {" About the year <781. it was much llie-fasliloo for several 
ladies to have evening assemblies, whore the fair sex nii^lil |>artici- 
pale in conversation with literary and ingenious men, aiiimaled by 
a desire lo please. These societies wore denominated Blue-stock- 
iag Clubs-, Ihe origin of which title bring little known, it may lie 
wcfflU while to relate it. One of tin* must eminent members of 
ihnae sodetiea, when (bey lirsi commenced, was Mr. SUllingflcel, 
wliose dress was remarkably grave, and in particular it was ob- 


I To the Nine; though the number who make some 
j pretence 

To their favour is such-^but the subject to drop, 

I am just piping hot from a publisher's shop, 

(Next door to the pastry-cook’s; so that when I 
Cannot find the new volume I wanted to buy 
On the bibliopole’s shelves, it is only two paces. 

As one finds every author in one of those places ; ) 
Where ljust had been skimming a charming critique. 
So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with Greek! 
Where your friend— you know who— has just pot such 
a threshing, * 

That it is, as the phr«')se goes, extremely “ refres/i- 
Whnt a beautiful word ! 

Ink. Very true ; ’t is so soft 

And so cooling— thej' use it a little too oft ; 

And the papers have got it at last— but no matter. 

So they ’ve cut up our friend then ? 

Tra. Not left him a tatter— 

Not a rag of his present or past reputation, 

Which they call a disgrace to the age and the nation. 
Ink. I ’m sorry to hear this! for friendship, you 
know 

Our poor friend! — but I thought it would terminateso. 
Our friendship is such, I ’ll rend nothing to shock it. 
I You don’t liappen to have the Review in your pocket? 
I Tra, No ; 1 left a round dozen of authors and others 


Mrveil ihil he wore blue vtockings. Such was (be cxcellcoce of 
Ills coDversallon, Uialbte absence wa-sfrli ai so great a last, tliat k 
use«l lo be said, *We can do noilung niUioot ilic blue stoekings f 
and thus by degrees the (lUe was oatabIMied Caoxn's Boswell, 
vol. iv. p. WO.—Sir William Forbes, in his Life of Dr. BcatUe, 
says, that ‘*a foreigner of dtetioctiun hearing Ihe exprewton. lran>- 
laied it literally ’Bas bleu.' by which these meelings came to be 
Uiftliaguished. Hiss Hannah More, who was herself a member, has 
wriiten a poem with the title of ‘ Has bleu.' id allusiou to ibis mis- 
take of the foreigner, in which slic lias cluraclerteed most of the 
endnent personages of which It was com|io«ed.''j 
* {This triile, which taml Dyron has bims(.‘ll designated as <‘a 
mere buffuoDery. never meant for pnblicalioa,'' was wriiten in 
(820. and lint appeared In *‘Tbe Liberal.'* The personal allusknt 
in which it abounds are. for the must part. MifhcienUy iolrlUgible; 
and, wish a few exceptions, w> giHHl-limuoured. that the parties 
cinccriied may beezpecicd to join in the lausli.— C>] 
t (.See (be stanzas <xi Uevsrs. Wordsworth and Soothry in Don 
iuiii.— E.j 

4 [Palemoster-row-.-loagand still celebrated asa very b.uaarof 
booksellers. Sir W'aiier Scott *' hitches into rhyme" one of titc most 
important Qrms— that 

'*Of Longman, Hurst. Hses. ornw. sod nrown. 

Our fillicn of Ibo Boir.'—£ ] 

s (This cant phrase was first nsed in the Edinburgh Itevkw— 
probaWy by Mr. Jeffrey.— E.] 
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(Very sorry, no doubt, since the cause is a brother’s,) 
All scrambling and jostling, like so many imps. 

And on fire with impatience to get the nc\t glimpse. 
tnk. Let us join them. 

Tra. What, won’t you return to the lecture? 
Ink. Why, the place is socranim'd, there ’s not room 
for a spectre. 

Besides, our friend Scamp is to-day so absnrd — 

Tra. How can you know that till you hear him ? 
luk. I heard 

Quite enough; and, to tell you the truth, my retreat 
Was from his vile nonsense, no le.ss than the heat. 
Tr«. 1 have had no great loss then ? 

Ink. Loss! — such a palaver! 

I *d inoc>ulate sooner my wife with the slaver 
Of a dog when gone rabid, than listen two hours 
To the torrent of trash w hicb around him he |>our5. 
Pump’d up with such effort, disgorged with such 
labour, 

Tliat— come— do not make me speak ill of one's 
neighbour. 

Tra. I make you! 

/fii. Ye$, you ! I said nothing until 

Toufompell'd me, by S|>eakiiig the truth 

Tra. Tu speak ill? 

Is that your deduction? 

iii&. When speaking of Scamp ilh 

1 certainly /o//otr, not set an example. 

The fellow ’s a fool, an impo.stor, a ;tany. 

Tra. And the crowd of to-day sliows that one fool 
makes many. 

But we two w ill be wise. 

Ink. then, lei us retire. 

Trrt. I would, but 

Ink. There must be attraction much higher 

Than Scamp, or the Jews’ harp lie nicknames his lyre, 
To call you to this hotbed. 

Tra. I own it— ’t is true— 

A tair lady 

Ink. A spinster? 

Trrt. Miss Lilac! 

liiX;. The Blue ! 

The lieiress ? 

Tra. The angel ! 

/iiA. The devil ! why, mao! 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 

lou wed with Miss Lilac! 't would be your perdition: 

She *s a poet, a cliymist, a mathematician. 

Tra. I say she ’s an angel. 

IjiA. Say rather an angle. 

If you and she marry, you ’ll certainly wrangle.' 

I say she 's a Blue, man, as blue as llic ether. •' 
Tra. And is that any causefor not coming together? 
/hA. Humph ! I can’t say I know any liappy alliance 
Whichhas lalclysprung up from a wedlockw ith science. 
She *s so learned in all things, and fond of concerning 


[ “ Hiir irteim uu the maihmullnl 

In »hort. »hc Mas ■ talking raleutaitoa. 
ha idgcwortli's non-is itrpplng from tbrtr mwcts, 


WORKS. 

1 

Herself in all matters connected wiUi learning, 

Thai- — 

Tra. What ? 

Ink. I perhaps may as well hold my tongue; 
But there ’s five hundred people can tell you you ’rc 
wrong. 

Tra. You forget Lady Lilac’s asrich as a Jew. 

Ink. Is it Miss, or the cash of mamma you pursue? 
7Va. Why, Jaek,I *11 befrankwiUiyou— sometliing 
The girl 's a fine girl. [of both. 

Ink. And you feel nothing loth 

To her good Indy-molher's reversion : and yet 
Her life is as good as your own, I will bet. 

Tra. Let her live, and as long as she likes ; I demand 
NnUiing more than thehc^rt of her daughter and hand. 
Ink. Why, that heart ’s in the inkstand — that hand 
on the pen. 

Tra. Apropos — Will you write me a song now and 
Ink. To what purpose? [then? 

Tra. You know, my dear friend, that in prose 
My talent is decent, as far as it goes ; 

But in rhyme 

hiA. You *re a terrible stick, to be sure. 

Tra. lown it; andyet,inthesetimes,there'snolurc 
For the heart of the fair like a stanza or tw o ; 

And so, as 1 can’t, will you furnish a few ? 

Ink. In your name? 

Tra. In my name. I will copy tliem out, 

To .slip into her hand at the very next rout. 

Ink. Are you so far advanced as to hazard this ? 
7Va. ' Why, 

I>o you think me .subdued by a Blue-stocking's eye, 

So far 05 to tremble to tell Iter in rhyme 
What I ’ve told her in prose, at the least, ns sublime? 
Ink. As sublime! If it be so, no need of my Muse. 
Tra. But consider, dear Inkel, she ’s one of the 
“Blues.” [say. 

JiiA. As sublime! — Mr. Tracy — I ’vc nothing to 
.Stick to prose— As sublime!! — bull wish yougootl 
day. [wrong; 

IVfl. Nay, stay, my dear fellow— consider— I ’m 
1 own it ; but, prithee, compose me the song. 

Ink. /ft sublime 11 

Tra. I butused the expression in haste. 

IhA.- That mayl)c, Mr. Tracy, but shows damn’d bad 
taste. 

7Va. I own it — I know it — acknowledge it — what 
Can I say to you more ? 

/»A. I see what you ’d be at: 

You disparage my parts with insidious abuse, 

1 ill you tliiuk you can turu U»em best to yoar ow n use. 
7V«. And is that not a sign I respect them ? 

Ink. VVhy, that 

To be sure makes a difference. 

7Va. . I know what is what : 

.\nd you, who ’re a man of the gay world, no less 


Morallt)'(prlni pcr»ouiD»lltfn — 

nal-'«b I ;c liinn of luncN iuienrriual. 

liirorm tnity, h*Tc Utcr not beu-jurt’d yon »U t'" 

D«m Ju§M, caalo i. 1 


"Dlgitexl by GtJOgle 



THE BLUES. 


415 


Than a poet of t’other, may easily gness 
Tliat I never could mean, by a word, to offend 
A genius like you, and moreover my friend, [is due 
Ink, ^0 doubt ; you by this time should know what 

To a man of but come — let us shake hands. 

Tro. You knew, 

And you iaou*, my dear fellow, liow heartily I, 
Whatever you publish, am ready to buy. 

Ink, That’s my bookseller's business; I care not for 
sale; 

Indeed the best poems at first rather fail. 

There were Renegade's epics, and Botherby's plays,' 

And my own grand romance 

Tra. Had its full share of praise. 

I myself saw it pufTd in the ** Old Girl's Review.*" 
Ink. What Review? [Tr^voux;*” 

Tra. *T is the English ** Journal de 

A clerical work of our Jesuits at home. 

Have you never yet seen it ? 

Ink. That pleasure ’s to come. 

Tra. Make haste then. 

Jni. Why so? 

'fra. 1 have hoard people say 

That it threaten'd to give up the ghost t’other day. 
Ink. Well, that is a sign of some spirit. 

Tra. No doubt. 

Shall you be at the Countess of Fiddlecome's rout? 

Ink. I'veacard,andshallgo: but at present, as soon 
As frtendScamp shall bepleased to step down from the 
moon 

(Where he seems to be soaring in searcl) of liis wits), 
And an interval grants from his lecturing fits, 

I 'in engaged to the Lady Bluebottle's collation. 

To partake of a luncheon and learn'd conversation : 
'T is a sort of re>union for Scamp, on the days 
Ofhislecture,totreathim with cold tongueand praise; 
And 1 own, for my own part, that ’t is not unpleasant. 
Will you go? There 's Aliss Lilac will also be present. 
Tra. That “metal’s attractive.” 

Ink. No doubt — to the pocket. 

Tra. You should rather encourage my passion than 
shock it. 

But let us proceed ; for I think, by the hum 

Ink. Very true; let usgo, then, before they can come, 
Or else we ’ll be k^t here an hour at their levy, 

On the rack of cross questions, by ail the blue bevy. 
Hark 1 Zounds, they ’ll he. on us ; I know by the drone 
Of old Botherby's spouting ex-cathedrd tone. 

Ay! tliere he is at it. Poor Scamp! better join 
Your R-iends, or he ’ll pay you back in your ow n coin. 

■ Soitthcr 3ml SoUieby.) 

• [“My UraudmoUjcr’a Roview, Mie Britisli’’— .•*€€ Moore'i No- 
tices, Vol. IV. This heavy jotiriMl has since been gathervd lo lb 
gramluiotHers.l 

J (the •• Journal <leTr<roiix" (in fifly-sK vnlumc*) (fconcoftlte 
most ctirioiK colIccUoas <A literary s<>**l|* in ihe vrorid,— aiMl llic 
Poet paid Uie DnU%h Hevirw an eilrava^aut compUnieot, when he 
made UiU cofupartsou.— K-l 

* [“ Sotiioby U a good man— rhymes well ( if not wisely )j bul 
is a bore. He sdz«« you by llie buUun. one night of a ruul at 
Mrs. liopc'i, he had foslcned upon me— ( sotueihlnjt about Aga- 


Tra. All fair; ’I is but lecture for lecture. 

Ink. That’s clear. 

But for God’s sake let *s go, or the Bore will be here. 
Come, come; nay, I in off. 

[Exit I.VKKL. 

Tra. You are right, and I 'll follow ; 

'T is high time for a “.Sic meserrarif Apoth."* 

And yet we sliall have the whole crew on our kibes. 
Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and second-hand scribes. 
All Mocking to moisten their extpiisite throttles 
With a glass of Madeira at Lady Bluebottle's. 

[k'xif Tracv. 


ECLOGTE SECO.ND. 

j4n /ifiartmeni in the House ofLxni Blvebottli.— .•< Table 
prepared. 

Sir Ricoard Blucbottle solus. 

Was there ever a man who was married so sorry? 
Like a fool, I must needs do the thing in n hurry. 

My life is reversed, and my quiet destroy’d ; 

My (lays, which once pass'd in so gentle avoid, 

Must now, every hour of the twelve, be employ'd : 
The tw'elve, do I say ? — of the whole twenty-four. 

Is there one which I dare call my own any more? 
What with driving and visiting, dancing and dining, 
AVhatw'ith learning, and teaching, and scribbling, and 
shining. 

In science and art, I '11 be cursed ifl know 
Myself from my wife; for although we are two, 

Y(>t she somehow contrives that all things shall be done 
In a style which proclaims us eternally one. 

But the thing of all things w'hich distresses me more 
Than the bills of the week (though they trouble me sore) 
Is the numerous, humorous, backbiting crew 
Of scribblers, w its, lecturers, white, black, and blue. 
Who are brought to my house as an inn, to my cost 
— For the bill here, it seems, is defray’d by the host — 
No pleasure! no leisure! no thought for my pains, 
But to hear a vile jargon which addles my brains ; 

A smatter and chatter, glean'd out of reviews. 

By the rag, tag, and bobtail, of those they call *'Blues : ” 

A rabble w ho know not But soft, here they come ! 

Would to God 1 were deaf! as I ’tu not, I ’ll be dumb. 

Enter I.adv Hliebotti.r, Miss Lilac, Lad? BtUEMorNT, 
BU. Iku,iiBRRV. iNKEL. Tracv. MiftS Mazarine, and 
others, with ScAMP the Lecturer, etc. 

Lady Rhieb. Ab! Sir Richard, good morning; 1 ’ve 
brought you some friends. 


tnemnon, or Oresle*. or Bome of hii play$) noiwiihiUoding my 
flympti^ms of luaiiifrsl ^ fur I was iu love, ami jiul oickrU 

a ininu'o when twilher iBolhcrs, nur hiubsrul*. nor hvab. uor 
go««lpa were near my ilien idol, whu was beantifut a* ihc aialue* of 
Ihe s^Urry where me Mood at Uh^ lime, sntheby, I My. had «eU(Ht 
upon me by thabutloD bdiI itie hcart-Blring«, and B|tared aeillu-r. 
VVilli.im Sircncer, who likes fim, and dun'i dislike imscliief, uw 
ray CAM, and up lo us bolh, look rae by ihe hand, ami 

paihi’Urally bade me lirewiil: “for," said he, “ 1 set- It b all over 
with you." >Sotbetiy tfacD went away t 'aicineaei't'arU dpoth.'"^- 


Digitized by Googlc 



416 


BYRON’S WORKS. 


Sir Rich, (hows, and afterwards If friends, 

they 're the first. 

Lady Blaeb. But the luncheon attends. 

I pray ye be seated, ** sans ceremonie.** 

Mr. Scamp, you 're fatigued; take your chair there, 
next me. [They all sit. 

Sir Rich, {aside.) If he does, bis fatigue is to come. 
Lady Blueb. Mr. Tracy — 

Lady Bluemount-~Miss Lilac — be pleased, pray, to 
place ye ; 

And you, Mr. ^thcrby— 

Both. Oh, my dear Lady, 

I obey. 

Lady Blueb. Mr. Inkel, I ought to upbraid ye: 
You were not at the lecture. 

Ink. Excuse me, I was ; 

But the beat forced me out in the best part— alas! 
And when 

Lady Blueb. To be sure it was broiling : but then 
You have lost such a lecture ! 

Both. The best of the ten. 

Tra. Uow can you know that? there are two more. 
Both. Because 

1 defy him to beat this day's wondrous applause. 

The very walls shook. 

Ink. Oh, if that be the test, 

I allow our friend Scamp has this day done his best. 
Miss Lilac, permit me to help you a w ing? 

Miss Lil. No more, sir, I thank you. AVho lectures 
next spring? 

Both. Dick Dunder. 

Ink. That is, if be lives. 

Miss Lil. And why not? 

Ink. No reason whatever, save that he ’$ a sot. 
I.ady Bluemmint ! a glass of Madeira ? 

Lady Bluem. W ith pleasure. 

Ink. How does your friend Wordswords, that \Yin* 
dermere treasure? 

Does he stick to his lakes, like the leedies he sings. 
And theirgatherers, as Homer sung warriors and kings? 
Lady Blueb. He has just got a place. 

Ink. As a footman? 

IjOdy Blaem. For shame! 

Nor profane with your sneers so poetic a name. 

Ink. Nay, 1 meant him uoevil, but pitied his master ; 
For the poetof pedlcrs 't were, sure, no disaster 
To wear a new livery ; the more, as ’t Is not 
Tlie first time he hnsturn'd both his creed and his coat. 
Lady Bluem. For shame ! I repeat. If Sir George 
cJiJuld but hear— 

Lady Blueb. Never mind our friend Inkel; we all 
know, my dear, 

*T is his way. 

Sir Rich. But this place — — 


Ink. Is perhaps like friend Scamp's, 

A lecturer’s. 

Lady Blueb. Excuse me — 't is one in the Stamps ; " 
He is made a collector. * 

Tra. Collector ! 

Sir Rich. How ? 

JUiss Lil. What ? 

Ink. 1 shall think of liim oft when 1 boy a new hat ; 
There his works will appear— 

Lady Bluem. Sir, they reach to the Ganges. 

Ink. Isban’tgosofar — Icanbavethemat Grange's. * 

Lady Bftie6. Ob fie I 

.Hiss Lil. And for shame I 

Lady Bluem. You 're too bad. 

Both. Very good ! 

Lady Bluem. How good! 

Lady Blueb. He means nought— 't is his phrase. 
Lady Bluem. He grows rude. 

Lady Blueb. He means nothing; nay, ask him. 
Lady Bluem. Pray, sir ! did you mean 

What you say ? 

Ink. Never mind if he did; ’twill be seen 

That whatever be nteans won't alloy what he says. 
Roth. Sir ! 

/ill. Pray be content witli your portion of praise ; 
’T was in your defence. 

Both. If you please, with submission, 

I can make out my own. 

tuk. It would be your perdition. 

While you live, my dear Bolherby, never d^end 
Yourself or your works ; but leave both to a friend. 
A propos — Is your play then accepted at last ? 

Both. At last? 

IhI. Why I thought— that 's to say— there had 
pass'd [know 

A few green-room whispers, which hinted — you 
That the taste of the actors at best is so so. * 

Both. Sir, the green-room 's in rapture, and so 's the 
committee. 

Ink. Ay — yours are the plays for exciting our pity 
And fear,'^ as the Greek says: for purging Um: mind,” 
I doubt if you ’ll leave us an equal beliind. 

BofA. I have written the prologue, and meant to 
have pray'd 

For a spice of your wit in an epilogue's aid. [play’d. 

Ink. Well, time enough yet, w hen tlie play’s to be 
Is it cost yet ? 

Bof/i. The actors are fighting for parts. 

As is usual in tJiat most litigious of arts. 

Lady Blueb. We ’ll all make a party, and go the 
first uight. 

Tra. And you promised the epilogue, Ink cl. 

Ink. Not quite 

How ever, to save my friend Bolherby trouble, 


• [Ur. Worikwortli Ucollecior of stamps for GumberUod and 
XVcstnurcLuK].) 

• Ciransa is or was a famous pastry -cook and fruiterer In Vic- 

cadUly. » \ ^ 

^ 1 belom^ed to the Drury Lane Commillce.tfieuutnber 

of plays upon the sbelvcs were about Qvc Mr. solbeby 


oMIirfn-ly oRereil us ktt his Iraffedies, ami I plcrigftl myself, and— 
notwithftandiii£ many ‘t<|uabbles wiih my conimiltee brethren— 
did get Ivan accepted, read, autl the jiarts dUlribulcd. But to! in 
the very heart of the matter, tipoa some lepid~ueu on the part of 
Kean, or warmth on Uiat of tbo author, SoUieby withdrew bh 
play.’*— iB. liiaiy, II2I.J 
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1 1i do wha( I can« though my pains must be double. 
Tra Why so? 

iiiit. To do justice to what goes before. 

Both. Sir, I'm happy to say, I have no fears on that 
Your parts, Mr. Inkel, arc—— [score. 

iiiA*. >'evcr mind miue; [line. 

Stick to those of your play, whidi is quite your own 
lAuitj Bluem. You *re a fugitive writer, 1 think, sir, 
of rhymes? 

litk. Yes, ma'am; and a fugitive reader sometimes. 
On Wordswords, for instance, I seldom alight. 

Or on Mouthey, his friend, without taking to flight. 
Lady Bluetn. Sir, your taste is too common ; but 
time and posterity 

Will right these great men, and this age’s severity 
Become its reproach. 

Ink. I’ve no sort of objection. 

So 1 'm not of the party to take the infection. 

Lady liltub. Perliapsyou have doubts that they ever 
will take? \ 

Ink. Not at all ; on the contrary, those of the lake ' 
Have taken already, and still will continue 
To take— what they can, from a groat to a guinea, 

Of pension or place *, — but the subject ’s a bore. 

Lady 6/uem. Well, sir, the time *s coining. 

Ink. Scamp ! don’t you feel sore ? 

W hat say you to this ? 

Scamp. They have merit, 1 own ; 

Though their system’s absurdity keeps it unknown. 

Ink. Then why not unearth it in one of your lec* 
tures? I 

Sramp. It is only time past which comes under my 
strictures. 

Lady Biveb. Come, a truce with all tartness the 
joy of my heart 

Is to see Nature’s triumph o'er all that is art. 

'Wild Nature !— Grand Sbakspeare ! 

Both. And down Aristotle ! ‘ 

Lady Bluem. Sir George ' thinks exactly with Lady j 
Bluebottle; [Bard, 

And my Lord Seventy-four, * who protects our dear i 
And who gave him bis place, has the greatest regard 
For the poet, who, singing of pedlers and asses,' 
lias found out tlie way to dispense with Parnassus. 
Tro- And you. Scamp ! — 

Scamp. 1 needs must confess I ’m embarrass’d. 
ink. Don’t call upon Scamp, who ’s already so 
harass’d , I 

With oldschoofs, and new scho^f and no schools^ 
and all schools. j 


I Tra. Well, one thing is certain, that some must he 
fools. 

I should like to know who. 
ink. And 1 should not be sorry 

j To know who are not : — it would save us some worry. 

I Lady Btueb. A truce with remark, and let nothing 
control 

This ** feast of our reason, and flow of the soul.** 

Obi my dear Mr. Botherby 1 sv’mpathise !— 1 
Now leel such a rapture, I *m ready to fly, 

I feel so elastic, — “so 6uoj/ant, — so buoyant f”* 

Ink. Tracy! open the window'. 

Tra. I wish her much joy on ’L.. 

Both. For God's sake, my Lady Bluebottle, check 
This gentle emotion, so seldom our lot [not 

Upon earth. Give it way ; ’I is an impulse which lilts 
Our spirits from earth ; the subiimest of gifts ; 

For which poor Proraetlieus was chain’d to his 
mountain [fountain : 

I ’T is tlie source of all sentiment — feeling's true 
' 'T is tlie Vision of Heaven upon Karth ; ’t is the gas 
Of the soul : *t is the seizing of shades as they pass, 
And making them substance : 't is sometbing divine: — 
Ink. Shall 1 help you, my friend, to a little more 
wine? 

Both. 1 thank you ; not any more, sir, till I dine. 
ink. A propos— Do you dine with Sir Humphry ' 
to-day ? 

Tro. 1 should think w ith Duke Humphry was more 
in your way. 

/»&. It might be of yore; but we authors now look 
To the knight, as a landlord, much more than the 
Duke. 

The truth is, each writer now quite at bis ease is, 

And (except with his publisher) dines where he pleases. 
But ’t is now nearly live, and I must to the Park. 

Tra. And 1 *11 take a turn with you there till *t is 
And you, Scamp— [dark. 

Scamp ■ Excuse me ; I must to my notes, 

For my lecture next week. 

Ink. He must mind whom he quotes 

Out of “ Elegant Extracts." 

Lady Blueb. Well, now we break up ; 

But remember Miss Diddle* invites us to sup. 

Ink. Tlien at two hours past midnight we ail meet 
again, 

For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and diampaigne! 
Tra. Aud tlie sweet lobster salad ! 

Both. I honour that meal; 

For *t is then that our feelings most genuinely — feel. 


• (TheUteSirGeorgeBraainoat— acomtantfrieodorJir.Wonb- I 
wonb.— E.] 

* ( It waa Dot the preseot carl of Lottsdale ; but Jamn. tlie first 
earl, wbo olfrred to build, and cumplelely furuisb aud mao, a ship 
of aereoiy^fuur Kutu, tonanb Ihe cloie of tbe Auicricau war, fur 
the lenlcr of hU euuiilry, at his uwu expeuse;— Ucncc Uie aou- 
bri'iuet in liie text— E.] 

^ [**r«dler».'«nd "ImmU,” •a<l‘'wscyon«r*Ob! ycsbsdtf 

Of rop« and Dr^dra. are we coiOe 1o this ? 

Thai traUi of lurb »or( uol alone evades 
Contempt, hot from ihr bathoa' *a»t abyis 
rioeU rrumliaa apprnDoat, and tlicae JacI Cades 


I Of amae aod tool aboTtyogr trssr* B>S7 

Tba*' Mule boalDtao” aod bit ** rrtar Bell** 

Geu loccrat bim wbednw ** Arbltopbelt'* ^ 

Den Caolo ULl 

4 life, wiUi the irords. 

s [The late Sir llumpbry Dary. President of Ihe Royal Society.] 

« [The late Miss Lydia wh te, whose bospUabie funcliona bare 
nut yet been suppheU to the circle of Loudon artists and literati— 
an accoiopliibed, clever, and truly amiable, but very eccentric 
lady. The name in tbe text eomtd <»ly have been sog^l^ 
the jiaglins reeeinbUpCfttt bears to /.fdin.— E.| 
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lilt. True ; feeling is truest then, far beyond ques- 
tion : 

I wish to the gods H w’os the same with digestion ! 
iMdy lllueb. Pshaw !— never mind that ; for one 
moment of feeling 
Is worth — God knows what. 


/njt, T is at least worth concealing 

For itself, or what follows But here comes your 

carriage. 

Sir|Rifh. (oside). Iwish all these people were d 

w ith mt/ marriage I 

[ Extunt. 


MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICE; 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS. 


•“Dux loquieUlurMdDB noiAcx. 


PREFACE. j 

The conspiracy of the I)<v?e Marino Faliero is one of the ] 
most remarkable events in the innals of the most singular j 
govenimcnt. city, and pcople «d modern history. II or- I 
curred in the year 135.'». Every thing abool Venice Is, or j 
was, eitraordinary— her aspect U like a dream, and her 
history Is like a romance. The story of this Doge Is to Ik* I 
found in all her Chronicles, and particularly detailed lu the | 
“Lives of the Doges," by Marin Sanulo, which is given In j 
the Appendli. It is simply and clearly related, and U per- 
haps more dramatic in itself than any scones which can be 
founded upon the subject. 

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents and 
of courage. I llnd him commander In chief of the laud 
forces at the siege of Zara, w here be beat tlie King of Hun- 
gary and his army of eighty thousand men. kllliug eight 
thousand men, and keeping the besieged at the same time In 


check; an eiploit to which I know none similar In blslory, 
except that of C«*sar at Alesia, and of Prince Eugene at 
Belgrade. He was afterwards commander of the fleet in 
the same war. He took Capo d’Istria. He was ambassador 
at Genoa and Bomc.—at which last be received the news 
of his election to the dukedom; bis absence being a proof 
that be sought it by no Intrigue, since be was apprised of hia 
prnlcccssor's death and his ow n siKccssion at the same mo- 
ment. But he appears to have been of an ungovernable 
temper. A story Is told by Sanuto, of his having, many 
years i>cfore, when podcsla and captain at Treviso, boxed 
the cars of the bishop, who wa* somewhat lardy in bringing 
I the Host. For this, honest Sanulo “saddles him with a 
judgment," as Thwackum did Square; but be does not tell 
us whetijer he was punished or /ebuked by the Senate for 
j tbis outrage at the time of its commission. He seems, in- 
deeti, to have been aRerwards at peace with the church, for 
1 we find him ambassador at Rontc, and Invested with the 


1 [Lwd Byron finUhcil the comiiorilinn of this tragedy on the 
I7tb jDly, 1820. * He at the time Intended P) keep U by him for 
six years before sending it to the press ; but resolutions of this kind 
are. in modem days, very seldom adhered to. It was {labllshcd 
In the end of the same year; and. to the poet’s great disgust, and 
in ^>ile o( hit urgrnl and repealed reinonatrances. wai produced 
on the stage of Drury I.aDe Theatre early in 1831. The extracts 
from hU letters giv ru by Mr. Moore ( Yul. V. ol hU yotic** } soIB- 
dently explain his freliiigs on this occasimi. 

Mariuo Faliero was, greatly to his satisfaction, commended 
warmiy for the truth of its adhe^i to Veoeilan history and 
maqocre, as well as iho aoMipie severity of its structure and lan- 
guage, by that eminent master ofllaiian and cias-4cal literature, 
tbe late L'go Foscolo. Mr. Gifford also delighted him by pro- 
nouncing it " RnglUh— geonine CngUsh." It was, however, little 
favoured by Uie contemporary critics. There was, indeed, only 
one who spoke of it as iiuitc worthy of Lord Byron's reputation. 
“Notliiog," said he. “has for a long lime afforded ns so much 
pleasure, as the rich promise of dramatic excclleoce unfolded in 
this producllun of Lord Byron. WRhout question, no such tra- 
gedy as Uartno Faliero has appeared in English, since the day 
witen Otway also was ins|Hrcd to hU masterpiece by the interests 
of a Vcneiian story and a Venetian conspiracy. Tbe story of 
which Lord Bynm has possessed himself is. wc think, by far ihe 
finer of the two.— and wc say i>osteued, because wc beUevc be 
lias adhered almost to Uic letter of the iransacUons as they really 
t'M>k place."— The IJiigtiageoflheKdinburgh and Quarterly Be- 

* [ Ou ibc ortftriRl US. sent from AsreDna, Lord Arron has wrillen 
*' ntfun April Uti. iS20-coaiplc<ed )ulr ISth, (S30- floUbnl cop? log AtiguK 

(eUvlTlt). 0130; lUe witkh rap^log moXt.'s ten tlotn tbe toll of composlog, 
ranUdcilug the woalher- ihctoianoier M lo Uic kbsds-aod roy dontetlk 
<loikefr-t-] 


viewers, Ifr. Jeffrey and Bisiiop Ileber, was in a far different 
strain. The former says— 

“ MsrlDo rsUcfo hs* uodoubtedry cooxldersbte beoDltss, boilt drsriMilc 
and poeilcili aw) mlgtil bsve luade tlw fortoM of any rwing Mplraol for 
rams : btil Ibe nanw at Byroo raUra eipectalions wtikJi art not so easily 
satisfied ; aod. Judging of It by Ibe lofly siatHlard which be bfmicir has «•- 
tabitsbrd, we sre conpetkd to aay. ifeai we caiuiei hut regard it u a tal- 
lurt, both as a poeio and a play. This aay be partly accouutail for rows 
tbe Inherent dUOralty of uolilng those t«o sortsoreicellcncc-or cooUnlog 
the daring and dtgrceslie geoiiu of poetry wiihlo Use fonns and liniits ot 
a regular draoia. and, at Itso saoie lime, Imparllog its wartn and vlTifylug 
spirit to tbe pradkal pceparallon aod necessary drUlls of a complete Ihet- 
Irkal action. Thea. Loisevcr, are dlffirolfki wUh which dramalle ad- 
seuturera bava long bad to alruggle; and over which. Ihoagb Itsey ara tn- 
(otoparably most formidable to tbe most powecful splrils, there is oo 
reasoa to doubt that the powers of Lord Byron would have triumphed. Tbe 
true bWory ol his fatlorv. therefore, wo conevive, and Ibe actual cause of 
his tuUcarrlage on (he pre*cn( ocrasloo, U to be found lu Ihc bad rbutec of 
bU Buhiecl-hUseltcilOfl of aslocy which not only glrcsnotcope to ibc pe- 
culiar and commaodlog gracea of bis gcaiui, bul ninscoottaualiy counter 
to Use master correou of bl» faocy. UU greal gifts are exqoUUe tender- 
iiesa. and detctoolacal sabllmily; itie power ol conjuring op at picawre 
those delirious vUloru of love snd beauty, and pity and purity, wbtcb melt 
oor bearu wUWn us wUh a tbriUlugand ribcrcal sOfUnw-and of wield- 
ing, at the samo llmo. (hat iitrecoal fire which bltsls aod nvertbrowa all 
ihliigi with Ibe dark oud caprlrioos falmlaatiotu of lia scorn, ronrour, end 
revenge. With tbe coosrlousoeM of these great powers, aod u If In wilful 
perversity to tbtir suggesltoos. be bos bore rhoseii a story w bkh. In a great 
measure, eicludeslbe agency of rilboc ; and resolutely conducted U. so as to 
secure Itimfeir against their inlnisloo;-a story wlihoot love or hatred- 
luUantbropy or pKy—cnaUinlug oolMng volnpioeusaod oothlog terriOc— 
bul depending, for Its grandeur, on Ibe anger of a very old aud Irritablo 
mill : and. for Ita alUoclion, on the riaboraie represonlatloiis of conjugal 
fllgnlly and (Untirslic boueor,— Ibe sober and austere triumplu of cold aod 
uniempied charilly. and Ibe noble proprlely of a pure and disciplined uo- 
dervtandiog. These, we Iblnk, are not llie mori promising themes for sny 
wfllcr wtw'e bu'lisess Is to ratae (M)nerf»il rfnolloos. nor every likely, m 
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•eTof Va| Harlno, In tbe inarcb orTreviso, and wUh (he 
title of Coant, by Lorenzo Count-blsbop of Ceneda. For 
tbe«e facts roy autborlties are Sanoto, Yettor Sandl, An- 
drea Navagero, and (he account of the siege of Zara, Orst 
published by tbe Indefatigable Abate Moreill. In his "Mo- 
numcntl VenezlanI dl varla Letieralura,” printed In 1796, 
all of nblch I have looked over in the original language. 
Tbe moderns, Danii, Si^mondl, and Laugie^, nearly agrt^e 
with the ancient chroniclers. Hl.«mondi atirihutes the con- 
spiracy to bis jeofoMty; hut I find Ibis nowhere asserted by 
the national historians. Yettor Sandi, indeed, says, that 
Altri scrisscro che dalla gclosa susplzion dl csso 


Dogeslasi fhltu [Michel Sleno) slacear con \ lolenza.” etc. etc. ; 
but this ap|>eirs to have been by no means tbe general opi- 
nion, nor is it alluded to by Sanuto or by Navugero ; and 
Sand! himself adds, a moment after, that “per litre Yeoe- 
zlaiM meinorie (raspiri, cbe non ii solo deslderio dl vendelta 
lo dis|)ose alia congiura, ma aiirhe la Innala abUuale atn- 
Llzion sua, i^ercul anelava a farsl priiiclpe indei>cndonte." 
The first motive appears lo have been excited by tbe gro.ss 
affront of the words written by Mlrhcl Stciio on (he <lucal 
chair, and by the light and Inadequate sentence of the Forty 
on the ofTender, who was one of their “tre Tlie at- 

tentions of Steno himself appear to have been directed to- 


•ity baoa». lo redeem (be modern drama from (be imp«(afiOD of »aol of 
^rtrd, lo(CT«i, and ciciim>ea(, but. for Lord n;roa (o teket (hem for a 
graod dranMUceffon. ia aa (f a enlfl-fooled rarorwrre (• (l« hb fci-1 Ioko- 
tber at (lie Marl lot, or a eallani hnlgbt (o eoicr (tie lUla niibool hb arou. 
Xo morlat proMBMCOuM auccecd under aurb ilbadvauiagea.— Tbe Mur). Ici 
ao far aa U b origliaal In our drama, b citrcmel) Improbable, ibougb. like 
moat olher rer) Improbable atoriea, derl*cd from aulhi'nilc aoni cn : bai, 
to (be main. U b ori|{likal ; tadog, io<lc«d. iner«l) another * Ventre Cre- 
eerted,' and rvo(lauall) rwafllng, Ibiiugh rrnalul) nlituiot Ltilptlng, (be 
memory of Ibe flrat. Eirept (bal fafner la drl«en lojoln (be campiraiora 
b) (bo natural IidpbIm of (me and mlaery, and Ibe Doge by a reaenimoji 
M ouirngeeua aa lo cirlude ail a> mpalbf.- and ittai (be dlxloxure. nbi< h b 
prodored by lure In Ibe eld play, U bore aacrlbed (o mere fHciidablp.-lbo 
geuerot artlin and raloalropbo of Ibe Imo plcen are atmoM (deailnl; 
m bile n Ufa regard lo the nrlilug aod inanniceiural, U mual be on ned ibal. 
If lord Byrou hita mosi aeoae aud riituur. Oinay baa by far tbe most paa- 
aloQ and palbos ; and Ibit Ibougb ht> conapiratora are belier orniora and 
reaaoDcra Iban Ibe g.«ngo! rircrt and neyoaull. Ibe leoderueaf of lichldere 
la aa murb more lourlting. ■« (I la more nalaral, Iban Ibe Mokal and tfJt* 
MlUOed (krorum of iogiullna.’' 

Aficr an elal>orale tliMiuiiitkm on tbe t'nHfai, (a valuable one, 
undoubtedly, but too loug lo be extracted here,) DutKip lli-bci- 
tliua couchiilcs t— 

“ Wn cannot concelre a greater loaUitrc of Ibe efficacy of lyMean (o blind 
ibe BtuM aruic percepitoa. Ibau tbe fact Ibal Lord Byron. In wortu arowedly 
ud atcIuairHy Inlcodod fur IbeeJoert. bi* piqued bloierlfoo (be obeerranre 
of rulea, wbicb (be Ibeir adaantageoa Ibealage wbat li niayf arverldmlly. 
off Ibe Mage, a oialMr of perfori tndtffrreoce. Tbe only obtcrl of Adberliig 
Ui liae unit lee la to preterre tbellhitloo of Ibtcceoe. To ibe reader ibey are 
obfieualy uacleaa. il la Irut, Ibal, tn tbe cloaei. ool only are ibclr auppowd 
adraulagea dcMroyed. but Ibrtr lacooreiitcaHea are atao. In a greni meatore. 
oeuiraltMd . and U b irue Man, (bat poelry h> apleridN baa ofim aceooi- 
peoled ibem. at to make iii wbolly OTertoob. in Ibe Meio of grralcr earet- 
IciKea. Nhalerer luccmrenleocaa reaull from Ibem. cliher lo (be cloaei tt* 
tbclbeelrr. BulerendliulnbtieddifDculileaare ool lo be necdleaMy courted, 
and Ibougb. in ibe Mrengib and dcxierlly of tbe combaianl. are awn tore 
algbl oribecumbrout H-appIngaby «bkh be bai cboaenlodidlDgubh falm- 
Mlf; yel, If Ibwc irapplugt arc al oore cumberaome aod pcdanilc, rtol only 
will bbdIfSculiy of aucrcet be Increaaed. btii bU falttirt. If b« faiJa, will br 
rendered (be more atgual aod rldlruloia. 

" Marino Fallero baa. ne bellere, bat-o pretty gencnll? pronounced i fat* 
lure by tbe public voice; and we lee no reawa lo call for a robloo of Ibclr 
acnlcnee; II conUlDt. beyond all douM. many pajuagea of couimaodlog 
dnqueorc. and aome of geunlM poetry ; aod ilw i.-eue>. more partirulerl) . 
In wbicb Lord Byron baa neglerled tbe abaurd creed of hit paeudO'llelienlc 
erdjere.arecootvived and daborakd with great iragic efTect and dealerlly. 
Bui Iba lubkct la decidedly UI-clMy«en. In ibe main llaanc of Iba plot, and 
la all tbe buxleal aod moat IntercMbkg parlaof II. II U, In (aci. no morotbau 
aooibcr ‘ Vanka rinervad.' la n hlcb ibo aoibor baa bad lo tonlend | nor 
baa be conirudad lunewfallyi wlib our recelleciluoa of a tormer and de- 
rarvedly popular play on Ibe aane aubjcct. And tbe only raped In whirb 
Udlffen la. Ibal Ibe JafSer of Lord Byron't plol U drawu lu lojolu ibv 
ooniplralora. ool by (be oaturai aod loleltigibic aoiirca of porerly, aggra* 
valcd by Ibe aulkrlngt of a beloml nita. »od a deep aod wHI>grouoded 
rcMoliDenl of opprcaaloo. bui by bU ouirageoui auger for a ptUaie wrong 
of BO Terr atrodook nalure. Tl>e Dogo of Venice, lo chaallw (be vulgar llhc. 
of a foullth boy. ailenipu to ovedum Hut repabUc of which be la I he ttrvl 
and wKMi truated aeriaol; lo ruaaaacre all bit aoclanl frUnKla and fellow- 
aekllen. Hie roaglMracy and ooblilly of Ibe land. W SUi kucb a rwenlmeul 
aa Ihla. Ibua alai|»(y Mated and labrn ilngly, whoever aympellilaed, or who 
bnl Lord Byron would have eipceled In tocb a rauta lo be able lo awaicn 
aympaiby 7 II U lllilc lo Ibe purpoee tOMy Ibal Ibla UaU blMorlcalty inie. 
A (blog may belrue witboui being probable; aod nicb a ca*e of Idlaaynrrar 
aa II Implied In a rewnllDeuI to ladden and riiravaBanl, ti no more a Uillitv 
»nb;ed for ib« pod. lhan an animal with two bewk vvould be for an ariUi 
of a different deacrlpiton. 

*• II la iroe that, wbeo a long rourae of muinal blrkrring had peeewlcd 
wbeu Ibe uilndof Ibe prince b.td beri ptrpurvd .bv daedegreea. to b«e IIk 


oligartby wllb wbicb be wataarroundedand over-ruled, and lo fret or ras- 
ped, In every ad oflbe wnaie, a Mud led and pemverlug dnlgn lo wouud 
and degrade bltD. a «ery slight addidou of injury iiilgtit niabe Ibe cup ul 
ongrr oxrOow ; and Ibe Insufadcnl piinUbment of Sleno (though lo mo»t 
men Ibb punUbiornl aoeoia not onetyotJ lo tbe offeuccj ailgbl have upviu-d 
the laM loudgale lo Ibal lorrcul wbicb bad bccu lung gathering alrengtb 
from Inuuiuerable pelly luaiilU and eggrraklafu. 

" It la also puwible ibal an old man. doaiiugly foadof a young and beau- 
lirul wife, yd nol litmaulble lo lt»e ridicule of aueb an unequal alliance, 
ujlgbl for nioniha or yean bate been toriueiiilng bUnactf wllb Ibe rasfM^ied 
aaspkiatuof hU counirymeu; bate auarted. Ibougb (uniloced of UU^Ou^ 
aorl i purity, under Ihc Idea Ibal othcra were nol equally candid, apd base 
allarbed. al length, tbe greelcr Importaoc* to Sleiio'i ribaldry, freni appre- 
beudiug Ibla last to be no more iltan an overt deoionatralloo of Ibe aacret 
Ibougbts of half tbe litlle world of Vculco. 

*' Aud we cannui bul balivsc Ibii. If Ibe alory of rallcro ( tinpromMog at 
we re-,{nrd II lo ctrry way of idlltig] bad hllcn Inlolbc baoda of Ibo bar- 
bartan sbaliapcare, lit* cummeurtaiem ol ibe play would have Iwen placed 
roostdcrebly earlier; Ibal time would have been givcu for Ihe gradual dv- 
telopoHOl of Iboac kirong tlnesofrharacier wbicb were to decide Ibe fate of 
Ibe hero, and for Hie working of iboceaubllc but noi luauMaocoui polkon* 
which were lodevtroy Ibe peace, aod cuibliier (be feelings, and coafuso Ibo 
uuderMandlog.ofa bravo aod blgh-tubidod bul proud and IrrUabk v«:mn. 

Bul ibc muroriuoc It, (and II la la a great meaeurc, a« wo cdbceivo. to 
be ascribed lo Lord Byroo'f pasloo for Ibe untiles J Htal. Intlradof placing 
Iblsan umolailon of painful feoHogs before our eyes, even our cm are mode 
very ImpcrfecHy acquainted wllb Ibem. 01 Ibr previous encroschincoli of 
Ibeoligorchy ooibc ducal power we see nolblog. hey. we only bear • very 
IUll« of II. aod lb.il In general terms, aitd al the concJuiLim of Ibc piece ; In 
Ibe furcu of an apology for Ibe Doge'* pasl condurl. not a* tbe cvnstqnl and 
painful fi-dlng ntalrb we ought lo havestured wUh blni In ibr nmfaslacirt', 
If we were lo sympalblse lo bis views aiMi wUb sucros* >o bis enterprUe. 
Tbe fear that bU w Ife migbl b« an object of ravpklun lo Ms countryajon Is. 
Vo Ilk* maoBor. scarcely hinted al ; and u> oibcr reason for such a far Is 
neiDed Ibab Ibal wbicb, simply taken, could aever bevoprodarod U-a libel 
scribbled on Ibe bark of a ciislr. Wa are. tberefora. Uuougb Ibe whole Irv 
gedy. under reeling* of surprise raiher iban of pily or syrapotby, a* per»ua« 
wiinesklng porleiHoos cveuu from caataapparrnlly Inadeqnale. Wvset a 
man become a Itallor tor no oHicr vIHb e ruu>a ( bawrver olber auses aro 
Inddeiilally Iniinualedy Ibin a single vulgar In.vult, wbicb wot more likely 
lo recoil on Ibeperpetralor Ibto lo wound the object; and weaonol pity a 
' dalh Incurred In sorb a quarrel.'* 

1 The following extract from a letier of Jamiarj, I8S1, vrlil show 
I live tiiUior'a owD estimate uf ilie piece thus crilicised. After re- 
j peating hU tiO|ic, that uo manager would be >o auiiaciuus M to. 
I trample ou bU feeUoga hj producing it uu (be s'ago, be tbiu pri^ 

1 cccdsi— 

** II Is loo regular-tbe lime, Iwenty-four boors -Ibe ebangr of pl*ro not 
frequeol- nolblng MWfo-dramailc-ao rarprUes-no slarU. nor irap-doorr, 
nor opporlunlliM ‘ for loarlog Ihdr beads and kicking Ibtlr heela '-imd no 
/err, Ibc Eraiid IngrevJIcol of a modern play . I am per>uaded 'bal a grral 
(rsgedy Unel lo b« produced by follow ing Ibe old dramaiUU-wba are fhll 
of grots feulu. pardoned ouly for the braoty of Ibclr iangavgr,-bnl by 
writing oaluraliy and rega/«r/jr. and producing regular iragrdlo*. like Ibo 
Drtvfcs; bat not In Imlialloii.— nstvi-ly (beoollLae of Ibvlr conduct, adspled 
to our own Hoses and t IrcumMaores. aud o( course mo rboraa. V»u wl.l 
leiigb. and My. ‘ Why dou I you do w7 I bavo, yuti sec, tried a skrlcli lu 
' Marino Fallcro; bul many people Ihtnh my lateui unSr^maOc; 

I and I am nol at ail dear Ibal Ibey are not rtgbl. If Marino Pallero don k 
' (all- In Ibe perusal- 1 shall, perhaps, try again (bul nol for Ibesla^e) ; and 
' M r ibink Ural farr Is not Ibe pirtiu ipal for tragedy {and y«l most of 

' ours (urn upon lll.you will nol Uud iDca popular writer. ITuleM it Islovi 

' fmriw, criMS/aaf. aod A«p/rtf. U ought not to make a tragic lubjerl. 

When U la OKlHng aitd maudlin. II doer, bul II eugbl not lo do; It U Ibcis 
< for Ibc gallery aad iccoiid-prlrr boww. ifyou woiii lobnvea no.ton of nhii 
' I om trying, take up a (r<i>rW«/iaw of any of Hie Greek Iragedlan*. if I sold 
■ be eilglnal, Il would bean IraptKh-nt preeampilon of mine, hut Ihrlranj- 
lailoBs oi« s« luleil'or lu Ibf uil^lunls. Ibil I llil ik I uisy iLk II. Itieu 
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vardA one of her damsels, and not lo ibo **Dogarosst ** 
Ijcrscir, ogainst «hosc fame not ibc slightest insinuation 
pears, vliile she is praiM.’<l for her beauty, and remarked 
for her joulh. Neither do I Hud it asserted (unless the hint 
ofSandi be an assertion), that Ibc Doge \tas ariuated by 
Jealousy of his wife ; but rather by respect for her. and for 
his own honour, warranted by bis past serYiccs and present 
dignity. . 

1 know not that the historical farts arc alluited to in Eng* 
llsh, unless by I>r. Moore in bis View of Italy. Ills account 
is false and fliiitanl, full of stale jests about old men and 
young wives, and wondering at so great an effect from so 


] slight a cause. Row so acute and severe an observer of 
mankind as the author of Zcluco could wonder at this is 
iiiromctvable. lie knew that a basin of water spilt on 
.Mrs. Masbam's gown deprived the Duke of Marlborough 
; of his coranuml. and led to the Inglorious peace of lUrerht 
~4bat Louis XIV. was plunged into the nmst desolating 
I wars, because his minister was nettled at bis finding fault 
with a window, and wished to give him another oecupatiou 
! — tliat Helen lost Troy— that l.ucretia ei|icllcd the Tarquins 
from Rome— and that Cava brought the Moors to Spain — 
that an instilled husband led the (jauls to Clu.Ntum. aud 
; thence to Rome— that a single verse of Frederick 11. of Rru*> 


judga of Ihe ‘ itmpllHir of plot,' snd do not jodse inc by yoar old msd dm* 
iDAtbU; whirl! blikodrlnVWis UMiurbausb. BOd tiveo protlna n fMiotaln. 
Ic4. uRer nU, I mppo-te T<*a do not imnn tb^t iplril* U • ooblor etemrat 
th«n • clear 'pdop hohbilftit up in il»esiinf and ihi* I take to be the difte- 
rtnre Iwtwivti ilw (irtvU and lho«c lurfcld iuoonl«liaiih«— ■Iwayi nrepUng 
Ben l0n«>n, wIm nun •rbokr and n cIm»1c. Or. ukc up a lcaoKUit»n of 
Aiarrl.aori try (bo Inicmt. etc. of (b4^e my new alleiupts In tbe bid line; 
IHiSih Ui Mipilib : aud Iben tell im* fairly your oplolon. But don l Rwa^uni 
. me by Tocn ow n nfgl or nrm Mllor'a yard. .Nutblng m eaty aa Iniriralo 
conlukion of plot nod rant. Mr«. Crnllltre. in comedy, bn* ten Umra tlw 
buRtte of Cooeme; but ar« Uwy to be compared * and yel the drove Con- 
greve from tbc Ibealre," 

Again February 16, he thus writes,— 

•• Too aay ibe Doge will not be popular: did I ever write for popularity 1 1 
you toabnn a work n( mlnal t'xrrpl a U!a orinol of a popular atyir or 
complriton. It appenre to me that there li room for a dilTermt atyk* of ibe 
dramj ; oeliber a »mllr follow log of t be old drama, which Ua grorUy cc- 
roncoa* one. nor yrt foa frrnrh, like Ihoao v»ho nifceedwl the older wrltera. 
It appeari lo me Ibat good F.oglfvb. and a wviTcf approarb lo the rulea. 
roiflbi rofobloc aomethiitg not dUhononrable lo our IHeraiU'e- I have alM> 
nUravpiut lo make a play • ithont lo«r : and there arc tM-llher ring*, nor 
mlvlak<?i. noraiarlr. nor outragcooa canting tllUlus. nor meMafraiua la II. 
All Ibla will prrrpnt It* popolarlty. hut doe* not prnuade me that U U 
lktrt(9rt faolly. Wtnitever fault It baa will arl«e from drElrienry la Ibe 
condocl. nibtic iban In the concrptloD, which U tlmple and severe. 

“ Reproach U uwleis alwayi, and Irritallog-but my fecllngv were very 
morh hurt, to he drapgai like a gladiator to the (ate of a gtadiaior hy that 
'reiw/ui.' Mr. Eilbloo. At to bit dermce aud offers of rftm|N;naalloa, 
wbal Isalltfalslo IhepurpoM.* It it like l4H‘it XIV. wbo iii<i>led upuu 
buy tug at soy prft c Algernon SydtHr] » bone. and. on hWrefnMl. on taktog 
It by forte: Sydney alud hli bor«e. I could not tbool my irsfnly. bul I 
wobM have flung It Into llw Art ralbar tbao have had It reftresraird.'* 

The poet ori^naliy tlcsigiirO to inscribe lliis Iragetly lo hia 
friend, Uie late Mr. DonglaH Kinnairrl; but Ibc tledicjilnn. iben 
drawn up, h.is remained ilil now in US. It is in ihcsc words 
rat HoseoaiBtt Ooiaiss Kiassiao. 

“ My dear Doui;ln<, 

. *. fdodlrate loyoB the folloning Iragwly, ralberon arcoanl ofyoiir good 
s eptolon of It, than from aoy flu'luo of my own lhal II may be north) of 
your acceplaiice. But If Us mrrlta were ten Itnua grwalcr than they pos- 
sibly cuobe. ibW ofSrf Ing would still b«a very Inado'iusle artmowlnlginent 
of the aciise and steady friendship with whkb. for a aarles vf )c«n, yoa 
bavD hoooared 

“Voiir obllgrd 

"and arfecllonaie friend, 

“ iTRO.'f.- 

At anolltcr moment, tiic |H>et resolved to dedicate this tragedy 
to Gocth»s wlinsr praise* of “ Manfrnl ’* had highly deiighteil himj 
lull this dedtcaiioii xhartHl the faie of that to Mr. Kinnaird it 
did nut reach the bauds of GocUic liii tbJf , wlii-n it waspresruted 
to him at Wcltuar. by Hr. Hurray, jmf.; uorwasil pdiilcd at all. 
uiilU Hr. Huorc inrliidcU it in his Memoirs of Lord Byrun. It is 
to be re;;rfllrf| that Ur. Moore, in doing so, ouiiUrd some paa- 
aages, wtiich. the MS. haviot Kince been lost, we cannot now re- 
store. **ll is wriitcn.** lie says. “In the pool's must whimsica] 
aud morlilnt; mood; and tlic tinmrasurcd scveriiy (loiimj oni in 
ft ujM>D the two favourite objects of hU vvraih and ridicule, com- 
pels me to deprive ihe reader of some of its most amusing pa.v- 
sascs.*' The world are in possession of so much of Lorti Byron's 
sarcastic crWcisniM on his cotib-mporarje*. and the utter reckless- 
ness with which he threw them off is so genersUy appreciated, 
that one is at a loss to lunlcrstjnd what purpose could be served 
by suppressing the rragmuUv thus characterised. 


I “To Btkos Oottii,’ etc.rtc.elc. 

I -.Mr. 

“ In the Ippcntfli to an EngtUb work Inlely translaloil Into Rerroan aod 
publbbeU at Ulpvlc. a Jiidymrul of ynun upon Eegibb poetry is pooled aa 
rulloni : *Tbal In Englbb poetry, great grolus. unlver»al power, a fedtog 
‘ orpToruadliy. wlib nirOrienl trnderncMand force, arclo be found; bat Ibat 
I aflogerSer lArsr do not coniltinit poett,' etc. etc. 

I “ I regrvl to ace • great man falling into a grrai mtvtakr, TbU opinion 
I of yours only prove*, that the ‘ Drctfo*ary of Irn ikoavaad living EuirfiaB 
iufkora has not boro iranalated intoCcriDan. Too will have read, la your 
friend SebtrgeTs yerslun, the dialoguo In Mtcbelb- 
‘ Tbere are fro (Aouaeud f 
Mgrholk. Cerar, vlllainr 
juawer. iulAora, sir.’ 

Now. of these ‘ ten tboavand aolbors.' fbere are ecioally ntncleen hundred 
nnd elghly-srvrn poets, ail alive al ibis moment, whatever ibelr works may 
I be. atibclr bnokaeilm well know : and amongtl these there are several wbo 
' possasa a Far grealer reputation (ban mine, allbougb cooildcrably ies Ibaa 
I yourt. II l» ow Ing lo tbis ncglcrl on the pari of your Cermeo Iraiibbitors 
! iliat you are nol aware of Ibe works of « • • • 

I “ Thera la ateo anoUicr, uamod • . « • • 

I I inenilon these poeU by way of aample to oillgbteii yon. They rorm 
t-nt two Ulckiofour Babel tWnuoa bricks, by Uit wayj, but may aervo 
I f<ir a speclmeti of Ibe bulliling. 

** It la. reoroovrr. aaaer led that ‘ Ibc predomineot character of tbc wbolo 
I Itody oflbepr^al Engllsb poetry Is adiaguafaodceaiMptfor life.' Butt 
rather napert Ibat, by one single work of prose, guu yoncaelf bare rsclled 
I a greater roniempi for life than all the Engllsli voluaiM of poesy that ever 
were wrilieu. Madame de sia« uiyv ibal ’ Wcailwr tiae ocraslaocd more 
HiicWes than Ibc most beaullfol woman /and i really betbrvoibat be bee pul 
! more tndlvMuaU out of Ibis world then Napoteoo hlmaelf.-ewpl In tbu 
' way of bis profemluo. reefaap). Illoairlous S^r. tb« acrimonious Jodgmenl 
' pasted by a reldtrated Doribers Journal upon you In particular, and tho 
I (.ermaiu in gtnieral. bat rather lodlspoaed you toward* EiiglUh poetry as 
! well aacrIUcItm. Hut you mu( not regard our critics, wlio are at bottom 
I t;ood-uatured feilowa, roauldering Ibcif two prnfewloM.-taktng up itw law 
1 in court, aod laying It down onief tt. ho one can morelomcni tlwirbasty 
.-Hid unfair JodgRhiul. In your partlniJar. than 1 do; aud I somprvimd ny- 
j trif lo your Dleod Srbicgd. In ISIS, al Coppel. 

I “ In bebair ol my ‘ Un Ibourond' llrtog brethren, and of myaelf. 1 baro 
I itmi far taken ooUceof an opinion espe ow edwtih regard lo • EDgllata poetry ' 

I iu general, and wbfeb merited notice, hecanae It was mas. 

“My principal object in addrewlng yon waa to leailfy my alneerercwMCt 
end admlratloQ ofa man. wIm. fur balf a century, has kd Ibe llierniurc of 
i a great nation, nod nIU go down to poMerhy e* ibe flrat literary character 
I of bU age. 

I “ Tou have been fortonate. Sir. nol only la Ibe wrltlogi which bava II- 
I loMralel your name, but in ibe oame Itaclf. aa being auDlcleuily muskal 
I fur ibearitculailanof paslirily. In Ibis you have the adreniage of some of 
^ your counlrynsen. whose uamoa would perbapa be Immortal alao-if aug 
■ b><dy could proouuacc tbnn. 

*' It may. perhaps, be supposed, by this apparent lone of Irvlly. Ibat 1 am 
wanting lo inlenllonal respect lenardt you ; bill Itik w UI be a nblakr: I 
«m always flippant In prnac. r.ooHdertng you. aa I really and warmly do, 

[ inrommon wUb all your own. and wilto mosl other nailOAS, to be by far ih# 

I Itn4 literary cbartricr which bae eilsttd Iu binropc since the death of Vol- 
Mtre. 1 fell, and feel, desirous to Inscribe lo you Ibe follow trig wort, as 
U-ing rllber e Iragtdy or a poem. | ftw I cannot pronounce upon iU preteo- 
rtoivt to be ritber one or Ibc oiber. vr both or nrliber, l bol as a mark of 
esteem and admiration from a foreigner lo the man wbo baa been balled Iu 
tiermany ‘ Tti cBisT Oorrai.’ 

“ } bare Ihe honour lo bo. 

“with Ibe Irurot mpecl, 

“ )uor moat obedient 

I “ and very bumble servant, 

J “ Rtvcntui. Ibre 14*. IB30. BtRON. 

I * [ Coefbe waa ennoMcd, baring Ibe fon preflied to bis miac. but never 
. received Ibe llllc of Baron — k-] 
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MAUKNO FALIKUO. 


»te on Ibe AbM de BcmU. aiuJ a on Ma<l«me dc Poid- 
padour. kd to the battle of Ho«bi< li •— that the clo{H>iDent 
of DMrbhorgU vt Itb Mar Tlturebad mmlucted the KnglUli to 
the daverj of IrcUnd-ilial a prnwHial pique between Maria 
Acloinclle and tlw Duke of Orleans |>rerl|>Uated the Qrsl 
fipuDiun of the Bourhotis -and. not to nmliipl) irutaitecs. 
that (.ommwius. Uomitiaii. and Calittula fell tklinis not to 
their public Ijraimy. b»>t to prltale %en«eancc-oml tl«l 
an orilcr to make Cromwell dis4‘mUirk from the ship In 
which he would ha>e sailed to America destroyed both 
king and conmonweatih. After these iiislanres. on the 
leaat reOertion. it U Indeed eitraurdinary in Dr. Moure to I 
aeein aurprljied that a man used to romniand. who luid | 
serted and swayed in tl»c most lm|>arUnl oflices. sixxdd 
Oerrely resent, in a liercr age. an unpuniohed alTioni. tl»c 
grottcU that can be ofTereil to a man. be he prince or pra^ 
sant. 1 he age of Falicro U little to the puniose, unic&s to 
Iksour U— 

**T(MrMD|m»n*«wrslli UlUcMraw on Ur*. 
a«l hit ttd M $Uflh (Sr a/d m««'< irr.‘* 

** 1 anna (**•• soon fit* siwt soon forgrl •((roDU, 

Ota wic W »(«« at bolb." 

Ijiugler's reflertions arc most philosophical: — "Tale fii 
II line Ignomlnlosn dl un’ uomn, che la sua tiasrlin. la sna 
ela. U fluo earaltere dovetanu tener lontano dalle ita*>si»id 
produttiicl dl grand! dellttl. I suni rulcnf i p<‘r liingu trm|>o 
eacrcitatl ne* maKglori impleghl. la sua rafiarila s|K‘rirneih> 
tata ne' governi e nolle ambaM-late. pli avevaiio ac(|iii«iato 
la stima e la ftdurli de' rltladinl. ed ave^ano uniti I suf- 
fragj per collocarlo alia tesla della repuhhlica. innahalo 
ad un grado che termlnata gloriosamente la sua tita. il ri> 
aentlniento dl un' inglurla legglera Inslnuo nel suo ruore 
Ul veleno rbe bastd a corrumiierc Ic antirlie sue tpialita e 
a rondurlo al termlne del scelleratl : serin esempio, che 
prusa non esitrvi eta. in mi la prudenza umnmi no si- 
eura, a ehe neW uomo reslano acmprr poationi rapaci a 
dtaonoror/o, quando non inrigili $opra *e tteuo.* 

ti\'herr did Dr. Moore lind that Marino Falicro {(egged 
bis life? I have searched tlu* ciirunklers. and limi nothing 
of the kind; it Is true that Ite atowed all. Hr was con» 
dueled to the place of torture, hut there Is no menlloti made 
of any applirallou fur mercy on bis |Mtrl ; and the >ery cir- 
cumstance of ibelr hating taken him to liie rack seems lo 
argue any thing Init his hating shown a want of nrmne^vs. 
which would doubtless ha>e t^een also mentioned hy those 
minute historians, who hy no means fatour Iiiiii ; such, in- 


^4:il 

< deed, w oiild he contrary to his character as a soldier, to (ho 

I age In which he lived, and at which be died, as It Is to the 
truth uf history. 1 know no justliicatlon, at any dislanre 
of time, for calumniating an historical character: surely 
truth lielung.s to llie dead, and to the unrorlmmie; and 
they who hate died upon a scalTohl hate generally iiad 
faults enough of their own. without atlrthutiiigto titein that 

; which the tery Incurring of tlie iktiIs whhh raiiilucted 
tliein lothdr tiolenl death renders, of all oibcrs. the most 
imprutiahle. The btaik veil which U painted over the place 
of Marino Falicro atnongst the Doges, and the GiiiilN' Mair* 
rase where be was crowned, and dUrrowned, and decapi- 
tated. struck forcibly ui>on my iinaginalion; ns did his iiery 
character and strange story. I went, in IMIO. in search of 
his tomb more titan once to Itic rhiirch San Giutanni e Stii 
Paolo; and, as I was standing itefore the mooiimcnl of an> 
other family, a priest came up lo me ami said. " 1 can show 
you iiner monumenis than that.** 1 mid him llial 1 was iu 
search of that of the Falicro family, and partieularly of ihc 
Doge Marino's. "Oh," said be. " I will show it you;" and 
rondueting me to the outside, itoinled out a sarcophagus In 
the wall with an illegible inscription, lie said that it had 
been in a convent adjulnlng. hut was removed after the 
French came, and placed In its present sUnalion ; tiial bo 
had seen the lonib opened al its removal; there were still 
some lionef remaining, hut no |»o*iUvc vestige of the deca- 
pitation. Thi> equestrian statue of w hich 1 liave made men* 
tlon in the third art as before that chun'h Ls not, however, 
of a Falicro. hut of some other now obsolele warrior. al> 
Ihoiighofa later date. There were two other Uogcsof Uiis 
fanilly prior to Marino; Urdelafo. wlio felt in liallle al Zara 
in 1117 (where his descendant afterwards con(|uered the 
ilun»). and Vital Faliern. who reigned In lOHS. 'Ihc fa- 
mily, originally from Faiio. wo.s of the most Illustrious in 
bImKi and wealth in the city of once the most wealthy and 
still ilie most ancient families in Kuro|K*. The length i 
have gone Into on this subject will show the interest 1 have 
taken In it. Whether I have succeeded or not in the Irage* 
dy. 1 liave al least transferred into uur language an liisto' 
riral fad worthy of roninienn>rallon. 

D Is now four years ilui I li.ive meditated this work ; and 
Itefore 1 had sufliciently c&anilned the records, I wasratlM*r 
dis(»osed to have made it turn on a jealous) In Faliero. v 
litil, |H*rreiviiig no foumialion fur this In hislorlrol truth, 
and aware that jealousy is an eihati'led (lassion In the dia* 
ma. 1 have given It ■ more historical form. I was. besides. 


•* r.-f. I pmvivv ib«l In Ccrtniny. well m to lUlf. Ibere I* ■ fml 
•irntnrtv sboiit wbat they rail aihI 'Sonwatv,*— (crtiM nhlrb 

w«re (MMRibJvrU orrlM-inmllon In Knelanil. al Irtm witen I IrU II (oar or 
0 t« yttn aco. Sapcc oT Ibe EnglUb sanbbkn. ll tt lrn«. abn«rd I'ope *04 
9win. bq| Ibe rmoo Mat, ibat ibc) lbnn<.rlm did nul kiwm bow lo wrUa 
flibor |sra« or «*tw; bnl nobod) iboeebi llicni worth aaklog a icci M. 
rrrb*(wtb«rt may b«M>me|hlug ofihrklnd tprung up laldn but I barvool 
beard oiarb about ll, rod It would be lurli bad Uata Ibal I ttaail be Tery 

tarry *<> belIrTe 11." 

The iltuslrioiiv Goetlic was mncli graliRed with thb token of 
Lord Dyron'a adaiiraUoii. lie died at W dinar early In the pre> 
sent year (183))— a yearwhidi lua vwrpi away ao many of ihe 
great men of the European worki— aoioog ulben, Cuvier and 
ScoU.— C.] 

• [The Abb^'a blogr.vplier denies the correctness of ihii stale* 
mrot— ''Qurkpies 4krivaiD«," lie says, "qiii irvuvaienl' sans 
doute piiiuaoi d'attrihuer de grands efTcIa a de pelites cauaet. oat 
piflriKlu que I'AbM avail lavUU dana le coaseil poor faire d<- 
darrr la guerre i la Pmsae. |tar rcs*enlimenl coolre Prdl^ric, et 
pourvenger n vanity po^lUiie, humilidc par Icven du nronarque 
bel-esprit et poCfc— 

‘ E«iMB d* Bamlf ta itti-rlle abondance.' 

Jc ne tn'amuscral point i refnler ccUv opinion ridicnle. elle locnbe 


' par Ic fait, si Tahik, comme dd Dodos, *c dCdara. an coniraire, 

I d.ins Ic otMUrii. constammenl pour ralliance avre la Pni«sc. con- 
! Ire Ift sealimenl m^me de IaiuIs XV. et dc Madaiue de Poiiipa- 
dour."— giW. I'nir.] 

• Laugirr, ilial. de la R6]inb. de Tenlve, Italian iranslalkm. 
Tol.ir. p. 50. 

1 [ In Fclimary. 1*17, Lord Byrtm writes lo Mr. Umray— “Look 
into Dr. Mis re't View of ilaly' fur me i la nbe of ilie volumes 
you will Rnd an account of ihe Doge Vaheroiit ought to be Pallrro] 

\ amihis conqdracy.or IlicnioUreaofit. Get il Iramcribetl forme, 

> and send It in a Irller lo me soon. 1 want il. and cannut lind to 
I good an account of that biisinc's hrrr ; ihuiigli (lievdUiJ patriot, 

I and Ihe place wlicre h ‘ was crowned, and aflcrwanls decapiUleil, 
still exist ami are shown. I have searcliiHl all llu'ir hisiorh-si but 
, the policy of the old arisiocracy made their wrilers silrnt on bit 
' moiives. which were a (irivaie grievance again*! one of Ihe pain* 

' dana. 1 mean to write a tragedy on the subject, which ap|tears to 
me very dramatic ; an old man. jealous, and conspiring agalnsi ih« 
state, of which be was actually rvignlng chief. The last clrcum- 
siaoce inakci it the most remarkable, and mly fact of the kind, 
in all h'lstory of all nations."] 
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wen advised by ibc late Matthew Lew is > un that point, in 
talking with him of my intention at Venice in 1817. **If 
you make him Jealous," said he, **reroUcct lliat you have 
to conlond w ith eslablisbed w riters, to say nothing orshak- 
spearc, and an cihaiistcd subject; — slick to the old licry 
Doge's natural character, which will boar you out, if pro. 
perly drawn; and make your plot as regular as you can." 
Sir William Dniinmond gave me nearly the same eoifnsel. 
How far I have followed these instructions, or whether they 
have availed me. Is not for me to decide. I have had no 
view to the stage; In lu present state it Is. perhaps, not a 
very exalted objiK^t of ambition; besides, 1 have been too 
much behind the scenes to have thought it so at any time. ■ 
And 1 cannot conceive any man oflrrilabie feeling putting 
hknselfat tlic monies of an audience. The sneering reader, 
and the loud critic, and fix' tart review, are scattered and 
(li>tanl calamities ; but the trampling of an Intelligent or of 
an Ignorant audience on a productinn which, be it good or 
bad, has been a mental lalH>ur to the writer, is a palpable 
and immHiale grievance, heightened by a man's tioubt of 
ibelr conujctency to judge, and hU certalnl} of his own Im- 
prudence bi electing them bis Judges. Were I capable, of 
writing a play which could he deemed stage-worthy, suc- 
cess would give me no pleasure, and failure great pain. It 
is for this reason that, even cinriiig the lime of being one of 
the commUlee of one of the theatres, I never made the at- 
tempt. and never will.* But surely there is dramatic power 
somewhere, where Joanna BaiJIie, * and Millnian.v and 
John Wilson® exist. The “City of the IMague" and the 
“fall of Jerusalem " are full of thi* Itest “ma/cnei" for 
tragedy that has been seen since Horace Walpole, except 
passages of Ktbwabi and De Moiilfort. It Is the fashion to 
underrate Horace Walpole; firstly, because be was a noble- 
man, and secondly, because be was a gentleman; but, to 
say nothing of the conijvosilion of his incomparable letters, 
and of the Castle of Oiraiiio, he is the “ I llimus Homano- 
nim." the author of the Mysterious Mother, a tragedy of the 
liiglvesi order, and no! a puling love-play. He U the father 
of the first romance and of the last IrageiJy in our language. 


and surely worthy of a higher place than any living writer, 
be be who be uiay. v 

111 speaking of the drama of Marino Fallcro, I forgot to 
mention, that the desire of preserv ing, (bough still too re- 
mote, a nearer approach to unity than the Irregularity, 
which is the reproach of the English tboalrical rom|>osi- 
sitlfHis, [lerniKs. has induced me to represent the eonsplracy 
as already formed, and the Doge acceding to It; whereas, 
in fact, it was of his own preparation and that of Israel Ber- 
tuccio. The other characters (except that of (be Duchess), 
incidents, and almost the time, which was wonderfully 
short for such a design In real life, are strictly historical, 
except that all the consultations look place In the palace. 
Had I followed this, the unity would have been better pre- 
served; but 1 wished to produce the Doge In the full as- 
soiiibly of the conspirators, instead of monotonously placing 
him always in dialogue with tlie same Individuals. For tbo 
real facts. 1 refer to the Apiiendix. 


MARINO FALIERO. 

DRAMATIS PEftSOfi.e. 


MK>. 


UiMVO FAUCKO. of rtntet. 

BFaU'CCIO FiLIEiO. of \bt Post. 

Lluvl, ■ fotrniao an-l Xenatof. 

BLM\TEM>E. Ckitf of tkt CouneU of Ttn. 

MIC4II-.L .HTF.MI Ontof the tkrtt CopioflktFortf. 

ISIIAEL HERIUCCiO. r.k$tf of Uc \ 

rHIlIPCVIEVnxbO Conopiroton. 

DV6ULI.VO, I ^ 

UEBTHAN, ; 

- ... w .. {''Simart lii Solle." ooe of tiu 0/Heert Monsiug io 

"'••r 1 

f«r>l CiOsrn.-a«co>i4 CiUztn.~ Tiurd CfUitu. 


VINC.tMo.'j 

PIKTRO ‘ Vfflttrt t lo»S!tif lo tht Dotol Polott. 

BATTISTA J 

Srrrctsrr of <i« Couorif of Ttn. 

HoortlM, Co*i,iiralor», Ciliztnt, Tht of ftu. The Oittola, eh. ott. 


ViOJttx 

iVCIOLIVA. Wife to tht DOfo. 

MAaiAV.VA. her Fnend. 

fomafr hllfodantt. eh. 

Sceitr V'fvicc- iBlhrye.ir IXW. 


» [ See tnU. p. 60.] 

■ [M.H. “ It is like being at the whole proem of a woroao's toilet 
—it ditcachJDts."] 

s Wliile I was in the snb-oomtniltec of Drury Lane Theatre^ 1 
can vouch for ii»y collcacuc*. and I hope for myself, that we did 
nor best to bring b.ick the Icgiiimale drama. 1 tried whit I coukl 
to get “ De Uontfort*' revived, but in vain, and et|ually in vain in 
favour of sotbcliy'a “Ivan,’' which wa» ihrmghl an acting play; 
and 1 cndcavourid also to wake Mr. Coleridge to write a tragedy. 
Those who arc not In the secret will hardly believe that the “School 
ffjr Scandai" it the pUy which hasbrouRhl least averaging 

the nnniher of times it has oeen acted since lU prodoettoB ; ao Ma- 
iMgcr Diljdin aMurcil me. Of whal has occniTcd aiM« Uotarin'a * 

Bertram '' 1 am nut aware ; so that I may be iradotilK> Oiitmgh 
i|D 0 »»nce. some excellent new writers ; if lo, 1 beg Ibdr pardoe. 

. tljlre been alwcnl from England nearly five years, and. till last 
. y«ar, I oarer read an Engfidi newspaper aIiicc my departure, and | 
* now only aware uf ll»eatrical matters lliroui;h the medium of I 
0»e Parisian GaicUe of Oallgiiaiil. and only for the last twelve j 
iDonihs. Let me then deprecate all nifence to tragic or corok 
wriler«i, to whuni 1 wish well, and of whom 1 know nollilng. The 
long complainis of ihe actnal stale of the drama arise, however. 
iVom uo fault of tlie performers. 1 can conceive nothing belter 

* (The ac». CharWsi MslurJo (• curate In nuhlln » rticd tn IS3I- Hi* ftrrt 
pruducll(»i». tlie*'niMH* ot )lon!»x-lo. o romsnw. is tt< only one of bis , 
KorX* (bat ha* iurviied biro. When be bis faroli? to be aw«-e tbal ! 

the (U waa ou lilm. tbU faousllral «tnikfiD«n u*e<t lo *tlc« a wafer on hi* 
fnrebcoJ.-' ' naturlo." M*i Lord B)rwn, *• »cal tU ' Bartrsro ' and a letter lo 
the Drury Latw tAmoilllce. w nhoui Id* adilrca# ; §o that at Aral I could glT* 
tikm ltd answer ; wticn I at IcuBlh hit upoa hiirasldeuio. I aeut Uinta fSTsaiu 
•his Me. owl iuiutitn»B niort uilnUullal.''— k.| 


than Rcnilde, Cooke, and Kean In their very different manners, 
or than EllUlon in yenllemaH's cunie.ijr, and in some parU of 
trageily, MUi U‘Ncdl 1 never saw. having made ami kqtl a dc- 
(crminatlun to see n»ihlng vshlcli thuuld divide or dtaUirb my re- 
collecUoo of Siddons. iildduns and Kemble were ih« ideal of 
tragic action; I never saw any thing at all resembling them even 
in peiiON : for ihls reason, we shall never see ag.iin Coriolanus 
or Maclicih. when Kianisblauicvl for wanl of dignity, we should 
rcmvmbi r that it U a grace, ami not on art, and nut lo be attained 
by study. In all, nof stPca-uaiural parU, he ia |ter(ccl i wen 
bis very defects belong, or seeiu lo belong, to tlie parts tbcmaelves. 
and appear truer lo nature. But of Kcrable we may say with 
reference lo hw actinv, whal Ihe Cardinal de ReU said of the 
Marqii.t of Montrose. “ that he wa* the only man he ever saw who 
reminded him of llie ticn of Pluiarch." 

4 (Mrs. Baillic's “Family Legend” Is the only one of her dra- 
mas lh;il ever bad any succesi uo the stage.— E.] 

* (The Rev. Henry llari MiHroan, of Braieo Nose College, Oi- 
ford, for wnie lime l»rofe«sor of Poetry In that LnlversUy, and 
now reeior of Si. MaryV. Beading. Park)." whicli he wrote be- 
fore Uking his first degree at Oxford, U the only one of his plays 
that has done well on Ihe sta^e.— E.] 
a I John Wilson, of Magilih n College, Oxford, now Professor ol 
Moral Philosoj»hy in tlie Dniverdly of Edinburgh,— tlie well known 
author of the •* Isle of Palms." “Margaret I.yndsay." “ Lights and 
Shadows of Scotilsh Life," cic. ek-, and ibe principal critic as 
well a* humourist of Blackwood's Uagatlne.— E.} 

7 ( Horace Walpole was bom with talents lo have disUngnished 
• htonself in Uic higlver deparlincul.'* of literature, of which the -Mys- 
Rrious Mother," however di'gusHng the subject muri always l>e 

w 
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ACT I. 

I SCE.'VB I. 

An AnUrhambrr in (Ac 

PiKino tptaks, in entering, to IUttista. 

Pie. Is not the messenger return’d ? 

Bal. ^otyet; 

1 have sent frequently, as you commanded, 

But still the Signory is deep in council, 

And long debate on Steno's accusation. ' 

Pie. Too long— at least so thinks the Doge. 

Bat. How bears he 

These moments of suspense? 

PIf. With stniggling patience. • 

Placed at the ducal table, cover’d o’er 
With ulbtlie apparel of the state; petitions. 
Despatches, jtidgineots, acts, reprieves, reports, 
lie sits as rapt in duty ;> but whene’er 
He bears the jarring of a distant door. 

Or aught that intimates a coming step. 

Or murmur of a voice, his quick ej e wanders. 

And he will start up from his chair, then pause, 

And seat himself again, and fix his gaze 

Upon some edict; but I have observed 

For tlie last hour he has not turn’d a leaf. ft was 

Bat. ’T is said he is muHi moved,— and doubtless j 
Foul scorn in SteiM to ofieiid so grossly. ] 

Pie. Ay, if a poor man : Steno 's a patrician, 
Young, galliard, gay, and haughty. * 

Bat. Tlien you think 

He will not be judged iiardly? 

Pie. T were enough 

He be judged justly ; but *t is not for us 
To anticipate the sentence of the Forty. 

Bat. And here it comes. — What news, VinceaAo? 

Enter Vi?ice5zo. 

yin. *Tis 

Decided ; but as yet his doom ’s unknown : 

I saw the president in act to seal . 

The parchment which will bear the Forty’s judgment 
Unto the Doge, and hasten to inform him. 

[Bxeunr. I 

SCE?(E II. 

The Dveal chamber. 

Mauso Falibuo. Doge: and his yephne, 
Bearccao Faliebo. 

Per, F. It cannot be but they will do you justice. 

Doge. Ay, such as the Avogadori’ did. 

Who sent up my appeal unto the Forty 
To try him by his peers, his own tribunal. 


Ber. F. Hispeers will scarce protecthim; such an act 
Would bring contenipl on all authority. (Forty ? ^ 

Doge. Know you not Venice? Know you not llie 
But we shall see anon. 

Ber. F. {addressing ViNClx'/o, then entering.) 

How now— what tidings? 

ri)i. 1 am charged to tell his highness that the court 
lias pass’d its resolution, and tliat, soon 
As tlie due forms of judgment are gone through, 

The simtence will be sent up to the Doge; 

In the mean time tlie Forty doA lalute 
Tlie Prince of the Bepublic, and entreat 
His acceptation of their duty. 

Doge. Yes — 

They are wondrous dutiful, and ever Inimble. 

Sentence is pass’d, you say? 

Tin. It is, your highness : 

The president w as sealing it. w hen I 

Was call'd in, that no moment ought be lost 

In forwarding the imimatiou due » 

Not only to the Chief of the Bepuhiic, 

But the cuniplainant, both in one united, (reived, 

Ber. F. Are you aware, from aught you have per* 

Of tlieir decision? 

Fbi. N'<|j’my lord; vou know 

The secret custom of ^c courts in Venice. 

Ber. F. True; but there still is something given to 
guess, 

W hich a shrewd gleaner and quick eye w ouldcatchat ; • 

A whisper, or a murniur, or an air 

More or less solemn spread o'er the triliunal. 

The Forty are hut dmii— most worthy men, 

And wise, and just, and cautious — this I grant — 

And secret as Uie grave to which they doom 
Tlic guilty ; but with all this, in their aspects— 

At least in some, the janiors of the number — 

A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo, 

W'ould read tlie sentence ere it w^s pronounced. 

Fin. My lord, I came away u|>on the moment, 

And had no leisure to take note of that 
Which pass’d among the judges, even in seeming; 

My station near the accused too, Michel Steno, 

Made me 

Doge (abruptty). And how look’d he? deliver Uiat. 

Fin. Calm, but not overcast, he stood resign'd 
To the decree, whate'er it were; — hut lo! 

It comes, fur Uie perusal of bis highness. 

Enter the Secbetaby of the Forty. 

Sec. The high tribunal of the Forty sends 
Health and respect to the Doge Falieo’o, 

Chief magistrate of Venice, and requests 


I •plendtd tnoaoment. It is true, to uie one of hu own eipre»- 
»ions. (bal when chocning a topic so dreadful, it teemed as if he 
had lored melaocbolj till It had palled on bli taste, and was 
obliged to dram with horror. But tlie good old EoglUh blank 
verse, the force of character expressed in (he wretched iiioUier, 
and In several of the inferior persons, ar^ue a strength of coocep- 
tioo and vigour o< expreastoo, capable of great things, and which 
Involuntarily carry us back to the earlier era of the EogUib 
drama, when Mbere were guntx in Uic land.'— Cioxn.) 


• (See Appendix, Note (A.)] 

• [originat MS.—** With sreming patience.*'] 

^ [MS.—** He sill as deep lo duty.**] 

• I I S"T.ond hiuftblT."] 

I (The Avogadorl were three In number : they were (be rai>* 
doctors of criminal prosecutions on tlie pan of ibe sAte; and no 
act of tlie coancils was valid, unless saocUuned by the presence oC 
uneoftlicm.— E] 
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His highness to peruse and to approve 
The sentence pass’d on Michel Steno. Lorn 
Patrician, and arraign'd upon the charge 
Contain'd, together with its penalty, 

■\Vithin the rescript which I now present. 

Doge. Retire, and wail witliout. 

[£xrun/ SecEKTART and VncEnto. 

Take thou this paper : 
The misty letters vanish from my eyes; 

I cannot Hx them. 

Her. F. Patience, my dear uncle : 

Why do you tremble thus? — nay, doubt not, all 
W'ill be as could be wish’d. 

Doge. Say on. 

Her. F, (reading). “ Decreed 

In council, without one dissenting voice, 

That Michel .Steno, by his own confession, 

Guilty on the last nigiit of Carnival 
Of having graven on the ducal throne 
The following words*— — ” • 

Doi;e. ^ Wouidst thou repeat them? 

Wonidst tftoE repeat them — thou, a Kaliero, 

Harp on the dt'cp dishonour of our house. 
Dishonour'd in its chief — that chief the prince 
Of Venice, first of cities? — To the sentence. 

Her. F. Forgive me, my good lord ; I will obey — 
(Reads.) *’Tliat Miclicl Steno be detain'd a month 
In close arrest.” » 

Doge. Proceed. 

Ber. F. My lord, ’t is finish'd. 

Doge. How, say you ? — finish'd! Do 1 dream ? — 't is 
false — 

Give me tlie paper — {Snatches the paper and reads) 

— “ T is decreed in council 
That Michel Steno — -Nephew, thine arm! 

Ber. F. Nay, 

Cheer up, becalm; this transport is uncall'd for — 
Let me seek some assistance. 

Doge. Stop, sir— Stir not— 

'T is past. 

Ber. F. 1 cannot but agree with you 
’Tlic sentence is too slight for the offence — 

It is not honourable ill the Forty 


< ['* Marino Pallrro, dalia bclla inoglic-~allri la gode, ed egli la 
inanUme.'*— S anito.) 

■ (Ml'* no* in the plot only, enriailed and crlpplci] aa it U of 
what would have Ix-ra ila due pro|)ortion4, th.it we think wc can 
trace the injuriuU’ierit-ctaori.ord Hyrou’s coniiiieuUil iirejudiceit 
and hl<! choice of iiijudiciou* models. We Irarr ihem in the ah- 
rupIneMi or Ilia vctsc, which lus all the Ii3r<4inc«i, though not all 
the vigour of Airicrl. and which, iruMcad of that richness and va- 
riety o( cadence which dlstinglli^hrs even the most carelcas of our 
elder dramaiiRts. I« often only dotiiiguislialile from prose by the 
QurclenUng iiniturraily with which it H divided into decavyllahic 
porliuna. The wntence of tlie CoUege of Justice was likely, in- 
deed, to be prosaic; and Sliakapearc and our other elder tra?e- 
dlana would have given it as htrnd fidf proa**, without that aflecla- 
tion (fdrwbich, however. Lord Dynm hasmany precedent In mo- 
dern times), which ciuidemus letirn, prorl.iniaiionR, the speecliea 
of the vulgar, aud the nulcricit of the rahUe and the soldit'ry. 
toatmtinlhe same precise nica'-nrv with the loUy musingv and 
dlgoiOeil rescBtmrnt of the powerful anil liie wise t— but Bcrlucc>0 
i^aliero might as well have spoken (loctry.— IIsdsb.} 


! To nffix so slight a penalty to that 
I ^Vhicll was a , foul affront to you, and even 
I To them, as being your subjects; but 't is not 
I Yet without remedy : you can appeal 
j To them once more, or to the Avogadori, 
j Who, seeing th.it true justice is withheld, 

I Will now take up the cause they once declined, 

; And do you riglit upon the bold delinquent. 

I Think >ou not thus, good uncle? why do you stand 
So fix’d? You heed me not I pray you, hear me! » 
Doge {dashing dmen the dueal honnet, atid offering 
to trample upon it, exclaims, as he is tcithheld by 
his nephew) 

Oh! that the Saracen were in Saint Mark’s ! 

Thus would I do him homage. 

Ber. F. For the sake 

Of Heaven and all its saints, my lord^— 

Doge. Away! 

Oh, that the Genoese were in the port! 

Oh, that the Huns whom I o'erihrew' at Zara 
^Vere ranged around the palace ! 

Per. F. 'T is not well 

In Venice' Duke to say so. 

Doge. Venice’ Duke! 

AVho now is Duke in Venice? let me see him, 

That he may do me right. 

Ber. F. If you forget 

Your office, and its dignity and duty, 

Remember that of man, and curb this passion. 

The Duke of Venice— 

Doge (in/errtipfing him). There is no such thing — 
It is a word — nay, — worse— a worthless by-word : 
The most despised,wrong’d, outraged. helpless wretch. 
Who begs his bread, if 't is refused by one, 

May win it from another kinder heart; 

But he, who is denied his right by those 
Whose place it is to do no w rong, is poorer 
Than the rejected beggar — he ’s a slave — 

And that am I, and thou, and all our house. 

Even from tins hour; the meanest artisan 
Will point the finger, and the haughty noble 
May spit upon us : — where is our redress? 

Ber. F. The law, my prince. 


> [The first M:ene8 rrprevenl, ratlirr trdioiuty, the Doge wail- 
ing impaUPiiUr fi»r Ihc senience of (he senate, sud rariug vrry 
ealravagautly at its lenity. We think all this part very licavily 
and ev<ti unskilfully eu'culctl ; nor can it he at all wrprlsiug that 
ordinary readers shuiild not eiiU-r into his highnevs's fury, when 
it appearn that even his nephew dues not at first understand it. 
This cliiUfiil person cummenU tlins calmly on the mailer, tn a 
speerh which, UnHigh Mtt down by Lord Byron in lines of teu 
syllables, we shall Like tlie Ilbeny tu print as prusc— which it un- 
dmibtedly is — and very ordinary and homely prose too.— 

1 cannot but agree with you, Ihe sentence is t<io slight for 
theofirDce. It is nut honourable in the Forty to tffix so slight a 
(lenally to that which was a foni affront to yon, and even to them, 
as b>'lng your subjects; but T b not yet wUIkmiI remedy i yon can 
appeal to them once more, or to the Avogadori. who. seeing that 
Utip justice Is withheld, will now take up the cause they once 
declined, and do yon right u|H,n the bold delinquent. Think you 
md Unu. good uncle? Why do you stand ao filed? You heed 
me not. 1 pray you, hear me.’ — Jemev.] 
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Doge g A<m). Y ou 8 m what it has done — 

I ask’d no remedy fjut from the law->- 
I sought no vengeance but redress hy law — 

I call’d no judges but those named by law — 

As sovereign, I appeal’d unto my subjects, 

The very subjects who had made me sovereign, 

And gave me thus a double right to be so. 

The rights of place and choice, of birth and service, 
Honours and years, these scars, these hoary hairs, 
The travel, toil, the perils, the fatigues. 

The blood and sweat of almost eigljty years, 

Were w eigh’d T the balance, ’gainst the foulest slain, 
The grossest insult, most contemptuous crime 
Of a rank, rash patrician — and fuuud wanting! 

And this is to be borne! 

JJer. F. I say not that ; — 

III case your fresh appeal should be rejected. 

We will find other means to make all even. 

Doge. Appeal again! art thou my brother’s son? 

A scion of the house of Faliero? 

The nephew of a I>oge? and of that blood 
Whidi hath already given three dukes to Venice? 
But tliou say'st well — we must be humble now. 

Ber. F. My princely uncle! you are too inudi 
moved : — 

I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly 
Left without fitting punishment : but still 
This fury doth exceed the provocation, 

Or any provocation t if w e are wrong’d, 

We will ask justice; if it l;c denied, 

We '11 take it; but may do all tliis in calmness — 
Deep Vengeance is the daughter of deep Silence. 

I have yet scarce a third part of your years, 

I love our house, I honour you, its chief, 

The guardian of my youth, and hs instructor — 

But though I understand your grief, and enter 
In part of your disdain, it doth appal n>e 
To see your anger, like our Adrian w’aves, 

O’ersweep all bounds, ^nd foam itself to air. 

Doge. I tell thee — must I tell thee— what thy father 
Would have required no words to comprehend? 

Hast thou no feeling save the external sense 
Of torture from the touch? hast thou no soul — 

ISo pride — no passion— no deep sense of honour? 

Ber. F. T is the first lime that honour has heim 
And were the last, from any other sceptic, [doubted, 

Doge. You know the full offence of this l>orn villain, 
This creeping, coward, rank, acquitted felon, 

Who threw his sling into a poisonous libel,' 

And on the honour of — O Tj(^ ! — mv wife, 

Tlie nearest, dearest part of all men’s honour, 
left a base slur to pass from mouth to motith 
Of loose mechanics, with all coarse foul comments, 
And villanoas jests, and blasphemies obscene; 

W hile sneering nobles, in more polish’d guise, 

W hisper’d the tale, and smiled upon the lie 
W hich made me look like them — a cotwteous witlol. 
Patient — ay, proud, it, may be, of dishonour. 

' ( W.1.~* Wlw Ibttw Mkti 
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Ber. F. But still it was a lie— you knew it false, 

And so did ail men. 

Doge. Nephew, the higti Roman 

Said, ** Cajsar’s wife must not even be suspended,” 

And put her from him. 

Her. F. True — but in those days 

Doge. What is it that a Roman would not suffer. 

That a Venetian prince must bear? Old Dandolo 
Refused the diadem of all the Csesars, 

And w ore the ducal cap 1 trample on. 

Because ’t is now degraded. 

Der. F. ’T is even so. 

Doge. It is — it is; — I did not visit on 
The innocent creature thus most vilely slander'd 
Because she took an old man for her lord, 

For that he had been long her father’s friend 
And patron of her house, os if there were 
No love in woman’s heart but lust of youth 
And beardless faces; — I did not for this 
Visit the villaiu’s infamy on her, 

But craved my country's justice on Ins head, 

The justice due unto the humblest being 
Wlto hath a wife whose faith is sweet to him. 

Who hatha home whose hearth is dear to him, , 
Wlio hath a name whose honour 's all to him, 

When these are tainted by the occursing breath ^ ^ 

Of calumny and scorn. 

Iter. F. And what redress * 

Did you expect as his fit punishment ? • e 

Dttge. Death ! Was I not the sovereign of the state — 
Insulted on his very throne, and made * ^ 

A mockery to the men who should obey me ? 

Was 1 not injured as a husband ? scorn’d 
As man? reviled, degraded, asa prince? 

Was not offence like his a complication 
Of insult and of treason ?— and he lives! * 

Had he, instead of on tlie Doge's throne. 

.Stamp’d the same brand upon a peasant’s stools ' • 

His blood had gilt the threshold; for the carle 
Had stabb'd him on the instant. 

Iter. F. Do not doubt it. 

He shall not live till sunset — leave to me 
The means, and calm yourself. 

Doge. Hold, nephew : lliis 

W ould have sufficed but yesterday ; at present • 

I have no further wrath against this man.*^ 

Iter. F. Whatmean you ? is not the oCfcnoe redquWrd 
By this most rank — I will not say— acquittal; 

For it is worse, being full acknow ledgwent 

Of the offence, and leaving it unpunisird? * •* * 

Doge. It is rerfoubferf, but not now by hyn « 

The Forty hath decreed a month's arrest—* * • 

We must obey the Forty. * ‘ * 

Ber. F. Obey then ! , 

Who have forgot llwir duly to tlie soveoun J 
Doffe; Why yes ; — boy, you perceive inlien at fast : 
WTwjther as feUow-citi7.en wbosues' ■ ^ 

For Justice, or aesoverejp Vho ^b|]ffia6(U’4tr* 

L ^ ^ ^ 

g InlQ ■ pvUDnoM rkfW.'* ) * * 
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Tliey have defrauded me of both my rigtits 
(For here the sovereign is a citizen); 

Rut, notwithstanding, harm not tliou n liair 
Of Steno's head — he shall not wear it long. 

Ber. F. ?iot twelve hours longer, liad you left to me 
Tlie mode and means : if you had calmly heard me, 

I never meant this miscreant shouM escape, 

But wish’d you to suppress such gusts of passion. 
That we more surely might devise togetlier 
Ills taking off. 

Doge. No, nephew*, he must live; 

At least, just now— a life so vile as his 
^Vere nothing at this hour; in th’ olden time 
Some sacrifices ask'd a single victim, 

Great expiations bad a hecatomb. 

Ber. F. Your wishes are my law : and yet 1 fain 
Would prove to you how near unto my heart 
The honour of our house must ever be. [proof : 
Ooge. Fear not; you shall have time and place of 
But be nut thuu too rash, as I have been. 

1 am ashamed of my own anger now ; 

1 pray you, pardon me. 

Ber. F. Why that *s my uncle ! 

Tlie leader, and the statesman, and the chief 
Of commonwealths, and sovereign of himself! 

J wonder'd to perceive you so forget 
All prudence in your fury at these years, 

Although the cause 

Doge. Ay, think upon the cause — 

Forget it not : — Wlien you lie down to rest. 

Let it be black among your dreams : and when 
The morn returns, so let it stand between 
Tlie sun and you, as an ilNomen'd cloud 
V|>on a summer*day of festival : 

So will it stand to me;— but speak not, stir not, — 
Leave all to me ; — we sliall have much to do. 

And you shall have a part. — But now retire, 

’T is lit 1 were alone. 

Ber. F. {taking up and placing the ducal 6oitNel on 
'the tahle). Ere I depart, 

1 pray you to resume whut you have spurn'd, 

Till you can ciiuiige it liuply for a crown. 

And now I tiike my leave, imploring you 

lu ail tilings to rely upon my duty 

As doth bt*confe your near and faitliful kinsman, 

And not less loyal citizen and subject. 

• (Jt'xi/ B«ktlt4:io FAi.ieao. 

*’ Ooge (iolus). Adieu, my w orlliy nephew.*— Hollow 
bauble! 

, ^ , ( Taking up the ducal cap. 

Beset with all the thorns that line a crown, 
^Wjthbuliavesling the insulted brow 
With tlie ajhswayiug majesty of Kings; 


Thou idle, gilded, and degraded toy. 

Let me resume Uiee as 1 would a vizor. 

[ Putt it on. 

Ilow my brain aches beneath thee! and my temples 
Throb feverisli under tliy dishonest weight. 

Could I not turn thee to a diadem ? 

Could 1 not sliatter the Briarean sceptre 
Which in this hundred-handed senate rules. 

Making the people nothing, and the prince 
A pageant? In niy life 1 have achieved 
Tasks not less dilTicult — achieved for them, 

^Vho thus repay me! — Can I not requite them? 

Oh for one year! Oh! but for even a day 
Of my lull youth, while yet my body served 
My soul as serves the generous steed his lord! 

I would have dash'd amongst them, asking few 
In aid to overthrow these swoln patricians ; 

But now I must look round for other hands 
To serve this hoary head but it shall plan 
In sucli a sort as will not leave the task 
Herculean, though as yet ’t is but a cliaos 
Of darkly brooding thoughts ; my fancy is 
In her first work, more nearly to the light 
Holding the sleeping images of things 
For the selection of the pausing judgment.— 

The troops are few in 

t'nter Vixceszo. 

I’ia. There is one without 

Craves audience of your highness. 

Doge. I ’m unwell — 

I ran see no one, not even a patrician— 

Let him refer his business to the council. 
ri»i. My lord, I will deliver your reply; 

I It cannot much import — he 's a plebeian, 

The master of a galley, I believe. 

Doge. How ! did you say the patron of a galley? 
That is — I mean — a servant of the state ; 

Admit him, be may be on public service. 

IFxit ViNCEMZO. 

I Doge (sohis). This patron may be sounded ; 1 will 
j I know the people to be diseontented : [try him. 

They have cause, since Sapienza’s adverse day, 

W hen Genoa conquer’d r they have further cause, 
Since they arc nothing in the state, and in 
The city worse tlian nothing— mere madiines, 

To serve the nobles' most patrician pleasure. 

I The troops have long arrears of pay, oft promised, 

; And murmur deeply — any hoi>e of eliange 
Will draw them forward : they sliall pay themselves 
, With plunder : — but the priests— I doubt the priest- 
j Will not be wiili us; they have hated me [hood 
Since that rash hour, when, madden'd with the drone, 
1 I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso,* 


• l.Xbe ymifti, beiui; at la**! talkoil inlii a l«Uer ieu«e of what 
U»Cir bonse'it bon«njr r«t]uirr<, Ittjvea the I>o(;e bmutlmij over toute 
terrible rtivcn^jV. M ibis aiuiiical, lite captaiu o( a gallry conies 
to nuiupliiiioT aa jnsiill (w luj Juji recetvul fn>ni a ^ciialor; aoU 
wbrullir b^sgeraikal Uiewtiule siiiate in tarais uf x'cat Itilicroeu, 
U (ncoiirjflcU toyntonii bun, tbal spioi fa on hnitfurilstJcsiruc- 

ofl, which tn* wouhl do well Vojulii ; to which life hishuess, wJili 
nuri*cltuinJilUc licAUatioii. omoiiU, aoJa^rLei (o coiuc at uiduighi 


tu (hilt awmiblafc of plebeian dMperaduee. If this were ever bq 
aiiibeiiUcally set dtivtn in history— which, however, it fa not— it 
would still li« a ^rcat <K-al loo improbable fur a modem tragedy. 
— jBFnev ) 

» All liiiturical tael. See Marin Saiuilo's lives of the DoitM.— 
[*'Sauiiio says ibal licavra took a»ay hU senses lor this bullcl, 
auit iuiliiceU him to euRspiru : — ' Feru lu penneaso cbe li Fsliero 
perdvUe t'lOtolleUo/” etc.— C. icUeri.t 
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Quickening his holy march; yet, ne'ertbeless, 1 
Tliey may be won, at least their i^faief at Rome, | 
By some well-timed concessions ; but, abo?e J 

Ail things, I must be speedy : nt my hour 
Of twilight little light of life remains. 

Could I free Venice, and avenge my wrongs, 

I had lived too long, and willingly would sleep 
Next moment with my sires; and, wanting this, 

Better that sixty of my fourscore years 

Had been already where — how soon, I care not— 

The whole must be extinguish'd ; — better that 
They ne'er had been, than drag me on to be 
The thing these arch-oppressors fain would make me. 
Let me consider — of efQcient troops 

There are three thousand posted at 

Enttr Vi!iCB?<20 and Isbael neRTrccin. 

n»i. May it please 

Your highness, the same patron whom 1 spake of 
Is here to crave your patience. 

Dwje. Leave the chamber, 

Vincenzo.— 

[EjM'r VmcETfzo. 

Sir, you may advance — what would you? 

f. Ber. Redress. 

[>oge. Of whom ? 

f. Her. Of God and of the Doge. 

Doge. Alas! my friend, you seek it of tlie twain 
Of least respect and interest in Venice. 

You must address the council. 

/. Ifer. *T were in vain ; 

For he who injured me Is one of them. [there? 

Doge. There *s blood upon thy lace — how came it 

I. Bn. ’T is mine, and not the first I 've shed for 
But the first shed by a Venetian hand : [Venjce, 

A noble smote me. 

Doge. Doth he live? 

/. Ber. Not long— 

But for the hope I had and have, that you. 

My prince, yourself a soldier, will redress 
Him, whom the laws of discipline and Venice 
Permit not to protect himself; — if not— 

1 say no more. 

Doge. But something you would do — 

Is it not so? 

/. Bn. I am a man, my lord. 

Doge. Why so is be who smote you. 

i. Bn. He is call’d so ; 

Nay, more, a noble one — at least, in Venice : 

But since he hath forgotten that I am one. 

And treats me like a brute, the brute may turn — 

'T is said the worm will. 

Doge. Say— -his name and lineage? 

I. Bn. Barbaro. 

Doge. What was the cause ? or the pretext ? 

/. Bn. I am the chief of the arsenal, * employ’d 


* [TMsnfneer WMcblofotlbe artiMiw nt the anenal. and cum- 
nunded Ibr Bnmiuor, for ilwrafpiyotwhich. erenitao acddni* 
til atorm aboiild arise, be was respoasible wiUi his life, lie 
monnted ^ard at the ducal paUcc duHnff an ioterresmim. and 
bore ilte red tUudard before Ibe new Dose on hh inaus»raUoai 


At present In repeiriiig certain galleys 
But roughly used by the Genoeselast year. 

This morning comes Uie noble Barbaro 
Full of reproof, because our artisans 
Had left some frivolous order of his house. 

To execute the state's decree ; 1 dared ' 

To justify themen— he raised his hand; — 

Behold my blood ! the first time it e’er flaw’d 
Dishonourably. * 

Doge. Have you long time served ? 

/. Bn. So long as to remember Zara's siege, 

And fight beneath the chief who beat the Huns there, 
Sometime my general, now the Doge Foliero. — 

Doge. How! are we comrades? — the state's ducal , 
robes • * • 

Sit newly on me, and you were appointed 
Chief of the arsenal ere I came from Rome; 

So that I recognised you not. Who placed you ? 

/. Bn. The late Doge ; keeping still my old com- 
mand 

As patron of a galley : my new oHlce ’ ^ • 

Was given as the reward of certain scar.s * ' 

(So was your predecessor pleased to say) : 

I little thought his bounty would conduct me * 

To bis successor as a helpless plaintiff; 

At least, in such a cause. 

Doge. Are you much hurt? 

I. Bn. Irreparably in ray self-esteem. 

Doge. Speak out ; fear nothing : being stung at heart, 
What would you do to be revenged on this man ? (do. 

f. Bn. That which I dare not name, and yet will 

Doge. Then wherefore came you here? 

I. Bn. I come for justifjt, r 

Because my general is Doge, and will not ^ 

See his old soldier trampled on. Had any, * 

Save Faliero, fill’d the ducal throne, 

This blood had been wash'd out in other blood. * ■ *.. 

Doge. You come to me for Justice— unto me , 

The Doge of Venice, and I cannot give it ; ’ * 

1 cannot even obtain it— 't was denied 

To me most solemnly an hour ago f ^ ‘ 

I. Bn. How says your highness? ' 

Doge. Steno is condemn’d ^ 

To a month’s confinement. • 

J. Ber. What I the same who darsd 

To stain the ducal throne with those foul w ords, 

That have cried sliame to every ear in Venice ? * 

Doge. Ay, doubtless theyhaveecho’do'erthearsenal, 
Keeping due time with every hammer’s cKnk/ « 

As a good Jest to jolly artisans ; » ' * 

Or making chonis to the creaking oar. 

In the vile tunc of every galley-slave, 

Who, as be sung the merry stave, exulted , *' 

He was not a shamed dotard like the Doge. 

I. Bn. Is ’t possible? a month’s imprisonni^tl 


I for which M>rvlc« liix pcrnuifrilra were the ditcal niADUo. anil tin' 
I two rilTfr from whioh Ihi* Po^c seaUerctl (he rcpiiMr>l 

I |>MI«nce wbld) he was (tfriniifeO to throw amoii^ the pc uiife.— 
Ameletdf, la i/9u*$aije, 79.\ 
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No more for Steno ? 

Dogf. You have heard Uie offence, 

Aud now you know his punishment ; and then 
You ask redress of me / Go to the Forty, 

'Who pass'd tlie sentence upon Miehel Steno; 

They 'll do as much by Barbaro, no doubt. 

/. Ber. Ah! dared 1 speak my feelings ! 

Doge. Give them breatb. 

Mine have no further outrage to endure ! 

/. Ber. Then, in a word, it rests but on your word 
To punish and avenge— I will not say 
My petty wrong, for what is a mere blow. 

However vile, to such a thing as I am?— 

But the base insult done your state and person. 

Doge.^o\i overrate my power, which is a pageant, 
'rhis cap is not the monarch’s crown; these robes 
Might move compassion, like a beggar’s rags; 

Nay, more, a beggar’s are his own, and these 
But lent to Uie poor puppet, who must play 
Us part with all its empire in this ermine, 
f. Ber. Wouldst tliou be king? 

Boge. Yes— of a happy people. 

/. Ber, Wouldst thou be sovereign lord of Venice ? ' 

• Doge. Ay, 

If that the people sliared that sovereignty. 

So that nor Uiey nor 1 were further slaves 
To this o’ergrown aristocratic Hydra, 

The poisonous lieads of whose envenom’d body 
Have breathed a pestilence upon us all. [patrician. 
/. Her. Y'et, thou wast l>orn, and still bast lived. 
Doge. In evil hour was I so born; my birth 
Hath made me Doge to be insulted : but 
I lived and toil’d a soldier and a servant 
Of Venice and her people, not the senate; 

Their good and niy ow n honour were my guerdon. 

1 havefougtitand bled;commanded,ay. and conquered ; 
Hav<} made and iiiarr’d peace oft in emhassics, 

At U ihight chance to l>c our country’s ’vantage; 
Itwe traversed laud and sea in constant duty, 
rhrdt^h almost sixt}^ rears, and still for Venice, 

My Catliars’ and my birthplace, whose dear spires, 
Rising^attlisufnce o*er the blue l.agoou. 

It was reward enough for me to \iew 
Olice more*, but not for any knot of ineu, 

Nor nor faction, did 1 bleed or sweat ! 

But would ytin know why I have done ail this? 
Ask'of tile bleeding pelican why she 
Hath ripp’d her bosom ? Had the bird a voic«, 
Sliejd tell tliec 'I w as for all tier little ones. 

/. Her. And yet they made thee duke, 

• Do'je. They made me so : 


I sought it not, Uie nattering fetters met me 
Keturning from my Roman embassy, 

And never having hitherto refused 

Toil, chaise, or duty for the state, 1 did not, 

At these late years, decline what was the higliest 
Of all in seeming, but of all most base 
In w hat we have to do and to endure : 

Bear w itness fur me thou, my injured subject. 

When I can neitlier right myseif nor thee. 

I. Ber. Y'ou shall do both, if you possess the will : 
And many thousands iiKire not less oppress'd, 

Who wait but for a signa'— will you give it? 

Doge. You speak in riddles. 

I. Btr. 'W hich shall soon be read 

At peril of my life; if you disdain not 
To lend a patient ear. 

Doge. Say on. 

/. Ber. Not thou, 

.Nor I alone, are injured and abused, 

Contemn’d and trampled on ; but tlie whole people 
Groan w ith the strong conception of their w rongs : 
Hie foreign soldiers in the senate's pay 
Are discontented for their long arrears; 

The native mariners, and civic troops. 

Feel with their friends ; lor who is he amongst them 
Whose bretliren, parents, clhldren, wives, or sisters, 
Have not partook oppression, or pollution. 

From the patricians? And the ho|>eless war 
Against the Genoese, which is still maintaiu’d 
With the plebeian blood, and treasure wrung 
From their hard earnings, has inflamed titem further: 
Kven now — but, 1 forget that s{>eaking thus, 

Perhaps 1 pass the sentence of my death ! [thou death ? 

Doge. And suffering what thou hast done— fear’sl 
Be silent tlien, and live on, to be beaten 
By those for whom thou hast bled. 

1. Ber. No, I will speak 

At every iiaxard; and if Venice* Doge 
Should turn delator, be the shame on him, 
vVnd sorrow too; for he will lose far more 
Than I. 

Doge. From me fear nothing; out with it! 

/. Ber. Know then, that there aj*e met and sworn 
in secret 

A band of bretliren, valiant hearts aud true; 

Men who have proved all fortunes, and have long 
Grieved over that of Venice, and have right 
To do so; having served her in all climes. 

And having rescued her from foreign foes, 

Would do the same from those witliiii her walls. 

They are not numerous, nor yet too few 


i (''L'lioii ih» tbc Admiral retuiued. ‘NyLoid Uuki-,Hyuu 
would wHh to nuke yuiir<eir a [n-lncc. and car all those ciickuldy 
gcnllctpra to pieces, I have Ihe heart, If you do bal help me, to 
male yoti priucc of all the state ; and ihen you may puniili them 
aU.' Hearing ihk. the Duke ^aid,— ‘flow can such a m.ilirr be 
broUAhl about?’ and so they dtMruursctl Ujcrcoo.’* Soch i< Sa- 
nyo’s mirranve, aihl we hate uutMmt more certaia lootTer. It 
H uot tesy to aay wbeoce be obuiiiHl h.> liilcilifteoee. II such a 
cOnTeriatlon aa that which he adaie* really Old occur. It oiuat 
b»ae takeo placeavlUioai the preamce of wUiiewia. and ihcirfore 


C'JUlU bedisclooed only liy one of the parlies. II » far marc likely 
that llic clirunicler in relalinn lb.il which ho mpiwsfd, than Itiat 
which he kneu*; and, as It iuu<<l be adiniited that llw Intorricw 
with the admiral of the arsenal VicairroJ. and lliai Uiimediaiely 
after It the Done was found linked with the daring ban«1 nf which 
(hat nfbeer was chief, there is no vtolatlou of protnUiitily to grant* 
mg iliat aomcsuch coovenaiiun look place; and tliat the train 
was iRDitetl by this collisioa.or two angry spirik.— See sketekea of 
reneiian ttUtory. ifunnios Tuk. xx. ami xxi. of *'7UB Fahilv 
l.iBBAar.*’) vol. I. p. aba.) 
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For their great purpose ; they have arms, and means, 
And hearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient courage. 

Doge. For wliat Uien do they pause? 

/. fier. An hour to strike. 

Doge (aside). Saint Mark's shall strike that hour ! * 

I. Her. I now have placed 

My life, my honour, all my earthly ho|>es 
Within thy power, but in the (Irni belief 
That injuries like ours, sprung from one cause, 

W'UI generate one vengeance : should it be so. 

Be our chief now — our sovereign hereafter. 

Doge. Uow many are ye? 

l.Ber. I 'll not answer that 

Till 1 am answer’d. 

Doge. Uow, sir! do you menace? 

I. her. No ; I affirm. 1 have betray’d myself; 

But there 's no torture in the mystic wells 
W'hicl) undermine your palace, nor in those 
Not less applling cells, the leaden roofs,** 

To force a single name from me of others. 

T1»e Pozzi • and the Piombi were in vain; 

They miglit wring blood from me, but treachery never. 
And I would pass the fearful Bridge of Siglts,’* * 
Joyous that mine must be the last tliat e'er 
W'ould echo o'er the Stygian wave which Hows 
Between the murderers and the murder'd, washing 
The prison and tlie palace walls : there are 
Those who would live to think on 't, and avenge me. 

Doge. If sucii your power and purpose, why come 
To sue for Justice, being in the course (here 

To do yourself due right? 

/. Her. Because the man, 

W’ho claims protection from outliority, 

Showing his conlidence and his submission 
To that authority, ran hardly be 
Suspected of combining to destroy it. 

Had I sate dowa too humi>ly with this blow, 

A moody brow and mutter'd threats had made me 
A mark'd man to the Forty's inquisition ; 

But loud complaint, however angrily 
It sliapes its phrase, is little to be fear'd. 

And less distrusted. But, besides all this, 

1 bad another reason. 

Doge. W hat was that ? 

I. Ber. Some rumours tliat tlie Doge was greatly 
moved 

By the reference of the Avogadori 
Of Michel Sleno’s sentence to the Forty 
Had reach'd me. 1 had served you, honour'd you. 
And felt tliat you were dangerously insulted. 

Being of an order of sucli spirits, as 


Requite tenfold both good and evil : 't was 
wish to prove and urge you to redress. 

Now you know all ; and that 1 speak the truth, 

.My peril be tbe proof. 

Doge. You have deeply ventured , 

But all must do so who would greatly win: 

Thus far I ’ll answer you— your secret's safe. 

/. Ber. And is this all ? 

Doge. Unless with all intrusted, 

What w ould you have me answer ? 

i. Iter. 1 would have you 

Trust him who leaves his life in trust with you. 
Doge. But 1 must know your plan, your names, and 
numbers ; 

The last may then be doubled, and the former 
Matured and strengthen'd. 

/. Her. We 're enough already; 

You are the sole ally we covet now. 

Doge. Butbring me tothe knowledge of your cliiefs. 
/. Ber, That shall be dune upon your fonnai pledge 
To keep the faith that we will pledge to you. 

Ihxjc. When? where ? 

/. Her. This night 1 'II bring to ynur apartment 
Two of the principals ; a greater inimlier 
Were hazardous. 

Doge. l^tay, I must think of this. 

\\ hat if I were to trust injscJf amongst you, 

And leave the palace ? 
l.Ber. You must come akme. 

D<nje. With but my nephew. 

/. Ber. Not, were he your son. 

Doge. Wretch ! daresl tlioii name my son ? He died 
At Sapienza for this faithless stale. [in arms 

Oh ! that he were alive, and I in ashes ! 

Or that he were alive ere I be ashes! 

I sliotild not need thejdubious aid of strangers. 

/. Ber. Not one of all these strangers whom thou 
doubtest, 

But will regard thee with a filial feeling. 

So that thou keep'st a father’s faith with them. 

}>Ofje. 'riiedieiseast. Where is the place of meeting? 
i. Ber. At midnight I will be alone and mask’d 
Where’er your highness pleases to direct me, 

To wait your coiuiog, and conduct you where 
j You shall receive our liomage, and pronounce 
j Upon our project. 

! Doge. At w’hat hour arises 

, Tlic moon ? 

< /. Ber. L.ate, buttheatmo.spherc is thick and dusky, 

j 'T is a siriK'Co. 

I Doge. At the midnight hour, then, 


• Thr liflU of San Marco were never nius but by oriier of the 
Poje. Oneoflhe|‘retc\Uforrlngln5lhhalirm wai to have been 
an annouiicemcnl ofilic appearance of a Genoeve neet uTT (he 
Lsfnne. 

■ (The slate dmigcoai, callei) Puzzi, or writs, were annk in the 
thick walls of (he palare; ami the prlwner, when Uken ont lo (He, 
W AS oindiicteil across the sallery to tliv other side, and l>einit then 
It-d back iiilo (lie uthrr r4>ni|>arlmeiil. or cell, upon the iirtd^e. 
was Uicre strangled. Ihn low |x>rUl Ihmugh which the cnmUial 
was taken into lliis cell la uovr walled ii|m but the pai«4i;;c 1s open, 


.111(1 (8 Still known by the name of the nrld);e of Si^hs.— lloauncNt.] 
1 (Tkal d«ifp il«>eeBi |lboa rantl not jrndlirerii 
iuRhi as K (• I Isiuls to the drl|i{>l(ii!i «anll* 

UiHl>r ttw flood. Kbcr« light sod wnriniii nm never! 

Lrjrfs 10 a ro%er d bridae-lbr nrldge of slgbs- 
And to ibsl ratal at the fnot. 

Larhinf far perr, Mbteli, when s virUmrsino, 

Orel* Irm and Inw, muirscling la s ‘'pan;~ 

All lion.dMtf urped oonaid bf a oeren. 

Vuutne (Ml tCc. — Jiobiai.j 
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Near to the church where sleep my sires; ' the same, 
Twin*named from the apostles John and Paul ; 

A gondola, * with one oar only, will 
Lurk in the narrow cliannel which glides by. 

Be Uiere. 

/. Ber, I will not fail. 

Doge. And now retire 

I. Ber. In the full hope your highness will not falter 
In your great purpose. Prince, 1 take my leave. 

[Ea-if Isr ael Brrti ccio. 
l>o^(xolu5). At midnight, by the church Saints John 
Where sleep my noble fathers, 1 repair— [and Paul, 
To what? to hold a council in the dark 
With common ruflians leagued to min states I 
And will not my great sire.s leap from the vault. 
Where He two doges who preceded me, 

Andplurk me down amongst theinPW ould tliey could ! 
For I should rest in honour wiili the honour’d. 

Alas ! I must not think of them, hut those 
Who have made me thus unworthy of a name 
Noble and brave as aught of consular 
On Roman marbles ; but I will redeem it 
Rack to its antique lustre in our annals. 

By sweet revenge on all that ’s base in Venice, 

And freedom to the rest, or leave it black 
To all tlie growing calumnies of time, 

Which never spare the fame of him who fails, 

But try the Caesar, or the Catiline, 

By the true touchstone of desert — success. * 


ACT II. 

SCB.VE I. 

Mn apartment in the Dtual Palace. 

Axoioutia {tcife of the 1>oge) and Marianna, 

Ang. What was the Doge’s answer ? 

Mar. That he was 

That moment summon’d to a conference ; 

But *t is by tliis time ended. 1 perceived 
Not long ago the senators embarking ; 

And the last gondola may now be seen 
Gliding into the throng of barks whicli stud 
Tlie glittering waters. 

Ang. Would be were return’d ! 

He has been much disquieted of late ; 

And Time, which has not tamed his fiery spirit. 

Nor yet enfeebled even his mortal frame, 

W’hich seems to be more nourished by a soul 


I So quick and restless that it would consume 
Less hardy clay — Tin»e has but little power 
On his resentments or his griefs. Unlike 
To other spirits of his order, who. 

In the first burst of passion, pour away 
Their wrath or sorrow, all things wear in him 
An aspect of eternity ; his thoughts. 

His feelings, passions, good or evil, all 
! Have nothing of old age; and hts bold brow 
Bears but the scars of mind, the thoughts of years, 

Not their decrepitude : and he of late 
, Has been more agitated than his wont. 

I U ould he were come 1 for I alone have power 
I Upon his troubled spirit. 

1 Mar. It is true, 

i His highness has of late been greatly moved 
By the affront of Steno, and with cause : 

Rut the offender doubtless even now 
Is doom’d to expiate his rash insult with ' 

Such chastisement as will enforce respect 
To female virtue, and to noble blood. 

Ang. 'T was a gross insult ; but I heed it not 
For the rash scorner's falsehood in itself. 

But for the effect, the deadly deep impression 
Which it has made upon Faliero’s soul, 

The proud, f he fiery, the austere— austere 
To all save me : 1 tremble when 1 think 
To what it may conduct. 

Mar. Assuredly 

Hie Doge can not suspect you ? 

Ai}g. Suspect me/ 

Why Steno dared not : when he scrawl'd )iis lie, 
Grovelling by stealth in the moon’s glimmering light, 
His own still conscience smote him for the act. 

And every shadow on the walls frown’d shame 
Upon liis coward calumny. 

jMnr. *T were fit 

lie should he punisli’d grievously. 

Ang. Be is so. 

Mar. W'hat! is the sentence pass’d? is he con- 
demn’d ? 4 

Ang. 1 know not that, but he has been detected. 

Mar. And deem you this enough for auch foul scorn? 

Ang. I would not be a judge in my ownc.au8e, 

Nor do I know what sense of punishment 
May reach the soul of ribalds such as Steno ; 

But if his insults sink no deeper in 
The minds of the inquisitors than they 


• I The DoRff were all buried in SI. Mark'* before Fallero. ft la 
■insular tliat when his predeccMor, Anlrra Danddo, died, the Ten 
imdc .1 law tlial all the future f>(Kra ahuiUtI be burirtl with llwlr 
fiiniUles In iheir own cburchcn— h)oc would think, by a kind of pre- 
•enliinriil. Sr»tlial all (hal U»aid of hL« anreitral Ooget, as buried 
at SI. John's and Paul's, Is altered from the fact, they brins in 81. 
Mark’s. Make a note of this snd put Editor a.% the subscription 
to It. As I make such preienwoni to accuracy. I stiuukl not like 
lo be twjtted even with such Irlfleson that score. Of llieplay thef 
may say what tliej please, but not u) of my costume and dram. 
?*«'*•— they having l)een real exlsteitces.— a. Letters, Oct. ISSO.J 
-* A goiwlola is not like a common boat, hut b as easily rowed 
witli One oar as with two( tbonsh. of course, not so iwifUy), and 


often is su from motives of privacy ; and since the decay of Venlor, 
of economy. 

' {‘‘H'hai Gifford says of the first act Is vrry consolatory. Kng- 
ibh, sU-rliDg gcHuine. EnglUh. is a desideratum amongst you, 
ami I am glad ih.sl I liave gut mi much left ; though Heaven knows 
huw I retain it; I hear none but from my valet, and he is Nolllng> 
hamdiire: and I sre none Init in your new piiblicalions, ami 
ibcirs Is no language at ail, hut jargon. GifT<Kd says that it is 
good KugliAh, aud Foscolo uys (hal the characUTs are right Ve- 
uclian — 


‘llrrcdre in alt irr, nortby volmgsln'd.' 

g. £cu«r),5#pl. taai.] 
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Have ruffled mine, he will, for all acquittance. 

Be left to his own shamelessness or shame. 

Mar. Some sacrifice is due to slander’d virtue. 

Aug. Why, what is virtue if it needs a victim ? 

Or if it must depend upon men's words? 

The dying Roman said, 't was but a name : 

It were indeed no more, if human breath 
Could make or mar it. 

3/or. Yet full many a darne. 

Stainless and faithful, would feel all the wrong 
Of such a slander; nod less rigid ladies. 

Such as abound in Venice, would be loud 
And all-inexorable in their cry 
For justice. 

Aug. This but proves it is the name 
And not the quality they prize : the first 
Have found it a hard task to hold their honour, 

If they require it to be biazon’d forth ; 

And those who have not kept it, seek its seeming 
As they would look out for an ornament 
Of which they feel the want, but not because 
They think it so : they live in others’ thoughts. 

And would seem honest as they must seem fair. 

Mar. You have strange thoughts for a patrician dame. 

A ng. And yet they were my father’s ; with his name, 
The sole inheritance he left. 

Mar. You want none; 

Wife to a prince, the chief of the Republic. 

Aug. I should luve sought none though a peasant’s 
But feel not less the love and gratitude [bride, 
Due to iny father, who bestow'd my hand 
Upon his early, tried, and trusted friend, 

The Count Val di Marino, now our Doge. 

Mar. And with that hand did he bestow your heart ? 

Ang. He did so, or it had not been bestow’d. 

Mar. Yet this strange disproportion in your years, 
And, let me add, disparity of tempers. 

Might make the world doubt whether such an union 
Could make you wisely, permanently happy. 

Aug. The world will think with worldlings; but mv 
Has still been in my duties, w hich are many, [heart 
But never difficult. 

Mar. And do you love him? 

Aug. I love all noble qualities which merit 
Love, and I loved my father, who first taught me 
To single out what we slwuld love in others, 

And to subdue all tendency to lend 
The best and purest feelings of our nature 
To baser passions. He bestow’d my band 
Upon Faliero : he had known him noble, 

Brave, generous ; rich in all the qualities 
Of soldier, citizen, and friend; in all •* 

Such have I found him as my father said. 

His faults are those that dwell in tlie high bosoms 
Of men who have commanded ; too much pride, | 
And the deep passions fiercely foster’d by j 

'file uses of patricians, and a life | 

Spent in the storms of state and war ; and also | 


From the quick sense of honour, wind) becomes 

A duty to a certain sign, a vice 

When overstrain’d, and this I fear in him. 

And then he has been rash from his youth upwards, 
Yet temper’d by redeeming nobleness 
In such sort, that the wariest of republics 
Has lavish’d all its chief employs U{>on him, 

From his first fight to his last embassy, 

From whidi on his return the dukedom met him. 

Mar. But previous to this marriage, had your heart 
Ne’er beat for any of the noble youth, 

Such as in years had been more meet to match 
Beauty like yours ? or since have you ne'er seen 
One, who, if your fair hand were still to give. 

Might now pretend to Lored.'tno’s daughter? 

Ang. I answer’d your first question when I said 
I married. 

Mar. And the second ? 

^ 119 . Needs no answer. 

Afar. I pray you pardon, if I liave offended. 

Aug. I feel no wrath, but some surprise : I knew not 
That wedded bosoms could permit themselves 
To ponder upon what they now might choose, 

Or aught save their past choice. 

Mar. *T is their past choice 

That far too often makes them deem they would 
Now choose more wisely, could they cancel it. 

Aug. It may be so. I knew not of such thoughts. 

.Mar. Here comes the Doge — shall I retire? 

Aug. It may 

Be better you should quit me ; he seems rapt 
In thought. — How pensively he takes his way ! 

[Fxit 3lABIA?fSA. 

Enter the Docb and Piermo. 

Doj^rCmusiur;). There is a certain Pliilip Calendaro 
Now in the Arsenal, who holds cotumand 
Of eighty men, and has great influence 
Besides on all the spirits ofbis comrades : 

This man, 1 hear, is bold and popular, 

Sudden and daring, and yet secret; 't would 
Be well that he were w*on ; I needs must hope 
'fhat Israel Bertuccio has secured him, 

But fain would be— 

Pie, My lord, pray pardon me 

For breaking in-upon your meditation; 

The Senator Bertuccio, your kinsman. 

Charged me to follow and enquire your pleasure 
To fix an hour when he may speak wiU) you. 

Doge. At sunset.->Stay a moiiieot — let me see — 
Say in the second hour of night. 

[Exit PlETltO. 

Ang. My lord I 

Doge. My dearest child, forgive me — why delay 
So long approaching me?->I saw you not. 

Ang. You were absorb’d in thougltt, and he w ho now 
Has parted from you might have words of weight 
To bear you from the senate. 

Doge. . From the senatr^? ' 


• [ TiUs Mcne is, perhaps, the BnesI ia the whole play. The character of (be calm, ptira^iriU'U Ausiolhu U developed Ui it laosi 
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Ang. I would not interrupt him in his duty 
And theirs. 

Doge. Tlie senate's duty! you mistahe; 

’T is wc who owe all service to the senate. [nice. 
Ang. I tliought the Duke had held command in Ve- 
T)ogf. He shall. — Hut let that pass. — We will be jo- 
llow fares it with you? have you been abroad? [cund. 
The day Is overcast, but the calm wave 
Favours the gondolier’s light skimming oar; 

Or have you held a levee of your friends? 

Or has your music made you solitary? 

Say — is there aught that you would will within 
The little sway now left the Duke? or aught 
Of fitting splendour, or of honest pleasure. 

Social or lonely, that would glad your heart, 
Tocomjiensale for many a dull hour, wasted 
On ail old man oft moved w ith many cares ? 

Speak, and ’t is done. 

,f»5. You 're ever kind to me. 

I have nothing to desire, or to request, 

Kxcept to see you oftener and calmer. 
l)oge. Calmer? 

Ang. Ay, calmer, my good lord. — Ah, why 

Do you still keep apart, and walk alone. 

And let such strong emotions stamp your brow, 

As not betraying their full import, yet 
Disclose too much? 

l>oge. Distdose too much!— of what ? 

tVhat is there to disclose ? 

Ai\q. A heart so ill 

At ease. 

Dogf. ’T isnothing, child. — But in thestate 
You know w’hat daily cares oppress all tiiose 
Who govern this precarious cunmionweulth; 

Now suffering from the('reiioese without. 

And malcontents within— 't is this which makes me 
More pensive and less tranquil thau my wont. 

Ai*g. Yet this existed long before, and never 
'I'iil in these late days did f see you thus. 

Forgive me ; there is something at your heart 
More than the mere discharge of public duties, 
Which long use and a talent like to yours 
Have render’d light, nay, a necessity. 

To keep your mind from stagnating. ’T is not 
In hostile states, nor perils, thus to sliake you ; 

You, who have stood all storms and never sunk. 

And climb'd up to tlie pinnacle of power. 

And never fainted by the way, and stand 
Upon it, and can look down steadily 
Along the depth beneath, and ne'er feel dizzy. 


Were Genoa's galleys riding in the port. 

Were civil fury raging in Saint Mark’s, 

You are not to be wrought on, but would fall, 

As you hove risen, with an unaltcr’d brow — 

Your feelings now are of a different kind; 

Something has stung your pride, not patriotism. 

hoge. Pride! Angiolina? Alas! none is left me. 

Ang. Yes— the same sin that overthrew the angels, 
And of all sins nuist easily besets 
Mortals the nearest to the angelic nature : 

The vile are only vain ; the great are proud. 

Doge. I had the pride of lionour, of ytmr honour, 
Deep at my heart But let us change the theme. 

Ang. Ah no!— As I have ever shared your kindness 
In all things else, let me not be shut out 
From your distress : were It of public import, 

You know I never sought, would never seek 
To win a word from you; but feeling now 
Your grief Is private, it belongs to me 
To lighten or divide it. Since the day 
I When foolish Steno's ribaldry detected 
I Unfix’d your quiet, you are greatly I'hanged, 

I And I would soothe yon bark to what you were. 

Doge. To what I was! — Have you heard Steno’s 

Ang. No. {sentence? 

Doge. A month’s arrest. 

Ang. Is it not enough? 

Doge. Enough! — yes, fora drunken galley slave, 

' Who, stung by stripes, may murmur at his master; 
But nut fora deliberate, false, cool villain, 

Who stains n lady's and a prince’s honour 
Even on the throne of his authority. 

Ang. There seems to me enough in the conviction 
Of a patrician guilty of a folseliood : 

All other punishment were light unto 
Uis loss of honour. 

Doge. Such men Iwvc no honour ; 

They have but their vile lives— and these ore spared. 

Ang. You would not have him die for this offence? 

Doge. Not ttotr ; — being still alive, I M have him li vo 
Long as he can ; he has ceased to merit death ; 

The guilty saved hath damn'd his hundred judges. 

And he is pure, for now his crime is theirs. 

Ang. Oh! had this false and Ilippant lilieller 
Shed his young blood for his absurd lampoon, 

Ne'er from that moment could this breast have known 
A joyous hour, or dreamless slumber more. 

Doge. Uoesnot thelawofHeavensaybloodforbloo<l? 
. And he who (nixts kills more than lie who sheds it. 
i Is it the pain of blows, or $hame of blows, 


lUmiraMf ihc ditTeivncr between ber temper and ihal of 
tier tu'ry buUijnd i« vivtiHf portr.i]re«l bat not lew vividly 
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pious woman. She has been extremely troubled by her oboer* 
vance of ibe countenance and jieslure of tlie Uo^e, ever since the 
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That makes such deadly to tlw sense of man ? 

Do not the laws of man say blood for honour ? 

And, less Uian honour, for a little gold ? 

Say not the laws of nations blood for treason ? 

Is ’t nothing to have fill'd these veins w ith poisou 
For their once healthful current? is it nothing 
To biive stain'd your name ami mine — the noblest 
Is 't nothing to have brought into contempt [names ? 
A prince before his people? to have fail'd 
In the respect accorded by mankind 
To youth in woman, and old age in man? 

To virtue in your sex, and dignity 
Incurs? — But let them look to it whohavesavedhim.' 
Ang, Heaven bids us to forgive our enemies. 

Dogf. Doth Heaven forgive her own? Is Satan saved 
From wrath eternal ? • 

Ang. Do not speak tlius wildly^ 

Heaven will alike forgive you and your foes. 

Doge. Amen! May Heaven forgive them! 

Ang. And will you? 

Doge. Yes, when they are in heaven 1 
Ang. And not till then? 

Doge. \Miat matters my forgiveness? an old man's, 
Worn out, scorn'd, spurn’d, abused ; what matters then 
My pardon more than my resentment, both 
Being weak and worthless? I have lived too long.» 
But let us change the argument.— 'My child ! 

My injured wife, the child of Loredano, 

The brave, the chivalrous, how little deem’d 
Tby father, wedding thee unto his friend, 

That he was linking thee to shame !— Alas ! 

Shame wiUiout sin, for thou art faultless. Hadst thou 
But had a different husband, any husband 
In Venice save the Doge, this bliglu, this brand, 

This blasphemy had never fallen upon thee. 

So young, so beautiful, so good, so pure, 

To suffer this, and yet be unavenged I 
Aug. 1 am too well avenged, for you still love me, 
And trust, and honour me; and all men kuow 
'fhat you are just, and I am true : what more 
Could 1 require, or you command? 

Doge* T is well, 

And may be better; but whate’er betide. 

Be thou at least kind to my memory. 

Ang. Why speak you thus? 

Doge. It is no matter why ; 

But I would still, whatever others think, 

Have your respect both now and in my grave. 

Aug. Why should you doubt K? has it ever tail’d? 
Doge. Come hither, child ; 1 would a word with you. 
Your father was niy friend; unequal fortune 
klade him my debtor for some courtesies 
Which bind the good more firmly: when, oppress’d 


I With his last malady, he will'd our union, 
j It was not to repay me, long repaid 
I Before by his great loyalty in friend.sliip; 
j His object was to place your orphan beauty 
I In honourable safety from the perils, 
j Which, in this scorpion nest of vice, assail 
, A lonely and undower’d maid. 1 did not 
i Think w ith him, but would not oppose the tltouglit 
Which soothed his death-bed. 

Ang. I have not forgotten 

The nobleness with which you bade me speak 
If my young heart held any preference 
Which would have made me happier ; nor your offer 
To make my dowry equal to the rank 
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim 
My father’s last injunction gave you. 

Doge. Thus, 

'T was not a foolish dotard’s vile caprice, 

?ior the false edge of aged appetite, 

Whicii made me covetous of girlish beauty. 

And a young bride : for in my fieriest youth 
1 sway'd such passions ; nor was tliis my age 
Infected with that leprosy of lust 
Which taints the hoariest years of vicious men, 

. Making them ransack to the very last 
The dregs of pleasure for their vanish’d joys; 

Or buy in selfish marriage some young victim, 

Too helpless to refuse a state that ’s honest. 

Too feeling not to know herself a wretch. 

Our wedlock was not of this sort; you had 
Freedom from me to choose, and ui^ed in answer 
Your father’s choice. 

Ang. I did so ; I would do so 

In face of earth and heaven; for 1 have never 
I Repented for my sake ; sometimes for yonrs, 

In pondering o'er your late disquietudes.* 

Doge. Iknewmyheart wouldnevertreatyouharsbly; 
1 knew my days could not disturb you long ; 

And tlien the daughter of my earliest friend, 

His wortiiy daughter, free to choose again, 

' Wealthier and wiser, in the ripest bloom 
Of womanhood, more skilful to select 
By passing these probationary years. 

Inheriting a prince’s name and riclves, 

Secured, by the short penance of enduring 
' An old man for some summers, against all 
That law’s chicane or envious kinsmen might 
Have urged against her rifijit ; my best friend's child 
Would choose more fitly in respect of years, 

And not less truly in a faillirui heart. 

.-tug. Aly lord, 1 look’d but to my father’s vwishes, 
. Hallow’d by bis last words, and to my heart 
{ For doing all its duttes, and replying 
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WiUi faitli to him w ith wliom I was afCaiict'd. 
A.mbiliousliopes ne'er cross'd my dreams; and ^ould 
Tile hour you speak of come, it will be seen so. 

Dn^e. 1 do believe you, and I know you true: 

For love, romantic love, w hich in my youth 
I knew to be illusion, and ne’er saw 
Lasting, but often fatal, it had been' 

^o lure for me, in iny most |>assionate days. 

And rotild not be so now, did such exist. 

But sucli respect, and mildly paid regard 
As a true feeling for your welfare, and 
A free compliance with all honest wishes; 

A kindness to your virtues, watchfulness 

Not shown, but shadowing o'er such little failings 

As youth is apt in, so as not to check 

llashly, but win you from them ere you knew 

■\ ou had been won, but lliought the change yourcboice ; 

A pride not in your beauty, Imt your conduct,— 

A trust in you — a patriarchal lore. 

And not a doting homage — friendship, faith — 

Such estimation in your eyes as these 
Might claim, I hoped for. 

Ang. And have ever had. 

Doge. I think so. For the difference in our years, 
You knew it, choosing me, and cimse : I trusted 
Not to roy qualities, nor would have faith 
In such, nor outward ornaments of nature, 

AVere I still in my five and twentieth spring; 

1 trusted to the blood of Loredano, 

Pure in your veins ; I trusted to the soul 

Tiod gave you— to the truths your fatlicr taught you — 

l o your belief in heaven— to your mild virtues— 

To your own faith and honour, for my own. 

Aug. Youhavedonewel).— Ithankyoufortliattrust, 
AVhicli 1 have never for one moment ceased 
To honour you the more for. 

Doge. Where is honour, 

Innate and precept-strengthen'd, ’t is the rock 
Of faith connubial : where it is not — wlierc 
Light thoughts are lurking, or the vanities 
Of worldly pleasure rankle in the heart, 

Or sensual throbs convulse it, well I know 
'T were hopeless for humanity to dreuin 
Of honesty in such infected blood, 

Although 't were wed to him it covets most: 

An incarnation of the poet’s gofi 
In all his marble-cbiseH'd beauty, or 
The demi-deity, Alcides, in 
His majesty of superhuman manhood, 

AVouId not suflice to hind where virtue is not ; 

It is oOnsistency which forms and proves it : 

Vice cannot tlx, and virtue cannot change. 

The once fall'n woman must for ever fall; 

For vice must have variety, while virtue 
Stands like the sun, and all which rolls around 
Drink^life, and light, and glory from her aspect.' 

Ang. And seeing, feeling thus this truth in ethers, 


(I pray you pardon me) but wherefore yield you 
To the most fierce of fatal passions, and 
Disquiet your great thoughts with reslle.ss hate 
Of such a thing as Steno ? 

Do(;r. You mistake me. 

It is not Steno who C4)uld move me thus; 

Had it licen so, he should— but let that pass. 

Aug. What is’t vou feel so deeply, then, even now? 
Doge. The violated majesty of Venice, 

At onci* insulted in her lord and laws. 

Aug. Alas! why will you thus consider it? 

Doge. I have thought on 't till but let me lead 
you hack 

To what 1 urged.— Ail these things being noted, 

1 wedded you; the world then did me justice 
Upon the motive, and iny conduct proved 
Tliey did me right, while yours was all to praise : 
You had all freedom— all respect — all trust 
From me and mine; and, bom of those who made 
Princes at home, and swept kings from their thrones 
On foreign sliores, in all things you appear’d 
Worthy to be our first of native dames. 

Ang. To wliat does this conduct ? ' 

Doge. To thnsmuch— tliat 

A miscreant’s angry breath may blast it all — 

A villain, whom for his unbridled bearing, 

F.ven in the midst of our great festival, 

I caused to be conducted forth, and taught 
How to demean himself in ducal diambers; 

A wretch like this may leave upon the wall 
The blighting venom of his sweltering heart. 

And this shall spread itself In general poison ; 

! And woman's innocence, man's honour, pass 
I Into a by-word ; and the doubly felon 
; (Who first insulted virgin mod^ty 
i By a gros.s affront to your attendant damsels 
Amidst the noblest of our dames in public) 

Requite himself for bis most just expulsion 
By blackening publicly his sovereign’s consort, 

I And be absolv^ by his upright compeers. 

I Aug. But he has been condemn'd into captivity. 

I Doge. For such as him a dungeon were acquittal; 

; And his brief term of mock-arrest will pass 
i AViihin a palace. But 1 ’ve done with him ; 

The rest must be with you. 

Aug. \Mtli me, roy lord ? 

Doge. Yes, Angiolina. Do not marvel ; I 
Have let this prey upon me till I feel 
.Aly life cannot be long; and fain would have you 
Regard the injunctions you will find witbtn 
This scroll ((iieiiig her a paper)— — Fear not ; they 
I are for your advantage : 

Read them hereafter at the Utting hour. 

Aug. My lord, in life, and after life, you shall 
Be honour'd still by me : but may your days 
Be many yet — and happier than the present! 

This passion will give way, and you will be 
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Serene, and what you should be~w)iat you were. 

Doge. 1 will be what I should be, or be nothing ; 

But never more — oh! never, never more. 

O’er Uic few days or hours which yet await 
The blighted old age of Faliero, .shall 
Sweet Quiet shed her sunset ! * Never more 
'fhose summer shadows rising from the past 
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life, 

Mellowing the last hours a.s the night approadies, 
Shall soothe me to my moment of long rest. 

1 had but little more to task, or hope. 

Save the regards due to tlie blood and sweat. 

And the sotil's labour through wliicli 1 had toil’d 
To inake my country honour’d. As her servant — 
iler servant, though her chief— I would have gone 
Down to my fathers with a name serene 
And pure as theirs : but this has been denied me. — 
^VouId 1 had died at Zara ! 

Aug. Tliere you saved 

The state; then live to save her still. A day. 
Another day like that would be the best 
Reproof to them, and Bole revenge for you 

Doge. But one sudi day occurs within an age; 

My life is little less than one, and *t is 
Enough for Fortune to have granted oiire, 

'riiat which scarce one more favour’d citizen 
May win in many states and years. But why 
Thus speak 1 ? Venice has forgot that day — 

Then why should I remember it ? — Farewell, 

Sweet Angiolina ! 1 most to my cabinet ; 

There ’s much for me to do — and the lioar hastensv 
Ang. Remember what you were. 

Doge. It were in vain! 

Joy’s recollection is no longer joy, 

While Sorrow’s memory is a sorrow still. 

Ang. At least, whate’er may urge, let me implore 
That you will take some little pause of rest : 

Your sleep for many nights has been so turbid, 

That it had been relief ter have aw aked you, 

Had 1 not hoped that Nature would o’erpower 
At length the thoughts whiclishookyourslumbers thus. 
An hour of rest will give you to your toils 
With litter thoughts and freshen’d strength. 

Doge. I cannot — 

I must not, if I could ; for never was 
Such reason to be watchful: yet a few — 


> [Tbe unpromising iiitiire of the nihjcci has impcnetl upon the 
{•oet iwtMlifHculUes. The Hrst is. that nhlch is of liie vrty es- 
K'Dce of his plot.— the iiudeqiiacy of the supposed srievsnee to 
the slorui of passiou conjured up lu his miuI 3 a aionii rcstnuliliug 
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the poci U evkJenUy cutuciuiu of it. The t>ogc U for ever dwcll- 
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in tired of rhetorical lirightciiing. Ilow slight am) iiiadi*i|ualc Is 
the caiUM* of this emotion ! or, as Sir Lucius o'Tri.itgcr wwild ex- 
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wasted!'* nihello labouring beneath Ibe miutlcrablti Ki-'k) of tliC 
moil oTrrwticbuittg convivliou whiett can press u[>uo the heart— 


Yet a few days and dream-perturbed nights, 

And I shall slumber well— but wliere ?— no matter. 
Adieu, my Angiolina. 

Ang. Let me be 

An instant— yet an instant, your companion ! 

J cannot bear to leave you thus. * 

Jktge. Come then, 

My gentle child— forgive me; thou wert made 
For better fortunes than to sliare in mine, 

Now darkling in tlieir close toward the deep vale •• 
Where Death sits robed in his all-sweeping shadow.* 
When I am gone — it may be sooner than 
Even these years warrant, for there is Urol stirring 
Within — above — around, that in this city 
Will make the cemeteries populous * 

As e’er they were by pestilence or war, — 

When I am noUting, let that which I ifos 
B e still sometimes a name on thy sweet lips, 

A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing 

Whioli w ould not have thee mourn it, but remember : — 

Let us begone, my child — the time is pressing. 

(£.reiin/. 

SCENE II. 

A retited Spot ntar Iht Anenal. 

ISBAEL Bbrjcccio at4<f PuiLiP Calenpabu. 

Cal. Huw sped you, Israel, in your late complaint ? 
/. lier. \^'Uy, well. * 

Cal. Is ’t possible! will he be punish'd } 

l. Her. "Yes. 

Cal. With what ? a mulct or an arrest ? 

I. ber. With death!— 

<’ 0 /. Now you rave, or must intend revenge, 

Such as I counsell’d you, with your own hand. 

/. Ber. Yes; and fur one sole draught of hate forego 
The great redress we meditate for Venice, 

And change a life of ho|)€ for oneof ^xile; 
leaving one scorpion crush’d, and thousands stinging 
My friends, my family, my countrymen! 

No, Calendaro ; these same drops of blood, 

Shed shamefully, shall have the w hole of his 

For tlieir requital But not only his; 

We will rot strike for private wrongs alone: 

Such are for seilish passions and rash men, 
but are unworthy a tyrannicide. 

Cal. You have more patience than I care to boast, 
tiad 1 been present w lien you bore this insult, 
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I must have slain lUm, or expired myself 
In the vain effort to repress my wrath. 

I. Her. Thank Heaven, you were not— all had else 
been marr’d : 

As *t is, our cause looks prosperous still. 

Cal. You saw 

The Doge— what answer gave he? 

/. Ber. 'fhat there was 

IN'o punishment for such as Barbaro. 

X'al. I told you so before, and that 'I was idle ■ 

To think of justice from such hands. 

/. Ber. At least, 

It lull’d suspicion, sbow'inc confidence. 

Had I been silent, noUn sbirro but 
Had kept me in his eye, as meditating 
A silent, solitary, deep revenge. 

Cal. But wherefore not address you to the Council? 
The Doge is a mere puppet, who can scarce 
Obtain right for himself. Why speak to him? 

/. Ber. You shall know that hereafter. 

Cal. Why not now? 

I. Ber. Be patient but till midnight. Get your 
musters, 

And bid our friends prepare their companies 
Set all in readiness to strike the blow, 

Perhaps in a few hours ; we have long waited 
For a lit time— Uiat hour is on tlic dial, 

It may be, of to-morrow’s sun : delay 
Beyond may breed us double danger. See 
That all ))e punctual at our place of n)eeting, 

And arm'd, exoepling those of the Sixteen, 

Wlio will remain among the troops to wait 
The signal. 

Cal. These brave words havebreathed new life 
Into my veins; I am sick of these protracted 
And hesitating councils: day on day 
Crawl'd on, and added but another link 
To our long fetters, and some fresher wrong 
Inflicted on our brethren or ourselves, 

Helping to swell our tyrants’ bloated strength. 

Let us but deal upon them, and 1 care not 
For the result, which must l)c death orfrecftom! 

I'm weary to the lieart of linding neither. 

/. Brr. W'e will be free in life or death! the grave 
Is chainlfss. Have you all the musters ready? 

And are the sixteen companies completed 
To sixty? 

Cal. All save two, in w-hich there arc 
Twenty-five wanting to make up the mimiicr. 

I. Ber. No matter; we can do without. Whose 
are they? 

r<il. ■'Bertram's and old Soranzo’s, both of whom 
Appear less forward in the cause than we are. 

y. Her. Y'our Gery nature makes you deem all those 
Who are not restless cold : but there exists 
Oft in concentred spirits not less daring 
Than in more loud avengers. Do not doubt them. 


I Cal. 1 do not doubt the elder ; but in Bertram 
I Tliere is a hesitating softness, fatal 
, To enterprise like ours: I 've seen tliat man 
I Weep like an infant o’er the misery 
I Of others, heedless of his own, though greater ; 

.\nd in a recent quarrel I beheld him 
I Turn sick at sight of blood, although a villain’s. 

1 I. Ber. The truly brave are soft of heart and eyes, 
j And feel for what their duty bids them do. 

; 1 have known Bertram long ; there doth not breathe 
A soul more full of honour. 

Cal. It may be so: 

r apprdiend less treachery than weakness; 

Yet as he has no mistress, and no wife 
To work upon bis milkiness of spirit, 

He may go through the ordeal ; it is well 
He is an orphan, friendless save in us : 

A woman or a child had made him less 
Than either in resolve. 

I. Ber. Sudi ties are not 

^ For those who are call'd to the high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealths ; 

We must forget all feelings save the one — 

W'e must resign all passions save our purpose— 

We must bdiold no object save our country— 

I And only look on deatli as beautiful, 

So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven. 

And draw down freedom ou her evermore. 

Cal. But if we fail 

I. Ber. They never fail who die 

In a great cause : the block may soak their gore ; ' 
Tlicir iieads may sodden in the sun ; their limbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls — 

; But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years 
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom. 

They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts 
Whid) overpower all others, and conduct 
The world at last to freedom : What w ere we. 

If Brutus had not lived? He died in giving * 

I Rome liberty, hut leff a deadilcss lesson— 

A name which is a virtue, and a soul 
Which multiplies itself tliroughout all time, 

When wicked men wax iniglity, and a state 
Turns servile : he and his high friend w ere styled 
“ Ttie last of Romans! ” l.et us be the Orst 
Of true \ etietiaiis, sprung from Roman sires. 

Cal. Our fathers did not fly from Attila 
Into tliese isles, where palaces h.vve sprung 
On banks redeem’d from the rude ocean's ooze, 
j To own a thousand despots in his place. 

I Bettor bow down before the Him, and call 
I A Tartar lord, than these swoln silkworms masters ! 
The first at least was man, and used his sword 
As sceptre: these unmanly creeping things 
Command our swords, and rule us with a word 
As w ith a spell. 

I. Ber. It shall be broken soon. 
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You say that all things are in readineM : 

To-day 1 have not been the usual round, 

And why thou knowest; but thy vigilaiiee 
AVill better have supplied my care : these orders 
In recent council to redouble now 
Our efforts to repair the galleys, have 
Lent a fair colour to tlie introduction 
Of many of our cause into the arsenal, 

As new artificers for their equipment, 

Or fresh recruits obtain'd in baste to roan 
The hoped-for fleet. — Are all supplied with arms? 

Cal. All who were deem'd trust-worthy : there are 
some 

Whom it were well to keep in ignorance 
Till it be time to strike, and then supply them; 

When in the heat and hurry of the hour 
They have no opportunity to pause, 

Butneedsmust on with those who will surround them. 
/. Jter. You have said well. Have you remark'd 
all such ? 

Cal. I *ve noted most; and caused the other chiefs 
To use like cautiou in their companies. 

As far as I have seen, we are enough 
To make the enterprise secure, if 't is 
Commenced to-morrow; but, till 't is begun. 

Each hour is pregnant with a thousand perils. 

I. Ber. Let the Sixteen meet at the wonted hour. 
Except Soranzo, Nicoletto Blondo, 

And Marco Giuda, who will keep their watch 
Within the arsenal, and Imid all ready 
Expectant of the signal we will fix on. 

Cal. We will not fail. 

/. Ber, Let all Uie rest be there ; 

I have a stranger to present to them. 

Cal. A stranger I doth be know Uie secret.^ 

J. Ber. Yea. 

Val. And have you dared to peril your friends' lives 

On a rash confidence in one we know not ? 

J. Ber. 1 have risk’d no man's life except roy own — 
Of that be certain : Ik is one who may 
M.ike our assurance doubly sure, according 
Ills aid; and if reluctant, be no less 
Is in our power : be comes alone witli me. 

And cannot 'scape us ; but be will not swerve. 

r al. I cannot judge of this until 1 know him : 

Is he one of our order? 

/. Ber, Ay, in spirit. 

Although a child of greatness ; he is one 
Who would become a throne, or overthrow one— 
One who has done great deeds, and seen great changes , 
No tyrant, though bred up to tyranny; 

Valiant in war, and sage in council ; noble 
In nature, although haughty; quick, yet wary: 

Yet for all this, so full of certain passions. 

That if once slirr'd and halTleJ, as he has been 
rpon tlte tenderest points, there is no Fury 
111 Grecian story like to that whidt wrings 
His vitals with her burning hands, till he 
Crows capable of ail things for revenge; 

And add too, that his mind is liberal. 

He sees and feels the people are oppress’d, 


And shares their sufferings. Take him all in all, 

We have need of such, and sucli have need of us. 

Cal. And what partwouldyou have him takewithus? 
/. Ber. It imiy be, that of cliief. 

Cal, What! and resign 

Your own command as leader? 

J. Ber. Even so. 

My object is to make your cause end well. 

And not to push myself to power. Experience, 
Some skill, and your own choice, had mark'd uicout 
To act in trust as your commander, till 
Some worthier should appear : if 1 have found such 
As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think you 
'fhat 1 would hesitate from selfishness, 

And, covetous of brief authority. 

Stake our deep interest on my single thoughts. 
Rather than yield to one above me in 
All leading qualities ? No, CaleiMiare, 

Know your friend better ; but you al) shall judge.— 
Away 1 and let us meet at the fix’d hour. 

Be vigilant, and all will yet go well. 

Cul. Worthy fiertuccio, I have known you ever 
Trusty and brave, with head and heart to plan 
What I have still been prompt to execute. 

For my own part, I seek no otlwr chief; 

What the rest will decide I know not, but 
I om with YOU, as 1 have ever been, 

In all our undertakings. Now farewell. 

Until the hour of midnight sees us meet. 

(Eoieiin/. 

ACT III. 

SCBNE 1. 

Scene, the Space belveen the canal and the rhturh of San 
Oi’ac<i«ni e San Paolo. An equestrian Statue before U.— .i 
Condoia lire in the canal at sotne distance. 

Enter the Docs alone, disguised. 

Doge (solus). I am before the hour, the hour whose 
: Pealing into Uie arch of night, might strike [voice, 

I These palaces with ominous tottering, 

I And rock Uieir marbles to the corner-stone, 

I Waking the sleepers from some hideous dream 
Of indistinct but awful augury 
Of that which will befall them. Yes, proud city! 
Thou must be cleansed of the black bloc^ niiidi m.ikes 
A lazar-house of tyranny : the task [thee 

Is forced upon me, I liave sougiit it not ; 

And therefore was I punish’d, seeing this 
Patrician {Kstilence spread on and on. 

Until at length it smote me in my slumbers, 

I And I am tainted, and must wash away 
i The plague-spots in the healing wave. Tall fanel 
W here .sleep my fatliers, whose dim statues shadow* 

I Tlie floor whicli doUi divide us from the dead, 

I W here all the pregnant hearts of our bold blood, 
.Moulder'd into a mile of ashes, hold 
I In one shrunk iieap what once made many heroes, 
When what is now a handful shook the earth — 
Fane of (he tutelar saints who guard our house! > 
i Vault where two l>oge.s rest— my sires I who died 
1 Tlic one of toil, the other in tlie field, 
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'NVith Q long race of other lineal diiefs ; 

And sages, whose great labours, wounds, and state 
I have inherited, — let the graves gape. 

Till all thine aisles be peopled with the dead, 

And pour them from thy ]>ortals to gaze on me! 

I call them up, and them and thee to witness 
What it hath been which put me to this Lnsk — 

'flieir pure high blood, their blazon roll of glories, 
Ti'.eir mighty name, dishonour’d all tit me, 

>ot by me, but by the ungrateful nobles j 

We fought to make our equals, not our lords ' 

And chiefly thou, Ordel.ifo the brave, I 

Who perish'd in the fleld, w here I since conquer’d, | 
Battling at Zara, did the hecatombs 
Of thine and Venice' foes, tliere offer’d up 
By thy descendant, merit sucli acquittance?* 

Spirits! smile down upon me; for my cause 
Is yours, in all life now can be of yours, — 

Your fame, your name, all mingled up in mine, 

And in the future fortunes of our race! 

Let me but prosper, and I make Ibis cit>' 

I'rce and immortal, and our^bouse's name 
^Vorth^e^ of what you were, now and hereafter!* 

Enter Israel Bertcccio. 

/. Her. Who goes there? 

Doge, A friend to Venice. 

t.Ber. ’Tishe. 

tVelcoine, my lord, — you are before the time. 

Doge. 1 am ready to proceed to your assembly. 

/. Hn. Have withyou. — I am proudand pleased tosec 
Such confident alacrity. Your doubts 
Since our last meeting, then, are all dispell’d? 

Doge. Not so— but I have set my little left 
Of life upon this cast : the die was thrown 
When I first listen'd to your treason — Start not! 

That is the word; 1 cannot shape my tongue 
To syllable black deeds into smooth names, 

Though 1 be wrought on to commit them. WIten 
1 heard you tempt your sovereign, and forbore 
To have you dragg’d to prison, 1 became 
Your guiltiest accomplice : now you may, 

If it so please you, do as much by me. 

/. Der. Strange words, my lord, and most unmerited; 

1 am no spy, and neither are wc traitors. [right 

Dofje. B> .'— B’e' — no matter— yon have earn’d the 
To talk of US. — but to the point. — If this 


Attempt succeeds, and Venice, render’d free 
And flourishing, when we are in our graves. 
Conducts her generations to our tombs, 

And makes her children with tbeir little hands 
Strew flowers o’er her deliverers’ ashes, then 
The consequence will sanctify the deed, 

And we shall be like the two Bruti in 
The annals of hereafter; but if not, 

If w e should fail, employing bloody means 
And secret plot, although to a good end, 

Still we are traitors, honest Israel; — thou • 

No less than he who was thy sovereign 
Six hours ago, and now thy brother rebel. 

I. Ber. T is not the moment to consider thus, 

Klse I could answer. — Let us to the meeting, 

Or we may be observed in lingering here. 

Doge. We are observed, aud have been. 

/. Ber. We observed ! 

Let me discover — and this steel 

Doge. Put up; 

Here are no hoinan witnesses : look there— 

AVhat sec you? 

/. Ber. Onl)' a tall warrior’s statue 
Restriding a proud steed, in the dim light 
Of the dull moon. 

Doge. That warrior was the sire 

Of my sire's fathers, and that statue was 
Decreed to him by the twice rescued city 
Think you that he looks down on us or no? 

I. Ber. My lord, tliese are mere fantasies; tliere are 
No eyes in marble. 

Doge. But tliere are in Dealli. 

I tell thee, man, there is a spirit in 

.Sudi things that acts and sees, unseen, though felt ; 

And, if there be a spell to stir the dead, 

'T is in such deeds as we are now upon. 

Deem’st thou the souls of such a race as mine 
Can rest, when he their lost descendant chief, 

Stands plotting on the brink of ilieir pure graves 
With stung plebeians?* 

I. Ber. It had been as well 

To have ponder’d this before,— ere you embark’d 
In our great enterprise. — Do you repent ? 

Doge. No— but 1 feel, and shall do to the last. 

I cannot quench a glorious life at once, 

?^'or dwindle to the thing I now must be, * 

And take men's lives by stealth, without some pause * 


* [ MS.-*' W« lougUt uuSe 0 


I eqtubi. notour lanlj:'*— 

I peerj, tod not our taailm:'*— ] 


• I MS,— “By thy deKeBdaot, incrtt ttirb | **^^'*!^^?*^!*,* 


I ( The Duse, true lo hli appoialmeal, U wailing for hia coodoe-' 
torlierore the church uf S^n I'anlu e Gbvanui. There U gre^t 
lurtncM. both of tecllna and dicilon, in (hit puuge.— jEppiFr.] 

* [ There is s creal deal of niinral struggle iu the breast of the 
liighb«>ni and haughty Doge, between the resetiUiicnt with which 
tie burns on the one hand, ami the reluctance wlUi which he con* 
•Men the meamirM the awii>ciate5 with whom he has leagued 
liiroscir. oo iheotlier. The conspiring Do,;eb not. we think, mraol 
to he acDhiUmu for himself, btU he is sternly, |>roiiUly, a Venetian 
iioUe! and it ia impos.'-ikic fur him to tear frum his bosom the 
vrom fur every thing plebeian which has been implanfcd U>ere 


hy birth, edocalion. aud a long lUo of princely command. Tliere 
arc other thoughts, too, and of a gentler kind, which cross from 
lime lo time his perturbed spirit, fie remembers— he canuot 
cuUrely forget — the days and nights of old companionship, by 
wbicli lie had long been bound (o those whoso senienoe he has 
roDseuled to seal, lie has hiroielf been declaiming against llie 
fiHly of mercy, and arguing valiantly Uie necessity of total eiUr|>a- 
Iton,— and that, too. In the leetli even of some of the plebeian ciK>* 
^pi^ator■ Ihenuelves : yet the poet, with profound insight into tlic 
liuman heart, makes him shudder when hb own Impetooslty has 
brought himself, and ail who hear him. to the briiiL lie cannot 
l<Hik upon iKe bloody re^lution, no not even after he himself has 
liecu the chief instrument of Its furroaiion.— I.ocanaaT .) 
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Y<*l doubt me not; U is this very feeling, 

And knowing what hns wrung me to be thus, 

■>Vhich is your best security. There ’s not 
A roused mechanic in your busy plot • 

So wrong’d as I, so falPn, so loudly call’d 
To his redress : the very means I am forced 
By tl)ese fell tyrants to adopt is such. 

That 1 abhor them doubly for the deeds 
Which 1 must do to pay them back for theirs. 

/. !fn. Let us away — hark— tlie hour strikes. 

Iktge. " On — on— I 

It is our knell, or tl»al of Venice — On. 

/. Her. Say rather, H is her freedom's rising peal 
Of triumph- — This way — we are near Uie place.. 

[EMUtH. 

SCENE II. 

The House where the ronspiratoi s meet. 

Dagoliso. Dobo. Hemtham. Feuclb Trevisa7(o. Calkn- 

UABO. AMTONIO DELLK BE!«1>£, ClC. ClC. 


fal. {enteriug). Arc all here? 

Dog. All VI ilh you; except the three 

On duty, and our leader Israel, 

Who is expected momently. 

Cal. Where *s Bertram? 

Ber. Here ! ^ 

(a/. Have you not been able to complete 

Tlie number wanting in your company? 

Ber. 1 bad mark'd out some : but 1 have not dared 
To trust them with the secret, till assured 
That they were worthy faith. i 

Cal. There is no need 

Of trusting to their faith : who. save ourselves 
And our more chosen comrades, is aware 
Fully of our intent? they think themselves 
Engaged in secret to the Signory, * 

To punish some more dissolute young nobles 
Who have delied the law in their excess^ ; 

But once drawn up, and their new swords welUflesh’d 
In tlie rank hearts of the more odious senators. 

They will not hesitate to follow up 
Their blow upon the others, when they see 
The example of their chiefs, and 1 for one 
W’ill set them such, that they for very shame 
And safety will not pause till all liave perish'd. 

Ber. How say you? all ! 

C.al. W horn wouldst thou spare ? 

Ber. I spare? 

I have no power to spare. I only question'd. 
Thinking that even amongst these wicked men 
'rhere might he some, whose age and qualities 
Might mark them out for pity. « 

Cal. Yes, such pity 

As w hen the vi|>er hath been cut to pieces. 

The separate fragments quivering in the sun, 

In the last energy of venomous life, < 

Deserve and have. Why, 1 should think as soon 
Of pitying some particular fang which made 


One in the jriw of the swoln serpent, as 
Of saving one of these: thc> form but links 
Of one long chain ; one mass, one lireaHi, one body ; 
They eat, and drink, and live, and breed together, 
Bevel, and tie, oppress, and kill in concert, — 

So let them die as one ! * 

Dag. Should one survive. 

He would be dangerous as the whole ; it is not 
Their numlier, be It tens or thousands, but 
The spirit of this aristocracy 
Wliiidi must be rooted out; and if there were 
A single shoot of the old tree in life, 

’T would fasten in the soil, and .spring again 
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fruit. 

Bertram, we must be firm I 

Cal. Look to it well, 

Bertram; I have an eye upon thee. 

Ber. “ AVho 

Distrusts me ? 

Cal. Aot I; for if I did so, 

Thou w'oulrlst not now be there to talk of trust : 

It is thy softness, not thy want of faith, 

^Vhich makes thee to be doubted. 

Ber. You should know’. 

Who hear me., who and what I am ; a man 
Boused like yourselves to overthrow’ oppression; 

A kind man, I am apt to think, as some 
Of you have found me; and if brave or no, ^ 

You, Calendaro, can pronounce, w’ho have seen me 
Put to the proof; or if you should have doubts, 

I ’ll clear them on your person ! 

Cal. You are welcome. 

When once our enterprise is o’er, which must not 
Be interrupted by a private brawl. 

Ber. I am no brawler; but can bear myself 
As far c’lmong the foe as any he 
W'ho hears me ; else why have I been selected 
To be of your chief comrades ? But no less 
1 own my natural weakness; I have not 
Yetlearn’d to think of indi.scriminate murder 
Without some sense of shuddering; and the .sight 
Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps Is not 
To me a tiling of triumph, nor the death ^ 

Of man surprised a glory. Well— too well 
I know thaf we must do such things on those 
W’hose acts have raised up such avengers; but 
If there were ^ome of these who could be saved 
From out this sweeping fate, for our own sakes 
And for our honour, to take olT some stain 
Of massacre, which else pollutes it wholly, 

I had been glad; and see no cause in-this' * ' 

For sneer, nor for suspicion ! „ 

Dag.. Calm thee, Bertram; 

For w e suspect tiiee not, and take good heart.* 

It is the cause, and not our will, which asks 
Such actions from our hands : we 'll wash away 
All stains in Freedom's fountain ! , 




t icvuodr*! 
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Enter IsRAEt Dbbti'Ccio and the Does, disguieed. 
Daij. Welcome, Israel. 

( onsp. Most welcome. — Brave Bertuccio, thou art 
late — 

Who is this stranger? 

i'al. It is time to name him. 

Our comrades are even now |)rc()ared to greet him 
In brotherhood, as 1 have made it known 
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause, 
Approved by thee, and thus approved by all, 

Such is our trust in all thine actions. Now 
Let iiiin unfold himself. 

/. !trr. Stranger, step forth! 

{ The Dock diseoi ert himtetf. 
Vonsp. To arms I — we are betray’d— it is the Doge ! 
Down with them both ! our traitorous captain, and 
The tyrant he hath sold us to. 

f'ai. /(is sirord). Hold! hold! 

Who moves a step against them dies. Hold ! hear 
Bertucx;io — What! are you appall’d to see 
A lone, unguarded, w eaponless old man 
Amongst you? — Israel, speak I what means this 
mystery ? [bosoms, 

/. Ber. Let them advance and strike at their own 
Ungrateful suicides I for on our lives 
Depend their own, their fortunes, and their hopes. 
Doge. Strike! — If I dreaded death, a deatii more 
fearful 

Than any your rash weapons can indict, 

I should not now be here : — Oh, noble Coprage! 

The eldest bom of Fear, whldi makes you brave 
Against this solitary hoary head ! 

See the bold chiefs, who would reform a state 
And shake down senates, mad with wrath and dread 
At sight of one patrician !— Butdicr roe, 

You can ; I care not.— Israel, are these men 
Tlie mighty hearts you spoke of? look upon them! 

Cal, Faith I he hath shamed us, and deservedly. 
Was this your trust in your true chief Bertuceio, 

To turn your swords against him and his guest ? 
Sheathe them, and hear him. 

/• Bet, I disdain to speak. 

They might and must have known a heart like mine 
Incapable of treachery ; and tlie power 
They gave inc to adopt all fitting means 
To further their design was ne’er abused. 

They might be certain that whoe'er was brought 
By me into this council had been led 
To take his choice— as brother, or as victim. 

\)Mje. And which am I to be? your actions leave 
Some cause to doubt the freedom of the choice. 

/. Bet. My lord, we would have perish’d here toge- 
ther, ^ e 

Had these rash men proceeded ; but, behold, 

They arc ashamed of that mad moment’s impulse, 
And droop their heads; believe me, they are such 


I As I described them— Speak to them. 

f uL Ay, speak; 

We are all listening in w’onder.' 

/. Ber. {addreising the. fonspiraiors). You are safe. 
Nay, more, almost triumphant — listen then, 

And know my words for trutb. 

Doge. You sec me here. 

As one of you bath said, an old, unarm’d. 

Defenceless man ; and yesterday you saw roe 
Presiding in tl>e ball of ducal state. 

Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles,* 

Robed in official purple, dealing out ' 

The edicts of a pow er which is not mine, 

Nor yours, but of our masters — the patricians. 

Wliy I was there you know, or think you know; 
'Why I am here, he who hath been most wrong'd, 

He who among you hath been most insulted. 
Outraged and trodden on, until he doubt 
If he be worm or no, may answer for me, 

Asking of his own heart what brought him here ? 

You know my recent story, all men know it, 

And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgment to heap scorn on scorn. 

But spare me the recital — it is here, 

Here at my heart the outrage — but my words, 

Already spent in unavailing plaints. 

Would only show my feebleness the more, 

And I come here to strengthen even tfae strong. 

And urge them on to deeds, and not to war 
With woman’s weapons; but I need not urge you. 
Our private wrongs have sprung from public vices 
In this — I cannot call it commonwealth 
Nor kingdom, which hath neither prince nor people. 
But all the sins of the old Spartan state * 

Without its virtues— temperance and valour. 

The Lords of I..acedeemoo were true soldiers, 

But ours are SjiMrites, while we are Helots, 
or whom 1 am the lowest, most enslaved ; 

Although dress'd out to head a pageant, as 
The Greeks of yore made drunk their slaves to form 
A pastime for their children. You are met 
To overthrow this monster of a state, 

This mockery of a governn)ent, this spectre. 

Which must be exorcised with blood, — and then 
We will renew the limes of truth and justice, 
Condensing in a fair free conmionweaith 
Not rash equality, but equal rights, 

Proportion’d like the columns to the temple, 

Giving and taking strength reciprocal. 

And making firm the whole with grace and beauty, 

{ So that no part could be removed without 
Infringement of the general symmetry. 

In operating this great change, 1 claim 
To Ih? one of you — if you trust in me ; 

If not,«trike home, my life is compromised. 

And I would rather fall by. freemen’s hands 
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Than lire another day to act the tyrant 
As delegate of tyrants : sudi J am not, 

And never have been— read it in our annals; 

1 can appeal to my past government 
In many lands and cities ; they can tell you 
If I were an oppressor, or a nian 
Feeling and thinking for mV fellow men. 

Haply had I been what tlie senate sought, 

A thing of robes and trinkets, dizen'd out 
To sit in state as for a sovereign’s picture; 

A popular scourge, a reader sentence-signer, 

A stickler for tlie Senate and “ the Forty,” 

A sceptic of all measures which had not 
Tlie sanction of “the Ten,” a counciUfaw'ner, 

A tool, a fool, a puppet, — they had ne’er 
Foster’d the wretch who stung me. ^Vlint I .<.uffer 
Has readi'd me through iny pity for the people ; 

That many know, and they wiio know not yet 
Will one day learn : meantime 1 do devote, 

Wliate’cr the issue, my last days of life— 

My present power such as it is, not that 
Of Doge, but of a man who ligs been great 
Before lie was degraded to a Doge, 

And still has individual means and mind ; 

1 stake my fame (and 1 had fame) — my breatli — 

(The least of all, for its last hours are nigh,) 

My heart — my hope— my soul— upon tliis cast ! 

Such as 1 am, I offer me to you 

And to your chiefs ; accept me or reject me, 

A Prince who fain would be a citizen 
Or nothing, and who has left his throne to he so. 
Cal. Long live Faliero!— Venice shall be free! 
CoHsp. lioiig live Faliero i 
/• Comrades! did I well ? 

Is not this man a host in such a cause? 

Do^f. This is no time for eulogies, nor place 
For exultation. Am 1 one of you ? 

Cal. Ay, and tlie first amongst us, as thou hast been 
Of Venice— be our general and chief. 

Doge. Qiief!— general! — I was general at Zara, 
And chief in Rhodes and Cyprus, prince in Venice ; 

1 cannot stoop— that is, I am not lit 

To lead a band of patriots ; when I lay 

Aside the dignities whicli 1 have borne, 
is not to put on others, but to be 
Mate to my fellows — but now to Uie point : 

Israel has stated to me your whole plan— 

’T is bold, but feasible if I assist it. 

And must he set in motion instanllv. 

Cal. E’en when lliou wilt. Is it not so, my friends? 
I have disposed all for a sudden blow ; 

When shall it be then? 
t^oge. At sunrise. 

^ • So soon ? 

Doge. So soonp-^o late— each hour accumulates 
Peril on peril, and the more so now 
Since I liave mingled with you; — know you not 
The Council, and “the Ten?” the spies, the eyes 
Of the patricians dubious of their slaves. 

And now more dubious of the prince they liave made 
I tell you, you must strike, and suddenly, (one ? 


Full to the Hydra's heart — its lieads will follow*. 

Cal. Witli all my soul and sw'ord, I yield assent; 
Our companies are ready, sixty each. 

And ail now under arms by Israel’s order ; 

Each at their different place of rendezvous, 

And vigilant, expectant of some blow; 

Let each repair for action to his post I 
And now, my lord, the signal? 

Doge. When you hear 

The great bell of Saint Mark’s, which may not be 
Struck without special order of tlie Doge 
(The last poor privilege they leave their prince), 
March on Saint Mark’s! 

I. Bei .. And there ? — 

Doge. By different routes 

Let your march be directed, every sixty 
Entering a separate avenue, and still 
Upon the way let your cry be of war 
And of the Genoese fleet, by the flrst dawn 
Discern’d before the port; form round the palace, 
Within whose court will be drawn out in arms 
My nephew and the clients of our house. 

Many and martial ; while the bell tolls on, 

.Shout ye, “ Saint Mark ! — the foe is on our waters I ” 
Cal. 1 see it now — but on, my noble lord. 

Doge. All the patricians flocking to the Council, 
(Which they dare not refuse, at the dread signal 
' Pealing from out tlieir patron saint’s proud tower,) 

! Will then be gather’d in unto the harvest. 

And we will reap them with tlie sword for sickle. 

I If some few should be tardy or absent them, 

! 'T will be but to be taken faint and single, 

When the majority are put to rest. * [scotch. 

Cal. Would that the hour were come ! we wilNot 
But kill. 

Ber. Once more, sir, witii your pardon, 1 
Would now repeat the question which I ask’d 
Before Bertuccio added to our cause 
This great ally who renders it more sure, 

And therefore safer, and as such admits 

Some dawn of mercy to a portion of 

Our victims — must all perish in Uiis slaughter ? 

I Cal. Ail who encounter me and mine, be sure. 

The mercy they have shown, I show, 
j Coijxp. All ! all ! 

'■ Is this a time to talk of pity? when 
1 Have they e’er shown, or felt, or feign’d it ? 

I /. Her. Bertram, 

I Tills false compassion is a folly, and 
Injustice to thy cooirades and thy cause! 

I Dost thou not see, that if wc single out 
Some for escape, they live but to avenge 
I The fallen ? and how distinguish now the innocent 
I From out tlie guilty? all their acts arc one— 

I A single emanation from one body, 

' Together knit for our oppression I T is 
I Much that we let their children live; I doubt 
I If all of these even should be set apart : 

I The hunter may reserve some single cub 
1 From out Uw tiger’s litter, but who e’er 
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam. 
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Uuicss to jmtIsIi by Uieir fangs ? However, 

I will abide by Doge Faliero’s counsel : 

I^t him decide if any should be saved, ^question — 

Doge. Ask roe not— tempt me not wiih such a 
Decide yourselves. 

1. Ber. You know their private virtues 

Far better than we can, to whom alone 
Their public vices, and most foul oppression, 

Have made lliem deadly ; if there be amongst them 
One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce. 

Doge. Dolfino’s father was my friend, and Lando 
Fought by my side, and Marc Cornaro shared ' 

My Genoese embassy : 1 sa^ ed the life 
Of Veniero— shall I save it twice? 

Would that I could save them and Venice also! 

All these men, or their fathers, were my friends 
Till they became my subjects ; then fell from me 
As faithless leaves drop from the o'erblown flower, 
And left me a lone blighted thorny stalk, 

Which, in its solitude, can shelter nutliiiig ; 
ivo, as they let me wither, let them {>erisli! 

Cal. Tl>ey cannot co>exist with Venice’ freedom? 

Do()e. Ye, though you know and feel our mutual 
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant * [mass 
What fatal poison to tlie springs of life, 

To human ties, and all that’s good and dear, 

Toirks in the pre.sent institutes of Venice : 

All those men wereiny friends; I loved them, they 
Requited Iwnourably my regards ; 

Weservedand fought, we smiled and wept in concert: 
We revell’d or we sorrow’d side by side ; 

We made alliances of blood and marriage ; 

We grew in years niul honours fairly, — till 
Tlieir own desire, not iny ambition, made 
Them choose me for their prince, and then farewell! 
Farew ell all social memory ! all thoughts [ships, 
In common! and sweet bonds which link old friend* 
When the survivors of long years and actions, 

Which now belong to history, soothe the days 
Which yet remain by treasuring each other, 

And never meet, but each beholds the mirror 
Of half a century on his brother’s brow, 

And sees a hundred beings, now in earth, 

Flit round them whispering of the days gone by, 
And seeming not all dead, as long as two 
Of the brave, joyous, reckless, glorious band, 

\Vhi(di once were one and many, still retain 


A breath to sigh for them, ft tongue to speak 
Of deeds that else were silent, save on marble— 
Oime ! Oime !— and must 1 do this deed ? * 

/. Ber. My lord, you are much moved ; it is not now 
That such things must be dwelt upon. 

, Doge. Your patience 

, A moment — I recede not : mark with me 
The gloomy vices ol this government, [made me — 

From the hour that made roe Doge, the Doge they 
Farewell the past! I died to all that had been, 

Or rather they to me : no ft^iends, no kindness. 

No privacy of life — all were cut off : 

They came not near me, such approach gave umbrage : 
They could not love me, such was not the law ; 

Tliey thwarted me, ’I was the state’s policy ; 

They baffled me, 't was a patrician’s duty ; 

They wrong’d me, for such was to riglit the state ; 
They could not right me, tliat would give suspicion ; 
So that 1 was a slave to my own subjects; 

So that 1 was a foe to my own friends ; 

Begirt will) spies for guards— with robes for power— 
Will) i>omp for freedom — gaolers for a council — 
Inquisitors for friends — and hell for life ! 

I had one only fount of quiet left, 

And that thev* poison'd ! My pure household gods * 
Were shiver'd on my hearth, and o'er their slirine 
Sate grinning Ribaldrv’ and sneering Scorn.’ 

/. Ber. You have l>een deeply wrong’d, and now 
Nobly avenged before another night. [sliall be 
D^e. 1 had borne all — it hurt me, but I bore it — 
Till this last running over of the cup 
Of bitterness — until this Inst loud insult, 

Not only unredress’d, but sanctioned ; then, 

And thus, 1 cast all further feelings from me— 

The feelings whidi they crush’d for me, long, long 
Before, even in their oath of false allegiance ! 

Even in that ver>' hour and vow, they abjured 
llieir friend and mode a sovereign, as boys make 
Playthings, to do their pleasure — and be broken I * 

1 from tliat hour liave seen but senators 
In dark suspicious conflict with tlie Doge, 

Brooding with him in mutual hate and fear; 
llvoy dreading he should snatch the tyranny 
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyrants. 

To me, then, these men have no private lift. 

Nor claim to ties they have cut off from others ; 

As senators for arbitrary acts 


U»iC C«r»«ni t ^ 

I .... . . t •bared 

! John Griminl ) 

I I ...... I I MTcd ibe life,” elc.l 

( lotbe l‘op«; I * 

[MS.— “ Dear ttllb we ! m tiu bver oad know, 

And (eel our muluel maikor nuiiy wrungi."] 


[ MS.— " Fougbl by ay tide, eud 

^ I Genoae cmbaMy ; 


V [The DoiKc at laat uahcml lolo the prcacoce o( the coospira- 
(nr«, who are at ftrAt dhipoaed to oacrifice both htra tod bis Intro- 
dttcer : but arc paciOed aitd convened by a apeeeh of Uiroe paRCs, 
which i« not very RttoU > «ad theoi the)- put it to him to My. wliellkcr 
any uf the dcvuied icoate ahail be spared in Uie UnpeniUng mas- 
sacre. He Myt-- 


** A«k nw noi-Mnpt BMool with aarb a qBolioa— 

IKTldo yoanrltn."— 

but, nn beluR fiirUicr pressed, be, in llicse passages, gives way 


feelings ntost natural ui his own condition, but by no means eal- 
culiicd to recommend Ulm to his new assudales> and afterwarda. 
when he is left alone wiUi llie chief conspirator, the contrast of 
ibeir situation b hlill more Riiety and forcibly ellclled.— Jirncv.] 

* I 1 could bare forgiven tbe dag^r or the bowl, any thing, 

hut the deliborale de»>laUon piled niion me. when I stood alooc 
upon my beartli, with my buiiscbold gods shivered around roe. 
Du you »nppoH‘ 1 have forgolten or forgiven it? It has, compara- 
tively, swallowed up in me every other feeling, and I am only a 
spectator upon eerth tilt a tenfold opportunity offers. It may 
come yol.*‘— fl. *819.] 

* ( M*,— “ Sale grinning | | fUwrliid sroru."] 

*' [ Ms.-“ rioylblogs. iudo Ibclr pleasure - iimI | j 
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Amenable, 1 look on Uiem— as such 
Let them be dealt upon.' 

CaL And now to action! 

Hence, brethren, to our posts, and may Uiis be 
The last night of mere words : 1 ’d fain be doing ! 
Saint Mark's great bell at dawn slmli lind me wakeful ! 
/. Her. Disperse then to your posts : be lirm and 
vigilant ; 

Think on the wrongs we bear, the rig^its we claim. 
This day and night sliall be tl)e last of |>eril I 
AVatdi for the signal, and then march. I go 
To join my band ; let each be prompt to marshal 
His separate charge : tlie Doge will now return 
To the palace to prepare all for the blow. 

We part to meet in freedom and in glory I 
Cal. Doge, when I greet you next, my homage to you 
Shall be the head of Steno ou tliis sword I 
Doge, ^o; let him be reserved unto the last, 

Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey,* 

Till nobler game is quarried : his offence 
Was a mere ebullition of the vice, 

The general corruption generated 
By the foul aristocracy : he could not— 

He dared not in more honourable days 

Have risk’d it. 1 have merged all private wrath 

Against him in the thought of our great purpose. 

A slave insults me — I require his punishment 
From his proud master’s hands ; if lie refuse it, 

The offence grows bis, and let him answer it. 

Cal. Yet, as the immediate cause of the alliance 
Which consecrates our undertaking more, 

1 owe him such deep gratitude, that fain 
1 would repay him as he merits; may 1? 

Doge. You would but lop the hand, and I the head; 
You would but smite the scliolar, 1 the master ; 

You would but punish Steno, I the senate. 

I cannot pause on individual hate, 

In the absorbing, sweeping, whole revenge, 

\\ hich, like tlie sheeted tire from heaven, must blast 
Without distinction, as it fell of yore. 

Where the Dead Sea hath quench’d two cities’ ashes. 

/. Her. Away, then, to your posts! I but remain 
A moment to accompany Hie Doge 
To our late place of tryst, to see no spies 
Have been upon the scout, and thence I hasten 


To where my allotted band is under arms. 

Co/. Farewell, then,— until dawn ! 

/. Her.- Success go with you! 

Cousjh Wc will not fail— Away ! My lord, farewell! • 

I The Conspiratore salute the Doge and Iseakl 
Beeti'ccio, and retire, heiuletl by I’liiLli’ Ca- 
LK 7VDARO. The Doge and Isaaei. Berticch* 
remoin 

/. Her. We have them in the toil— it cannot fail !. 
Now thou 'rt indeed a sovereign, and wilt make 
A name immortal greater than the greatest ; 

Free citizens have stnick at kings ere now ; 

Caesars have fallen, and even patrician hands 
Have crush’d dictators, as the popular steel 
Has reach'd patricians : but, until this hour, 

V\ hat prince has plotted for his people’s freedom ? 

Or risk’d a life to liberate his subjects? 

For ever, and for ever, they conspire 
Against the )>eoplc, to abuse their hands 
To chains, but laid aside to carry weapons 
Against the fellow nations, so that yoke 
On yoke, and slavery and dealli may whet, 

Sot glut, the never-gorged Ixsiathan! 

Now, my lord, to our enterprise; — *t'is great. 

And greater the reward ; why stand you rapt? 

A moment back, and you were nil impatieuce! 

Doge. And Is it then dwided? must they die? 

I. Her. Who? 

Doge. My own friends by blood and courtesy. 
And many deeds and days— tlie senators ? 

/. Her. You pass'd their sentence, audit isajiist one. 
Doge. Ay, so it seems, and so it is to you; 

You are a patriot, pkdieian Ciracduis — 

The rebels’ oracle, ihc people’s tribune — 
t blame you not — you act in your vocation; ^ 
'I'liey smote you, and oppress'd you, and despised you; 
So they have me; but you ne'er spake, with thenij 
You never broke their bread, nor shared iheirgall; 
You never had their wine-cup at your lips; 

You grew not up w illi them, nor iaugli’d, nor wept, 
Nor held a revel in thefr company ; 

Ne’er smiled to see them smile, nor claim'd Ihcir smile 
In social interchange foryonis, nor trusted 
Nor wore them in your heart of hearts, as I have : 
These luirs of mine are grey, and so are theirs. 

The elders of the council : 1 remeinher 


• {The tirugslv of fcclfa^ wUh which Ihe Doge lUKlerrakea ibe 
ciKUptfWcr admirably cuiilmted wiUi ibe terocioiM eagcracM of 
bis k)w-lK>rn awociaies ; and only lua«B iU effect tw^auac we can out 
but be seu.«ible llial the man who lelt Uiua, could iwt lure gone 
ou with his guilty project, unksa sUmuiated by some f^realer asd 
inure accumulated iitjuries than are, in the courst; of Uie tragedy, 
bcou^t before ibe perception u( ibe reatier — lluu. j 

* lMS.-‘'l«*r tarn aiid* lo itrUr si such • } **"**^‘ 

1 wrrtrh. J 

1 [The great defect of Marino Falieru is. that the nature and 
character of the conspiracy excite no iiitercsL It inatiers little 
that Lord Byron has been laitbful to histor)’. tf the event is desU> 
late of a |ioeiic character. Like aifiert, to wboin, in many poinu. 
his genius approximates, he is fettered by an folractabtc story, 
which b wluilly reoiuic from tikeiostiiicU and feelings of nuitkinil. 
lluw elevated soever may be hu dkUoti, tmw rivkl aucter b» 
colouring, a mural IruUi b wautiiig.— Tl^al cluriu. so Ui:iicuK (u 


define, so easy to epprehad, whidi. (hUused over ilio some, ex- 
cites in generooibusmns an exaltinJ enthusiasm fur tlie great inle- 
rests of hsmunily. This U Uic iMMVty of history. ' It b th<* charm 
of the William Tell of scliUler ; It U fell in (he awful plul of Hrulos, 
and, to a cerlain degree. In tlie conspiracy of Werre sod JafUert 
fur the end and purpose of these oons|ilracies were, to redeem 
(heir country from insult and otipressiun. But la Marino Fatiero’s 
attempt against the state, we omtrinplaie no(hiog but Uie project 
of a sangniuary ruffian, sei’king to grasp iiiiliMited autboriiy, and 
making, after the estabilslied precc^lcoboTstl inurpers. Ibo wrongs 
aadsafleringaortbecomnionaiiylib prvtnice; while, In another 
aspect of hb character, we see him goaiicil. by an imagined injm7< 
into an enterprise which would have inundated Venice with her 
best blood. If Ihb a subUinc spectacle, ^lculat/il to purge the 
iiiiuil. according Uj Itte apliurbtii of ArlstoUe, hy means of lerrur 
of piiy ?— bcL. Ha\.| 
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\>lien ail our locks were like the raven's wing, 

As we went forth to take our prey around 
The isle^ wrung from the false Mahometan ; 

And can I see them dabbled o'er with blood ? 

Each stab to them wiU seem my suicide.' 

/. Hfr. Doge f Doge ! this vacillation is unworthy 
A child; if you are not in second childhood, 

Call back your nerves to your own purpose, nor 
Thus shame yourself and me. By heavens! I 'd rather 
Forego even now, or fail in our intent. 

Than see the man I venerate subside 
From high resolves into such shallow weakness ! 
You have seen blood in battle, shed it, both 
Your own and tJiat of others; can you shrink then 
Fromafewdropsfromveinsofhoar)' vampires, [lions? 
^Vho but give back what they have drain'd from inil- 

Doge. Bear with me! Step by step, and blow on' 
I will divide with you ; think not I waver : [blow, 

Ah ! no; it is the certainly of all 
Which I must do doth make me tremble tiius. 

But let these last and lingering thoughts have way, 
To which you only and the Night are conscious, 

And both regardless ; when the hour arrives, 

'T is mine to sound tlie knell, and strike the blow, 
Which shall unpeople many palaces, 

And hew the highest genenlogic trees 

Down to the earth, strew'd with their bleeding fruit, 

And crush their blossoms into barrenness : 

This vill I — must I — ^havc I sworn to do, 

Nor aught can turn me from my destiny; 

But still I quiver to hchold what 1 

Must be, and think what I have been! Bear with me. 

1. Her. Re-man your breast ; 1 feel no such remorse, 

1 understand it not : why should you change ? 

You acted, and you act, on your free will. 

Doge. Ay, there it is — you feel not, nor do I, 

Else' I should stab thee on the spot, to save 
A thousand lives, and, killing, do no murder; 

You feel not — you go to this butchcr-work 

As if these high-born men were steers for shambles I 

When all is over, you ’ll be free and merry. 

And calmly wasli those hands incarnadine ; 

But I, outgoing thee and all thy fellows 
In this surpassing massacre, sliall be, 


Shall see, and feel — oh God ? oh God ! *l is true, 

And thou dost well to answer that it was 
My own free will and act ; ” and yet you err, 

For I vill do this ! Doubt not— fear not ; I 
Will be your most unmerciful accomplice! 

And yet I act no more on my free will, 

Nor my own feelings— both compel me back; 

But there is hell within me and around. 

And like the demon who believes and trembles, 

Must I abhor and do. Away ! away 1 

Get tltee unto thy fellows, I will hie me 

To gather the retainers of our house. [Venice, 

Doubt not, Saint Mark’s great bell shall wake all 

Except her slaughter’d senate : ere the sun 

Be broad upon the Adriatic, there 

Shall be a voice of weeping, which shall drown 

The roar of waters in the cry of blood I 

I am resolved— come on. 

I. Ber. With all my soul ! 

Keep a firm rein upon these bursts of passion ; 
Remember what these men Iiavc dealt to thee. 

And that this sacrifice will be succeeded 

By ages of prosperity and freedom 

To this unshackled city : • a true tyrant 

Would have depopulated empires, nor [you 

Have felt the strange compunction whicli bath wrung 

To punish n few traitors to the people. 

Trust roe, such were a pity more misplaced 
Tlinn the late mercy of the state to Steno. [jars 
Doge. Man, thou hast struck upon the chord which 
Ail nature from my heart. Hence to our task ! 

{ Fxet«ni. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE 1.* 

Palazso of the Patrician Lioni. Liomi laying aaitie tht 
ma«A and cloak vhich the IVncfian vore in 

public, attended by a Domestic. 

lAoui. 1 will to rest, right weary of this revel ; 

The gayest we have held for many moons. 

And yet, I know not why, it cheer’d me not; 

There came a heaviness across my l>eart. 

Which, in the lightest movement of the dance. 


■ [The imiiiUnl Hllultacw uFUie iiirttiro %vith wliicli ibo Do;;c ; 
ACceUei tntlie plot perpetually eecap«« him. Not that he Is wholly | 
untouched by the cumpunciiou'^ Tisliiugsof nature ; but the tearful 
unity of each axhar.icier U broken by aulftnln^ to it the throb- i 
binsp ind.ihc pauj^s of human feelings, and by making him recoil 
with affriglil from sUofthter and dewlatioQ. In the roar and 
wliiriwliid of the mighty paasions which precede Ute acting of a | 
drradful phA, it Is wholly unreasonable and out of keeping to put 
Intp hit CDuulh Uio sentimental efrii^inns of afTecliunate pity fur bis 
frionds, whbni he Ihiiiks of rather too Utc to gire these touches of 
remorse imi mercy any' other characier than U>at of hypocritical 
wh'inlitg. TlkC senlimcnis arc ^-rlainly good, but lamcnUbly out 
of lime and place, an<l remind us of S&iiroii'a renurk upon the 
moralising pjilcgyas in the infernal regions,— 

“ Cell% fmtnxT c«t rroic M betir, 

Slab iJsns utter lie quc.i wrl-cli«? " 

Vel, llKMigh wholly repugnant to dramatic cvngmily, Uic ptMage 
has great pofllo power.— Kci.. IUv.1 1 


f SH.-«To tliU 


i aoiliacSM 
non tbacSiod 


ctsy.-Hc.l 


' [The fourth act opens with the most poetical and brilManUy 
written scene In the play— though it is a soIikHpiy. and altogether 
alien from the buolncsi of the piece. LUmi, a yuung nobleman, 
returns home from a splendid assembly, rather out of ipirifa ; aud, 
opening lila palace window (or air, contrasts Uie tranquillity of the 
night scene wbicli lies before him, with the feverish turbulence 
and glittering cnchanlmrolsuf that which be lus Just quitted. No- 
thing can be finer than this picture, in bi>ih its cotu|>artment8. 
Tliere U a truth and a Inxurianco in the description of the rout, 
which rnark at oucc the hand of a uiastcr, and raise It to a very 
high rank as a piece of poetical painting;— while the moonlight 
view from thv window Is ot;nally grand and beanUrul. and reminds 
u« of those magnlticrot and enchanting lookings forth in "Man- 
fml.*' which have Jefl, we will confess, far deeper traces on our 
fancy, than any thing In the more eloboralo work before us.— 
JirrsET.) 
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Thougli eye to eye, and hand in hand united j 

Kven with the lady of my love, oppress’d me, 

And through my spirit chill'd my blood, until 
A damp like death rose o'er my brow ; I strove 
To laugh the thouglit aw*ay, but 't would not be ; 
Through all the music ringing in my cars 
A knell was sounding as distinct ami clear, 

Though low and far, as e'er the Adrian wave 
Rose o’er the city’s murmur in the night, 

Dashing against the outward Lido’s bulwark : 

So that I Irft the festival before 
It reach'd its zenith, and will woo my pillow 
For thoughts more irampiil, or forgetfulness. 
Antonio, take my mask and cloak, and light 
The lamp within my chamber. 

Ant, Yes, my lord : 

Command you no refreshment? 

lAoHi, Nought, save sleep, 

\>'hich will not be commanded. I.^t me hope it, i 
[Fjit AsTosio. 

Though my breast feels too anxious *, I w ill try 
'Whe^er the air will calm my spirits : ’t is 
A goodly night; the cloudy Mind Mliich blew 
From the levant hath crept into its cave, [ness! ' 
And the broad moon has brighten'd. What a still- ; 

[tioes to an open lattice. 
And what a contrast with the scene I left. 

Where the tail torches’ glare, and silver lamps’ 

More pallid gleam along the tapestried walls. 

Spread over the reluctant gloom which haunts 
Those vast and dimly-latticed galleries 
A dazzling mass of artificial light, 

Whicli show’d ail things, but nothing as they were. 
There Age essaying to recall the past. 

After long stri\ing for the hues of youth 

At the sad labour of the toilet, and 

Full many a glance at the too faithful mirror. 

Prank’d fortli in all the pride of ornament. 

Forgot itself, and trusting to the falsehood 
Of the indulgent beams, which show, yet hide. 
Believed itself forgotten, and was fool'd. 

'fhere Youth, which needed not, nor thought of such 
Vain adjuncts, bvish’d its true bloom, and health. 
And bridal beauty, in the unwholesome press 
Of flush'd and crowded wassailers, and w asted 
Its hours of rest in dreaming this was pleasure, 

And so shall waste them till Uie sunrise streams 
<In sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, which should not 
Have worn this aspect yet for many a year. 

Tlie music, and the banquet, and the wine— 

Ihe garlands, the rose odours, and the flowers — 

The sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments — 

The white arms and the raven hair — the braids 
Aid bracelets; swanlike bosoms, and the necklace, 

At India in itself, yet dazzling not 

The eye like what it circled; the thin robes. 
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Floating like light clouds 'twixt our gaze and heaven ; 
'file many-tw inkling feet so small and syiphlike., 
Suggesting the more secret symmetry 
Of the fair forms which terminate so well — 

All the delusion of the dizzy scene. 

Its false and true enchantments — art aitd nature. 
Which swam before my giddy eyes, that drank 
The sight of beauty as the |iarched pilgrim’s 
On Arab sands the false mirage, which oBers 
A lucid lake to his eluded thirst, — 

Are gone.— Around me are the stars and waters — 
Worlds mirror’d in the ocean, goodlier sight 
Thau torches glared back by a gaudy glass ; 

And the great element, which is to space 
What ocean is to earth, spreads its blue depths. 
Soften’d with the first breathings of the spring; 

Tlie high moon sails upon her beauteous way. 
Serenely smoothing o’er the lofty walls 
Of those tall piles and sea-girt palaces. 

Whose porphyry pillars, and whose costly fronts, 
Fraught with the orient spoil of many nuirbles. 

Like altars ranged along tlie broad canal. 

Seem each a trophy of some mighty deed 
Rear’d up from out the waters, scarce less strangely 
Tlian those more massy and mysterious giants 
Of architecture, those Titanian fabrics, 

Whirti point in Egypt’s plains to times that have 
No other record. All is gentle : nought 
Stirs rudely; but, congenial with tlie night. 
Whatever walks is gliding like a spirit. 

The tinklings of some vigilant guitars 
Of sleepless lovers to a wakeful mistress. 

And cautious opening of the casement, showing 
That he is not unheard; while her young hand. 

Fair as the moonlight of which it seems part, 

So delicately white, it trembles in 
llie act of opening the forbidden lattice. 

To let in love through music, makes his heart 
Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight ; the dash 
Phosphoric of the oar, or rapid tw inkle 
Of the far lights of skimming gondolas. 

And the responsive voices of the clioir 
Of boatmen answering back with verse for verst' ; 
Some dusky shadow* checkering the llialto; 

Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire, 

Are all the sights and sounds which i>ere pervade 
The ocean-born and earth-commanding city.— 

How sweet, and soothing is this hour of calm! 

I thank thee. Night I for thou hast cJiased away 
1'iiose horritl liodements which, amidst the throng, 

I could not dissipate ; and w ith the blessing 
Of thy benign and quiet influence,— 

Now will I to my couch, although to rest 
Is almost wronging such a night as this—' 

L4 knocking it heartt from ttithovt. 
Hark I w hat Is that ? or who at such a moment ? « 


• [this K>!UoqaT U rxqubile, apJ lacmscs oor rvarri that, wlih | tfr» term It, amidst ihc horror* of the settle, and of that otwenre 

soch sowers of pleasioit, T.onJ Byron should not always have | but ruililess pn'senUroeot of evil, of which Sh.iks[>eare fre<|iienUy 
cuodcsceodcd (o please.— liaaia.) | made i n*e somewhat similar. Yet this splemliU passage. wlUi r^ 

• [Tbe toliloqny of Lkwi b a line instance of repose, as the pain- i fermee Ui ibc romanUc character of Iho poem, b advcnillknis, and 
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Enter Ahtokio. 

Ant. My lord, a man witliout, on urgent business, 
Implores to be admitted. 

Lioni. Is he a stranger? 

Ant. His face is muffled in his cloak, but both 
Uis voice and gestures seem familiar to me ; 

I craved his name, but this he seem'd reluctant 
To trust, save to yourself ; most earnestly 
He sues to be permitted to approach you. 

f.ioNi.'Tisa strangehour, anda suspicious bearing! 
And yet there is slight peril : ’t is not in 
Their houses noble men are struck at; still, 
Although I know not that 1 have a foe 
In Venice, 't will be wise to use some caution. 

Admit him, and retire; but call up quickly 
Some of thy fellows, who may wait without. — 

Wlio can this man be? — 

[Exit A^tomo, and returne with Bebthaii muffled. 
Her. My gooii lord Lioni, 

I have no time to lose, nor thou — dismiss 
This menial hence; 1 would be private wiiliyou. 
Lioni. It seems the voiceof Bertram— Go, Antonio. 

L A'xiY Antu?(1o. 

^ow, stranger, what would you at sucii an hour ? 
Her. {disroveriHg himself). A boon, my noble pa- 
tron ; you have granted 
Many to your poor client, Bertram; add 
This one, and make him happy. 

Lioni. Thou hast known me 

From boyhood, ever ready to assist Ihec 
In all fair objects of advancement, which 
Beseem one of tby station ; 1 w ould promise 
Ere thy request was heard, but that the hour. 

Thy bcariug, and this strange aud hurried mode 
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit 
Hath some mysterious import— but say on — 

What has occurred, some rash and suddeu broil ? — 

A cup too much, a scuffle, and a stab?— 

Mere things of every day ; so that thou bast not 
Spilt noble blood, 1 guarantee thy safety; 

But then thou must witlidraw, for angry friends 
And relatives, in tlic first burst of vuigeance, 

Arc things in Venice deadlier than Um: laws. 

Ber. My lord, 1 tUauk you ; but 

LtOfit. But what ? You have not 

Raised a rasli hand against one of our order? 

If so, withdraw and lly, and own it not ; ' 

I would not slay — but then I must not save tbee! 

He who has slied patrician blood 

Ber. 1 come 

To save patrician blood, aud not to shed it! 

And thereunto 1 must be speedy, for 
Each minute lost may lose a life; since Time 
Has changed his slow scythe for the two-edged sword, 
And is about to take, instead of sand, 

obvkNisIr traiupUnted from ibe mind of ihe port. It it the !taU~ 
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’ The dust from sepulchres to 611 his hour-glass 1 — 

Go nut t/ioN forth to-niorrow 1 

Ltoni. Wherefore not?— 

What n^eans this menace? 

Ber. Do not seek its meaning, 

Hut do as I implore tbee; — stir not forth, 

Whate'er be stirring ; though the roar of crowds — 
The cry of womeu, and the sliricksof balies — 

The groans of men— the chsh of arm.s^Uie sound 
: Of rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell, 

Peal in one wide alarum ! — Go not forth 
Until the tocsin 's silent, nor even Uien 
Till 1 return ! 

Lioni. Again, wliat does tins mean? 

Ber. Again, I tell thee, ask not; tnit by all 
Thou boldest dear on earth or heaven— by all 
The souls of thy great fathers, and thy hope 
I To emulate them, and to leave behind 
i Descendants worthy boUi of them and tbee— 

By all thou hast of bless'd in hope or memory — 
j By all thou hast to fear iierc or hereafter — 

By all the good deeds thou liast done to me, 

I Good 1 would uow repay with greater good,* 

I Kemaiii w ithin — trust to Uiy houseiiold gods, 

; And to my word for safety, if Uiou dost 
As I uow counsel— Imt it not, thou art lost! 

Lioni. I am indeed already lost in wonder ; 

Surely thou ravestl what liave / to dread? 

Who are iny foes ? or If there be such, irhg 
I Art ihou leagued with them ! — fhou / or if so leagued, 
I Why coiiicst thou to tell me at tliis hour, 

I And not before? 

I Ber. 1 cannot answer this. 

: Wilt thou go forth despite of this true Wiirning ? 

I Lioni. I was not born to shrink friyti idle threats, 

I The cause of w hich I know not ; at the hour 
> Of council, be it soon or late, I shall not 
Be found among the absent. 

Ber. Say uot so ! 

Once more, art thou determined to go forth? 

Lioni. I am. ISor is there aught which shall im- 
pede me 1 [Farewell ! 

Ber. Then Heaven have mercy on tby souli— 

l&'oin(y. 

Lioni. Stay — there is more in Uiis than luy own 
safety, [thus : 

\N hich makes me call thee back; wc must not part 
Bertram, 1 have known tbee long. 

Ber. From cliildhood, signor, 

You have been my protector ; in the days 
Of reckless infancy, wlien rank forgets, 

Or, rntlier, is not yet taught to remember 
Its cold prerogative, we play'd together ; 

^ Our sports, our smiles, our tears, were mingled oU; 

I My father w as your father’s client, I 

paMiuiiB. atMi vi««iDi. u froin *'i peculiar uuwut/ Uic strife and 
cuiiQicU of a world in which It ditdaim to mix.— Ecu fiiv.) 
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His son's scarce less than foster-brother ; years 
Saw us together — happy, heart-full hours! 

0 God! the difference 'twixt those hours and this! 
l.ivMi. Bertram, ’t is thou who hast foi^tten Uiem. 
Her. Tior now, nor ever; whatsoe’er betide, 

1 would have saved you : when to manhood’s growth 
We sprung, and you, devoted to the state. 

As suits your station, the nK>re humble Bertram 
Was left unto the labours of the humble. 

Still YOU forsook me not; and if my fortunes 
Have not been towering, ’t was no fault x)f him 
Who oft-times rescued and sup|K)rted me 
When struggling with the tides of circumstance 
Whidi bear away the weaker ; noble blood 
Ne’er mantled in a nobler heart than thine 
Has proved to me, the |K>or plebeian Bertram. 

Would that thy feHow senators were like the-'! 

Lioui. Why, wliat hast thou to say against the se- 
//er. Nothing. [nate.’* 

LioMi. I know that tlicrc arc angry spirits. 

And turbulent mutterers of stifled treason. 

Who lurk in narrow places, and walk out 
Muffled to whisper curses to the night; 

Disbanded soldiers, discontented nifYians, 

And desperate libertines who brawl in taverns; 

Thou herdest not with such : ’t is true, of late 
I have lost sight of dice, but thou wert wont 
To lead a temperate life, and break thy bread 
With honest mates, and bear a dieerful aspect. 
What hath come to thee? in ihy hollow eye 
And hueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions 
Sorrow and sliame and conscience seem at war 
To waste thee. 

Her. Rather shame and sorrow* light 

On the accursed tyranny which rides* 

Tlie verv' air in Venice, and makes men 
Madden as in the last hours of the plague 
Which sweeps the soul deliriously from life! 
ttoni. Some villains have been tampering with thee, 
Bertram ; 

This is not thy old language, nor own thoughts ; 
Some wretch bos made thee drunk with disaffection : 
But thou must not be lost so ; thou irerf good 
And kind, and art not fit for such base acts 
As vice and villany would put thee to ; 

Confess — confide in me^thou know’st my nature — 
What is it thou and thine are bound to do, 

Which should prevent thy friend, the only son 
Of him who was a friend unto thy father, 

So that our good-will is a heritage 
We should bequeath to our posterity 
Such as ourselves received it, or augmented ; 

I say, what is it thou must do, that I 
Should deem thee dangerous, and keep the house 
Like a sick girl ? 

Her. Nay, question me no further : 


I Whf, nlut hut ibga t« | **’“**^ ] (be wixU?" 1 
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I must be gone. 

Lioui. And 1 be murder’d ! — say. 

Was it not thus thou said’st, my gentle Bertram ? 

Her. Who talks of murder? wluit said 1 of murder?— 
’T is false ! I did not utter such a word. 

Lioui. Ihou didst not; but from out thy wolfisheye. 
So changed from what I knew it, there glares forth 
The gladiator. If my life's thine object. 

Take it — I am unarm’d, and then away ! 

I would not hold my breath on such a tenure* 

As the capricious mercy of such things 

As thou and those who have set thee to thy task-work. 

Her. Sooner than spill tliy blood, 1 peril mine; 
Sooner than harm a hair of thine, 1 place 
In jeopardy a thousand heads, and some 
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own. 

Ltofii. Ay, is it even so ? Excuse me, Bertram; 

I am not worthy to l>e singled out 

From sud) exalted hecatombs — wbaare they 

That are in danger, and that maAe the danger? 

Her. Venice, and all that she inherits, are 
Divided like a house against it.self, 

And so will perish ere to-morrow’s twilight I 

Liorii. More mysteries, and awful ones ! But now , 
Or Uiou, or I, or both, it may be, are 
Upon the verge of ruin ; speak once out, 

And thou art safe and glorious ; for ’tis more 
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i’ the dark too— 
Fie, Bertram ! titat was not a craft for thee! 

How would it look to see iqwn a spear 

The head of him whose heart was open to thee, 

Bonie by thy hand before the shuddering people ? 
And such may be my doom ; for here I .swear, 
Whate’er the peril or the penalty 
Of thy denunciation, 1 go forth, 

Unless thou dost detail the cause, and show 
The consequence of all which led thee here! 

Her. Is there no way to save tliee ? minutes fly, 

And thou are lost!— fWf my sole l)encfactor. 

The only being who was constant to me 
Through every change. Yet, make me not a traitor ! 
Let me save thee— but sj)are my honour! 

Lioni. Where 

Can lie the honour in a league of murder? 

And who are traitors save unto the state? 

Her. A league is still a compact, and more binding 
In honest hearts when words must stand for law ; 
And in my mind, there is no traitor like 
He whose domestic treason plants the poniard 
Within the breast which trusted to his truth. 

Lioiii. And u?/io will strike the steel to mine? 

Her. Not I ; 

I could have wound my soul up to all things 
Save this. Thou must not die ! and think how de.ar 
Thy life is, w'hen 1 risk so many lives, ^ 

Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty 
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Of future generations, not to 1)6 

The assassin thou miscall'st me ;~oncc, once more 

1 do adjure tliee, pass not o>r thy tlireshold! 

I.ioHi. It is in vain->this moment I go forth. 

Her. Then perish Venire rather than my friend ! 

I will disriose— ensnare— betray— destroy— 

Ob, what a villain I berome for thee ! [state’s ! — 
fJont. Say, rather thy friend's saviour and the 
Speak — pause nut— all rewards, all pledges for 
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as 
The .state accords her worthiest servants; nay. 
Nobility itself I guarantee thee. 

So that thuu art sincere and penitent. 

Her, I have tliought again : it must not bo— I love 
thee — 

Thou knowest it— tlint I stand here is the proof. 

Not least though last; but having done iny duty 
By thee, 1 now must do it by my country ! 

Farewell — we meet no more in life — farewell! 

/.ioMi. What, ho ! — Antonio — Pedro— to the door ! 
See that none pass — arrest this man!— — 

Enter A:<tomio and other anned Domettics, who teize 
Bfhtraii. 

iJowi (conlinues). Take care 

He liath no harm ; bring me my sword and cloak 
And man the gondola with four oars— quick— 

[ Exit A. 1 T 05 IO. 

We will unto Giovanni Gradenigo's, 

And send for Marc Cornaro fear not, Bertram ; 
This needful violence is for thy safety, 

No less tiiaii for the general weal. 

Her. Where wouldst thou 

Bear me a prisoner? 

lioiii. Firstly to “ the Ten ;” 

Ne.vt to the Doge. 

Her. To the Doge ? 

LioMi. Assuredly : 

Is he not cliief of tlie state ? 

Her. Perhaps at sunrise— 

Lioni. What mean you ?— but we ’ll know anon. 
Her. Art sure? 

Uoui. Sure as all gentle naeans can make; and if 
They fail, you know the Ten” and their tribunal. 
And that St. Mark’s has dungeons, and tlie dungeons 
A rack. 

Her. Apply it then before the dawn 
Now hastening into heaven. — One more such word, 
And you shall pcrisli piecemeal, by the death 
you think to doom to me. 

Re-enter A 5 T 051 o. 

Ant. The bark is ready. 

My lord, and all prepared. 

/.ion). Look to the prisoner. 

Bertram, I ’ll reason with thee as we go 
To the Magnilico’s, sage Gradenigo. 

f Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 

The DuaU palace.— The Doge's Apariment. 

The Doge and his nepheto BeaTVeao Falikko. 
Ikige. Are all the people of our house in muster ? 
Her. F. They are array’d, and eager for the signal. 
Within our palace precincts at San Polo.' 

I I come for your last orders. 

Doge. It had been 

As well bad tliere been time to have got together. 
From my own Hef, Val di Marino, more 
Of our retainers— but it is too late. 

Her. F. Metliinks, my lord, *t is better as it is : 

A sudden swelling of our retinue 

Had waked suspicion ; and, tliough fierce and trusty, 

The vassals of that district are too rude 

And quick in quarrel to have long maintain’d 

The secret discipline we need for such 

A service, till our foes are dealt upon. 

Doge. True; but when once the signal has ]>een 
given. 

These are the men for such an enterprise ; 

These city slaves have all their private bias, 

Their prejudice o(/aiNs( or for this noble. 

Which may induce them to o'erdo, or spare 
Where mercy may be madness ; the fierce peasants. 
Serfs of my county of Val di Marino, 

Would do Uic bidding of their lord without 
Distinguishing for love or hate his foes; 

Alike to them Marcello or Cornaro, 

A Gradenigo or a Foscari ; 

They are not used to start at (hose vain names. 

Nor bow the knee before a civic senate ; 

A chief in armour is their Suzerain, 

And not a thing in robes. 

Der. y. We are enough ; 

And for the dispositions of our clients 
Against the senate I will answer. 

Doge. Well, 

The die is thrown ; but for a warlike service, 

Done in the field, commend me to my peasants : 

They made the sun shine through tlie host of Huns 
When sallow burghers slunk back to tbeir tents. 
And cower'd to hear tlieir own victorious trumpet. 
If there be small resistance, you will find 
These citizens all lions, like tlieir standard ; 

But if there ’s much to do, you ’ll wish with roe 
A band of iron rustics at our backs. 

Her. F. Tims thinking, I must marvel you resolve 
To strike the blow so suddenly. 

Doge. Sud) blows 

Must be struck suddenly or never. W hen 
I had o'erinaster’d the weak false remorse 
Whicl) yearn’d about my heart, too fondly yielding 
A moment to the feelings of old days, 

I was most fain to strike; and, firstly, that 
I might not yield again to such emotions; 

And, secondly, because of all these men, 
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Save Israel and Plnlip CoIcndarOf 
I know not well the courage or the faith : 

To-day might find "nMMigst them a traitor to us. 

As yesterday a thousand to the senate ; 

But once in, with their hilts hot in their hands, 

They must on for their own sakes; one stroke struck, 
And the mere instinct of the first-bom Cain, 

Which ever lurks somewhere in human hearts. 
Though circumstance may keep it in abeyance, 

Will urge the rest on like t6 wolves; the sight 
Of blood to crowds begets the thirst of more. 

As the first wine-mp leads to the long revel ; 

And you will find a harder task to quell 

Tlian ui^e them, w hen they have commenced, but till 

That moment, a mere voice, a straw, a shadow. 

Are capable of turning them aside.-» 

Uow goes the night? 

Bcr. F, Almost upon th^ dawn. 

Doge. Then it is time to strike upon the bell. 

Are the men posted ? 

Ber. F. By this time they are ; 

But they have orders not to strike, until 

They have command from you through me in person. 

Doffe. ’T is well. — W’ill the morn never put to rest 
These stars wliicli twinkle yet o'er all the heavens? 

1 am settled and bound up, and being so, 

The very effort which it cost me to 

Resolve to cleanse this commonwealth with fire, 

Now leaves iny mind more steady. I have wept, 

And trembled at the thought of this dread duty ; 

But now I have put down all idle passion, 

And look the growing tempest in the face. 

As doth the pilot of an adniirni galley : 

Yet(wouldst thou think it, kinsman?) it hath been 
A greater struggle to me, than when nations 
Beheld their fate merged in the approaching figtit, 
Where I was leader of a phalanx, where 
Thousands were sure to perish— Yes, to spill j 
The rank polluted current from the veins 
Of a few bloated despots, needed more 
To steel me to a purpose such as made j 

Timoleon immortal, than to face , 

The toils and dangers of a life of war. 

Ber. F, It gladdens me to see your former wisdom 
Subdue the furies which so wrung you ere 
You were decided. ! 

Boge. It was ever thus j 

With me; the hour of agitation came ' 

In the first glimmerings of a purpose, when 
Passion had too mucii room to sway; ^t in I 

The hour of action I have stood as calm. 

As were tlie dead who lay around me :^is 

They knew who made me what 1 am, and trusted 

To the subduing power which I preserved 

Over my mood, when its first burst was spent, i 


I Rut they, were not aware (hat there are things 
i Which make revenge a virtue by reflection, ‘ • 

! And not an impulse of mere anger : tbooch- '* 
The laws sleep, Jnstier wakes, and injured souls 
' Oft do a public right with private wrong, •’ 

' And justify their deeds onto themselves ~ y 
Methinks the day breaks— is it not so? look, • 

Thine eyes are clear with youth the air puts on 
, A morning freshness, aud, at least to me, 

: The sea looks graver through the lattice. 

I Her. F. True, 

j The morn is dappling in the sky. * 

I Doge. Away» theni 

See that they strike without delay, and with 
The first toll from St. Mnrk’.s, march on the palace 
With all our hou.se's strength; here I will meet you— 
The Sixteen and their companies will move 
In separate columns at tlie self-sainc moment— 

Be sure you post yourself at the great gate : 
j I would not trust “ the Ten ” except to us— 
i Tl>e rest, the rabble of patricians, may 
I Glutthemorecarelcssswordsof those leagued with us. 

I Remember that the cry is still **Saint Mark ! 

I The Genoese are come — bo I to the rescue! 

I Saint Mark and Liberty!’* — Now — now to action! 

' Ber. F. Farewell Uieii, noble uncle! we will meet 
In freedom and true sovereignty, or never! 

Doge. Come hither, my Bertuccio— one embrace — 
Speed, for (he day grows broader. — Send me soon 
A messenger to tell me how' all goes 
When you rejoin our troops, and then sound— sound 
Tlie storm-bell from Saint Mark's ! 

' [Exit DERTOcaoFAi.iF.no. 

Doge (solus). He is gone, * 

And on each footstep moves a life. — T is done. 

Aow the destroying angel hovers o’er 
Venice, and pauses ere he pours the vial, 

Even as the eagle overlooks his prey. 

And for a moment, poised in middle air, 

Suspends the motion of his mighty wings, 

Tiien swoops with his unerring !>eak.— Thou day ! 
That slowly walk’etthe waters! march — inarch on — 

I would not smite i' the dark, but raliier see 
That no stroke errs. And you, y6 blue sea-waves ! 

I have seen you dyed ere now, aud deeply too, 

With Genoese, Saracen, and*Huniiiih gore. 

While that of Venice flow’d loo, but vietoriqus ; 

Now' tliou must wear an unmU'd crimson ; no 
Barbaric blood can reconcile us now 
Unto that horrible incarnadine. 

But friend or foe will roll in dvic slaughter. 

And have I lived to fourscore years for this? * 

I, who was named Preserver of the City? 

I, at whose name the miiliOD’s caps were flung 
Into the air, and cries from teos of tliousands 
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Ros« up, ini^oring Hcnvcn to send me blessings, 

And fiihie, and length of days^to see this day? 

Rut tins day, black trithin (he calendar, 

Shall be siirceeded by a bright millennium. 

Doge Oandedo survived to ninety sinnmcrs 
To*van(pii8h empires, and refuse their crown ; 

I will resign d crown, and make the state 
Renew its freedom— but oh ! by what means? 

The noble end mnst justifr them— Wbat 
Are a f«w drops of human blood? T is false, 

Ttie blood of tyrants ii not human; they, 

Like to incafriate Molochs, feed bn ours. 

Until *t is time to give them to the tombs 
Which they hove made so populous. — Oh world! 

Oh men ! what are>e,' and our best designs, i 

That we must work by crime to punish crime ! i 
And slay as if Death b.'td but this one gate, 

When 8 rdw- rears would make the sword superRuous ? 
And I, upon the verge of the unknown realm, 

Yet send so many heralds on before me?— 

I must not ponder thus. 

[A paute. I 
Hark! was there not 
A iminnur as of distant voices, and 
The tramp of feet in martial unison? 

What phantoms even of sound our'Wishes raise! 

It cannot be — the signal hath not rung — 

W'hy pauses it? My nephew’s inesseuger 
Should be upon his way to me, and he 
Himself perhaps even now draws grating back 
Upon it$ ponderous hinge the steep tower portal. 
Where swings the sullen huge oracular bell, ‘ 

Which never knells but for a priifcely death, 

Or for a state in peril, pealing forth 
Tremendous bodeinents; let it do its ofDce, 

And be this peal its awfulest and last. 

Sound till the strong tower rock ! — What ! silent still ? 

1 would go forth, bat that my post is here. 

To be the centre of rc-union to 
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Thc oft discordant elements which form 
Leagues of this nature, * and to keep compact 
Tile wavering of the weak, in case of conflict ; 

For If they should do battle, T will be here. 

Within the palace, that the strife will thicken : 

Then here must be my station, as becomes 

The master-mover. Hark ! be comes — he comes. 

My nephew, brave Berluccio’s messenger, — 

What tidings? Is he marching ! hath he s|>ed.’— 
They here!— all *s lost— yet will 1 make an effort.* 

Enter a Sig5or op the Nicot.* trffA Guards^ etc. etc. 

Sig. Doge, 1 arrest thee of high treason! 

Doge. Me! 

Thy prince, of treason? — Who are tliey lliat dare 
Cloak their own treason under such an order? 

Sig. (shou'ing his order.) Behold my order from the 
assembled Ten. 

Doge. And where are they, and why assembled? no 
Sudi council can be lawful, till the prince 
Preside (here, and that duty 's mine : on thine 
I diarge thee, give me way, or marshal me 
To tiK council diamber. 

Sig. Duke ! it may not be : 

Nor arc they in (he wonted Hall of Council, 

But sitting in the convent of Saint Saviour’s. 

Doge. You dare to disobey me, then? 

Sig. I serve 

The stale, and needs must serve it faithfully; 

My warrant is tlie will of those who rule It. 

Doge. And till that warrant has iny signature 
It is illegal, and, as noie applied, 

Rebellious — Hast thou weigh'd well thy life's worth. 
That thus you dare assume a lawless function?* 

Sig. ’*r is not my office to reply, but act — 

I am placed here as guard upon thy person. 

And not as judge to hear or to decide. 

Doge {aside). 1 must gain time— So that the storm- 
bell sound. 


stroct reaMiiiog upon the quaUtira and characters of * teaguet of 
this Moftre.*— correct and pbnooophicaliy true as that reasooing 
Is,— really asioniihes us. And when, upon the dclectluo of the 
plot, the offleer conies with the warrant to appreheod him, be 
does not think It either onsessonable on such an oocaslun, or a 
dfpartare from the stem dignity and proud daring of his charac- 
ter, lo reason astutely and almost technically on Its legally 
“till that wamnl b*i m; <lgo»l«r« 

II UUIcval. and, ai now applM, 
nebdUoiM.'— 


There Is mncli good «emc in the answer of tbe officer, which, la 
subaiaoce. Is this,—* Sir, 1 cannot enter Into these subUeties t the 
warrant was pul Into my hand, and, acUug under the authority of 
ray su|>erlort, 1 shall be borne harmless. So, Sir. be pleased to 
come along with inc.‘— E cl. Rct.J 

* f A relenting conspirator, whom the conteisplatlTe Lioni bad 
forotcriy befriended, calls to warn him of his danger; and Is gra- 
dually led to betray his associates. The plot Is rmshed In tbe mo- 
meutofiU deYet'»|imrnt. and the Doge arrested in his palace. 
The scene Immedulely preceding Usis calastropbe Is noble and 
thrilling.— JKPrRET.] 

4 (*'] Signori dl^o(tc'* held an Important charge in the old 
Vcpotlic.] 
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All m^y be well yet.^Kinsfiian, speed — S{>eed— j 
Our fate is trembling in the balance, ami [speed I*— 
Woe to the vanquisli'd! be they prince and people, 

Or slaves and senate— 

i Tiitgrtat btU of Saint Mark'$ (olh. 
Lo! it sounds— it toils! 

Doge {aloud). Hark, Signor of the rviglit! and you, 
ye hirelings. 

Who wield your mercenary staves in fear. 

It is your knell — Swell on, tliou lusty peal! 

Mow, knaves, what ransom for your lives? 

Sig. Confusion ! 

Stand to your arms, and guard the door— all 's lost 
Unless that fearful bell be silenced soon. 

The offleer hath miss'd his path or purpose. 

Or met some unforeseen and hideous obstacle.' 
Anselmo, with thy company proc.eed 
Straight to the tower ; the rest remain with me. 

[£xt( part of the Guard. 
Doge. W'retch ! if tliou wouldst have thy vile life. 
It is not DOW a lease of sixty seconds, [implore it \ 

Ay, send thy miserable ruflians forth ; 

'rhey never shall return. 

Si^. So let it be I 

They die then in their duty, as will 1. 

Doge. Fool I the high eagle (lies at nobler ganic 
Than Uiou and thy base myrmidons,— live on. 

So thou [>ro\'ok'st nott>eril by resistance; 

And learn (if souls so mujcli ot^ured can bear 
To gaze upon Uk sunbeams) lo be free. 

Sig. And learn Uu>u to be captive— It hath ceased. 
The Ml ceases to toll. 

The traitorous signal, whidivas toha\e«ct 
The bloodhound mob on their patrician prey— 

I'he knell liath ning, but it is nut the senate's! 

Doge {after a pause). All *8 silent, and all 's k)st ! 
Sig. Mow, Dogo, deiiounc-c nic 

As rebel slave of a.revoUed council! 

Have 1 not done ni/ duty 7 

Doge. Peace, fliou thfng! 

Thou ha^t done a worthy deed, and euro'd the price 
Of blood, end they, who usq thee wiU, reward thee. 
But thou wert scut to w atch, and not to prate. 

As tlmu SDid'st even now— tlien do tliinc oflicej 
Hut let it be in ^’tence* as bellioves thee, 

Since, though thy prisoner, lam thy prince. 

Sig. I did not wean to fail tnihe respect 
Due to your rank : in thi.s I ahail ol>ey yott; - [die ; 

Doge {ttsidi). There now is nothing left me ta\e to 
And yet how ucar success 1^1 would have falleiif. 

And proudly ir^iehour of triumpb, but 
To miss it thusT-*»— 

Enter other Sigsors of run Mionr, ecith Bniuccio 
Palikko prisoner. 

2d Sig. We took him in the act 

Of issuing from the tower, w here, at his order, 

As delegated from the Doge, the signal 


Uad thus begun to sound. 

Ill Sig. Are all the passes 

Wlucli lead up to the palace well secured? > 

2<tSig. Th^arc — besides, it matters not; thocliiefs 
Are all in chains, and some even now on trial— 

Their followers are dispersed, and many taken. 

Her. /■*. Uncle ! 

Doge. It is in vain to war with Fortune; 

The glory hath departed from our liouse. 

Her. F. >V1k) would have deem'd it?— Ah 1 one mo- 
ment sooner! 

Doge. That moment wonldhave changed the faeeof 
ages; 

7'jWi gives us to cternit)'— We ’ll meet it 
As men whose triumpli is not in success, 

But who can make their own minds all in all, 

Kqual to every fortune. Droop not, *t is 
But a brief passage— I would go alone. 

Yet if tbey send us, as *t Is like, K^etlier, 

Let us go worthy of our slre.s and selves. 
tier. F. 1 shall not sliame you, uncle. 
lF( Sig. Lords, our orders 

Are to keep guard on both in separate chambers, 

Until the council call ye to your trial. 

Doge. Our trial! will they keep their mockery up 
Kven to the last? but let them deal upon us, 

As we had dealt on them, but with less |K>mp. 

'T is but a game of uiutual homicides, 

\\1io have cast lots for the first death, and they •. 
Have won w ith false dice.— Who hath been our Judas? 
1st Sig. I am not warranted to aiisw er that. 

I Her. F. I 'll answer for thee — *t is acertain Berlwiiu 

I Even now deposing to the secret ghinta. 

Doge.Berlram,!heBci^amask!Withwhatviletools ' 
I AVe operate to slay or save ! This creature, 
l^facl with a double treason, now will earn 
; itewords aud honours, and l>e sfampM in story 
I W^ilh the geese in the Capitdl, which gabbled 
I TIH Rome awoke, and. had iih annual triumph * 

1 While Manlius, who hurl^ down thoCauls,«as(^isi* 

‘ From H»e Tarpeian^ 

lst %; ‘ lUe aspired to treason. 

Arid sought to rule the state.' 

Doge. He saved the stale, 

Jfttd sought but lo reform Vliat he Vevived — 

But this is idle Com^ sirs, your work. 

Iff Sig. Moble Berlucao, we must now rem&ve you 
Into an inner chaml>er. ^ ♦ 

Oer. F. , . Fatcw'gH, , 

If we shall met again iu life 1 know not, 

But they perhaps let otir ashes mingle^ * ; 

Doge. Yes, aud otir spirits, which shall yet go^orth. 
And d6 wliat our ftpil cby, thus ciogg'd,Jjath fail'd 
^Uey.cant)^ quench tlie memory of those . [|n ! 

^Vbo would have hurl'd them from dieir guilty 
throifSs, 

And such examines wilt find heirs, though distant. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

7'k9 Halt of thf ConncU of TVn autmbUti wUk tko aiiitUional 
Sf Halers, vho, om Hr Trials of the Conspirators for ihoT>ea~ 
ton of 3lANt^0 FiUKftO) (omposed trhat teas ratUd the 
Chintu.-^Ouards. Offirert, eto. ele.^tsoui Bkrtuccio and 
Pbiup Caijuidieo at trisontrs.'*-ht»ma, Liu»i« If 'd- 

neuts,ete. > 

The Chief of the Ten, Bcmjitetidb.* 

Urn. 'Fherr now rests, after sticli ronviction of 
'Hicir niaoifolil and manifest offen(*es, 

But to pronounce on these oNurnlc men 
The sentence of the !aw r— a grievous task 
To those who hear, and those '^^bo sp^. Alas ! 
That it should fail to me 1 and that in} davs 
Of ofllec should be stigmatised through all 
The years of coming time, as lading record 
To this most foul and complicated treason 
Against a just and free slate, known to oil 
The earth as being the Christian bulwark Against 
The Saracen and the sciiiMnalic Greeks 
'Jlie savage Hun, aud not less barbarous Frank ; 
A'city which has ojicird India's weallh 
To Europe ; the last Roman refuge from 
O’erwhclming AtUla; the ocean's queenj 
Proud Genoa's pnmdcr rival! *1 is Id sap 
The throne ofsudi a city, these lost men 
Have risk'd and forfeited llicir worthless lives— 

So lei them die the death. 

/. Itrr. We are pre j»ared ; 

Your racks have done that for us. Ix:t us die. 

Den. If ye have that to sa; which would obtain 
Abatement of your punishment, the Giunta 
Will hear you ; if you have aught to confess, 

T?6w is your time, pcrliaps it may avail ye. 

/. Uer. We stand to hear, and nut to speak. 

Den. Your cri/bes 

Arc fully proved by yoilr accomplices, 

And Ell which circnmsti^qj^can add to aid tliem;< 
Y'et^wc would hear froiiv your own lips complete 
Avowal of yodr treason : on tlie verge 
Of that dread gulf wlpdi none r<|pass, the truth 
Alone can profit you on earll) or heaven — 

Say, then, whal was yoorluolivQ?'' 

/. Der. Justice! 

Den. Wliot 

Your object? 

/. Der. Fr^doinl 

Den. ^ You a^ hriefj sir, 

1. Der. So my fife grows : I 
Was bred a soldier, not a senator. 

Den. Perhaps you think by this blifnl brevity 
To brave your judges to postpone tlie »>eoteiu.*e?. 

I. Der. Ho you be brief as J am, and, bcilcveane, 

I shall prefer that mercy to your pardon. 


7if II . Is this your sole reply to the tribunal ? 

I /. Drr. Go, ask your racks what they have wrung 
I from us, 

Or place us tliere again ; we have still some blood left, 
And some slight sense of pain in these wrench'd limbs: 
But this ye dare not do; for if we die there— 

- And youJiave left us little life to spend 
Upon your engines, gorged with pangs already— 

Ye lose the public spectacle, wilii which 
You would appal your slaves to hirther slavery! 
Groans are not words, nor agony assent, 

Nor affirmation truth, if nature's sense 
Should overcome the soul into a lie, 

Fora short respite — must we bear or die.* 

Den. Say, who were your accomplices? 

/. Der. The Senate! 

Den. W hat do you mean? 

I. Der. Ask of the suffering people, 

Whom your patrician crimes have driven to crime. 
Den. You know the Doge? 
f. Der. I served w iih him at Zara 

In the Hold, when you were pleading here your way 
To prescnloflice; we exposed our lives, 

While you but hazarded the lives of others, 

Alike by accusation or defence; 

^ And, for tlicrest, all Venice knows her Doge, 

I Through his great actions, and the Senate's insults. 

I Ben. You have held conference with him? 

I. Der. I om weaiy — 

Even wearier of your questions than your tortures t 
I I pray you pass to judgment. 

Den. It is coming.— 

And yon, too, Pliilip Calcodaro, what 

Ifave yon to .say why you should not be doom’d ? 

r nf. I m ver was a man of many words. 

And now* have few left wortli the utterance. 

Dm. A furtiier application of yon engine 
May change your tone. ■ 

Cgf. Most true, U wUl do so; 

' \ former applicatiou did so ; bul 
It will not cliange my words; or, if it did — 

Weil." AVhat then ? 

6al Will my avowal on yon rack 

' i^ud good in law? 

Ben. Afisnrcdly. 

Cal. ^Yhq^’er 

The culpcii bo. whom I arouse of treason^ 

I Dmt. trUhoot doubt, be will b^brought up to trial. 
Cal. And on this iwlimonj* would be perish?. 

Den, do yonr cqnfessfbn be detail'd and full, 

He will sumd b.ere in |>«ril of his lif<^ 

Cat. Then look well to tby proud self, President! 
For by the eternity wJiich yawps Jiefore me, 

1 swear that thou, and only thou, slmlt be 
. Tiie traitor I denounce iqion that rack, 


« (The nrUl Act. wliJcli Mftn wUli the arrflRiimeiit of the oii- I • pMn llie note* to Mariso Fali«ro. it nuy be well to uj. Ihal 
elrul CdDspirston, iamucli tu the alyle of Ihil o( Fierrc and hit ' IksMUeiidewatuol really UfihoTeo, hut merelyCraoilChsiiccnor 
aaaocUtea inihc old (day. After them, U>e Dose la hrougtit id: hit I ^a te{iatllc office, ihoi^ an ioi;«ortaU one. llwaiaQtftiitrAry 
part ti very forcUdy v rlitcu ihrousliout.'^jRrnilv.] ^ alteraUwQ of ■tine.'*— fi- letter t.] 
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]f 1 be stretch’d there for the second time. 

One of ihe Giunta. Lord President, 't were best 
proceed to judgment ; 

There is no more to drawn from these men.^ 

Ben. Uiiliappy n>en! prepare for instant death. 
The nature of your crime— our law — and peril 
The state now stands in, leave not an hour's respite — 
Guards! lead them forth, and upon the balcony 
Of the red columns, wliere, on festal 'lliursday, • 

The Doge stands to behold the chase of hulls. 

Let them be justified : and leave exposed 
Their wavering relics, in the place of judgment, 

To the full view of the assembled pcoplel— 

And Heaven have mercy on tlieir souls! 

The Giunta. Amen! 

/, Ber. Signors, farewell ! we sliall not all again 
Meet in one place. 

Ben. And lest they should essay 

To stir up the distracted multitude— 

Guards ! let their moutits be gagg'd > even in the act 
Of execution. — Lead them hence ! 

Cat. What! must wc 

Not even say forewell to some fond friend. 

Nor leave a last word with our confessor? 

Ben. A priest is waiting in the antediamber; 

But, for your friends, such interviews would be 
Painful to them, and useless all to }ou. 

Cat. 1 knew lltat w e were gagg'd in life ; at least 
All tliose who had not heart to risk their lives 
Upon their open thouglits ; but still 1 deem'd 
Ttot in the last few moments the same idle 
Freedom of speech accorded to the dying. 

Would not now be denied to us; but since 

/. Ber. Even let tliem have their way, brave Galen* 
darol ' 

W1)at matter a few' syllables? let *s die 
Without ti>e slightest show uf favour from them ; 

So shall our blood morereaiily arise 
To Heaven agpinst then, and more testify 
To their atrocities, than could a volume 
Spoken or w rilten of our dying words I 
They tremble at our voic^Sr-nay, tliey dread 
Our very silence— let them live in fear! — 

Leave them unto their thoughts, and Jet us now 
Address our owu above!— Lead on; we are ready. 

f of. Israel, hadst thou but hearken'd unto me. 

It Itad not now been thus; and yon pale villain. 


TIjc coward Bertram, would— 

/. Ber. Peace, Calendaro ! 

What boots it now to ponder upon this! 

Ber. Alas! I fain you died in {>eace with me: 

1 did not seek this task ; 't w as forced upon me : 

Say, you forgive me, though I never can 
Ketrieve my own forgiveness — frown not thus! 

i. Ber. I die and pardon thee! 

(af. (spiffiNy af Aim).* 1 die and scorn thee! 

{ Exeunt Iseakl Bkbti'ccio and Philip 
Cal»;»daro. Guards, etc. 

Ben. Now that these criminals have been disposed ol, 
'T is time that we proceed to pass our sentence 
Upon the greatest traitor upon record 
In any annals, the Doge Falierol 
The proofs and process are complete ; tlie lime 
And crime require a quick procedure : shall 
He now be call'd iu to receive the award? 

T/*e Oiunfa. Ay, ay. 

Ben. Avogadori, order that tlie Doge 
Be brought before tlie cooncil. 

One of the Glunfa. And the rest 

\Mien shall they be brought up ? 

Ben. ^VIlea all the diicfs 

Have been disposed of. Some have Ued to Chiozsa ; 
Bat there are UiousanJs in pursuit of them. 

And such precaution ta'cu on terra lirina, 

As well as in the islands, that wc hope 
None w ill escape to utter in strange lands 
His libellous tale of treasons 'gainst the senate. 

Enter the Hoar as Prisoner, with 6'warcJ*. etc. etc. 

Ben. Doge — for such still you are, and by the law* 
Must be consider’d, till the hour shall come 
When you roust doff the ducal bonnet from 
That bead, w hich could not wear a crow n more noble 
Than empires can confer, in quiet honour, 

But it must plot to overthrow your {icers. 

Who made you what \*ou are, and quendi in blood 
A city's glory — we have laid already 
Before you in your chamber at full lengUi, 

By the Avogadgd, all tlw proofs 

Which have appear'd against you ; and more ample 

Ne’er rear’d their sanguinary shadows to 

Confront a traitor. Wlnt have you to say 

In your defence ? 

t)u^e. What sliall 1 say to yt, 

Since*n)y defence must be your condemnatiofi ? 
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You are at once offenders and accusers, 

Judges and executioners ! — Proceed* 

Upon your power. 

lien. Your chief accomplices 

Having confess'd, there is no hope for you. 

Doge. And who be they ? 

lien. In number many; but 

The first now stands before you in the court, 
Bertram, of Bergamo, — would you question him? 

l>oge at him contemptuously). ]So. 

Ben. And two others, Israel Bertuccio, 

And Pliilip Calendaro, have admitted 
Their fellowship in treason w itii the Doge I 

Doge. And w here arc they ? 

Ben. Gone to their place, and now 

Answering to Heaven for what tliey did on earth. 

Doge. Ah ! the plebeian Brutus, fs he gone ? 

And the quick Cassius of the arsenal ?— 

How did they meet their doom? 

Ben. Think of your own : 

It is approaching. You decline to plead, then ? * 

Doge. 1 cannot plead to my inferiors, nor 
Can recognise your legal power to try me. 

Show me the law ! 

Ben. On great emergencies, 

The law must be mnodeli'd or amended : 

Our fathers had not fix'd the punisliincnt 
Of such a crime, as on the old Roman tables 
The sentence against parricide was left 
In pure forgetfulness ; tliey could not render 
That penal, which had neither name nor thought 
In their great liosonis : who would have foreseen 
That nature could i>e filed to such a crime 
As sons ’gainst sires, and princes 'gainst their realms? 
Your sin liatb made us make n law wludi will 
Bi'Conie a prec^eot 'gainst such haughl traitors, 

As would with treason mount to tyranny; 

^ot even contented with a scc{itre, till 
They con convert it to a two-edged sword 
AVas not the place of l>oge suflicient for ye? 

M'hat 's nobler than the signory of Tenice ? 

Doge. The signory of Venice I You betray’d me — 
luu — you, who sit there, traitors as ye'are! 

From my equality with you in birtli, 

And my superiority in action. 

You drew me from my honourable toils 
in distant lands— on fiood^in field — in cities— 
iou singled me out like a victim to 
Stand crowned, but bound and helpless^ gt the altar 
■\Vherc you alone could minister. I kne^^ not— 

I sought not— wisli’d not—dream'd not tiic election 
Which readi’d me first at Rome, and I obey’d;. 


' But found on my arrival, that, besides 
I The jealous vigilance wliidi alw ays led you 
I To muck and mar your sovereign’s best intents, 

I You had, even in Uie interregnum of* 

. My journey to Uie capital, curtail’d 
I And mutilated the few privileges 
I Yet left the duke : all Uiis 1 bore, and would 
I Have borne, until my very hearth was stain’d 
By tlie i>ollutioii of your ribaldry, 

And he, the ribald, whom 1 see amongst you— 

Fit Judge til sucli tribunal !— 

[ Ben. (iHferruptinf/ him). Miclid Steoo 

Is here in virtue of ins office, as 
One of Uic Forty; “ the Ten" having craved 
. A Giunta of patricians from the senate 
'i'o aid our judgment in a trial arduous 
And novel as the present : he was set 
Fret' from the penally protKHinced upon him, 

Because the Huge, who sliouid protect Uie law, 
Seeking to abrogate all law. can claim 
ISo punishment of oUiers by tiie statutes 
^Vhicll lie liimsdf denies and viobtes. 

Doge. His rCTtisiiuEKTl 1 'd rather see Uinithere, 
^Vhere he now sits, tu glut him with my dcuUi, 
Tliaii in Uie mockery of castigation, 

AVhich your foul, outward, juggling showof justice 
; Decreed as sentenced Base us was his crime, 

I 'T was purity compared with your protection. 

Ben. And can it be^ that Uie great Doge of Venice, 
With three [larts of a CfiUury of years 
And honours on his head, could thus allow 
Ills fury, like an angry fioy's, to master 
Ail feditig, wisdom, faith, and fear, on sucli 
A provocation as a young man's petubnee?^ 

huge. A spark creates (he name— 't is the last drop 
VVhidi makes the cup run o'er, and miiiu was full 
Already : )ou oppresaM the prince and jieq|)le; 

1 would have fre^ ligih. and have lull'd in bolhi’ic 
The price of such suc^s would liave been glory, 
Vengeance^ and victor)-, and such a name 
As would have ipade Venetian history 
Rival to tliat ofl^reece and Syracuse 
When they w ere freed, and nourish’d ages after. 

And mine to Gdoii and to llirasybulus 
Failing, I know theficiially of faUure 
Is jireseiit iofainy and deatli— the future 
\V ill judge,* wtu'ii Venire it no more, or free; 

Till then, the truth fs in abeyance. Pause not; 

I would have shown no mercy,, and I seek none; 
My.lifc was staked u[h>ii a mfglily hazard. 

And being lost, take what 1 would have takcnl 
I w ould have stood alone amidst your tombs : 


• { On« •oorce of fer bimna In Uite pmagp. and U ii one of tre- 
qtient n>rcurrrocc Id all Lord D;ron'« play*. i» bU practice of ending 
Ilia Uiioa wlUi t»«h;ailicam moouijriUbln. •‘to," **aud/^ 

•'HU,” ‘•{rom," ail occur In Ihc coune of a very few 

pages, lo aUuatioru wliere. bad the bamioay or vigour ol ibe line 
bo^ Cofwol led, the voice would have been aUuwed to pane, and 
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^'ow you may flock round ininCf and trample on it. 
As you liave done upon my heart while living. 

Btn. You do confess, then, and admit the justice 
Of our tribunal ? 

Doge. I confess to have fail’d; 

Fortune is female : from my youth her favours 
Were not withlield, the fault was mine to hope 
Her former smiles again at this late hour. 

You do not then in .lught arraign our equity? 

I)oge. Noble Venetians ! stir me not w ith questions. 
I am resign’d to the worst; but in me still 
Have something of the blood of brighter days, 

And am not over patient. Pray you, spare me 
Further interrogation, which boots nothing, 

Except to turn a trial to debate. 

1 shall but answ’er tliat whidi will offend you, 

And please your enemies— a host already ; 

T is true, these sullen walls should yield no echo : 
But walls have ears — nay, more, they have tongues; 
and if 

There were no other way for truth to o’erleap them,’ 
You who condemn me, you who fear and slay me. 
Yet could not bear in silence to your graves 
What you would hear from me of good or evil ; 

The secret were too mighty for your souls : 

Then let it sleep in mine, unless you court 
A danger which would double that you escape. 

Such my defence would be, liad 1 full scope 
To make it famous; for true trords are thingt^ 

And dying men's arc tilings which long oullive, 

And oftentimes avenge them ; bury mine, 

If ye would fain survive me : take this counsel, 

And though too oft ye made me live in wrath, 

Let me die calmly ; you may grant me this 
I deny nothing— defend nothing — nothing 
I ask of you, but silence for myself, 

And sentence from the court! 

Bfn. This full admission 

Spares us the harsh necessity of ordering 
liie torture to elicit the whole triitli. * * 

Doqt. Tlie torture! you have put me there already, 
Daily since I was Doge; but if you will 
Add the corporeal rack, you may : these limbs 
Will yield with age to crushing iron; but 
There *s that within my heart sliali strain yourengines. 

Etiter an OrFicea. 

Officer, Noble Venetians! Duchess Faliero * 


Re<]uests admission to the Ciunta’s presence. 

Beu, Say, conscript fntliers,^ shall she be admitted ? 
One of the (Jiunta. She may have revelations of im- 
portance 

Unto the state, to justify compliance 
With her request. 

lien. Is this the general will? 

All. It is. 

Doge. Oh, admirable laws of Venice! 

; Which would admit the wife, in the full hope 
j That siie might testify against the husband. 

! AVhat glory to the chaste Venetian dames! 

, Rut such blasphemers ’gainst all honour, as 
! Sit liere, do well to act in their vocation. 

' Now, villain Steno! if Uiis w'oman fail, 

' I 'll pardon thee thy lie, and thv escape, 

^ And iny own violent death, and thy vile life. 

The DraiBSs entere. ’ 

' Ben. I^dy! this just tribunal has resolved, 

Though the request be strange, to grant it, and 
I Whatever be its purport, to accord 
A patient hearing with the due respect 
Wliidi fits your ancestry, your rank, and virtues : 
But you turn pale— ho 1 there, look to the lady I 
Place a chair instantly. 

Ang. A moment’s faintness — 

’T is past; 1 pray you pardon me,— I sit not 
i In presence of my prince and of my husband, 

While he is on bis feet. 

Ben. Your pleasure, lady ? 

Strange rumours, but most true, if all I liear 
And see be sooth, iiave reach’d me, and I come 
To know the worst, even at the worst; forgive 
Tlic abruptness of my entrance and my bearing. 

I Is it— I cannot speak — I cannot shape 
j The question — but you answer it ere spoken, 

I With eyes averted, and with gloomy brows— 

; O God! this is the silence of the grave! 

I Ben . {aper a pause). Spare us, and spore thyself Uie 
repetition 

Of our most awful, but inexorable 
, Duty to heaven and man! 

I .'I119. Yet speak ; 1 cannot— 

I cannot— no— even now believe these things. 

Is Ite condeum’d? 

Ben. Alas! 

Ang. And was he guilty? 


* ( m.— “Ttart wcjrfer tnitbto | j 
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for mercy. Evea the pleheUn cmudralurs bare too moeb Vrne* 
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Den. Lady! the natural distraction of 
Thy thou^lits at such a moment makes the question 
.Merit forgiveness; else a doubt like this 
Against a just and paramount tribunal 
Were deep offence. But question even the Doge, 
And if he can deny the proofs, believe him 
Guiltless as thy own bosom. 

Aufj. Is it so? 

My lord— my sovereign— my poor father’s friend — 
The mighty In the lield, the sage in council; 

I nsay ths words of this man ! — Thou art sileut ! 

Hen. Ih hath already own'd to his ow n guilt,' 

Nor, as thou see’sl, doth he deny It now. 

Ang. Ay, but he must not die! Spare his few years, 
AVhieii grief and sliamc w ill soon cut down to days! 
One day of baffled crime must not efface 
Near sixteen lustres crowded with brave acts. 

J^eii. Ilis doom must be fuinil'd without remission 
Of time or penalty — ’t is a decree. 

Ang. He haili been guilty, but there may be mercy. 
Iten. Not in this case with justice. 

Ang. Alas! signor, 

lie who is only just is cruel; who 
Upon the earth would live were all judged justly? 
Iten. His punishment is safety to the state. 

Ang. He was a subject, and hath served Ihestatc ; 
He was your general, and hath saved Uie slate; 

He is your sovereign, and hath ruled the state.* 

One of the rouiiril. lie is a traitor, and betrayM the 
state. 

/lug. And, but for him, there now had been no state 
To save or to destroy; and you, who sit 
There to pronounce the death of your deliverer, 

Had now been groaning at a Moslem oar. 

Or digging in the Huimish mines in fetters! 

(hie of the ('ouHcil. No, lady, Uiere are oUiers who 
would die 

Rather than breathe in slavery ! 

Aug. If there are so 

Within these walls, Ihou art not of the number : 

The tnrty brave are generous to the fallen ! — 

Is tljfTC no hope? 

Hen. I..ady, it cannot be. [it must bo .so; 

.lug. (htniiNg to the Doge). Ttien die, Faliero 1 since 
Rut with tlie spirit of my fatlter's friend. 

Thou hast l>eeii guilty of a great ufleuce, 
J2alf«caaceird by the harshness of titese men. 

I would have sued to them— liave pray'd to them— 
Have begg'd as famish’d mendicants for breed — 
Have w tqil as they w ill cry unto Uioir God 
For mercy, and be answ cr’d as the}' answer — 

Had it been fltting for thy name or iniiie. 

And if the cruelly in their cold eyes 

H.id not auiiouuced the lieartlesS wrath witliin. 

Tlicn, as a prince, addre.xs tlice to thy doom ! 

/>iige. I have lived loo long not to know hpw to dlel 
Tby suing to these men were but the bleating^ 


Of the lamb to the butclier, or the cry 
Of seamen to the surge : I would not take 
A life eternal, granted at the hands 
Of wretches, from whose monstrou.s villanies 
I sought to free the groaning nations I 

Michel Steno. Doge, 

A word w ith thee, and with this noble lady, 
Whom I have grievously offended. Would 
Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my part, 

Could cancel the inexorable past I 
But since that cannot be, as Christians let us 
Say farewell, and in peace : w ith full contrition 
1 crave, not pardon, but compassion fron) you. 
And give, however weak, my prayers for both. 

Aug. Sage Beninlende, now chief judge of Venice, 
I speak to thee in answ er to yon signor. 

Inform the ribald Steno, tlial his words 
Ne’er weigh'd in mind with Loredatio’s daughter 
Further tium to create a moment’s pity 
For such as he is : would that others had 
Despised him as I pity! I prefer 
My honour to a thousand lives, could such 
Be multiplied in mine, but would not have 
A single life of others lost for that 
Which nothing luiman can impugn— the sense 
Of virtue, looking not to what is call'd 
A good name for reward, but to itsdf. 

To me the scorner’s words were as tiie wind 
Unto the rock : but as there are — alas! 

Spirits more sensitive, on which such things 
Light as the whirlwind on the waters; souls 
To w hom dishonour’s shadow is a substance 
More terrible than death, here and hercnAcr; 

Men whose vice is to start at vice's scofling, 

And who, though proof against all blandishments 
Of pleasure, and all pangs of pain, are fi'ebic 
When the proud name on which they pinnacled 
Their Ivopes is breathed uo, jealous as the eagle 
Of her high aiery; let what we now 
Behold, and feel, and suffer, be a lesson 
To wretches how they tamper in their spleen 
With beings of .a higher order. Insects 
Have made tlio lion mad ere now ; a shaft 
r thclieel o'erthrew the bravest of the brave; 

A w ife’s dishonour was the bane of Troy ; 

A wife's dibhonour unking'd Rome for ever ; 

An injured husband brought the Gauls to Clusium, 
And thrice to Rome, whi«ib perish’d for a time; 

An obscene gesture' cost i^ligula 

Uis life, while Earth yet bore his cruelties; 

A virgui's wrong mode S]itin a Moorish province; 
And Steno’s lie, couch’d in two worthless lines. 
Hath decimated Veuicx', put in peril 
A senate wlik'h tialh sto^ eight hundred years, 
Discrow o'da prince, cut off his crovnless head. 
And fj^rged new fellers for a^roaning people! 

Let the pourAV'rctch^ liki; W the courtesan ' 


^ . . , . .. — — *- — ■ I ,j i . - 

j *’ fhx — ‘jne Ujwr loTA^riBg stth jibt ww«.*] 


MARINO FALIEUO. 




^^'ho fired Pcrsepolis, be proud of this. 

If It so please hiin— ’l were a pride fit for him ! 

Rut let him not insult the last hours of 
llim» who, whate’er he now is, teas a hero, 

By the intrusion of his very prayers; 

Nothing of good can come from such a source, 

N'or would we aught with him, nor now, nor ever : 
We leave him to himself, that lowest depth 
Of human baseness. Pardon is for men, 

And not for reptiles— -we have none for Steno, 

And no resentment ; things like him must sling. 

And higher beings suffer; 't is the charter 
Of life. The man who dies by the adder's fang 
May have the crawler crush'd, but feels no anger ; 

'T was the worm’s nature; and some men are worms 
In soul, more than the living things of tombs.* 

Iktge {to Den.). Signori complete tliat which you 
deem your duty. 

Beil. Before we can proceed upon that duty. 

We would request the princess to withdraw ; 

'T will move her too much to be witness to it. 

Ang. I know it will, and yet I must endure it, 

For 't IS a part of mine — I will not quit, 

Except by ^rce, my husband's side. — Proceed ! 

Nay, fear not either shriek, or sigh, or tear; 

Though my heart burst, it shall l>e silent. — Speak ! 

I have that within which shall o’ermaster all. 

//cm. Marino Foliero, Doge of Venice, 

Count of Val di Marino, Senator, 

And some time General of the Fleet and Army, 
Noble Venetian, many times and oft 
Intrusted by the state with high employments. 

Even to the higliest, listen to the sentence. 

Convict by many witnesses and proofs, 

And by thine own confession, of the guilt 
Of treachery and treason, yet unheard of * 

Until this trial — the decree is death. 

Thy goods are confiscate unto the state, 

Thy name is razed from out her records, save 

Upon a public day of thanksgiving 

For this our most miraculous deliverance, ’ 

When thou art noted in our calendars 
With earthquakes, pestilence, and foreign foes. 

And the great enemy of man, as subject 
Of grateful masses for Heaven’s grace in snatching 
Our lives and country from thy wickedness. 

The place wherein as Doge thou shouldst be painted. 
With thine illustrious predecessors, is 
To be left vacant, with a death>black veil 
Flung over tliese dim words engraved beneatii, — 

“ This place is of Marino Faliero, 


• {Tke DiichcM U (omul and colil, wiUKKil etni Itial dr^^rec ot 
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Decapitated for his crimes." 

Ihge. “His crimes! " 

But let it be so : — it w ill be in vain. 

Tlie veil which blackens o’er this blighted name, 

And hides, or seems to hide, these lineaments, 

Shall draw more gazers than the thousand portraits 
Which glitter round it in their pictured trappings — 
Tour delegated slaves — the people’s tjTantsl 
“Decapitated for his crimes!”— H’fcrtf crimes? 

Were it not better to record the facts, 

So that the conlemplator might approve, 

Or at the least learn vheoce the crimes arose? 

When the beholder knows a Doge conspired. 

Let him be told the cause— it is your history. 

Iif». Time must r^ly to that; our sons will judge 
Their fathers* judgment^ which I now pronounce. 
As Doge, clad in the dural robes and rap. 

Thou shall be led henoe to the Giants' Staircase, 
Where thou and all our princes are invested; 

And there, the ducal crown being first resumed 
Upon the spot wliere it was first assumed, 

Thy head shall be struck off; and Heaven have merry 
Upon tliy soul! 

Doge, Is Ibis the Giunta's sentence ! 

Jteu. It is. 

Ihge. I r.an endure it.— And the time? 

Must be immediate. — Make thy peace with God : 
Within an hour tliou must be in His presence. 

Doge. I am already; and iny blood will rise 
To Heaven before tlie souls of those who shed it.— 
Are all my lands confiscated? 

Ben. They are; 

And goods, and jewels, and ail kind of treasure. 
Except two thousand ducats — these dispose of. 

/>oqe. That'shar^. — I would havefain reserved the 
Near to Treviso, which I hold by investment 
I From Laurence the Count-bishop of Ceneda, 

In fief perpetual to myself and heirs. 

To portion them (leaving my city spoil. 

My palace and my treasures, to your forfeit,) 

Between iny consort and my kiusmeru 

Ben. Tliese 

Lie under the state's ban ; their chief, thy nephew, 

In peril of his ow n life; but tlie council 
Postpones his trial for the present. If 
Thou will'st a state unto thy widow'd princess. 

Fear not, for we will do her justice. 

Ang. Signors, 

I sliare not in your spoil! From benoefortH, know 
I am devoted unto God alone. 

And take my refuge in the cloister. 


Diike'f couQ«rl on hi* trl«l. they woald tuve been pvrfKti^.ln 
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Dogf. Cornel 

The hour may be a hard cue, hut ’t will end. 

Have I aught else to uudergo save death? ' 

Bch. You have nought to do, except coofees and die. 
The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare. 

And both await without. — But, alrave all, 

Think not to speak unto the people; they 
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates, 

But these are closed ; the Ten, the Avogadori, 

The C^UDta, and the chief men of the Forty, 

Alone will be^,heholdcrs of thy doom, 

And they are ready to attend the Doge. 

Ihge. The Doge ! 

Ben. Yes, Doge, thou hast lived and thou shall die 
A sovereign; till the moment which precedes 
The separation of that head and trunk, , 

That ducal crown and head sliall be united. 

Thou hast forgot thy dignity in deigning 
To plot with petty traitors; not so w'e, 

Who in the very punishment acknowledge 
The prince. Thy vile accomplices have died 
The dog's death, and the wolfs; but thou shall fall 
As falls the lion by the hunters, girt 
By those who feel a proud compassion for thee. 

And mourn even tlte inev itable death 
Provoked by thy wild wTath, and regal fierceness. 
IVow we r^it thoe to Uiy preparation : 

Let it ^ btilP, and we ourselves will be 
Thy gun^es umo the place where first we were 
United to thee as thy subjects, and 
Thy senate ; and must now be parted from tbee 
As such for ever, on the self-same spot. — 

Guards ! fom) the Doge's escort to his chamber. 

•I • { Bxiunt. 

SCENE II. 

, • ^ 7A« Doge^t J^rlment. 

TV pOGE df Prisoner, and fV Dl'chess attending him. 

Tktge. Now, that the priest isgone, ’t were useless all 
To linger oQt the miserable minutes : 

But one paug more, the pang of parting from thee, 
And 1 will leave the few last grains of sand, 

Wluch yet remain of the accorded hour, 

Still failing—] have done with Time. 

Autj. Absl 

And 1 have bcort the cause, the uncx>nscious cause; 
And for tlus funeral marriage, this black union, 
Whidi thou, compliant with my father’s wisli, 

. Didst promise at kis death, thou hast seal’d thine ow n. 

fkige. Not so ; there was that in my spirit ever 
Which shaped out for itself some great reverse; 

The hiarv'el is, it'eame not until now — 

And yet it was foretold me. 

Ang.^ How foretold you? 

• Doge. Long years ago — so long, they arc a doubt 
Tn memory, and yet they live in annals : 

When I was in niy youUi, and served the senate 
And signer)' as podesta and captain 
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Of the town of Treviso, on a day 

Of festival, the sluggish bishop who 

Convey’d the Host afoused my rash young anger, 

By strange delay, and arrogant reply 

To my reproof; I raised my hand and smote him 

Until he reel’d beneath his holy burthen; 

And as he rose from earth again, he raised 
Ills tremulous hands in pious wrnth towards Heaven. 
Thence pointing to the Host, which had fallen from 
He turn’d to me, and said, “ The hour will come [him. 
When be thou hast o’erthrown shall overthrow thee : 
The glory shall depart from out thy house, 

The wisdom shall be shaken from thy soul, 

And in thy best maturity of mind 
A madness of the heart shall seize upon thee;* 
Passion shall tear thee when all passions cease 
In other men, or mellow into virtues; 

And majesty, which docks all other heads, 

Shall crown to leave thee headless; honours sliall 
But prove to thee the heralds of destruction, 

And hoary hairs of shame, and both of deatli, 

But not such death as fits an aged man. ” 

Thus saying, he pass’d on. — That hour is come. 

Ang. And with this warning couldst Uk)U not have 
To avert the fatal moment, and atone [striven 

By penitence, for tliat which thou hadst done? 

Doge. I own the words went to my heart, so much 
That I remember’d them amid the maze 
Of life, as if they form’d a spectral voice. 

Which shook me in a supernatural dream; 

And I repented; b»il 't was not for me 
To pull in resolution : what must be 
I could not cBange, and would not fear. — ^N'ay more. 
Thou const not have forgot, wliat all remember. 

That on my day of landing here as Doge, 

On my return from Rome, a mist of such 
Unwonted density went on before 
The bucentaur, like the eohiinnar cloud 
Which usher’d Israel out of Egypt, till 
The pilot was misled, and disembark'd us 
Between the pillars of Saint Mark's, where ’t is 
The custom of the state to put to death 
Its criminals, instead of touching at 
llie Riva deHa Paglia, as the wont is,— 

So that all Venice shudder'd at Ute omen. 

Ann. Ah! little boots it now to recollect 
Such things. 

Doge. And yet I find n comfort in 
The thought that these things arc the work of Fate; 
For I would raUier yield to gods than men, 

Or cling to any creM of destiny. 

Rather than deem these mortals, most of wliom 
I know to be as worthless as the dust, 

And weak as worthless, more than instruments 
Of an o’er-ruliiig power; they in tliemselves 
Were all incapable — they could not be 
Victors of him who oft had conquer’d for them! 
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Ang. Employ the minutes left in aspirations 
Of a more healing nature/ and in peace 
Even witli these wretches take thy flight to Heaven. 

Doge, I am at peace ; the peace of certainty 
That a sure hour will come, when their sons’ sons, 
And this proud city, and tltese azure waters, 

And all which makes them eminent and bright, 

Shall be a desolation and a curse, 

A hissing and a scoff unto the nations, 

A Carthage, and a Tyre, an Ocean Babel! 

Ang, Speak not thus now; the surge of passion 
still 

Sweeps o’er thee to the last ; thou dost deceive 
Thyself, and canst not injure them — be calmer. 

Doge. I stand within eternity, and see 
Into eternity, and I behold— 

Ay, palpable as I see tby sweet face 

For the last time— the days which I denounce 

Unto all time against these wave-girt walls, 

And they wlio are indwellers. 

Gitard ( coming forward ). Doge of Venice, 

The Ten are in attendance on your highness. 

Doge. Then farewell, Angiolina!— one embrace— 
Forgive the old man who hath been to thee 
A fond but fatal husband — love my memor)' — 

1 w'ould not ask so much for me still living, 

But thou canst judge of me more kindly now, 

Seeing my evil feelings are at rest. 

Besides, of all the fruit of these long years. 

Glory, and wealth, and power, and fame, and name, 
Which generally leave some flowers to bloom 
Even o’er the grave, I have nothing left, not even 
A little love, or friendship, or esteem, 

Ko, not enough to extract an epitaph 
From ostentatious kinsmen; in one hour 
1 have uprooted all my former life. 

And outlived every thing, except thy heart. 

The pure, the good, the gentle, which w Ml oft 
ith unimpair’d but not a clamorous grief * 

Still keep— Thou turn’st sopale! — Alas! she faints, 
She has no breath, no pulse!— Guards! lend your 
aid— 

I cannot leave her thus; and yet *t is better. 

Since ever)' lifeless moment spares a pang. 

"When she shakes off this temporary de.ilh, 

I shall be with the Kternal. — Call her women — 

One look! — how cold her hand! — as cold as mine 
Shall be ere she recovers.— Gently lend her, 

And take my last tlianks 1 am ready now. 

ITAe Atlendanti of Anuioli^va enter and «ir- 
round theirmistress, who has fainted.— Exeunt 
the Doge, Guards, etc. etc. 


SCENE m. 

’ 

The court of the. Dueal palaces the outer gates areekot 
the people.— The Does entersin hUducat ro6«v,lHi})rDMA(m 
with the Council of Ten and other PaUirians, VfendsdOg 
the Guardt. till they anite at tho top of the '* Ciaute’ Stah - 
ease ” < where the Doges took the oaths ) ; the ExeeUthner is 
Mtationfd there with his sword.— On arnring, a Chief Of 0ie 
Ten takes off the ducal cap from t/te Doge's head. 

Doge. So now the Doge is nothing, and at last^ 

I am again Marino Faliero : 

’T is well to be so, though but for a moment.* 

Here was I crown’d, and here, bear witness. Heaven ! 

ith how much more contentment I resign 
'Fhat shining mockery, the ducal bauble, 

Than 1 received the fatal ornament. 

On« of tfte Ten. 'fliou tremblest, Faliero! 

Doge. ’X is with age, ftieu.* 

Bejt. Faliero ! hast thou aught further to commend, 
Compatible with justice, to the senate? ^ 

Doge. I would commend my nephew to their rhercy, 
My consort to their justice; for inethinks 
Ttly death, and such a death, might settle all 
Between the stale and me. , 

Ben. They shall be cared for; 

Even notwithstanding thine unheard*of crime. 

Doge. Unheard of! by, there ’s not a liistory ^ 
But shows a thousand crow n'd conspirators « 
yf^tiinsl the people ; but to set them free 
One sovereign only died, and one is dying. . 
Boi. And who were they who fell in such a cause? . 
Doge. The King of Sparta, and Uie DogeofVeuicCf- 
Agis and Faliero! 

Ben. Hast thou more 

To utter or to do ? 

Doge. May I 5j>eak ? * 

Ben. Thou may’sk;. 

I But recollect the people are w ithout, , 

Beyond the compass of the human voice. * • , 

Doge. I speak to Time and to Eternity,* 

Of which I grow a portion, not to man. 

Ye elements ! in which to be resolved 
I iiastcn, let my voice Ik* as a spirit - • , 

Upon you I Ye blue waves ! which bore nly baimpr ; 
y'e winds ! which flutter'd o’er ns if you loved it, • 
And fill'd my swelling sails as they were wafted 
To many a triumph I Thou, my native earth, 
yvhich I have bled for, and tliou foreign earth*, • 
"Which drank this willing blood from many a wound ! 
Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink, but 
Reek up tolleavcul Yeskics, which will.r^ive iO 
Thou sun I which shinest on these things, and Thou ! 
yVho kiiidlest and who quenchest suns ! * — Attest ! 

] am not innoceul — but are tliesc guiltless? 


’ I uulinp4lr'<] Uil ooi vMr>^(.>uu» gr1«r.- J 

( iMc ( ”*T M ItctI to bp * 0 , > 

** i I •• ,l>d li> l» n. f 

> Thil wat the actual repljr of Ballll. nuire of Partfl. lo a 
Frenchman who made him the urne irproacli on hla way to no- 
cution, In the earlietl part of their revolution . I find In reading 
over (aiDce the compteUon of this Ira^cdr). for the lint lime Ihew 
six 7 ear*. “ Venice Pre*erved,"a sJinUarreply on a different occa- 
sioo by Ueoaoil, and other coinddences arising from t|ie aobjcct. 
I need hardly rerolod Uie gentlest reader, that such ooincMence* 
must be aecklcaUI, from the very facility of lli6r deteclwa by re- 


ft rence to M> popular a play on the stage and iu the doaet as ai> 
way'a chef-d iruvre. 

4 1 Sentence heiiig |>a«wd upon the Dogt*. he 'Is brought with 
much pump lo the place of execution. His last s|M*cch is a gram! 
prophetic rant; *oiuciMng strained and elabocate— but eloquent 
anil terrible-— JiPPhrr.] 
f f la the uri^nal MS — 

SIMI TtHMI I 

Who nabsM and dHU’ojew som I **— 

I " diange this,** nyi Lord Byron, ‘Mo— 


byCjOO^li 
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I perish, ^ut not unavenged ; far ages 
Fioat up from the abyss of {line to be, 

And sliow Uiesc eyes, before tliry c|oi>e, the doom 
Of this proud city, and I leave my curse 

On her and l)ers for ever! Yes, the hours 

Are silently engendering of the day, 

When she, who built ’gainst Attiln a bulwark 
Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield 
Ur^to a bastard Attila, without 
Shedding so much blood in lier last defence 
As these old veins, oft drain’d in sliieldiog her, 
Shal[ pour in sacriiice. — She slnll be bouglit 
And sold, and be an appanage to those 
Who shall despise her! ■ — Slie shall stoop to be 
A province for an empire, petty town 
Id lieu of capital, with slaves for senates, 
Sugars for nobles,* panders for a people I * 

Then, when the Hebrew ’s in thy palaces,* 

The Hun in thy high places, and the Greek 
Walks o’er thy mart, and smiles on it for his! 


— - — an,l TbM' 

Wbo blo4teM «ud «i Im qumchnt •am I ' 

•.tiMri, Prb.2, «•».] 

• ShobU the dnoMtlc picture ■erro hmb, let the reader look to 
the bfeloHcat. of the period prophesied, or railier of the few yean 
preceding ihal period. Voltaire calculalrd ibeir noetrf bene ine> 
rite Bleretrlci” at 19,000 of rcffnUra, vilbouMDcludlng volunteer! 
and lecal mlilUa, on vrhat authority 1 know not; bat iUa. perhapa, 
the only part of the population not decreajed. Venice once con- 
tained two hundred Utouiand tnhahitanrs t there are now abont 
ninety thousand ; and thcsi!! few individnal! can conedve, and 
none could describe, Ibe actual tlatc into which tbc more (ban in- 
feraal tyranny of Austria hasplun^ itiU unhappy city. From 
Ibe ptcaent decay and degeneracy of Venice under the Barbarians, 
litere arc acunc honourable indivUtnat exceptions. There la Pi»- 
quaUgo, Uie last. and. alas! posPiumout son of Ibe marriage of the 
Doges with the Adriatic, who fongld hU frigate with far greater 
gallantqr than any of hla Frendi coadjtitora In the memorable 
aetlonroff tiasa. I came home In the squadron with the priaes In 
esif, And recollect to have heard Sir William lloalc. and Die other 
ofBcera engaged In that glorioiu ronlUct. speak in the higliett terras 
of Pasqnallgo's belurionr. There is the Abbate Dorelll. There Is 
Alrbe Qoerini, wbo, after a long and honourable diplomatic ca- 
r^i, 6nds some consolation fur the w rungs of ids country, in the 
pursuits of titeralarc wllh hla nephew, Vitlor Bruzoti, the son of 
tbeceltbrated beauly.tbcbcroliie of“l.a BiandinatnGondoleUa." 
ThVe arc the patrician poet Uurusinl. and the poet Lambertl, tlie 
author of the **Biondina." etc., and many oiher estimable prodno* 
linos; and. not least In an kngllsbinait’s esUraaUon, Uadame Mi- 
chelll. ihetranslatorofSliakspcare. Ihere are the young Dandolo 
and the ImproTisalore Carrer. and Gitisei>pe Aibrlzzi, tlie ac- 
complUhed SOD ofaaaccomplUbeU niulher. There is AgItetU. 
and, were Ihere ooibing else, there Is the iiiunortallly of Caoova. 
Cfcognara, UustoxiUil. Bucati.Mc. etc., I do not reckon, because 
Ibo one is a Greek, and the others were bom at least a hundred 
miles oir, which . thmnghuut Italy, coiuiilntei, if not a foreigner, 
at least a etranger (/areetiere). 

/lean \ 

* [ SiS.-‘*Bc 9 gm for nobles. <K pen ( for ■ people! " ] 

, (wrvttbcs) 

V [ Ihe following sketch of the indigent Venetian noble is by 
GriiU s— 

Ssno an poeero Mro arbtAmitee 
Erraiile per l« VeoMa 
Cbr I 4(011 per II mio duro |»an«lin> 
sguno to Ml la rule e lit mi r Inrtule : 

III ktoabo Id pMi.c a »e«fer' ml ansitro, 

BalhMendo «ir la fantr. or le vliutde : 
frego. pUdko. SilRanlo, iA»Me,ad«rlo. 
kd tM ate sloao, c la mla pairia lit <ulo. ' 


When thy patricians beg their bitter bread 
In narrow streets, and in their sltainefiil need 
Make Uieir nobility a plea fur pity! 

Then, when the few* who still retain a wreck 
Of Uieir great fathers' heritage shall fawn 
Round a barbarian Vice of Kings’ Vice-gerent 
Even in the palace where they sway’d as sovereigns. 
Even in the palace where Uiey slew their sovereign, 
Proud of some name they have disgraced, or sprung 
From an adulteress boastful of her guilt 
With some large gondolier or foreign soldier. 

Shall bear about tlieir bastardy in triumph 
To the third spurious generation ; * — w ben 
Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being. 

Slaves turn’d o’er to the vanquish’d by the victors. 
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice, 

And scorn’d even by the vicious for such vices 
As in the monstrous grasp of their conception 
Defy all codes to image or to name them; 
llien, when of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom. 


“ I ‘m s poor peer of Vrelre looae amoag ber 
Marabaa I vriih ataodlBg bowa I *td dooMo froii a, 
sod In iDf tnMle of plan and priulon-inoDger, 

Sau tin I 'TO groDod my bnttorta lo lbs boos ; 

Bollollpg DOW for monl. oow for tnufer; 

BreaSlog. n)aelf, my tertb upon a alone, 

I croTo, criags, atorm. sod Urtae, ibroogb lifVs abort brto, 
and rote fileoCt, self, aud coantry, sU ’ ’>'* toas. 

4 Tlie chief palaces on ibr BrenU now betoog to the Jews ; who 
In ibe earlier times of ibo republic were only allowed to Inhabit 
Meotri, ood ool to enter the cUy of Venice. The whole commerce 
Is In the iMods of the Jews and Greeks, and the Hum form (he 
garrison. 

• [**1t most be owDcO.” says BUiop lleber. "that the Duke 
Iieara hb calamilies with a paUeoce which would be more heroic 
if It were less wordy. It Is p<Maible that a condemned man might 
recollect hb quarrel wllh the Bbhop of Treviso, and the evil omeo 
which accompanied his solemn linding at Venice. But Uiere are 
nut many coodemned men who. during! last and stinted interview 
with a beloved wife, would hare employed so much Umc in relal- 
itiT anecdotes of themselves ; ami wc should least of all expect it In 
one whose Aery character would have induced him lo hurry forward 
to bb enil. The same ob>ectioo applies to his prophecy of Uie fo« 
lure miseries of Venice. Its language and imagery are, doubllew, 
cxticmcly powerful and impressive; but we cannot allow that it Is 
citlwr dramatic or characlerbUc. A prophecy (which we know to 
l-e ex poet facto) U, under any drciimstaoccs, one of the clieapest 
and least anlAcUl of poetical machines. But, under such circiun- 
sUnces as tbc preK-ol, no audience could have endured so long a 
speech without disgust and wearimss; and Marino Faliero wu 
most likely to have met his death like our own Sydm y— 

*wiib oa bsrsoKoe Idly prartolm'd alood 
To esirb itw worthlsM plaodJi of lb# crowd: 

Ko ftebla bosai, deatb'i trrrora 10 defy, 

Vai fliU dets) log. •• straid lo die T 

Mis last speech to the executioner would, probably, hare been bb 
only one:— 

— *SlsT<^ do tbtneofOcsl 
XIrlbe SI I airiKk ibe foe I Strike •• I wosld 
HsTe struct tboae lyrsnUt Strike deep «• ay cunel 
Strike, -cod but oocer'-pii. lev. toI mli. p. 00. 

We are surprised that Bishop licber did ool quote Andrew 
MarveU's magnlAcent linos on Charles 1. 1 — 

While round ilie srmed Iwivla 
Old clap ibeIr bloody hauda, 

Ha notblog coninoo did. or wesu, 
t poo that RieixiArable mviio: 

Pul w lib bit kernrr eye 
■ Tbe au'a edgsdld try ; 

Pur cdII d Ibo Coda w |lb Tulger cpigbt a 
1 u « It dlrale hit liatplna rlgbl. 

Pul bow'd bU comely head 
Oow D, SI upon s Bed.**- E..J 
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All thine inheritance shall be her shame 
Flntaird on tliy less Tirtuous daughters, grown 
A wider proverb for worse prostitution ; — 

AVhen all the ills of conquer'd states shall cling thee, 
Vicewitliout splendour^ sin witiwut relief 
Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o'er; 

But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude, 

Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdness, 
Depraving nature's frailty to an art : — 

>Vhrii these and more are ltea>7 on thee, when 
Smiles without mirtli, and pastimes w itlmiit pleasure, 
Tout!) without honour, age w'ilhout respect. 
Meanness and weakness, and a sense of woe [mur,' 
’Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and darest not inur* 
Have made thee last and worst of peopled deserts, 
Then, in the last gasp of thine agony • 

Amidst tiiy many murders, think of mine ! 

T1k>u den of drunkards with the blood of princes!* 
Gehenna of the waters! thou sea Sodom I * 

Thus I devote thee to the infernal gods ! 

Thee and thy serpent seed ! * 

{ Here the Dock turns and addresses the 
EsMcutioner. 

Slave, do thine oflice ! 

Strike as I struck the foe ! Strike as I would 
Have struck those tyrants! Strike deep as iny curse! 
Strike>-and but once! 

{ Ths Does throws himself upon his knees, and as the 
ExeaUioner raises his sword the scene closes. 

SCEHB IV. 

The Piazza and Piazzetla of Saint MarkU.~‘The People fn 
ermedt gathered round the grated gates of the Ducal Palace, 
which are shut. 

First Citizen. I have gain*d the gate, and can dis- 
cern the Ten, 


« If the Doge's propbecr*eem remarkable, look to the following, 
made by Atamaool two hundred and aeveoty year* ago >— ** There 
b one very aiogaUr prc^>hecy conceraing Venice t * If thou doat 
out diange,' It laya to that proud rrpublic. ‘ thy liberty, which b 
already on the wing, will nut reckou a century more Uian llie thou- 
Modth year.' If we carry back the epoeba of Veneliau freedom to 
the eslablbbment of the goverament under which the republic 
Bourbhed, we thall find llut the dale of llic election of ilie first 
Dogeb S9T; and if we add one century to a thousand . Uia t b, eleven 
hundred years, we shall find the sense of the prediction to be 
literally this : ' Thy liberty will not last till t7U7.' Recollect that 
Venice ceased to be free in the year 4796, the fifth year of the 
French republlci and you wilf perceive, that there never was 
prediction more pointed, or more exactly followed by the event 
Youwill, therefore, note as very remarkable the three lines of Ala* 
manni aikircased to Venice: which, however, no one has pointed 
out X— 

" S* ooD esntt pM)»l«r. an mcoI ide 
Non rsnlerA toprs 1 mlltnliao anno 
TaallberlA, cbe va furocnCoi >olo.' 

Ifany prophedet have passed for Mch. and many men have been 
called propbeb fur much less,"— GnovENi, Diet. Lit. da Pilalie, 
t. ix. p. 444. 

• Uf the first fifty Doges./lorabdicated*»/!rewerebaniahed with 
their eyes pul out— /lee were Miaiicaen-^nd nine dqKMcd ; so 
Hut nlMefreii ont of fifty lost ibe Uirone by violeoce* b^des two 
wliofeU in battle t thb occurred luttg previous to the reign of Ma* 
rlno Falirro. One of his more immediate |irodecessors, Andrea 
Oaiidolo, died of vexaUoQ. Uarino Paliero Itiimclf |»erbliod as 


Robfd ID their gowos of state, ranged round the Doge. 
Second CH. 1 cannot reach thee with mine utmost 
effort. 

How is it? let us hear at least, since sight 
Is thus prohibited unto the people, 

E^tcept the occupiers of those bars. 

First Cit. One has approacli'd the Doge, and now 
they strip 

The ducal bonnet from his head — and now 
He raises his keen eyes to heaven ; I see 
Them glitter, and his lips move — Hush! hush! no, — 
T was but a murmur— Curse upon the distance! 

His words are inarticulate, but the voice 
Swells up like mutter'd thunder; would we could 
But gather a sole sentence! 

Second Cif. Hush! we perhaps may catch the sound. 
First Cit. 'T is vain, 

1 cannot hear him— How his hoary hair 
Streams on the wind like foam upon the wave ! 
Now— now — he kneels — and now they form a circle 
Round him, and all is hidden — but I see 

The lifted sword in air Ah ! hark ! it falls ! 

j ( The People murmur. 

Third Cit. Tlien they have murder’d him who would 
have freed us.*' 

Fourth Cit. He was a kind man to the commons 
ever. 

Fifth Cit. Wisely they did to keep their portals 
barr’d. 

Would we had known the work they were preparing 
Ere we were summon’d here — we would have brought 
Weapons, and forced them ! 

Sixth Cit. Arc you sure he ’s dead ? 

First Cit. I saw the sword fall— J*o ! what have we 
here ? 


related. Amongst bb «iece«sors, Foteaxi, after seeing liU md 
rcpeatnlly tortured and banished, was de|Kncd, and dUxl of break- 
ing 4 blood.vcascl, on bearing the bell of Saint Mark’s loll fttr Uie 
election of hii aoccesoor. Muroalni wu ini|teacliod for ihe Iom of 
Caodia; bat tliis was previous to bis dukedom, daring nliicli hu 
conquered Ibe Murea, and was styled the Feioponnesiau. Follcro 
might truly oay, 

"Tbou den of drunkards «Mt> Ibe blood of prinresl” 

I [ MS,— ‘’Tboo hrolbol o( Ibe Mticrs} Iboa see iiodoin t " ] 

* ' The sentence U pronoanced, a brief hour Is permiUed Cor the 
last devotions, and tlicn,— still robed In his dneal gown, and wear- 
ing the diadem,— preceded with all ihe pomp of his station, from 
which be is to be degraded in the moment unly before the blow be 
ftrock,— Madno PalkTO la led solemnly to the Gianti' Staircase, at 
lt»e Rimmll of which be had been rrowned. On tbat spot he la to 
expiate his offeucc against (he majesty of the Venetian slate. Hb 
wife struggles to accompany him to the dreadful spot, but she faints, 
and he leaves her on the marble pavetnenl, forbklding them to 
raise her, onlil all h.vd been acetunplishrd with himself. Lord 
llyran breaks out with all hh power in the enrse with which he 
makes this old man take leave of the scene of his (rium|»hs and 
hU sorrows. The present ah>'Cl condition of lur that “uncedld 
hold Ihe gorgeous East In fee'*— the barbari.in sway under which 
she Is bowed down to Ihe dost— the pmflig.icy of manners, which 
ought raUier, perhaps, to have been rrprrsciitt'd as the cause tlun 
(he cofM>c(|iienco of the Iom of VcDClian liberty all UieH; topics 
are haudini— and handled as no writer bot Byron cuald have 
dared to handle them.— LoctB&sr.] 
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EnUr on the Balcony of the Palace which /Vonr« Saint 
Mark’i Place a Chikf of tqb Ten» ' with a bloody 
eu>ord. He waves it {Artec before the People and 
exclaims, 

“ Justice hath dealt upon tlie mighty Traitor! 

The gates are ojicned; the populace rush in towards the 
“ Ciant§‘ Staircase,” where the execution has taken 
place. The foremost of them exclaims to those behind, 

The gory head * rolls down the Giants’ Steps ! 

[ The curtain falls.' 


APPENDIX. 

Note A. 

[1 am obliged Tor the foliowiDg cicellenl traiulatkm ot ibe old 
<;bruulcic to Mr. F. Cuben, t b> wbum Ute reader will Kntl liiniRelf 
Indebied fitr a version tlial 1 could cot myself— Ihmigh after maDy 
yean’ Intrrcourie with lUUao— bare given by any roeam ao pure* 
lyind sofaiUilully <] 


stoat OF itafl»o miKto, doge eux. mcccut. 

Oq the elevenlbtUy of September, In the year of our Lord I SSA, 
Marino FalIrro was elected and cboaea tobe llie Duke of the Com* 
monweallh of Venice, lie was Count of Valdemarino, in llie 
Marches of Treviao, and a Knight, and a wealthy man to boot. 
As toon as the election was compleleil, it was resolved in the Great 
Council, that a dcpiitaUon of twelve should be despatciied to Ma- 
I iiio Fallero the Duke, who was then on his way from Ronic^ for 
when he wat chosen, he was ambassador at Ihu court of llie Holy 
Father, at Rome,— Ihc Holy Father himself hrld hii court at Avi* 
gooo. When Messer Marino Faiiero the Puke was about to land 
: in this cliy. on Ute 5lb day of October, 1SU, a thick haze came 
! on, ami darkraed the air i and he was enforced to land on the 
I ( lace of Saint Mark, between the two coluums. on Ihe spot where 
I eril doers are (Mil to death ; and all thuusht that this was Ihe worst 
of (okcas.— Nor must I forgot to write that which I have read In a 
chronkle. AVhen Messer Mar.no Fallero was Podesta and Captain 
of TrevUo. the Bisliop delayed coming in with the buly ucraineoi, 
on a day when a procession was to take place, ^ow, Ihe said 
Marino Faliero was so very proud and wradifnl. thal he borfeted 
the BUliop. and almost struck him to Uic ground; and therefore. 
Heaven allowed Marino Faliero logo out ofhU right senses. In 
order thal ho might bring himsi-ir to an evil dralh. 

When this Duke had held the dukedom during nine months and 
i six days, he, being wicked and ambitious, sought to make himself 


• - Co Capo de‘ IHccI ” arc Use words of Sauuio’i Clironicle. 

( ** TIh> ffory brad Urolllfl8do<iiJ tbe flcpat t . 

• rolllindowmbegcrj-Ucpst { 

1 [As a play. Marino Faliero h deficient In the attracKre pas- 
slotu. in probsWlity. and iu depth and variety of interfcsl ; and re- j 
voltilhroughuul, by the esiravaganldis^iropurtiun which Ihehijury i 
bears to the unnicawired rcseolnieut with wliieh it is pursued. As | 
a poem, though it occasionally dhpUys great force and clcvatioo, 
it obviously wanU both grace and facility. The diction is olieo I 
heavy and cumbrous, and the versilicaUon witlKJUt sweetness or ^ 
elasticity. lll»gciierallyvcryvcrbose,aiMJw»nieliiii«sciceediugly 
dull. Allogcilwr, It gives us the Imprewion of a thing worked «il 
against thcKraiii, arkl not iwured forth from Ibe fulnes.sof the heart ; 
or the fancy;— the amhitiuos and elaborate work of a powerful , 
mind cngagetl with an unsuitable task— not the spontaneous e(Tu- ' 
sioo of an exuberant Imagination, si>uriliig iu Ihe fulness of Its ! 
strength. F.very thing Is hagliteued and enforced wtth risible j 
crorl aiMl design; and the noble author is often contented to be i 
emphatic by dmt of exaggeration, and eloquent by the common I 
topics of docltnulion. Lonl Byron l*. undoubtedly, a poet of the i 
very first order, and has talents to reach Ibe very highest bonours 
of Ute drama. Rut be must not again disdaiu love, and ambition, 
anil jcalotwr; he must not inbslitule what is meroly bizarre and 
rxlraorlluary. for what is uatiiraliy and universally lutcTesUng. 
nor ex{>ect, by any cxaggeralhtos, so to rouse and rule onr sym- 
paUdo by Ihe sonselcw anger of an old man, and the prmlUh pro- 
pritfites of sn untempted woman, as by Ihe agency of the great ami 
simple passions with which, in sttmc of Uielr degrees, all men are 
famlltar, and by which alone the UrainaUu Muse has liilhcrlo 
wrought her miracles. — J ppfeet. 

On the whole, the Doge of Venice is ibe effect of a powerful 
and cullivaied mind. It has all the requi.dles of tragedy, subli- 
mity, terror, and pathos— all but that without which the rest are 
unavailing, interest’ Wiili many detached pissages which nei- 
ther derogaic from Lord Byron’s former fame, nor would have 
derogated from the reputation of our best ancient irast diins. it 
Is, as a whole. ncUIvcr susiaioeil tu»r impressive. The iwel. excc*pt 
In the soliloquy of Lloiti. scarcely ever seems to have written 
wUUhisowntboroush good liking, llemay besusircctcd Ihrouglr- 
ouMo have (lAd iu his eye some oilier model than nature; and we 
rise froBi his work with tlic same feoUng as If we Iwd been read- 
ing a Uanilation. For this want of Intcrrsl the soh]« ct itself is. 
ifnnktfrir-. to sOBW laeuure to blames though, if the same subject 
bad beeo dJQoatstly teealed, wo are inclined to believe a very dlf- 
fereSt effei^ would have been produced- Bui for the couslralut 
stlffoessor tbepoelry^ noUsing to blame hut the ap- 

paroal ««w>tol«l w it*' author to set (at whaicvrr risk) an cx- 
aintde of claaloa] corfeMooi tb Iiis undtillwd countrymeo, and 


raiher to forego success lhao to succeed after the mtoaer of 
slukspeare.*— Uaixa.] 

4 {Nr. Francis Cohen, now Sir Francb Valgrave. K. II., the 
learned author of the " Rise and Progress of Use lingUsh Constitu- 
tion, *' Ubtory of the Anglo-Sazoos.*’ etc. etc,— E.) 

< [ In a letter to Mr. Murray, dated Ravenna, July SO. lUf . Lord 
Byron, says “ Eocloeed is Ihe best account of the Doge Fallero, 
which was only sent to me, from an old MS., the other day. Get 
It translated, aud append It u a note to the next edldun. You will, 
periiaps. be pleased lo see. thal my conceptions of his character 
were correct; though I regret not having met willi the extract 
Iwfore. You will perceive that he himself said exactly what he is 
iiMde lo say about the Bishop Treviso. Yon will see also tliat 
he spoke little, and ihose only words of rage and disdain, aftu 
his arrest; which U the case in ihc play, except when he breaks 
out at Ihe close of Act fifth. But bJs speech to tlic conspirators is 
l>oUcr in the MS. than in the play. 1 wiUi 1 had met with it In 
lime."] 

[In PUriiKood'e MagMlQator 1K3, wc end • roinirsl rhyming rbroolclc 
of l.ord B]r«o‘i povlicsl blslery. of which the (oUowlng speclOMO nu) 
amuse (be reader : — 

“To V«4tic« he bird lilm. 

And (bat city mppiked him 
With ibi- insUi-r rnprb Ions 
t or hi. ' l(cp;w ' facellous ; 

A modi-i, M» pirate ye. 
of a st>le free and eaiy. 

V (» ttor; liMt 't In It 
Might be told laa mioule; 

Hut par parfHlk^ft rbattlog. 

On Ibli Italng aad thal thing, 
ki-et»lbe ahulllrrorb fltlDg, 

And attmliiM) from rttlog. 

There arcaomr | r«uld mrittlon, 

Hilok the autbor'o Inlenllun 
Was to sneer and dlrptrage 
TIw TOW Bsdc iQ marriage; 

8ut Ibe sneer, as I lake It, 

Is against folba w bo break It. 

“ Tboodm In itow ou bonchnek 
* MssrptMi' Ibe Cossack ; 
ltuxti;b be was net a Heimaa 
In perlorinlog that feat, luaa; 

And a nag. lor tils IroubW, 

Call'd biiti Jotin Gilpin's dooMe. 

** TbeGraat ' DogeoManlce‘ 

I line iny stlrr'd wltblD os: 

* And the purM of Old Drury 

Was noi burst, I aseure )e. 

W ith the wrigbt of Ilirtreajnire. 

Wtsen, In rptie of dUptceaure, 

And legal IciJuiKlloii, 

* Ahtnring rompunrllaa, 

' Tilts play they etilt.led. 

And lo K( U perstsiod, 

TUI '( wek tbaroiistily biw'd sL‘ I 
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Lord of Vcnicr, in Ibo tntnncr wtiich I have read ia an aocirnt ' 
cbroofclr. TVlien ih« Tburadaf arrirrd ttitna whlcb they were 
worn to bunt Uie bud. (he bull twint took place aa usiul ; a^. ac> 
eonJtnff to llie utaxe of tbo«e litura, after the bull hunt had endeij. 
they all proceeded unlo (be palace of (he Duke, and aaarmbird 
together in noe of hli lialU; ami they dl<iported themaelTOa wiin 
the wocneo. And until Ibe firat bell tolled they danced, and then 
a banquet waa aerved up. Ity Lord the Duke pakl Ibe expemes 
tbereof. prorideil he b^ a Ducheas, and after the banquet (bey 
all retomed to their lioroc*. 

Now to Ihb feast there came a certain Ser M'chele Sleno, a ;;rn* ' 
lleman of |K«ur estate and very youn^, but crafty and daring, aud I 
who loved one of (lie damaela of Uk Uiichew. Ser Michele stood ; 
aoMiogsl the women upon the soUjo ; and he behaved indiscreelly . ' 
so that my Lord Ibe Duke ordered that he should be kicked off Uie 
solajo : and Uie esquires of llte Duke Hung him down from Ibe so- 
la Jo accordingly. Ser Michele thought that such an affroirt was 
beyond alt hearing ; and when the feast was over, and all other ' 
perwMt had left (fie palace, he. enutmuing licaled with anger, went . 
lo (be ball of audience, and wrote certain unseemly words relating | 
to the Duke awl (he Diichrss upon the chair in wldch llie Duke w.is i 
used lo sit; for In those days (he Duke did not aovrr his chair wilh ^ 
clolh-of sendai, but he sat in a chair of wood. Ser Michele wrote 
thereon— “JtfoHn Falifi\ tht hutband of tht fair wife ; oiJkfrs 
Um krr, but he keefu Aei'.” In the mom log Ute words were 
seen, and the matfer was cuuddered to be very scandoloiu ; and 
the Senate commanded the Avogaduri of (he Commonwealth to 
proceed therein wiih the greatest diligence. A largess of great j 
amount waa imtnodlalcly proffered by the Avogaduri. in ontrr ^ 
to discover who had wriiien these noids. And at leugih it was | 
known that Michele Stenohad written them. It was resolved in i 
the Council of Forty (hat he sbooid be arrested ; and he then ciin> I 
leseed that in ihe fllof vexation and spile, oocasiuncti by Ills being i 
thrust off the solajo in the presence of bis mlslrcss. he Itad written ' 
the wordi. yberefure ihe Council Urbaled thereon. And Uie 
Connell look bb youth into consideration, and tliat he was a lover; | 
and tbererure they adjudgrd that be dioulrl be kept in close con- 
finement during Iwo months, and that aftorwards be should bn 
banialird from Tenice and the stale durlug one year, lo conte- ' 
qoence of this merciful senlence the Duke became exorodlugly 
wroth. It afvpeariog to him, that the Council had uot acini in such 
a manner as was required by (he respect dne to his ducal dlgoily t I 
and be said that they ought lo have condemned Ser Michele lo be 
banged by Ihe neck, ur at least to be banished for life. 1 

Now it was filled that my Lord Duke Martuo was lo have his 
bflBdcutod AadasUUDeocssary,wlieaanyrrrcctUtobebroiight ' 
about, Uut Ihe cause of such eflie^ must happen, it therefore came i 
to pass. Uut on the very day after Knlence had been pronounced | 
on Ser Michele Steno, being the first day of Lent, a gimUcman of the 
buuee of Barluro. a choleric gentleman, wrut lo the arsenal, and > 
required certain things u( Ihe masters of the galleys. 1 his he dhl j 
in the presence of the Admiral of the arsenal, and he, hearing the j 
requesL answered —No, it caniwl be done. High wuctU aroee | 
between the genUentan and Ihe Admiral, and tbegeDllemaustruck ■ 
him with his 6<>t Just above (he eye ; and as he ha^^ned to have a | 
* ring on bU Anger, the ring ait U»e Admiral and drew blood. The ! 
Admiral, all bruised and bloody, ran straight to the Duke lo gocn* 
plain, and with the iment of |>raylng him lo Inflict some heavy I 
pooidiment upon Ihe geifllenun nf ca Barharo.— '* Whal wouldst ' 
Uiou have me do for Uiee?*’ aiuvrered the Duke ^**Uiitik upon ' 
Ihe shameful gibe which haUibecn written conccrolng me ; and ! 
think on the manner la which they have punished (hat ribald Ml- i 
chele Sleno. who wrote it; and see how the Council of Forty re- 
tocct mir person.*’— Upin this the Admiral amwvTed,— “My Lord ; 
Duke, if you would wish lo make yourself a prince, and to ait all ' 
those cockoldy geoltenirn lo pi^es, 1 have Ibe heart, if you do . 
but help mr, to make you pnooe of all (his itala; and ihen you [ 
may puniih ibrm all.”— Hearing this. Ibe Duke taki.— '* Uuw can ' 
soeh a matter be brought about ? "—and so (hey disenursed thereon. | 

The Duke catledforhis nephew. SerBertiic^ Palierd, who Uved : 
with him In the palace, ami Uicy corarnoned ibont this plot And ' 
without leaving Ibe placn, they seal for riitHpColendaro, a seaman I 
of great repute, and for Bertiicciu Israello. w hn was excoedltigly j 
wily and canning. Then taking oounsei amongst themselves, they j 
agreed to call in some others t and so. for several nigbls raeoes- 
sirrlyiThey met with the Dukeat home In hb palace. And ibefol-' 1 


lowing men were called In singly i to wK Niccolo Fagluolo, 
Gtovannl da Corfu. Stefano Faglono, Niccolo dalle Beode. Niccolo 
Biondo, and Stefaoo Trivtsono.— It was ooocerted that sixteen oc 
sevcnleen leaders should be stationed In varioni parts of the Cilyr 
each being al Ihe bead of fbrty men, anned and prepared ; but the 
followers were not to know their destination On the appointed 
day they were to make affrays aroongM iheniaelvrv here aud there, 
ill order that the Duke might have a (irelencc for tolling Ibe belli 
of San Marco; tbese bells are never ning but by the order of Ibo 
Duke. And al the sound of ibe hells, these sisteen ur seven- 
teen. with their followen, were lo come lu San Marco, (hnmgh 
the streets which open opon the Plazu. Aud when the nolilo 
and leading cilixeo* should come Into ibe Plana, to know (he 
cause of (be riot, then Ibe consplraton were to cat them In 
pieceat and tills work bdng Anlihal. my Lord Marino Faliefo the 
Duke was to be proclaimed Ihe Lord of Venice. Things having 
been ihus settled, they agreed lo fuUH (heir iniral on Wednesday, 
the isth day of April, in Ihe year IS9S. So covertly did they plot, 
that no one ever dreamt of (heir machinations. 

But the Lord, who hath always he4>ed this most glorioiH city, 
and who, loving Its riglileousnrss and hutinrss, hath never forsaken 
it. inqtlred one Beltramo Kerg-imasco to be tl>e cause of bringing 
Ihe plot to IlgliL in the fulluwlug manner. This Brttramo. who 
bc!<Kigcd to Ser Niccolo Lloul of ^auto Sletino, had heard a word 
nr Iwo of what wu lo |.nke place ; and so, in the befbre>inenllooed 
mouth of April, be went lo (he house of ihe aforesaid Ser Niccolo 
IJonl, and told him all the particulars of Ibo plot Ser Niocolo. 
wheu he lieard all llicse things, was strock dead, as It were, with 
a(f igbt. He heard all the particulars t and Beltramo prayed Iiim 
to keep it all secret t and If be told Ser .Niccolo. it was lu order Hut 
.Ser Niccoio might stop al home oo (he ISth of April, and Urasafive 
hisldh. Bdiramo was going, butSerNiccofoorderedliu servants 
to lay hamls iipou him, and luck him up. Ser Miceolo then weint 
lo the hm>«e of Messer Giovanni Cradcnlgo .Nasofil, wlio afterwards 
became Duke, and who also lived at Santo Stelano, and told Idm 
all. The malter seemed to him to be of the very greatewt Import* 
ance. as indeed it was; and they (wo went lo Ihe huuse of Ser 
Marco Cornaro, who lived at San Felice; and having sfioken with 
him. they all three (hen determined lo go hack to (he house of Ser 
Niccolo Uoni, to examine Ihe said DcUrafflOj and having qum- 
Uooed him. and heawl alt that be bad to say. iliey lefthim In con- 
fiocmenL And (lien llK*y all three went Ifilo Hie sacristy of Son 
SaJralorc. and sent Iheir nieu to summiNi the Counrlflors, the 
Avugodori, the Cap! de* Died, and (hose of the Great Gonncil . 

Wt»en all were awembled, the wbok* story was lotd to them. 
They were struck dead, as it here, with affiigbL Theydcterroin* 
ed to send for Brlttaino. lie was brought in before them. Thev 
examined him, and ascertained that the niatler was true; and, 
although they were exceedingly troubled, yrt they dctrnnlDnl 
upon (heir mearares. And they sent Ibr ihe Capi da' Quarantr. 
Ite Signori di Nolle, the CapI de' Seslicri. and Uie Olniue delU 
Pace; and ihcy were ordered toassodalc to (heir men other good 
turn and tme, who were to proceed to Ibe luxtses of Uie ring- 
leaders of ihc conspiracy, and secure (hem. And they treured Ihe 
foreman of the arsi-oaf, in order that ibe couspiraturs ml^ not 
do mischief. Towards nightfall thry assembled In (hr palace. 
When tory were asseioblod lu Ihe palace, they caused the gates 
of thequadrangle of the palace lo lie shut. And Utey tent to the 
kee^ of Ihc BHt-tower, and Ibrhade Ihe tolling of Ihe hrIK. All 
this was carried loto effect. Thebtfure-tiicnlioned roo«pirators 
were aeatred. and they were brought to the |ialace i and, as (be 
Council of Ten hw that the Duke was In Uie plot, ibejr resolved 
(hat twenty of the leading men of the stale slioutd be awocialcd to 
them, for the purpose of coosnltaltoo and deliberation, bnt that 
they sbnnid not be allowed to ballot. 

The counseilura were the fbttowUig i— Ser Gioramil MoernJgo. 
of Ibe Seaticro Of San Marco ; Ser A Imoru Venlero da Santa Ma- 
rina, of Ibe SoUero of Caitcllo; Ser Tunnums Viadro. of Ibe 
Srstlero of Canareglo; Ser Giovanui Saondo. of (he Sestiero of 
Santa Crocet Ser Pietro Trlviaaoo, of Ibe seatirroufS.m Paolo; 
ser Paolallone Barbu il Grandu, of the sesiw-ru of Osao^ro. 
The Avogiilori of Uic GNnnrnaweallb were XofCcdo Mumstni. 
aad Ser Orio Pas>{MUgo; and tbrse did not ballot. Thoae of (bo 
CuQWcn of Ten were Ser Gtovannl Marcello, Ser Tomniaw Sa* 
nudo, tBd Ser ilrhrletio Dolfino, Iho hcada of the abctoabl 
Coaocll of Ten. Ser Lora da l^egge, and ser Pietro da Uoofo, 
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fnr|iibiton of Uicitoresald Council. And Ser Marco Polani. 6rr 
Marino Veniero, Ser Lando Lombardo, and Ser .Mcoleilo THyI* 
«^nu, of stni’ Angelo. . 

Late in ttie nfsht, jtal Mbre tbe dawning, they cho«e a Jnnta of 
twenty Dublemen uf Veofee from anioug«t the wisest, and the 
worlbievt, and Ibe oldeat They were to give couiiwl. but not lo 
ballot And ibey would not admit any one of Ci Fallero. And 
Nicculo Faliero. and arkuiher Mcculo Faiiero, of San Tornmato, 
were ex|>elled from Uie Council. Iiecaiise they belonged to Uie fa* 
niily of ibe I>oge. And lliU resolution of Treating the Junta of 
twenty was much praised Ihroushout the state. The following 
were the membcrsofthejnntaoltwriity Ser Marco Ciiisiioianl. 
Frucnralore. Ser Andrea Eriuo, Procuralure, Ser Lionardo Glue* 
liniaoi, Frocuraion;. Ser Andrea Coolarini, Ser Simone Dandoh). 
.Ser NicQidu Voipe, Scr Giovanni Luredano, Ser Marco Diedo. Ser 
Giovanni Gradenigo, Scr Andrea Cornaro, Cavalierc. Ser Marco 
Soranzo. Scr Riuien do Mosto, SerGaaana Marcello, ser Marino 
llorodnl. S<t Stefano BelcKUo. Ser Mccolu Uoui. Scr PilipfH) 
CJrio, Scr Uarcu Trivisano, Scr Jacopo Dragadiuo, Ser Giovanni 
Fosearint 

The^ twenty were accordingly called in lo tbe Conncil of Ten ; 
and they sent for my Lord Marino Faliero the Duke : aod my Lord 
Uaritiu wa> thru cotisorliiig in tbe palace with ]>eoplc of great es- 
tate, geotiemuii. and other gowl ineii, nuue of whom knew yet 
bow tite fact aloxi. 

At the same limeBertiicdolsraello, who, aionv of the ringlead- 
ers, wa« 10 hvJd the cons)>lraiors in Santa Croce, was arrested and 
hound, and brought b<’foie the Council. Zaiicllo del Drin, Met*- 
lelio dl Bo«a, .Mcolclto All>erlu, and the Giiardiaga, were alH) 
taken, together with several seameji. ami people ofvarious ranks. 
Th^e were examined, and the truth of the plot was as:crtaincd. 

On Ihc tGlIi of April Judgment was given In the Council of Ten, 
that FiUp(Hi Calendaro and Bertuccio Israeilu should be banged 
upon ibe red pillars of the batrony uf the palace, from which the 
Duke h wonl tio look at the bull hunt : and they were hanged with 
gags in their idouHis. 

The next day the following were condemned t— Mccolu Zuc- 
euolo, Mculellu Blundo, Mcoleilo Duro, UarcuGiiida, Jacomello 
Daguliflo. hicoJeltu l-idt-lc. the son of Filippo Calendaro, Marco 
Tureilo, called Israello. Sldano Trivisano, the moneychanger of 
Santa Uarghcrila. aud Antonio d.ill« Brnde. These were all taken 
at Chioica. tur llu'y were emleavouring to escajic. AftCrwardi. 
by virtue of tbe scutcnce which was pawml upon them la the 
council of.Tcn, they were hang>'d on succcuive dayi : some singly 
amt some hi ouoploa, U|Kin ihc columns of the pal^Ke, beginning 
frMn ibe red columns, and so going onwards towards the canal. 
Aod oiher prisoneri were dbeharged, because, allbough they had 
bed) iavolve«l in the rou^piracy. yet iliey had not avUted hi it t 
for.tfu*y were given to iimlL‘i>taDii by some of the heads of the 
plot. Hut they were to come amied and prepared for the service 
of the state, and in order to secure certaiu criuiiiiati; and they 
knew imthiug else. MetdeUo Alberto, the Guardiaga. and Bar- 
tokmimeu Cirioolo and his ion. and several others, who were not 
guilty, were dist^argrd. 

On Friday* tt»e ffith day of April, Judgment was also giveo. in 
Uic aforcAid CeoncH of Ten. tliat my Lord Marino Faliero, the 
Oiik(^M)uu|d have tdi head cutoff; and tliat the execution klmuhl 
bedmeon lheland|ng-place of ihe slune suircose. where Urn Uukes 
U^tc Uieir o^lb^.wheo they first eater the palace. On tbe follow- 
Jug day, (he'lTUi of April, the doors of the palace being shut, the 
nuke hit head cut off, about the hour of uooo. Aud the cap 
of estateavas taken from the Duke's head before he came down 
■Uin. ' n bra tbe execulton was over. It u said that one of the 
Couucii of Ten went to ihe coiunms of the palace over against 
Oie piaoeof SL Mark, and that he showed the bloody sword uatu 
the people, eying out with a loud voice— ‘‘The tvirible doom 
hath fallen upoo the traitor!”— aud the doors were o|>cned, and 
ibcppopteafl rtMbedin, to see tbe corpse of the Duke, who lud 
been b4»ldt:d. 

iLmustbe known that Ser GloHoftl Sanodo, Hie coimcillur, was 
not presciH the aforesaid senicticc wa^ proDouoceil becau«c 
lie was nawcU and remaimd at lioiue. So Hut ouly fourlccu bal> 



loted : that if lo My. Bve eouodliora, and otaie of (be ComieU of 
Ten. And It was adjudged, that all tbe lands aftd ciiallels of tbe 
Duke, as well as of tbe other traitors, should be forfeited to the 
state. Aud as a grace to Ihc Duke, it was resolved in ibc Cotiueil 
of Ten, that be should be allowed to dispose of twp thousand ducats 
out of bis own pro|ierly. And It was resolvod, that all the coun- 
cillors and all Ibe Avogadori of the Comnioaweath. tlmse of tbe 
CtMincil ufTen, and Ihe members of Ibc jimla, who had assisted 
in passing leoience un the Duke aod (be Other traitors, should have 
Ihe privilege uf carrying arms bolli by day and by night in Venice, 
aud from Grado to Cavaaere. And (hry were also lo be allowed 
two footmen carrying arms, the aforesaid footmen livlog aud 
boarding with them iu their own houses. And he who did not 
keep two fixitmen might traiisfer Uie privilege lo his sous or his 
brothers ; but only Ui (wo. PerniiMiuii of carrying anns was also 
graiileil lo Uic four Notaries of the Cliancery, that is lo say, of Use 
Supreme Court, who took the dei»osilioia: aud (hey were, Amedio. 
Mcoletto di Loniio, Sti-ffanello. and Pietro de CoBpostelll. tbe 
secretaries of the Signori <ii Nolle. 

After Ibc traitors had bern banged, and the Duke had bad his 
head cutoff, ilie stale remained in great lraix|nillily and peace. 
And. as I have read in a chronicle, Uic coqwe of the Duke was 
remove*! in a barge, w ith eight torches, to his tomb iu the church 
of San GioTanid e Pouio. where it was buried. The tomb Is now 
in (hat aisle in Uie mhhlle of live little church of Santa Marta delta 
: Pace, which was built by Bishop Gabriel oTBergamo. KisacoIRn 
I of stone, with these words engraved ihercou : ’* Urirjaeet DomL 
nua wartsma Falrlro Oux.'— Aud they did not paint hU portrait 
in the tiati of the Great Council but In the place where it ought 
to havebreu you see these words:— "Wic est locits Marini Fair- 
tro, (frropifofi pro mmiulAsia.''— And it Is Uioiight thathbboose 
! was granted to the church uf Sant Aposlolu ; it was that great one 
I near the bridge. Yet this could not be the case, ch* else the family 
! bought It back from Hie church ; fur It still belongs to CA Faliero. 
j 1 mint out refrain from noting. Hiat some wished to write tbe tol- 
I lowing wonis in the place where his portrait ought to have been, 
I as aforesaid i—'^Mnrintu' Falelro Dus. rttnerilas me eepU. 
; prmoa fni. tirrapitalus pro rrimiitlAua.**— Others, also, Indiled 
I a couplet, worthy of being inscribed npon his tomb. 

“ Ova VnaiiM >ac«( A<c. sMi froJara tastaas, 

SctpirM,e€fmt,t*»nmptnSt4U,aapt;cafut.'' 


Non B. 

rrmnen ox tuk covsmracy of maaino faucbo.i 

I ^Al giuviDf Doge Andrea Daodulo sncceilette un reccblo, fl 
((Dale tinli si pose at timone della repubbllca, ma sempre prims 
di qiirl, die farea d* uupo a Ini, ed alia patria : egli A Mariuo Pa- 
llcru. persoriaggiu a me nolo per antica dimesUebeasa. Falsa era 
r npinione Inlumo a iui, glaccli^ egtl si raostrb rornito piu di cor^ 
raggiu, ebe dl seunu. Non pago della prima digniU. enirh eon 
sinistro piede nel pubblico Palaaxo : iaipcrdocche questo Doge del 
Vencti, niagblratu sacro In lulii i sccoll, che dagli anltchi fii arm* 
pre vcneraiu qua! name in qndia citta, i' altr' Jeri fu decoUaio 
nel vestiboki dell' biesso Palaxzo. Discorrerel An dal princlpio le 
canse di un tale evvcDlo. e cost vario, ed ombiguo nou oe fosse il 
grido. Nessnno pero lo scusa, tutll affermano, die egli obbta 
Tolnlu caiiglar qualche cosa ncll' ordine della rrpiihhflca a Ini 
tramandalo dal magglorl. Che desldcrava egK dl plii ? lo son d' 
avviazo, che rgli abbta oltcnnbi cio. che non ti conoedettc a nes- 
snn allro i menlre adenipiva gll nflid legato prewo || Ponlebce. 
e sniie rive del Rodano iraitava la pace, che lo prima di Iui avero 
iDdaruoleiilatodi coachiudere.gli fu confvrilo ronoredrl Diicato. 
die oA chic*lcva, n^ s* aspctlava. Tomato in patria. pensii a qiirllu. 

: ctii nrs^imo non |K>sc menle giammal. e soffri qnello. die a niuno 
I accaddc mai di soffrtre : giacchA in quel liiogo celcberrimo. c 
dibritsimo, e bellis«inio infra tulii qiidU, che in vidl. ore i suol 
tutrnall avevano ricevnli grarnlbsimi onnri in mezzo altc pompc 
trioiifali, Ivi egli (ii travcinalo In modo servile, c spogltato *lHlc 
ioseguc ducati. pcrdcltc lo testa, c uiaccltlo col proprio saiiguc le 



' {"Itad t eopy Uhea sf ■nskirset IVoni retfirUi's tetlers, ivlib referenev to itir cofispirary otibe boge Natino riUcra.rolilatDlog tbe poet's opinion 
o( Ibe msilrr."- £ Oiarti. Frb. t<. IKI. 1 
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«Wl*c tkl lempio, I'aWo ilpl PaUzxo, e la inar|^irfT rawlula ^ Ihr tioUei ^Iml Ibe dppAiUirlai of power,— b) 111 (bow pro - 

"*'onI Iiillrlu, 0 (bile uUIII wioitlie. IRuolInnorilUio. wIilchilwirieoJeilbiiitrDleoltlile pollcri 


’••«r V \M<IC U»llli 

IK> DoUlo il hiofo. ora nolo II leinp^ t 6 |* anfio‘d«J Kdtalc ilf 
Crirto 13W. fu U iitonto 18 d* Aprik.' SI I jrtdo «|Hr«o, 

ch« walcuno CMmlnari la dl»cip!ma, t le nHimniftr df qurlli 
eilU. e qiunio maum^nto Ui co*e vrnm minaccjiio dalla iiiurl^ 
dl uu tol uomo fqtuatiiniiue rnttlU^lri. come hafrano, rWhd? 
oocnpllci. Q Mihimuu I’ UIcmo kuppikio, o lu i*(K'iUi)0' si accor- 
Kert, Che nulla dl plu (frandr aTVCooe al nmiK irtnjii nclla luKa. 
Ta lone qut a(lea<ll ii mio giiMllclo : assolvo II (xtpolo. se cr^re 
alia lama, bcndk ahbia potiiio e castigarc pin milrmen(r« e ew 
tnamiur dcdcctia Tcndicare II siiu «Mh>re t m% non 6is| facil- 
mcnii*. li omdera un‘ Ira RiusU I?isirmr jp urandr In lui numenAo 

nWVualrw ■>, . ... M . 


we iunsladdacauw*Do< IfM fitted la spread Vonlctopl (or ancient 
docttioc*iUih teat the ejects of ea^ytioH. ■ 

**Ttiat freediwn of nunneri. winch li«l been long boosted of ai 
the principal charm ,yf Vcnjllan mdrljr^ had deg^Hted Inlo 
scandaloak UcenUoames^: the tie of marriage wa« leas sacred In '• 
that Catholic conniry. than am»e those mtloni where the law* 
and religluo admit of ils being dlasoUed. Because titey could not 
break (he contract, they fi^ed {hat it had not cabled; and the 
ground of nullity, immodeslly aill^ged by lli# married pair, was 
atimitird with equal fsciHly by priests and ma^lrtralca. alike Cbr- 
ropl. These (h*orc«, veiled under another name, became •> fre* 


populo prfodpalmralr. Ilel quale ll preci|»iio«). ed inslaliUe ^Igo ^ei#, liiii tl!P rauel imiMrUnt act of ctrll suciely was dheuvered 
agozza gli stinwli dell' Irracundla con rt|tidl, e^acondgliaircla- W J>e ainrnable to a tribunal of eicepUius ; and to restrain the 
mon. Compatbce.e neiristesautrmpu mi adirocou quell' Infrlice o(ien scandal of such proceedings beeaihe the office of the pollde. 
uomo, U quale adomi» dl un‘ iandilo onore. non so, che co«a si In tf«a. (be Connell of Ten decreed, that ercry woiiftn nbo 
TOMK n^llcalremi annidrila aua vtia: la calatnltidi bihlllirac should sii^r a dUtoUition ofhgr maniige should be compelled 
.*^.*’?^'^**^!***^“’'*®“®“*‘''“''*”*’I’'^"'**“***** I ‘'»**a*l*^<l«cisioo of the judges In aome conrent. lobe named 


aperirk, che egll fu non solo miscro, nia Inuno. e demente. e 
che con vane artl si uMir|>o per Unti atffil uua falsa fauu di *8> 
|4cnza. Ammosisoo 1 Dogi, 1 qiuU gh fucccderaixi.^]>e ipiesto 4 
nn‘ CKmpio posto fnaiui al loro occhj. qiialu rpeQchlo, nel qoalc 
Teggano d' essere non signori, rua Duel, anal deiumcno niici, irta 
aoorjti acrrl della Repubblica. Tu au saho; e glarcl^ aiiUuano 
le pobUiche oose. shirzlamosi d( goreriiar niodcstisrioiaml%le 1 
piiraU Dosirl afTarL^—LassTi, / fn^f^l dl Atrdrro, vd. It. p. 383. 

The aborc lUlian IrausUUon Irom (he l.alin cpUllea of Petrarch 
prores— • 

<sUy, That Uirlno Fal^ro was a pei^nal ^md of Pelrarch'li 
*'antica dtmcslichezia," bldfeUuiacy. U the ^rase of the poet. 

•blly. That Petrardi thought that he liSd more* courage (tun 
coodoct, *• pill dJ eorra^gifi che di sAin^*' 

MIy. Thai Ibefr was some Jealotisy on^lbe part of Pct»nV; for 
he says that Marino Pallero was ireathg of 4he ncace n biHi he 
birosrlf liad^*'yalBly attempled to conclude-" * 
klhly. That fionhur of the Pukedum wasi^nlprred uiKmhiim* 
which he neither nought nor eipcctal. “ che o4 chfrdcra d4 im- 
petlara." and which had new bAr granted to any other In like 
cigeunutanoes, **ci6 ebc il concadcUe a fteCsun^ltro;" 
proof of ^ high ^jeem In Wldch he u^it hare b«rn 1^. 

8thly, Thai lie fed arei^Uiiun for i^agom. only ^feiled by 
Ihe last enurprhe ortila UIc," *l usur]i^per lan:i anni dkMlaa faina 
di^lena.".-.- He Mftsur|»ed tor lo mtnyyearPa lalse fame of 
ioBoii>;" rafhee* dlhRiiluUsI^ 1 Mmufa think. Pe4i(4a are gene- 
rally fuwid ont before elghUy yeara^fagf. at least In a irpnldic. 

From ib(*. aod Ihn^rrh^lorical iiuicagglitcii I bafc colled- 
ed. it may be inferred. Dial Marino Fallen posseMcd /nany of Ibo 
qoafliJN. bul not the jqfces* of ;^ro ; and ibal hi* pamions wile 
loo TldcnL The loflry and igpmni accfnmt of Dr. Moore falls 
to Ifie ground, ^irareh ksya, “that Uieretiad been no greater 
went in Ida (lm«^ (olu-Timra Mtci(any), “ nosutteinpl." In Italy, 
n* «lw dirft>ra from the histoftan in uyiag ihat Fallero was “on 
Ibe banks of^lh^’/fAppe," ln4fl^'or at Rome, wben'elected; the 
otbegnccounts saj^ lhai Uie ikpuUiIon of {be VeneUan sbhale 
mAlUiifa^tsrcnna. ^ow ibU may have* been, it la not forme 
tOifccUe. aodMofpofmtira^aace. Had Ihe maff succeed- 
ed. he would have ehanged the face of Venice, and perhaps of 
Italy.' As I A, what are they bolfa f 


^ by Ihe court « Soon afterwiftds the same ooiindl summoned all 
cauwwof that naliire before itself. • This inlriiigemenl da eccle- 
siastical jnnNl||tlun having occasioned aome remoastnnce from 
Riiine. Ihe council retained only the right of rejecting the iielltum 
of ifie married persons, and consented lo refer such to ihe 
holy ^ce m it should not previously have reeded, a 
“Ttrre wag^a momriil lo which, dotibUeas,' the destruction nf 
privale fortunes, the rum of youth, the domestic dUcord orSasion- 
ed by these abases. dHeniiioi*d the gorernment lo Separt from Its 
established matlmscunccming Um freedom of manners allows 
’ the sttlged. All the oourtesans were banished from Venice; tmt 
their absAice was not cnosigh lo reclaim and bring bs^ guiKl mo- 
ral*j(^ whole people bronght up in the most scami^ut licen- 
tjoumeis. Pepravity mefaed the very bosoms of private famillej, 
and evrn into the cloisler; aod they found Uiemselves obliged to 
recall, aod even to indesnoify i women who soiuetluies gained 
possession of tinportaot secrets, and who might be usefully eu>~ 
ployed lu the ruin of whose fortunes might hare rendered 
Ui^ ‘dangerous. Slnceihat time UccotkMisneti has gone tm in- 
crAing : aod w( have aeen mothers, not only selling ibc Inno- 
cence of their danghlerr, but selling It by a contract, auiheulicalcd 
by the signatore uf a public officer, and Usepertonxuooe of wliicb 
was secun-d by the proteciioo of ibe laws- * 

**The iMriours uf (lie coovemtofoobJe ladlea, aod Uic honieaof 
the cuurtrsana, though the poUco carefully kept up a nuoiber of 
s]i^ about them, were the only assemblies fur society In Venice .* 
and in these two places, so different from each other, (liere was 
^ual freedom. Music, cuilaliooa, gallantry, were not more for- 
bHklen in Uie parlours (ban al the casinos. Tliere weft a number 
of casinos fur the purpose of public assemblies, where gaming was 
Uie principal pursuit uf the company, it was a atrange sight to see 
persona of either sex masked, or grave persosMges in their magls. 
teriai robes, round a table, invoking chance., and giving way at 
one instant (o Ihe agonies of despair, kl the next lo Ibe lllnsiosu of 
hope, and Uiat without uttering a alngle wos^. 

** The rich bad private cisioos. but they IIVM ineognito in tliern : 
and the wivea whom they abandooed found cumpcnaaliurfln the 
liberty tliey enjoyed. The comipilon of nwA-aU hod deprlTcsl 
them of their empire. We have juat reViewed ibeVHide iRatory 
of Venice, and we have not once seen them exercise the al^htcst 
influence. "—Daiti. BUt, de la Rdpub‘ de P'emUt, voi. v. p. Ot. 


Non C, 

VnCTliX SOCICTT AMD MSMMeAS. 

*• Tie# Wlihoul spImOMr, sla wllboot rrtlrf 
Bvt« rron ttiv 0OM of levs to uiwotb It o'or ; 

*■«. la lUvsaod.coorso losla of kab(Uiids.’'olc.-(8sr p. M14 

•'To these attacks, ao frequently pointed by. the government 
agaloal the clergy— to Ibe continual straggles between the differ- 
ent conatltuled boiUea,— to these enterprises carried on by the 


ACCOOMT OP TOB AMCICTT TlMgriAM IS08ILITT. WITH TITR CAC5BS 
UP ITS OECiT. 

•• Sbs sbalt iSoep to ho 
A provliKO nir an nnpiro, peiir town 
In Uvu of rsi>(ui, Willi sisvos for avoatos, 

■an art for oobloB, pandars for * paopls I Ad T. Scent 8. 

•‘ The nobles of Venice. UKMgh ill equal In the eye of Ibe law. 


• CorrsspocMirsee of M. Seblick, Praseb charge iTaRhlrcs. D«Mtrh of 
3Ub Aocast, iTtL 

* Psapa lch. SIM Aagad- a /HE. Oaspalrb of U Septrabrr. 1785. 
Thtderree for tbclr recall desif oslcs ibnn as noMre Iconwnlc ncre- 


frfdta rand aod aonif hoam.called Case rsaipsnr, wersaastfoed lo ibcm; 
hooro Ibo opprobriuus appcHaiigo of Cnrwpmnt. 

^ Major, DMcriptioa of Ycnlce, toUI.; and M. Artbrnbolt. Pktare of 

iiah, *01. 1. ch. a. 

oi) 
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wort) fmdfully dlTklcd into lliroc cf^MCs ; llic «li«tingiiisli^ 
a<( of the snnguf blit or tongue eohmbin, L c. blue bbtoil or |ii- 
gcoa’s blLKMl; the second, as the divUiuo of the tuoi'rf rti mezzo, 

■ Otlbo iniAdl* pit'cc ; and Haftpoore^t of all as /?rrNo6oti. nr Bar- 
a^tes; irom (heir iuhabfttos soiall aiHl clieap bouses In Uio 
of St.Jlarnaltss. ^ 

^11 Yvill be easily cnnceirnl that the p<x>r nnbililjr must hare 
been nnmcroiK in a state which ciyt*<iilcrcd all the lcf;iilraatc sous 
ofa patrician as noble; where commerce no longer uflcred a re- 
sonree, and the only p'^osshm left wajf^thatof the law. This ela«. 
therefore, iubsi<tlnff«ipoD ihc employmrnts of the repoblic, civil 
or ihiUlary.' at home and abroad, was nrresvarily mined by the 
rerotutioD. But Hic caa«o of the almmt general Iiitoc which in-_ 
Tolved the Venetian aristocracy U not so niimrtliaicly vUlblo; the ' 
leas ao, as the laws of th%/e^e*commeijo, which corresponds with 
our onlaU, were wflicienlly rigoroils In old Venice. 

‘*1 shall try. according to the information 1 have receired. lo 
esplaio bow this was accomplishod. The lint and foresost cause 
was fbe excessive iinlolcnce and prolusion of the last generatioDs 
of dtesuftpiniy. who appear to have re«onibled the ancestor of Sir 
Koger de CorVley s who, lie tells us. “ would sign a^ced for a 
niortgago- covering one lialf hl< estate with bis g^vo ont"wilh 
this dllfercnco, however, ihal the Venetian {lalriciau could only 
mortgage his estate dti;^ng his own oator.Yl lifet a circom^^tancc 
which, it appears at fird sight, should have b<^ Um protection 
of the ancient houses of Venice. The protection s^«, however, 
in most iusUnc^s, of no avail. 

“In almost .ill comilrirs the laws of hnoonr often conlravcoe 
the laws of Use laud, often niUchievonslyi but they sometimes 
come til aid of sound morality. Such was UtHr effect ItenT. The 
law o! ihe^fde-eomniefto allowed a sou lo charge hlniself wit!]. 
the debts of a ralber, without prejudice to his .succe$aors;«bat it 
being considered as a point of himonr lo take up tills burden, thp 
son's son nirCeeded lo it, and Uie debts of one generation were 
penielu^ted through diverse succeeding ones. 

''Tilings wore in Uiis slate when the old government was over- 
thrown, aip) Ibe UiY| of fedc-eomtnetso a^li«hcd here, as well as 
all over tbo countries rcvolulionUed by France. Tlie conse- 
^tieoce was, the iuunotliate seizure of propcrly,so ennimbcrcd. 
This was lnevitablo:‘‘arKl Uic cretlitor of the family of Coi'ner, or 
any olher Venetian bouse, seized upon bis own. • ' 

**Tbns ooc of the indirect cooscquences of the rcvuluOoo w.is 
the del traction of tn immense omuber of VenetiaiiJaniilies of the 
ioi}<fise 6M and morW di mezzo. II was, however, more imme- 
dialety^lestroctive lo those denominated tbeoarnabites. whowgge 
at odee cut off from all the lucrative ofTices of the state. Nor was 
(his all t the danghlera of the indigent nubility had all of ihcifi 
pensions wAch they bronght in dowry to their husbands; hut 
place and pension, though bestowed for life, were annihilated, and, 
in Uie place of these, a miserable stipend of two Venetian Urres a 
day (not quIt^ciH^ncc EngliA} was bestowed on tliose w ho coo- 
doeetiAed to aeo^ of it, by Ibe mushroom municipality which 
HoarfshM for its day out of the ruins of the aristocracy. I'oor as 
Uiia ^Uance wfi, eV|o in IbU country where ncceasarics bear a 
price Ml of all proportloo to luxuries, nambers did accept It. 
uoder^ihe Miea that it wonld be Increasal under happier circiim- 
staaces;|i(^^Froiwih, it will be easily believed, did not augment 
it. gnd (Bbat eonki acaraely be Iteiloved bat by those vsrsed in tlic 
proceaHngi of ibe cabinet of Vienna) the Aostnan government 
clipped this tnlaerablo mile, and clogged it with condiUoDs which 


woiyis. 

neither the rpvoluUi^oary founicipalily nor live Preach were il' 
liberal t-iKKigli to iiapbac. i ' 

*' The rnimicipalily gave f*rlr compensation, and, the whole of 
the lerrtt fer»tn lieiog iti iwsvisslon of the enrmy, perhaps tlicy 
could give n^ more— the munldpaUly gave it as unrcslnctcd as 
Uie pensions it wav lu replace : llic French made no alteration In 
ibe system ; hut Ihc Austrian^ have not only llmiied il to pemuw 
not haring Iwo hundred ducats a year ^twenty-five pounds sier- 
lingb JhiI Iuvc liisi-siod ii;M>n its being spent hi ilidr own domi> 
nl«Nis- rigour with which this cmtdilioii Is exacted, lake 

the lollowjngcxai^ple A lady Jgnorant of the regulations which 
had iMN'fifnlrodiiced. wasaNenI two years In the south of Franoe ; 
she reiiimeil. ami claimed Uic arrears of her pension, without 
having specified wficre she had been. Tl»e arrears were paid, af- 
ter the usual diflioultics ; but her absence having been ascertaiiled, 
she was orderad-tn disgorge her prey, under Ihc threat of being 
excluded froiq all further proviidon. 

"Ihava said, after tbc US114I dlfflcultles 1 I will now illiialralit 
these. AniAber lady claimed levrn usoitfAs’ arraars of pension, 
due during a residence in f.ombardy and the Venetian state. Now. 
this was a c[jdin verlfialde by a tingte instniincnt, her passport, 
w|)ich asefertaioeil ihedxj- of licr arrival in every town, by ibe rig- 
nalurc of .accredited ofliccrs of the Austrian iHdice. N'oIwUh- 
standiiig this, she was term month* more iKsfore she could obtain 
her ^mand. These were t]ient in the pmeotalton of petitions, 
alwa^ by on^, always on sUin{icd |>apiTr, and in tlie almost 
daily heat of half the ofScial sUirs of Venice, either in person or 
in proxy. 

“ Bill I willingly torn away my cy« from a picture, erery de- 
tail of which b painful, and. haviug described the furiuoes of the 
Venetian noluhiy. shall give some account 0^ their honuun. The 
patricians, as f-aaid befwe, all equal in the eye of llie law. had no 
titles as such, rxcepliii.g Uiat of your .ExceUenq / ; though some 
horejUieqi, a« rkiunfs. etc. of lerie^ (rrtna, before beiug enroHod 
in ibruohUlty of Venice; and some bad lilies assigneil them as 
^mpensatiuas flir^ or rather as memorials of, fallen grealnCM. 
Thus the emeriti, formerly lords of Crrmd. bad llic dbliDctiua 
continued to them, after Cremo was absorb^ ui the Venetian slate. 

"TlkeMxfamiUcs, however, nsualfy let Uieir titles sleep, cuod- 
dering ihg quali^ of an iiniitied Veneti^ palricUii as siiperiur lo 
any other disUortiun. N^r does tbH m.-oiu to have been an odd 
I'cfineniem, for Uie okTrepiihlic sold liUea fur A pittance to who- 
ever could \isy for them, tboagli sneh a perWui might not even 
haje had the eiJucalk>n*ofa gentleman.*. It was natural. Iher^ 
fore, that a lord of Crenyi should Jear being cunrbimded with this 
countly conagliu, and Muk lib having any thing In common with 
such a crew. $ • • • 

^'The great political riyoIntU^ tliat ha^kfe f^ce, destroying 
the splendor of the /16ro has indpc|;il some -to prudiioe 

their terra f-rmet ifilei ; iHit the iiisjorUy couteni themselves with 
the style of enrofierr^ which does hot uoccsiarily denote actual 
knlglilliood ; and m often used almost as'libcrally in Italy, as Ihc 
denominattnu of.s<ii1ire now is in Kiigland. A striking prqpf. in- 
deed, of good SL*nse and dignily Wa^ivenbyilie great body of the 
Venetian nobility, on being invited by Auelrla to cl^m nabiMy 
and title (^pro her, 00 the verification of.Uteir rights; die.girat 
body of tlietn rnerbly desiriim a rccttgnition of their rank, wii^mui 
availing themselves of the offer heM oat to them. A few, indeed, 
have pursued a different line of rondiicl. and rrceivtil patents of 
princes,*' etc.— Hofix. tetter* from the yorUi of /inf i/,.toI. U. p. 105. 


* ThU Is hf »o tiKSua ilngk rsn: A TeasA.in Judge, dicplsml, but 
pcvuioiHsl by (lie Aiiililsiw, nefikded to rereiie hh allonAnre Arrordtoa lo 
IhscumiileoMtw others. At l«i>ctb he nppited for bis srreir*, which neie 
d«Dle>i him. “ Whstl" said he. ■* wtl) you nol give me wbsl olben lu«e 
rerrivedr'' "No!** wss the suswer, "ind IhOM oibm will bs torml lo 

rvrund.*’~f<i>te lltai tbnepensioiu bad been paid in virtue ofa solemn end 
prinUd iRcrte. 


* ThetjuaHllreilon to be a Count was sbout what 1« tupposed lo qasltfy 
for kolghihond In England, and Ibe (et paid for tbe lUIr, it I aa rightly lo- 
rortnrd, 30/. or 10/. 

> No ordrr of Anighlhood was pcrullsr to Vcnlc*. and her rltlams were 
precluded by Ian from tKVomiiig Dcmberi of foreign ordsn. 
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>' i iHinld roaif to >««, aD;iitlett 

•r I Ifaunfc tbee, Jcm, fbr leocbinu me ll>«t Mord." 


V * > 


» PnEFACE. 

Il balh tiepn widely said, that “One fool makes inaoy ; *’ 
and il bath been {>octIealty obserred. ^ 

“ Tbil IimI* ru>li la wbvrr jogtU \o Ireod,'*— et>pr. 

If Mr. Sotilbey bad not ru>bcd in «li«rc bo bad no bu> 


S«tki»c*iic. 


slnrstt. and wbe^ be never «as ijerorc. and nc\cr be 
aptbi. Iho fuliowing piM'in would not base been wrilteii. 
Il i« nut impossible lhai il may be as eood ns bis own.'sre* 
trig that It entma. by aii)^siH>d{*!i ofstupIdUy. naiiiral or 
an]nired. be trorsc. The grofs fiallery. tbe dull Inipu- 
doni‘e, tbe renegade Intolerance and Imploas cant. uT tbe 
I |M)ctn by Ihc aulhor of “Wat Tyler," arc something so 


• [ Had not tbe chrottotogical onkr been agjhi departed .from, 
on tbe same grouads alrvaily ciplaiiicil wiUiVvfi’rrnce to “ Uiihtc 
Harold." die reader wotild have bad kTore lilm. en^ be Caches 
U*G page of our coilecUon.' the lWQ,?lrsl Haotus of “'pdii liian.'' 
TboM <'.anU)a were pVialcd wilbg^i Lord ttyniu's Ibimc : but all 
Ihc world knew that tb'ey were hist and -Hr. Soiiihay wv far froin 
being singular, in lamenting and cundeimiins ibe spirit in which .. 
parts pf ihem had tx-rA wiiiUHi. * * 

The l.aureiloi in 1931, pulili«l)e<1 a i>ltre, In Engli'h Irlixameters, 
eniilleti "A Vision of Jiicigmeut." and wtilcb laHvI |lrron, in cri- 
licbiogit, laughs at as “ibc Apolhc<w>b of Hoorge llto tyiinl.** 

In the preface to ihD pocta, aPer some observations on Ihc {iccu* 
liar style of lU vmibcalion. kfr. Souiliey iatro«iuccd the tulIoMing 
remarks t— ^ * 

“ 1 am well iwsre ftst tbe pobllc on prenUIVlT Intolpraol of »ueh Iniw* 
••ItMis; not lias M t Its a tbe po|iblBCe ur^ufanj fordya luhluo. ttlicfberof ' 
(ttpprfv or coBfOolenoo. Would lltiitthls UWTn/yinlokTjiire were amjrr 
tbe Inflwmre of a Ksner Judtimeiil, nor) nvaeilM llie luoraP nwirc Itisii Ibe ' 
iDODO«r of t roaponUtuo . ibc tplfU miner fh-yff Ui# form > Woubflbat II | 
Moredlrrcieii s^biloettbusetnuiulRxiycobit’UNilloiMof twrnm^aiut morkcry. 
lewdiieM sod loipleij, witb wliWb EtiidUb poetry lta«, la 0>ir «lsym flml | 
been pelloteH > For roorv tBsn lislf s irnlury F.mcIWIi llieralare bed bev'u 
dltfi'yeulAsd bf lit ttiaral purity, tlie elTtrl. aud.^lu 111 turn, the reuieof in 
taipfovrtaeul In nsUodal masner*. A falhw mlgbl. Nlltwut spprrbeiiyloa 
*1 iTlJ.barevHil lulolbe hsiKls 0f Bit cblldren ni^ iKiok wbich lau^ fraoi 
tbe pTM, If it dill not beer, ellber in Ht> linr-paveivfroBUapkrc, inanlfiekl 
stgcMtlMi llwstlbimded at tarntture foribebroiliei. There waaHediDgrr 
la any work n blrb bore (be name of a rop<«iablc pubiUber. or was lo be 
pronirwl at any renpef|ali|(e bookicKer't. Tbit wu pantcBlJiriy the raw 
vMtb retard to oar poetry. It It now do k>iigi-r to - and bur to (boar by 
wbMD Ibe ol^ica roinethl Itf iirrator tko isienit (rf ibr offmdrr, Uie 
ItreoMr U biipalll, and Ihe more mdurioi wlfl be liHahsiur. Wb^ber It 
bp that Ibe UW< are in ibruueltoi ufifblclostMieBiiesil of IhU mairuHtidr. 
or whrtIWT It be that they are rrmluly odmlnblprrd, and w itb tnrh Injoo' 
lire Ibel Ibcoetebilty olanofteodcr *cnr« ata prhUppe wbrrrby be obtaliu 
Ifspunlly. lodltbloala are bound lo nnitidiT Uwl Mirb pornbiout works 
would Drilber be poblUhcd nor wriltpii, g ibPy wprt- dho>uraped at ibey 
tolfftil, and ouebUo be, by pnbHr fudUic ; ctery pt^^raoo tbrrefore wbo pur- 
rbaacs torti bookt. or admits ibem into bit houic. |>roiM>ip« Ibe mltrhlef. 
and Iberrby. at far at la bla lies, bccoows an abler aud abvtlor of Ibe 
rrlme. 

** Tbe pabHrallon of a tavliknn book Is one of the worst offempSHlilrh 
can be roniiulltori agslDM the wetl-beltifi uftorkly. Il lia tin. lo Iborofl- 
arrjnpnrrs of which no llnillt can be aodened, and lb«*« roosrfjuenrps do 
afliT-repcnlaDCe lo tbe writer can countrract. Wbtirrer rrtnorw of ron- i 
aricnre be may frel wben bh hoar cootm (and ruioe II ino«l I ) will be of 
no arall. The pofenanry of a deolb-bod rvyH-nlancc raiiiiot cancel one «opy | 
•f lb« tb>ni*andt wbkli are icnt abroad; and at long at H ron’lnoet io be i 
rw*<t. so loii|! It be tbe pander of po«1rrily . and to louR U tar heaping up 
lullt upon bit wul in perpetual aerumnlailon. I 

"Ttiesp rcmirks ore uot morcteTere than ibcofrencedpterTPs, esea wbrn 
applied lo thaw Immorsl wrUrrs who bate not been contrinut of any till { 
luirnlion In thrlr wrUiogt, who wonW acknowIcdfiPA tiUie Icail). a HUJ« | 
wamlbotrataMrluti, and to larlb. In Ituisorl oftanKuaiic wllli whlrb men j 
Rlu*e urer Iticir farouriic rices, and dcccfrc ibnuKliva- Mbal tben tboukl 


bo wid of those for whom Ibe lbo<ig1>llpst(ifsa and Inebrlrly of wanloa 
ytfilh eau do longer be pleaded, but wba bare urlltcn lo aobrr manliood 
sad i|nh deilberaie purpose f-> Men of dltewted ' bearit and d^aicd Imo- 
Riniitlons, who. fomilng a tyslem of oplnlont lo ault Ibilr own unhappy 
coorre <)f cwflyuci, baS« rebetird ai|piio>i the bolkat ortllnanrr-i of human 
aorirty.and hailag tbai retpaled rciiitiau wbicb, with all tbHr rfforU and 
bravadoet, Ibry are unable eAlrely lo obbelk'rF. labour lo oMkr olbert at 
.inlwwabieuihoaitHrra. by tofcctlnfi Ibcrwwiib a inonil »liu« (bat eats into 
Uie WMil I Tbe iwImoI w bU b Ibcy bare wrt up may pfoperif be (jillpd Ibe 
9biaolc kImoI^ for Ibougb Ibrir p^urtion^ breathe ll>r iptrll o( llellal In 
tbclr lasclrtoiu paria. aud tbe splrli'ol Mdlocb lo tbiMC liNltuoaye Impfin of 
alruPilim and borrort wbkb they drUght Id repnAcnt, IIm^ dfc nwic f>pe> 
rtally rharaclerlacd by a Solao^r spirit of pride aud oudacimia ir^ilcty. whkb 
Mill betrayt Iba wrrkbpd kvHiiii of bopelewuHti wbe^^ewltb II Nalllrd. 

"Tblaeril itpolltlcslas wclla* moral, for Indead mural nud polUlcaierlla 
are Inseparably coaucrled. Truly bos II been alUrmrd ly one of our abieti 
and rieaml reatunert, that * Ibe dniructtoo of gorenmtcnlt iiwy be prored 
an<i deduct'd Irohi (Iw pt-neral rorrupilop of t%e Mibjocu' ruauovrt. as a 
direct and iMlural cauar iboroof. by a drmoDttr.iiluu sr ceriulo at aoy (p Ibe 
niatlicnuilr*.' There U no maslm m^rv lrc(|ei«nlly eufomd by Mscblatelli. 
than that trbere Ibe rtuDnert of a people aru paneraUy torniiHod, there tbe 
gorpmment cannot Ioor tubtlM.~a trrill) which all lUMory Pu-oiplUIrt ; 
ao<l Ibere tsoo tncaos whereby Ibal corrupnon can be so surely aud rapidly 
dtffn>rd.ai by petsonlnp ib« watersof iiieraiure. 

** U| rulers of ibe Mate look lo Ibis, lo itme t But, lo me Ibe words ot 
Mallf.'lf *«urpBy»lcU(w Ibtofe ll>c best way of rur/upa dUcste U lo pewper 
II, -Ibe Lord In mercy prepare tbe kiogdom lo tulfcr. wlisl Ho by tulrucle 
only no pretviU H « 

“ No apolom irbOrred for Ibrse remarks. Tbr suNrrt ltd to tbnii ; and 
IbeorrasloDof Inlrodo'log them was wlltloply Ukcii. Iienase II Is the duly 
of rrrry one. wltow opinion mny bsve any Indurnir. lo espOM the drift sml 
aim of Itaow writers who arc l•bou^ll■g to aobierl ibs! fouudatlucwof buoiin 
virtue and of bunun twppinest.** 

Lord Dyroo rcjoiaeil ts follows « - 

“ Nr. Soiritary, In bis plont prefKa lo a poem wboee Maspbemy Is aa 
barmlcas at tbe sedition of Wal Tyiv. because It Iscnually absurd with that 
tln^ure production, ralli u|HHi the ^ kgi4alure to look to it,' •» the lolera* 

* ( “ .eunml pod* to ornnkpodarum ksmilo fuerool probi ; In noetrla U 
shllmitsel sldeiwus; ne(}ue sMui rsl rrror a vrrliate tongioi lyosm OMcna 
inerola magnis iwctvsHrkxcimiDpI vhtl«. Sei-undopk^rlqiia puMbabcnl 
prlninm, hi msllKnluie. HlT ipnnraidU. «t r|uum alliyuein liimilunl aiyll 
iiiurumquertlils notamfb, nee InBcvium lootcir nac loUiwk edeiMli'. pov- 
rotn, euiii Hipisut. prtMiiram. occupant, ampl* iniitwr. si motr* allquon- 
luium (etk'l corrtgerr. si sty turn curare paiitulum. tl fen Ido Inticnlow-iu- 
prrsru. si more- tunUHuai Ininponero. imn lust-ns ovsciy <|uhl el tero 
rpM-um, quadracinia aouos TtaUu. piocu'ieral iRiMranl verb iebrkulls 
ooii Uidlcarl tins. Impaikollam ablmbetlHk-ile non dlflem; iRUM-anl a 
Icsi bomlne et irKonMsuir muba (vrlasscarrlol pOMpluxiuam modlocrij. 
nihil roopoallum, arduam. vieroum. " Savaglus Uirdvr. fie Csilu Bf<yae 
A'fB /.slini&rMoMit. *' TtiUiMy. which is full otbnefilllcal rcinarksan>l 
alilklng ibougbU fetknoudy ripre*sc<J. rrachnl Dw fiooi I'lss. while tbar 
prtMf of Ibeprtseni slnrt wasbclerainc. Of tlsouibdk i Ibr author of Gehir 
and FJtont JulUo y I will only my ki ibis pia;o. Iluk lo bare oblaincd bis 
apywatoaiion m a pod. and imuwmoI bit filfiidakip as a uiao. will be re* 
iiK-inbered sreonu IIh* hoiMmrs oTtuy Hfr, wHeh Ibe prily enmltim of this 
gviKcaiton will tw forgoiieti. tod lU^lieiDcril rvpulaltwlu tlMlI Iten- pa>K-d 
■way."- Jfr. SoalArp'i note, i 
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BYRON S WbRKS. 


Mupendous as to foiTn ibe sublime of himself 'containing 
tbe quintessence of his own aUribuies. • • 

So raiicb for his |>ocm— a word on his pr^ace. In- this 
prefarc it has pleased tbe magiianliDous Laureate to draw 
the pirture of a supposed "Satanic School." the which he 
doth ri’corumcftd to the notice pf tbe legislature; thereby 


adding to his other laurels tbe ambition oT those of cn in- 
fum^r. If there eii<tsaiiy w here, excepting In his Imagl- 
naii<iii. such a School, is he upt sunkloull) armed against 
It by his own Intense vanity ? Tbe truth is. that there are 
certain writers whom Mr. S. imagines, like Scrub, to have 
"talked o^Afni; for they laughed cuosumcdlj." 


IlM of MCb Hrltibgt M to Ibo rnneti RevdalVoa : no* MCb wrillirgt •> 
Wot TyItT, bat u tbow of Ihe 'Satsnir school.' ThU It not true, oixl Hr. 
Soatbey knows i| to be not tmc. Every Frmrh writer ol any rrentofo wm 
pencculedi yoltalreaiMi aoosesa wmullet, Merruontel eod Diderot were 
eent to Uw tatlllc, and a fterpetual war wu waged with Iha nbOlocUet by 
tbe eilalkug deapolMB. In Ibe Bctl ploce, tbe Freoeb Bevolullop wea eal 
occaaloncd by any wrUiopt wbaUoever. but niovt have wu rrrd ooKKb 
wrlnn ever eiiated. It U tbe roahlon to allribule every lliiiig to the French 
■eeolullon, and tbe French Bevotollon to every tblag but Ua real ceoae. 
That caoae la obylooa— tbe (toveniincni eurlad loo mucb, and the peitple 
' could oeUber gtre nor Sear more. Wllbont IbU, Ibe CncyHoptdkiU ttkiht 
have wrilira Ibetr Ungerf eU without Ibe oce u rreoce of a »loiOe aMeraiioo. 
A ad Ibe Eefttaarevolalloa— (ibe llrat. I wbat wa< It occaMoited by? 

The eiirttaaa wereaurely ■> pious and fWornl a« W’celey or bis blotH'apber? 
Acta-acta op Ibo part of govcroiDonl, and nat KrtHugs agaloit theo, have 
caused the put convulaivni, aod are lending to Ibe fuiare. 

“ 1 look apoo tQch m iutv liable, (bough do revolulloDUl : I wiab lo ar« 
Ihe Engllib riMUiUolion rewered, aod act dntroyed. born an ahworrst, 
and naturally one by lemper, with lt>e grealcr part of my prosenl propirty 
Intbcfliadi. wbal have / lo gain by a revolutlOQ? lrrha|M | bate more 
to loae In every way Ibaa Mr. Souibey, wUb all bla ptacea aod preaenia for 
panegyrics and abuse Into Iha bargain. But Ibal a revoludon Is locvltabje. 

I repeat. Tbegotemmcnl may nail over Iba reprrakton of petty log|ulU; 
tbcac are bui the recedlog dsvrs rrpulaed aod broken for a motMut 0» Iho 
shore, whiiu Iba grral (Ida UaUU rolling on sod gsialog groiysd wyb every 
breaker, Mr. Soutbey arrurra us of allacking tbe rrligl.M of tbe eoonlry ; 
aod la be abelllng It by nrlllog llset of tFrif^jr .* one mode of worship Is 
merely destroyed hy anolbcr. Tlwrc never wu. nor ever w 111 be, a country ^ 
wllboot a roUgfoo. Wr shall be told of Framet again ; bol ll was only ParU 
and a fra^ilic party, wbirli for a inmoenl opbehi itwir do(RBsilc nooaen« 
of Ibeo-pldlantbropy. Tberhnrrb of r.ngland. If overthrown, will br swept 
away by tbe VetAriana, aod not by Use arrptlcs. Feopla are loo wise, loo 
well tuforniM. loo certain of Ibdr own Iromctne Imporlancc lo Ibe rcalnia 
of spore, r«er to suhtuU to iLc Implrty of douM. There may ha a few aueh 
dlfDdcnl i|>eculalors. Ilka water In the pale auubeam of human reason, bul 
Ibay are very few ; and tbeir opinions, wlihoot enlhu'lun or appeal to Ibo 
pawlona, ran nerer gnln proaelylet— onleu, Indo.'d, they are pmcailed-~ 
flat, lo be sure, w ill Ineregsc any thing. 

** Hr. Soutbey. with a cowardly feructiy, cinJts over Use anticipated '<leatb' 
bed repmianre' of tbe objetla of hb illtUkc^ aod ludulgea himacir in a 
pleaMDl ‘Vision of Judgmeol.' In prow a« well a* verse, fuU of Implouilm* 
pudence. Wbal Nr. Southey a aeosttlons or ours may be In the awful mo- 
meat of iMvIng tbia stale of etUiexice, neither be uor we eaa pretend to 
deride. In common, I preMimc, with inou men of any retlenion. | have 
not wailed for • 'daeib-bed' lo repent of many of my oclloas, notw li^atand- 
Ing the ' diabolical prida' which Ibis pltirul irnegado In hb rancour%aiild 
Impute to Iboae who acorn A«ei. Wheiher upon tlir wholo tlwgood or tv 11 
of my deeds may prepondenic la not for me lo kMcitsIns bul as my meaiu 
and opporlunlllaa base been greeter. 1 shall Umll my preacnl iJefeoca to an 
aaacrtloD, laaally proved. If Decenaty.l that I. I* rny degree.' have done 
more rml good In any atic glrru year, since 1 was twenty, than Mr. Soutbey 
In Ibe whole course of bU sblfilng atid inrorosl eibdeneo. * There are ae- 
vmlacilonito which t ran look bark with au bouetl pride, not lo bo damp- 
mi by tbe caluBOlea of ■ birellog. There are others lo wbkb I recur wlib 
aoiTow aotf repentaare; bul Ibo only aft of nry Ufa of wbicb Mr. Soulboy 
can bare ahy real kuuwladge. as 1( was one wbicb brought me In conUn 
with a near cuunetton of bU own. " did no dishonour to tbal couheiioa. 
itor to ma. . * 

“ I am not Ignorant of Hr. Sonlbey'i calnmnles ou a dirfrrmt ocrevibn, 
koowln^ibau to be such, wbieft he KOilered Wbrood on hii relorn from 
Nwllicriaud against nse and olltei's : ihey bare done blm uo good iu litis 
world ; aod If bis veed be tbo.rlglA one, Iboy wilt do him lem lu ibeoeti. 
VTbai Ala ‘ dmlb-bcd ' may be, It'b not my pravtnre lo prwllcalB : lei blm 
settle It wiib bU Maker, aa i iniii.l do vviib mlneT There U somelhlng at 
oDca lodkrouf aod Maspbemous tu this arrogant scribbler of oil work alt- 

* film lord BjTon very atodaatly informs bi.lhat he baa doiw more good 
In any one year of his Ufa* than Mr. Soulbey has done In life whole of tha 
years be baa lived upon tbe earth. We are rnwh at a loss lunuderitand tba 
drIR oflbls Tory candid coaimttnirivllon. Does Lord Byrou mean to say, 
llMS he has gtveo away muri money In charily lhan ^ Laureale could 
nfford^todo? Wa balirve llial tills may very wail be so. but wiry irompet 
Ills owaalm<flvlng lo surb a pompous fasliion upon the houke-iop? Tbrra 
orepleuly of g«wd rich old wLitow lacUai. wbn havesnUrrlhod luUof money 
lu All aorta of cbarlUea. and adtertlaod aU their largesM-s In Ibeoewspapara; 
-'bul arc Ibey enlUk-d ou tbal acrOkinl to talk of Ibcoueim aa doing more 
’■ mod " (ban SotiUwy ?- ftecAK^Mf. lgU.| 

’* I Mr. Calarldge.-See Moores Kutkea, rd. III. p. 323.] 


ting down to deal damnation aod drstrocilon upon bli feUow-crralKrca. 
with Wot Tyler. Ibe Apv(h«><.|v«sf iimrgvUieTbM. sod tbe Elegy on Martin 
(he regldtk, all ibum«d together in bla wrlling-deak. Une ol bla conaola- 
lIMa appears to be a lot in note from a work of a Nr. Ijnulor, Ibeanibor of 
* Crbir,' whose friendship for Huberl Soulhey wHI. It amtu. ‘be au bonokr 
to him wpeo Ibe epbmberal dWpulcs and rpbrmeral reputatlofis of ibe day 
are farpiMtcn.' 1 (or one nclibcr envy bloh' llte fiicndsblp.' nor Ibe glory 
In rrvrrslOD which is to arvYuc from II, like Mr. ThelnsKon a fortune In tba 
Third and fourth generatluu. Tbi* frieOtUhip n ill probably be as meiBar- 
ableas bis own epira, wbirb | as I quoted lo him im''t»r iwrivayeara ago In 
'Cngilsb Bards') CorsOQ said ‘would be remembered wbeo Homer and 
Virgil are foigotlen,— and not till Ibro.' For Use present, I Irate bia)." 

Ilr. SouMiry was out (lu(K)aoJ lo let Oils t>ass luiansweml. He, 
OD tbu 3tb f SiS. athl r gps i.i l lu Uie F.alalur of Uie Lod- 

don Courier a letter, of whiq^ vve sbali quote all Out is Im' 

^ IxMlancc:— 

j ** *** I come at nnre lo hi* IxnlsMp'a rharge agdinet me, blairing awty (ba 
’ abuse w lib w hl<% it U frolbed. aisd evaptwallog a etrong add In wlilrb 11 is 
su<1>«t>i)ed, llir re*.|<launi then tppraiMo be. that * Mr. SouMiey. on bb re- 
turn mbin SwifitTland ils> lAlTI. «r4llere<l abrood ralumnica, knowing then 
lo be such, against l.ord Kjrun aod otben.' lo thl* I reply with a direr! 
and putUft e )lrnf<i/. 

“II rtiafl tx.T<i loM tb thal ruUoir; lhat lord Byron bad lunscd Turk, ar 
Monk^f Ij) Tm|g>e.— that hr had funilsbisd a Aeradl, or endowed an bospl- 
taJ, I mlRbt bave tlotifihl Ibe srcaUul. w blrLevcrTI bad bean, poMible. aod 
rrpanled It sceOrrliiigly t pawing U.ks ll bad been Isken. In Ibe small ebaage 
'' coDversatloo, for no murr than If was wdhb« In tbU manner I mlgbt 
have apokeq of bliu, as of Baron Oig^anib, ’ (be Geevn Mau. ** 4be Indian 
lugfilcry, or any olAer Ayaranfaof fbe lime being. Tliere w aa no rvrjon Tor 

* any particular ddloary ou uif pari Inspcablngof hU Lordship; and. iodead. 
i 1 ‘bould hair tl^iiupbl any thing wlftcli nHgbl be riTwrlcd of him. would 
; have inlnrnd bi> cbaractFr nl iltile as ibe >lory which so greatly annoyed 
; I>rd keeper Culldtord!! ibal fht bo<l rblden a*rhl«LireroK. He may ride a 

rtilnurcrvs. ^nd. though every body Would oiare. no owe would womfar. 
Hul making uo enquiry cunrmiliig blm wlu-u I'was abroad, because I felt 
I i)g rurliwtiy, I beard uutlilt^. and had noibing to repdnl. When 1 apoke of 

* wonders lo my fiteuds a’nd acqbalbtaitft ou my return, li was of ihe ftylng- 
Irce at UpuMhI. and Ibd klevni TbouMimJ rlrgbu al Coiogae-uol of Lard 
B|ro(i. I saughl for no siukVanti)rct (bun $1. l-rviia. * 

“Once, and only oi^‘. In (dnnesisn with SMl:ierland. I beta allpded to 
bis l.ordibip^aud. as tlsr patajge was rtirtoUed lo the prwio. ) lake ibis t^ 

, l>ortuiilly of rr>torii^ It. in ibe 't)uarier]y Review,' speaking lo< Idenuttly 
, id (be liingfrau, I said, ‘it was Ihe •erne where Lord Byron's Msolred net 
I (lie Dryland bullied blm— ibongb Ihe Devil mail have won bU cause tk.-rore 
any (rlbnual In Ibis world, or ibe nexl. If he £jif ndt pleaded more M-bly 
^ for hit^elf Ilian bb adAtalo, In arauSe (ffranonballon, ever ploaiad for 
* bioi.' 

I ** vviiB regard lo (hr ‘atfam ' whom his lordsltip arrows me of ralom- 
D^Aflng. 1 suppoau be allude* to a parly ol hb (rirnds. whose names 1 found 
I wriilea la tlw ntbuai ol Si>a<-Anvert. wiili an woul of Atheism annexed, 
i in Oraek, and anln^iianlcommcnL la the same language, undcrvieaib 11."* 

! Tbnac uamm. nlib niai avow aland Ihe ctipincaL I Irauset Ibwl in my dMo> 

I hook. v>d spoke of (be rlrromuancr on my return. If I bad publUtsed ll, 
ihe geiiHemao ia,que>Tiati wenid nov have Ibotighi bimscll tlandercd, by 
having that recorded of blm wblili he lias so oflru rurorded of himself. 

*‘ The many opprcdirluus appellations which Lord Byron ha* heatowed 
upon ate. I kavc as 1 llnd them, with Itn prabea which l>e baa brslowcd 
iipcii liimaHf. 

‘ How eaillf it a md>lr spirtl dl«eem'd 
From barsb and sulphur<Mit uiaiirr (bat flies oat 
In runtuioeUct, makev a nobe, and sltnkal B.faRsos. 

Bul 1 am arcustonieiJ lu such things; and, so far from IrrUalIng me are Ibe 
nsemlea who u*t surb weapons, tbal, whcD 1 hear of littir allacka. It la 
some »aturA<ilon lo ibiuk they have Ibiis raiployol tbe rbalignliy w blrh 
omat biive been euiploycd sooicwhcrc. and couM not hate been directed 

* [Baron Cffamb.— a frerman lew, who. for ionic lima, nrlled murb 
public aiientlou in Londeu. by Iha eitravigauca of bis dress. BHog Tery 
iroubletoinc and mruaclug ludemandlug rginuneraittMi from Coveriinwnt, 
fur a propvMAl be had made of engaetiig a body of 0roo| troops lu tbi* Brr- 
vko of Lnglaud, lie was. iu igij, wmi nul Of the coanirv uoder ibe slleo 
act.-F.,l. 

*' [Tlie “ Green Nan " was a popular aneqilere. so calkd from (he hero, 
who wore every iblng green, bat. gloirs, etc. etc.- E.] 

*** (Mr. r. B. VheUey itgned bis name, with tbe addlilon of in (bis 

album. -E.) 




THE VISION OF JUDGMENT. 


m 


1 MiUMi 1 kiMW enough of most oftbe writers to whom he U 
»uiiiKi$ed to Allude, to assert. Uiat they, In their individual ca- 
pacities, haVedon^uore good, iu (bccLaritics of life, to their 
fellow -creatures in any one y ear, than Mr. Southey has done 
harm to blniseir by his ab>urdUlc$ in his bole life : and thia 
U saying a groat deal. But I have a few qu^tiuns to ask. 

Istly, Is Mr. Southey the author of ‘'Wat TylcrT” 


[ adty, Was he not refused a remedy at law by the h^best 
I Judge of bis beloved England, because it « as a blasphemous 
and seditious publication?' 

I 3dly. Was he not ciitilk'd by William Smith, In fUIl par- 

I liament. *'a rancorous renegado?"* 

ilhly, Is be not poet laureate, with tii| own lines on 
Martin the regicide staring him in the facc?^ 


•etliHt ptnon frboa U coold postiMr awtert «r tuiare lc«. TIm t 
tiper. boweter Tcttoowui ia porpu»«, l< iMriulets la elfect, wbUe U ii blu I 
Ititl Bt ibe ak. 11 U Kidom, lu«l«nl. Ib«t 1 t«u(B a word, or « thsoabl, I 
^■pon tboM «bo«re pcrpriOBllT k*uinn{ mo. Butabborrlag. it I do. lb« 
perwKiBnita wbicb diiarec* our currem lluiiiuur*, ud Bren* froo coo- | 
lre«tr»r ** * both hr prlaclpie and lUcUDatlon. I make do protaaloo j 
of non-rotstanrr. Wben ibe offcoro and Ibe ortrodor %re racb u to call 1 
Ibr tb« wlilp and Ibe bratMUof-troo, II bai becu bolb Meuaetd rcll Ibal I 
caa laOlcl IbriD. 

** Lord B)rou a prcMot euccriHiloo U ei Ideally prodund by an loSktloo . 
of tbb kind-not by bearay nrporif of tuy cunVOMiitM. four year* ago, 
IraomtUed blcn from Luglaud. Tbr cause may be fouad in rerialo re- 
UMrfca opou the Salaulc arbuol of poetry, contalard lo my prrtaro lo Ibe 
* TUloo of iudgiDml.' Well woold 11 be for Lord Byron If be could look 
bock opoD lay of bt#«rliiogi, nlib aa mocb aatlattciloa a> I ibail alifaja 
do upon wbat li there »Md of Ihit, flaKUIoui acbool. Haoy penooa, ead 
parcflU opeeUlly. haro eipreaaod Ibeir gralHade to OM fur bi«log applied 
Ibe braodlng-lrofl wbere It nai ao'rkbly d«»er*«d. Tbe Edlaburgb Bo- 
Ttmcr, Indeed, wUb Ibakhooouraiib: ted lug by which bli crlilrtimi irr to 
pecolUrly dhilngiiUlMd. lupprewlog Ihc remarki tbcoiirlTM. ba» Impaled 
tbcin laiiolly lo ear'y no my pari. I glte him. In thli lutaoeo. fail credit 
lor tlnceclty: 1 bclkir be wai e<taaUy lurapable of ^ompretaciidlng a wor- 
thier motlte, or of invraiing a worae ; and, aa I have never candmemded 
(b eipooc, in an) tnalanre. bi< plilful malevolcucr. I Ibank blin for baving, 
to ibu, ftrippol It bare himicir, and OBblbltcd it la lie bald, aahed. and uu- | 
dijfiuKcd delurmlly. | 

*' Lord Byron, like bla encoialaat. tuM Bol reatorad to bring iba mailer of 
flioaraDlntadtmloualiilovlevr. lie ronreaU Ibe fact, tfaal they arv directed 
agaloft ibraulboni of blaapbenioui aod latrt*l<iui booki ; agalMl men who, 
Ml rooleoi wllb Indulging Ibeir own vlcoa. labour to make otbera Ibe 
aiatce wt^eemuallly. like ijieatMltei yagalnal public pandera, who, mingling 
Impiety wUb lewdneat, •erk it uucc lo dew rot iba cctiiam of wxial order, 
aud to emry pronmailvu aud poJIulloa Into prltala fatuUiea, and lolo tbe 
bearta of iaditldoalf. • 

*'llla Lordtbip itai thoogbl If not nabrromlng In him lo (all me a act Ib- 
blerofalt work. Lelthe nordtcrraklerpaaa; llbanappcUallon wblcb wUI 
Ao toilet. I Ike ibat of (ke Salauic ickeaf. But. Uaacrlbblcr. bow aiu I one 
of u/f tBOft f J will tril Lord Byron wtaal I bate n«i tcadbblod— wbat kind 
oj[ work 1 bare oof done. I have uarer publUbed Mbd« upon my frtruda 
and arquaiotonca, cipnnaed my aonvw for Iboee llbtia, aud called them lii 
during a mood of brlier mliKl-and Ibeu re-lwucd Ibem. wbea tbe e«ll 
apirll, wblrb^r a ilmo bad been caal oui, bud returtted and lakca piwtea- 
aloo, wlib Mweo tfbrra, more wickad tbin blmadf. I bate nrrrr aboaed 
tbe powiT, of wbleli every aulbor li In aume degree poweaaed, to wound 
tbr (baracior o^a man,' or Ibcboart of a woman. I have never tent lute, 
Ibe world a book Is wbkb t did uul dare lo aili my name; or wbteh I 
trared lo dalo In a couri of Juullrc. If ll were pinited by a knavlub book- 
H-ller. i bare ne'er nMOnfacturtd furiiUutu Ibr tbe brothel. Moor of 
fkrM lOfap' bare I done; none of Ibe foul work by wMib tllrralm la 
perverted to tbe Injury of maaklitd. My hand* arc clean: ibera U Bo 
'damned apot' upou lbeni*oo taint, wblcb ' all the perfumea of Arabia 
wUJ not aweeten.' » 

“ ur ibr work wblcb 1 kave done, it beromN me oel bare to tpMk. aaru’ 
only a* rclatea to the Salanlc Si bool, wd4U Loryplicu;i, the anibor of ‘ Dou 
Joan.' I have pHd op that acbool to public daioUtloa, aa rnctulea to tbe 
religion, the liiviliuilona, and ibe domeaiic mocyl!i of the cooDirg.. I bate 
glrni tbeni a drsIgaaUon h wkie* Marr fumaJer ead leader awewrra. 1 
hare aeut a rtoor from my vllng which bau amtua Ibcfr COllalb In Ibe 
forehead. I have Intcnad hir aaiue uptm Inr gibbet, for reproach and Ig- 
aotbloy, aa Ions at It 'bull endara.— Take II down wbo caal 
v* Ona word of advice lo Lord Byr|« balore 1 cutfriuda-'-Wban be Itlarfca 
meagala. lrl ll be in rbymo. For one wbo (iki ao little conunaud of blio- 
•pir, ll will be a great adraMage Ibal btu teoipcr ibo^id be obliged tokarp 
lane. And while be may allll Indulge in tbe mi^ rankaoia aod virulence 
of loaoll, (be owtre will. In »ome degree, cecta to iMgn lt« Ajgarlly.'* 

Lord Bjrroni wiihmii waiting for the closlug hint of the fore- 
going letter, bad alreadr '* attached ** SI?. Soulhey ‘'in rliyiue.” 
4JD October I , -4 921 , hMBfs to tfr. Muore,— 

**1 bare wrliieo about iliiy tianaaa of a porm, in octave nantai. tin tbe 
Pulcl ityle. wblcb Ibufootu to Lngland Iblnb wx iotmted by WbldlerrafI 
— ll Uaa old ai Ibe bllU, iu Italy .) called ‘The Vl»lon of ludgaiefit.' by lilir- 
vedo gcdlTlTti'. In IbU II la my Inirutlnn to pal Ibe uid Urorge'a kpo- 
thcotU In a Whig point of fievr, npt ferg^llng ihe I'oui Laoroulc, for bla 
preface and bla otber deiMTlla.*' 

l.ord Bjrruo bad proceeded some ICDglb iu Uic pcrfornancc 


ihua announced, before Mr. Souther’s lelters to the ** Courier’* 
feJi into bis liaudii. Ou seeing it. tils Lerdsliip's.feciitigs were so 
excited, that he could not wAif for rereuge in inkaJied. but on the 
Instant iJespatched a cariel of mortal dvflance to llie Poet Lo0- 
reate, Uirotigh (be medium of Ur. Douglas Kluuiird,— towhqm 
lie iliiu writes, February 6. tS22:— . 

a 

^ I bare got Soathoy'f pretended reply : wbal remilat lo be done li to cgB 
' bImouL Ibe qatallon la, wcrnld become t For, If be would not, tbe wbolo 
tblugwoDW appear rtiltrulou', Ifl were to lake a long and eipca»ivoJoumcy 
lo nopurpote. Vuu mum be my »ecoud,aod, a* uueb. I wUb luromull )oa. 
I apply lo ypu au one.vrell verted in the duello, or monomacble. of course J 
'ball come to England as prhalrly at pvMlblo. bimI leave ll | tvppotlag ibal 
I was (Iia survivor | In Ibe wnite luuiiutr ; bavlug no other object which 
could bring me lo that coun'.ry csrepllo uatUe •tuirrvls uciuinulated during 
my ahteuca." 

Ur. kiiinaird, justly appreciating the momentary ciacerballoQ 
under wlitch Lord Byrcm had wrU:cu the ebaUenge w^icb UiU 
hfltcr cndoscl, and billy aware huw abaurd (be wliole business 
would aecm to bis dlaiant friend alter the lapse of sucli a period 
as luusi intervene bclure tlic return of post fiom Keswick to Ha- 
vrnna. put Lord Uj ruii's warlike luUsIve ostie t aud it never was 
heard of by Mr. buutliey until after tbe doatli of Us auUior. 
Meantlinu Luni liyrun hod coiilbiucd bis ‘*aiuck in rhyme*'— 
and fiis •' Viuuupf Judsiiieut,” after (nefferlual negoCiaPun with 
vartuus publUhers iu Ltiodon, at length saw (be light iu 1922, in 
the pagt's of (be uu(or(uuate “ Liberal.”— B.} 

• [ In 4821, when Mr. Southey applied to (^ Court of Cbaocery 
for an injiinctiuo to retlraln titc publieaiiuu of *' Wat Tyier,” Lord 
Ctfbuceliur RIdoo prononneed llte follow lug judgment;'— *’ I Uave 
looked luto all (lie afOdavlt., aud have i-cad Utc book ilaclf. Tbe 


liiii goes the Irogtl) of slating, Uiat Uie work wa» cuinijosed by 
.Vr. Suniltey In tbe year 4794; that it It hii own pruductiuo, a%d 
that it bog been pnblidicd by the ilcleitdauts wlihoui bU taaclion 
or auUtoi'iryt aodlliereforc seeking auaccoubi of (he probls tVbich 
have amcii from, and an iojiuictiuii to realraiii, ilie puUicaiiuo. 
1 bare esatmned ilie coses that 1 liovc been able to incel with cun- 
taiuiiig precedents for injunctions of this nature, ami I find (lut 
tlicy all proceed upon the ground of a title to tbe properly In (he 
ptamidf. On tbh bead a ihstinclkKi bos been lakeo, to wb.tA a 
considerable weight of ai^tliordy aitaclics, sopfihrted. as it U. liy 
the opitiiuu of Lord CJjicf Justice Eyre; wtio Las esprendy laid it 
down, Uiat a person camiot recover iu damages for a work wbicii 
(s', til ils tutuiT. colculalid to do injurv lo the pubke. D|k>u Ilie 
same prioeipfc •(bis court fefnsed an imuiiciiun iu Uie ca*e u( 
Waicol” iPeter Pindar; **r. Walker, liNH>Hindi as he could nut 
have rccpvcrcd damages Iu an actiuu. After Uie fullest vuiisidc- 
IjadtHs, 1 rctuain of Ibe same upliiton as (bat which 1 cilteiLiincd 
in deciding U:e case refcrrid to. Taking aJl Ui>; circumviances 
into iiy cousidcratiun. ilajijiCars to uh;, lliaUL eannijl grant this 
Injunctivn. until after klf. houUtey ahi|U have esiablUicd h;s right 
to Uie property by acli^.''—lajniictidn bcfiMetl.] 

* [Ur. William Spiilb, M. P. fm- Nurwyh, made a virulent at- 
tack or#klr. iioutlwy ill Uk lloHse of Commons on the 44Ui of 
uircli. 4S17, and the Laurdcc'iejilHd by a letter in (be rujsi trr. 
As (his Speech aiul'Roswercsnhraci' almuutail lhe|K>i(lls on which 
Lord Byron ever assailed bU UisliiignislK'd Ivroltaer pueL we ihink 
it right to place both in an Appeudii to “(itievcdo Bctlirivai."— 
See p. 493,-0t»f.— E.j • ' ^ ^ ^ , 

^ [ Among (lie effuslbns jjf Mr. Sontbey'a juvenite lunae. we find 
(Ms '‘liiH'riplHin for (lit! ApartiiieiA hi Cltepsluw Cystic, wliere 
Henry Uaglfn, ibe MegfcIBe^ "w.-is mljiruoued Ihlrly^carsT— ^ 

^ " Forlhirtjf yaar* tr(lu«]eil from msiiklad. 

(Irro Mirilo Itogcy'd. otlm have llm walls 
L'tbo'd bia a» wU^weu iread 

Hr |hic«lsrvui<d l.liprlxju. ->«( W him 
DM Nalure'u AUr^arMlcvriM; 
lie ocHT MW ttw wu a dellglillul bcsmai 
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BX«ON« WORKS. 


And. sibly, Pulllnf Uw four prcwedlug fifnu logelher, 
wUb whtt conscience ciico A« cgli.lbe bUcdUuu of the laws 
10 the putillraUons pf others, be they wbal IhC) ma j ? 

Isay notblog of the cowrarUicc of such a proceeding; Us 
meanness speaks (otitanlhHat I w ish to looch upon the 
BioliVe, w hich Is adUier,|Mie nor less than that Mr. S. has 
been laughed at a little In some recent publications, as he 
was of yore In the ■ AnU-jacobin" by his prcsi-nl patrons.' 
Hence all this '’skimblo seamblo slnlT" about *' Satanic." 
and so forth. Uoweu-r, it Is worthj of him— "jaalii oh 
incepto." 

•-If llicrc U any thlnR obnoiloiu lo tbc political opinions of 
a 'jmrllon of the public in the follow ing poem, they may 
Ihanh Mr. Southey.- Uo-might have written hcsamelers. as^ 
be has wrilleu every thing else, for aught that iho writer ^ 

^coil had they been upon another snbject. Hut to altempt 

loranonise a monarcb. who. whalercr wero bis household 
Yirlucs. was neither a sucecssfill nor a patriot king.— Inas- 
much as several years of his reign passed In war with Ame- 
rica and Ireland, 'lo say nolbliig of the aggression upon 
France.-like all other craggerallon. neres,sarily begets op- 
position. In whalercr manner he may be spoken of in ibis 
new " Vision," his public career w ill not be more favour- 
ably Iransnillled by bislory . Of bis private vlrlucs (allhough 
a iilllc eiiionsive to llie nation] Uktc can be no doubt. 

Wllli regard tp the supernatural iwr^nages Ireaied of. I 
can oidy say lliat I know as murb alamt them, and (as an 
honest man) havea heller rlghl lo Uilk of tbemihan Bolicrl 
Southey. I liave also ireaied Iheni more loleranlly. The 
way in whieb llial poor Insane cTCaturo, the Laureate, 
deals alioul his juilgiueuls In the ncil world, Is like bis own 
judgment in ibis. Ifil was hoi completely Imlierous. U 
woulil be lomclhiiig worse. 1 don't think that there is mtfeb 

more to say at preihCiit. 

QfEVEUO KEDIVIVUS. 

P, S.— U Is ‘iwsalble that some readers may objett, In 
these ohjeclioiuble times, to the freedom wllb whlqh saiuU. 
angels, ami s|iirlUial person* discourse i» this " Vision." 
But. for prere«lnUs upon such points I must refer him to 
EHdlng's “ Jourtiey from this World lo the' ai)d to 
Uit Visions of myself, tlie said Qu.^>odo, in itpanisif 0? Ujn* 
elated. The reader is also rc4|uc*lcd lo observe, that ho 
duflrlnal leneU arc Insisted upon or discuss^; that the 
person <4 the Deity is carefully ^ ilhhcld fropi tight, '>^ich 
is prorc than can be «aid fur Laureate, w ho hafli Utoaght 
proper to make him talk, not •‘like a school dlrlne.v bAt 
like the uiisoholarllkc Hfr. Southey. ' The' w>ii!f?,*aclWn 

passesoii the outside of hca>en; and Chaucer's WlfeofBath, 

Pulci’s Morgaote Magglurc. Swift's Tale of a the 


other works abqve referred lo, are cases^in point ok. the 
freedom v»ilb which saints, etc. may be penultied lo con- 
verse in works not Intend^ to be serious. Ij. R. 

•/ Mr. Southey being, as he says, a good f.lirWIan and 
vinillclivc, threatens, I understand, areply tolhls our answer. 

Jl is lo be hopei^ that his visionary facuHU'S will in the mean 
lime have acquired a little more judgment, properly so 
called : otherwise be will get blmsrir into new dilciumos. 
TIh>sc apostaiu jacobins fuenisb rlcb rejoinders. Let him 
lake a specimen. .Mr. Soalbey iaudclb grievously “o^ 
Mr. Landor,” who cuUhaics much private renown in ihe^r 
shape ofLalln verses; and not lung ago. the poet laureaMk 
dodicate^i to h^. It aptwaretb. ono of bis fugitive lyrics, 
upon the strength of a p*)ein called Gebir. Wh<v.coul4^ 
^up|M>.«c, that In this same Gebir the aforesaid Savage Lan- f 
itur * ( for Mich is his grim cognomen) patU'tli into tfie tJifemhl 
regions no less a pCTSon than the hero of his friend Mfw Sou* 
they’s heaven.— yea, even George the Third! Seealsohow 
liersonal Savage beconveUi, when be bath a mind. Tbe fol- 
lowing Is bis portrait ofoor laic gracious st^erelgiv:— . 

I (Prince GeWr haviog descended Into ib« Ufrrnal region*. tl»e 

; hade* of hi* royal ojicestnr* aA, at his reiinret. coiled oijr to 


i • 


g royal ojicestur* aA, at tils re«iiir*«. coiled opr to 
his view ; and he exclaim* to his^ghosUy ‘ 

•* Arw. wb»l wreub ihjt uear«»l ui? wUat whiicl^ 

1» ItMt *iUb rv«lin>ws Oblto aixl klantluR brow f 
|.l*iea I wbo, bouiiddowu luplae. ^ 

Slirlnii yvlllas rrom Ui>l »Hurd Ibcr^ euglo^buntt. < 

llctoooniuiigkUDy ancectm!' I bsta * '* « g 

Tbv di-ip^tt. l>Ht llie dutorJ 1 despUr. ^ * , 

VVoi be our cowJiir)inaD ?" 

“ AtoSjO king I g, I 

Iberia twretdm. bat ibe breed murat ■ 

InckoMiH wimW blew bli«ibOng trea iH>rU>.«etl . ; { g 

*• tie w«i • warrior Ibea. npr jear'd 1 ^ geifer * 
i ” Ceblr.be far'd tbe aen»oua.QOI IticgfMis. < 

I Tboqgb ItMnn indeed bUdalJf fbre edored ; ' 

« And wif no wiiTloc. yet Ibe ibouwinl llte» ^ 

*<|UMder'd. u Meow toeurrlre a.dleg. 

And ibe lame rreallT bod cuM caprlro'- • ' ^ 

Ob osdimo ef inanhUid t addreu'd. adwrbd 1 “-C. Wr. p. 3*^ 

i I omit nuUclng some edifyiDrllbytihuMk'S of SoVagliu. 

I wishing to keep the propor Yici) over them. If bis.«rave ijTt 
I somewiiat indiscreet worsMpper will suffer it; hMrertaJnIjf 
' these teachers hf “great moral lessons '* are ^ lo be found" 
in 'atrange company. 

^ 

THE VISION OF jUHGMENT. 


>Saint Peter sat by Jhe celestial gate : ‘ ^ 

* Uiskeya were rusty, and the lock was dull, . , 


Sat* wba tbroBgh JOB Web bar* li^poor'd OfOH 
• • And broken rplendodr' po*«boo ni^b»»crllD0 7 • 

lit Aad TtttlCdajiUHti lift K ««d **f 
ra/ttd^Metfl »«Afia.- for bis anknl lulad ^ ^ 

Rbaped goodliest qlniik of do nrtb, » 

And po« and Hbii-ir. A«»'d drenrb*! but^nch 
f Ai riitolored; otirh •«. «ilbbnt]t leal, 

Our .V|l!ion wi»r»ht|>p'd. BFoynH hftpal awhUa 
From Ban wlHibelJ. cfen Inihi' laKcr day* 

Wbm Cliri't klmlt roiiK^ ajd aU Iblpsr bcfonill d^’ 

' (tlie foilowiiill Voiilallon at the lusvipdoii «n lire ftcBUwle'a 
ap»rtm,nt,'wiilten by Mn. tannins, anijCarcd' In lire ".UHli-Ja- 

£o6ja:‘y, , , . , - , 

“ lawrlllkm mr ll» Door al)l!< t«l in lin'S.w, wlim Mr.. Brawnrlej. 
, r|i.reiiBnre, prerltjfwlohrf twculion. 

*’ For oi»otofl5.liTm. or are trl.d^raiiw. » 

Uerv Brownrlgg llnfcr'd. ■« Ofien hate llic)|a PaMv* 

EebO^ptr blAxpbeailr»,aa willt kpilOV'dtV! 
c >boirrt«m'd (or IFcib gencTO. Solioh* 


bid ibeblllbM OrlifnofToiblU. oriby * 

St. r.He«.''lU-Mr varViltw eiptixJ; 

* TtU at tbe ImIIo naw^rawft oirlUio went 

To'eurnlloa. Dort Itwti a’th bet eriow ? . ^ 

r g*r m'kdpp'd lira /ema/e la dralb, ^ 

Sad k/d IkaM ta AH ea^-bolr. Fi>r tier nlnd 
Stuptd otrlcua plauf'of diirlpUne. Sa«a vcbeiDefi , 

Surh at Ltcnn(UA taugbt, w ban «l ibe khrtuv 
or ibc firtbya^ «oddv»» tw bitdv (Itik 
rbtriime .Spji uus ; furll a* cm cbaitUrd 
Our MHIon, when skcvllcfic. PorlbUacI 
'' nid.lro^nriBg ^wtng. Ilarih law* 1 Hat (Inw iball come 
Wbca Frauoi obkll nicn, *n<l ^ rapard.* J 
* I Walter Savage Landor, B*qt, aulhorof “Count Julian, a Ira- 
Imaginary Coiivefsatlod*,'' hi three scrla— and various 
other works, was op Mily frU'Dil of Mr. Southey, and dilfcreuco 
of t»olMfc* has ttever disturbed ^r pcrMjnal frelinAs towanb 
each other. .Mr. Ltndor bvis long rcsitkd in Italy.— E.] 
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• t 

So little trouble Uad i^en given of late; * 

Not that the place by any means was full, 

But since the Gallic era “eighty-eight” 

The devils had ta’cn a longer, stronger |miII, 

And “ a pull all together,” as they say ' 

At sea — which drew most souls another way. 

It. * 

The angels all were singing out of tune. 

And liparse with having little else to do, 
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon, 

Or curb a runaway yoUni^ star or two. 

Or wild colt of a comet, which too soon 
Broke out of bounds o’er the ethereal bide, 
Splitting some planet w ith its playful tail. 

As boats are sometimes by a wanton w ltale. 

HI. 

The gnardian seraphs had retired on high, 

Finding their charges past all care below; 
Terrestrial business till'd nought in the sky, 

Save the recording angel’s black bureau ; • 

Who found, indeed, the facts to multiply 
With such rapidity of vice and wo, 

That he liad stripp'd off lH)th his wings in (piills, 
And yet was in arrear of human ills. 

IV. 

Ills business so augmented of late years. 

That he was forced, against bis w ill, no doubt, 
(Just like those cherubs, earthly ministers) 

For some resource to turn himself about 
And claim the lielp of his celestial peers, 

To aid him ere he should be quite worn out 
By the increased demand for his remarks; 

Six angels and tw elve saints were named his clerks. 

* * / 

This w'3s a liandsome hoard— at least for heaven ; 

And yet Alley liad even tlien enough to do, 

So many conquerors’ cars wgre daily driven, 

So many kingdoms flttcd up.ancw; • 

Each day too sldw jts thousands six or seven, r • 
TIM at the crowning carnage, Waterloo, 

They threw their pens dowu .m di'Uic Jlsgusl-T- 
Tlic page was so besmear'd with bjood and dust. 

. VI. 


'fhis by the way f 't is oot mine to record 



• [George Itl.dlo) ibe29Ui of Januaiy, year Id which 

Uie rcToluUoiMry rpirit broke ont all over UiC Muith of Europe. 
-F..] 


> [Here perhapa, ihe-reader will thank us lor trsn^cribhii; a 
few of Mr, Soiithoy’s hexameirn 

** ren^lve. Iboiifb not In tbou^bl. I stood •( ibe n Indow, peboMlog 
MouoMln. and Me, and rale . tbo ralley dtsreW-d ofiti trrdurw : 

Tbaa aa I atood. tbe bell, whicb awhile from U« warpinf bad rtAed. 

Sent fonb lu note antln, lott btou I Ihmuffb ibe fllence ol etvoinf. 

T la a 4orp dull aouin), tbai if bca«T and mournful at all lima, 

For M iella of mortality ahtaja. Itul bearler Ibiailax 
Fei) on Ibe rooariouf caulit-Ureper and mouroMler Import,. 

1 eu. Id Ibe heart It tuok : for UUi wu Ibe day-wben lha berild, 

Bmblog bla wand, sbouM proclaim. Itul Geonta our Xlnff naa departed. 
TtHHi art released ! | tried : Iby sDal La dellfrr'd froui boodape f 
Tboo, who boat lain m tone lu meutal and vlawal darinm. 

Thou an In jondcr heatcii !ihy placr ilin |l|(hl and In Flnry. 


Wlwt angels shrink from : even the^very devil 
On tiiis ocCasftm liis own work abhorr’d, ' 

So surfeited w ith the infernal revel : * 

Tliough he himself had sharpen’d every sword. 

It almost quench'd his innate thirst of evil. , 

(Here Satan’s sole good work deserves inserfion— ^ 

’T is, that be has both generals in reversion.) 

vn. 

I.et ’s skip a few short years of hollow* peace, 

Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont. 

And heaven none — they form the tyrant’s lease, 

With nothing but new names subsegbed upon ’t; ' 
’T will one day finish : meantime they Increase, 

“ With seven heads and ten horns,’’ and all in front. 
Like Saint John’s foretold beast phut purs are born. 
Less formidable in the head than horn« • : 


In the first year of freedom’s second dawn ’ • 

‘ Died George the Third ; * although no tyrant, one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each seriSc withdrawn 
I.eft him nor mental nor external sun : 

A better farmer ne'er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse king never left a realm undone! 

He died ! — but left his subjects still behind. 

One half as mad— and t’ other no less blind. 

IX. 

He died I — his death made no great stir on earth ; 

His burial made some pomp; there w\as profusion' 
Of velvpt, gilding, brass, and no great dearth ^ 
Of aught but tears-J-save those shed by cbilusion. 
For these things may be liought at their true worth ; 
*Of eiesy there was the due iniiision — 

Bought also; and the torches, cloaks, and banners, 
Heralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, 

X. • . 

Fonn’]! a sepulchral mclodrame. Of all 
'The fools who Hock'd to sw ell or see the show*, 
■\Yho cared about the corpse? The funei;al 
Blade the attraction, and the black the w o. \ 

There throbb’d not* there a thought whiclrpierced Uic 
■* And wlien-the gorgeous coffin was laid low, , 
It seem'd the nmekery of hell to fold 
Tlie rottenness of eighty years in gold.* • 


Come, and bcbold UnMlhougbl a dartliag fUlce from Ibe IwUlubt 
AocHcc'd ; and Iticrnt lilul I lelt a aimkc ai uf U|binUm. 

Wlib a Muod like ibe rosbIoK of mloda, or tberoariksorwaieaa. 

If from wlibwol It came, I knew not m nuddeii iliCM.-lrar 
Or Iftbe brain Uself La Ibnt rtrone flu»b badattpeiincd 
All lU riccirtc slorea. Of atrenitlb and of Ibougbl ll befell ma; 
llearlng, aod iltshi, and mtta were gyaa." 

SotTUT'a rijfow of JmiymK f. J 

) f “ So by Uie uiuern conforlnf. ralanl 1 inx baud In obedieuct. 

And Id a tmiR I found myiHf pfucH. arrb^ o*er on alt aMa. 

Narrow and low ryaa Ibal boit»e of <1^ daad. A|pand ILwert nflDa, 
Earb lu tu nlcbe. and pallit, and uma. a^d funeral hatebmeoU, 
Velretao'lTVlaQdya.rctnlnlof IbHrbuo unfeded; a 
blaunry rl« M atlll, aa U fraab from tbe Mbeh of Itn limner ; 

Nor w« Ibe eolden ftioftr, nor the p^dru broMerr, laniab'd. 
W'brnrc raoM tbe lliclit'w hereby Ibkt place of (tealb waadiarbefr'dr 
For ihrn* wai no lamp." elr. SaeTRrr.| 
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• ‘ 3SI. 

So mix his body wilh the dust! It might 
Return to « liot it mull Car sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its wpy bach into earth, and fire, and air; 

But the unnatural balsams merely blight 
What nature made him at his birth, as bare 
As the mere million's base unniummied clay— 

Yet all his spices but prolong decay. 

' xn. t 

He ’s dead— and Upper earth with him has done; ^ j 
He’s buried ; save the undertaker’s bill, ‘ 

Or lapidary scrawl, the world is gone , 

For him, unless he left a German will; 

But where’s the proctor who will ask bis son? 

IB whom his qualities are reigning still, 

Kacept that household virtue, most uncommon. 

Of constancy to a bad, ugly woman.- 

, Xlll. 

“ God live, the king ! ” It is a large economy 
In God to save the like ; but if he w ill 
Be saving, all the better ; for not one am I 
Of tiiose who think damnation better still : 

I hardly know too if not quite alone am I 
.In this small hope of bettering future i|l 
By circumscribing„with some slight restriction, 

The eternity of hell's hot jurisdiction. 

' xtv. 

Ikno'w this is unpopul.ir; Lknow 

T is blasphemous ; I know one may be damn’d 
For ho’ping no oue else may e’er be so; 
t I'knowt my catechism ; I know we arecramra’d ,r 
With the best doctrines till we quite o’erilow; 

1' Iniow tl>at*all save England’s church have 
sliamm’d. 

And that thf other twice two hundred churches 
And synagogues have made a damn'd bad purdiase. 

XV. , 

God help ds all 1 God help me too! lam, 

God knows, as helpless as the devil can wish, 

And mot a whit more difficult to damn 
Than is.to bring to land a late-hook’d fish. 

Or to the butcher to purvey the lamb ; 

Not that I’m fit for such a noble dish 
As one day will be that immortal fry 
Of almost every body born to die. 

XVI. 

Saint Peter sat by tlie celestial gate. 

And nodded o’er his keys; when, lo! there came 
A wondrous npise he had not heard of late — 

A rushing sound of wind, and stream, and flame; 




In short, a roar of things extremely great. 

Which wbuld have made aught save a saint exclaim ; 
But he, with first a sUtrt and then a w ink. 

Said, “ There's another star gone out, 1 thmk! ” 

- XVII. 

But ere he could return to his repose, 

A elierub flapp’d his right wing o’er his eyes— 

At wliicli Saint Peter yawn'd, and rubb’d bis nose: 

“ Saint porter,” saiil the angel, “ prithee rise!” 
Waving a goodly wing, which glow’d, as glows . 

An earthly peacock’s tail, with heavenly dyes : 

To which the saint replied, ” Well, what’s the matter? 
Is Lucifer come back w itli all this clatter?” 

XVIII. 

“ > 0 ," quoth theeherub ; “ George the Third is dead.”’ 
‘‘And w ho is George the Third? ” repliedthe apostle : 
” nVwl Georje ? w/ial Third /” “ The king of Eng- 
land," said . , 

The angel. “ Well! he won’t find kings to jostle 
Him On his way : but does he wear liis head ? 
Because the last we saw here had a lustle, 

■ And ne’er would have got into heaven’s good graces. 
Had he not flung his head in all our faces. 

XIX. 

“ He was, if I remember, king of France ; ■ 

That head of his, which could not keep a crown 
On earth, yet ventured in my face to advance 
A claim to those of martyrs— like my uwn : 

If I had had my sword, as I had once* 

When I cut cars off, I had cut hiimdown ; 

But having but my keyt, and not my brand, 

I only knock’d his head from out his hand. 

S’"- 

“ And then he set up such a headless howl. 

That all tlie saints camo out and took him in ; 
And tlicre he sits by St. Paul, cheek hyjtywl ; 

That fellow Paul— tht parvenu ! The skin 
Of Siunt Bartholomew', which makes his cowl 
In heaven, and upon luirth- redeem’d bis sin 
So as to make a inattyr, n'kver sped 
Better than dfil this weak and wooden head. 

. 

“ But had it come up here upon its shoulders. 
There would have been a different tale to tell ; 
The fellowdeeling in tlie saints beholders 
Seems to have acted on them like a spell ; 

And so this very folish head lieaven solders 
Back on its trunk : it may be very wgll. 

And seems the custom here lo ovcrtligow 
Wlvatevcr hps been wisely done below.” 


• (•♦O’er lb* •d«m*BUn« RaMin inf«i iiood oo tb« fomnilt. 

||« 1 be eactoloi d. III9B Oeorgt of EatUnd cooMrtb to )odBiD*nl t 
near. HeeTen t Te inceU. heir?* Sonle of the «bod eod ibe WIeied 
Wbomilcoocerof. eitefidt Tbo* Hell, brlag forth bis eatoenl 
At iheeoMroua ntotfioas #m utter'd, tbc Wiode, stbo were welllog 
bore It thrO' Efureo ; end Qdl. lo tier uetfaernioet coruerf, 

Hurd add obof'd is dlsmiy. 

- — A mlliiu’ltfiout erVT 


Came at the awfol call, la anniclrtlc tMiinlos. 

Ttcr o*«r iter tbey pl»** • Asle««, 

Par a* Ibe sight could plrrre. that elorlous compaor glWeo'd. 
Prom the rttrte of ibe shining asoeiBblr.a slippert sopeur 
Aow la ibeblneieraie, aadnunlBloBwanl itdeepoo'd. 
Taking • denser torm.-toeraeT.] 
a (LooUXTI.e guUh)Uocd ia Jiniury 47M.---E. ] 
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xxu. 

The angel answer'd, “ Peter! do not pout : ’ 

The king who comes has head and all entire, 

And never knew mucdi what it was about — 

He did as doth the puppet — by its wire. 

And will be judged like all the rest, no doubt : 

My business and your own is not to enquire 
Into sucli matters, but to mind our cue — . 

Wbicli is to act as we are bid to do.” 

XXllI. 

While thus they spake, the angelic caravan, 

Arriving like a rush of mighty wind. 

Cleaving the fields of space, as doth the swan 
Some silver stream (say Canges, Kile, or Inde, 

Or Thames, or Tweed) and 'midst them an old man 
With an old soul, and both extremely blind, 

Halted before the gate, and in his shroud 
Seated their fellow-traveller on a cloud. ' 

XXIV. 

But, bringing up the rear of this bright host, 

A spirit of a different aspect waved 
His wings, like thunder-clouds above some coast 
W-’hose barren beacli w iUi frequent wrecks is paved ; 
His brow was like the deep when tempcst-toss’d ; 

Fierce and unfathomable thoughts engraved 
Eternal wrath on his immortal face. 

And where be gazed a gloom pervaded space. 

XXV. 

As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate 
Ne'er to be enter'd more by him or sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hate, 

As made Saint Peter wish himself within ; 

He patter'd with his keys at a great rate. 

And sweated Uirough his apostolic skin : 

Of course his perspiration was but ichor, 

Or some such other spiritual liquor. 

XXVI. 

The very cherubs huddled all together,- 
Like birds when soars the falcon ; and they felt 


' [Ttjea I tebaid Iha ilag. rrom • cload which cster'd the paTMiKM 
nil re«erra(t form uprwe : bM«ta«*ard hU faca was dlrcclad, 

SaaTcoward hb eye* nan raUed. ami baareoward bb anni ware 
riwoUT ooa appronct'd to greet him nlih iaTlhl ohrtMoee: 

Da of wbom. la aa hour oC woe. Iha asaawln bareaTod ui 
WbCD bb CQviuab noal, aod bb reMivta rlnor. were uaedad. 

Tbeu I aald tbeMoaarrb, bare? Tboa, riaceraL.caminoa'd bafora loe 7— 
Then, aa bta wafcco'd otod fo Iba wwl of Iba Coualrr rrrerlad, 

Wbaiof bbSon. ba atb'd. whatcoHrwbjr Ibe Priiwa bad boco follow'd? 
blgbi la bb fatbar'a aiapa bath tlia lagani trod, waa tba aniwer : 
rim lulb ba pruead. and wba. at a Ume wbeo wnkaaM or error 
VTowU bara aunb tu la abaate. aod to min ba*a harted a« hcadloog.— 

Nmc b obula'd then at Uut. w ilh Mfoty aod booaar r Km Mooarcb 
Cried, aad ba cforp'd hb baiida.-l Uunk ibee.OBKrciriil Faibar I— 
feaea balb bean woa by tba award, tba fbUbful nlalner aoawcr'd. 
farb batb,*' aK.-SM«ser.J 

• [Sec Ckpbin Sir Edwart] Parrjr'fl Voyage, la IS<»-S0. for Die 
HaeuveiTofa >orib-«e»l passage.— *'l believe ills almost impoa- 
t04e (or words to give aa kica of the beauty and variety which 
tbb magniliceDt phnioizienoa displayed. The lumiDoiis arch had 
broken talo Irregular maiwea, atreamlog with mucti raiildily in 
dl/Terent directiona. rarylog coDlinoally io shape and lotereit, 
aod eztoading Ibeimelvea fi^ oorth, by ihc east, to sooth. At 
one tloac a part of the arch near the zenith was beat into coqto- ! 
iutkine reeeatbling those of a raaku in motion, and unduUUog ra- 


m 

A tingling to the tip of every feather, 

And form'd a circle like Orion’s belt [whither 
Around tlieir poor old charge ; who scarce knew 
His guards had led him, though they gently dealt 
With royal ntanes (for by many stories, 

And true, we learn the angels all are Tories). 

XXVII. 

As things woe in this posture, the gate flew 
Asunder, apd the flashing of its hinges 
Flung over space an universal hue 
Of mauy-colour’d flame, until its tinges 
Reach'd even our speck of earth, and imde a new 
Aurora borealis spread its fringes 
O’er the North Pole ; the same seen, w hen ice-bound, 
By Captain Parry's crew, in Melville's Sound.” * 
XXVIII. 

And from the gate thrown open issued beaming 
A beautiful and mighty Thing of Light, ’ 

Radiant with glory, like a banner streaming 
Victorious from some world-o’ertlirowing fight : 
My poor comparisons must needs be teeming 
With eartlily likenesses, for here the night 
Of clay obscures our best conceptions, saving 
Johanna Southcote, * or Bob Southey raving, 
xxix. 

T was the archangel Michael : all men know 
The make of angels and archangels, since 
There 's scarce a scribbler lias not one to show, 

From the fiends' leader to the angels' prince. 
Tliere also are some altar-pieces, though 
I really can't say that they much evince 
One's inner notions of immortal spirits ; 

But let tlie connoisseurs e.xplain their merits. 

XXX. 

Michael flew forth in glory and in good ; 

A goodly work of him from w hom all glory 
And good arise ; the portal past — he stood ; 

Before him the young cherubs and saints hoary 
(I say youngy begging to be understood 


pUly. an appearance which we had notberoreohaerved. The end 
towarda Uie nonh waa alao bent like a shepherd's crook. The 
usual pale light oflhe aurura sironglr rryenibleU that prodticMl 
by the comliuslioD of phosphorus ; a very sii;:d)t tioge of red waa 
noticed on this uccasioii, when Uio aurura was most vlrU, but 
no other colours were visible.’* P.1S5 ] 

* [ " TIuii as he apake, mrlhouebt Ibe lurroundlna (pare dIUted ; 

Over head I beMd (lie inlwlie etlHW ; beocsili us 
Lay tbsaolhl aptiiM of Ibe flrnwmvrtt spread Uken pamnent; 
whereaoever I look'd, there nos ilgtit and flory tr'iusd nwi' 
hrlgbletl U jeen'd Id Ibe Eatt. wlK'n* ti># Sew J<ru.:il«iDgUU(r'd. .. 
BiDinroiOD a bill, (here Mood ib« Crloii^Cily i ^ 

Bcamloa ahrlislioiw: Hi lonerii and ru{«»l»rl«lufl| ' , ^ 

Digb la (be sir sercoe. nlih Ibe bil^lOAeBSoipoid in tbs Ihruaif, ^ 
Where ofllbclr hreadita ibe vplen'l'^nr lay Inlsnoeentliiittrocsut : 

Fart wilh aflerierskrw. and a •fon i ^akk trrfn<ilou« taoilon 
LIketb* boralnf pyropu>i and lunvi, amt ptauwieKipirrkird, 
flay log la Jdaorimbl. mUIi a dUnioiiii°IIU ftlory ewavraoL 
Draw log oaor. I bebeld wbal over ibe purUI na* nrUtea . 

This U the Cats,'* elr.— Sociasi.J 

* [ Johanna Southcote, the aged luaaiic. who fancied herself, 
ami was believed by many fuliowert. to be with child of a nev.'^ 
! Messiah, died lu ISIS. There is a fnlt account ot her in Ibe Quar- 
terly itcview, vol. xaiv. p. 4S6.— BJ 

GO 
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By looks, not years ; and should be very sorry 
To state, they were not older than St. Peter, 

But merely that they seem'd a little sweeter). 

XXXI. 

The cherubs and the saints bow’d down before 
That arch-angelic hierarch, the first 
Of essences angelical, who wore 
The aspect of a god; but this ne’er nursed 
Pride in his heavenly bosom, in whose core 
No thought, save for his Maker’s service, durst 
Intrude, however glorified and high; 

He knew him but the viceroy of the sky. 

xxxii. 

He and the sombre silent Spirit met — 

They knew each other both for good and ill ; 

Such was their power, that neither could forget 
His former friend and future foe; but still 
There was a high, immortal, proud regret 
In cither’s eye, as if ’t were less their will 
Than destiny to make the eternal years (spheres. 
Their date of war, and their “ champ clos ” the 
xxxiii. 

But here they were in neutral space : wc know 
From Job, that Satan hath the power to pay 
A heavenly visit thrice a year or so ; 

And that “ the sons of Cod, “ like those of clay, 
Mustkeep himeompany; and we might show 
From the same book, in how polite a way 
The dialogue is held between the Powers 
Of Good and Evil— but T would take up hours, 
xxxiv. 

And this is not a theologic tract. 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic 
If Job be allegory or a fact. 

But a true narrative; and thus I pick 
From out the wliole but such and such an act 
As sets aside the slightest thought of trick. 

’T is every tittle true, beyond suspicion. 

And accurate as any other vision. 

XXXV. 

The spirits were in neutral space, before 
The gate of heaven; like eastern thresholds is 
The place w here Death’s grand cause is argued o'er. 
And souls despatch’d to that world or to this; 

And therefore Slichael and the other wore 
A civil aspect : though they did not kiss. 

Yet still between his Darkness and his Brightness 
There pass’d a mutual glance of great politeness. 


Willi more hauteur, as might an old Castilian 
Poor noble meet a mushroom rich civilian, 

XXXVII. 

He merely bent his diabolic brow ' 

An instant; and then raising it, he stood 
In act to assert his right or w rong, and show 
Cause why King George by no means could or should 
Make out a case to be exempt from woe 
Eternal, more than other kings, endued 
With better sense and hearts, whom history mentions, 
Wlio long have “ paved hell with their good Inten- 
tions.”' 

XXXVIIl. 

Michael began : ** What wouldsl thou witli this man. 
Now dead, and brought before the Lord? What ill 
Hath he wrought since his mortal race began, 

Tliat thou const claim him? Speak ! and do thy will. 
If it be just; if in this earthly span 
He hath been greatly failing to fulfil 
His duties as a king and mortal, say, 

And he is thine; if not, let him have way.” 

XXXIX. 

** Michael ! ” replied the Prince of Air, “ even here, 
Before the Gate of him thou servcsl, must 
I claim my subject : and will make appear 
Tliat as ho was my worshipper in dust, 

So shall he be in spirit, although dear 
To thee and thine, because, nor w ine nor lust 
Were of his weaknesses; yet on the throne 
He reign’d o'er millions to serve me alone. 

XL. 

“ lxK>k to mir earth, or rather mine; it was. 

Once, more thy inaslcr’s : but I triumph not. 

In this jKior planet’s conquest; nor, alas] 

Need he thou servesl envy’ me my lot : 

With all the myriads of bright w orlds which pass 
In worship round him, he may have forgot 
Yon w eak creation of such paltry things : 

I think few worth damnation save their kings, — 

XLI. 

“ And these but as a kind of quit-rent, to 
Assert my right as lord; and even had 
I such an inclination, ’t were (as you 
Well know) superlluous : they are grown so bad, 
That hell has nothing better left to do 
Than leave them to themselves : so much more mad 
And evil by their ow n internal curse. 

Heaven cannot make them better, nor I worse. 


XXXVI. 

The Archangel bow'd, not like a modern beau, 
But w ith a graceful oriental bend, 

Pressing one radiant arm just where below 
The heart in good men is supposed to tend. 
He turn’d as to an equal, not too low, 

Rut kindly; Satan met his ancient friend 


XLll. 

“ Look to the earth, I said, and say again : 

When this old, blind, mad, helpless, weak, poor worm 
Began in youth’s first bloom and (lush to reign. 

The world and he both wore a different form, 

And much of earth and all the watery plain 
Of ocean call'd him King : through many a storm 


♦ {‘‘NoMint in ihecjofseol hift rcligiouswarlare wMowreacn- j said one day, lalltfns lo an acquaintance on IW* aubjccl. ‘Sir. hdl 
aiUeof ihenohapp; failure of pious reaolTcs lhan Dr. Adtnson s be ! U pared wiih good inlcnllon8.'’—Cioi*R'lflo«oeW,TOl.tli-P*SS**l 
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Ills isles bad floated on the abyss of time; 

For the roogb virtues chose them for their clime. 
XLin. 

“ He came to his sceptre young; he leaves it old : 
Look to the state in which Ite found his realm, 
And lelt it; and his annals too behold. 

How to a minion first he gave the helm; 

How grew upon his heart a thirst for gold, 

The b^gar’s vice, which can but overwhelm 
The meanest hearts; and for the rest, but glance 
Thine eye along America and France. 

XLIV. 

** T is true, he was a tool from first to last 
(I have the workmen safe) ; but as a tool 
So let him be consumed. From out the past 
Of ages, since mankind have know n the rule 
Of monarchs— from the bloody rolls amass'd 
Of sin and slaughter— from the Caesars’ school, 
Take the worst pupil; and produce a reign 
More drench’d with gore, more cumber’d with the slain. 

XLV. 

“ He ever warr’d with freedom and the free : 

Nations as men, home subjects, foreign foes. 

So that they utter’d the word ‘ Liberty! * 
FoundGeorge the Tliird their firstop|K)ncnt. Whose 
History was ever stain’d as his w ill !>e 
With national and individual woes? 

I grant his household abstinence; I grant 
His neutral virtues, which most monarchs want; 

XLVl. 

I know he was a constant consort; own 
He was a decent sire, and middling lord. 

All this is much, and most upon a throne; 

As temperance, if at Apicius’ board, 

Is more tlian at an anchorite’s supper shown. 

1 grant him all the kindest can accord; 

And this was well for him, but not for Uiose 
Millions who found him what oppression chose. 

XLVII. 

“ The New World shook him off; the Old yet groans 
Beneath what he and his prepared, if not 
Completed : he leaves heirs on many thrones 
To all his vices, without what b^ot 
Compassion for him— his tame virtues; drones 
Who sleep, or despots who have now forgot 
A lesson which shall be re«taught than, w ake 
Upon the thrones of earth; but let them quake! 
xLvm, 

** Five millions of the primitive, who hold 


The faith which makes ye great on earll), implored 
A part of that vast all Uiey held of old,— 

Freedom to worshi[H-not alone your Lord. 
Michael, but you, and you, Saint Peter 1 Cold 
Must be your souls, if you have not abhorr'd 
The foe to catholic participation 
In all the license of a Christian nation. 

XLIX. 

** True! be allow’d them to pray God; but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused the law' 

Which would have placed them upon the s'anie base ’ 
With those who did not hold the saints in awe. ” 
But here Saint Peter started from his place. 

And cried, “ You may the prisoner withdraw : 

Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelph, 

'^Vhile I am guard, may I be damn’d myself! 

L. 

Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 
My ofllce (and hi$ is no sinecure), 

Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 
The azure fields of heaven, of that be sure!” 

“ Saint I ” replied Satan, “ you do well to avenge 
The wrongs be made your satellites endure; * 

And if to this exchange you should be given, 

1 ’ll try to coax our Cerberus up to heaven. ” 

u. 

Here Micliaei interposed : ** Good saint! and devil! 

Pray, not so fhst; you both outrun discretion. 
Saint Peter! you were wont to be more civil : 

Satan! excuse this warmtli of his expression. 

And condescension to the vulgar’s level : 

Even saints sometimes forget themselves in session. 
Haveyou got more to say?”— “No.” — “ If you please, 
1 ’ll trouble you to call your witnesses.” 

LII. 

Then Satan turn’d and w'aved his swarthy hand, 
Which stirr’d with its electric qualities’ 

Clouds farther off than we can understand, 

Although we find him sometimes in our skies; 
Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In all tl)e planets, and hell's batteries 
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 
As one of Satan’s most sublime inventions. * 
uii. ' * 

This was a signal unto such damn’d souls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 
Extended far l^yond the mere controls 
Of worlds past, present, or to con>e; no station 
Is theirs particularly in the rolls 
Of hell assign'd; but where their inclination 


■ (George III. ’• determination against Iho Catholic claims.— E.) 

■ [ From the oppOTlIc Rflon, 

Ocavr snd ralo^urowi cl<.«di roll'd oo, and rontplafed Ibr rlrrle. 
Tb«r*«IUi tbcspirtb aervnt. In ceRganial dtrlineM ni*ol«(wJ 
Ware tbe SonU <rf tbe WIcted. hIh>. wlirul In Rulll sod error, 

CbMetbe aerrlceoftlo, ind oon wrreabldlnu lUwsfies. 

Change of place to Ibcm broagbt do reprleral from aiiguWh ; 

Tbe> la ibelr oil UtougMa and desires eriiupvlaiii lualier. 


Envy, aod bate, and blatpbODoas rage, and remeeta uasaUlog. 
Carried a bell n llblo, lo nblrb all onicr affllctton. 

So it abstractarf tbe aeoae. Blgbl be deem’d a rrmMoo oflnrinml. 
Altbe rdgeottberleud. Iberrlocei oi bartnem troremarslialid ; 
bimlr deacrled wliblo ntre n logs and irueuknl faere^ 

Aod In tbe IbU-Ji obaenre there strumkd a mollooai cpmar. 
KelllDg. and fery, and atrlft, that tbe nboledaep body of darkooM 
boll d like a Irwabkd sea, nUh a n Me and a manifold molleti.' 

Nonets. 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


Or business carries them in seardi of game, 

They may range freely— being damn’d llie same. 

LIV. 

They are proud of this— as very well they may. 

It being a sort of knighthood, or gilt key 
Stuck in their loins; ' or like to an “ entre” 

Up the back stairs, or such free-masonr)*- 
I borrow my comparisons from clay, 

Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be 
Offended witli such base low likenesses; 

We know their posts are nobler far than these. 

LV. 

When tl)e great signal ran from heaven to hell— 
About ten million times the distance reckon’d 
From our sun to its earth, as we can tell 
How much time It takes up, even to a second, 

For every ray that travels to dispel 

The fogs of London, through whidi, dimly beacon’d, 
The weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year. 

If that the summer is not too severe 

LVI. 

I say that I can tell — ’t was half a minute : i 

I know the solar beams take up more time | 

Ere, pack’d up for their journey, they begin it; 

But then their telegraph is less sublime, | 

And if the)' ran a race, they would not win it 

’Gainst Satan’s couriers bound for \heir own clime. | 
The sun takes up some years for ever)’ ray i 

To reach its goal— the devil not half a day. 

LVII. j 

Upon the verge of space, about the size i 

Of half-a-crown, a little speck appear’d | 

(I’ve seen a something like it in the skies 
In the yEgean, ere a squall); it near’d, j 

And, growing bigger, took another guise ; ! 

Like an aerial ship it tack'd, and steer’d, j 

Or steer'd (I am doubtful of the grammar I 

Of tlie last phrase, w hich makes the stanza s lammer 

LVIII. 

But take your choice); and then it grew a cloud ; 

And so it was— a cloud of witnesses.’ 

But such a cloud ! No land e’er saw a crowd 
Of locusts tiomerous as the heavens saw these; 
They shadow’d with their myriads space; their loud 
And varied cries were like those of wild geese 
{If nations may be liken’d to a goose), 

And realised the phrase of ‘Miell broke loose.” 


LIX. 

Here crash’d a sturdy oath of stout John Bull, 

Who damn’d away his eyes as heretofore : 

There Paddy brogued “By Jasus!”—” What’s your 
wull?” [swore 

The temperate Scot exclaim'd : the French ghost 
In certain terras I sha’n’t translate Ln full, 

As the Drst coacliman w ill ; and midst the war. 
The voice of Jonathan was heard to express, 

“ Our president is going to w ar, I guess.” 

LX. ' 

Besides there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane; 

In short, an uimersal shoal of shades, 

From OUlieite’s isle to Salisbur)- Plain, 

Of all climes and professions, years and trades, 
Ready to swear against the good king's reign, 

Bitter as clubs in cards are against spades : 

AU summon'd by this grand “subpoena,” to 
Try if kings mayn’t be damn'd like me or you. 

LXI. 

When Michael saw this host, he first grew pale. 

As angels can; next, like Italian twilight. 

He turn’d all colours— as a peacock’s tall, 

Or sunset streaming through a Gothic skylight 
In some old abbey, or a trout not stale, 

Or distant lightning on the horizon 6y night, 

Or a fresh rainbow, or a grand review 
Of thirty regiments in red, green, and blue. 

LX II. 

Then he address'd himself to Satan : “Why — 

My good old friend, for such I deem you, tliough 
Our different parlies make us fight so shy, 

I ne’er mistake you for a personal foe ; 

Our difference is pnfifira/, and I 
Trust that, whatever may occur below, 

You know my great respect for you : and this 
Makes me regret whate’er you do amiss — 

LMll. 

“ Why, ray dear Lucifer, would you abuse 
My call for witnessc.s? I did not mean 
That you sliould half of earth and hell produce; 

’T is even superfluous, since two honest, clean. 
True testimonies are enough : we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 
The accusation and defence : if we 
Hear bolb, ’t will stretch ouf immortality.” 

LXIV- 

Satan replied, “To me the matter is 


t ( A gc4d <MT giU kry, peeping Irom below Uie «kirti of llte coat, | 
raarka a lord cbamberlalD.— E.] j 

t [ An allodoa to Horace Walpole'a cxprcBalon io a letter^*' Ibe | 
lummer baa set in wUb ilt utual teterity."—E.] 

3 [ ** 00 tb« cernWa Boor Sy llut dreod drrie nimooded, 

stood iboMol of Itw lllDg olAM. ffi frooi WM Ike iTMcnco 
Vril'd wIlboxctH oNlskl; lud bebkod Ibtr blnrbnm of darbitM*: 
Wbeo tbe troOfMl was Uo«o, artd Ibt Aogti made prorlamiiilon- 
Lo. «b«r* Ibe ling appronl Coute lorivanJ, re olio arraign blm! 

Forlb froin (be luiid cloud o Deoioo came al Ibe fummona. 
n ww tlw apirll by n boot bla rlgbieoua rvign bad b«en troubled ; ) 


Likeat Id form nnroalb lo ibo bldeooa Idola wbom lodio 
ILoog by guilty neglect to bellUb delu»loniabaodon d,| 

W'orahipa wllb hortil* r»« ofaelf-doairucllon aod torture. 
Maoy-b»de«l and moortroua lb# Fiend; ullh numberto* focoa, 
ftomberkM beaiUI oar# ereci to all niinour#. and rertlea#. 

AndHllh nureberle»inouih*«blfb *»m Oli d ultb U««aa wllborroui 
Clamour* aroee a* be came. 0 coOfujltin of lurbnlenl relcoa, 
Malodirtlon*. aod blatant loopUM. and ilpcmui blaae# ; 

Awi In Ibe hubbub of wnielcsa founds ibe wairbword# of f#f1lon.— 
Freedom. Insadcd KlBbu. Comiplloo. aod War, and OpprcaitOB- 
IxKidly enounced were beard.' -sotioir.j 
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THE VISION OF JUDGMENT. 


Indifferent^ in a personal point of view : 

I can have lift)' better souls tiiaii this 
With far less trouble than we have gone through 
Already ; and I merely argued his 
Late majesty of Britain’s case with you 
Upon a point of form : you may dispose 
Of him ; 1 've kings enough below, God knows ! ” 

LXV. 

Thus spoke the Demon ' (late call’d multifaced 
By multo-scribbling SouUtey). Then we ’ll call 
One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Around our congress, and dispense with all, 

The rest,** quoth Michael : Who may be so graced 
As to speak Qrst? there's choice enougli — who shall 
It be?” Then Satan answer’d, “There are many; 

But you may choose Jack Wilkes as well as any.*' 
txvi. 

A merry, cock>eyed,* curious-looking sprite 
Upon the instant started from the throng, 

Dress'd in a fashion now forgotten quite; 

For all the fashions of the flesh stick long 
By people in the next world ; where unite 
All the costumes since Adam's, right or wrong, 
From Eve's flg-leaf down to the petticoat, 

Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 

LXVIl. 

The spirit look’d around upon the crowds 
Assembled, and exclaim'd, “ My friends of all 
The spheres, wc shall catch cold amongst these clouds ; 
So let ’s to business : why this general call ? 
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If those are freeholders I see in shrouds. 

And 't is for an election that they bawl, 

Behold a candidate with unturn’d coat! 

Saint Peter, may 1 count upon your vote? ” 

LXVIII. 

“ Sir,” replied Michael, “ you mistake; these things 
Are of a former life, and what wc do 
Above is more august ; to judge of kings 
Is the tribunal met ; so now you know.” 

“Then I presume those gentlemen with wings,’* 

. Said Wilkes, “ are cherubs ; and that soul below 
T^ks much like George the Third, but to my mind 
A. good deal older — Bless me ! is he blind? ” 

LXIX. 

“ He is what you behold him, and his doom 
Depends upon his deeds,’* tlie Angel said. 

“ If you have aught to arraign in him, tlie tomb 
Gives license to the humblest beggar's head 
To lift itself against the loftiest.”—** Some,” 

Said Wilkes, ** don’t wait to see tl>cm laid in lead. 
For such a liberty — and I, for one. 

Have told t))em wbat I thought beneaUt the sun.” 

LXX. 

** Above the sun repeat, then, what thou bast 
To urge against him,” said the Archangel. “ Why.” 
Replied the spirit, ** since old scores are past, 

Must I turn evidence? In faith, not I. 

Besides, 1 beat him hollow at the last, 

ith all bis Lords and Commons : in the sky 


' ( '*B«I wb«i tMnleoil In tb< rrcMort, 

Then »M IS« Pleod 4iaDi}'d, UMOSh « lUi Impudence rtetbed m a gartnent ; 

iod Ibe t]log tooKum nere mule, end the lipe, m bleb bed acalter'd 

Arruwtloo and ilaoder. itcre Mill. .'>o lime (or ftuIod 

TbU. to ttte rreaence he Mood : do place for flight ; for dlarmbllog 

No poetlblllljr ibere. Prom ibe khiU on the edge of ibe darhorM. 

r«<9 be prodoced, prime norm and ageau o( mltrhler. and bade them 

sbew Ibrmarlree lallbhil uow lo tbe cauae for wMcb lb<^ had iaboor'd. 

Wrvtebed and guUlT eouU. where now tbeir andacUrr A here now 

Arc Ibe tofolent loogwa ao reedy of old at rr]ol»dfry 

Where Ibe tofly pretcncMof public tirlue and freedom? 

Where Ibe gibe, end the Jeer, and Ibe Ibreal. ibeenTimoo'd InrerllTe. 
CalaoDT, talaeliood. fraud, aod Ibe whole anusuoliloo of mellcer 
Wrcicbed and cullly wmlt. (bey atood lo Ibe face of Ihefr Sofrrdgn, 
Onurloiu eiMl aelf-rundnnird ; confronled wllb blm they bed Injured, 

Al Ibe Jodgocnt-eeei * ibey atood. 

* f la lelere o re <o fbli pari of Mr. nootbey'i poem, Ibc EriecUc R^lewrr. 

we beflere Ibe Ian Kcv. Rob«.-n Hall. Mld:-*'Nr. Sonihey't ‘VUIon of 
Jodgmeai' U anqarailooalvly a prufnoe poem. Tbe asaerllon wUI (tagger 
Ibme only wbo do not comider what Is tbe Import of Ibc word, fro- 
faneoae i( Ibr Irreverent aic of rarred onniea aod Ibingi. A borlrwiur of 
tbiog* sacred, w briber iBlrnllonal or nfrt. 1* proNoemats, To apply Ibe 
bognegeof ScrlplarelD a ludlrromronnnlon Ulo prufaoe It. Tbenium- 
BMry of prayer on Ibeatage, tbongh Ine aeriooa play, la a groM prohoatloii 
ef aacTCd IhlngJA A»d all acta which coma nodcr Ibe laklog of Code nooM 
In vain ore acta of profaonieaa. Acrording to IbU drflnlllon of ib« word. 
IV Laareete'a ‘ VMun of iudgmeot' U a poem growly and anjwrdaoably 
prefaoe. Mr. Soulbey'i lolmllon waa, we are well perfuaded, very far 
frotu briog IrrettgliKia ; and, todeed. Ibc profancncas of Itie porm partly 
at bee from lb« ludlcrooi etlrrt prodneed by (br bad lute asd imbrrtlUy of 
the pnrtorq>aare>, lor which bU Inimliont are denrly not au.wrrabir. 
Wbairrur Itberllee a poel may cUln lo labr, In repreMnleiloni pertly el- 
legorlnl, with tbe lurUlble rcallilH of Ibe world to route, ibe Ignlf Talnui 
of petlikel seal baa. io tbia lualaiKe. carried Mr. Soulbey far brynndeuy M* 
»l|nable boonda of poetical llrenar. It would base bren rnoogb to relr- 
brate Ibe apotbroaia of the moiiirrb ; bat, when he proreedc tolraTeslie the 
(Inal Jodgroent. aiwl lo reoven ibe awful lril>uruil of nearen Into a draw Ing- 
room leecc. where he. Ibc rod Lanrenlc. ukra upon blmtclf lo play Ibe 
parlor a lord la welUug, prmcpUog oae Ccoiitao wmlby after Aoolber to 


{ ** Beboldloe tbe (brnnost, 

nim by tbe eeaf of Hit eye oblique, I knew a« Ibe flrebreod 
Whom Ibe UDlhlnklng populace held for tbclr Idol aod been, r 

Lord of Misrule lo hla day. Sul hew was Ihal rountenanee aJler'd t 
kVbrreefDolloa of feer or of abame bed iiorcr bean wilneu'd; 

That laTlucIblc forehead abash'd : aod tbqae ryet wberi-lo nnllco 
ooce bad been wunf to ablne wllb wit and bILartly Icffiper'd. 

Into bow deep a gloom Ibeir roonrafnl eapmston had nIUed I 
Lillie availed il now Ibal not (rocD a purpose malignant, 

Not wljh evil lolcnt. be bid cboaen Ibe service of evlT. 

Rotor bla own dmlrea tbe alavo, wllb profligate Impnlae, 

Solely by MlDslioeas mored. aod rerkleea of auebl Ibet might Ibllow. 
Conld be plead In ooly excuse a ronfewton of b.v«cnewy 
Cobid br bldo Ibe exlrol of biv golll : or hope lo atone for 
Faction exrlietl al home, when all oM (cuds wrrr abalcd, 

InsorrrriloQ abroad, aod (be irtlo of woes Ibat had foUew'd? 

Dlsrontrot and dbloyaliy. like ibe lerih of Ibe drsicon. 

He bad sown on tbe winds; Ibry bed ripen d beyoud lha Allanltcv* 
TbetMY Id natural birth. Kdillen. revolt, revolutiun. 

Fraore bad rerrired tbe seeds. and raop'd Ihe harvest of hurrort^ 

Where — wlw’re should Ihe plagne be stay'd? Ob. must lobe pit Uvt 
They of all souls In bale, w bo we no Irrm lo ihe evil 
Tbrv by ibeIr guilt have raised, no end U> ihelr Inner upbraldingvt 
Ulm I could not cbooac bot boow.** etc.— Soorurv.] 

klsa banda on promotlon.-wbai should be grave Is, toderd. turued lo 
fart*.”] 

* (“Oar orw world has gmertlly Ibe rredll of basing firsi IlglHed Ibr 
lorrb whirb was io lllumlnalo, and anon set In a Vise, ibe Bnm part 
Europe ; yel I Iblok ibo QrvI fllnl was ttnirti, and ibe IrM spark ellrlied. 
tbe palrlol John Wlikra, a few yean Itetore. Id a ilnw of profound pea 
IberwlIrM spirit of mm, deprived ofolbrr objerlsol public euri<>sily. wlttd 
wUb BvHUy on Iboar qnesiiooa wbkb were Ibrit aglMled with ao roue 
violence lo England, louebitig ibe rights of Ibe propie sud of Ibe govern 
UKDl, and Ibe uaiora of power. Tbe end ef ibe potlllcal drams waa 
favour of wbsi wu called, and in some respects was. ibe hbrrly of tbepco 
pie. Kneoureged by the sneersiol Ibis great eomnlijn. the tutlxin was no 
sooner dropped on the seme of Europe, than new actora huironj iu calw 
tl again Id Ankrrira. and to giro Ibe world • new play. loOtillcly more lO'- 
tererttog and Bore brlltteol than Ibr Oral.”- M. 5i«ekD.I 
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BYRON S WORK& 


I don't like ripping, up old stories, since 
His conduct wns but natural in a prince. 

LX.Xl. 

** Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 
A |K>or unlucky devil wit>iout a shilling; 

But then I blame the man himself much less 
Than Bute and Grafton, and shall be unwilling 
•To see him punish'd here for their cxcc-ss. 

Since they were both damn'd long ago, and still in 
Their place below : for me, I have forgiven. 

And vote his ‘ Iwbeas corpus* into heaven.” 

LXMl. 

“ Wilkes,” said the Devil, “I understand all this; 

You turn’d to half a courtier ere you died,' 

And seem to think it would not be amiss 
To grow a wliole one on tlie oilier side 
Of Charon’s ferry ; you forget that his 
Reign is concluded; whatsoe'er betide, 
lie won’t be sovereign more : you ’ve lost your labour, 
For at the best he w ill but be your neighbour. 

Lxxm. 

“However, I knew what to think of it. 

When I belield you in your jelling way 
Flitting and whispering round about the spit 
Where Belial, upon duty for the day. 

With Fox’s lard was basting William Pitt, 
Ilis.pupii; 1 knew what to think, 1 say : 

That fellow even in hell breeds farther ills; 

I’ll have him guyg'd — ’t w as one of his own bills. 

LXXIV. 

“ Call Junius ! ” • From the crowd a shadow stalk’d, 
And at the name there was a general squeeze, 

So that the very ghosts no longer walk'd 
In edinfort, ot their own aerial ease, 

Tlut were, all ramm'd, and jamin'd (but to be balk'd, 
As we shall see ), and jostled bands and knees, 
Like wind compress'd and pent within a bladder. 

Or like a human colic, which is sadder. 

LXXV. 

Tlie shadow came— a tall, thin, gray hair’d figure. 
That look'd as it liad been a shade on earth; 

Quick in its motions, with an air of vigour, 


' ( For Uic puliiical iiUtory of Joho Wilkei, wlio dini chanibcr- 
I 4 I& of Uic oily of Loodon, we mn&t refer to any luxury of ihe 
reign of Gcur^e Ilf. HUprofliftate pcrwonal character ii iilHJo* 
danlly dUplayed In the coJIrclioa of bia leihrrs. puUUbed by hit 
datigkterl tincc hit dealh.— K.] 

* {■‘Who might ibeolber be. hi* oonindein guilt and loiuricriog. 
Broaghl lolb«pr<K>Mik«h1in, and ahriiiklits lihclilm friifli tbclritlf 
NameJeaa Ibe Uh«W«r lifad. arxl ihot hU amm* in darki>CM; 
loOelertcd be imm'iI U» Ibe and. Iratliig bchitwl him 
Xeiioua Horkf oa tanb, and the peat ofao tnilctaniple. 

Want to the world bejood, w here oo oriMK’e* are hidden. 

Maalt'd bad be bean In tiU Ufa. and now a ibor of Iruu, 

fiiretted ruuitd bU hud, JukJ abo^Uh'd bU fealura for crer. 

kpaectiloaa Ihe UaudetTr viood. and Inrn'd bia face froin the VIonartii, 

Iron-bound aa it waa..... ao iniupporuMT dreadful 

Soon cr late to conacloua KuUt la the e)C of tbc lojurod.'*.- SoertCT. ] 

) ( AmooK the various persons to whom the T.etlcn uf Junius 
have been attrihuted wo find the Duke of Portland, Lord George 
Sackvilie, Sir rhilip l-'roiicis. Mr. Diirkc, Mr. Dunning, (he Bcv. 
John HoriioTu(*ie. Ur. Hugh Boyd, Dr. Wilniut, 
i [**ldou'( ktnvr wImi tu ihtnk. Why iliouid Junius be dead? 


But nought to mark its breeding or its birth : 

Xow it wax'd tittle, then again grew bigger, 
ilh now an air of gloom, or savage inirUt; 

But as YOU gazed upon its features, they 
Changed every instant— to trkaf, none could say. 

LAXVI. 

The more intently the ghosts gazed, the less 
Could they distinguish whose the features were ; 
The Devil himself seem’d puzzled even to guess ; 

They varied like a dream — now here, now there ; 
And several people swore from out the press, 

They knew him perfectly; and one could swear 
Uc was Ills father : upon which another 
Was sure he was his mother's cousin's brother : 

LX XVII. 

Another, that he was d duke, or knight, 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 

A nabob, a man-midwife; * but the v.ight 
Mysterious clianged his countenance at least 
As oft as they their minds : though in full sight 
Uc stood, the puzzle only was increased; 

The man w*us a phantasmagoria in 
Htiiiself— he was so volatile arwi thin. * 

LXXVIll. 

Tlic moment that you had pronounced him one, 
Presto! Ills face changed, and he was another; 

And when that change was hardly well put on, 

It varied, till I don't think his ow n mother 
(If that he had a mother) would her sou 
llaveknown, he lifted so from one to t'other; 
Till guessing Irooi a pleasure grew a task, 

At this epistolary “ Iron Mask.” * 

LXXIX. 

For sometimes he like Cerberus would seem — 
“Three gentlemen at once ” (as sagely says 
Good Mrs. Malaprop); then you might deem 
That he w as not even our ; now many rays 
Were Hashing round him ; and now a thick steam 
Hid him from sight — like fogs on London days : 
Now Burke, now’ Tooke, he grew to people's fancies, 
And cerlcs often like Sir Pliilip Francis. • 


If suddenly apoplexed, would hcresUnbU gnve wUhont sending 
bis to shout In Uic cart of posterity, 'Junius was X. Y. 

Z.. Esq., burled lu Uie parldi Itcpair hU monument, ye 

clmrchwanfens ! Priut a oew cdilloo of his Letters, ye booksel Irrs 1‘ 
lm|to&dblr,— the man must bt atiet. and will never die wiihoul 
the diiciosurc. I like biiu he was a good hater.”— B. Viary, 
Xov. 25. ISIS —Sir Philip Francis died in Doc. ISIS.] 
s [ Tbc tnysiery of '* ntomme iti masque de ter." the everUatiog 
potale oC the last Ceniury, has at Irngih^ In general ophiloo, been 
cleared up. by a French work published iu iSiS, and which form- 
ed Ihc bads of an eutertaiuing one in English by Lord Dover. 
See the {pnnrterly Aobirte, vul. lulv. p. 49.— E.) 

^ (Thai Ihc work enlilled ‘‘The Identity of Junius with a disiin- 
guisbed Living Characier esUbUvbed ” proves Sir Philip Francis 
tu be Junius, wc will not affirm; bill this we can safely assert, 
lhai ii accumulates such a mass of circunulanUal cvkleucr, as 
rmlers it cxfrcmely difliciilt to believe tie is not, and Hut, If to 
many coincideuces shall be found lu have nibled us in ihis eai-e. 
our faith in all conclusions drawu from proofs ofa similar kind may 
Iteaceforth be shaken.— M sckixtomi.] 
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LXXX* 

I ’ve an hypothesis— "t is quite my own ; 

I nev(^ let it out till now, for fear 
Of doing people harm about the throne. 

And injuring some minister or peer, 

On whom the stigma might perhaps he blown : 

It is — my geutie public, lend thine car! 

*T is, that what Junius we are wont to call 
Was rea//y, htt/i/, nobody at all. 

LXXXI. 

I don't see wherefore letters should not be 
Written witliout hands, since we daily view 
Them written without heads; and books, we see, 

Are fill’d as well without the latter too : 

And really till we fix on somebody 
For certain sure to claim them as his due, 

Their author, like the Niger’s mouth, will bother 
The world to say if there be mouth or author. 

LXXXIl. 

“ And who and what art thou? ” the Archangel said. 

** For tiiat you may consult my title-page,” 

Replied this mighty shadow of a shade : 

If I have kept my secret half an age, 

1 scarce shall tell It now.”— “ Canst thou upbraid,” 
Continued Michael, “George Rex, or allege 
Aught furtlier?” Junius answer'd, “You had better 
First ask him for hi$ answer to my letter : 

LXXXIII. 

** My charges upon record will outlast 
The brass of both his epitaph and tomb.” 

** Repent'st thou not,” said Michael, “ of some past 
Exaggeration ? something which may doom 
Thyself if false, as him if true ? Thou wast 
Too biller — is it not so? — in thy gloom 
Of passion ? ” — “ Passion ! ” cried the phantom dim, 
“ I loved my country, and I hated him. 

LXXXIV. 

“ What I have written, I have written : let 
The rest be on his head or mine!” So spoke 


Old “Nominis Umbra; ” ' and while speaking yet, 
Away lie melted in celestial smoke. * 

Then Satan said to Micliael, “ Don't forget 
Tocall George W ashington, ‘and John llorneTooke, 
And Franklin ; hut at this time there was heard 
A cry for room, though not a phantom stlrr'd. 

LXXXV. 

At length with jostling, elbowing, and the aid 
Of cherubim appointed to that post, 

The devil Asinodcus to the circle made 
His way, and look'd as if his Journey cost 
Some trouble. When his burden down belaid, 

“ What 's this?” cried MicliacI; “why, ’t is not a 
“I know it,” quoth the incubus; “but he [ghost?” 
Shall be one, if you leave tlie affair to me. 

LXXXVI. 

“Confound the renegado! I have sprain'd 
My left wing, he 's so heavy ; one would think 
Some of his w orks about his neck were chaiu'd. 

But to the point : w hile havering o'er the brink 
Of Skiddaw * (where as usual it still rain’d), 

I saw a taper, far below me, wink, 

And stooping, caught this fellow at a libel — 

No less on history than the Holy Bible. 

LXXXVII. 

“ The former is the devil’s scripture, and 
Tlie latter yours, good Michael ; so the affair 
Belongs to all of us, you understand. , 

I snatch’d him up]u.«!t as you see him there. 

And brought him off for sentence out of hand : 

I 've scarcely been ten minutes in the air — 

At least a quarter it can hardly be : 

I dare say that his wife is still at tea.” 

LXXXVllI. 

Here Satan said, “I know this mao of old, 

And have expected Iiim fur some time here ; 

A sillier fellow' you w ill scarce behold, ' 

I Or more conceited in his petty sphere : 

I But surely it was not worth whHe to fold 


' [The well knowD mottuof JudIus U, nom<ni« timbrvf.** 
-E.) 

• r*‘<^atni.arfl yedamb? cried Ibe moliKlsced Dt.tDOB In anKer ; 

Think fclben b} lotbnrteo the lerm of >our penanref 

Ksrfc to )u«ir ptMl dout I— And with IwrribL- 0 ra»p flfioiir 
.<«l«lne ibr gultlf {Mir. lte*nuBg Ibcm ftloft, and In rcngeonco 
norl d Ibcm til abroid. far Into ihc tulpbiiront dirkneis. 

.SonJof rartloB, br warn'd I And ye, ycSIanderert? Inrn y* 

JtMlre. and bear In roliwl Ibat aner dcalh Ibcra UJodemcol. 

Wbirtlof . anay they Sew ! bor long blntacif did be urry. 

Cre from Ittcgronod where he Mood, roiigtil up by a rrbefiMOl whirlwind. 

il« loo WM Imrrkd anay; and ibe blue wllh llpbnitirg and Ihundcr 

ToUn l'*fl arlgbl and alcft ainij the accumnlate hUckocta. 

scalier d luinmaha emjnl. and beyond ibe limlls of eibcr 

Drove Ibe blrrioc boat obarene ; Ibey bowline andgroanlug 

Fell [MoclptlaledowD lo tbrir dolorous ploro uf CBduraoce.'*— 

SOOTOCT.J 

* [ '*Tbe roll of Ibe ibundcT 

Ceased, and til imanda were busbd. tUl again frooi Ibe gale adamantine 
Wm Ibe roire of tbr Angel beard through Ibe oilenre of lloaveu : 

Hwl hectrlalm'd. King Ceorga of FJiglandslaodelb la Jwlgmcot I 
Uell balb been dumb in hl« prosenrv. Te wboon earth arraign'd kim. 
Come ye before him now. aod here aeroM or abwHve hini f 
.... Frotn Ibe .^Itof Ibe Rieuad, 

Some ware ibera tbeo w bo odToncediaDd more from theakirls ofibe metllog, 


gpiritj w ho had not yet areoroplUh'd ihNr parlflrailon. 
let being rieaiited from ptide. from fanlon and error dcUrer'd. 

Forged of the tllm m herewith the eye of the mlud Is clouded. 

They, lo tbclr better Mate, hw all ibingc clear 

One alone mualn'd. when the real bed mlrod lo Ibeir Halloa : 

Slk-ntly be bad stood, and Mill unmored. end in slleoee, 
yy lib a steady mien, regsrded Ibe lore of Ibe Monarch. 

Thought lul aw bile be gaud 

' Here Ibni al Ibe Oala of Heaven we arc mcl I* said Ibe Spirit ; 

' King dr England ! allieii In It'e nppose<l lo eocb Mher, 

Hart we iDcetat Iasi. Nut unprep.irH for ili« meeiing 
Ween l;/<r webad both oulllvcil all enmity, rendering 
Each to each Ibai Jnslice wbkb cacb from each bod wlibboUeo. 

In Ibe eoima oreveuU, 10 Ibee i srrffi'd as a KeUH. 

Tbou a Tyraol lo me m sirongiy doth rtreumsUore rule men 
During evil days, when right and wrung are coufuunded! ' 

* Wssbingum I ' sold the Monarch. * well ban thou tytokeu, and Irnly. 

Just lo tbyirlfandto IOC. Un Ibem Ulbe gulll of llieconlaH 
IVbo, for wiekod ends, with fbularii of faction and faUebood, 
kindled and fed Ibe flame : bnl verily User haie ibetr guerdon. 

Tbou and I are free from offeiwe.'— 

When ibat Spirit withdrew, ibellontrtb around Ibe asarably 
Look'd, but noue etweame rorlb,*‘elc.~SoriaET.] 

4 (Mr. SouUiey’a refidence is on the sliore of Derwen(walcr» 
near the motmUUi SkidJaw.— E.J 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


Such' trash below your w ing, Asmodeus dear : 

We had the poor wrelclt safe {without being bored 
With carriage) coming of his own accord. 

LXXXIX. 

♦‘But since he *8 here, let ’s sec what he has done.” 
Done!” cried Asmodeus, ‘*he anticipates 
Tl)e very business you are now upon, 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what his ribaldry may run, 

When such an ass as this, like Balaam's, prates ? ” 
“Let 's hear,” quoth Michael, what he has to say ; 
You know we ‘re bound to that in every way.” 

xc. I 

Now the bard, glad to get an audience, whicli 
By no means often was his case below, 

Began to cougti, and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
His voice into that awful note of woe 
To all unhappy hearers within reach 
Of poets when the tide of rliyme 's in flow ; 

But stuck fast with his first hexameter, 

Kot one of all whose gouty feet would stir, 
xct. 

But ere the spavin’d dactyls could be spurr'd 
Into recitative, in great dismay 
Both clierubini and seraphim were heard 
To murmur loudly through their long array; 

And Mictiacl rose ere he could get a word 
Of all his founder’d verses under way, [best — 

And cried, “For God’s sake stop, my friend! ’t were 
Non Di, uon homines— yoix know the rest.” • 

XCII. 

A general bustle spread throughout the throng, 
Which seem'd to hold all verse in detestation; 

Hie angels had of course enough of song 
When upon service ; and the generation 
Of ghosts had heard too much in life, not long 
^ Before, to prolil by a new' occasion; 

Themonarch, mutetiil then, exclaim’d, “Wliat! what!’ 

Pye * come again ? No more — no more of that ! ” 
xcin. 

The tumult grew; an universal cough 
Convulsed the skies, ns during a debate. 

When Gastlereagh has been up long enough 
(Before he was Drst minister of stale, 

I mean — the slaves hear »ioiw) ; some cried “ Off, off! ” 
As at a farce; till, grown quite desperate, 


i { MfdlocHbiu «M poelli 

^l» Dl. Don bOfDloM. non conrtsiore eolua»B«.-JlOT«rt. 

Tow les geurr* •wol bon*. bOM »• gfore MJiKijeui.- 1 

* [ The king'i trick of repealiti* hU wonb io this way was a fer- 
ine source of ridicule Io Peter l'luiUr(Pr. Wolcot' ; for example— 
** Tbs nfuiDcrinii monnreb. rtopplng to takcbrcslb 
Anildn tbc rrgtmrnu old«itb, 

!low torn d to Wlilibmd I'tkb complscfftrc round. 

Aixl. mernr. ihu* sddrm'd lb« own of r»«r ; — 

• Wbiibresrt, U ”1 Ifoe ? I b«r. I bwr, 

lou ‘r«of AD Bnri«nl fsmliy— renown’d — 

Wbsi? VTbslM 'ni lotd that you ’res liiob 
01 rym. ibe fimoas relton ryn : 


The bard Saint Peter pray'd to Interpose 
(Himself an author) only for his prose. 

xciv. ^ 

The varlet was not an ill-favoiir’d knave; 

A good deal like a vulture in the face, 

With a hook nose and a hawk’s eye, w hich gave 
A smart and sharper-looking sort of grace 
To his whole aspect, which, though rather grave. 

Was by no means so ugly as his case; 

But that indeed was hopeless as can be. 

Quite a poetic felony “ de sc.” 
xcv. 

Then Michael blew his trump, and still'd the noise 
With one still greater, as is yet the mode 
On earth besides ; except some grumbling voice, 
W'hich now and then will make a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few will twice 
Lift up their lungs when fairly overcrow’d; 

And now tlie bard could plead his own bad cause, 
With all the attitudes of self-applause. 

xcvi. 

He said— (I only give the heads) — he said, 

He meant no harm in scribbling ; 't was his way 
Upon all topics; 't was, besides, his bread, 

Of which he butter'd both sides; ’t would delay 
Too long the assembly (be was pleased to dread), 

And take up rather more time than a day, 

To name his works— he would but cite a few — 
“W'atTyler”-r-“ Rhymes onBlenheim”—** Waterloo 
xcvii. 

He had written praises of a regicide; 

He had written praises of all kings whatever; 

He bad w ritten for republics far and wide, 

And then against them bitterer than ever : 

For pantisocracy he once had cried 
Aloud, a scheme less moral than ’t was clever; 
Then grew a hearty anti-jacobin — 

Had turn’d his C45at— and would have turn’d his skin. 

XCVIII. 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory; he had call'd 
I Reviewing * “ the ungentle craft,” and then 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl'd — 

Fed, paid, and pamper’d by the very men 
By whom his muse and morals had been maul'd : 

He had written mucli blank verse, and blanker prose. 
And more of both than any body knows.* 


Wbit.WhllbrMd. U It true nhot pcobk UT? 

San sfa romultK'a>t «rc foa? hen? ha? bef 
TtatrtMb o( iAuaury don't you fr«d f 
te»,Tcs, T«n rat calf a bead, yourat calf ■ bred 

T ( Henry Jaroe* Pyc, the predecessor of Mr.jsonlhey in Hie poet- 
laureab-shlp, died in IRIS. Ho was the author of many works, be- 
sides hisonidat Odes, anu>OR olhera. *'Alfre«V* *n V|dc poem — ail 
of which lia»e been long since defunct. Pyc was a man of fiood 
family la Berkshire, sat tome time in parliament, and was cini- 
ncnlly respectable in every thing hul hU poetry.— K J 

4 See " Life of Henry Kirkc White. " 

* (Ittu sarcasm about Southey's professional authorship comes 
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TIIK VISIOX OF JUDGMENT, 


XCIX. 

He had written Wesley's life: — here turning round 
To Satan, “ Sir, I ’m ready to write yours. 

In two octavo volumes, nicely l>oun<l, 

With notes and preface, all lh.it most allures 
Tlic pious purchaser; and there 's no ground 
For fear, for I can choose my own reviewers : 

So let me have the proper do^uiiiients, 

That I may add you to my other saints.'* 
c. 

Satan bow’d and was silent. “ Well, if you, 

With amiable modesty, decline 
My offer, what says Micliacl ? There arc few 
Whose memoirs could be render'd more divine; 
Mine is a pen of all work; not so new 
As it was once, but I would make you shine 
Like your own trumpet. By the way, my own 
Has more of brass in it, and is as well blown. 

Cl. 

But talking aboot trumpets, here ’s my V ision ! 
Now you shall judge, all people ; yes, you shall 
Judge with my judgment, and by my decision 
Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall.* 

I settle all these things by intuition, 

Times present, past, to come, heaven, hell, and all, 
Like King Alfonso.* When I thus see double, 

1 save the Deity some worlds of trouble.” 

cii. 

He ceased, and drew forth an MS.; and no 
Persoasion on the part of devils, or saints, 


4Si 

Or angels, now could stop tlie torrent ; so 
He read the first three lines of thecoptents; 

But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show 
Had vanish'd, with variety of scents. 

Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang, 

Like lightning, off from his “ melodious twang.” * 

cm. 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell ; 

Tlie angels stopp'd thei r ears and plied their pinions ; 
The devils ran howling, deafen’d, dow n to hell ; 

The ghosts fled, gibl)ering, for their own domi- 
(For ’t is notyet decided where they dwell, {nions^ 
And I leave every man to his opinions); 

Michael took refuge in his trump^but, lo I 
ills teeth were set on edge, he could not blow ! 

CIV. 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an im|>eluous saint, upraised liis keys. 

And at the fifth line knock’d the }>oet down ; * 

Who fell like Phaeton, hut more nt ease. 

Into his lake, for there he did not drown; 

A different web being by the Destinies 
Woven for the Laureate’s final wreath, whene’er 
Reform shall happen either here or there. 

cv. ' 

He first sank to the bottom — like his works. 

But soon rose to the surface — like himself; 

For all corrupted things are buoy'd like corks, * 

By their own rottenness, light as an elf,. 


with a bad frotn a man who, for several years, has been in 
the habit of receiving several ibousand pounds per aiuiiim. all for 
valoe received in Verse and Proee, from the magulheeut eicbe- 
quer of albemarie Street. What right hat Lord Byron to sneer at 
Soathry as a “writer of all work?” lias he not himself published, 
within these two years, two volumes of tragic blank verse; one 
volume of iicenUous oUava rima ; one pamphlet of clever pole- 
mical criticiam. seasoned with persuoalitlesagainst all sorUof men; 
besides wrUiag an Armenian graroinar?*>S/aciicx>od, IKU.] 

* [ ** Lin op yoor heods. ya CMai ; and ya evrrUatlaii PortaU, 

Ba ya im op I For lei a gtorlDcd Moosrcti approaebetb. 

And wbo io rHitxaeoanat* rrign’d, and rallaioiuly KeTcrn'd hli paeplc. 
Wbo are ihcM tbal aitail bim «Ubla?«>s*MU. (be DelUerer, 

Dim t kneir Tbou. loo. O mnlrblcM Flln, 

Eteellral Qoeea. vrerl tberc 1 aod Iby broibor't tmoiirui spirit. 

Tlwra loo WM be of tbe uhle (iMll. the baro of Cmty ; 

Lle»-b«ar(ad Aicbard waa tbera. redoobiable warrior. 

. nw tbeapirlloralfrad-. 

aimd tban vJwm no prlnra nlib lontar latellact gtflad. 

Bade I bebdd. wbo, bombk and bely. 

Sbon« Ilka a slojle star, arrrar In a nlsbl ot darkoesa. 

Boron ateo was Iberr, ihe luarrslloua Friar; 

Tbar, loo, Father Cbaurer 1 1 aaw, and deligbted lo are (her— 

AAd Mwki^re, wbo In onr bearti tor hlijMtf bolh rreciod an emplrr. 

A train. wbofD nnrwr duly aiirartcd. 

Tbrougb ibe Cala of BiUi cane forth to wdracDe Ihdr Sormlgn. 

Many were ibay, and glortooa all. Consplruoot smoiig Ibctn, 

Wolfe was BMo; aod ibe S«ansin who Ml on Ibe «bom of Owbybea;* 
Aod Ibe mighty MmlrUiiof Oertnatty.’* onr'iby adupiloQ, 

Wbo bcbeld la ibe klug bis aiuoldcrDt popll and palron — 

There, too, Wesley I taw andknew~And Burke 1 beheld ibrrr- 
Oerc. wbera wroaga are forghen. was ibelnjorcd Htallngsbe>Me bim; 
Tbart was eor laio*koi( Queen, tbc Ballon's ciamplc of tinur, eir. rte. 

Boevar*.) 

* Alfonso, ipekkingofthePiolomean system, slid, tint “hadbd 


• Cooke 


• riandel. 


been consulted at Ihe creslloo of the world, be would luveipBred 
the Maker some absurdilies.'' 

>See Aubrey 'sscoountofthc ApparUioo which dUippeared'*wlth 
a cutious perfnrae and a most me/tK/ious fuwn^ : " or see the 
•'yinliquary,” vol. L p. 32A.— [*‘As the vision shut his vTdtUDe, 4 
strsln of delightful music seemod lo fill ttie apartment.''— *‘Th« 
luual time,*' says Grose, ** at which ^hoals m«ke Ihdr B|pe«rance 
it midnight, and seldom befurw it t^dnrk ;'fbou^ some andudous 
siilriis Imvc been said lo appear erm ^ dBy-ll^;.but of tbit there 
arc few insiancea, and thosemosHyghostiwIto had bn^ laid, and 
whose terms of coarmenieiit were ei^red. I caaitot team ih.it 
ghusLs carry tapers in Ihrir hands, as they arc aometllnea depicted. 
Dragkin? chains is not the fashioq of Englldl ghosts t chains and 
black ve.stmcnts bring chiefly theaccAilrei ft Dts prfureign spectres 
seen in arbitrary goverumeots : dead or lUvv,' Eif^Ush sptuls are 
free. Puring Ihe narraUon of Us busindta. « gfaoat tfusl by no 
means be interrupted by quesHoos of lay k^ fils* uartflSn betnie 
completed, if vanishes away,^ fttqMoQf'.tn. ot^jhl ; in 
which case, some ghosts hivelseci^BO cqoidifaiD|p (he 

party lo whom they appeared to n fbi A i ft mcs its 

departure Is aUeoded with moat 

* (*- Wben 1 btbaM Item amt, lhs4«fh*af^«M o'seesan me; 

And wbea wUh barp and vote ftW twsd hasnoislwefisaimiia t| , 

Flird tborotoktog sky, ot Ibis happy eomps^ewaH ** 

Tbrottgii tbo BvcrtMlot Gaw;-t, too. proinTd fbrwardjUor^— ' 

Bqi Ibe weigbl of ibobodywiUUMM 00.-1 sMopdto^ 

Facer io drlnB iboroot, a&d lo pal twny aK lhalWM • 

Dortiisw come over oo tbcfl at t|w chtlQBC foudkot H 
Aod my tte a gt h o u g l witbk.- and I fell prortpttaic 
Tbpa I bebald tel moaBUlai ta S 

and. Mated otte Mpcwoaoaa«ad«ns 

. ‘‘t. V.tiV' ■yi¥, ' :. 

< A SrawaeSl^lW’M SmCMOb UIt 

' i ' 
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Or wisp lhal flits o'er a morass ; he luriis, 

It may be, still, like dull kooks on a shelf. 

In his own den, to scrawl some " Life” or “ Vision,’" 
As Welborn says,—" the devil turn'd precisian.” 

tvi. 

,\,s for the rest, to come to the conclusion 


• [Soulhcy’t Vision otJutlRmcntapfican 10 u<toU‘ an iIHikIrM. ’ 
anil DOla weM-oxocutcd work. H certainly lia« adJrd nolliinx to ’ 
the repitlaUnn «>r iU author in any rc9i>cct. Tlie nubleneM ot hi* | 
motive Joe* imt .*lunc fur the todl«creiiun of putting it into so re- | 
preheiuible a form. Millon'si-ajniiilewill, perliap*. be piradeilin [ 
Ilia viDdicatioD ; but Milton alone lias ever futindrd a ticlion un the , 
ba*i* of rcvHalion, wliliout degraJiiis hi* sulticct. lie aloite has 
niccccded in csrrjin:; hi* rejilvra into the spiritual world. 
oUter attempt of kind bo* ever appeared that can be read w ith- 
out a conatant feelmtt of «otiielhing like bnrletipic. aiMl a wish 
that the Tarianu and Klyaiiim of the Molatrom Grceka should *1111 
be the hell and the heaven of poetry. A smile at the poerlliiic*. 
and a laugh at the al»tmlily of the poet, niight then be enjoyed by 
the reader, wllhoiitaoatiprebensiou that he was gnil^of profanity 
in giving it. Uiltunlu>lKCD blameilby IberaustjudicioiocrUics. 
and hi* warmest .idiiuren. for eipreMjog the cuunaels of Eternal 
avUdom, and the decrees ol Aimighiy I’ower, by words amgiicd 
to the Deity. ItofTeiids agaiiivt (loctical propriety and {loetical | 
probability. It i«im|HW"ibl<' In deceive ounelves Into a momcn- ^ 
tary and poetical helierihal words proceHnl (mm the Holy Spirit, | 
ricepl on the warrant of iiispiralioo itself. 11 is here only that i 
klilion faiU, and here Milton snmclimi-* ohocks. The language aud 
conduct a»cril>e<l hy Mitlun to his inferior spirit*, accord lo well 
with oor conception* ainl belief respeclin* ihcir nature arnl e&l*- 
tence. that in many place* wc forget that they are. In any re«]<cct. , 
the creatures of intagiDaiimi. The blasphenik* of .Milton’* devils 
offend not a pknis ear, becaiuc they are devils wIki utter them. 
Nor are wr Ul*()U*aM.'tJ with the piiet's prfMtmplion in feigning 
language lor heavenly spirits. Iterauw It Is a language that lifts the 
soul to heaven; and we more than believe, wo know and fvel. ' 
that, whatever may be the tutorc of the language of angels, llic 
language of Ibe poet truly lutcrpreU their sentiment*. The words 
are human; but tbc truths iliey express, and the doctrine* they 
teach, are divine. Nothing of the same kind cau be sa d of any 
other table*, senou* or ludicrous, pious or |irel.inr. that has yet 
been tvrtuen to any age or lasguage.~A/orku'oorf. 1^22.) 

• tThe**Vlsiou«f JudgmcMl" appeared, as ha* lieeu alrcaily 
■aid, in IJk "LiberaJ’’— a Juiinial which, consisting chiefly of piece* 
by ihe lata Ur. llaiiiil ami Mr. Leigh lliml, was msl saved from 
ruin by a frw contrihuUoiLs, bomc of the biglicst mrriL by Lord 
Byron. lu bis work, entitieil “ Lord Byron and hi* C<>ntcni|> 0 ' 
raries." Ur. ffant svs«iilied the deaii poet, with reference to this 
unhappy Journal ; rad his charges were thus taken to piece* at 
the lime in tbc QnartaUy Ktrlew 

" Mr. lluiUdrscrlhnhitiiselfa* pressed by Lord Byron Into llie 
tindcrlglkipg of lhal haplosM inagaxviig : Lord Byron, on Ihe con- 
trary. reprbeniB hiiuaeUas urged to the *ervico by the Messrs. 
llnnithciiiiHves.'v. jr. 

"‘Gi’jMa, Oct. 0fh. am afraid Ibe Journal fa a had bu- 

siness, and '*on't.do. hut hi It I amsaerHiriiig myself for uUicrs. / 
ran hav^imasiTwiuge |o it. I believe ihe broTArra Hunts to itc 
honest maat l am sure that they are poor imes*, thry have n»i a 
Nap. They pr*ucd me fo tngagt fn MU uvri, and tn an erf/ 
Aour^ auns^Hifd : still t tSali not ■ rprut (/ / con do thfm tttr 
/coal jcrffee. | have done all t cati for l^gh limit suice lie 
rame,liei^ but it b almost u*p|cai t his wife U ill ; his six children 
not very triable , and iti afTalrt ol this world lie bUnsdf b a per- 
fcclcbiU' The death of Slwlloy left them totally aground; ami 
I cxnkl not *ce them hi *iich a slate without using the cutumoo 
fcH^pgloriiumatiiiy, and what meausneroin my (lower to kI 
UMteafk.al agalD.* 

**Aruin~ Mr Hunt reprcscoL* Lord Byroo as dro^iplng faU con- 
ncxkHi With *The Liberal,* partly because lus (rienthi at borne 
(Mema, Noare* llofiltooi-e. iCurgay, etc.) tokj him It wa* a div 


Of this true dream, the telescope is gOHC 
>Vhicli kept iny optics free from all delusion, 

And .^tliou 'd me ^hat I in my turn have shown ; 

All I saw fartlier, in the last confusion, 

\Vas, Uiat King George slipp’d into heaven for one ; 
And when the tumult dwindled to a calm, 

I left liim practising the hundredth psalm.* 


cirdilalde one, and partly liecantc ihc budticta did not turn out 
lucrative. 

“'ll is a mistake Inaupposr, Uialhe was uut mainly indnenerd 
by the ei(>ccUiUon of proHl. lie ex|>rctcd very large returns Irotn 
'The LiIktsI.* Beiders In (time days nretl imt be lufd, that perio- 
dical works which have a Urge sale are a mate of wealth t Lord 
Dyruu bad calcuUtod (liat mailer wdl."— Xoi’d Byron and Ais 
ConUm}HjrnrifS. (t. SO. 

“‘The failure uf the Urge profiu— Ihe onn*appearance of tlie 
golden visiuiw l»e ba<l looked (or, of the Eiilnbiirgh or Quarterly 
rrlurav— of the solid and splendid proob of Uds new country, 
which be slioukl cocHpirr in Ibe regions of nutoriely, to Ibe daxsling 
of ali iiiea's eyes and his own -ihb It was— this was ibe biUer 
diM|ipoinlniciit whiefa made him detenuUie to give way.’— JMd. 
p. 31. 

*’ Now let us hear Lord Byron himself i— 

Genoa. 9bre tSIh, (S3S.— They will, of coarse, attribute mo- 
tives of all kinds ; but I sliall not atumdon a man like Hunt bocauM 
hr Is unfortunate. Why. 1 coukl have no pecuniary nwUves, 
and. least ul all, in cooueiioD wilb HunU’ 

*“ Genoa, fObre 23th. I33i.— Now do you see what youand your 
friends do by your injodidnus rudeness? actnally cement a sort of 
connexion which you strove to preveol, and which, had Ibe Hunt* 
prusprrfd^ would nut, in all prubabiUty. have coolinued. As it iL 
1 will not «|uit them in their adversity, though It tbould cost me 
cbarjcicr. tame, iiiuuey. aud the usual el cetera. Uy original nKV 
tin** 1 already explained vin the letter which you lliougbl proper 
to show] ; they are Ihe true one*, and 1 abide by them, as I tell 
you. and 1 told LHgli IJunl. when be f]uallone<l me on the subject 
of ihai tetter. He was vlulciilly hurt, aud iiever will forgive me at 
Ihe Iwtiom ; bnt I c.innoi help that. 1 never meant lu make a pa- 
rade of It ; but if he chose to i|iicsUoo me, I c«iuld ohiy answer Ibe 
pUln truth, and I coiitess. 1 did not tee any thing lu the letter to 
hurt him, unless 1 said he was *'a bore," whidi 1 don't remember. 
H.vd this Journal gone On well, and t could have aided to nuke U 
: better for them, 1 should Uien have left litem after a safe pilotage 
off a Icc shore lo make a |}ros|tcruus voyage by thenuelve*. As it 
Is. I can'Larid would not it i could, Icaw them among tlie break- 
er*. As lo any community of feeling, thought, or opiuion, be- 
tween Leigh Muni and me. iberv it HiUeornooe. We meet rarely, 
hardly ever ; bnt 1 Uiink him a good-pHnctpled and able man. and 
miut do as 1 would be done by. 1 do o it know what world be 
has lived In: but I bave lived In three or four but nnoe of them 
like hisKeatvaud-Kangaroo terra incogoiia. Alas! poor Shelley: 
bow we would have laiiglied had be lived I and how we uaetl to 
laugh now and then at various tilings which are grave in tbc 
suburb}.”' 

{ The Itrvir.wer proceeds In comment on Mr. Hanfs gcnenl 
' abuse of Lord Byron's luauitcrs, habits, and cunvcrtaUoo. in liMM 

■ Icrms 1 — 

“The wilnns is. in our o|Maioa, diniuallfled lu give evhlesce 
ii|Hin any such suhjerU t his hook proves him hi be equally iguorant 
(•I what manner* arc. and lueomprtrot to jndge what manners 
om;lil to he t hi* elaborate portraiture of hi* own habits It from be- 
climlng loeml a vrry caricaiure of alisiirdity; md Ibe mao who 
wrote this book, studiously cast, as tlie whole language of U la, hi 
a Irre-aud-rasy, cunvcrulioaat looe, has Bo mure right to decide 
about the conversation of wicb a man u Lord Byron, than haa a 
I pert apprentice to pronouoco ex ratAatfrd— from hi* one shilling 
I gallcry,lowli— on Uie diatogucora(K»Utecumcdy. Wecaneailly 

■ iH'hm. that I.ord Byroo never talked hU best when lliii was bis 
j coMpon/cm. We canalto bcliere that L'inl Byron's aerlonscon- 
. vrrvaMnn, even In Its lowest tone, was otirn mifnlelUgibic to Mr. 
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Mon A. 

■a. wiLtun tami wctoi i» lai aiHiat or <o«ii«bi, ii. ui7. 

Ml«. p. -MH. 

•*Thc honmtrablc mpinlK*r Ihrn atlverleU In Ih4l It^glvirttlioii 
of i>ririrt|ilc w liicli ih« career of imliifcal hidU l«lua>» m> ofiru |»n'- 
•rntrd. tie waa far from Mippotiux. Uiat a man utio ict out in lift* 
witii the profesaiun of certain artitinienla, wa* hiHituI tu cnaclmle 
life with tbent. Up ih<mRhi ihrre tnlahl be many occaaiutia in 
which a ctun«e of O|.lnlao. when that change waa unattended by 
any penuuai adraniafifa, wIkh It appeared Ptitirely dhmlrrcdcit. 
inlxht be the result of sincere conTicdon. Dul what be moat de> 
tested, «hat most Oiled him with dlstust, was the scUled, drlrr> 
mined malianlly of a rmrgadu. He had read in a publication 
( The Quarterly Rosli-w , certainly eullilcil to much respect from 
lU grnml literary excellences, llnxiah he itlffered Irunr it In Ilf 
priucl|tles. a paxsage alluding to the recent disturbances, winch 
|uMagr was as fullocrs t— 

* n hen the man of free O|dnions comnirnces profeswr of moral 
and poiilical phlUwophy for die benefit of the pidilir— the fables »»f 
old credohly are then verified-^hU very hrcaih lieeornei venuiiw 
ous, and every page which be irndi abroad canir* with it poison 
to Ihe untusplciom reader. We luvc shown. «»n a former occa- 
MOO. how men of IhU descripUoo arc acting u{k>q the public, and 
have explaiued in what manner a large part of Ihe |>niple have 
l>een preiaml for Ihe virus with which they inoculate them. The 
dangers aridng fruin tuch a ilale of things are now fully ap|>arrnt, 
and the designs of the IticeodUries, which have fur some years 
]>evu proclaimed so plainly, that they ought, long ere this, to luve 
Ifceo presented, arc now manifested by overt acts.'— 

'• With llie peruiisdun of the House. Ik: would read an eilraci 
from a poem recently piiblidird, lo which, he xup|ia*rd. ihe above 
writer alluded .or at IrasI to pruducihm* of a similar Lind '. as 
(onalltuUngapart ofU>e virus wlUi which the public mlud had 
Umi Infected 

* M) brelltfvfl. thaw an ireltw sad wclgblf oaaa . 

Isaraall aqtui ; oalura mada ja so. 


L«lgh Hunt. We are morally certain, that in Mich company LinvI i 
Byron talked, very often indeed, fur the mere purpose of amusing I 
himself at the expense of hU ignorant, faulastlc. iack-a-daidcat 
guest : that Ive considered the Magnus Apollo of Paradise Bow as a 
precknu butt, and acted aacordlngly. w« iherelore consider Mr. 
Ifuot’i evidence as absolutely inaiiniisdbie, on strong prehminMrp 1 
groDDds. Butwhat arewe tossy lolt, when wefitMilt. as wedu. ! 
foully and diametrically at variance both wills the iiibslance aud | 
complexioo of Lord Byron's qiUtuliry correqiondcnce ; and wlUi [ 
Ihe oral lestimonlet of men whose Uienls. originally sii|icrlor i 
beyond all possibility of measuremeol lo Mr. Hunt’s, have been J 
matured and perfecletl by study, both of tiooks aud men. inch as | 
Mr. Hunt never even dreamed ufiwho had ibeadvantageof meet- 
ing Lord Byrun on terms of perfect equality to all inlcuU and I 
purposes; and who, qualified, as they p«-ulubly were, above any < 
of ihdr cuntemporartes, to appreciate Lurd Bymn, whether as a ' 
poet, or as a man of high rauk amJ pre-eminent fame. raii^Hng ' 
hi the world in society such as be ought never to hare sunk below, 
all with ooe voice proooance aoopinlon exactly and in every par- 
ticular, as well as kwklog to tblogs broadly and to the gruerai ef i 
fecL live reverw of that which Uiis unworthy and nngrateful de- 
pendant has thought himself justified in promulgating, un the pica 
of a penury which no Lord Byron survives lo relieve? H is too 
had. that he who lus, in his own personal conduct, as well as la 
hh wrkiogs, so much to answer for— who abused great oppor- 
tunities and great talenis so lamentably — who sinned so deqily, 
both againat the socMIy to which be belonged and the literilure in 
which hii name wUJ ever bold a splendid place— il b really lou 
bad, tbai Lord Byron, In addlikm lo the grave condcmaaliun of 
nacD able to appreciate both his merits and hb demerits, and well 
dtsposed lo think mure In sorrow titan In anger of the worst errors 
that exbted along with so much tltai was excellent and noble— it 
b by much loo bad that tbb great mao's glorious lltoiigli melan- 
choly memory 
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Lqu^iH) b )o«r blrlbrlgbt;- ntirnl um 
On tbs grosd pjlsrv. luS b »oe umr. 

In Ibr Wood-purpktt r»bN sFm)«iu, *' 

S’lWsUac si rut. Slid lorCInf over ntliUou* , 

Ibrn larn lorlo tbr bat of porrrtr. 

And tes Ibr wreirhed t^>uirr. worn wlllrloll,. 
ObldshU'srsatr monel wllb bli Inrsntt. 

I tbSiti, snd. Indlgosm si Ibv Mgbt. 

Btaih fbr tbapsUsiKV of bamsatit.’ 

"He could read many oilier |taa»agcs from Uic*e works equally 
strong on boib sides ; but, ifthcy were’wrUtru by Itic same person, 
be shoiiid like to know from Urn howihrableaad learned gentleman 
opiMMiie. why no proceedings had Bren lu*tuiiie(h;^ainsl the au- 
thor. The poem ‘f/'nl 7'p/er’ appeared lo him lo be the roovl 
•cdliious liouk iliat was everwriUrn ; its aulhor didpoi »tvp short 
qf exhorting to general anari by (he vltUleil kings, print*, aud no- 
Wes, and was for universal siifFra;;rj^and |»«rfccl npiaUt]^ The 
lipcncean plan eould not be rntnpBrdd wiili it ; that mbcfshlr and 
ridiculous performance dtd not btlempl to employ any argument : 
but the author id Wat Tyler cousiau(Iy aiqiealevLlo Ihe lussloos 
and in a style which the author, at thar'timr, he snppui^, con- 
i'- it cd to be ciuqticoee. W hy, then, had not those who thought II 
necessary to Misiwnd the Habeas Corpus act Ukcn.xiol1ce df Uiii 
|iorni ? W hy had not they discovergil the autlior oflhat.ariHth'Sis 
pitblicalUm, and visited lilni with (be poualtles uf the law ? The 
work was not piibilslied secretly, il was md haudi-d^houl in (he 
darkness of night, but opmly and publicly sold in the face of day. 
II was ai this tune to l»e purchaw^ at almost every h»oM<^Ier's 
slioii In London : it wa« now exposed for sale In t book^ller’s shop 
in P.ilt Hall, whovljlcd himself bookseller In une or two %f the 
myal fimily. Hr iHirroyved the copy. Bom which hg had Just read 
Ihe rxiracL from anbuonurabU* friend his. who bought' tl iullic 
usual way; and, therefore, hesuppoord thcrecoufdbc nodifficiilly 
In finding on! the |>arty that wrutc if. < Hohad heard, Out witen a 
man of the name of vvioh'rhotlom was tome yq|rs ago ronfined 

10 Newgale, the manusciipt had bern <evitj;o hiiii."wtUi liberty io 
print It fur his own advantage, If he tbuu^r|»fui>er ; bnt thdl man. 

11 apprared, did not like to risk the {MiblKilhiu : apd* itter<(^. It 
was now first Itiuod into the wi»rTd. It must rsraam yilh the g;i- 
vcniuent, and their legal adviaerv, lo take what steps they miglit 


* Musi siM bear the \ lie slladu 
orrsgaed run simJ valgsr bacts' 

whom he fed that his bones mast be scraped up from their bed 
of repose to be at once gniined aud liowled over by crcalurr< 
who, even In the least hycna-llke of iheir rauods, can lonch no- 
I thing that mankind would wish to respect without puilutiug il. ’’ 
Ur. Moore's Verses on Ur. Hunt's work mtisl nut be omitied here . 
Keil w«ch will be published (•> “ Lives” are Ibe rsgcl 
Tbe wbole kemlabeeocee. weixtrouji and slmitr, 
or a soMli papp 7 -dog. Ibal lived oore In Ibe caga 
or tbe laia noble Uou at Eider Xluuige. 

Tboogb llH dog if a do^ or tbe bind tbry rail ’’sad. ' 

'T li a puppy tbsltnucb logiwd breeding pmrod*. 

And Sew dogs hov# nidi *»pporiDDlilM bad 
or Snow log bow Uuw btbive-anwng rrlends. 

How Ibtt animal eaU. Imw hemovas. how betfrloks, 
is all noted down by (id* BovwrII so small ; 

Aod 'I I* plain, from eocti tenieore. cb« puppy-dog IbloAv 
V bat tbe lion ^nas no socti groai Ifalngi afler all. 

Tboogb ha roar'd preUy wail~lht» tbe puppy aitows— 

It waaaU. be M)s. borrowed-aU terond-baiMl roar; 

Aod ha vasUy prafm bb own Hate bow-wows 
To Ihe lorUni war-Do(<; ibe Uou ruuld pour. 

T is indeed, os good fun as a Cpa/c coaid ask. 

To sec how ifaU emkoev-brod setter or rsbbiis 
Tikes grsTdy Ihc lord or tbe rorest to ta»k, 

Aod Judge* oflUms by puppy-dog iMbtis. 

Say. red as he was(ar»d this mskei II a dark easel 
W llb sops every day from ibe lion's own pan. 
rie lids up bis leg St the noble beast's rsrriss. 

Aod-dooi all a dog, so dlmlnoilve, can. 

Dowever. the book 's a good book, being rtrh In 
FuDpIes and warnings to lions blgb-brcd, 
new ibey sanse snail atoogirny rors la tbeir kllrbea, 

Vlbo 11 road on tbea Hvtng. androul them wtieo d«ad.~k.1 
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deem most idiiMble to reprem Ihb «editkmi «Oft, ami puiiitli iU | 
author, la brlo^ng U under the oolicc of the IJouae, he had { 
mercly apofccD in AKence of hb cotnlltuenta. who ha<l been moat ! 
groMljr calumniated ; and he thouglit that what he had uid wuuld 
go very far to exculpate thciu. hut be wbfaed to take this hull 
by the )K>mi.’‘->9ee Hansaao'a Park p*baU». vol. xxxvU. 
p. ION. 


5on B. 

* urraa ro wituau taiTt. oq. a.r. ar soaur sorritT. 

Sli. 

Yon Ire rqimcnted In tl»e ngwpapers as having entered, dur- 
ing an Important (h«<:u»Mon In Parliauienl. into a companwh bo- 
tweed Certain pawages In the ^iiarleriy Review, and the ufikilona 
which w(Tp held by tlie author of Wat Tyler, tbrcc-aiMl twenty 
yean ago. it appears larilier. according to tlic same aothorily, 
that the iiitrodaeUuu ufan itrange a chlidsm, in ao unfit a place, 
did nul arise front the debate, but was a premeditated thing *. that 
you bad prepared youraclf for it by stowing the Quarterly Review 
In one pocket, and Wat Tyter in Ae other*, and that you deliber- 
ately flood np fur the pur|Kiae of reviling an lodividDal who was 
Dot^re*enl toviudicatc^tnseif, and In a place which alfordol 
you prolrctuxi. 

My name, indeed, was not menUoned ; but that 1 was the person 
whom yoiiiniendad. was noloriouslo allwhohrardyou. For the 
iuiproprirty of lafrodiicing such topics lu such an asaembiy. it b 
rarther^iatvd. that you rrcelved a well uicrlted reboke hwm Mr. . 
Wyiin> who spoke im that nceasiou a* much from bb fcdiiigs I 
towards one wHh whom lie has lived in uninierrupled friembh'p | 
for nearly thirty years, as (roni a «en»e of the rrspcclwblch i« due | 
tnpaiilbuicul It la. however, proper that t should s|»eak expli- 
citly for ntyaelf.'* This was not necessary In regard to Mr. Bruug- 
luni,->lR'*only carried thequarreb as well as the practices of the 
Edlnbtit'ith Review into the Huuse of tfotnmons. But as calumny. 
Sir, ffksnot been youf vocation. It may be useful, even to yourself. 

If 1 ooolnient upon your first aitenipL 

Pint, as to the Quarterly Kevirw. Too can have no other au> 
Utorily fur ascribing any particular paper in that journal to one 
person or to another, thau coiiiuioa report; in following whldi 
you may happen to be as much mUuken !*> 1 was wben. upon ilie 
same gruundi, 1 Mipposesl Ur. WlllUm Smith to bo a man of can- 
dour, loca{iabte of gnisslyond waiuuuly insulting ao Individual. 

TbeQuartcrly Review staials u|h»ii ita own merits. It b not 
answerable for any thing more than It oontalns. Wbal I may have 
aaid, or thought, In any part of my life, no more cooccrua that 
Journal than it does yon. or the liouie of CuninMms t and I am u 
llltle aiivweraMc fur tlie jounial as ihe'Jouriul for me. What 1 
may have wrliten In it u a quesilun which you, Sir. have no right 
to ask, and which certainly 1 will nut answer. As little right have 
you to take tiul fur granted which you cannot puaMlijjr know. 
The qnrviion, as rCa|iects the Quarterly Review, Is not who wrote 
the paper which happens to have excited Mr. tvillLim Smith’s 
dtf|i(easurr, 1ml whcibcr the facts which are there stated are true, 
the qaulaiiom accurate, aud the inferences just \ the reviewer, 
whoever he may be, may defy you to disprove them. 

Recoudly, M io Wat Tyler. Now, Sir, llHmgli you are not ac* 
qnainled with the full hUlury of this notable prodiictkin, yet you 
could not have been fgnorant that the aniboc whom you attacked 
at such unfair advantage was the aggrieved, and not the offemllng 
peraoo. Yon knew that t^is poem had been written very many 
years ego, In hb early youth. You knew that a copy of it bad been 
inrrepliUuuiJy obtained, and made public by aerae akulking 
aoouodrri, who had found bookaellcfs uot mortThononrable liun 
biimelf. to undertake Ibe publication. You knew that it was 
pobUsiicd wiUiout the writer's knowledge, for the avowed pur|H»*e 
of innlUog him. and with Ibe hope of injuring him If |iomble. 
You kb> w that the irensacUon bore upon lb bee every charach r 
of baseness and malignity. You knew ihai il roust Itave licru ef- 
fected either by rof*bery or by brcacli of trust. These things, Mr. 
William Smith, you knew! Aod, knowing them as you did, 1 
verily believe, that if it were possible to revoke wbal b Irrevo* 
cable, you would at Uiis momeut be far more desirous of biutliog 
from remembrance ibc ilisgraceful speech whicti slauUs upuu rv- 


cord m your name, Uian I should be of cancelling Ibe boyish eom- 
pusitiun that (bvc occasion to It Yval Tyler b full of errors,— 
hut they are tlie errors of youth sod Ignorance ; they bear tm In- 
dlcslkon of an aog<*ucrout spirit, or of a malevolent heart 
F>ir the liouk Faeir, I deny that libs tedi tlnus perfonnanoe ; for 
II places in the muuUis of the personages who are introduced no- 
tiling more tlian a correct statement of Iheif real pnneipief. That 
It U a misebievOHS publication. 1 know ; Ihe errors which it coo- 
taiiM being rspeclatly dangerous at lids time. Therefore 1 came 
forward wi.hnut hesiutton to avow it, to claim it u my own pro- 
perly, which had never hreo alknaled, and to suppress it And I 
am desirous that my mutives in thus acting should not be mlaon- 
derstood. The piece was wriltrn under the Influence ofopuiloos 
whieh 1 have long since outgrown, and repeatedly disclaimed, 
hot for wliich 1 have never aifected to feel ciilier shame or contri- 
tion 1 they were taken up oonscieniiously in early youlli, they 
were acted upon In dbregard of all worldly coothleratkioa, and 
Ibey were leU liebind In the ume straight-birwanl course, as I ad- 
viDcrd in years. It wss written when repuhlloaniun was confined 
(0 a very small number of Use educated classes ; when ihoae who 
were known (u entertain such opiuloos were exposed to penooal 
danger from the populace ; and when a apirit of AnU-jacobinbin 
was]>reduminanl, which I cannot characterise more truly than by 
saylug. that it was as unjust and as inlulcranl, though nut quite 
as ferocious, as the jacobinbm of the preseol day. I lad Ibe poem 
been pubiUiied during any quiet state of Ihe public mind, the act 
ofdislmneaty In the publisher would have been Ihe samet but 1 
riKHild have Irfl It uuitoUced, in full confiaroce that it would have 
been forg'itlen as speedily as II ds**erved. Bui lu these times. It 
was incamltent upon me to come forward as 1 bare done. It be- 
came roc to disclabii whatever It n 1 liern erroneous and luicmpcrato 
In my former otdnlons. as frankly and as fc^tewly at I once 
maintaioed llwm. And |hb I dkl. not as one who foil himself in 
soy degreedbgraced by the exposure of Uic crude aod misdirected 
reelings of hb youlh, (ferlings right In IhemKlves. ami wrong 
only in their dtrcctiuo.) but as one whom no romUeraUoos have 
ever deterred from doing what he believed to be hb duly. 

x^lsen, therefore, Ur. William .tmltb Informed Ibe liouat of 
Communt that the author of ’• Wat Tyler ^ thinks no fonger upon 
certain points as he did In bb youlh. lie informed that legblative 
assembly of nothing more than wbal the author has shown, daring 
verj’ many years, In llte course of bb writings tliat while events 
have been moving on upon the great theatre of human afbira, biv 
intellect has not been sUllauary. But when the member for 
Norwich aswTtsiashebsald to have osKrtedjlhai I impute erU 
motive* to men merely for boldtoe now ilie same doelrines which 
I myMif torrueriy profossed. and when be charges me ^as he I* sakl 
to iMve charged roc/ wlih the malignity and baaeoess of a rene- 
gade, Iho assertion and tlie charge are a* faltt, as the language In 
which they are conveyed Is coarse and InsulUng. 

Upon ihU subject 1 must be beanl farther. The “ Bdintoirgh 
Review ” lus s|K>kon somewhere of those vindicUv* and jrakms 
wrllingi In which Mr. Soulbey has brought forward bis dalnis Io 
the approbation of the piibitc. Thb b one of those pasugei fur 
which the Editor of that review has merited an abairmentin heral- 
dry j— no such wr.Ungs ever have been wrltlcn and, ludeed. by 
other like awcftiuni of equal veracily. ihegmllruuo Ims richly 
enllUrd himself to b«*ar a grere minister Unni in bb esculchcoii. 
Few sulbori have obtrvided thcniselves opun the iiubllc In ibeir 
imllvidual rhararirr lesa than I have done. Uy liooks isave been 
sent into the w orld wiih no other introduction than an explanattry 
preface as brief a* possible, arrogalmg nothing, viodlcaliog no- 
thing! aod thru they have hem left to Ibrlr fate. None of the 
inuiimcrable altacks wtileh have been made iqion Ihctu has ever 
called forth on my part a single word of re|dy. inurapbanily as 1 
might have exposed my assaiianb. nul only fur ihctr ignorance aul 
louoosistrncy, bol rrt*qn>*oUy lor ilial moral tuq iiude whkh b 
implied in w ilful sod deliberate mivsUtemnit. The unpruvukal 
insults which have been levelled at me, both in prose and rhyme, 
never hiduoei] me to retaliate t it will out be supposed that Ihe 
ability for mUtc was wanting, but, happily. I had long since tnb- 
ilned the dbposltiun. I knew that men roighl besppredated from 
the character of their rucmlet as well as of their friends, and 1 
aoce{itrd Uie hatml of idolisU, ooxoimihs. and proAigaies, as one 
sure proof Uisl 1 was deserving well uf Ute wise and ol Uie good, 
it Will not therefore be impuied to any habit of egotism, or any 
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valQ dei4reoflntciv«littK the pohltc In mjr tm]lTidoaIcoiic«rm, Ifl 
nuw oMoe Ibrwini from Ibdl piivic^, lo which Uolh from Judg- 
meat «ik1 dUpotiUon it would btre been my choice lo have renulo- 
ed. While amooK the mouataiui of CuroberUod I hate been 
ea^iloycd upon the mioea of Bnuil. Ilte war to the Pcnlnanla, and 
auch other tarieliei ut purauit a$ serve to keq> the lulellect in 
health by alternately exerdalog and refreshing It, my name baa 
•erred In London fur the very ahultleoock of dtacoadoa. My ce- 
lebrity tiaa for a thne eclipaed that of Ur. iJuni the Orator, and 
may peiliapa have Impeded the rising repulaiiun of Toby, the Sa- 
plrnt Pig. 1 have reigned in the newspapers as paramount aa 
Joanna Soutlicole during the last monlli of her tympany. Kay, 
coinmu bare been devoted lo Mr. Southey and “Wat Tyler*’ 
which would otherwise hare been employed In bewailing the fur* 
lum condition of the Kmperor Kapoleoo, and reprobating the 
InbnmanJiy of the British Oabinel tor haring designedly exposed 
him, like Biahop llalto. lo be deronred by the rats. 

Thai I ahtNild aver be honoured by audi a delicate invrallgalion 
of my poUlical oplniona, was what I never could have anticipated, 
even in the wlkJesl dreams of unQedgeil vanity. Honour, iiowerer, 
has been throat upon mo aa upon Malvoiio. The reraes of a boy. 
of which be thought do more iban of bis achnol-eiercises, and 
which, had they been pnbllsfaed when they were wrlilen. would 
have passed wltbont notice lo the timily vault, have not only been 
pemsrd by the Lord Chancellor, in hia Judicial office, but have 
been twice produced In jiarllamem Ibr ibe rdlHcaUoo ol the U^tla- 
lalure. The appetite for slander must be sbarp-art. wlicn it can 
prey upon such amall gear! Aa, however, llie opinions of Ur. 
SoBlhey have not been Iboughl unworthy to occupy ao consider- 
able a share of attention, be need tsut a|>prehend the erasure of the 
Judictuoa if he takes part in the dlscuisi>m himself, so far as briefly 
to Inform the world wbat they really havel»era. and what they are. 

In my youth, wlsen my stork of knowledge consisted ofsudi an 
arquaioLiDce with Greek and Roman history aa u acquired In the 
cwirse of a regular acholaatic education, when my heart was full 
of poetry and romance, and Lncan and Akendde were at niy 
tougne’a end, I fell Into the pollilcal oplntons which Ibe French 
revointioa was then acaitering throughout Burope ; and, fulUtwIng 
those opinions with ardpur wherever they led, l soon perceived 
that iueqaallUet of rank were a light evil compared to the ine* 
qnaliiiea of property, and those more firarful dUlbiciions which the 
want of moral and intellectual culture occasions between mao and 
man. At that lime, and with those opinions, or ratlier feelings. 
( for their root was In the bean, and not in the understanding,} I 
wrote “ Wat Tjicr,*' as one who was impatient of **all Uie op- 
Iireasioas that are done under Ibe ran.'* The subject was Injudi* 
ciously chosen, and It was treated a« might be expected by a youth 
of twenty, in such limes, who reg^nled only one side of the ques* 
iMHi. There Is no other misrepresentation. The scniiroents of 
the historical characters are correctly stated. Were I now to 
dramatise the same story there wonbl be much to add, but little to 
alter. 1 should not express Iboae srntimenta less ttrongly, but 1 
shouM oppose lo them more enlarged views of the nature of man 
and the progreas of sodcly. I should set forth with equal force 
the opprnsioos ofUie feudal system, the excesses of the losorgrnis. 
and the Ireadtery of the government, and bold up the errors snd 
crimes wMdi were tlien coramillnl, as a warning for Ibis and for 
hiture ages. I should write as a m.m, not aa a stripling ; with the 
same heart, and the same desires, but with a ripened ooderstantl- 
lag and competent stores of knowledge. 

It Is a fair and legitimate Inference, that no person would hare 
salecfcd this sut^cct. and treated It in such a manner at such a 
ume, aiileia he had In a oerlalo dogree partaken of the arnilmenU 
which are rx(>ressrd lo It i in trAnf degree be pirtuok them Is a 
qoesllon which it require* mtire temperas well asmoreducrrtion 
to reserve than yon, iilr. have given any proof of possesRng. Thh 
can only beavcrrlaioed by com{ianog the idccewiihniher worlu 
of the lame author, wnltco ab >ut the same lime. orsImrUy after* 
wanh, and oiuier Ibn Influence nf Uie same imlliical o|Joionv t 
by sudj a oomparltuo it might be discerned what arose from hU 
own feelings, and wliat from the nature of dramatic cumpodiioo. 
Unt to w'lect {laMages from a dramatic poem, and a*(^h6 tlie 
whole force of the •entlim-nU to the writer as If be himself held 
Ihetn, wltbont the sllshtevt quallflcslioo, li a mode of criticism 
nunifcstly absurd tuU unjust. \vbeth«r U proceeded In Uiis 
iiiatanec from excoa of malice, or deficiency of judgment, Is a 


point which they who are best acqu^nted with Mr. WUUam Smith 
may be able lo dotennlne. 

it ao bappeOB that sufOcieol specimens of Mr. Sotithey'i way of 
thinking in bla youth are before the world, wiilwul breaking open 
escritoires, or stealing any mure of his juvenile papers which be 
may have neglected to bum. The poem lo which, with all its 
faults, be is Imlehled for his first favourable notice from the public, 
may possibly have been honoured wlih a place In Mr. Wlllianv 
.Smith’s library, as It received Ihe approbathm of all Ibe dlssenltag 
juumab of ibe day. It ii poasible that thrlr reoommcDdalion may 
have Induced him to favour “Joan of Arc** with a prniaal« and 
not iroprobahly In a mood winch would disregard Its manifold de- 
inertls in style and atructorc. for the sake of its liberal opinions. 
Perhaps, loo, he may have eundesernded tu notice the minor tioetni 
of the same author, Moclluoedaaauine of Iheae alaowere, at ibeir 
first s|ipearaoce. by the saine critical authorities. In lhesr|>rodtte'* 
Hons he may have seen expremed ao eolhuslaatlc love of llbcriy, 
—a delcsIaUon of tyranny, wherever it exiits. and in whatever 
form,— an ardent abliorreuce of all wicked ambition. -*aod a sym- 
pathy not leas ardent with those who were engaged la war for the 
defence ol tbetr country, and in a rlghtrouscasse.—Ieellngs just, 
as well u gnterous In Uicmselves. He might have prrceivod also 
frequent indicaliuos, that in the uplnion of Uie youthful writer a 
f4f happier syvtein of soclrty was possible than any under which 
mankind are at prevent existing, or ever have exist^ since the pa* 
irlarclui ages.— sad no equivocal aspirations Micr such a slate, 
in all this he might tiave seen (omething that was errotieons, and 
mure that was visionary: but nothing that uvoured of Intemper- 
ance or violence. I Insist, therefore. Uial inasmuch at *'\V at Tyler” 
may difirr in character from these works, the difference ariars 
neciwsarily from Ibe nature of dramatic composlUoo. J milntalo 
Uul this la tlie inference which imul be drawn by evo 7 honest 
and jmiiclous mind, and 1 affirm that such an laTereucc wonhi be 
strictly oonfonnahle lo the fact. 

Du not. however. Sir, suppose that I shall seek to shrink from a 
full avuwal of what iny opinions have been t neither before God 
nor man am I aslumed of them 1 1 have u lilUe cause fur humilia- 
tion In recalling them, as Gibbon had, when ho related bow be 
had kiM'llxt die feel of a coofcBortfUr while 1 imbibed the repub- 
lican 0 |.iulouB of (he day. I etca|ied Uie atheism and the leprous 
iramuralily which generally accompanied Uicni. 1 canoot there- 
fore jUn with BcoUie in bleating 

*— “the boar when i cotapsd lbs wmfMai ersw, 
rrom rirrtos cmm. and Xptcoros’ uy." 
for I was never fost to Ibe one nor defiled in the other. My pnv 
grtss was of a dillrrcm kind. From building castles In Ihe air 
lo frauilog coimnunweaiths, was an easy iransUlon t ibe next step 
was tu rralbc the vision : and. in Ihe hope of accomididilng this, 1 
forsook Ihe coorse of life lor which I had been designed, and the 
prospects of advancement which I may vay without preemption 
were within my reach. My pnr^H»e was tu reilre wlih*a fciv 
friends into ilie wilds of Amorica. awl there lay the foondaUuns 
of a Community. Upon wlul we believed In be (be polfHcal system 
of Chrislianllf. it inatien w>l in wtut manner tlic ylsluo was dis- 
solved. I am not now writing my uwn memoirs, and It Is sulfi- 
cknl simply lo state the fact. Wt were conoectod wtdi no clubs, 
no societies, no party. The course which wdwoiildbave pursi^i 
might have proved destructive lo ourselv^, hoi, as It rclaled lo 
ail other persons, never did the aberralluos of youUi lake a more 
Innocent dirrcUon. 

I know, Sir, Uul you were not ignorant of this clrcumsunces 
the project, while It was to vtew. was much talked of among Uul 
sect of ChrlfUsns lo whJdi yuii belong, and tome nf your friends 
are well aoiuiinted with ihe eveoisuf my life. What, then. 1 may 
ask. did you leam concerning me from ihhialesurrepiilioMpvt^ 
Itcaifon? Kay, Sir. the iiervonal knowledge which ymi txntcised 
was nut needful for a full understanding the |»olltiral u^louv 
which I mirr<alDe<l in yunlh. They are expressed in (foems which 
bare been frequenUy reprinted, awl are contimiaily on sale < no 
alleratiotw have ever been made for the piirpute of withdrawing, 
concealing, or extenuating Uiera. I have merely affixed tu every 
piece the date of the year in which it was written,— and Ihe pro* 
gresa of yean Is sufficient lo expiain the dumge. 

You. Mr. tvilllam Smith, may possibly be acquainted wlihotber 
persona who were repubUcins in the fint yean of Ike French re- 
voiuUon, and who hive long amce ceased to bb so, with as IKllc 
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Impcachmeot of iheir integritf as of their judgmcot : yet yoii brin$ 
if as a heinous charge agalost mo. Iliai having entertain^ entbu- 
iiiajtic notions in my yutith. three-and-tweniy yean should l»ve 
produced a change in the opiniotu of one wlmae life has been de- 
voted to the acquirement of knowledge. You are pleased la your 
candour to admit, that 1 might have been sincere wheu 1 was er- 
nmeous; and you, nbo are a professor of modem liberalily. are 
nut pleased lo admit that the course of time and events may have 
corrected me in what was wrung, and conHrincd me In what was 
right. True it Is that the events of the last five*and-twcnty years 
have been lost upon you : |»rrha|» you judge me by yourself ; and 
you may Uilnk that this is a fair criierion but I muU protest 
against belog measured by any such ilandani. Detwevn you and 
me. Sir. there can be no sym^tathy, even thoiiRh we should some- 
tioios happen lo think alike. We are as unlike in all things, as 
men of the same time, country, and rank in society can be Ima- 
gined to be ; and the difTereuce U in our mind and mould as we 
came from the puiler'i liand. 

And what, .‘dr, is the cfiange in the oploioni of Ur. Southey 
which has drawn upon him the poudertMiv dlspira-vure of Hr. Wih 
itaOi Smith? This w.is a |H>int ni»un which it bHiovcd you to be 
especially well informed before you a|ipiled to him the false and 
inioleni appellation which you are said lo have iwed, and which 
1 am aulhodsed in belkving that you have used. He has ceased 
to believe that old monarchical countries are capaide of republi- 
can forms of guremnieDi. He has ceased to think that be under- 
stood the principles of goTcrnmcDt. and the nature of man and 
society, b^ore he was une-and-twenty years of age. He lias 
ceased to suppoee, that men who neither culllvale their iolcliec- 
tual norlheir moral facilities, can understand them at any age. 
He has ceased to wish for revolutions even In countries where 
great alteration is to be desired, because be has seen lint (he end 
of anarchy is mUitary despotisin. But lie lias not ceased to love 
liberty with all bis heart, and with all his soul, and with all his 
strengtii ; be has not ceased to detest tyranny wherever it rxisis, 
and in whatever lorai. He has not ceased to abhor the wicked- 
ness of anibiUon. and to sympathise with those w lio were engaged 
in the defence of their conniry and In a righteous cause if In- 
deed he had. be might have been wire of the approbation, not 
only of -Mr. William Smith, and of those persons who were during 
the war the sober opponents of their country’s cause, but of the 
whole crewof Ultra Whigs and Anarchists, from Messrs. Brougham 
and Cludlus, down to Coiibctt. Cetiiegus, and Co. 

Many were the Englishmen who wiahed well to the French at 
the commenCRnenl of (heir Revolution ; but if any of tliose Eng* 
nihmen have'itlaclied the same interest to the cause of France 
through all the changes of Uie Revolulton,— if they have hoped 
lliat Buona|)arte miglil Miccerd in llie u.sur|taiion of Porlngal and 
Spain, and the snhjugttion of the CoollDent,— tlic change is in 
them, in Ihcir feciloM *n(i their principle*, not in me and in mine. 
At DO lime of my life have 1 held any opinions like those of the 
Boonapuiists and re^ntionisu of (lie present day never Could 
t have beld‘any bommimicailun with such men in Ihuught. word, 
or deed,— my natare, God be thanked! would always have kept 
me from them fiutinclivcly, as It would from toad or asp. Ixxik 
through the whole wi-ilings,of my yonth, including If yon please 

Wat Tyler;” theiteanbe no danger that Us emm should infect 
a gentleman who has called n|ioa the attorney-general to prosecute 
the author.— and he would nut be ibc worse were he to catch from 
it a little of the ynuihful generosity which it hreaihcs. 1 ask you. 
Sir, la wWch af (l»osr wriliaga 1 liave appealed lo ll>e base or the 
mallgnaBt fceliagt of mankind, —and Task you whether the pro* 
sent iBceof revidulioBary writers ap|>eal to any other? What 
rohn'i private characWr did 1 stab? Whom did I Idtci? Whom 
did I alaoder? Whom did l traduce? These mLscrcants live by 
calwny and rndHioii : tliey arc libelirrs and iiam by trade. 

1m one <^0ect^ lo which 1 hare ever been dedrous of couirihal* 
Ing accordihg to'my p^er, is Uie removal of those obsiadei by 
wbic^ the improvement of mankind b impeded ; and to thb the 
whole t^MMtr of my writio^i, whether in prose or verse, bears wii- 
wM. Ilrb his the pole star my course, the ocedio has 
shifted according to the tnovemcoto of the state-vessel wlicrcin I 
am embarked, but the dlrectkm lo which it points has always lieen 
the mme. I did not Ul.loto the error of llmsc who, having been 
the frWndsof France wliea (bey imagined that tbc cause of liberty 
wai implicated in lior aucceat. transferred ttidr aitacbment from 


I the republic lo the mllllary tyranny in which it ended, and regard* 
eti with complacency the progress of oppression because France 
was tlie oppressor. They had turned their faces toward the east 
in (he morning to worship the rising sun. and in the evening (bey 
were looking eastward still, obstUufely afUrrolng ibal still the sun 
was Ibcrc.*' • 1. on the contrary, altered my posiUoa as the world 
went round. For so doing, Mr. William Smith is said to have in* 
suited me wiUi the appellation of KsaaciDK; and if it be indeed 
true that ibe Ibul as(>ersk>n paiacd hU liiw. I brand him ior it on 
the forelicad with the name of SLkROBBxa: Salve U»e mark as 
you will. Sir, it is ineffaceable ! You must be.ir it with you to 
your grave, and the runicmbrance of It will outlast your epitaph. 

And DOW, Sir, learn frhat are the opinions of the man lo whom 
you have offered ibis public aud notorious wrong. — opinions nut 
derived from ^ny conugkxi of the times, nor enlertained with tlie 
unreflecting eageroees of youth, nor adopted fu conneiion with 
auy party in Ibe stale; but gailiered {laticnily, during many years 
of leisure and reliremeou Irum books, observation, roedltatioa, 
aud ioiercourse with living minds who will be the light of olber 
ages. 

Greater changes In the condition of this country have been 
wrought during the last half ceninry than an equal course of years 
I had ever before produced, wiiboui entering iulo the proofs of 
' this pruposilioa. suffice it lo indicate, as among the most efficient 
causes, the ste«m and the spinuiug engines, the mail-coach, and 
(he free publication of the debates in parllainent : hence have fol* 
lowed, in natural aud necessary conseqacoce, lucrcased activity, 
rnlerprlse, wealUi, aud power ; but. on the other band, greediness 
of gala, iocwencssof principle, half.kaowledge (more perilous than 
ignoraDCe), vice, iwvcrty. wretchedness, diiaffecUon, ami poiiUeai 
insecurity. The changes which have taken place render other 
changes inevitabie; forward we must got for it is not ]>osaible to 
retrace our steps: ihe hand of the (lolllical horologe cannot go 
back, like Uie sliadow upon Ilexekiah’i dial;— when the hoar 
comes, it must strike. 

Slavery lias long ceased lo he tolerable in Europe t the remates 
ofleiidalo|>prcssion are disappearing even in those countries which 
have improved Uie least t our can it be much longer endured that 
, the ritremei of ignorauce, wreichedne^s, aud brutality, ilioaU 
' exist In (he very centre of civillset) society. There ran be do 
safely wiih a populace lialf LoddiU*. half Laxxaruul. Let lu not 
I deceive ourselves. W'e are Ur from ihsi state in which any thlag 
I resembling equably would be possible; liut wc are arrived at that 
' slate In which the extreroca of inequality are liecome intokrabie. 
They are too dangerous, as well as too monstruns. to be borwe 
muCli lunger. Piios which would havelcd to Uie iitmovthnfrors 
I of insurrection, hare been prevented by Ute guvernmeoi. and by 
< the enactment efatrong butoectusary laws. Let it not, however, 
be supposed Uiat the disease is healed, because the ulcer may ^n 
over. Tbc remedlca by which the body politic can be restored to 
health must be slow in their operation. The coudilioa of the po- 
pulace, pliydcal. moral, and Intellectual, mmt be improved, ur a 
jacquei-ie. a firffwm .VwTife, sooner or later will be (lie result. U 
Is the peoplcal this ilinewho stand in need of reformation, not tlic 
govmimcnl. 

The government must better Uie coodiUon of the popolaee; and 
the first thing necessary Is lo prevent it from lieing- worsened. 
It must DO longer suffer itself lo be menaced, its .chief magistrate 
losiilled, aud its most sacred instituUoiu vilified with impunity. 
It must curb the seditious press, and keep it curbed. For ihis 
purpose, if Uie laws are nut .at pi-c»ent elleclual, they should l>c 
tna^ so; nor will they then avail unless they are vIgilanUy exo- 
cuied. 1 say this, weil knowiug lo what obloquy it will expose 
me, and huw grossly and impudcutly ny meaning will be inls- 
represented ; but 1 say it, because If.ihe IlcenliousDess of the press 
be not curbed, its abuse will most assuredly one day oocaHon the 
loM ofils fruedoni, 

Thisis tbe first aodmost iudispeiuable measure ; lor wiUiout (bis 
' all others will be fruitless. Next in urgency Is the immediate re- 
; lief of the poor, i differ, tote calo, from Hr. Owen, of Lanark, 
. In one main point. To bnihl upon any other fuundallon ihau ro- 
ligioo is building upon sand. But 1 admire his practical benero- 
lence,— 1 love his rntbustasm.— and I go far with him in his earthly 
I viewb What be has actnaliy done enUUes him lo Um greatcaf at- 
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Irntion .ind rt«tM Cl. 1 ainccrcly that bis plan fur the »Ur-- | 
patioo of pauperism abonld be fairly trietl. To employ the poor 
in maiiiifactures la only ahiflinx the ctII, and tbrowin^ uiben oul 
of etnploy, by brinKios more labour, and more produce of laboor, 
Into 1 market wbicb is already orerstocked. | 

wi^ and eilensive plans of forei;;o colunisalion contribute es- ' 
aentially to keep a state like England in health: but wc must not 
oTcriook the greater facUiiy of colonUlne at home. AVould it not 
)jc dcairabie that tracks of waste land should be piirtliased witli | 
public money, to be held as national domaios. and cdor.Ued with 
oiir disbanded sailors and soldiers, and people who are in want of 
empioynH'nt, dividing them into estates of different slu-s according 
to the capability of the spcculaii^, and allotilng to every colUge 
that should be erected there a crrlaln propurlioii of ground? Thus 
shivald we make immediate provision for those brave men whose 
services are no longer required for the defence of their country ; 
— thus should we administer (iimiediate relief to the iKior. lighten 
the poor rales, give occupation to various branches of maoiifacturc, 
and provide a permanent source of reveuiic, accruing frtun the 
Increased prospeiity of Ibe oounlry. There never was a time 
when every rood of ground maintained iu man ; but surely it U 
allowable to hope that whole districts will not always l>e suffered 
to lie waste wbih: multitudes are in want of employment and of 
bread. 

A duty scarcely less argent than that of dlminbhing the bnrthcn 
of the poor-rates, is that of providing fur. the education of the 
lower classes. Government must no longer, in negtrcl of iU first 
and paramount dnty. allow Ihcm to gn>w up in worse than heathen 
ignorance. They must be Iraineti In the way they stioiild got they 
must be (aught to "fear God and keep his cummatHimnits, fur this 
is the whole duty of man.'* Mere re.iding and wnliiig will not 
Jo this : they must be In'tmclerl according lo the eslahlbhcd re- 
ligiuni n>ey must be fed with tlie milk of wuind d<K:trine : fur 
states are secure In proportion at the great body of the peo|>Ie are 
attached to Iheiostilulions of ihdr country. Am>>raiand religious 
rducatioD will Induce hdbfts of Industry; tito people will kimw 
their duty, and BnJ their interest and llii-ir happiness in following 
it. Give IU the great boon of parochial ediicalloo. so cutmectcU 
with the Church as lo form (tart of the EstablUhmeut. lod we 
shall find it a bnlwark to Ibe state as well as lo the church. Let 
Ibis be done, let saving banks be generally introduced, let new 
channeis for industry oe opened (as soon as the neceuitics of the 
stale will permit) by a li^ral cipenUiiure in public wi>rks. by 
colonising our waste lands at home and regularly sending off our 
swarms abroad, and (he strength, wealth, and security of the na- 
tion wU be in proportion lo its mimbeni. 

Never, indeed, was there a more senseless cry than that which 
is at tills lime raised for relrenchment in Ibe public expenditure 
IS a means of alleviating Uie present dulrcM. That dhtross arises 
from a great and sudden dimiuiiiion of employmrnt, occasloued 
by many coinciding causes, the chief of which is that the war ex- 
prodiiure of from (orly to fifty millions yi^rly has ceased. Men 
are out of employ i— the evil is that too little is spent.— and, as a 
remedy, we are exhorted lo spend h*«! Every where there arc 
mouths crying oul for food because the hands want work : and at 
this time, and for this reason, (he state-quack requires further 
redticiionl Becanse so many hands are unemployed, he calls 
upon govormnrnl to throw more upon die public by ndiicing its 
establishments and sujqicndiug Its works! O lepidutn cuput! 
And it it by such heads as this (hat we are tu be reformed ! 

*‘.tiatcsin«n.'’says Mr. Burke, “before they value ihciiuelve.son 
tbe relief given to the peo()ir by the destruction (or diminution] of 
Uidr roeiiuc, ought first to tiave carefully attended to the wimlon 
of Ibis problem wliciher It l>e more advaoiageoua to the |kcupte 
to pay considerably, and to gain in proportion ; or lo gain little or 
liOlhltig, and to Im; dUburthened of ail contrlbuliou." Ami In an- 
other place this great sUlesman sSys, "the prosperity and iui- 
proTrnu-nt of aalions has gciieralty Increased with the increase of 
their reteuufi} and they will both ouiiUuue lo grow and Houri-'h, 
as long as the balance between what U left to alrengllien the elforis 
of Indlvliliuls. and what is collected for Uic curaiuon efforts of the 
stale, bear to each ittlicr a due reciprocal proportion, and are kept 
in a close correspouileoce and communicaiuia.” This opinion is 
strikiu^ly corroborated by the unexampled prosperity which Uie 
country eujoyreiyjttriDg tbe war,^j war of unexampled sxpendi- 
(iin> : and HiB sU^WOdotu Works oUnUqdfty.thtinilfu Of which at 


thU day so nionmfntly attest (he opulence and splendour of stales 
which have tong sincr ccawidio exist, were la no slight degree (be 
causes of Ibal prosperity of which they arc the proufs. Instead 
therefore of Ibis senseless cry fur reireitchtiicnl, which Is like 
prescribing depletion for a patient whose complainia proceed from 
inanition, a liberal ex|H*ndilutT should be advised in works of pub- 
lic utility and magnificence. For if experience has sliunn os that 
lucre aseit ex|>endilure during war, and a proportipnately increas- 
ing pnMperity, have been nalurally connected as caui^ and oonse- 
qiience, It Is neither rash nor iltogical to infer, that a liberal expen- 
diture in peace upon national works would |M^ncc (he samo 
brnefidal effect, without any of the accompanying evil. Money 
thus expcntled will fi<iw like chyle into the veins of die state, and 
nourish and hivigorale it. Build, therefore, our monuments for 
Trafalgar aod Waterloo, and let no paltry conslderatioas prevent 
them from being made worthy of die occasion, and of the conntry : 
—of (he. men who have fought, conquered, and ditrd fur us of 
Nelwin. of Wellington, and of Great Britain. Let them he snob as 
may correspond in splendour with the actions Iu which they ^re 
cunsecMtod, and vie, if possible, in duration, with die memory of 
those imoHirtal events. They are for after-ages; the more magni- 
ficent they may he, the better will they manifest (be national lenso 
of great public servlceii, and the more will they excite and foster 
that feeling in which great actioiM have their rool. In proportioa 
to ibdr magnificence, also, will be the present benefit, as well as 
the future good ; for (hey are not. like ihe Egyptian pyramldi, to 
Ik* raised liy bondsmen nndcr rigorotu taskmasters : Ihe wealth 
which is taken from the peo{)le returns lo them again, like r.vpours 
which are drawn Imperceptibly from tbe earth, hut dhtribuled lo 
jlio rofn-sbing dews and ferUlldng showers. Whai bounds o>uld 
Imagination set Iu the welfare and glury of this island, if a tenth 
part, or even a twentieth of what the war expenditure has been, 
were annually applied in improving and creating harl>oorv, in 
bringing our roads lo the best pouible slate, in colonising upon our 
waste lands, in reclaimitig fens atsd conquering iracls from the sea. 
In encouraging the liberal arts, in creeling churches, Jo building 
and endowing schools and collrget, and making war upon physical 
I and moral evil with the whole artillery of wisdom and righteous 
I ness, with all the resources of science, and all the ardour of en- 
' lighlcm*d sihI enlarged benevolence? 

II it likewise incnrabcnl upon govemment to take heed lest, in 
its solicitude for raising the necessary revenue, there should be too 
IliUc regard for ilie means by which it is raMed. It should beware 
of imposing such duties as create a strong tempUtion lo evade 
them. It sliould bo careful that all its measures (rtid. as much as 
possible, to llie inipruvemenl of the {lec^le, and especially carefut 
that nothing be done which can tend in any way lu corrupt ibem. 
It slHuild reform Its pritoiis ; and apply some remedy to the wont 
grievance which exitb.— (he enormous expenses, the chicaoery, 
and (he ruinous delays of (hr law. 

MachJavelli says, that legislators ought lo snpposc all men lo be 
naturally bad in no point hoi (hat sagacious statesman been 
more erroneous. Fitter it is, that governmeois should think well 
of mankind ; for (Im* better they Ihluk of them, Ihe better they will 
find them, and the belter they will make them. Government moat 
reform the populace, the people most reforrp Ihemselves. This Is 
I the Ime returm, and compare<l with this all dse is floett, uauci, 

'i nUtW, pi/i. 

I Such, Sir, arc In part the views of the man whom you have tra- 
I duced. Had you perused his writings, you cuiild not have 
^ taken them s and I am willing lo believe that if you had done iliis, 
j and formed an opinjun for yourself, instead of retailing that of 
' wretches who are at once the painlers of malice and the pioneers 
I of rebellion, you would neiUuT have been so far forgetful of yooc 
I larlUmenlary character, nor of llie decencies between man and 
> man, as so wsntcmiy, so iui)ustiy, and in such a place, tu have al> 
I tacked one wIk> had given yon no provocation- 
I Hid you Imagme that I ritoiild sit down quietly under the wrong, 

I anil treat your attack with Uie same silent contempt as I have done 
I all the abuse and calumny with which, from one party or Iho 
I other, Anmacobins or Jacobin*, 1 have been assailed in daily, 
I weekly. tooothly,,a«d,quarteriy publicailosis, sbaee the year intfi 
wliea I lint bec^ known to llie pulidteP Tbe plACt ygii 
ftfade Uic MUek, and tbe agoiMi^Qfthe pivvintt^. . . 

flow far ihd wriUnggof Sootbey nay be fenaA ledganrn a 
favouralSle hcceplanke iPoffi aflewagfS, tfme wKt det^; bet a 
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namr.T^hlch, whether worlliHj or not, Imbc^'n conspicuous in thn I 
iiterarflitstoryofltsiiRe, wlllcerlaioly ootperinh. Some account I 
of Ills life will alwa}s he prcliied to hU work*, and tramferrod to ' 
litersrf hl9ioric:«, and to ihc IHo^raphical (]ic!ionarie!i, nol only of | 
Ihis, but of other countries. There it w ill tic reiaU'd, lliai tie tivr-d I 
in the bosom of his family, in absolute relireiuent ; Uiat in all his | 
writing there hreaihed the same ahliurrence of optirmion and ; 
immoralily, the same s^ilrlt oldevotion. and the same ardcut wlstu'« 
for the mdloralion of mankind: and Uiat the only chantc which ' 
malice ('ould brinK aRainsl him was. that as be itn'W older, his opi- | 
nioos alteri*!! cuiicerniuj; the means by which that melioraliou was ^ 
to be effected; and that as he learned to uodcrsland the iDstiluUoni ' 
of his country, he Icaruod to appreciate tliem rightly, to love, and I 


to rercTP, arn) to defend them. It will be laid of Urn, Ibal in an 
age of pTrsoUiYlity, he .ibslahied from satire: and that during the 
course of his iitrrary liP*. urirn as he was asullrd, the only occa- 
sion on which he ever enndt'seended to reply, was, when a certain 
Mr. Whliam Smith hi-uiUed him in Parliament wiih the appelialieu 
of renegade. On that occasion, it will be said, that he vinilicaird 
himself, as it became him to do. and ircaird his calumniator with 
just and incmonhic severity. Whether it shall be added, that 
Mr. William Smilli redeemed his own characlor, by esHniog for- 
ward with lionesi manliness and acknowledging that he had spo- 
ken rashly and urumtly, concerns liimself. but U not of the slightest 
iniporUocc to me. 

ROBtRT SOOTBCT. 


OCCASIONAL PIECES. 

WRITTEN IN 1810-S. 


STAPiZAS.* 

[ “ coeta tovi roa iv er 1 
I. 

Could Love for ever 
Run like a river. 

And Time's endeavour 
Re tried iu vain — 

No other pleasure 
TViih this could measure; 

And like a treasure 
We ’d hug the chain. 

But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying, 

And, form’d for flying, 

Love plumes his wing; 

Then for this reason 
Let 's love a season ; 

But let that season be only Spring, 
n. 

When lovers parted 
Feel broken-hearted, 

And, all hopes thwarted. 

Expect to die : 

A few years older, 

Ah ! how much colder 
They might behold her 
For whom they sigh ! 

When link'd together, . * 

In every weather; 

They pluck Love’s fe.ather 
From out his w ing— 

11a 'll stay for ever, 

Rut sadly shiver 

. . Wilhoiil his plumage, when past the Spring. * 

** Ilf. 

Like Chiefs of Faction, 


His life is action— 

A formal paction 
That curbs his reign, 

Obscures his glory; 

Despot no more, he 
Such territory 
Quits with disdain. 

Still, still advancing, 

With banners glancing. 

His power enhancing, 

He must move on— 

Rcpo.se but cloys him, 

Retreat destroys him : 

Love brooks not a degraded throne. 

IV. 

Wait not, fond lover! 

Till years are over, 

And then recover, 

As from a dream. 

While each bewailing 
Hie other's failing, 

With wrath and railing. 

All hideous seem— 

W'hilc first decreasing, 

Vet not quite ceasing, 

Wait not till teasing 
All passion blight : 

If once diminish'd — 

Ix)ve’s reign is finish’d — 

Then part in friendship, — and bid good night.' 

V. 

So shall Affection 
To recollection 
The dear connection 
Bring back with joy : 

V''ou had not waited 
Till, tired or hated. 


» f A fri*.THltifI.unlPynni*», who w»» with himal Ravenna whoo 
tte wrotn iliRie Slanras, Mfi»,--“Tbry wow composevl, like many 
ofhem, with nu view of puliltcaliun, but merely to relieve him«elf 
In a mumeut of surferin;;. Me liaH been iMinfully cxriU-d by vnmr 
clrcumitanccs which appeared to make it neceswry (hat he should 


immcdkiloly quit Italy ; and io the day and Ihc hour that he wrote 
the song was l.ibouriiig under an acccM of fever."— E.] 

• ( V. L,— “ Thai ?i>ed his Spring.'*) 

^ ( T.L.->"One rmbrsev, ibm, tnd bid good-nlghl.'! 
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Your passions sated 
Began to cloy. 

Your last embraces 
I.eave no cold traces— 

TIm same fond faces 
As through the past ; 

And eyes, tlie mirrors 
Of your sweet errors, 

Refiecl but rapture— not least though last. 

VI. 

True, separations 
Ask more than patience ; 

What desperations 
From such have risen ! 

But yet remaining, 

>Vhat is ’t but chaining 
Hearts which, once waning, 

Beal ’gainst their prison ? 

Time can but cloy love, 

And use destroy love, 

The winged boy. Love, 

Is but for boys— 

You ’ll lind it torture. 

Though sharper, shorter. 

To wean, and not wear out your joys. 


THE CHARITY BALL. 

What matter the pangs of a husband and father. 

If his sorrows in exile be great or be small, 

So the Pharisee’s glories around her she gather. 

And the saint patronizes her “ charity ball !” 
What matters— a heart which, though faulty, was 
feeling, 

Be driven to excesses whiHi once could appal — 
That the sinner should suffer is only fair dealing, 

As the saint keeps her charity back for ” the ball ! ” • 


EPIGRAM 0.\ HY W EDDl.NG-DAY. 
to Kiiuors. 

This day, of all our days, has done 


The worst for me and you 

*T is just tir years since we were one. 

And five since w e were tw o. 

Jtotunr 2, 4831. 


ON MY THIRTY-THIRD BIRTILDAY, 

JkSCktT 33. U3I.* 

Through life’s duH road, so dim and dirty, 
I have draguM to three and thirty. 

^Vhat have these years left to me ? 
Nothing— except thirty-three. 


EPIGRAM, 

ox ?•( Mfcuirif' coarixt s«tnc or»Attro ta ricitxT m tooBru 
TO QCECX ClinilXI.^ 

The brasiers, it seems, are preparing to pass 
An addres.s, and present it themselves all in brass ; — 
A superfluous pageant — for, by the Lord Harry ! 
They’ll find where they’re going much more than they 
carry. * 


TO MR. NIRRAT. 

For Orford * and for Waldegrave * 

You give much more than me you gave; 
Whicli is not fairly to behave. 

My Murray. 

Because If a live dog, ’t is said, 

Be worth a lion fairly sped, 

A live lord must be worth tiro dead. 

My Murray. 

And if, as the opinion goes, 

Verse hath a better sale than prose — 
Certes, 1 should have more than those, 
My Murray. 

But now this slieet is nearly cramm’d. 
So, if you u'ill, / shan’t be shamm’d, 
And if you iron’t, you may l)e damn’d, 
My Murray.? 


< [These Unet vrem written on reading In the newspapers, tliat 
Lady Bjrron lud been patrunesa of a ball in akl of •ome charily at 
Hinckley. ] 

• [ to Lord Byron's MS. Diary of the precediag day. we And the 
fbllowiog eoUy January SI, 1831. Dined— tnilrd—caiiM 
home — read. Remarked oo an anecdote in Grimm's Correspoa- 
dence, which aays, that * Hegnani el ia plu|url des poiRcs cooiiques 
<taieot geutiilieux et m<Rancolkioea:ctque M. de Voltaire, qui ol 
trea-gal, n'a jamais bit qtie det lrag61iea— cl que la coiiiMie gale 
cat Ic seal geare oil il n’ait point rduaai. C’est que celui qui rit et 
cehitqnlfaU rireauot dcuibommes lort difi^rensr At lliia nm- 
neol 1 feel a« biltoua as Uie best comic writer of them all. (even as 
BeKiiard hlmaelf, the next to MoiiCre, who lias wrlltco mmoc uf the 
best cocoedies in any language, and who is suppuse«l lu luve com- 
mitted taiclde.)andam not in spirila to continue my propuseit tra- 
gedy. To-cnorrow Is my birlb-^ that is toaay. at luslveO' the 
dock, midoighl; L e. to twelve minutes, 1 aball bare couqrlctcd 
thirty and three years of age!!!— and 1 go to my beil with a bea- 
Tlneas of heart at having lived so long, and to so little purpose. 
* * * * * It is three minutes past twelve— “T is the 

middlp of night by ttie castle-clock,' and I am now ibiriy-Uiroc !— 


‘Eb^, tusacfs. roattiumr, PcsUiuidc. 

Ubnalurauni;*— 

but 1 don't regret them so much for what I liavc done, as for wlut 
1 might have done."] 

s [The procev^ion of the Bravers to Brandenborgh House was 
one of the most absurd fooleries of ihe lime of the late (Queen's 
trtal.-E.) 

4 (*' There Is an epigram for yon. is It not worthy 
Of WordsMorth. Ihe grind poet. 

A nun of tsU merll. Itiougb few people koow U; 

Tbeperiwol of whom («s I tdM you si M«>lfM 
I uwr, in grvol psrt. U» m> powloa for psiln." 

a. irdrrr. IsnasrxSS. (831. ] 

t [Dorace W'alpole'a Memoirs of the last nine Years of Uio Reign 
of George II. ] 

^ [Memoirs by James Karl Waldegravc, Govenior of George III. 
when Prince of 'Vales.] 

7 [*' Can't accept your coiirtrous offer. These maifrrs must be 
arranged with Mr. Poui^las ktnmnrd. He is my Inntee, aitd a man 
of honour. To him you can *uic ail your mercantile reasons, 
wliicli you might not like to state to uic (>ersuoally, such as ‘ tieavy 
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BYRON’S WORKS, 


HEAVEN AND EARTH;' 

A MYSTERY 

FOC!fDBD 0!( THE FOLLOWRtG FAftSAGB 15 6E5ES1S. CBAF. VI. * 

'* Aod il caoM lo pass. . . . that Ihc aoni of God uw the daaghtrn of men that they were fair ; and tliey took then wives 
of all which they chOM.’* 


" And W0B40 wtlllog for bar d«nioa lover ."—C oluime. 


DRAMATIS PERSON,«. 

J«ar/f,-5AMUSA. 

AZA2ICt.. 

KAfUAKL tbo Arebancet. 
arm.-NOAH end buloBa.aHKlt and JAPRKT. 
HAD. 

WMirn.— ANAD. 

AilULIBAMAH. 

CAorw SfiTiU of ttu Eortk.~Ck»n$ ef Mortolt. 


HEAVEN AND EARTH. 


PART I. 

.SCENE I.* 

A v.'Oody and mouniainotu distriri Hfor Mount Ararat.— 
Time, midnight. 

Enter Anau and Ahoubamah. 

Anah. Our father sleeps : it is the hour w hen they 
'Who love us are qecustom'd to descend 
Through the deep clouds o’er rocky Ararat : — 

How my heart beats ! 

Aho. Let us proceed upon 

Our invocation. 

Anah. But the stars are bidden. 

1 tremble. 

Aho. So do I, but not witli fear 
Of aught save their delay. 


AnaA. My sister, though 

I love Aiaziel more than — oh, too much! 

>Vhat was I going to say ? my heart grows impious. 

Aho. And where is the impiety of loving 
Celestial natures.’ 

A nail. But, Aholibamah, 

I love our God less since his angel loved me : 

Tliis cannot be of good ; and though I know not 
Tliat I do wrong, 1 feel a thousand fears 
Which are not ominous of right. 

Aho. Then wed thee 

Unto some son of clay, and toil and spin 1 
There ’s Japhet loves thee well, hath loved thee long : 
Marry, and bring forth dust ! 

Anah. * I should have loved 

Azaziel not less were he mortal ; yet 
I am glad he is not. I can not outlive him. 

And when I think that his immortal wings 
Will one day hover o’er the sepulchre 
Of the poor child of clay w hich so adored him, 

Ashe adores the Highest, death becomes 
Less terrible; but yet 1 pity him 
His grief will be of ages, or at least 
Mine would be such for him, were 1 the seraph, 

And be the perishable. 

Aho. Rather say, 

That he will single forth some other daughter 
Of Earth, and love her as he once loved Anah. 

Allah. An\l if it should be so, and she loved him. 


•eAAOQ‘— * flat public ‘ don't go olT— ' lordship writea too much' 
— ‘ won't lake advice’—* declining popularity*— ‘ detlucKon for the 
trade make very little’— • generally loae by him pirated 
edition '—'foreign editkio *— * severe criticUms, ’ etc., with other 
hints and howls lor an oration, which I leave Donglu, who is an 
orator, to answer."— Zerd B. to Mr. sr.. At|g. 2S, iSai.j 
« ( “Heaven and Earth'* was wriUen at Ravenna, in October, im . 
In forwarding (I to Mr. Narray, in the following mooUi, Lord Dyroo 
says—" Enclosed la alyrieal drama, entitled Jtfyslery.* Yon will 

find It pious enough, I trost— at least some of Ihe chorus might 
have bMn written by .Stcrahold and Hopkins themselves for that, 
and perhaps for iiielo<]y. As il Is longer, and more lyrical and 
Greek, than I intended at first, t have not divided It Into acts, but 
called what 1 have sent part plr$t; as there li a auspenslon of the 
acUoQ, which may eiilier close ibere wlihonl im|)ropr1ety, or be 
contlnoed in a way that 1 have In view. I wish the first pari to 
be pnbilHhfd before the second ; because. If it don't succeed, it Is 
better to stop there, than to go on in a fruitless experiment" 
Though without delay revised by Ur. Gifford, atul printed, this 
*' Pint Part" was not published till IS22, when il appeared In the 


i second number of the “ Liberal. ’’ The ** Mystery " wm never 
completed.— E.] 

* [ The great power of ihb ** Mystery '* Is In its fbiriess and dar- 
ing simplicity. Lord Byron faces at once all the grandeur of his 
siiblUne scbiect. He seeks for DUlhing,botilrbes before himio iU 
death-doomed magnificence. Man, orangd, ordanon, thebelos 
who mourns, or laments, or exults, is driven to speak by his own 
soul. The angels deign not to use many words, even to tbeJf beaa- 
{ tlfulpanmourar aadlheyicurn NuahandhUsenleotkMisacmi. The 
first scene is a woody and mountainous district, near Mount Ararat t 
' and tlie time midnight Mortal creatures, conscious of their own 
wickedness, have heard awftiJ predictions of the threatened floods 
I and all -iheir lives are darkened with terror. But (he sou of God 
I have been dwdiers on earth, and women's hearts have been stirred 
by the beauty of these oeieslial vidunts. Anah aod Abolibamab . 
two of these angcb^iicken maidens, come wandering along while 
oUicrs sleep, to pour liirlh tlieiriovocatiou lo their demon lovers. 
They are lA very dilfereni chanclecs Anah, soft gentle, and mb- 
' missive; Aholibamah, proud, in^ielnou. and aspiring- the ooe 
^ loving in fear, and (be Olher In ambilioa.— W iuon.J 
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Better thustban that he should weep for me. 

Aho. If 1 thought thus of Samiasa’s love, 

All seraph as he is, I ’d spurn him from me. 

But to our invocation! — T is the hour. 

Anah. Seraph! 

From thy sphere ! 

Whatever star contain thy glory; 

In the eternal depths of heaven 
Albeit thou watchest with “ the seven,’* ' 
Though through space infiuite and hoary 
Before thy bright wings worlds be driven. 

Yet hear ! 

Oh ! think of her who bolds thee dear! 

And thou^ she nothing is to thee, 

Yet think that thou art all to her. 

Thou canst not tell, — and never be 
Such pangs decreed to aught save me, — 

The bitterness of tears. 

Eternity is in thine years. 

Unborn, undying beauty in thine eyes ; 

With me thou canst not sympathise, 

Except in love, and there thou must 
Acknowledge that more loving dust 
?le'er wept beneath the skies. 

Thou walk’st thy many worlds, thou see’st 
The lace of him who made thee great. 

As he bath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden's gate : 

Yet, Seraph dear ! 

Ob hear ! 

For thou hast loved me, and I would not die 
Until I know what I must die in knowing, 
That Uiou forget’st in thine eternity 
Her whose heart death could not keep from 
o’erflowing 

For thee, immortal essence as timu art! 

Great is their love who love in sin and fear; 

And such, 1 feel, are waging in my heart 
A war unworthy : to an Adamite 
Forgive, my Seraph ! that such thoughts appear, 
For sorrow is our element; 

Delight 

An Eden kept afar from sight, 

Though sometimes w ith our visions blent. 
The hour is near 

Which tells me we are not abandon’d quite. — 
Appear! Appear 1 
Seraph ! 

My own Azaziel ! be but here, 

And leave the stars to their own light. 

Aho. Samiasa ! 

Wheresoe’er 

Thou rulest in the upper air — 

Or warring with the spirits who may dare 
Dispute with him 
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Who made all empires, empire; or recalling 
Some w andering star, which shoots through the 
abyss, [falling. 

Whose tenants dying, while their world \s 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this; 

Or joining with tlie inferior cherubim 
Tbou deignest to partake tlieir hymn — 
Samiasa ! 

I call thee, 1 await ibee, and 1 love thee. 

Many may worship thee, that will 1 not : 

If that thy spirit down to mine may move thee, 
Descend and share iny lot ! 

Though 1 be form’d of cloy, 

And thou of beams 
More bright than those of day 
On Eden’s streams. 

Thine immortality can not repay 
With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
In me, whidi, though forbidden yet to shine, 

1 feel was lighted at thy God's ar^ thine. 

It may be hidden long : death and decay 
Our mother Eve bequeath’d us — but my heart 
Defies K : tbongh this life must pass away, 

Is that a cause for thee and roe to part? 

Thou art immortal — so am 1 : I feel — 

I feel my immortality o’ersweep 
All pains, all tears, all fears, and peal, 

Like the eternal thunders of the deep, 

Into my ears this truth — ** Tbou livesl for ever! ” 
But if it be in joy 
I know not, nor would know ; 

That secret rests with the Almighty giver 
Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and woe. 

But thee and me he dever can destroy ; 

Change us he may, but not o’erwhelm; w*e are 
Of as eternal essence, and must war 
With him if be will war with us : with thee 
I can share all things, even immortal sorrow; 
For thou hast ventured to share life with me, 

And shall / shrink from thine eternity? [thorough 
No! though the serpent's sting should pierce me 
And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil 
Around me still! and I will smile. 

And curse thee not; bfit bold 
Thee in as warm a fold 
A s ' —but descend; and prove 
A mortal's love 

For an immortal. If the skies contain 
More joy than thou canst give and take, remain f * 
A»ah. Sister! sister! 1 view them winging 
Their bright way throngii the parted night. 

Aho. The clouds from off their pinions flinging, 

As though they bore to-morrow's light. 

Auah. But if bur father see the sight! 


* The arcbtogelt, tald lobe Mveo in anmber, and to occupy the 
eiitblh rank in ifae oeieiUal hierarchy. 

* (Thia lavoeaUon » extremely beauttfult iu chief beauty Hea in 
IhccuoUnuouaaDd meanderiogfliowof ilaimpaMionedveniRcaUixi. 


At 1(8 cloae.^nd It might well win down to earth erring angeU 
(ram heaTCD,->-lbe maideoa dluppear in the midnight darkuea*,' 
lioptDg the pretence of tbelr ccleatlal loven.^WiuoN.J 
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Aho. He would but deem it was the moon 
ftising unto some sorcerer's tune 
Ail hour too soon. 

* • Annh. They come! comes! — Azaziei! 

Aho. Haste 

To meet tliem! Oh! for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there, 

To Sdintasa’s breast! 

AtiaA. Lo! they have kindled all the west. 

Like a returning sunset;— lo! 

On Ararat’s late secret crest 
A mild and luany-coloor’d bow, 

The remnant of their Hashing jiath, 

^iow shines! and now, behold; it hath 
Return’d to night, as rippling foam, 

W'hich the leviathan hath lash’d 
From his unfathomable home, 

When sporting on the face of the calm deep, 

Subsides soon after he again hath dasli’d 
Down, down, to where the ocean's fountains sleep. ' 

Aha. They have touch’d earth! Saniiasa! 

Anah. MyAzazicH 

SCB.VE Ii> 

Enter Ijui) and Japoet. 

Irad. Despond not : wherefore will thou wander tlius 
To add thy silence lo tlic silent night. 

And lift thy tearful eye uglo the stars? 

They cannot aid thee. 

Japh. But they sootlie me— now 

Perhaps she looks upon litem as 1 look. 

Methinks a being that is beautiful 
Becomctli more so as it looks on beauty, 

The eternal beauty of undying things. 

Oh, Anah! 

Irad. But she loves thcc not. 

Japh. Alas! 

Irad. And proud Aholibaniah spurns me also. 

Japh. I feci for Ibcc too. 

Irad. Let her keep her pride, 

Mine hath enabled me to bear her scorn : 

It may be, time too w ill avenge it. 

Japh. ^ Canst Uiou 

Find joy in such a thought? 

Irad. Nor joy nor sorrow, 

I loved her well; I would have loved her better, 

Had love been met with love : as ’t is, I leave her 
To brighter destinies, if so she deems them. 

Japh. What destinies? 

Irad. 1 luivc some cause to think ! 


She loves another. 

Japh. Anah! 

fiad. No; her sister. 

Japh. What other? 

Irad. Tliat I know not ; but ber air. 

If not her words, tells me she loves another. 

I Japh. Ay, but not Anah : she but loves her God. 

Irad. VVhate'er she lovelh, so she loves lliee not, 
What can it prolit thee? * 

Japh. True, nothing; but 

I love. 

Irad. And so did I. 

Japh. And now thou lov'st not. 

Or think’sl tliou lov’st not, art thou happier? 

Irad. Yes. 

Japh. 1 pity thee. 

Irad. Mel why? 

Japh. For being happy, 

Deprived of that which makes my misery. 

Irad. I take thy taunt as part of thy distemper. 

And would not feel as thou dost for more shekels 
j Tlian all our father’s herds would bring if weigh’d 
! Again.st the metal of the sons of Cain — 

The yellow' dust they tr>’ to barter with us, 

As if such useless and discolour’d trash, 

The refuse of the earth, could be received 

For milk, and woo), and flesh, and fruits, and all 

Our (locks and wilderness afford.— Go, Japbet, 

Sigh to the stars, as wolves howl to the moou — 

I must back lo my rest. 

Japh. And so would I 

If 1 could rest. 

Irad. Thou w ilt not to our tents then? 

Japh. No, Irad; I will lo the cavern, whose 
Mouth they say opens from the internal world 
To let the inner spirits of the earth 
Forth when they walk its surface. 

Irad. Wherefore so? 

What wouldst thou there? 

Japh. Soothe further ray sad spirit 

With gloom as sad : it is a hopeless spot, 

And 1 am hopeless. 

Irad. But ’t is dangerous; 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled it with terrors. 
I must go with thee. 

Japh. Irad, no; l)dleveme 

I feel no evil thought, and fear no evil. 

Irad. Blit evil things w ill be thy foe the more 
As not being of then) : turn thy steps aside, 

! Or let mine be with thine. 

Japh. No, neither, Irad; 


• ( Lord Bfrun hrre take# a trhle career, and soiiielimes obscure 
and contused i bui Ibc fla»he» of lire cunlinoallr break through, and 
Illumine the clouds of Muake and vapour. The extravagance U 
dlctaied hy pas^tou. His muae, even in her rkkllcs attd digrewloiu. 
has a tibyl-likc, prupheUc fur;.— Jeertirv.] 

• [ In Ihc second scene, Japhet. Xoah’s jon. and 1 rad— the earthly 
and despised lovers of the two mAidens— appear. Their talk U some* 
wbai dnil; which, we presume, Is natural in such circniuslaocea. 
— Wiuon.] 


> [This is one of those biUcr, taunting sarcasms that escape from 
Lord Byron s pen. In sj>lte of himself. Japlnrl U afterwards Inlro- 
dneed ahrtic. In a momiUlnous cave ; and his soliloquy, bemoaning 
his own fate, and Uic approaching destruction of mankind, is Inter- 
rnplcd by a laugh of demons, rejoicing over Ibe event This scene 
is terrihe.— Jerraev] 
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1 must proceed alone. 

Irad. Then peace be with theC! 

Irad. 

Japh. (so/iis). Peace! I have sought it where it 
should be found, 

In love— with love, too, which perhaps deserved it; 
And, in its stead, a heavine.s.s of heart — 

A weakness of the spirit — listless days, 

And nights inexorable to sweet sleep— 

Have come upon me. Peace! wliat |>eace? the calm 

Of desolation, and the stillness of 

The untrodden forest, only broken hj 

The sweeping tempest through its groaning boughs; 

Such is the sullen or the litful state 

Of my mind overworn. Tlie earth ’s grown wicked, 

And many signs and portents have proclaim'd 

A change at hand, and an o’erwhelming doom 

To perishable beings. Oh, my Anahl 

^Vhen the dread hour denounced shall open wide 

The fountains of the deep, how mightest thou 

Have lain within this bosom, folded from 

The elements; this bosom, which in vain 

Hath beat for thee, and then will beat more vainly, 

^Vhiie thine 0 God! at least remit to her 

Thy wrath! for she is pure amidst the failing 
As a star in tlie clouds, which cannot queiidi, 
Although they obscure it for an hour. My Anahl 
How would 1 have adored thee, but thou wouldst not; 
And still would 1 redeem thee— see thee live 
^Vhen ocean is earth's grave, and, unopposed 
By rock or shallow, Uie leviathan, 

Lord of the shoreless sea and watery world, 

Shall wonder at his boundlessness of realm. 

( Exit Japoet. 

Enter Noaii a/wl Suem. 

\oah. Where is thy broUier Japhet.’ 

Shem. He went forth. 

According to his wont, to meet with Irad, 

He said; but, as 1 fear, to bend his steps 
Towards Anah's tents, round which he hovers nightly. 
Like a dove round and round its pillaged nest; 

Or else he walks the wild up to the cavern 
W'liich opens to the Iveart of Ararat. 

.VoaA. What doth lie there? It is an evil spot 
Upon an earth all evil ; for things worse 
Than even wicked men resort tlvere : he 
Still loves this daughter of a fated race. 

Although he could not wed her if she loved him, 
And that she doth not. Oh, the unhappy hearts 
Of men i tliat one of my blood, know ing well 
The destiny and evil of these days, 

And that tl>e hour approacheth, should indulge 
In such forbidden yearnings! Lead the way; 

He must be sought for! 

.SAem. Go not forward, fatlter * 

I will sect Japhet. 

Noah, Do not fear for me : 

All evil things are powerless on the man 
Selected by Jehovah.— Let us on. 


SAem. To the tents of the father of the sisters? 
i\ooA. No; to the cavern of the Caucasus. 

(£xeunf .Noam and Sma. 

SCENE in. 

The maunlains.—A cortrrn, and the roeks of Caucatue. 

Japh. (solus). Yc wilds, that look eternal ; and thou 
cave. 

Which seem'st unfatliomable; and yc mountains. 

So varied and so terrible in beauty; 

Here, in your rugged majesty of rocks 

And toppling trees that tw ine their roots with stone 

In perpendicular places, where the foot 

Of man would tremble, could he readi them — yes. 

Ye look eternal! Yet, in a few days, 

Perhaps even hours, ye will be changed, rent, burl’d 
Before the mass of waters ; and yon cave, 

Which seems to lead into a lower world. 

Shall have its deptlis search'd by the sweeping wave, 
And dolphins gambol in the lion’s den! 

And man Oh, men! my fellow-beings! Who 

Shall weep above your universal grave, 

Save I? \Vho shall be left to weep? My kinsmen, 
Alas! what am I better than ye are, 

That I must live beyond ye? Where shall be 
Tlie pleasant places where I thought of Aiiah 
While 1 had hope? or the more savage hauuts. 
Scarce less beloved, where I despair'd for her? 

And can it be!— Sliall yon exulting peak, 

Whose glittering top is like a distant star, 

I Lie low beneatii the boiling of the deep? 
j No more to have the morning sun break fortli, 

And scatter back the mists in lloating folds 
From its trejnendous brow? no more to have 
Day's broad orb drop behind Its head at even, 

Leaving it with n crown of many hues? 

No more to be the beacon of the world, 

For angels to alight on, a,s tlu^ spot 
Nearest the stars? And can those words “ im more ’* 
Be meant for thee, for all things, save for us, . ’ 
And the predestined creeping things reserved 
By my sire to Jehovah’s bidding ? May 
lie preserve lAem, and / uol have the power 
To snatch the loveliest of earth's daughters from 
A doom which even some serpent, w ith his mate, 
Shall ’scape to save his kind to be prolong'd, 

To hiss and sting through some emerging world, 
Reeking and dank from out the slime, whose ooze 
Shall slumber o'er the wreck of this until 
The salt morass subside into a sphere 
Beneath the sun, and be the monument, 

The sole and undistinguish'd sepulchre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life? How much 
Breath will be still'd atoned All beauteous world! 
So young, so mark'd out for destruction, 1 
With a cleft heart look on thee day by day, 

And night by night, thy number'd days and nights. 

I cannot save thee, c.annot save even her 
Whose love Iwd made me Jove thee more ; but as 
A portion of thy dust, I cannot think 
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Upon thy coming doom without a feeling 
Such God ! and const tbou'* 

[HepauM.* 

( 4 nukliig tound fivm the f/im-ti is heard, and shouts of 
iaughUr—aftenoards a spiiHi pas4e4.} 

Japh. In the name 

Of the Most High, what art thou? 

Spirit (iauflA*)- lla!ha!ha! 

Japh. By all tlut earth holds holiest, speak ! 

Spirit {laughs). 11 a! ho! 

Japh. By the approaching deluge! by the earth 
Which will be strangled by the ocean ! by 
The deep which will lay open all her fountains! 

Tlie heaven which will convert her clouds to seas, 
And the Omnipotent who makes and crushes! 

Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct. 

Yet awful Thing of Shadows, speak to mcl 
Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh? 

^Spirit. Why weep’st thou? 

Japh. For earth and all her children. 

Spirit. Ha! ha! ha! 

I.Vptn'l rantih«i. 

Japh. How the Gend mocks the tortures of a world, 
The coming desolation of an orb, 

On which the sun shall rise arid w*arm no life! 

How the earth sleeps ! and all that in it is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death! 

Why should they wake to meet it? What is here, 

W hich look like death in life, and s|>eak like things 
Born ere this dying world ? They come like clouds! 

I Vartota Spirits pass from the cavern. 
Spirit. Rejoice! 

The abltorred race 

Which could not keep in Eden their high place, 

But listen’d to the voice 
Of knowledge without power, 

Arc nigh the hour 
Of death ! 

?iot slow, not single, not b}' sword, nor sorrow, 

Nor years, nor heart-break, nor time’s sapping 
motion, 

Sliall they drop off. Behold their last to-morrow! 
Earth shall be ocean! 

And DO breath. 

Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave! 
Angels shall tire their wings, but find no spot: 

Not even a rock from out the liquid grave 
Shall lift its point to save, 

Or show tlie place where strong Despair hath died, 
After long looking o’er the ocean w ide 
For the expected ebb which conieth not : 

All shall be void, 

Destroy’d I 

Another element shall be the lord 
Of life, and Uie abhorr’d 
Children of dust be quench’d: and of eadi hue 


Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue; 

And of Uie variegated mountain 
Shall nought remain 
Unchanged, or of the level plain ; 

Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain : 

All merged within the universal fountain, 

Man, earth, and fire, slrall die. 

And sea and sky 

Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eye. 

Upon the foam 
Who shall erect a home? 

Japh. (coming forward). My sire! 

Earth's seed shall not expire; 

Only the evil shall be put away 
From day. 

Avaunt I ye exulting demons of the waste! 

Who howl your hideous joy 
Wlien God destroys whom you dare not destroy ; 
Hence! baste! 

Back to your inner caves! 

Until the waves 

Shall search you in your secret place. 

And drive your sullen race 
Forth, to be roll’d upon the tossing winds 
111 restless wretchedness along all space ! 

Spirit. Son of the saved 
W hen thou and thine have braved 
The w ide and warring element ; 

When the great barrier of the deep is rent. 

Shall thou and thine be good or happy ? — No ! 

Thy new* world and new race shall be of woe — 
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Less than the glorious giants, who 
Yet walk the world in pride, 

Tlie Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride. 

Tliine sliall be nothing of tlie past, save tears. 

And art thou not asliamed 
Thus to survive. 

And eat, and drink, and wive? 

With a base heart so far subdued and tamed. 

As evai to hear tliis wide destruction named. 
Without such grief and courage, as should rather 
Bid tlicc await the world-dissolving wave. 

Than seek a shelter willi thy favour'd father. 

And build thy city o’er the drown'd earth's grave? 
Who would outlive tlieir kind. 

Except the base and blind ? 

Mine 

Hateth thine 

As of a different order in the sphere, 

But not our own. 

There is not one who hath not left a throne 
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here, 
Rather than see bis mates endure alone. 

Go, wretcli! and give 
A life like thine to other wretches — live ! 


• { This •oUloquy basUte txoUofbeinstooloagaodwlre-drawB- and one of them, and a clH>rm it'aan^ by a body of ibein, part ol 
Al iu close, spirils rusli froia tlie cavani, and eiuU Id tbe ap- which ia tnily noble.— Caaraiu..] 

Iiroachins cjlamily of the world t a dilalugiie eiiXue» betweeu Japlicl 
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And when tlie annihilating waters roar 

Above what they have done. 

Envy the giant patriarchs then no more, 

And scorn thy sire as the surviving one! 

Thyself for being his son ! 

Chonu of Spirits issuing from the eavertt. 
Rejoice! 

No more the human voice 
Shall vex our joys in middle air 
With prayer; 

No more 
Shall they adore ; 

And we, w*ho ne'er fbr ages have adored 
Ttie prayer>exacting Lord, 

To whom the omission of a sacrihce 
Is vice ; 

We, we shall view the deep's salt sources pour'd 
Until one element shall do the work 
Of all in chaos; until they, 

The creatures proud of their poor clay, 

Shall perish, and their bleached bones shall lurk 
In caves, in dens, in clefts of mountains, where 
The deep shall follow to their latest lair; 

Where even the brutes, in their despair, 

Shall cease to prey on man and on each other, 

And the striped tiger shall lie down to die 
Beside the lamb, as though he were his brother; 

Till all things shall be as they were, 

Silent and uncreated, save the sky : 

While a brief tnice 
Is made witli Death, w ho shall forbear 
The little remnant of the past creotion, 

To generate new nations for his use; 

This remnant, floating o'er the undulation 
Of the subsiding deluge, from its slime. 

When the hot sun hath baked the reeking soil 
Into a world, shall give again to Time 
New beings — years— diseases — sorrow— crime — 
With all companionship of hate and toil. 

Until 

Japh. (tntrrrvpHn^ lAem). The eternal will 
Shall deign to expound this dream 
Of good and evil ; and redeem 

Unto himself all times, all things; 

And, gather’d under his almighty wings. 
Abolish hell! 

And to the expiated Earth 
Restore the beauty of her birtli. 

Her Eden in an endless paradise, 

Where man no more can f^all as once he fell, 
And even tite very demons shall do well 1 
Spirits. And wlien shall take effect this wondrous 
spell? 

Japh. When the Redeemer cometh ; first in pain, 
And then in glory. 

Spirit. Meantime still struggle in the mortal cliain, 


■ ** And Ihere were gianta in llie earth to ihow days, and after ; 
mighly men, which were of old, men of rroowo.'*— Crneaia. 


Till eartli wax hoary j 

War with yourselves, and hell, and heaven, in vain, 
Until the clouds look gory , 

With the blood reeking from each battle plain ; 

New times, new' climes, new arts, new' men ; but still, 
The same old tears, old crimes, and oldest ill. 

Shall be amongst your race in different forms; 

But the same moral storms 
Shall oversweep the future, as the waves 
In a few hours the glorious giants’ graves.' 

Chorus of Spirits. 

Bretlircn, rejoice! 

Mortal, farewell! 

Hark ! hark ! already we can hear the voice 
Of growing ocean’s gloomy swell ; 

The winds, too, plume their piercing wings ; 

The clouds have nearly fill’d their springs; 

Hie fountains of the great deep shall be broken, 

And heaven set wide her windows; * while mankind 
View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token— 
Still, as they were from the beginning, blind. 

We hear the sound they cannot hear, 

The mustering thunders of the threatening spliere; 
Yet a few hours their copying is delay’d ; 

Their flashing banners, folded still on high, 
Yet undisplay’d. 

Save to the Spirit's olbpervading eye. 

Howl! howl! O Earth! 

Thy death is nearer than thy recent birth : 

Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink below 
The ocean’s overflow ! 

The wave shall break upon your cliffs ; and shells, 
The little shells, of ocean’s least things he 
Deposed where now the eagle’s offspring dwells — 
How shall he shriek o’er tlie remorseless sea! 

And call his nestlings up with fruitless yell, 
Unanswer’d, save by the encroaching swell ; — 

While man shall long in vain for his broad wings. 
The wings which could not save 
Where could he rest them, w hile the w hole space bring.s 
Nought to his eye beyond the deep, his grave? 
Brethren, rejoice! 

And loudly lift each superhuman voice— 

All die. 

Save the slight remnant of Seth’s seed— 

The seed of Seth, 

Exempt for future sorrow’s sake from death. 

But of the sons of Cain 
None shall remain; 

And all his goodly danghters 
Must He beneath the desolating Waters; 

Or, floating upward, with their long hair laid 
Along the wave, the cruel heaven upbraid. 

Which would not spare 
Beings even in death so fair. 

It is decreed, 

* “ TMumedajrwfire all ibefobnUtM of the great deep broken 
up, and the windowa of bBivcn were opened. 
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All die! 

And to the universal human cry 
The universal silence shall succeed ! 

Fly, brelhreu, fly! 

But still rejoice I 
We fell! 

They fall! 

So perish all 

'Fhese petty foes of Heaven who shrink from hell ! 

{ The Spirite ditappear, soaring upwards. 
Japh. (solus). God l>ath proclaim'd the destiny of 
My (hther’s ark of safety hath announced it ; jearth, 
'llie very demons shriek it from their caves ; 

The scroll ' of Enoch prophesied it long 
In silent books, which in tlieir silence, say 
More to the mind than thunder to the car: 

And yet n>en listen'd not, nor listen ; but 

Walk darkling to tlieir doom ; which, though so nigh, 

Shakes them no more In their dim disbelief. 

Than their last cries shall slialvcthe Almighty purpose, 
Or deaf obedient ocean, which fuUiis it. 

No sign yet Itangs its banner in the air ; 

The clouds are few, and of their wonted texture , 

'riic sun w ill rise upon the earth’s last day 

As on the fourth day of creation, when 

Ood said unto him, Shine ! ” and he broke forth 

Into the dawn, which lighted not the yet 

IJiifonn’d forefather of maukind^biit roused 

Before the human orison Uie earlier 

Made and far sweeter voices of the birds, 

Which in the open Grmament of heaven 
Have wings like angels, and like them salute 
Heaven first each day before tl^ Adamites : 

Their matins now draw nigh — the cast is kindling — 
And they will sing ! and day will break ! Both near, 
So near the awfiil close! For these must drop 
Their outworn pinions on the deep ; and day. 

After tl)e bright course of a few brie, morrows,— 
Ay, day will rise ; but upon what? — a chaos. 

Which was ere day; and whicli, renew'd, makes time 
Nothing! for, without life, what are the lK>urs? 

No more to dust than Is eternity 
Unto Jehovah, who created botli. 

Without him, even eternity would be 
A void : without man, time, as made for man. 

Dies with man, and is swallow'd in that deep 
Which has no fountain ; as his race will be 
Devour'd by that which drowns his infant world. — 
What have wc here? Shapes of both earth and air? 

of heaven, they are so beautiful. 

1 cannot trace their features; but their forms, 

How lovelily they move along the side 
Of the gray mountain, scattering its mist! 

And after the swart savage spirits, whose 


I Infernal immortality pour'd forth 
Their impious liymo of triumph, tliey shall be 
Welcome as Eden. It may be they come 
To tell me the reprieve of our young world. 

For which 1 have so often pray’d — They come! 

Anah ! oh God ! and with her * 

Enter Sauiasa, Azauel, A:<Aa. and AnouBAHAii. 

Anah. Japhetl 

Sam. Lo! 

A son of Adam ! 

A^a. What doth the earth-born here. 

While all his race are slumbering? 

Japh. Angel! what 

Dost thou on earth when thou shouldst be on high? 

Aid. Know'stthou not.orforget'st thou, thata part 
' Of our great function is to guard thine earth? 

Japh. But nil good angels l)a^e forsaken earth, 
Which is condemn’d ; nay, even the evil fly 
The approaching chaos. Anah ! Anah ! iny 
In vain, and long, and still to be beloved! 

Why walk’sl thou with this spirit, in those boors 
\\ hen no good spirit longer lights below ? 

Japhet, I cannot answer thee; yet, yet 
Forgive me 

Japh. May the Heaven, which soon no more 
Will pardon, do so! for tliou art greatly tempted. 

Aho. Back to thy tents, insulting son of Noah ! 

We know thee not. 

Japh. The hour may come when thoo 

May’st know me better ; and thy sister know 
Me still tlie same which 1 have ever been. 

.Sam. Son of the patriarch, who hath ever- been 
Upright before his God, whale’er thy gifts. 

And thy words seem of sorrow, mix'd with wrath, 
How have Azaziel, or myself, brought on thee 
Vi rong ? 

Japh. Wrong! the greatest of all wrongs; but thou 
Say'st well, though she be dust, 1 did not, could not. 
Deserve her. Farewell, Anah! 1 have said 
That word so often! but now say it, ne'er 
To be repeated. Angel ! or whate'er 
Thou art, or must be soon, liast thou the power 
To save tliis beautiful— i/iesr beautiful 
Children of Cain ? 

A^a. From what? 

Japh. And is it so, 

I That ye too know not? Angels! angels I ye 
Have shared man's sin, and, it may be, now must 
Partake his punishment ; or, at the least, 

My sorrow. 

.Sam. Sorrow ! 1 ne’er thought till now 
To hear an Adamite speak riddles to me. 

Japh, And bath not the Most High expounded them? 


' The book of Enoch, preserved by Ihc Elbiopiaos, b s^d by them 
(0 be anterior lo the 

• [The spirib disappear soarini; upwards, and Japhet has attain 
recoorse to a very fine soliloquy. ' He b now joined by Anah and 
AhoUbanuh. who are accompanied by the two anaels. Samiasa 
and Amiel. The angeb arem somewhat sulky, and arc extremely 


laconic: they look likoQDakcrs yet unmoved by the spirit— dull 
dogs. But Japhel takes (hem lo task scry severely, huah and 
Shorn now Join ibo party, and a oonversaUon ensues between 
them all. neither very spirited nor very edifying— when enter* 
naphael the Archangel, who bolds a bi^ly poetical diaiogue 
with Samiaaa.— WiiAon.) 
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Then vi are losI^aS ificAre lost.\ ' ‘ 

^ ,^sph^^ 

If they Jore a^Vbej ire loved? tlier'will 
Moi% to be^iorial, tUdn I wdolil To da<^ 

An ' ■ ' ' * 

With Samiasa * '. *■ ' , * 

Anqhl * . iistef ^Isgr ! noj 

TnusA * ‘ . 

A^i'ear^tthou.ftn- Anab? 

Aiinh* ■ Yesj for tUcc : 

I wfluld cefignthe greater, remdanf of 
TIuulMtle iffa o£jbiine,”T^ore ohej'ohr 
Of thinly ettriii^ ehould fhow a' ^nng. 

Japh^ fffor%l in, theu^ the srraQh Ihou 
Hast le^i&!‘*fhat is dblliTng, if ttkHThast not 
t66l for unions like to these, 

Betweea a mortal and aD ^ioiprtal, cannot 
Be ha|Vp£■o^l^e^aft'(l)h^ 'd. *Weaf?sen^t * , 

U]K)D the enrth to toll and die;* and they 
Are made to minister on high unto 
The Highest : hut if he can save tliee(soon 
Thihour will come in which cclcsticriPaid ^ 
Alone can do so. ^ ' * 

* Ah! he speaks of dffifli. 

Sam^jT flcath to «s * and those who are w iih us 1 
Bultliat ihettan seems full^hf ^row-, | 

Could smildl^ * • 

Ja^h. 

I am safe, n* 

Of a'well-dd 
Righteous el 
His power 
That by cxcli 
Who could a1 
The last and h>T« 

Tlie ark w hii 
The Seed of 
AAo^ • i 

With Caiirs^TOi 
'Warm in oiir'^fl 


I ftet Uicc hence, son of Noah; tho^ makest slrlCe. 

' Offspring of Cai|^ thy faster did so! 

.1/ju. ^ . But' 

lie flew flot : and w hak^ast thou to do 
Jlay U^Mb tUbi^Ti^is^^n^im? 
./>ifjOTItJUli|ijtn!j!gst well i ftis Go(f hath judged 

! / ^ '.y^i*** . 

I riiair^o^iiyi! hialecd, but Uiat tlixself 
* 1 Hjd^ scenl^f hit|^flor to shrink 

I Fr!^ wj^^he Iih<Ldon^* 

I ^le wy mirfalhers’ father; 

' Theclde||iKtraofman,^#ie str^gest, bravest, 

, And^sten^mg ;4haU 1 blush for Iriiii 
Fron^vboiy Vc luid 4tirbeing? ^Look upon 
j their statute and their beauty, 

tli^ cotinije, strength, and lengtli of days 

i JPph. They are number’d. 

I ..lAo.^e iUo! bul while fcX their hours endure, 

? * rglyy in my brefftre^ml oU{ fathers. 

^ d<Tp|b^,Mii^r^n but glory io*tiicir God, 

m 

‘ Jn«A *• \’\l!iat^erptir God decrees, 

, The f*<jj®f J?^th as Cain, I mmt (jl>ey, 

And w nl g|do iivour.paticnlj>* t(f q|yy. 
RutcwkffiBrcBto praj^Tis diffa hour 
Of immrMl ^el^ .should he), 

It w’oul<fm)t*t)e al^e Exempt 
Of all my l>«usai ^7 sister! 

|*A> hat wei^he Wi^rld^|fe oU^worids, or all 
The brighNVt futnr^ wlbho tdf^ sweet past— 
i*liy love— injefatlTers^-all iBAfr, and all 
Tby thi^s-whielj sprang up wiiffme, like the stars, 
diA exiictAiee radiant w itii 
h(m limits w noljnirf^ ? Aholibamali ! 

,*Ohf ictecre'shoa^jiciwray — Seek it, find it : 

‘ Fabkr>r?o«th,4>A^sc w^thou imisttlie. 

. r A/iM|VVhdiAnthty^dftail1^r, with his fatlicr’sark, 
Ai3 dost. theVl^(lL ^ | The IjughJft* noiiatfrbuijt to scai^ the world, 

rdcSt^rn of *•[ tny sister? Afa^-eftot the loved 

f Of seraplis.’.and if we were not, must w’c 

In Paradise,— wotiS^rngTe^ilh Sclh‘s children .5‘ ' Cling to a son of Noah for our lives? ^ 

^1^, the last offspring of old Adam'^olage?’ * Katycrlhlin thus— Iliif the enthusiast dreams 
iVo, not to save all earth, w ere earth in peril !* The worst of dreams Ihe fantasies cngender*d 

Our race hath alway dwelt apart rfom thirfe Bv hm?el(^ss ioVeHml lieatcd vigils. Who 

From the beginning, and shall dosoever. Shall tiiakc tbew solid mountains, this flVm earth. 

Ami md ffiose douds and waters take a shape 
^Diki.mt,froi»llKit which we ami all our sires 
IlaT** see 4 Ibcm ifear on their eternal way ? 


;rie^ni^tfor cpyscTf, n8r f(4^ 
my own deserts^ but Jio^ 
^3’,*^bobath1>een found 

ater of r^emption! or 
_pny ownjifripr hifJj 
have lhade ndno happy, she, * 
■ it^ffiSfn's ric€^coiiwifia'f« 
aJelMhaffl'^ ■ 



Joplt. I did not speak to thee, Aholil’ailiali'! 

Too much of the forefather whom thou vanntwt 
Has’ come dow n in that haughty hldhf ^hf^f .springs 


From him who shed tlie first, and ibata brodtki^s : 
Btfl^thou, my Anah! let fne call lh?dffn1u^ 

Albeit thou art not; *t l§ a w ord 1 e^mij^ 

Pvt w ith, although I irTu.^t from My H/tiali! ^ 
Ttou wIio dost' rather inake nie .dr&nfliaf Abfel 
Had left a daughter, ^ose pure pilmw Hep 
Survived'‘in'thce, sblmich fulike fhpu*aH 
The rest of the stem Cainit^s, savlTiri beSui^ 

For all of them are fairest irt their fatou* — ^ 

A I. • Ll„v »?, > _.A. 1 . 1„4 4 


Khali <folhis? 

He whose one word produced them. 
jAm. W*1io fieard that word'* 

.^(tph. yiieunlver.se, wbieh Icap’d 

To lifeliefore it. 4AIi! sinilcstnbou still in scocn? 
^Turn to tiK- seraidis; if Ihey^ttcst it not. 

The) arc none. 

i .Snm. Aholibaniah. own thy God ! 

Ahii. I have ever liail’d our Maker, Samiasa, 


Aho*. {interritpUng him). And wcfuldsl thou have her ' As thine, and mine : a God of love, not sorrow. 

like our fathcFs foe ^ * \ .fopA. ^as! what else is love but sorrow ? Ksen 

la mind, Id soul ?* If/ paftook llif thought, ' He who made earth in love had soori to grieve 

And dfeam'd that aught of iliel was in Aer f — i Above its first and best inhabitants. 


63 


m 


BYUON^S 


Aho. *T is said so., 

Japh. /llise|enso. 

£nfer Noah an(M»UKii . 

Aoaft. ^ 4spb^!WTnt 

Dost thou he;c ith tlk^so^hfldfcn of the wicked ? 
Dread’st thou noj par^e llwir comiifj d 5 WT ? 

Jflpb. Father, it cannotbc a sin to’srtk' ' 

To save aji carth-borif Ixing ; 

These arc not of the sinTulf^sincc have 
The fellowship of aiigels.i ' • 

Xoah. are they, Uien,. 

Who leave the thront^^f Coo, Uj^lako them Wlvej 
From out the race'of Cain'J the sons of Ui^ven, ‘ 

Who seek earth’s dAghters forTbeir bwul>>i.„ . 

Aza. Patriawh^ 

Thou hast said it. 

A'oah. Woe, w(^, woe to such comqjunion ! 

Has nokGod made a baitierbetwteivearlh •=- 

And lieaven, 041! limited eat^|i^luBd ^ kiiul? 

Sam. Was not man m^e in lifgb Jelunah’simage ? 
Did”(jod not love what he lud*hiader 
Do we but imitate and^mmate 
I (is love unto created jovQ ? ^ 

.VoaA. ^ X^m - •-» . 

But man, and w'as not mad^ to judge uanHindfVf 
Far less the sons* of Cod Hk<t ps ottr Go^- I'l * 

Has deign’d to commute wiili u)eeAnd reveal * 
i/ij judgments, I reply, thnt the d«*c«nt , 

Of seraphs from tlicir evcrlodflhg s6t ■* 

Unto a perisliftble and periAmg> *■’ * 

X>cn on the very caa w^rld, 

Cannot be good. ^ 

Aza. Wha^! thoughit were^o spve?^- 

AoaA. Not in all yonr'glor^t^i redeem # 
What he who jnade you ^offcus'hatj) coudemn*^ 
Were your immortal mipslon satet>» 't v^ld ^ 

Be general, not for^wo, tlidUgH^aiUilhl i ^ 

And beautiful they are, but not ihe less , 
Condemn’d. 

Japh. Oh, father ! say it not. 

.VoaA. Son! ion 1 

If tliat thou wouldst avoid their doom, forga| « 
Tliat they exist ; they sood shall ce^Ao be^ 

Wliile thou abalt be the sire^f'^ a new world, v 
And better. • * 'n. il . 

Japh. Let me die with (Aij, an 4 
A’oaA. Ttioii sAouAfsl for such a tkou^iL btil Sbalt 
Who can redeems- tliee. • 

Sam. And why him and 

More than what he, thy son, prefers to^tlr? X 
A’oaA. Ask him who made theegre.ater than mysel 
And mine, but not leap suti^ect to ^ own 
AJmightioess. And lo ! his inildestand # 

Least to be tempted melsenger appear^ ? 

fnler UAPHAeL,' <A« Archangti. 
liaph. Spirits I 


WOltKS. 

\vilb,p seat is near the\h«rap. ^ 

Wliat do yc here? ^ ’ 

UsTOjus a seraph’s data- to be riiown, 

Now tiul ilie hour is near , 
tVfien earth must be alone?' 

Ueturh ! 

Adoi^^^nd burn . ^ » 

In gloriou,lu>ihnge yilhihe elected Ojelen.^ , ^ 
Yjur placets heaven. 

•Sam. ''Hapbael! / 

The Brst and fairest of the sous of God, 

flow long hath this been Jaw, ^ . 
That eartl} by angels must Iw left untrod ? ' 

' Earth ! which oH saw 

Jehovah's footsteps not disdain her .sod ! ^ 

The' world be loved, and made ‘ 

For love; and oft have we obey’d 
Ui^reque^t mission with delight^ pinions : 
T'^Adoring him in Ids least works display’d ; 
Watching title youngest star of his dominions ; 

And, as the latest birth of his great word, 

•^ger W keep it worthy of onr Lord. 

• * Wliy is thy brow severe T 
Anrt.whereforeSiK.'ak’.sl tlioli of deitriiclioii near?'*' 

itofih.' Had Samiasa and Az.aziel bMu 
■ In their tru* place, ’with the angelic dioir, 
'Written Irt lire 
ThA- would have seen' 

Jeliovah's late decree,^ 

And not enquired their Maker's breath ofmb : ^ 

Blit ignor.auce imisl ever he 
A part of sill ; 

And even tJie spirits’ know ledge shall grow less 

* As they wax prood within ; 

For B<fhdnes.s is the llrst-born of Eiceu. 

WWei.all godd ahgelg ieTt the w orlJ, ye slay’d^ 
Stilb(,wi|b' strange’ passions, and debased 
Ity mortal fcelii^fbr a mortal maid : 
piit'j e'Sre pardon’d thus far, and rqilScid^^, 

■-■Witb your pnreequ.alf. lienee! awayl awAl’ 

. . .1 ^ ^ 

•Atm Ibsc et^mty bj- lliat detayj , 

Aaa.* And thOnf'if earth be thus forbidden^' 

'lnthe4ecree- • , 

Tdiis uuth iTiis nio||ent bidden, 
■l)i#^hou'nar«r ajfw^’'' " ^ 
lu bein^fej^?. ^ . . . , 
^ipli.lfafii^VB'rallVe IjaVTojour Ilf sphere, ' 

In ti? great imjnc arid ril file jrord ofO^! ‘ 
DeaiVdeai<l^in4fie3liclvI»,^iuIl*sciifl^'lAs<lcir., ' 

■ ^"^^anip to dO: J.i^nc^'^c trtid^ 
r t®^r«al sgA^tififhe't . ’ ^ 

ct us sffiiyilillf-tlij mCsJ die I 

raiai, r^ru’d ihm l^yvt^b, jnro^ Vllhim, 
AniFnhich \vhk|^ft^ii||^Ms : biitfilV^ ^ 

CaimoJ .^S'ea/WWinaneT or UTdestroy’d, * 

AV ithpu?in|ol^|^verj|omc Vast void 



* [Inllie orialnal IS. " Michael.**— “ I return yoa."*’»axe Lord | Gillbrd olijcctod. end ^n«edlhe«aine<dMkheelloPaphaei,whu 

Bjritm lo Mr- U., "(he revile. 1 keve lolteoed the part to wbick | w«s id ao^ efganller •rm|Mlbie»e‘*—a. Lrffvr, Julf #, last.) 
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In iinnorlal ranb^^ iiniuort^ still, • «• 

In U)dr immenxurnbie forfeiture. ^ s 
Our brother Sabm /ell ; hi5 burning will ^ ^ 

Rgtlier tlian longer workbip dnred endurtil ' 
But^e w|io still are pure! * A 

Serspbs ! less mighty Uum Uiot Diighticst one. ^ 
Think how he was undone U 
And think if tempting man can compensate 
For facayen desired too late ! 

Long have 1 warr'd» 

Tx)ng must I war. 

With him who deem'd it hard 
To be created, and to acknowledp hi|n 
• Who midst the dierubim 
Made hiui as suns to .a deyendent stop, 

I^eavifig the ardiaugels at his riglit luuid.diin. 

i loved hiin-4>eautiful he was : oli heaven ! 

Save his who made, what beauty and ^hat (>ower 
Was ever like to Satan’s f Would the hour 
In which Ik fell could ever be fui^uren ! 
llie wish is impious : but, oh ye‘^ 

Yet nndesiroy’d, be warn'd! EtQrnlty 
WiU\ him, or w itb lus God. is in youreboice : 

He hath not tempted you : be caiingt tempC,* 

The angels, from his further snareb exempt : 

But man hath listeu’d to his yoice,. . 

And ye to woman's — beautiful she i8^ ’ ' 

The sei^^nt's \pice less Subtle Mian liec kiss. 

Tlie snaike.but vai^qiiish'd d^t ; bu^ she will draw 
A seiind hostJ]roin lieaveo, to break neavea’s law. 
Yet, y<vt, ofirtlyl * . • 

Ye^c^not die; 

But'lbey 
Slioll p^s away, 

W’hile y^sliall HU with shrieks Uie'upper sky 
Yor perisiiablc cti^,< 

Whbse memory tii yoyr jnimoctality 

Stiall loffg outlast the sun wliich gave them day. 
Think how your essence differeth from theirs 
In all but |uf^nng 1 why partake 
The agony to y fiirh^hey must be lieirs — 

BbtiTlo bMdotigli'd v^ith y&fs, and sown with cares. 
And reap'd by ]De^),^rd of the human s^il.’ 

Even had their days been left to toft tly^ir path 
Tbrou|li time iodu^, unshorten’d by uod’s wrath, 
Stilf tliey are EviT^ prey and Sorrow's spoil. 

j4ko. ’ Lct‘th^i fly! 

I hear the voice which says that all must die 
Sooner than our while^arded patriarchs died ; 

And that on high 
An ocean is prepared, 

AVhile from below 

The deep shall rise to meet heaven's overflow. 

Few shall be spared. 

It seems ; and, of that few, the race of Cain 
Must lift tlieir eyes to Adam's God in vain. 

Sister ! sinhe it is so. 

And the eternal Lord 
In vain w'ouli^ be implored 
For the remission of one hour of woe. 

Let us resign even wliat we have adored, 


And meet the w^ve, as we would meet the sword, 

11 not uiipiQiid^ yet undismay'd 
And, wamn^iejg for u\tlun tli^e wh^shall 
Survive in monal m immortal Minll,a^ 

^UidfW 1)60 |be%tal Voters ore Jllay’d, 

W’eep the myriads who canVi-eep no more. 

Fly, seraphs ! toyou^owi|et^ 4 al shore, 

W here winds Jior hOy I no^ waters roar. 

Our portion i/ lo die, 

* And yiiurs to^t fm^ver : 

But w'bidi is bear, a^aa eternity, <. 

Or living, is but known tt> 0)k great Giver. 

Obey hifVv^ we |haJL^y ; . * 

I would not keepthis hfe m mine in clay 
An hour beyononis will ; 

Nor see fe lose ^ portionxf his grace, 

For all merry |9hicb^tb*8 race 
Find still. « 

Fly! 

And as your pinions bear ye back to heaven, 
Tliiuk that my love still mounts with thee on high, 
Samiasa ! 

And if I look up w'ith a tearless eye, 

T is that an angel's brid^ disdains to weep, — 
Farewell ! Now rise, inexorable.deep ! 

^uaA. And must wedie? 

And must I lose thee too, 

Azaziel ? 

Oh, my heart ! my heart ! 

Thy prophecies were true ! 

And yet thou wert so happy too! 

The blow, though not unlook'd for, falls as new : 
But yet depart ! 

Ah! why? 

Yet let me not retain thee— dly! 

My pangs can be but brief; but thine would be 
Eternal, if repulsed from heaven for roe. 

Too much already hast thou deign'd 
To one of Adam’s race! 

Our doom is sorrow : not to us alone. 

But to the spirits wlio have not disdain'd 
To love us, cometh anguish with disgrace. 

The Grst who taught us knowledge hath been hurl’d 
From his once archangelic Ihfone 
Into some unknown-world : 

And thou, Azaziel ! No— 

Thou slialt not sdTfer woe 
For me. Away ! nor weep! 

Thou canst not weep; but yet 
May'st suffer more, not weeping : then forget 
Her, whom the surges of the all-strangling deep 
Can bring no pang like this. Fly! fly! 

Being gonc,'t will be less diCQcult to (he. 

JapA. Oh say not so! 

Father! and thou, archangel, thou! 

Surely celestial mercy lurks below 
That pure severe serenity of brow : 

Let-them not meet this sea without a shore. 

Save in our ark, or let me be np more ! 

A’ook. Peace, child of passion, peace! 

If Q.ot within thy heart, yet w ith thy tongue 


^0 BYROiYS 

Do God no wron^;! 

Live os hr wills it — die, when he ciAains, 

A rigbtpoas |lcath, nnUhe the soea of Coin's. 

Cease, or jj^sorrowful in silen^, cease 
To weary Ueaveu's eor vilR tliy Setfisb plaint. 
Wouldst thou have tJrotl cphimit a sin for ihee? 
Snob wQuU H be 
To alter biJintent 

For a mere mortal sorrow, ife a man! 

And bear what Adam's r^^ nitls^teac, aj^d can. ^ 
f Japh. Ay, father! but w»co»thry arc gone, " 

And we are all alone, 

Floating upon the azuQ; de^rt, and 

The depth beneath us mdes our own dear land, 

And dearer, silent friend/and brethren, afl 
Buried in its immcasurdbic breast} ^ 

Who, who, our tears, ourshfieks,'^a]l then command? 
Can wc in desolation’s |>cacc liave rest? 

O God ! be thou a God, and spare 
Yet while 't iS timcl 
Renew not Adam’s fall : 

Mankind were then but twain, 

But tliey are numerous now as are the waves 
And the tremendous rain, 

Wboscdropssitall l)elesstliick than would their graves, 
Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain. 

Is'oah. Silence, vain boy! each word of thine ’s a 
Angel! forgive this stripling’s fond despair, [crime. 
Raph. Seraphs! these mortals speak in passion : 

Ye! 

Who arc, or should be, passionless and pure, 

May now return with me. 

• 6’am. It may not be : 

We have chosen, and will eudurc. 

Raph. Say’st thou? 

Asa. lie hath said it, and Isay, Amen! 

Raph. Again! 

Then from this hour, 

Shorn as ye are of all celestial power, 

And alreos from your God, 

Farewell ! 

Japh. Alas! where shall they dwell? 

Hark, hark! Deep sounds, and dee|>cr still, 

Are howling froiirthe mountain’s bosom : 

There 'a not a breath of wind upon the hill, 

Yet quivers every leaf, and drops each blossom : 
Earth groans as if beneath a heaw load. 

Noah. Dark, hark! the sea-birds cry! 

In clouds they overspread the lurid sky, 

And hover round the mountain, where before 
' Never a while wing, wetted by the Wave, 

Yet dared to soiff, 

Even when the wafers wax'd too Gerce to brave. 
Soon it shall be their only shore, 

And then, no more! 

Japh. The sun! the sun! 

He riseth, but his better light is gone; * 

And a black circle, bound 
^ His glaring disk around, 

Proclaims earth's lasf of summer days hath shone! .• 
The clouds return into the hues of night, 


WX>RKS. ^ 

S^ve wher^ tiKUirt>i^n*colour*d cdgeS444^ ^ 

The vcrg|w here briglitcr moms were wont (o break. 

And lo! >*on flash of light, 

The distant thunder's harbinger, appears! 

r RcomeUi! hence, away! 
l^ve to the elements their evil prej'! 

Hence to where our all-lMllow’d ark uprears 
its safe and wreckless sides! 

Japh. Oh, father, stay ! 

I^ave not iny«Anah lo the swallowing tides! 

.V(Xi/i. Must we not leave all life to sneh? Begone ! 
Japh. liot 1. 

Nonh. ^ llicn die 

VViihthcm !' 

How* daresl thou look on that prophetic sky, 

And seek to save w hat all things now coodema, 

Ifi overwhelming unison 

With just Jehovah's wrath? 

Japh. Can rage and justice join in the some path? 
Noah. Blaiphemcr! dnreet thou murmur even now? 
Raph. Patrfttrcb, bestilUfather! smooth thy brow; 
Thy sqn, d^pite Iiis fully, shall not sink; 

He knowj not what he says, yet shall not drink 
With^bbs tlie salt foam of the swelling walers ; 
But l)c, when passfpn passeth, good ss Uiou, [t^. 
Nor p^ieh likclic^ven’s children w'ith man's (laugh* 
viA«. lith^euiiKSt eqmethi heaven and earth unite 
For liie^nnihiiaflun of^H life, 
tncqualls the strife 

Between ou^rength and thcEtrmal Might! 

.Sam. But ours is witji theft; we, w ill Ix^rye far 
To some untroubled star, 

Where thou and Anah shall partake our lot : 

And if thou dost not weeji forlliy lost cartli. 

Our forfeit heaven shall also he forgot. 

AnaA. Oh! my dear father’s tents, iny plac£ of birth. 
And mountains, land, and w oods! when ye are not, 

W ho shall dry up iny tears? 

Ami Thy spirit-lord. 

Fear not; thougli w'C arc shut from heaven. 

Yet rauclj is ours, whence wc ran not he driven. 

Rapk.hcbcl ! lliy words are wicked, as Uir deeds ‘ 
Shall henceforth he but weak : the flaming sword, 
Which chased the lirst-born out of Paradise, 

Still flashes in the angelic hands. 

Ami. It cannot slay ns : threaten dust w ith death, 
And talk of w eapons untoHiat which bleeds. 

What are thy swords in our immortal eyes? 

A<ip/i. The moment cometh to approve thy strength ; 
And learn at lengtii 

How vain to war with what thy God commands : 
Tliy former force was in tby faith. 

Fnter Moriah, flying for refugt. 

Chorus of Mortals. 

The heavens and earth are mingUng*~God! 0 God ! 
What have we done? Yet spare I 
Hark! even the forest beasts howl forth their prayer! 
The dragon crawls from out bis den, 

To herd, in terror, innocent .with men; 

And the birds scream their agony Uirough air. 
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Yet, vc^ ^et w ilbdravr tb)' ml 

Of wraU), and pity thine own world’s despair I 
iiikiF, not man only, but ail nature plead 1 
Aap/t. Fare wHI, thou eartli! yc wretched sons of clay, 
I uahoot, imist not, aid v^u.* T is dct'rfed.b 

•/(IpA.SomecloisdsswofftonasviAturalfoc^ieirprey, 
AVIiile tubers, fix*d as rocks, await die xH)rd 
aI wlik:h*tlieir w’l^tUful vials shall be pour’d. 

Ao azure uwre sliall robe the nmmmentf. s 

^or spmt^ed stars be leiorlous : Death hath risen : 

In Uir sun’s place a pale aod ghastly glare 
Uati) v^ound itself around the dying air, ’ 

4ui, Come, Anahl.quit thisebaos-founded prison, 
To which the elements^ again repair, 
turn it into wliat it was : lieneath 
sheltcrof tticse w ings'tliou sUnlt be safe, « 

As was the cage's nestling once w iUuu 
Its mother’s. — fict die coming chaos otiafe 
ith all its cleioentsl iUed not their din!,^ 

A brighter world Clinn this, where tliou sbalt breatlie 
Ethenral life, will wecvplors: 

'Xbese darken’d clouds dre not tlia only skiss. 

t AzAniu. imd tUf ejf. and disapptar 

laithAuAB and AjiciliiAn ui.* 

Joph.Tliey are goud! Theyliave (Ssoppear'damidst 
Of the forShVeit v orld ; and never more, ^ (|bf roar 
tVb^ther ibe^ live, or die w ldi-olive^rth's life; 

^’ow oea^ its Iasi, can ought restore 
Anah unto these eyes. ^ 

ChofdM of Mortttls. 

Oh, son of Noah! nierry on diy kind! 

Whnl! will thou leave us oil— all— a/ibchind? 

bile safe .imidst the elcpiental strife, 

Thou sitt'st widiin thy guarded ark? 

A Mothrr (offrrhig hrr infmit to Japhct), Oh, let 
Ibroughthinifordiin wuc, •[this child embarii! 

But thooght it joy 

To sec iiiin to my bosom clinging so. 

AVUy w as he bpru? 


I M^at halbbei.doi|e— 

Sis* unwean'd son— 

1 ’fo move Jehorah’s wmtii or scorn? *;• • 

tVhat is there in this milk of mine,, that tIagHi 
I Sliould stir all heaven and eortli up id dgplKW 
I Myboy\ 

' And roll the waters oVv bis pladd breath ? 

Save him, tliou seed • 

Or cursed be— with him y|ho made 

Thee and thy race, foi^wliich we ore betray’d! 

Jap/«. Peace ! *t is no hour forcurses, for prayer I 
CkoruF of .tforfeh. 

For prayer I ^ 

And where 

I Siwll prayet^adpenid# 

tVhen the swoln c|^uds uuto the moontams bend 
Ar^ b^nk, 

And gusliing oceans every l^ariicr fend, 

Until the very deserts knoif uu thirst? 

ArcursfdQ 

Be he who made thee and thf sire! 

^Ve deem our curses vain ; we must expire; 

But as we know the worst, 

Why should our hymn be raised, our knees be bent 
Before the in^ilacable Omnipotent, 

^ Since we must fall tlic same? 

If he hath made earth, let it he his slianie, 

To make a world for torture.— Lo ! Um'v (‘ome, 
The loathsoibe waters, in their rage I 
And with their roar make wholesome nature dumb! 

The forest's trees (coeval w ith tlie hour 
When Paradise upsprung. 

Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her dower, 

Or Adam Jiis first hymn oUslavery.S 4 Dg}, 

So inassy, vast; yet gi;esn in their' old age. 

Arc overtopp’d. 

Their sununer blossoms by Uic surges lopp'd, 

Which rise, and rise, and rise. 

Vainly wa look up to thodowering skies— 

They meet tlic seas, *' 


• (Jo hb dehCripUun o(tbc dVIui^r. is a varied .md re- | 

oirrini; inaslrr piece.— l>C*r it fnretuld. am] vre wc il eomc,') ' 
— (.ord Dyroti .ipprars lc> us harrliad an eye lo I'oiMSin’s celc- 

ItfatrUpicltirr, wiUi lliftsky lian)!hii; like a nriafil of lead upon 
itu.’ svaten, the cun ttuenchp«l and inrhl, tliv rocks and trees t^ion 
Ibem ickKMnily watching tliAr (atr,jind a few figum struggling 
vainly iftUhUiaoveriihelmlng'wavro.— Jrmrr.] 

> [The elopement of spirits With cliildKiiWdust is an Incident 
that wants tlie saoclion of reason, good taste, pppolar oftmion, hb- 
lory. or tradtUuo. 11 it only cotinicnauceil by Ihc mylhology 
which sctK*ol-boys (cam from their (lanihoons. ami, nhrnrnilowed 
wtlft natural good sense, learn lo despiso before they cease to bo 
hoysj and by the romances, whidi Ihc good sense of later ages has 
discardrd from Uicir fltcralure. although the sup^rioV sens( of Ibis 
enlightroed age sccinv willing lo restore them to bvtmr. Milton 
is to br from counlenaoclhg any thing so mmuMrmu and iocoD- 
celvable at sexual love between spiritual and uiah'rial creatures, 
Ilut his Adam speaks lo iUpliaei of the passion lo s^bich be was 
too much enlbralled by female xbarms, even where it was pro- 
perly add naturally ptaced. as a weakness of whidi be seems to be 
haif aafaamctl— 

‘‘Barspsttlsotrst I Mi- 
CosnotlOB slrsnie i lo all cajof tw»ts otic. 


Snprrlor oiid nniDornir' llrrc onlf, wraK 
Amlost llfl rbarriM of ponrrlal flancr.** 

The angel rebukes him for yielding to a •iitijcciion unworthy the 
(lerfecilon of hit nature, and warnt him ol the dt'ltasi-mcDl and 
iii«gr.icc in which il involve liiiu. Tliit produces a r|iiC4lk>n 
from Ihe man, whi-ilirr sexual love tiiaile mrpari of iHc hai>plnes!» 
of the hle«t abode? To whom the angel (with X smile ilial glowed 
celestial rosy red, love's proper hue) aiutwernd— 

*' yet It kutnre lbf«. Hist Itisu hnuW'st 
t) hspp) nlllmut io«r ■» liuppIncM t 
vrii«lr<rr pure lb<Kl In Ibv t>od) riijofsl. 

*■ And pure Itwu wert rmled, wc <4poy 

In solhenre " * , 

W'hat Adam say's on another oc 'asioii, may Ic applJctl to these 
nonaliirai cortjanctioas >— 

' A(n«0(! aocquali. wbsl soriety 
CsD sort, Klui bMroKmy.und (rut* deilchlt " ^ 

In Lord Byron's poem. Ibry arc censured by boSli. as improper 
and unlawful ; but Ihb dues not lessen tbc absanJity of supposing 
them possible.— Alton.] 

1 [Tbedesf^ of tbo murUI lover* (or Ihc Iom of tbdr moBlai 
nistruses is well and pitheilcaify exprened.— JKrniT.j 
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And shut,out God from ojnJ|pseechiiig eyes. 

Flys son of Noaji, fly! nnd tske Ihflie ease 
In U^e alloUe(Foc6on*trttt; 

And Jfei^H. Itaiting o'er tlieelenient, 

The corpses of The world of thy young days : 
TM^n^toJchovali raise " 

Thy »ngi(f praise r 
.1 Mortal. lilggird a|p the dfcid 
ll^O^e'in yie Loi^d 1 

And though tli^watcrs beVer^eartb outspread, 

■ AS Afs word, 

3teree aoored ! 

He gave me life— h? taketh but 
'n>c bre^^ which is hU own : 

And tliou^ Uiese.fve^ should he for ever shut. 
Nor longor thh w es^'.voic^' before his throne 
Be heard in supp1fcat1«^;tone, 

Stiir blessed 1* Uic Lord, 

For what ■ past. 

For that i|(b!ch is : 

For all are his, 

From first to last— 

Time — space— eternity — life — death — 

The vast known aid immeasurable unknown. 
He made, and can unmake ; 

And shall /. for a little gasp of breath. 
Blaspheme and groon ? 

No ; let me die, as I have lived, in faith, 

Nor quiver, Uiough the universe may quake! 
fhoma of Mortal*. 

Where shall we flv ? 


Not to the mount^ns htgl^ 

For now their toirents rush, with double roar,* 

To meet the ocean, which, advancing still, ***» 
Already grasps each drowning hill. 

Nor an tinsearch'd cave. 

Fnfer a Honicm. 

irtmtaul saveme,«avc! * 

Our valley is no more : * 

fatherland my father’s tent, 
iMjHjretliren and my brctliren’s herd.s, 

trees that o'er our noonday bent .. 
And sent forth evening songs from sw cetest birds. 
The little rivfilet w liich freshen’d all 
Our pasturei^rien, 

^'o more are to be seen. 

\Micu to Uie mountain cliff I climb'd this morn, 

I tlrn'd to bless the spot, ‘ 

And not a leaf appear'd about to Call ;— 

An^ now ilies* are not!— 

W by wal I born? • • 

Japh^ To dieMn youUi to die; 

And liappier in tl^at doom, 

Than to behold the upiversal tomb ^ 

AVnfcii I 

Am thus condeifUi'd to weep above in vain. 

Why, when all perish, 'why nin.st I r|inain? * • 

[ TAe itnfer* n’«e fiy in ti'fry tl9ttetion ; mony 
or* <n>erfahrn by tfm wove* ; th* fhootu ofMt^al* 
disperses in search of to/bly up thg mountains : 
Japhet remains upon a rock, thd Ark' (toots 

tovards kiminrths distant. 


• [Hiu poem, or rather part of a poem, for ao it b stated to 

lie, carries wl>b U iho^nlA^pn^ of the writer's gcolua. It 
dUplayagnytt rig<Al( andcvefAi acTorUy oS style. IbriHithotit; 
which b another proo^wer* uocdrd, tlut 'rirvalioa of 

wrlUmt U to be obiained unl^y a rigid rcj^ard foSMipliaty. It 
may he peruaed WUI^ut sbo^lnS *he feelm^ of the scusilive. or i 
fumbhintt an ohlect for Ihtf d&tfl^lnalioc morality of Uie Lord 
Chancellor. Byron baa c^rntly endravonred to stuiabi 
tlM Interest of ibU pocin. by tftficlUis natural bntNlecp drawn 
tlMWitthts, In all their freshness arid inU-nsily. with at little ficll- 
tlooaatdaspoaslhic. Xoibing UdrcumJocotory t there b no lp>ing 
about and about to enterat length upon hii object, but he impe- 
luoQaly rushes into U at once. ,AI1 over the poem there b a 
gloom cast amiable to the subject > an omtodUs fearful hue, like 
that which Poiiiain has Hung over hU inlrailahfe pictnre of the 
Iteiuge. We see much evil, butwc dread more. All b out of 
earthly keeping as the events of llie tiihe are out of ifte coonc uf 
iMtere. k4n’s wickpdoear. the perturbftl creatioo. fear-strock 
morUWt demona pasdng to and tn> In the earth, an over»iiadow> 
Ing solemnity, and unrarlhly loves, form together the materials. 
That It has faults btftwious: prosaic {kaisages, and loo miich le- 
dioos loViloqulsiDg t but there is the vigour and fbrcc of Byron 
to fling Into the scale against these t Uter^ la much of the sublime 
In description, and the lieauUfiil In poetry. Prejudice, or Igno- 
rance. or bojip, may Sondram lit bni, white true poetical feeling 
caisUanujogst ui, II will be pronounced nuriMtwortby ollUdb- 
Upguishrd auAor.»CinpBnx. 

It appears that thb la but the first part of ^ poem; but |l is like* 
wise a poem, and a Doe ono too, within Itself, we confess that 
we fee lltUe 0 |^>Uitug objectionabte In It. cither as lo ihoological 
urlbodoxy, or^Rcyal human feeling. It b solemn, lofly. fearful, 
wild, taimtiiluotii,^ and shadowed all over wllh the darkness of a 
dreadful disayffer. Of Iheaogeb wholove Ibedanghtersof men we 
aegliule, and know lew— not too much of the love and pas- 
sion of (air lost mortab. The iacooaolable despair preoediog 


and accompanyh% an incumprebcJiaible catastrophe penrndm the 
whole composiiMta; lod'tla eipraarfoit^i made 'subline tij Ibk 
noble strain of poetry In which ikrb saNf nr kong. boafe^hnei 
Utere b heavlnrss— d uK t s s— aa U II were |ic«naBd In bn ptd^Mc ; 
intended. (H^rhaps, deo6U] (h<v ocoaslomi stupelacftuu. dtds- 
slnraipand torpklMi ofnouiprydhcod by the lriq>ef)<hflg deMhic* 
tk>o uiwn the latesj of the AritotUurbni. BuOon the whole. U 
b not imwurUiy of Lord Byron.— WiAaof. 

Lord Byron'a Mystery.** with whalevor erndeness and defects 
It b chargAblc, certainly has more poetry and musk Jo It than 
any of his dramatic wrlltogs Mace “ Uanfi^ and haa abo the 
liecullar merit 4>f throwing us back, , In a groat ‘degree^ to ibe 
atrange atnl prclemaiuril time d^hk^ il 
is truly, aud In every senfe of the wo(d, a mcetfnK of " ll^en 
and Earth ;** abgeb are seen ascelliing and deacentlmg, aml'ilM 
wbuluws of tbV sky are dprnctTto d^luga iffe lace of baiafn. A* 
luve au kapuskdbM picture of the strung and devpted VUidK> 
mmt Inspired ioto Ik dangers offeim by angel furi^ 
fdaced tefiireui ihovmpBilic |dc|nre of “woman waiUiBl l|Klter 
<icrooa*lover.'* Ttinre fe a Ilka CboBiorof iha-pamkHife asMgbe 
elcmeiilo<MU wUdj cbil5Ucit onconiroliahle, fat^t but there b a 
dlscunUnr liarmony In all thb^a keeping iq t^ ookmHng and 
the time. In'hanUUng the ^ppoltshcd ptge. we l«^' apo^lbc 
world before Ibe Plund. and gaxe npoh h doiibtAil btaok, with 
only a low siraggitog figure^ jiart ^uman and part dtvine fwtrile. 
lu theVXprelsioA of Uiftormer. we read the Canoes, ethereal 
and UwlessyUiat tilled the- eye of beauty to tbe akles, and. In the 
latter, tbe huroad paaaiona that “drehr angeb down to emb.— 
JivriKi. 

Aocufdina to that vagnr and myalerions conorpHon of grandonr 
which rel^oa or poetic mlmUiassoctata with l^p aaiediluvian 
' kges of the world, “there were giants In ibosedayst** (Be face of 
nature, tbe animal and vrgelable prodnctloos. tho stature, the 
lungeviiy, the passions of men, were of a vast and majestic growth, 
unknown in the later and more feeMe days of onr ordinary world. 
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TUB jfcLtj^fitWrs 

MKTCaiU TO Orrn*TKE BO^AUS or a LtT&IY t^AL Tg «I*U 

•f ^ * • ^ , 

/ tjBs (rccb^ llJt.fTikitotsrc rtf|ta «ioii nwnlr;^ ' 

»i» icfconwi^ *iro«- * 

Tit'ryiToaTat riourcTton «nici ti* At took fo iw(|^i*>*to bib 5 sf^iftsp 

aAHiuywALns.'^ * ^ * 


^ PR EFACE . \ 'vuti rc^ml tuitfiV- <(*« vrtr«r ^llnjs, as il 

; f ; rc'tnt» (lidt they are to ntaiid Gar iioi|AiS*.l.Ahan'say nc^og. 

In liuMlshlng Uir fontmlug TraKrdltA.- I lure only to j Flir ihr hi«tr1r«l IbnnftUau of the folfcmtag col^oai- 
reiirgt. llMl they ww uol compoerJ wUli ibc nio-t irmolc ) Uou> itofMier i» rrferr«<t to IW NotejjypT-^ 
ric» to thf AUigP. On Ibe alleuipt iiwde hj ibr Mao^rr 1 The Author has in^r lu>Uu(^|iuc^9oU ^ privtr. 
a tonaer Inrtanrr, the puhlic opinion has LH?rn'^ea^ (ffTiU In thfivalte^^io ^im^c h. 

from apoci who lhwtt« hinucif beck Into UKwcllinai. we ’^fuVlftrinjIfortlia ■ll^pnaiul Eaiyif*. Mi^. 
mail the anrcatooahle demand, that he»liouldkt^) Un» tceiw* that wr eanot bdkaemtl AuSpumiftla Uiln^encft* 

eiii) pfmft* wtrnm he IstrudgceA to eur nofke rofflcimlly alllrd %gatMt correct U»U’. (iariiw|^lf aente M^'Uy ledWirt^ mc- 
loonf eontmoq ajrmpJlhlM to eiCtleW loIrrcAt; while, at rto I rtf^^ wWnuh't, yrl ail ts MrangO. jp^ 

4 UM UOK*. (her mt 5 »t iM»ir as aloit^t,bf<«ninn8 tu airier • orfcataf* >lw fyrtcahnn>tn< n, tiff prodigal Kta mn^ n oHmagea 
artli, ami a dinemit race of belnga. We j^piyipiowly require ' U* o* part end ibe rude efm]dlciiy in «^rr^ J(PlLMa5e ge- 
l^ldeVceo*^talil^w^dl^.u^ wh^rl^Ilop(^et^7‘•'fl to«ot defkri|ek.u - x^unraj^nif^. and i>l langyy 

togly itoimlar i*ytl that reglKl O'ttji l>c brTi'iguved freu^fh-ouf i and bi iheecarti'lj' moWI brlR 9 |^|gh lorih 

or^eery mdluea ; the leglou «iaJtr<l by aofrlt mua be fonpedof | ffiff «e®r^. ta^ to Unj® na upwiW fnbi OtFlfca uT ppen brf^ 
IbeMnierlfiiteatv y« p*«mwa a InlaUy dlAUbcl Juiaclti^ f«bm j UiAr hm were Alwiicned tolho nerroW^n o*a»i»c*#Ct«re y« 
Ifaal which we inhabit 1 the i*ooh end daughten of men. wbo jim and trn, aeu wbm tbei walli^lhe eard> were not bMV'of 

i««cdfainlii4rliUcrcour»ewiiliahIdirtTJd»ofbeivs.whileTre woroadH-MiWAB. jj 1. . . 

ire to ferj (or them a« akm lotnir^lves, eraat ittrtake lit apiu; * l-’rtitaiheVLaTei of0e ATtwIt^welutn tea*‘*tfa|qQUgher 
degree of the uoearibly oaiorc u( ihclr crleAla! TWbnia. To tbi« iggod^l w.rttferUr^i^tib li^Uawe wl>i«hpnuGi)|ariM^ un I^t- 

^uc«’ real ami ontoal worlj, atiaooB ibh hmuaeyititlhesamf li^tUie tj^lempiai^^m a '^o;y Ftimliy toj Carlo Dolor, to 

lUnealtno^t preterhumaii race|We)uu»t hoUen^Krted ’Wilhi th^**La»l jQfiiunt ui Airiiel aneelo. IheMy alcCj ^^of 

■■■r)tlheiH>et; aud the ellght©«t incpiUl^'y, tW n^l \a- “fleaTcn and Barth- It cooedred liftrtalyle ef Ihe^leal 

tlgelGcael vtilgarbm. or rooderi^iBi or ften IgD (WAAt dmiUrity ina»pr» of poetry and iialnHug. liieiwi im#6^iy ofitaale, aud 

Ip. ihlonluiary featureior I!* i “'1?^*^ •f'ht to wbom wo-ft»^lhMjoiivM,^ pi Cfjirt of 

Sfatm'lhr r*ac«ffcr of the |i|pui]e.aa a falthfel repn tenUlio® | thmle«l deluge, it it iiiM^(^Wy gram! and awj^l. ThF^- 
bS^rm-ral earlh^nd the Ibigfciy race oklqfd borp PNKtert. lo^amloTettrt wH^reaLUIfnUJ^d Ar. hoUffeg 

^ - .i— J — be jpfff*|(iq)otwg aod (alEiii 


^el lU htibprtme of yoathp^nihn^ll the 1 Mmlu|ubgst; 
eellencrt of Milipn. ool^lnf' tur|>pMw |be |pre a^ umlmurbixl 
idcaJhm with wbrchheHai rtra»pouMfr«t44r«)leH^o"*P^bdy 
bu<^ at b» rxdtedurten»t an^^ «ym|)a|ij^^ yet ^flr di^^l 
(hMO comiuap'racc m nieoji mariifeilly UabeiODf toeM^r 
^ uoaemipleUttelc ot i^li\g; ^fh like^tirai^r. lut J*aH|Bi|i« 
fion^liroT ttie indT^tai firodmdloiia of ^Inrcy^t^ 
fr^ Uio lr<^. Ilie«atcfar ibe^ br<9itt^e ftlTa^i 
t05^ the tugletd^^ that 4lrt the tcen^ w4loi^ 
e^ai^r. .i^ioA IMlflcI 4 R^ idkgi^ui t^alion: Uttlly 
iqt to Ar iu>y<^r wj^t^ McJ}i Ughl^ave bgCbehife 
i^M o cartedyf it* ftewrA^Ms ■ il|r iu|R jraiarwle. at 
MUton ^luiielt kom^ (STd rtirjf ^ lMW)ndK t^1»rrai 
of hfl piftur^ly lh> tutrojitrjioi^ fncii«|Spto«CthiAfh(« 
wipAj^e^ II ^^n<Mpnh6qj]ufth.'^ AAi takl. i^at aodtetlme^ 

ao^rteteipowlbtp A^andtbrf/rnbt to regrA tbdlmratioK of 
iMreOgl&ieeoiilrovcr^^'dHii^^ dayt. -Tbe uoeA i>«ialoM 
art. iifrngjtlniiA hla Iroannatloii. 8rag hlcnVown 

to edrtla a&y toe|llffab(e o^Aoe iU-tiined aAialua to aAne ef 
ihueof«irCimtaim«.*whtft lltf J^tn puateaAo^ hit mighty 
mlM. h<^ip^6^iar< u^reMdng,^ toiemo eochantiueut 
wiUi wbl^ he bet apeU-bouA<6dr captive aentek. flkbape. of 


later wrliert, Lord Byron alone bu caught the true tone, in hla 


pehttpriad pMio|(aieVaaty:uf Ihe daughlerlar C^p ; o&F any 
thijn^e geocaaStfUian the tifkl bi^^a«^b|p^^alij <^be 
patfiarch Noah. We truti that no ohg^wlA be louaiLMitb ml- 
tea ID ubtuac, with tj^ao Derreftri^or wifli 
aSagnlaed, at to mar t£woaubes of plcnrrt like tli^’, by liipS- 

Hi I ing to ibeir author die epol prgfrwioo if ibq|A triiUoiiUtuWl^ 

|on^ he eihibiu^c^torted from perabingmorut^D their Urt <ia|||ni 
Iqggof of drtpBlrjnd de^h.^|MiclM ^ ^ Ut3l- 

coUlcd. ^lt%lo^ mil iTOlm^yo<ibii<ei ^;^ ctall^ 

i^d and lo pvnfy iblllbrt tbe piwec^many a 

Wbily.pUwHJ jrepialikHm imperithabk motffi|p||^f the t^» 
tccodent taleoitof Its author; whom it bat raiardi U oor e4hi^ 
liM, IQ a higher pitch of pro^loeoce than he ever before 
VaO.] 

knowloA royteir and mf li^n, fn my eld age, I 
ooold nm but rcB«c1 with graUtude and gflideuce %lhe npre»- 
jkXMCtmlalftedlathitdcdlcaiioa. nor interpret then but al Iho 
Vnmut tribute of a lupenor grnhit, no te« <ir|g|nel in the ebedee 
than loeahhmuble in Abe maieriala of bia aub|ixla.'*-'06miB.) 

• ('‘Sardapapaliif** originally ai^ired In Ibe aane voltnoe 
I with “The Fo^rl** and ••Cain.**^.J 
I (•) {On die original MS. Lord Byron haa wrlUco i— “ Jfaea.^- 
^ renoa. May S7, mi I.began tbU drama on Uie iSlhof January, 


P 




ifc. -»4>gfeld Cockle 


BYRON’S: WOnh«. 

tb‘ TbOArllcrU^r from cAiccivtSg Aai 
«iiT (Hiif^t><c>ift(|dur^ b;*f>i*rson4l pitrep^j>r 

at alt apimiatl) bU mular. ercu irr<^lar j>rt^ 


m 

Uurt vlj^ my very dUlAnt^deiJariurc from t^i. (hert^ 
fjr pmr>, butrau be m^raniai* lla U aware of Iha^nVo' 

pularily obtlfis uAUda fn> prciienl Fn;:U<B lilcratnre; bill |l - - v f w w 

is not a 8}steh) o%n. UHag merely an OpITlIon. whli h. I rr»aof#A»lM8^is a reason why li€ prrfcrfN (be 

nol >ery long aw, «a#lbr law of liierat^ thruogfaout the j^ure regbUr lirmalion ofa strurtnr»,'liowe>4LJiiU^ \p 
world, and U stflt ao Ift the more rivitiseif parts o(^. Bn( | aD^ii||Abaiukttneni of all ru)% wbatanoec. "^’iicr^o 
*’fiousa><ftia change tout rela." and are reaping the atlrlii- ' tilnaileo. (beCatnirf blutbearchUeet.— and notln tlie art • 


1821; and (BaUfuecTdic twofinlacb very^owl^li^^y to tBpn' gna ie lit* ei^»ra|g w Uh W li vlnspar t of 

vals. Tl^ltirr^aatneii wcrw>^i(|pn|/nceTba4Sth — U he hnp oohinkif||n an^<laxr't0^t~ll hr?i nol 

tlhii present bkI^); l|Mt Vtoi^ tii ^furtidglit,'*/Ttl4^ow- i wtQi vl^Ur ptemiKuent o( the perMbs be 
iogarenlrtfl/rlAui Iiai^;^^«diaiyaldimer«^ | ■etlllle down a Invective, hg dona not (anT^ die a 

‘WtaMrv-i^aan akli|a4^blttAiiiMsm> t>r«<n. ^anJaalilUpM | wiOchUr.|^cjnwuaildrihrurit,aoda(;n^at»aieluaK 
ira|adT •f^ntoQ^ia^wMA I m«^o far M<il iMap TeolilW ' o( llte pit, tlicn he may l4 ture that ^I'uigr hti (eetmgi n$ 

a«|M rroB DIodgrM Wuliff U know l|a kUtorf pa otni , j gpiUut arc hl^iiiwib with tlM^ta^Q Jt'alJ. • Why, llien.' kl^Ud te 

l^Down u .inreVyu okl.i oiui read A p«Ml»aw I afiecl tlio fo^n^*lUu)«^ the power of Uardf? Dtdacttc rca«i^ 

flrillpomr ■ Soppbo. Sbr qaarrellce wllb nfe^wnuia Ifljg iMPkiWWnif'i * 

«o( ia< tofutit jbrtpe for • aoa, XdoiMf i?r av ' *eiue ami |i 

MdTt uoi0*fe. e*n 

K HOtedW * 1 bdine «h«W W1^^. ’ ^*''**‘^"* I i I>yrol^.P^l 

io» ’^(nu lotfudoC^ . r ^ ^ . ^iaw of tl(rrilQrt;1broQ||fout the world,* U I* mere I 

I !..■«»■<. I»to.|aiw l>»».^<>,nlw.llcU«.. Ms, II ersr id 4S I>a lorn lUbnuif-U 

M«|l>%nK<4l>lljf^l#<l»^ Ucs*.l»«il.u.ilojm«oos»|:limllicmuu»: F.I<M<I»- 

^ .A, ■ W liaiit^i^tryauaivatiovc Ilia nidlieo, jolt aatlif iinacinatton da^ 

It Llltf 0^ prelnwb for Ithbiina on tiicin U; dial we auppOM (be 
to be,<netnany and ronllyt the very ipol oa widcfi a 


. UieBtawwadi dramaUc api^and UifenUon : and beviden; 

l^,,t Hk Saa^TeTte ' »^nae and (Kietry. at to tUsd by ticmtcivev vrAtoyt 

— if^l die nnmraniiiit wieAery <ira diawwrfh y>frtoiw. A« to L«d 

w i[ ^nn^prelcnding to teiup (lie nnirtet at tbit time of day, MTlbe 


‘■Miyja. fyii 
oolilot^ ^1 >trl 


l**Jf3IMb< ntiw 




ceil 


given aedee ii perfnrmed; and, if «>, ihii ipeee cannnlbc rcmovril 
l» another. But the tuiiiMMilioii It mantfetUy ipiile oonlmry to. 
Intlh and experience.** fdhi. Brv*'Vol. snvi, 
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In (his tngfidj U has been my intention to foUow the 
amHint of Diodorus Siculus; • reduring it, however, to such 
dramatic regularity as 1 best could, and tr)ing to approach 
the unities. I therefore suppose the rebellion to explode 
and succeed in one day by a sudden ronspiraej, instead of 
the long war of tl»c history. 


OHAUATIS PEBSON.C. 
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SARDANAPALUS.- 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

^ Ball fn tht palate. 

Saif menfx (solus). He bath wrong’d his queen, but 
still be is her lord ; 


Hebntli wrong'd my sister, still be is my brother; 

He bath wrong’d his people, still he U their sovereign, 
And I must be his friend as well as subject : 

He must not perish thus. 1 will not see 
Tlie blood of Nimrod and Semiramis ^ 

Sink in the earth, and thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending like a shepherd’s tale ; 

He must be roused. In his effeminate heart 
There is a careless courage which corruption 
Has not all quench’d, and latent energies, 

Repress’d by circumstance, but not destroy'd— 
Steep’d, but not drown’d, in deep voluptuousness. 

If born a peasant, he had been a man 
To have reacli’d an empire : to an empire born, 

He will bequeath none; nothing but a name. 

Which his sons will not prize in heritage 
Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem 
His sloth and shame, by only being that 
Which he should be, as easily as the thing 
He should not be and is. Were it less toil 
To sway his nations tlian consume his life ? 

To head an army than to rule a harem? 

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul,’ 

And saps his goodly strcngUi, in toils which yield not 
Health like the chase, nor glory like the war — 

He must be roused. Alas! Uiere is no sound 

I (.Votind of to/T iTiwAie Aeord from irffAii*. 

To rouse him short of tliunder. Hark ! the lute, 


• prince nirpaurd all hit pmleceaaors in effeminacy, 
loxory, and cowardice. He never went oa( ofbla palace, but 
apeotall bit time among a company ef women, dresAod and painled 
like them, ami employ^ like ibem al ibc dUiaff. lie placed all 
his hapiilnesa and glory in the poMmston of immetwe treasores, in 
feasting and rioting, and indntgitig liinMelf in all Uie most Lofimons 
ami crtolnal ptcasnres. lie onicred two verses to be ptil upon 
bis tomb, signifying thal be carried away wiUi him all be had 
eaten, and all the picasurea he had enjoyed, but left every thing 
else behind him t— 

Rlfy fyjt iaa' iperyev jrwt fpvSgtex. xkI /sit’ 

TipT* fc«9cv, TS efi co))s xxi A9c<t aevrx 

an ej^lofh. says Aristotle, fit firr a hog. Arbaces, governor of 
Media, having found means to gel Into the palace, and having with 
his own eyes seen Sardanapalns in the miibt of his Infamotu sera- 
glio. enraged at such • spectacle, and not able to endure that so 
many brave men shonM be subject lo a prince more soft and efle* 
roloate than the wooien tliemselves. immediately formed a con* 
spiracy against him. Belescs. governor of Babylon, aod several 
others, entered into il. On U»e hrst rumour cd ibis revolt, the 
king hid him*elf in the inmost part of his palace. Bring after- 
wards obliged to lake the field witti some forces which he had as* 
senibled.ho at first gained three successive victuries over Uic 
enemy, but was afterwards overcotne, atK) ponned to the gates of 
Nineveh ; whrrrin he shut himself, in hopes the rebels would 
never be able to take a city so well fortified, aod stored with pro- 
vfsiosis for a cousiderabie thne. The siege proved indeed of very 
great length. It had been declared by an ancient oracle that 
Mneveli could never be taken, iiolen the river became an enemy 
lothediy. Ttiesc words buoyed up Sardanapalus, because be 
looked upon the Uiing as impossible. But when be saw Uiat the 
Tigris, hya violent inundatioD. had Ut row n down twenty stadia 
(two miles and a half) of the city wall, ami by ibai means o(»cn«) 
a passage to the enemy, he understood Hit meaning of the oracle, 
and itioughi hlmirif lost. Itc resolved, however, to die In Hich a 
roanDcr as, aecording to hit opiniou, should cover the Infamy nf 
hia tCiBidalons and e^niLnate life. Ho ordered a pile of wood to 
be made In hb palace, and setting fire to it bttrnt himself, hb 
cunucbi, bis women, and his treasures. ‘*~Dion. Kic. I. ii. p. I0».} 

• ( Sardanapalns Is. beyond all doubt, a work of great beauty and 
power ; and thougii the beroiue has many traits In commou with 


the Ucdoras and Guinares of Lord Byron's unclramatic poefry, the 
bfro roust be allowed to be a new character in his hands. He hae. 
indeed, the scorn of war, and glory, aod priestcraft, and regnlar 
morality, which distinguishes the rest of his lordship's favooriles ; 
but he lias no mis.inttiropy. and very iliUe pride— and may be re- 
garded, on the whole, as one of ibc most truly good-homonrod, 
amiable and rcspcctaMe voiupUiariev to whom «c have ever been 
presented. In (his cooccpUoo of hit character, the anlhor has very 
wisely followed nature and fancy rather than bbtory. Hit Sarda- 
napalus b iwl an effeminate, worn-out debauchee, with shattered 
nerves and exhaosled xenics. the slave of Indolence aod vicious 
bafaiu; but a ssnguine votary of pleasure, a princely epicure, tn- 
dulging, revelling lu boundless luxury while lie can. but with a soul 
so inured lo vutupluouvoess. so saturated with delights, that pain 
ami danger, when they come uncalled for, give Um oeltbOT concern 
nor dread ; and he goes forth from the banquet to the battle, ts lo 
a dance or measure, attired by the Graces, and with youth. Joy, and 
love for bis guides. He dallia with Betlona as her bridegroom— 
for hb sport aod pastime; and ibe spear or fsn, ihesliicid orshlntog 
mirror, become hb hands equally well, lie enjoys life, In short, 
aod triumphs in dcaib ; and nhe^r in prosperous or adverse dr- 
cumstancca, hit soul smUes out superior to evil.— Jamev. 

The Sanlanapatus of Lord Byron b pretty nearly such a personas 
the Sanlauapalut ufhbiory may be suppos^ (o have been. Young, 
(hoiightiess. spoiled by Oatlery and ui^unded self-indulgence, but 
wilh a lcm()cr naturally amiable, and abilities of a snperior order, 
he affects to midervaloe the sanguinary renown ofhb incestoraas 
an excn«s for inattention lo the moil ueceuary duties of Ms rank i 
and flaUers bimself. t|hlle he b indulging his own sloth, that he Is 
loaklog lib p«o|)lo happy. Tet, even in hb (oodnesa for pleasure, 
there lurks a love of coutradicUon. Of ihe whole picture, selfish- 
ness is die prevailing feature— seilkhness admirably dravm Indeed j 
apologised lor by every palliating ctrcumstance education ami 
lubit, aod dotU^ In die brightest colours of wUch it b susceptible 
from youth, talents, and plocabiilly. But It b selfisbnesssUII ;and 
we khoiild have been templed to quarrel with die art which nude 
vice and frivolity thus amiable, if Lord Byruo had notaLlbe same 
time |)ointed out with much skill Ihe bitterness aod wesiiness of 
spirit which ineviiiMy wilt on such a character; and if he had md 
given a fine contrast to Ihs picture in die accompanying p‘ rtrails 
of Salcmcncs and of Myrrha.— BtfiisAto llcssa.] 

* I ns.-** Be iwpat* in drstrr. dultcrf flfcmlMn-*') 
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The \yft^ the timbrel ; the lascivious tinklings 
Of lulling instruments^ the softening voices 
Of women, ami of beings less than women, 

Must chime in to the edio of bis revel ; 

While the great king of all we know of earth 
Lolls crown'd with roses, and his diadem 
Lies negligently by, to'be caught up 
By the first manly hand which dares to snatch it. 

Lo, where they come ! already I perceive 
The reeking odours of the perfumed trains, 

And see the bright getns of the glittering girls,' 

At once his chorus and bis council, flash 
Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels, 

As femininely garb'd, and scarce less female, 

The grandson of Semiramis, the man^queen. — 

He comes I Shall J await him ? yes, and front him. 
And tell him wliat all good men tell each other. 
Speaking of him and his. They come, the slaves, 

Ixd by the monarch subject to his slaves.* 

SCENE II. 

Enter Sakdanapau's effeminately dretsed, hie Head 
erotened vith Flou-ers. and his Kobe netjligenlly /foir- 
ing, attended by a Train of H omen and young Slaves. 

Sar. {speaking to some of his altendauts.) Let the 
pavilion over the Euphrates 
Be garlanded, and lit, and flirnish'd forth 
For an especial banquet; at the liour 
Of midni^t we w ill sup there : see nought wanting. 
And bid the galley be prepared. There is 
A cooling breeze which crisps the broad clear river : 
We will embark anon. Fair nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Sardannpalus, 

We Ml meet again in that the sweetest hour, 

AYhen we shall gatlier like tlie stars al>ove us. 

And you will form a heaven as bright as theirs; 


* [ Ms.-** And tbcantUrrluit nU-ls.'*] 

• [ !■ the direct oppoMte to AclIifthiH^s ; atkI the chA- 

ncter, tbongh tllghtljr iketehed, dUplAjrt llUle lest Ability tbio that 
of SardanapAhu. lie It a ttem, iuyat, plabi-tpoken soldier aud 
aub^ect : clMr>«ighted. Just and honourable in bb ultimate viewi, 
Itioiifih not more poncUllout about the meant of obtaining them 
than might be eipected from a respectable s.itrap of ancient M- 
neveh, or a reifKCiablc vitler of Ute moderu Turkith empire. To 
his kinit, in tpUe of (>erKonal neglect and family Irdurica. he is, 
IhroogliOQt, penliucionsly attadied and puttciilloiHly titthhil. 
To the king's rebeli he b inclined to be terere, bloody, and even 
treaeberoiu t an ImpertrcUoo. bowcTer, in bU character, to waat- 
wblch would, tuhiB litualbn, be almoai unnalnnl, and which to 
aklthilly lotroiluced as a contrast to the inttinctive perception of 
virtoeand bonoiir which Aathet out from the indutcncc of his mat- 
ter. Of (he satrap, however, the r.mllt at well as the virtues are 
alike the offspring of ditinleretled hiyalty and iiatriutum. u is tor 
hit country ami king that he to paUeut of hijiiry ; for Uicn be is 
valiant; for them cruel, lie hat no ambition of personal power, 
no Ihirtt of individual fame. In battle and in victory. " Assyria ! 
is bis only war<ery. When be sends off the <iueeo and |iritices. lie 
to lOM anxious for his nephews and aistrr than for Uie preservaUon 
of (he lirte ofTthurod; and, in.hU last oiomenis, it is ihe snpputed 
Right of Ilia sovereign which alone dtolressct and overcomes bln. 
— ReoiNALO lima.) 

1 ** The Ionian mime had been slill more comprehensire, having 
inclndvd the Aduiaos and the Ba»tian$, who, together with those 
40 whom it was afterwards confined, wooid make oeariy thewho|e 
of the r.rcek oaiion; and among Uic urirotato it was always Uic 


Till then, let each be mistress of her time. 

And thou, iny own Ionian Myrrhs,* choose 
Wilt thou along with them or me? 

Mgr. My lord 

Sar. My lord! ray life, why answerest ihousocoldly? 
It is the curse of kings to be so answer'd. 

Rule thy own hours, thou rulest mine — say, wouldst 
Accompany our gnests, or charm away [thou 

The moments from me? 

3/yr. The king's choice is mine.* 

Sor. I pray thee say not so my chiefesl Joy 
Is to contribute to thine every wish. 

I do not dare to breathe my own desire, 

Lest it should clash w ith thine ; for thou art still 
Too prompt to sacrifice thy thoughts for others.* 
Myr. I w ould remain : I have no happiness 
Save in beholdiug thine; yet— 

Sot. Yet! what YET? 

Thy own sweet will shall be the only barrier 
Whicli ever rises betwixt tliee and me. 

Myr. I think the present is the wonted hour 
Of council; it were better I retire. 

Sal. {comes foru'ord and says) The Ionian slave 
says well : let her retire 
Sar. Who answers? How now*, brother? 

Sal. The quecNS brotiwr. 

And your most faithful vassal, royal lord. 

Sar. {addressing his fraiti.) As I have said, let all 
dispose their hours 

Till midnight, when again we pray your presence. 

{ court retiring. 
{To BIyrrh A,^ vho is going.) Myrrlia! I thought fAou 
wouldst remain. 

Myr. Great king, 

Thou didst not say so. 

Sar. But thou lookedst it : 


general name for (be Greeks."— MiTruiD'* tfreere, vol. I. p. I». 

4 ( The chief charm aud vivlfriog angel of Ihe piece to M j^rdu, (be 
Greek slave of Saidanapaius— a beaulihil. heruie, devoted, and 
ctherlal being— in love wiUi Ibe generous and infatuated monarch 
—ashamed of loving a barbarian— and using all her influence over 
bim to ennoble aa well av to adum hia extolcnce. and (o arm him 
against the terrors of hU cloae. Her voluptuondieM to (bat of the 
heart — her herotom of ibc affeciiona. If Uie part she Ukea in the 
dialogue he aometlmes too sultdiied and Auhmlnlve for Ibe luny 
daring of her character, it to still inch aa might become a Greek 
slave— a lovely loniaa girl, In whom the lore of liberty and the 
scorn of deaih were lcm(»ered by the coniciouaneas of what she 
regarded at a degrading *pas«{oo, and an inward sense oflUnoaaod 
decorum with reference lo her oondiUon.— Jirrarv.) 

s I Uyrrhi U a female Salcmenea, la whom, with admirable akill, 
alUohment to the individual Sanlanapalos U substituted for Ihe 
gallaot M)ldier‘a loyalty to the deaerndapt of kbigs; and wlvoae 
energy of espoatulaUon. no leaa than Use naiural high tone of her 
talenta, her courage, and her Grecian pride. Is softened into a 
subdued and winning iraderneaa by the constant ami painrul r^ 
collccUon of her abasement aa a slave iu the royal harem ; and sUU 
more by the lowline* of perfect womairif love In the presence of 
and towards tlie object of her paulon. No cluracler can bo drawn 
more natural than hers: few ever have boen drawn more touching 
and amiable. Of course abe to not. nor could he, a Jewish or a 
CJiritUanbermne; but abe is a model of Grecian piety and Dobiliry 
of spirit, and ihe la one whom a purer blth would have raised to 
Ibe level of a Rebecca or a llUiam.— RictnaLO llBSU.l 
* (In the original dranghi, ** nifbfia.'*— R.| 
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I know each glance of thoae Ionic eyes,' 

Which said thou wouldst not leave me. 

Myr. Sire! your brother^— 

Sal. His roiiiorfs brother, riiinionof louial 
How darest thou name vie and uot blush ? 

Sar. Not blush! 

Thou hast no more eyes than heart to make her crimson 
Like to the dying day on Caucasus, 

Where sunset tints the snow with rosy shadows, 

And then reproach her with thine own cold blindness. 
Which will not see it. What, in tears, my Myrrha? 

Sai.Let them flow on; she weeps for more than one, 
And is herself the cause of bitterer tears. 

Sar. Cursed be he who caused those tears to flow ! 

Naf. Curse not thyself'^millions do that already. 

Sor. Thou dost forget thee : make me not remember 
I am a monarch. 

Sal. Would thou couldst ! 

ifjfT. My sovereign, 

I pray, and thou, too, prince, permit my absence. 

Sar. Since it must be so, and this churl has check’d 
Thy gentle spirit, go ; but recollect. 

That we must forthwith meet. 1 had ratlier lose 
An empire than thy presence. 

(£xil Hrnuu. 

Sal. It may be. 

Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever! 

•Sor. Brother, 

1 can at least command myself, who listen 
To language such as this : yet urge nie not 
Beyond my easy nature. 

Sal. T is b^ond 

That easy, far too easy, idle nature, 

Which I would urge thee. Oh that I could rouse thee! 
Though ’t were against myself. 

Sar. By the god Baal ! 

The man would make me tyrant. 

Sal. So thou art. 

Think’st thou there is no tyranny but that 
Of blood and chains? The despotism of vice— > 

The weakness and the wickedness of luxury — 

The negligence — the apathy — the evils 
Of sensual sloth— produce ten thousand tyrants. 
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses 
The worst acts of one energetic master. 

However liarsh and hard in his own bearing. 

The false and fond examples of thy lusts 
Corrupt no less than they oppress, and sap 
In the same moment all thy pageant power, 

And those who should sustain it ; so that whether 
A foreign foe invade, or civil broil 
Distract within, both will alike prove fatal ; 

The first thy subjects have no heart to conquer; 

The last they rather would assist than vanquIA. 

&ir. Why, what makes thee the mouth-piece of 
the people ? 

Sal. Forgiveness of the queen, my sister’s wrongs ; 


A natural love unto my infant nephews : 

Faith to the king, a faith he may need shortly, 

In more than words ; respect for Nimrod’s line ; 

Also, another thing thou knowest not. « 

Sor. What ’s that ? 

Sol. To thee an unknown word. 

Sor. Yet speak it; 

1 love to learn. 

Sal. Virtue. 

Sar. Not know the word! 

Never was word yet rung so in niy ears — 

Worse tii.in the rabble’s shout, or splitting trumpet r 
I ’ve heard thy sister talk of nothing else. 

Not. To cliange the irksome theme, then, Itear of 

Nor. From whom ? [.vice. 

Sal. Even from the winds, if thou couldst listen 
Unto the echoes of the nation’s voice. [tieot, 

Sar. Come, I ’m indulgent, as thou knowest, pa- 
As thou hast often proved— speak out, what moves 

Sal. Thy peril. [thee? 

Sar. Say on. 

Sal. Thus, then : all the nations, 

For they arc many, whom iby father left 
In heritage, are loud in wrath against thee. 

Sar. 'Gainst me / What would tlie slaves ? 

Sal. A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am 1 then ? 

Sal. In their eyes a nothing; but 
In mine, a man who might be something still. 

Sar. The railing drunkards! why, what would they 
Have they not peace and plenty? [have? 

Sal. Of the first, 

More than is glorious ; of the last, far less 
Than the king recks of. 

Sar. Whose then is the crime, 

But the false satraps’, who provide no better? 

Sal. And somewhat in the monarch who ne’er looks 
Beyond his palace walls, or if lie stirs 
Beyond them, ’t is but to some mountain palace. 

Till summer heats wear down. 0 glorious Baal I 
Who built up this vast empire, and wert made 
A god, or at the least shinest like a god 
Through the long centuries of thy renown, 

This, thy presumed descendant, ne’er beheld 
As king the kingdoms thou didst leave as hero. 

Won with thy blood, and toil, and time, and peril! 

For what ? to furnish imposts for a revel, . 

Or multiplied extortions for a minion. 

Sar. I understand the«— thou wouldst have me go 
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars’ 

Which the Chaldeans read ! the restless slaves* 
Deserve that 1 should curse them with their wishes. 
And lead them forth to glory. 

Sal. Wherefore not?. 

Semiramis — a woman only — led 
These our Assyrians tn the solar shores 
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Of Oabges. 

Sot. *T is most true. And how return’d ? 

Sal. Why, like a man — a hero; baffled, but 
Not vanquish’d. Witli but tventy guards, she made 
Good lier retreat to Bactria. 

Sar. And how many 

Ltft she behind in India to the vultures? 

5ai. Our annals say not. 

Sar. Tlicn 1 will say for them— 

That she had better woven within her palace 
Son>e twenty garments, than with twenty guards 
Have fled to Bactria, leaving to the ravens. 

And wolves, and men — the fiercer of the three, — 

Her myriads of fond subjects. Is this glory ? 

Then let me live in ignominy ever. 

Sal. All warlike spirits have not the same fate. 
Semiramis, the glorious parent of 
A hundred kings, althou^i she fail'd in India, 

Brought Persia, Media, Bactria, to the realnj 
Which she once sway'd — and thou mightst sway 

Sar. I them— i 

She but subdued them. 

Sfll. It may he ere long [sceptre. 

That they will need her sword more than your 

Sar. There was a certain Bacchus, was there not? 

I ’vc heard my Greek girls speak of such — they say 
He was a god, that is, a Grecian god, 

An idol foreign to Assyria’s worship. 

Who conquer’d this same golden realm of Ind 
Thou prat'st of, where Semiramis was vanquish’d. 

Sal. I have heard of such a man; and tiiou percei- 
That he is deem’d a god for what he did. [vest 

Sar. And in his godship I will honour him — 

Not much as man. What, ho ! my cupbearer ! 

Sal. Wliat means tlie king ? 

Sar. To worship your new god 

And ancient conqueror. Some w ine, I say. 

Enter Cupbearer. 

Sar. (addre.ssij}g ihe Cupbearer.) Bring me tlie 
golden goblet thick with gems, 

Which bears tlie name of Nimrod’s clialice. Hence 
Fill full, and bear it quickly. 

[Fxt'r rup6ear«r. 

Sal. Is tills moment 

A fitting one for the resumption of 
Thy yet unslept-off revels ? 

Re-enter Cupbearer, with 

Sar. (taking the eup from him.) Noble kinsman, 

If these barbarian Greeks of the far shores 
And skirts of these our realms lie not, this Bacclius 
Conquer’d the whole of India, did he not ? 

Sal. lie did, and thence was deem’d a deity.* 

5nr. Not so :-^f all his conquests a few columns, 
Which may be his, and might be mine, if 1 
Thought them worUi purcliase and conveyance, arc 


I The landmarks of the sets of gore he shed, 

The realms he wasted, and the hearts he broke . 

But here, here in tliis goblet is his title 
To immortality— the immortal grape 
From which he first express’d the soul, and gave 
To gladden that of man, as some atoneinrat 
For the victorious mischiefs he bad done. 

Had it not been for this, he would have been 
A mortal still in name as in his grave; 

And, like my ancestor Semiramis 
A sort of semi-glorious human monster. 

Here ’s that which deified him — let it now 
Humanise thee ; my surly, ciiiding brother. 

Pledge me to the Greek god ! 

Sal. For all thy realms 

I would not so blaspheme our country’s creed. 

Sor. 'Hiat is to say, thou thinkest liim a hero. 

That he shed blood by oceans ; and no god, 

Because be turn’d a fruit to an enchantment, 

Which cheers tlie sad, revives the old, inspires 
The young, makes weariness forget bis toil, 

And fear her danger ; opens a new world [tliec. 
When this, the present, palls. Well, then I pledge 
And him as a true man, who did his utmost 
In good or evil to surprise mankind. 

( Drinke. 

Sal. Wilt thou resume a revel at Ibis hour ? 

Sot. And if I did, ’t were better than a trophy, 

Being bought without a tear. But that is not 
My present purpose : since thou wilt not pledge roc, 
Continue what thou pleasest. 

{To the Cupbearer.) Boy, retire. 

[ Exit Cupbearer. 

Sal. 1 would but have recall'd thee from thy dream. 
Better by me awaken’d than rebellion. 

Sar. Who should rebel ? or why ? wliat cause? pre- 
I am the lawful king, descended from [text? 

A race of kings who knew no predecessors. 

What have I done to thee, or to the people, 

That thou sbouldst rail, or they rise up against me ? 
Sal. Of what thou hast done to roe, I speak not. 
Sar. But 

Thoii tliink’st that I iiave wrong’d tlie queen : is ’t not 
Sal. Think ! Thou hast wrong’d her ! * [so ? 
Sar. Patience, prince, and hear roe. 

She has all power and splendour of her station, 
Respect, the tutelage of Assyria’s heirs. 

The homage and the appanage of sovereignty. 

I married her as monarclis wed— for state. 

And loved her as most husbands love Uieir wives. 

If she or thou supposedst 1 could link me 
Like a Chaldean peasant to his mate, 

Ye knew nor roe, nor monarchs, uor mankind. 

Sitl. 1 pray thee, diange the theme : my blood dis- 
Complaint, and Salemenes’ sister seeks nut [dains 
Reluctant love even from AssyTia’s lord! 

Nor would she deign to accept divided passion 
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With foreign strumpets aud Ionian slates. 

The queen is silent. • 

Sar. And why not her brother ? 

Sal. I only echo thee the voice of empires, 

Which he who long neglects not long will govern. 

Sar. The ungrateful and ungracious slaves ! they 
murmur 

Because I have not shed their blood, nor led them 
To dry into the desert’s dust by myriads, .. ^ 

Or whiten with their bones the banks of Ganges.’; 
Tioi decimated them with savage 4aws, 

Tior sweated them to build up pyramids 
Or Babylonian w alls. 

Sal Yet these are trophies 

More worthy of a people and their prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubines, 
And lavish’d treasures, and contemned virtues. 

5ar. Or for my trophies I have founded cities : 
There ’s Tarsus and Ancliialus, both built 
Jd one day — what could that blood-loving beldame, 
Aly martial grandam, chaste Serairamis, 

Do more, except destroy them ? 

Sal. 'T is most true; 

I own thy merit in those founded cities, 

Built for a whim, recorded with a verse 
Which shames both them and thee to coming ages. 

Sar. Shame me! By Baal, the cities, though well 
Are not more goodly than the verse! Say what [built. 
Thou wilt Against me, my mode of life or rule, 

But nothing 'gainst the trutli of that brief record. 
Why those few lines contain the history 
Of all tilings human : hear — Sardanapalus, 

The king, and son of Anacyndnraxes, 

In one day built Anchialus and Tarsus. 

Eat, drink, and love; the rest's not worth a fillip.** ' 
Sol. A worthy moral, and a wise inscription. 

For a king to put up before bis subjects! [i‘dicts^ 
Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless set up 
“ Obey the king'—coutribute to bis treasure — 
Recruit his phalanx — spill your blood at bidding — 
Fall down and worship, or get up and toil.” 

Or thus — Sardaoapalus on this spot 
Slew fltiy thousand of his enemies. 


These are their sepulchres, and thls liis trophy.” 

1 leave such things to conquerors; enough 
For me, if I can make niy su^jei'ts feel 
The weight of human misery less, and glide 
Ungroaning to the tomb : 1 take no license ■ 

Which I deny to them. We all are men. 

Sal. Thy sires have been revered as gods— 

Sar. In dust 

And death, where they are neither gods nor men. 

Talk not of such to me! The worms are gods; . ^ 
At least they banqueted upon your gods, 

And died for lack of farther nutriment. 

Those gods were merely men ; look to their issue — 

I feel a thousand mortal things al)Out me, 

But nothing godlike, — unless it may be 
The thing which you condemn, a disposition • 

To love and to be merciful, to pardon 
The follies of ray species, and (Uiat 's liuman) 

To be indulgent to my own. 

Sal. Alas! 

The doom of Nineveh is seal’d. — Woe— woe 
To the unrivall'd city! 

Sar. What dost dread ! 

5al: Thou art guarded by thy foes ; in a few hours 
The tempest may break out which overwhelms thee, 
And thine and mine; and in another day 
What is shall be the past of Belus’ race. 

Sar. What must we dread P 
Sal. Ambitions treadiery, 

Which has environ'd thee with snares ; but yet 
There is resource : empower me with thy signet 
To quell the machinations, and I lay 
The heads of thy chief foes before tliy feet. 

Sar. The heads — how many ? 

Sal. Itiust I stay to number 

When even thine own *s in peril? Let me go; 

Give me tby signet — trust me with the rest. 

Sar. I will trust no man with unlimited lives. 
When we take those from others, we nor know 
What we have taken, nor the thing we give, [thine? 
Sal. Wouldst thou not take their lives who for 
Sar. That *s a bard question — But T answer. Yes. 
Cannot the thinghc done without? Who are they 


I " FiM* IbU exi>MlUian he look onlf a imall clHi»rD hodj of the 
phalanx, but all hU light Iroopa. 1o the fint day's march lie reached 
Aocbialiia. a town sakl lo have been (ouoded by the kin^ of Asay> 
ria, sardaiiapaliu. The (urU&caUooa. In ibeir magnUnde and ex- 
tent, atill lu Arrian's lime, bore ilie character of greatuesa, which 
Use Ajsyruxts a(<(icar singularly to have affected In works of the 
kind. A oionmuent represeoliug Sardanapalos was fouud there, 
warranted by an inscription in Assyrian characters, of coarse in 
the old Assyrian language, which the Greeks, whether well or Ul, 
ioterpreledihm: 'Sanlauapaius.sonof Anacyodaraxes. in one day 
founded Aocbialus and Tarsus. Eat, drink, play t all other human 
Joys are not worth a flIlJp.' Supposing this version nearly exact 
(for Arrian says il was not qaite so), whether the purpose has not 
been lolovlte to civil order a (leople disposed lo larbuleuce, rather 
ibao lo recommend Immoderate luxury, may perhaps reasonably 
be qiieeiioned. What, indeed, could be the objrci of a king of As- 
syria in (oonding soch towns in a country so distant from Ills eapl* 
Ul, and so divided from it by an Immense extent of sandy deserts 
and luflf mountaius, and, still more, how tlie iubabitanli coold be 


at once in circumstances to abandon tbrmaelTes lo the inlrmperaie 
joya which ibeir prince IwM been snppoerd to have rrconimcnded. 
Is not obvious : but II may deserve obsrrtatiqn that, in Uiat line uT 
Coast, the southen) of Lesser Asia, ruins of cities, e« IdenUy of an 
ageaflerAlcxander. yet hardy named in hlstory.st ihbdayaslo- 
nish the advculurous traveller by their inaguificmee and drgaocc. 
Amid Ihe dcsotaiion which, under a siu^ularly harharian govern- 
meul, has for so many ceiitiirii» been dally spreading in Uie burst 
countries ofUiegiobe. whether more from soil ami cUinaK*, or from 
opportuflilies fo^ commerce, exiraunlinary means uHist have been 
found for communities to fluorldi there ; whence It may seem that 
the measures of Sardana|»lus were directed by Jintcr views -than 
have been commonly asertbed to him t but that numarch luvliig 
1>een the last of a dynasty, coded by a revolution, Obloquy on his 
memory WDuhl foUow of course from the policy of hb soccessorv 
and their parluaDs. The inconsistency of IradUiuns oonceming 
Sanlaai|Mhii is striking in IHudorua'sacvounlolhim.”— MiTroan's 
Grttct, voL X. p. gli. 
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Whom ti)Ou sua^test?~Let tb^ be arrested. 

Sal. I wottld Uiou wouldst not ask nie ; the next 
moment 

Wi'i) send my answer through thy babbling troop 
Of paramours, and tlience flyx>'er the palace. 

Even to tl\e city, and so baflle all. — 

Trust me. " 

Sar. Tliou knowest I have done so ever : 
Take thou the signet. 

( VM ihs 

Sal. 1 have one more request.— 

Sar. Name it. 

Sal. That thou this night forbear the banquet 
In the pavilion over the Euphrates. 

Sor. Forliear Hte banquet! Not for ail the plotters 
That ever shook a kingdom! Let them come, 

And do their worst : 1. shall not blench for them; 

Nor rise the sooner; por forbear the goblet; 

Nor crown me with a single rose the less ; 

Nor lose one joyous hour.— 1 fear them not. 

Sal. But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst thou not, 
' if needful? 

Sar. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour, and 
A sword of such a temper ; and a bow 
And javeKn, which might furnish Nimrod forth : 

A little heavy, but yet not unwieldy. 

And now I think on’t, *t is long since 1 ’ve used them, 
Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them, brother ? 

Sal. Is this a time for such fantastic trifling?— 

If need be, wilt thou wear them? 

Sar. Will I not? 

Oh ! if it must be so, and these rash slaves 
Will not be ruled with less, I *11 use the sword 
Till they shall wish it turn’d into a distaff. 

Sal. They say thy sceptre 's tum*d to that already. 
Sar. That *8 false! but let them ay so : the old 
Of whom our captives often sing, relat^ [Greeks, 
The same of their diief hero, Hercules, 

Because he lived a Lydiio queen : thou seest 

The populace of all the nations seize 

Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns. 

5ai. They did not speak thos of tby fathers. 

Sar. « No; 

They dared not. They were kept to toil and combat ; 
And never changed their chains but for their armour : 
Now they have peace and pastime, and the license 
To revel and to rail ; it' irks me not. 

1 would not give the smile of one fair girl 
For all the popular breath that e*er divided 
A name from nothing. What are the rank tongues 
Of this vile herd, grown insolent with feeding, 

That i should prize their noisy praise, or dread 
Their noisome clamour? 

Sal. Tou have said they are men ; 

As such their hearts are something. 

Sar. ^ Somyd<^s*are; * 
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And better, as more faithful t— buL proceed; 

Thou liast my signet since they are tumultuous, 
Let tliem be temper'd, vet not roughly, till 
Necessity enfoiWlt. 1 hate all pain. 

Given or received ; we have enough within us. 

The meanest vassal as the loftiest nronarefa, 

Not to add to each other’s natural burthen 
Of mortal misery, but ratlier lessen, 

By^mild recipro^ alleviation. 

The fatal penalties imposed on life : 

But this thcf.know not, or they will not know. 

I have, by Baal ! done all I could to soothe them : 

I made no wars, I added no new imposts, 

1 interfered not with their civic lives, 

' 1 let them pass their days as best might suit them. 
Passing my own as suited me. 

.Sal. Thou stoj^’st 

Short of the duties of a king: and therefbre 
They say thou art unflt to be a monarch. 

Sar. They lie. — Unhappily, I am unfit 
To be aught save a monaitdi ; else for me 
The meanest Mede might be the king instead. 

Sal. Therejs one Mede, at least, who seeks to be so. 

Sar. >Vhat mcan’st thoul— *t is tliy secret; thou 
Few questions, and I ’mnot ofeuriousnature. [desirest 
Take the fit steps; and, since necessity 
Requires, I sanction and support thee. Ne'er 
Was man who more desired to rule in peace 
The peaceful only : if they rouse me, better 
They had conjured up stero Nimrod from his ashes. 

The mighty hunterk” 1 will turn these realms 
To one wide desert diase of brutes, who rare, 

But would no more, by their own choice, be human. 

they have found me, they belie; that which 
They yet may find me — sliall defy their wish 
To spedk it worse; and let them thank themselTes. 

Sal. Then thou at last canst feel? 

5or. Feel ! who feels not 

Ingratitude? 

Sal. I will not pause to answer 

With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake that energy 
Which sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee. 
And thou may'st yet be glorioQs in thy reign, 

As powerful in thy realm. Farewell! 

[Exit SALniK?(R&. 

Sar, (solus)^ Farewell! 

He 's gone; and on his finger bears n^y signet, 

W’hicb is to him a sceptre. He is stern 
As 1 am heedless; and the slaves deserve 
To feel a master. What may be the danger, 

I know not : be hath found it, let him quell it. 

Must 1 consume my life — this little life — 

In guarding against ;ill may make it less? • 

It is not worth so much! It were to die 
Before my hour, to live in dread of death. 

Tracing revolt : suspecting all about me, 
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Because they are near; and all who are retnote^ 
Because they are far. But if it should be ao~ 

If they sliould sweep Me off from earth and empire, 
Why, what is earth or empire of tlie earth? 

Ihave loved, and lived, and multiplied my image; 

To die is no less natural than those 
Acts of this clay! T is true I have not shed 
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till 
My name became the synonyme of deatli— 

A terror and a trophy. But for this 
I feel no penitence; my life is love : 

If I must shed blood, it shall be by force. 

Till now, no drop from an Assyrian vein 
Hath.flow’d for me, nor hatli the smallest coin 
Of Nineveh’s vast trca.sures e’er been lavish’d ^ 

On objects which could cost her sons a tear : . 

If then thev’ hate me, *t is because I hate not : 

If they rebel, *t is because 1 oppress not. . 

Oh, men 1 ye must be ruled with scythes, not sceptrea. 
And mow'd down like the grass, else all we reap 
Is rank abundance, and a rotten harvest 
Of discontents infecting the fair soil. 

Making a desert of fertility. — •- 

1 ’ll think no more.— Within there, ho! 

Enur Of) AnesDANT. 

^r. Slave, tell 

The Ionian Myrrha we would crave her presence. 

Attend. King, fix is here. 

Mtuiba enters. 

Stsr. {apart to Attendant.) Awayl 
{Addressing M ybbh a.) Beautiful being I 

Thou dost almost anticipate my heart; 

It throbb'd for thee, and here thou comest: let me 
Deem that some unknown influence, somesweetoracle, 
Communicates between us, though unseen, 

In absence, and attracts us to each other. 

3fyr. There doth. 

Sar, I know there doth, hut not its name 

What is it? 

Afyr. In my native land a God, 

And in my heart a feeling like a God’s, 

Exalted ; yet I own 't is only mortal ; 

For what I feel is humble, and yet happy— 

That is, it would be happy; but 

[ BlvamtA pauses. 

Sar, * There comes 

For ever something between us and what 
We deem our happiness : let me remove 
The barrier which that hesitating accent 
Proclaims to thine, and mine is seal’d. 

Myr, My lord! — 

Sar, My lord — my king— sire — sovereign; thus it is — 
For ever thus, address’d with awe. 1 ne’er * 
Can see a smile, unless in some broad banquet’s ' 
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons 
Have gorg^ themselves up to equality, ' 


Or I hare quafTd me down to their abasement. 
Myrrha, I ran hear all these Hungs, th^se namei. 
Lord — king — sup^monarch — nay, time was I prized 
tiietn ;; 

That is, I su^r’d them— from slaves and nobles; 

But when they falter from the lips I love, 

The lips which have been press'd to mine, a chill 
Comes o’er my heart, a cold sense of tlie falsehood 
Of this my slatidif, which represses feeling ^ 

In tliose for whom I have felt most, and makes me 
Wish that I could lay down Uie dull tiara, 

And share a cottage on the Caucasus 
With thee, and wear no crowns but those of flowers, 
.Ifyr. Would that we couldl 
Sar. And dost tAotifeel this? — WTiy? 

Myr. Tlien thou wouldst know what thou eanst 
Sar. And that is— [never know. 

Myr. The true value of a heart ; 

At least, a woman's. 

Sar. I have proved a thousand — 

A thousand, and a thousand. ^ 

3fyr. Hearts? 

Sar. ' rthink so. 

3fyr. Not one! the time may come thou mty^st. 

Sar. It will. 

Hear, Myrrha; Salemaoeshas declared — 

Or why or bow be hath (livined it, BeluSy 
Who founded our great realm, knows more than I— 
But Salemenes hath declared my throne 
In peril. 

Jlfyr. lie did well. * * 

Sar. And say’st fAou so? 

Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and now dared * 
Drive from our presence with his savage jeers, 

And made thee weep and blush? 

M^. I. should do both 

^lore frequently, and he did well to call me 
Back to my duty. But thou spakest o£ peril— ^ 

“ to thee 

Sar. Ay, from dark plots and snares 

From Medes — and discontented troops and nations- 
I know not what — a labyrinth of things — . ** 

A maze of mutter’d threats and mysteries : * 

Thou know’st the man — it is his usual custom. 

But he is honest. Come, we ’ll think no more on ’t-- 
But of the midnight festival. ^ 

ifyr. * ’T is time 

To think of aught save festivals. Thouha.stnot- 
Spum’d his sage cautions? « -w •» 

Sar. Whktl— and dost thou fear? 

ifyr. Fear!— I ’m a Greek, and how should I fear 
death? ^ 

A slave, and wherefore ^ould I dread my freedom? 
Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so pale ? ^ 

ifyr. A I loVe. 

Sar. And do not I? I love thee far— far more 
Than eiU)er the brief Hfe or the wide realm, 
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Whkdi, it may be^ »are menaced; — yet I blench not. 

Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself nor me; 
For lie who loves another loves himself^ 

Even for tliat otlier's sake. This is too rash . 
Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost. [dared 
5nr. Ivostl— why, who Is the aspiring cliief who 
Assume to win them? 

Myr. Who is he should dread 

To tr\- so much ? — When he who is thei^ ruler 
Forgets himself, will they remember him? 

Sar. Myrrlia I ^ 

Myr. Frown not upon me: you have smiled 

Too often on me not to make those frowns 
Bitterer to bear than any punishment 
tVhich they may augur. — King, I am your subject ! 
Master, lam your slave! Man, I have loved you! — 
Loved you, I know not by what fatal weakness, 
Although a Greek, and born a foe to monarebs^ 

A slave, and hating fetters~an Ionian, 

And therefore, wlien I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion than by chains! 

Still I have loved you. If tliat love were strong 
Enough to overcome all former nature, 

Shall it not claim the privilege to save you? 

Sar. Sure me, my beauty! Thou art very fair, 
And what 1 seek of thee is love — not safety. 

Myr. And witliout M>yc where dwells security? 
Snr. 1 speak of woman’s love. 

Jlfyr. The very’ Crst 

Of human life must spring from woman’s breast : 
Your (irstsinall woads are taught you from her lips, 
Your first tears quench'd by her, and your last siglis 
Too often breathed out in a woman's hearing, 

When men have simmk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of him who led them. 

Sar. My eloquent Ionian I thou speak’st music; 
The \'ery chorus of the tragic song ' 

I have heard thee talk of as the favourite pastime 
Of thy far father^Iand. Nay, w'eep not — calm thee. 

Myr. I weep not.— But I pray thee, do not speak 
About my fathers or their land. 

Snr. Yet oft 

TTiou speakest of them. 

Myr. True — true; constant thought 

Will overflow in words unconsciously; 

But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me. 
Sar. Well, then, how wouMst thou save me, as tliou 
saidst? 

Myr. By teaching thee to save thyself, and not 
Thyself alone, but these tast realms, from all 
The rage of the worst war — the war of brethren. 

.Snr. Why, child, I loathe all war, and warriors; 

I live in peace and pleasure : what can man 
Do more ? 

■^Myr. Alas! my lord, with common men 
There needs loo oft the show of war to keep 


The substance of sweet peace ; and, for a king, 

’T is sometimes better to be fear'd Than loved. 

S'nr. And I have never sought but for the last. 

3lyr. And now art neither. 

Sar. ' DosUhottsay so, Myrrha? 

Myr. I speak of civic{>opular love, seff>love, 
Which means that men are kept in awe and law* 

Yet not oppress’d— at least they must not think so; 
Or if they think so, deem it necessary, 

To ward off worse oppression, their own passions. 

A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel, 
And love, and mirth, was never king of glory. 

Sar. Glory! what 's tliat? 

Myr. Ask of the gods thy fathers. 

Sar. They cannot answer; when tlie priests speak 
^jefbr some small addition to the temple, (for them, 
^ Myr. Look to the annals of thine empire's founders. 
^ Sdr. They arc so blotted o’er willi blood, I caunot. 
But wbat wouldst have? the empire hat been founded, 
reaniiot go on multiplying empires. 

Myr. Preserve tliine own. 

Sor. At least, I will enjoy it. 

Come, Myrrha, let us on to the Euphrates : 

The hour invites, the galley is prepared, 

And the pavilion, deck’d for our return. 

In fit adornment for the evening banquet. 

Shall blaze witli beauty and with light, until 
It seems unto the stars which are above us 
Itself an opposite star; and we will sit 
Crown'd with fresii flowers like— 

Myr. Victims. 

•S'or. No, like sovereigns. 

The shepherd king of patriarchal times, 

W1io knew no brighter gems than summer w'reaths,* 
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on. 


Pan. May the king live for ever! 

Sar. Not an hour 

Txmger than he can love. How’ my soul hates 
'fliis language, which makes life itself a lie. 
Flattering dust with eternity.’ Well, Paiiia! 

Be brief. 

Pan. 1 am charged by Salemcnes to 
Reiterate his prayer unto the king, 

That for this day, at least, he will not quit 
Tlie palace: when the general returns, 
lie will adduce such reasons as will warrant 
His daring, and' perhaps obtain the pardon 
Of bis presumption. 

Sar. Wliat! am I then coop’d ? 

Already captive? can I not even breathe 
The breath of heaven ? Tell prince Salemenes, 
Were all Assyria raging round the walls 
In mutinous m}Tiads, 1 would still go forth. 

Pan. I must obey, and yet — 


• [To speak of "the tra«ic son;;" as the faTonrile {VMlime of 
Greece, two hiindrM yean before Theapis. Is aa anachronUio. 
itor could Myrrha, at so early a |>eriod of her eouniry'i hhlory, 
hare spoken of ihcir national b.ilml of kilims, or of iliat which 


was equally thesrowUiof alalcrase,— tliclrcontemptfor "hartNi< 
rians.'*— Ilnsa.] 

* [ MS^*‘ Wtia IovnIuo ([enu M iTctI u those ornaturr.' J 

1 [MS.— " withiDS eternity lodiut."*) 
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Myr. CMi, monarch, listen. — 

How many a day and moon thou hast reclined 
Within these palace walls in silken dalliance. 

And never show*n thee to thy people’s longing; 
Leaving thy subjects’ eyes ungrntifled, 

The satraps uncontroll'd, the gods unworshipp’d. 

And all things In the anarchy of sloth, 

Till all, save evil, slumber'd through the realm ! 

And wilt thou not now tarry for a day,— 

A day which may redeem tliee P W ilt thou not 
Yield to the few still faithful a few hours. 

For them, for thee, for thy past fathers’ race. 

And for thy sons* inheritance? 

Pan. ’T is true! 

From the deep urgency with which the prince 
Deq>at(di’d me to your sacred presence, 1 
Must dare to add my feeble voice to that 
Whidt now has spoken. 

Sar. No, it must not be. 

Myr. For the sake of thy realm ! 

Sar. Away ! 

Pan, For that 

Of all thy faithful subjects, who will rally 
Round thee and thine. 

Sar, These are mere fantasies : 

Tliere is no peril ’t is a sullen scheme 
Of Salemenes, to approve his zeal. 

And show himself more necessary to us. 

Sfyr, By all that ’s good and glorious, take this coun* 

5ar. Business to-morrow. . [sel. 

Myr. Ay, or death to-nigbt. 

Sar. Why let It come, then, unexpectedly, 

’’ALidst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love; 

So let me fall like tlie pluck’d rose!— far better 
Thus than be wither’d. 

Myr. Then thou wilt not yield. 

Even for the sake of all that ever stirr’d 
A monarch into action, to forego 
A trifling revel ? 

Sar, Ko. 

Myr. Then yield for mine ; 

For my sake! 

Sar. Thine, my Myrrha ! 

Myr. *T is the first 

Boon which I ever ask’d Assyria’s king. [granted. 

Sar. That ’s true; and were ’t my kingdom, must be 
Well, for thy sake, I yield me. Pania, hence! 

Thou hear'st me. 

Pan'. And obey. 

[Fxif PAmA. 

I manel at thee. 

What 18 thy motive, Myrriia, thus to urge me? 

Myr. Thy safety ; and the certainty that nought 
Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require 
Thus much from thee, but some impending danger. 


Sar. And if I do uot dread it, why sliouldst thou ? 
Myr. Because thou dost not fear, 1 fear for thee. 
Sar. To-morrow thou wiltsmileat these vain fancies. 
Myr. If the worst come, 1 shall be where noue weep, 
And that is better than the power to smile. 

And thou? 

Sar. I shall be king, as heretofore. 

Myr. Where ? 

5ar. With BnnI, N'imrod, and Semiramis, 

Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere. 

Fate made me what I am— may make roe nothing — 
But cither that or nothing must I be : < 

I will not live degraded. 

3fyr. Uadst thou felt 

Thus always, none would ever dare d^ade thee. 

Sar. And who will do so now ? 

Myr. Dost thou suspect none? 

Sar. Suspect !— that ’s a-spy’s office. Oh ! we lose 
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words, 

And vainer fears. Within there!— ye slaves, deck 
The hall of Nimrod for the evening revel : 

If I must make a prison of our palace, 

At least we ’ll wear our fetters jocundly; 

If the Euphrates be forbid us, and 

The summer dwelling on its beauteous border. 

Here we are still unmenaced. Ho ! within there ! 

(Exit Sabda?(apai. 08 . 

Myr. (sola.) Why do I love this man? My country’s 
daughters 

Love none but heroes. But I have no country! 

The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love him ; 
And that 's the heaviest link of the long cliain — 

To love whom we esteem not. Be it so: 

Tlic hour is coming when he *11 need all love, 

And find none. To fall from him now were baser 
Than to have stabb’d him on his throne when highest 
Would have been noble in my country’s creed .* 

I was not made for either. Could I save him, 

I should not love him better, but myself; 

And I have need of the last, for I have fallen 
In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger : 
And yet methinks 1 love him more, perceiving 
That he is hated of his own barbarians, 

The natural foes of all the blood of Greece. 

Could I but wake a single thought like those 
Which even the Phrygians felt when battling long 
’Twixt Ilion and the sea, within his heart, (triumph. 
He would tread down tlie barbarous crowds, and 
He loves me, and I love him ; the slave loves 
Her master, and would free him from his vices. 

If not, I have a means of freedom still. 

And if I cannot teach him how to reign, 

IMay show him how alone a king can leave 
His throne. I must not lose him from my sight. 

( Exit.’ 


* [There are two of Lord Byroo** characteristic excellences which 

he never learn behind la his most fanlasdc expedUloni. and which 
be has accordiuj^ly hruiifdit Into hb new domaia of clawic Irapedy. 
One of tbiae b hb Intense (eding of the lorHioesa of woman— his 
power, Dol only of picturing iodlTidual forms, but of mfusiag into 


ilic very atmosphere which surrounds them the s^Jrlt of beauty 
ami of love. A soft roseate light U »iiresd otcr them, which seems 
losink Into the aoul. The oilier UcuMy to which we alldude Is Ills 
comprehewive syoipatliy wlih llic vastest ohjecta In the material 
uoirersc. There b scarcely any pure description ot lodivkiual 
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ACT n. 

SCE5K I. 

Tht Portal of the aame Hall ofUte Palace. 

lieieses (sofu^). The sun goes down : melliinks he 
seU more slowly. 

Taking his last look of Assyria’s empire. 

How red he glares amongst those deepening clouds, 
Like the blood lie predicts! If not in vain, 

Thou sun that sinkest, a»id ye stars which rise, 

1 liave outwatch’d ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time tremble 
For what l>e brings tl\e nations, 't is the furthest 
Hour of Assyria’s years. And yet how calm! 

An earttiquake should announce so great a fall — 

A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon disk. 

To the star-rcad Chaldean, bears upon 
Its everlasting page the end of wliat 
Seem’d everlasting ; but oh ! thou true sun ! 

The burning oracle of all that live. 

As fountain of all life, and symbol of 
Him who bestow's it, wherefore dost (iiou limit 
Thy lore unto calamity ? Why not 
Unfold the rise of days more worthy thine 
Ail-glorious burst from ocean T why not dart 
A beam of hope athwart the future’s years, 

AtS of wrath to its days? Hear me! oh, hear me! 

1 am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant— 

1 have gazed on thee at thy rise and fall, 

And bow’d my head beneath thy mid-day beams. 
When my eye dared not meet tliee. I have watch’d 
For thee, and after thee, and pray’d to thee, 

And sacrificed to thee, and read, and fear'd thee. 
And ask’d of tliee, and Uiou hast answer’d — but 
Only to thus much : while 1 speak, he sinks — 

Is gone — and leaves his beauty, not his knowledge, 

To the delighted west, whicli revels in 
Its hues of dying glory. Yet what is 
Death, so it be but glorious? ’T is a sunset ; 

A nd mortals may be happy to resemble 
'The gods hut in decay. 

Enter Ariaces, by art inner door. 

Arb. Beleses, wliy 

So rapt in thy devotions? Dost thou stand 
Gazing to trace thy disappearing god 
Into some realm of undiscover'd day ? 

Our business is with night — ’t is come. 

Jiel. ■ But not 

Gone. '■ 

.4r6. Let it roll on — wc are ready. 

Itel. Yes. 

Would it were over 1 

Arb. Does the prophet doubt, 

'To whom the very stars shine victory? 


liel. I do not doubt of victory— btit the victor. 

Arb. Well, let tliy science settle tiiat. Meantime 
1 have prepared as many glittering spears 
As will out-sparkle our allies — your planets. 

There Is no more to thwart us. Tlie slie-king. 

That less than woman, is even now upon 
The waters w ith his female mates. The order 
Is issued for the feast in the pavilion. 

Tlie first cup wliich Ik; drains will be the last 
QuafTd by the line of Nimrod. 

Jirl. ’T was a brave one. 

Arb. And is a weak one — ’t is worn out — we ’ll 

ltr(. Art sure of that? [mend it. 

A rb. Its founder w as a hunter — 

I am a soldier — w bat is there to fear? 

Del. The soldier. 

Arb. And the priest, it may be : but 

If you thought thus, or think, why not retain 
Your king of concubines? why stir me up? 

Why spur me to this enterprise? your own 
No less than mine? 

Bel. Look to the sky ! 

Arb. Hook. 

Bel. What seest thou ? 

Arb. A fair summer's tw ilight, and 

The gatlicring of the stars. 

Bel. And midst them, mark 

Yon earliest and the brightest, which so quivers. 

As it would quit its place in tlic blue etlier. 

Arb. Well. 

Bel. ’T is thy natal ruler — tliy birth planet. 

i4r&. {iouching his scabbard.) My star is in this 
scabbard : when it shines, 

It shall out-dazzle comets. Let us think 

Of w hat is to be done to justify 

'Tliy planets and their portents. When we conquer. 

They shall have temples — ay, and priests— and llwii 

Shall be the pontiff of— w hat gods thou will ; 

For I observe that they arc ever just, 

And own the bravest for the most devout. 

Brl. Ay, and the most devout for brave — thou hast 
Seen me turn back from battle. [not 

Arb. No; 1 own thee 

As linn in fight as Babylonia's captain. 

As skilful in Cliaidea’s worship : now, 

Will it but please tliec to forget the priest, 

And be the warrior? 

Bel. Why not both? 

Arb. The better; 

And yet it almost shames me, we shall have 
So little to effect. This woman’s warfare 
Degrades the very conqueror. To have pluck'd 
A ^Id and bloody despot from his throne, 

And grappled with him, clashing steel with steel, 
That were lieroicor to win or fall ; 


»c<nics in ail Ills works; but the nolilest alliixiotu in tht* ^andeun ] Uifir voices. Hu can interpret bctwcco lu ami the tir- 

o( rarlh ami heareii. lie “ iiu allcjtuinoe but to the elements.” | nmniciit, or givo us all llie seotuucal of au uvurlasUas soliludo.—' 
Ttic ruuou, the slam. Uic occju, ibe luounUiu desert, arc rntiowctl ! AaoA-] . 
br lilni wlili new <'s(»eecli and Uaguaso,'* ami »'n<l to the heart < 
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But to upraise mv sword against this silkworm, 

And liear him whine, it may be 

lief. Do not deem it : 

He lias that in him w hich may make you strife yet ; 
And were he all you think, his guards are hardy, 

And headed by the cool, stern Salemcncs. 

-Ir6- Tliey ’ll not resist. 

Bel. Why not? they are soldiers. 

Arh. True. 

And therefore need a soldier to command them. 

Bel. That Salejnenes is. . 

Ar6. But not their king. 

Besides, 1 m? hates the effeminate thing that governs, 
For the queen's sake, his sister. Mark you not 
lie keeps aloof from all the revels? 

Bet. But 

Aot from the council — there he is ever constant. 

drfe. And ever thwartedi wh.it would you have more 
To make a rel>el out of? A fool reigning, 

His blood dishonour’d, and himself disdain’d : 

Why, it is his revenge w e work tor. 

Bel. Could 

He but be brought to think .so : this I doubt of. 

Arh. What, if we sound him? 

Bel. Yes— if the lime served. 

Enter Balea. 

Satraps! Theking commands your presence at 
The feast to-night. 

Bel. To hear is to obey. 

In the pavilion? 

Bal. No; here in the j[)alace. 

.Ir6. Howl in the palace? it was not thus order'd. 
Bal. It is so order'd now. 

Arb. And why? 

Bal. 1 know not. 

May I retire? 

Arb. Stay. 

Bel. {lo Arh. aside.) Hush! let him go his way. 
(Alternately to Bal.) Yes, Balea, thank tlie monarch, 
kiss the hem 

Of his imperial robe, and say, his slaves 
Will take the crums he deigns to scatter from 
His royal table at the hour — was 't midnight? 

Bal. Itwas; the place, the hall ofNimrod. Lords, 
I humble me before you, and depart. 

[Exit Balea. 

Arb. I like not this same sudden change of place ; 
There is some mystery : wlierefore should he change 
Bel. Doth he not cliange a thousand times a day ? 
Sloth is of all things the most fanciful — 

And moves more parasangs in its intents 
Than generals in their marches, when they seek. 

To leave their foe at fault. — Why dost thou muse? 

Arb. He loved that gay pavilion, — it was ever 
His summer dotage. 

And he loved his queen— 


And thrice a thousand harlotry besides— 

And he lias loved all things by turns, except 
Wisdom and glory. 

Arb. Still— I like it not. 

If he lias riianged — why, .so must we ; the attack 
Were easy in the isolated Ixiwer, 

Beset with drowsy guards and drunken courtiers; 

But in the hall ofNimrod 

Bel. Is it so? 

Methought tlie haughty soldier fear’d to mount 
A throne too easily— does it disappoint thee 
To find there is a slipperier step or two 
Than what w as counted on ? 

Arb. When the hour comes, 

Thou shall perceive how far I fear or no. 

Thou hast seen my life at stake — and gaily play'd for : 
But here is more upon the die — a kingdom. 

Bel. I have foretold already— thou will win It: 
Then on, and prosper. 

Arb. Now were I a soothsayer, 

I would have boded so much lo myself. 

But be the stars obey'd— I cannot quarrel 
AVilh them, nor their interpreter. Who *8 here? 
Enter Salbueses. 

Sal. Satraps! 

'Bel. My prince! 

Sal. Well met— I sotight ye both, 

But elsewhere than the palace. 

Arh. Wherefore so? 

Sat. ’T is not the hour. 

Arb. The hour! what hour? 

Sal. Of midnight. 

Bel. Midnight, my lord! 

Sat. AVlial, are you not invited ? 

Bel. Oh! yes — we had forgotten. 

5al. Is it usual 

Tluis to forget a sovereign’s invitation? 

Arh. Why — we but now received it. 

Sal. Tlienwhy here? 

Arb. On duty. 

.Sal. On what duty? 

Bel. On the state’s. 

W’e have the privilege to approach the presence; 

But found the monarch absent. ' 

Sal. And 1 too 

Am upon duty. 

Arb. May we crave its purport? 

Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guards! Witlitn there! 


Enter Guards. 


Satraps, 


5aL (ronftiiutn^.) . 

Your swords. 

Bet. {delivering his.) My lord, behold my scimitar. 
Arh. {dravAng his sword). Take mine. 

Sal. {advancing.) I will, 

Arb. But in your heart the blade— 

The hilt quits not this hand. * 


' f«Hind tiMBwntrrtitiAim'il hii prit.uy.*' ] 

’ i MU.— net ciM 
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Sal. (drawing,) Uuw! dost thou brave me? 

’T is well— this saves a trial, and false mercy. 
Soldiers, hew Uowu the rebel! 

Arb. Soldiers! Ay — 

Alone you dare not. 

Sal. Alone! foolish slave— 

^Ybat is there in thee that a prince sliould shrink from 
Of open force? VVe dread Uiy treason, not 
Thy strength ; thy tootle is nought without its venom — 
The serpent's, not the lion’s. Cut him down. 

Bel. (mterposiuy.) Arbaces! Are you hiad? Have 
I not render'd 

Iffy sword ? Then trust like n)e our sovereign’s justice. 

Arb. No— I will sooner trust iho stars thou prat'st of, 
And tins slight arm, and die a king at least 
Of niy own breath and body— so far tliat 
None else shall diain them. 

Sal. (to the Guards.) You hear him and me. 
Take him not,— kill. 

( The Guards attack .\UAceii. who defends himself 
valiantly and dexterously till they iraier. 

Sal. Is it even so; and must 

1 do the hangman’s office? Kecreants! see 
How you should fell a traitor. 

[ Salkmenes attacks Auaces. 

Enter Sabdanapalcs and Train. 

Sar. Hold your hands— 

Upon your lives, I say. What, deaf or drunken? 

My sword! O fool, I wear no sword : here, fellow. 
Give me thy weapon. I To a Guard. 

fSARUAiHAPALUs snoiche$ a sword from one of the 
soldiers, and nuhes between the combatants-^ 
they separate. 

Sar. In my very palace! 

What hinders me from cleaving you in twain. 
Audacious brawlers? 

Bel. Sire, your justice. 

Sal. Or — 

Y'our weakness. 

Sar. (raising the sword.) How ? 

-Sal. Strike! so the blow ’s re{)eated 

Upon yon traitor — whom you spare a mon)ent, 

I trust, for torture— I ’in content. 

Sar. What— him! 

Who dares assail Arbaces? 

Sal. I ! 

Sar. Indeed! 

Prince, you forget yourself. Upon what warrant? 
Sal. (showing the signet.) Tliinc. 

Arb. (confused.) The king’s! 

Sat. Yes! and let the king confirm it. 

Sar. I parted not from this for such a purpose. 
Sal. Yon parted with it for your safety— I 
Employ'd it for tlie best. Pronounce In person. 

Here 1 am but your slave— a niomcut past 
I wa.s your representative. 

Sar. Then sheathe 

Your swords. 

[.VniACES and Salejie?«es return their firorrfji to 
the scabbards. 


5al. Mine ’s sheathed : I pray you slieathe not yours* 
T is Uie sole sceptre left you now with safety. 

Sar. A heavy one; the hilt, too, hurts iny hand. 

(To a Guard.) Here, fellow, take thy weapon back. 
Well, sirs. 

What dotli this mean? 

Bel. The prince must answer that. 

Nuf. Truth upon my part, treason upon theirs. 

Sar. Treason — Arbaces! treadiery and Beicses! 
That were an union I will not believe. 

Bel. W'here is the proof? 

I ’ll answer tliat, if once 
The king demands your fe)Iow>traitor*s sword. 

Arb. (to Sal.) A sword which hath been drawn as 
Against his foes. [oft as thine 

Nat. And now against his brotlier. 

And in an hour or so against himself. 

Sar. That is not possible : he dared not; no — 

Nor — I ’ll not hear of such things. These vain bicker^ 
ings 

.Are spawn'd in courts by base intrigues, and baser 
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men's lives. 

You must have been deceived, my brother. 

Nal. First 

Let him deliver up his weapon, and 
Proclaim himself your subject by that duty. 

And I will answer all. 

Sar. Why if I thought so— 

But no, it cannot be : the Mede Arbaces— 

The trusty, rough, true soldier — the best captain 

Of all who discipline our nations No, 

I *11 not insult him thus, to bid him render 

The scimitar to me he never yielded 

Unto our enemies. Chief, keep your weapon. 

Sal. (dflitcring bark the signet.) Monarch, take 
back your signet. 

Sar. No, retain it 1 

Dut use it w ith more moderation. 

Sal. Sire, 

I used it for your honour, and restore it 
Because I cannot keep it w ith my own. 

Bestow it on Arbaces. 

Sar. So I should : 

He never ask’d it. 

Sal. Doubt not, he w ill have it, 

Without that hollow’ semblance of respect. 

Bel. 1 know not wliat hath prejudiced the prince 
So strongly ’gainst two subjects, tlian whom none 
Have been more zealous for Assyria’s weal. 

Sal. Peace, factious priest, and faithless soldier! thou 
Unitest in thy own person the worst vices 
Of the most dangerous orders of mankind. 

Keep thy smooth words andjuggling homilies 
For those who know thee not. Thy fellow’s sin 
Is, at the least, a bold one, and not temper'd 
By the tricks taught tbee in Chaldea. 

Bel. Hear him, 

My liege — the son of Bclus! he blasphemes 
The worship of the land, wiiirfi bows the knee 
Before your fathers. 

5ar^ Oh ! for that I pray yon 
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him have absolution. I dispense with 
The worship of dead men; feeling that I 
Am mortal, and believing that the race 
From whence I sprung are — wliat Isee them— ashes. 

Bel. King ! Do not deem so ; they ore with the stars, 
And 

Sar. You shall join them there ere they will rise, 

If you preacli farther — Why this is rank treason. 

^Saf. My lord ! 

Sar. To school me in tlie worship of 

Assyria's idols. Let him be released^ 

Give him his sword. 

Sal. My lord, and king, and brother, 

1 pray ye pause. 

Sar. Yes, and be sermonised, 

And dinn’d, and deafen'd with dead men and Baal, 
And all Chaldea’s starry mysteries. 

Bel. Mouarch ! respect them. 

Sar. (Ml ! for that — I love them : 

1 love to watd) them in the deep blue vault. 

And to compare them with my Myrrha's eyes; 

1 love to see their rays redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates’ wave. 

As the light breeze of midnight crisps the broad 
And rolling water, sighing through the sedges 
Which fringe his banks : but whether they may be 
Gods, as some say, or the abodes of gods. 

As others hold, or simply lamps of night. 

Worlds, or the lights of worlds, I know nor care not. 
There ’s something sweet in my uncertainty 
1 would not cliange for your Chaldean lore; 

Besides, 1 know of these all clay can know 
Of aught above it, or below it — nothing. 

I see their brilliancy and feel their lieauty — > 

When they shine on my grave I shall know neither. 

Bel. For neither^ sire, say better, 

Sar. I will wait. 

If it so please you, pontiff, for that knowledge. 

In the mean time receive your sword, and know 
That I prefer your service militant 
Unto your ministry — not loving either. 

Sal. (aside.) His lusts have made him mad. Then 
must 1 save him, 

Spite of himself. 

Sar. Please you to hear me, Satraps! 

And cliiefly thou, my priest, because I doubt thee 
More thau the soldier ; and would douht thee all 
Were thou not half a warrior : let us part 
In peace^I ’ll not say pardon— w Inch must be 
Earn’d by the guilty ; this I ’ll not pronounce ye, 
Although upon this breath of mine depends 
Your own; and, deadlier for ye, on my fears. 

But fear not— for that I am soft, not fearful — 

Ami so live on. W'ere 1 the thing some think me, 
Your heads would now be dripping the last drops 
Of their attainted gore from the high gates 


* IfMm Ukrm beautirul.todivelbeiD brIllUnt.'*] 

* [ The Second Act is, Wc Ihlok, a failare. The oonsplraloni Iistc 
a t cOiuua dialugne, wliicb Is loterru |»(eil bjr Sakmcncs w Ittf a goanl . 


Of Ibid our palace, into the dry dust, 

Tlieir only portion of the coveted kingdom 
They{would be crown’d to reign o’er — let that pass . 
As 1 have said, I will not deem ye guilty, 

^o^ doom ye guiltless. Albeit better men 
Than ye or 1 stand ready to arraign you; 

And should I leave your fate to sterner judges, 

And proofs of all kinds, I might sacriflee 
Two men, who, whatsoe’er tliey now are, were 
Once honest. Ye are free, sirs. 

Arb. Sire, this clemency 

Bel. (.interrupting him.) Is worthy of yourself; and, 
although innocent, 

We thank 

Sar. Priest! keep your thanksgivings for Belus; 
His offspring needs none. 

Bel. But being innocent— 

Sar. Be silent — Guilt is loud. If ye are loyal, 

Ye are injured men, and should be sad, not grateful. 

Bel. So we should be, were justice always done 
By earthly power omnipotent; but innocence 
Must oft receive her right as a mere favour. 

Sar. That ’s a good sentence for a homily, 

Though not for this occasion. Prithee keep it 
To plead thy sovereign’s cause before his people. 

Bel. 1 trust there is no cause. 

Sar. No cause, perhaps ; 

But many causers : — if ye meet with such 
In the exercise of your inquisitive function 
On earth, or should you read of it in heaven 
In some mysterious twinkle of the stars, 

Which-are your chronicles, 1 pray you note. 

That there are worse things betwixt earth and heaven 
Than him who rulcth many and slays none; 

And, hating not himself, yet loves his fellows 
Enough to spare even those who would not spare-him, 
Werethey once masters— but tbal’sdoubiful. Satraps! 
Your swords and persons are at liberty 
To use them as ye w ill — but from this hour 
I have no call for eitlier. Salemenes! 

Follow me.» 

(Fj-cunf Sabdanapalcs. Saleirtves. and the 
Train, ite. leaving .\ebaccs and Bblzsbs. 

Arb. Beleses! 

Bel. Now, wliat think you? 

Arb. That we are lost. 

Bel. That we have won the kingdom. 

Arb. What! thus suspected— with the sword slung 
o’er us 

But by a single hair, and that still wavering, 

To be blown down by his imperious breath 
Wliich spared us— why, I know not. 

Bel. Seek not why; 

But let us profit by the interval. 

The hour is still our own— our power the same — 

The night the same we destined. He hath changed 


Sslemenn b fotiowed hj tbo Alng, who rererstt itt hi« meamrov. 
pjrdoni Arbace*, because ho will iiol bdlcvo him gutliy, and BHo* 
an, Id order to oscapo rrom lib lonx apercUn about the oaUoBat 
religion. Thb ioddent only la well niuia^ed.^liMEH.] 
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Nothing except our ignorance of all i 

Su$])icion into such a certainty 
must make madness of delay. 

Arb. And yet | 

What, doubling still ? 

Arb. Hespared our lives; nay, more, 

Saved them from Saleinenes. I 

Rel. And ho\>- long 

AVill he so Sparc? till the first drunken minute. 

Arb. Or sober, rather. Yet he did it nobly; 

Gave royally what we bad forfeited 

Basely 

Del. Say bravely. 

Arb. Somewhat of both, perhaps. 

Blit it has touch'd me, and, whote'er betide, 

I w ill no furtljer on. 

DeL And lose the world I j 

.Irft. Lose any thing except iny own esteem. 

Bel. 1 blush that we should ow e our lives to such 
A king of distalTs! 

Arb. But no less wc owe them; 

And 1 should blush far more to take tl)C grantor’s! 
Del. Thou may’st endure whate’er thou wilt— the 
stars 1 

Have written otherwise. 

Arb. Though they came down, 

And marshall’d me the way In all their brightness, 

I would not follow, I 

Del. This is weakness— worse i 

Than a scared beldam's dreaming of the dead, i 

And waking in tlie dark. — Go to— go to. 

.,lr6. Mcthoiight he look’d like^imrod as he spoke, 
Kven as the proud ini|)erial statue stands 
Looking the monardi of the kings around it, 

And sways, while they but ornament, the temple. 

Dei. 1 told you that you had too much despised 
him. 

And that lliere was some royalty witliiii him — 

What Uien ? he is the nobler foe. 

Arb. But we 

The meaner. — Would he had not spared us! 

Del. So — 

Wouldst thou he sacrificed thus readily? 

/Ir6. No— but it had been better to have died 
Than live ungratcfhl. 

Del. Oh, the souls of some men I 

Thou wouldst digest what some call treason, and 
Fools treachery— and, behold, upon the sudden, 
Because, for something or for nothing, this 
Rash reveller steps, ostentatiously, 

’Twixt thee and ^lenienes, thou art turn’d 
Into — what shall I say? — Sardanapalus! 

I know no name more Ignominious. 

Arb. But 

An hour ago, who dared to terra me such 
Had held his life but lightly— as it is, 

I must forgive you, even as he forgave us^ 
Semiramis herself would not have done it. 

I/cf.No— U jc queen liked no sharers of the kingdom, 
Not even a husband. 

Arb. 1 must serve him truly—— 


Del. .\nd humbly? 

Arb. ■ No, sir, proudly— being honest. 

I shall be nearer llironcs than you to heaven: 

And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofty. 

You may do your own deeming — you liave codes, 

And mysteries, and corollaries of 

Right and wrong, which I lack for my direction, 

And must pursue but what a plain heart teaches. 

And now' you know me. 

Del. Have youdinisii’d ? 

Arb. Yes — 

With you. 

Del. And would, perhaps, betray as well 
As quit me! 

Arb. That ’s a sacerdotal thought, 

And not a soldier’s. 

Del. Be it what you will — 

Truce witfi tliesc wranglings, and but bear me. 

Arb. No— 

There is more peril in your subtle spirit 
Than in a phalanx. 

Del. Hit must be so — 

I 'll on alone. 

Arb. Alone! 

Del. Thrones hold but one. 

.Irb. But this is lill’d. 

Del. With worse tlian vacancj- — 

A despi.sed monarch. Look to it, Arl)Oces : 

1 have still aided, cherish’d, loved, and urged you; 
Was willing even to serve you, in the hope 
To serve and save Assyria. Heaven itself 
Seem’d to consent, and ail events were friendly. 

Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
Into a shallow softness : but now, rather 
Than see my country languish, I will be 
Her saviour or the vietini of her tyrant, 

I Or one or both, for sonielimes !>oth are one; 

And if I win, Arbaces is ray servant. 

I Arb. Four servant ! 

: fiel, "Why not? better than be slave. 

The pardon’d slave of she Sardanapalus I 
Enter Pa:«ia. 

7»an. My lords, I bear an order from the king. 

Arb. It is obey’d ere spoken. 

Notwithstandiog, 

Let ’s hear it. 

Pan. Forthwith, on this very night. 

Repair to your respective satrapies 
Of Babylon and Media. 
pfl. With our troops ? 

Pan. My order is imto the satraps and 
Their household train. 

Arb. But 

It must be obey'd : 

Say, we depart. 

Pan. My order is to see you 

Depart, and not to bear your answer. 

* Del. (aside.) * 

Well, sir, we will accompany yon hence, 
i Pan.T will retire to marshal forth the guard 
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Of honour which befits your rank, and wait 
Your leisure, so that it the hour exceeds not. 

Pa!<IA. 

Bel. -Voir Uien obey ! 

Jrb. Doubtless. 

liel. Ves, to the gates 

That grate the palace, which is now our prison— 
>0 further. • 

/tr6. Thou hast harp’d the truth indeed ! 

The realm itself, in all its w ide extension, 

Yawns dungeons at each step for thee and me. 

Bel. Graves! 

Arh. If I thought so, this good sword should dig 
One mure than mine. 

Bel. It shall have w ork enough. 

l.et me hope better than thou aiigurest; 

At present, let us lienee as best we may. 

Thou dost .agree w ith me in un<lerstanding 
Tliis order as a sentence ? 

Arb, ^Vhv, what other 

Interpretation should it bear? it is 
The very policy of orient nmnardis — 

Pardon and poison — favours and a sword — 

A distant voyage, and an eternal slei*p. 

How many satraps in his father’s linn*— 

For he I own is, or at least uas, bloodless — 

Bel. But will not, can not be so now. 

Arb. 1 doubt it. 

How many satraps have I seen set out 
In his sire's day for mighty vice-ro> allies, 

'NVliose tombs are on their |iath ! 1 know not how, 
But they all sicken’d by the way,xit was 
So long and heavy. 

Bel. Let us but regain 

The free air of the city, and wc 'll shorten 
The journey. 

Arb. ’T will be shorten'd at tlie gales, 

It in.iy be. 

Bel. T<io; they hardly will risk that. 

They mean us to die privately, but not 
■\Vithin the palace or the city w alls, 

Where wc are known, and may have partisans : 

If they had meant to slay us here, wc were 
?io longer with Uie living. Let us hence. 


j Arb. If I but thought he did not mean iny life 

Bel. >'ool! hence— what else should despotism 
, alarm’d 

Mean? I,.et\is hut rejoin our troops, and march, 
i Arb. Towards our provinces ? 

Bet. No ; tow ards your kingdom. 

There’s time, there’s heart,. ind hope, and power, and 
' means, 

Which llieir half measures leave us in full scope.-^- 
' Away!, 

Arb. And I, even yet repenting, must 
Relapse to guilt ! 

Bel. Self-defence is a virtue, 

I Sole bulwark of all right. Away, Isay! 

I Let ’s leave this place, the air grows thick and cbok ing, 
And the walls have a scent of nightshade — hence! 

Let us not leave them time for further council. 

Our quirk departure proves our civic zeal ; 

' Our quick departure hinders our good escort, 

The worthy Pania, from anticipating 
The orders of some parasangs from hence : 

' Nay, there ’s no other choice, Init hence, I say. 

I Exit vuth Awbacrs. who follows reluctantly.^ 

Enter SABnA?(Ae.vLr.s and Salkmexks. 

Sar. Well, all is remedied, and witliout'bloodshcd, 

1 That worst of mockeries of a remedy; 

! We are now secure by these men’s exile. 
yal. Yes, 

As he who treads on flowers is from the adder 
Tw ined round their roots. 

Sar. Why, what w ouldst have me do ? 

Su/. Undo wlint you have done. 

Nar. Revoke my pardon ? 

Sal. Replace the crown now tottering on your 
temples. 

Snr. That were tyrannical. 

Sal. But sure. 

• .Sar. We are so. 

What danger can they work upon the frontier? 

Sal. They are not tliere yet— never should they lie 
Were I well listen'd to. [so, 

Sar. N. 1 V, I have listen'd 

Impartially to thee— why uot to them ? 


> [Arhacc* U nirrc coinmon-placc warrior: and on 

whom, wc siupcct. Lord Bjroa hai hrAlowcd more tli^n usual 
pains, is a very ordinary .ind nninicrt'sUttg villain. Sanlanapaliis, 
indeed, and Salein^iies, are both made lo spoak of <he wily Clial- 
dcao os ibe uu«(cr>iiiuY« of the as a |iulitici.in in wIioac hands 
Arbaccs Is but a ‘'warlike puppet ami Dioduriu Sicttli» has re- 
prrMMiie.1 him, in fact, as Ihc first insiigalurof Arlwiccs lo his Irra- 
•on. and os makiuK nw uf lii* priesUy character, and bis supposed 
power of foretellim; future events, to iullaoie Ihc ambition, lu di- 
rect the measures, U» Histaia the hopes, and to repruvo Uie des- 
iHHidi-ncy of Ids comrade- But uf all Ibis uuthtDft appears In the 
(rat;e<iy. Lord liyniu has been so anxioos lo show his own con- 
tempt for (he priest, that he has nut even allowed him that dure of 
eunuitiK aud evil inllueitce wtiich wa.« Decenary for the part wliich 
lie had tu till. Imicad of belna the original. Ihc resiles.s and iiih 
prompter to bold and vsicketi measures, we find him, on 
bh iirst ap{M*3raHC«. hangiug back from tiie enterprise, anil chilllQ]^ 
the encq;y of Arbaces by an enumeraUun of the real or pasdbtedif- 
ticulUes which udjhi yet impede its execution. Iiislead of cxcr- 


chiuR tliat jHiwer over the mini] of his comrade which a religions 
imtiosinr may well |ios«ess over better ktid more niaitnanimoiis 
souls lh.in Ills own, RelcMr-s Is made to pour hit pretlieMons into lo- 
crodulous ears; and Arbaci'sis as mere an epicurean in his creed as 
Sardauapalus. When wc iiiijtht have cx|iecled (o Knd him i^azjjtj; 
wiih hoiM* ami reverrnce on the star which the Llialdean |Hdnisoi>t 
as Ills natal pfanet, the lUHian warrior s|>eaks, in the language of 
Mczeiitiiis, uf ll»c sword «i whieli his cualidcncrde]icod*. and in- 
stead ofhriug a looi in the hand of the |•outi^f. he almost every 
Ihiug which Is likely lo afTronl him. Though Bclrsi's is iDlrodncrd 
to Us as engaged in devotion and as a fervent wur>hipper of ihn 
Siiii, he is nuwticre matte either to feel or to cbuoterfeil that prn- 
fessional zra\ agaiasisardana|talus which I iiio|>enci.vntcmpl of the 
gods would n.ituralty call for ; and no reason appears, ihruughuiit 
the play, why Arhaers f4iotdd follow, against Imouu conscience 
anii-otdnion, the counsels of a man of whom he screaks with dislike 
and disgust, and whose pretences to in*piration and sinctily he 
treats with unmingled ridicule.— Buoor lUBcn.j ' 
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Sal. You may know tliat hereaRer; as it is, 

I take my leave, to order forth the guard. 

Sor. And you will join us at the banquet? 

Sal. Sire, 

Dispense with me — I am no w assailer : 

Command me in all service save the Bacchant's. 

Sar. Nay, but 't is (it to revel now and then. 

Sal. And 6t that some should watch for those w ho 
revel 

Too oft. Am I permitted to depart? 

jiar. Yes Stay a moment, my good SaJemenes, 

My brother, my best subject, better prince 

Tlum 1 am king. Y'ou should have been the monarch, 

And Ir— I know not wliat, and care not ; but 

Tliiok not I am insensible to all 

Tiiine honest wisdom, and thy rough, yet kind, 

Though oft reproving, sutterance of my follies. 

If I Imve spar^ Uiese men against thy counsel, 

That is, their lives— it is not that 1 doubt 
The advice was sound; but, let them live : we will not 
Cavil about their lives — so let Uiem mend them. 
Their banishment will leave me still sound sleep, 
Which tlieir death bad not left me. 

Sal. Thus you run 

The risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors-^ 

A moment’s pang now changed for years of crime. 
Still let them be made quiet. 

5or. T^mpt me not : 

!\ly word is past. 

Sal. But it may be recall’d. 

Sar. *T is royal. 

Sal. And should therefore be decisive. 

This half indulgence of an exile serves 
But to provoke— a pardon should be full, 

Or it is none. 

Sar. And who persuaded me 
After I had repeaPd them, or at least 
Only disnriss’d them from our presence, who 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies? 

Sal. True; that 1 had forgotten; that is, sire. 

If they e’er reach’d tlieir satrapies — w hy, then, 
Reprove me more for my advice. 

Sar. ^ And if 

Tliey do not readi them— look to it ! — in safety. 

In safety, mark me — and security— 

Look to thiuc own. 

iS’al. Permit me to depart; 

Tlieir safely shall be cared for. 

Sar. Get thee hence, then; 

And, prithee, think more gently of thy brother. 

Sal. Sire, I sliall ever duly serve my sovereign. 

[Kxit Sai.rmr*<es. 

Sar. {solus.) That man is of a temper too severe; 
llard but as lofty as the rock, and free 
From all the taints of eoniinon eartli — while 1 
Ain softer clay, impregnated with Dowers : 


' »UeDt notl, eor lawe«d dellT. 

AUhootfb hU owrMe r«cc looks fronnloglT 
AS lb« iluJi sbkdons, " rtc.] 


But as our mould is, must the produce be. 

If I have err’d this time, ’t is on the side 
Where error sits most lightly on that sense, 

I know not what to call it ; but it reckons 
With me oft times for pain, and sometimes pleasure; 
A spirit which seems placed about my heart 
To count its throbs, not quicken them, and ask 
Questions which mortal never darell to ask me, 

Nor Baal, though au oracular deity—' 

I Albeit his marble face niajestical 
I Frow ns as the shadows of the evening dim 
I liis brows to changed expression, till at times 
1 think the statue looks in act to speak. 

Away with tliese vain thoughts, I will be Joyous — 
And here comes Joy’s true herald. 

Enter MvajiiU. 

i/yr. King! the sky 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder, 

Id clouds that seem approaching fast, and show - 
In forked (laslies a ronnnnnding tempest.* 

Will you then quit the palace? 

Sar. Tempest, say'st thou ? 

iWyr. Ay, my good lord. 

Sar. For my own part, I should Im: 

Not ill content to vary the smooth scene. 

And watch the warring elements; but this 
Would little suit the silken garments and 
Smooth faces of our festive friends. Say, Myrrha, 
Art tiiou of those who dread the roar of clouds ? 

A/yr. In my own country we respect their voices 
As auguries of Jove.* 

Sar. Jovel— ay, your Baal— 

Ours also has a property in thunder. 

And ever and anon some falling bolt 
Proves his divinity,— and yet sometimes 
Strikes his own altars. 

Jfyr. That w ere a dread omen. 

•Sar. Y’es— forthe priest. Well, wc will notgo forth 
Beyond the palace walls to-night, but make 
Our feast within. 

Myr. Now', Jove be praised ! that he 

Hath lieard the prayer thou wouldst not hear. Ttie gods 
Are kinder to thee than thou to thyself, 

And flash this storm between tbeeand tby foes, 

To shield thee from them. 

vS’ar. Child, if tlwre be peril, 

Methinks it is the same w itliin these walls 
As on the river's brink. 

Myr. Not so; these walls 

Arc high and strong, and guarded. Treason has 
To penetrate through many a w inding way, 

And massy portal : but in the pavilion 
There is no bulwark. 

Sor. No, nor in the palace, 

Nor in the fortress, nor upon the top 
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Of ctoud-fenced Caiicnsiis, where the eagio sits ^ 
^'ested in pathless clefts, if treachery be : 

Even as the arrow finds the airy king, 

The steel will reach the earthly. Rut be, calm : 

The men, or innocent or guilty, are ' 

Banish'd, and far upon their way. 

' Tliey live, then ? 
Sar. So sanguinary? TTiou? 

I would not shrink 

Frmbust infliction of due punishment 
On tTOse who seek your life : were 't otherwise, '' 

I should not merit mine. Besides, you heard 
The princely Salemenes. 

Sar. This is strange ; 

The gentle and the austere are both against me. 

And urge me to revenge. 

’T is a Greek virtue. 

Sar. Bdt not a kingly one— I Ml none on ’t; or 

If ever I indulge in M, it shall be 

With kings — my equals. ” 

These men sought to be so. 
Sur. Myrrha, this is loo feminine, and springs- 
From fear-^ 

Myr. For you. 

Sar. No matter, still *t is fedr. 

1 have observed your sex, once roused to wralii. 

Are timidly vindictive to a' pitch 
Of perseverance, which I would not dopy. 

I thought you were exempt from this, as from 
TIm 5 childish helplessness of Asian women'.' 

Myr . My lord, I am no boaster of ray love, ' 

Nor of my attrilmtes^ I have shared your splendour, 
And will partake your fortunes. You may live 
To find one slave more true than subject myriads ; 
But this the gods avert ! I am coutent 
To be beloved on trust for w hat I feel, 

Rather than prove it to you in your griefs, * 

Which might not yield to any chres of mine. 

•Sor . Grief cannot come where perfect love exists, 
Except to heighten it, and vanislifrom 
That whlth it wuld not scare away. Let *s.in— 
The hour approaches, and we must prepare 
To meet the invited guests who grace our Teast. 

. ■ {Eoreuhf.* 

ACT m. 

SCE.'VET 

^ Jhe Itatl of the ralace iJlumiitolett. 

9aida5APall'!i and hit Guests at Table.— -A storm with-' 
out, and ThumUY oecasionally heard during the Han- 
• qwt. . 

Sar. Fill full I why this iS as it should he : here' " 
Is m> true realm; ajiiidst bright eyes and'fcices 
Happy as fair ! Here sorrow cannot reqeh. 

Zam. Nor elsewhere — where the king is, pleasure 
sparkles. 


5ar. Is not this better now than Nimrod’s huntings, 

•Or'my wild grandam;s cliase in seardi pf kingdoms 
She could not keep when conquered? 

Mighty though 

TJiey were, as ail thy royal line have been, 

Yet none of those who went before have reach'd 

Tlic'acme of Sardanapalus, w'ho 

Has placed bis joy in peace— the sole true glor) . . 

Sar. And pleasure, good Altada, to which glory 
Is but the path. What is it that we Seek ? 
Enjoyment! Wehavecutthewayshortto.it, 

And not gone tracking it through human ashes, 
.Making a grave with every footstep. 

Zam. * . No; 

All hearts are happy, and all voices bless 
The king of peace, who holds a world in jubilee.'* 

.Sar. Art sure of that? 1 have heard otherwise ; 
Some sfty that there be traitors. ' 

Zam. . . Traitors they 

W’ho dare to say so !— ’'f is fnipossible. . , 

What cause ? . , 

Sar. What cause? true,— fill the gobletup; 
W< will not. think of them : there are none sdclif 
Or if there be, they are gone. » 

Aff. Ouekts, to my pl^ge ! 

DoVn on your knees, and drink a measure to 
The safety of tlie king— the monarch, say I ^ 

The god Sardanapalus ! 

[ Zamb and the Guests kneel anti ejrelaim— 
Mightier tlun 

His fhtber Baal, the god Sardanapalus ! 

' ( It thunders at they kneel; some start up m 
condition. 

Zam. MVhy do you rise, my friends? iatha't strong 
llis father gods consented. [peal 

Myr. Menaced, rather. 

King, wilt thou hear this mad impiety? 

Sar. Impietyr — nay, if the sireswho reign’d 
Before me can he gods, I *11 not disgrace , 

Their lineage. But arise, my pious friends ; 

Hoard your devotion Cor the thunderer there : 

I seek hut to be loved, not worshipp'd.. 

Alt. Both— 

Bpih you must ever be by an true subjects. 

.Sot. Sluthinks the tliunders Still increase': it fs 
) An awful night. 

I .Wyr, Oh yes, for those who have ' . 

.1 No palace to protect their worship|>ers. 

I .Sar. That ’s true, my Myrrlto ; and could I convert 
J My realm to one wide sliclter for the wretched, 
i ’d do it. ^ ' 

j Myr. Thou 'rt no god, then, not to be . . 

! Able to w'urk a will so good aud general, ' ^ 

I A's thy wish would itupjy. 

i. S(tr. '' And your gods, then, 

i Who can, and do not ? , . 

I Myr. I>o not speak of that," ' 


• f VJiewrtikrr nicrij pTogr A*l«g «aiDfn,"j • i of Arbaces, Jb delection by ihOlftilance of SSlcrnenc*, iiid ihe loo 

I Tbc le^nJ Ac(, wliichcoalwoa ibe tklaili of Uifc coniplracy I w*»o!c; heavy and unliUrresUn^.— JEVrtir.J ' • 
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Le«t we provoke them. 

Sot.’ True, they love not censure 

Better than mortals. Friends, s thouglit has struck 
Were there no temples, would tlicre, tliinkye, he (me: 
Air worshippers ? that is, when it is angry, 

And j>e)ting as even now« 

J/yr. , The Persian prays ' ' 

Upon his mountain. 

iSor,. Yes, when the sun shines. 

Myr. And I would ask if this your palace were 
Unroofd and desolate, how many ilattercrs 
Would lick the dust in which the king lay low ? 

Ait. The fair Ionian is too sarcastic 
.Upon a nation whom she know s not well ; 

The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king's, 
And homage is their pride. 

.Sor. ^ay, pardon, guests. 

The fair Greek’s readiness of speech. 

Alt. • < Parduw / sire ; 

We honour her of all things next .to thee. 

Uark 1 what was that ? 

Zam. 'Ihat } nothing but tlie jar 

Of distant portals shaken by the wind. 

Alt. It sotHided like tlie clash of— hark again I 
Zam. The big rain pattering on the roof. 

Sor. No more. 

MyTr(ia, my love,'hast thou thy shell in order ? 

Sing me a song of Sappho, her, thou know’st, 

Who in thy country threw'— 

Enter Pa:«ia, hit ttcord amt garmentt bloody, and 
disordered. The Guetft rise in eomfiuion.t ■ 

Pan. [to thf Guards.) Look to the portals ; 
And with your best speed to Hie walls without. 
Your* arms! To arms! The king's in danger. Mon- 
ExcUse this haste, — 't is faith. ' [arch! 

Sar. Speak on. 

Pati. . ’ - It is 

As Salemcnes fear'd; tlic faithless satraps— 

Sar. Y'oii are wounded— give some wine. Take 
breath, good Pania. 

Po». *Tis nothing— anierenesh wound. I amworn 
More with my speed to warn my sovereign, 

Thao hurt in his defence. * ■ 

Myr. Well, sir, the rebels ? 

Pan. Soon as Arbaccs and Bclcscs readi'd 
Their stations rn the city, they refused 
To march ; and on roy attempt to use the power 
Which I was dclegati^ with, tliey call’d 
Upon their troops, who rose in fierce defiance. 

Myr. 'All ?■ ♦ 

Pan. Too many. 

Sat. - Sjiare not of thy free speech. 

To spare mine ears tlie truth. 

Pan.' • • ' Hy own slight guard 

Were faithful, and what 's left of it is still so. 

Myr. And are tliese all the force still faithful ! 

Pan. * No— • 


The Bactrians, now led on by Salemcnes, 

Who even then was on his way, still urged 
By strong suspicion of the Mtdian chiefs. 

Arc numerous, and make strong bead against 
The reiiels, figliting inch by inch, and forming 
An orb around the palace, where they mean 
To centre ail tlieir force, and save the king. 

{He hesitates.) 1 am charged to 

Myr. 'Tisnotimeforhesit^On. 

Pan. Prince Salemenes doth implore the kiiuf 
To arm himself, although but for a moment, ^ 
And show himself unto the soldiers : his 
Sole presence in this instant hilght do more 
Than hosts can do in his behalf. 

&tr. What, bo! 

My armour there. 

Myr. And wilt thou ? 

,Sar. ' Will I not? 

Ho, tliere !— but seek not for the buckler ; 't is 
Too heavy :— a light cuirass and my sword. 

Where are the rebels ? 

Pan. Scarce a furlong's length 

From tlie outward wall the’fiercest confikt rages. 

Sar. Then 1 may charge on horseback. Sfero, bo ! 
Order my horse out.— There is space enough 
Even in our courts, and by the outer gale, 

To marshal half the horsemen of Arabia. 

[fxt'r SPBao for the armour. 
Myr. How I do love thee ! 

Nar. 1 ne'er doubted it. 

Myr. But now I know thee. 

Sar. (fo his Attendant.) Bfing down roy spear too. — 
Where ’$ Salemenes? 

Pan. Where a sbldier should be, 

In the thick of the fight. 

Sar. Then hasten to him— Is 

The path still open, and communication 
Left ’twixt the palace and the plialanx ? 

Pan. *Twas 

When I late left hipi, and 1 have no fear : 

Our troops were steady, and the phalanx form'd. 

Sar. Tell lum to spare hiS person for the present. 
And that 1 will nut spare my own— and say, 

I come. 

Pan. There 's victory in the very word. 

[£.rtf Pania. 

5or. Altada — Zames— fortli, and arm ye! There 
.Is ail in readiness in the armoury. 

See that the women are bestow’d in safety 
In the remote apartments : let a guard 
Be set before tliem, w ith strict cliarge to quit 
The post but with their lives— command it, Zames. 
Altada, arm yourself, and return here; 

Your post is near our person. 

^ [ ExeunS Eahxs. AtTADA/and odl save Mtbma. 
JSniir Sfero and others with the King's arms, etc. 
Sfe. King! your armour. 


■ [EwlrinIhclWrd*ci;ni.ix>TJlbMi4ii.«ll.ai.tarb«IJj,,«U«,J M«;l.iV»,Mi|ihcCrcelW(>»lorilrrriiaoiouiil.lotl,|.ropo-oni«. 
Unugioi.trcaMMAod mott;«odtbeR(herevellcrkUze»outliito J ^Jurriitv.} ' 
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Sar. (armhtg himself.) Give me the cuirass — so : 
rny boldric ; DOW 

My sword : I ^ad forgot the helm—where is it ? 

That *s well — no, *t is too hewv : you mistake, too-— 
It was pot this I meant, but that which 
A diadem around it. 

Sfe. Sire, I deem'd j 

That too conspicuous from the precious stones 
To risk your sacred brow beneath— and, trust me, 
This is of better metal, though les» rich. 

Srtr. You deem’d ! Are you too turn’d a rebel ? Fel- 
Your part is to obey : return, and — no — [low I 

It is too late— I will go forth without it. 

Sfe. At least, wear this. 

Sar. Wear Caucasus ! why, ’l is 

A mountain on my temples. 

Sfe. Sire, the meanest 

Soldier goeonot forth thus exp<)sed to battle. 

All men will recognise you— for the storm 
Has ceased, and the moon breaks forth in her bright- ' 
5ar. I go forth to be recognised, and thus [ness. ' 
Shall be so sooner. >ow— my spear! I 'm arm’d. ^ 
I In going slope short, and turns to 8febo. 
Sfero— I had forgotten— briug the mirror.' 

Sfe. The mirror, sire ? ■ 

Sar. Yes, sir, of polish’d brass, 

Brought from the spoils of India— but be speedy. * 

[ Exit Sf£bo. 

iSor. Myrrha, retire unto a place of safety. 

Why went you not forth w itli the other damsels ? . 
Myr. Because ray place is i>ere. 

Sar. ' And when I am gone— 

Myr. 1 follow. * 

Sar. . Ihu/ to battle? 

hfyr. • If it were so, 

'T were not the first Greek girl had trod the path. 

1 will await here your return. • 

' Sar. The place 

Is spacious, and the first to be sought out. 

If they prevail ; and, if it be so. 

And I return not— 

Still we meet again. 

Sar. How? 

Jifyr. In the spot where all must meet at last — 
In Hades ! if there be, as I belf eve, 

A shore beyond the Styx : and if there be not. 

In ashes. 

Sar. Barest thou so much? 
ifpr. • I dare nil things 

Except survive w hat I have loved, to be 


r [" In the third Act,, where Sardaotpalns caih fgr a mtrroi' to 
look at himwlf in tiis armour, recollect to qiiCIc the Latin pa«a|{e 
from Juvroat upon niho (a similar chantcier. who did (he same 
thine >. Girrord will help you (o II. Tlie trait Is, pcrtiapa, lo<» 
miliar, but it is tdstoi leal ( of Oiho, at least], and natural iit an effe. 
mitfale character.”— Cord b. to Mr. At.] 

* [** lUe isort spscalofD paUkl fnstsawQ oihOBto, • 

Arlurls Araud t^oUuiQ. quo sc ilk ildebst 
Aribtlun, ram J.tin lolH tciiils jubercl. 

Hr* mesnoramta ootb aiiiMlIka^, Al^nr rcrnill 
HMorts, sperulam risUkrciTins kdU/'-tM. $■(, U. 

*' TklM BrauM a uUnor-psibU Ultra ’• boMl 


A rebel’s booty : forth, and do your bravest. 
Re-enter Srato with the mirror. 

Sar. (looking at him.^elf.) This cuirass fits me well, 
the baldric better, 

And the helm not at all. Methinks I seem 

I Flings away the helmet after trying it again. 
Passing well in these toys; and now to, prove them. 
Altada! Where ’s Altaii? 

. Sfe. Waiting, sire, 

Without : he has your shield in readiness. 

Sar. True; I forgot he Is my shield-bearer 
By right of blood, derived from age to agd. ^ 
Myrrlia, embrace me ; — yet once iiK)re— once more — 
Love me,'w'hate’er betide. My chiefest glory 
Shall be to make me worthier of your love. 

. .}fyr. Go forih, and conquer I 

[Exeunt SAanAnAPALCs and Sfbbo.i 
N ow, I am alone; 

All are gone forth, and of that all how few 
Perhaps return. Let him but* vanquish; and 
Me perish! If he vanquish not, I perish; 

For I will not outlive him. He has wound 
About my luart, I know not how nor why. ’ ' 

Not for that he is king; for now bis kingdom 
Rocks underneath his throne, and the eaclh yawns 
To yield Him no more of it than a grave* 

And yet I love him more. Oh, mighty Jove! 

Forgive this monstrous love for a barbarian," 

W’bo knows not of Olympus! yes, I love bim* 

Now, now, far more tlian «Hark— to the war shout! 

Methinks it nears me. If it should be so, 

[She draws forth a small rial. 
Tliis cunning Colchian poison, which my father 
Learn’d to compound on Kuxine shores, 9 iid taught me 
How to preserve, sitall free me! It had fre^ me 
Long ere this hour, but that I loved, until • 

1 half forgot I was a slave ; — where all , 

Are Siqves save one, and proud of servitude. 

So they are served in turn by something lower 
In the degree of bondage, we forget 
That shackles worn like ornaments no less 
Are chains. Again that shout! and now the closli 

Of arms— aud now— and now 

4 Enter Altada. 

Ho, Sfero, ho! 

^fyr. He is not here; whntwouldst thou with him? 
Goes on the conflict? (How 

Ah. , Dubiously and fiercely. .1 « 

4/yr. And the king? 


I Aurvoran Actor'ftpolM. Htwrp. nhtklilf hoH, 

\ Wlib ttioal*. Ib« blfroRlontie ftslit rt'qulrni. 

He «l<«<VI,bUniRlle<] furm:«l^'(>.aod Mliulrc^! • 

Lo.lTiww lubjfcl for lira bbtoHcpiBc. 

A miRoa. mi4*( tbc RnDi of rtvil raB»l*’>ctrrcR».] 

V [ Id the lUrvI Act, tlic king sail IiIa ootirllrrR nre illslurhM at 
Ihrir banquet by the brcahlAig oat of the oinspiracy. Tfie laitiu 
wfoch follows, if we OTcrliwik Utf abwidily, whicii ncciirv (iiir1u|i; 
oiie part of It. of hostile armies drawn up aKain«>t each'uthcr In a 
dining-ropm. is extremely well luM ; and S.inlauApahu db)Mayt . 
Um predte niiilure of effeminacy lod courage 'hwily aim) Ulent. 
whfadi belong to his charaettr.— B isdOp lUBbi.l 
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AH, . Likeaking. I miuiUind Sfero, | 

And bring him a new spear and bis own helmet. j 
He fights till now bare-headed, and by far 
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his face, 
j\]id the Joe toO; and in the moon's broad light, 

Ills silk tiara and his flowing hair 
Make Innt a mark too royal. Every arrow 
Is pointed at the fair hair and fair features, * ■ 
AtuLUie broad fillet which nrownsholh. 

Afyr. » Ye gods, 

Who fulminate o’ec iny father’s land, protect him! 
Wefe you sent by the king?' 

AH. . , .By Salemcnes, 

Who sent me privily upon this charge,^ 

AViihout (he knowledge of the careless sovereign. 

The kiiig! the king fights as he revels! hoi' 

What Sfierol I will seek the armoury — 

He must be there. . • 

Ai.taha. 

,^fyr. T1s no dishonour — no — 

'T is DO dishonour to ha\'e loved this man. 

I almost wish now, what I never wish’d 
Before, that he were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in wearing Lydian Oiiiptiate's 
Slke-garb, ond wielding her >Mc distaff; surely 
He, tvho. springs up a Hercules at once, 

Cursed in effeminate arU from youth to manhood, 
And nislies from the banquet to the battle, 

As though it were a bed of love, deserves 
Tliat a Greek girl should be bis paramour. 

And a Greek bard his minstrel, a Greek tomb 
His monument. How' goes the strife, sir ? 

Enter an Officn. 

OffitTT. Lost, 

Lost almost past recovery. Zames! Where 
ls2am'es? 

-3fyr. ♦ Posted with the guard 3|q)ointcd 
To watch before the apartment nf the women.* 

[EJfit Ofprer. 

Mijr. {sola.) He ’s gone ; and told no more than tliat 
all’s lost! ' ' 

What need have 1 to know more?* In those words, 
Those little words, a kingdom and a king, 

A Hne of thirteen ages, and the lives 
Of thousands, and the fortune of all left 
With life, are merged;’ and I, too, with the great, 
Like a small bubble breaking with the wave , 
Which bore it, shnl( be nothing.. At the least, 

My fa^e is in my keeping : no proud victor 
Shall count uie with his spoils. 

£nl#r Pat<xa. 

Pan, Away witli me, 

Myrrha, without delay ; we must not los^ 

A inomeot — all that lef\ us now. 

Myr. Tlieking? 

Sent me here to conduct you hence, beyond 
Tin*, rivw, by a secret passage. ^ 

Myr. 'riicn 

He livjM - — ' 

Pan, And charged me to secure yoUr life, * 


And beg you to live on for his sake, till 
He can rejoin you. 

Myr,. Will he then give ^ay? 

Pan. Not till the last. Still, still he does whate’er. 
Despair can do ; and step by step disputes . 

Ihc very palace. 

Myr. They ore here, then ay, 

Tlieir shouts come ringing througli the aiicient balls. 

Never profaned by rebel echoes till 

This fata) night. Farewell, Assyria’s line ! 

Farewell to all of Nimrod! Even the name . 

Is now no more. , 

Pan. Away with me— away! 

. Myr. No : I ’ll die here!— Away, ond tell your king 
1 lov^ him to the last. 

Enter SAEDAnAPALi's and Salehkjcks with 5oW/rr». 
PaSia quits Mtuhha, ami range* himself with th«m. 

Sar. Since it is thus, 

We ’ll die where we were bom— in our own halls. 
Serry your ranks — stand firm. I^have despatch’d 
A trusty satrap for the guard of Zames, 

All fresh and faithful ; they ’ll be here anon. 

Ail is not Over. — Pania, look to M>Trlw.* 

[ Papua reitirn* /otcar<i* MvneuA. 

Sal. We have breathing lime ; yet one mord charge, 
One for Assyria! [niy friends— 

Sar. Rather soy for Bactrial 

My faithful Baclrians, I will henceforth be 
King of your nation, and we *1) bold together 
• Tliis realm as province. 

Sal. Hark ! they come— they come. 

Enter Bf.i.kSes and Ariaces twfh Be6c/*. 

Arb. Set on, we.have tliem iri the toil. Charge! 

charge! [ — 

Bel. On! on!— Heaven fights for us, and with us. 

' I They charge the King and Sai.emep»ks their 
Troops, who defend till the arrival 

of with the Guard before mentioned. The 
Itebels are then driven off, and purjiwed by 
SAi.ENE^FS. etc. d* the King i* going to jo its 
the pursuit, HELEiKA crosses him. 

\ Bel, Ho 1 tyrant—/ w ill end this war. 

Snr. Even so. 

My warlike priest, ond precious prophet, and 
Grateful and trusty subject : — yield, I pray thee. 

I. would xoserve thee for A filter doom, 

Rather than dip piy liands in holy blood. 

//ef. Thine hour is come.., 

Sur. No, thine.— I’ve lately read, 

Though hut a young astrologer, the stars; 

And, ranging round the zodiac, found ihyTatc 
In' the sign of the Scorpion, which proclaims 
Tliat thou w ill now be crush’d. 

Sar But not by thee. 

• [They fight; BEi.KSfui i* woumfcd and disanued. 
Sar, {raising his sword to despatch him , eadaims ) — 
Now call, upon tliy planets, will llicy shoot 
From the sky to preserve dieir seerarA credit? 

( .1 party of Rebels enter and rr jcue Bellsks. They 
assail the King, who,- in turn, ** rescued by u 
Party of his Soldiers, who drive the Rebels off. 
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The villain vas a pmpbet after olU 
Upon them-^p! tlwre->-yictory is ours. 

[ Exit in pitrmit, ■ 

' Myr, (to Pan.) Pursue! Why sland’stthou here, 
and leavest ranks 

CM' feUow>8oldier8 conquering without thee? 

Poll. The king’s command was not to quitlliee. 
Myr. Me! 

Think not of me — a single soldier's arm 
Must not be wanting now. I ask no guard, 

I n^ no guard : what, with a world at stake, 

Keep watch upon a woman Hence, I say, 

Or thou art shamed ! • Kay, then, I will go forth, 

A feeble female, 'midst their desperate strife, 

And bid thee guard me fAere^wfaere thou shouldst 
Thy sovereign; ‘ (shield 

(£xi(MtanuA. 

Pan. Yet stay, damsel I She's gone 

If aught of ill betide her, bettet I 
Had lost my life. Sardanapalus holds her’ 

Far dearer than his kingdom, yet he Hghts * 

For that toe; apd can 1 do less than be, 

Who never flash-’d a scimitar till now? 

Myrrha, return, and I obey you, tliough 
In discdiedience tp'the monarch. 

[ExU Paiha. 

Enter Altada and Srsao by an oppotite door. 

All. M)'rrha ! 

What, gone ? yet she was here when the Hgfit raged. 
And Pania also. Gan aught have befallen them ? ' 

Sfe. 1 saw both safe, when late the rebels iled ;• 
They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to tlie harem. ^ 

AlU If the king 

Prove victor, as it seems even now he must. 

And miss his own Ionian, we are doom'd 
To worse than captive rebels. 

Sfe. Let us trace them ; 

She cannot be fled far ; and, found, she makes 
A richer prize to our soft sovereign 
Than his recover'd kingdom. 

• Alt. BaalJiimself 

Ne'er fought more fiercely to win empire, than 
His silken son to save it : he defies 
All augury offoes or friends ; and like 

The close and sultry summer's day, which bodes 

A twilight tempest, bursts 4^orth in such thunder | 
As sweeps the air and deluges the earth. ' 

The man 's inscrutable. • ! 

Sfe. * Not more than others. ! 

All are the sons of circumstance : away — , I 

Let 's seek tlur slave out, or pi-epare to be 
Tortured for his infatuation, and , 

Condemn'd without a crime. [Exeunt. I 

Enter SALutenEs and .Soldiers, etc. 

Sal. The triumph is 

Flattering : they are beaten Iwckw ard from riie palace, j 


And we have open'd regular access 
To the troops station'd on themther side 
Euphrates, who may still be true; nky, most be, ’ 
W hen they hear of our victory. But where 
\ Is the chief victor ? wliere 's the king ? 

1 Enter SAJU>A>APAr.us, cum suis, etc., andllnstiA. 

I Sflr. Here, brother.' 

' Sal. Unhurt, I hope. 

Sar. Not quite; hut let it pass. 

We 've'clear’d the palace~~ 

Sar. And I trust the city. 

Our numbers gather; and 1 've ordered onward 
A cloud of Parthians, hitherto reserved, 

All fresh and fiery, to be pour'd upon them , 

I In tJieir retreat, which soon will be a Uiglit. 

Sar. It is already, or at least they march’d 
Faster than I could follow with iny Bactrians, 

Who spared no speed. I am spent ; give mea seat. 
Sal. There stands the throne, sire. " 

. Sar . 'T is no place to rest on, 

For mind nor body : let me have a coudi, 

I They place a seat. 

A peasant's stool, I care not what ;so — now 
I breathe more freely. 

Sal. , This great hour has proved. 

The brightest and most glorious of yohr life. 

Sar. And the most tiresome. W here 's my tup- 
^ hearer ? 

Bring me sonie water. 

Sal.{smiHug.) T is the first tinle he 
Ever bad such an order: even I, ' 

Tour most austere of counsellors would now 
Suggest a purpicr beverage. 

Sar. Blood — doubtless. 

But .there’s enough of that shed ; as for w ine, 

1 have team'd to-night the priceof the pure element ; 
Thrice have I drank of it, and thrice renew’d, 

With greater strength than the grape ever gave me, 
Wy charge upon the. rebels. W here 's the soldier 
Who gave me water in his helmet ? 

Oneof the Guartis. Slain, sire! 

An arrow pierced his brain, while, scattering 
llie last drops from his helm, he stood in act 
To place it on his brows. 

Sar. ^ Slain! unrewarded! 

And slain to serve my thirst; that 's hard, jHwr slave! 
Had he but lived, I would have gorged him with t. 
Gold : all the gold of earth could ne'er repay 
Tlie pleasure of that draught j for 1 w as parch’d ^ 
As I am now. 

[They bring waler~he drinks. 1 
I live again— d'rom heiicelurth J > 
The goblet I reserve jor hours oflovc. 

But war on water. . , 

Sal. ^ And that bandage, sire, 

W'hicli girds your arm? 

A scratch from brave Beieses. 


' ( Tl»e kina. I>y kto rfaHng YaJoiir, rwlwc* the rorume ut ibe fijlit, and relurtis hIUi all bit train, to Hie Mlacc iL 
ciwiialavcnriiMsMraQiivbaraeiciimc.-Ji.mKy.] i-wcc. i/te scene uwi 
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ifstr. Oh ! he is wounded 1 ' . 

Sar. . liet Coo much of that ; 

And yet it feels'a litUe stiff and painful, 

Now I am cooler. 

Jl/yr. You have bout^d it with— • 

^ar. The fillet of my diadem ; the Hrst time 
TIuit ornament was ever aught to me, 

Save an incumbrance. 

Myr. [to the Atteudaiiis.J Summon speedily 
A leech of the most skilful : pray, retire; 

1 w ill unbind your wound and tend it. 

Sar. * ■ • Do 80 , 

For now it throbs sufficiently ibut what ’ 

Know’st thou of wounds^ yet wlierefore do I ask ? 
Know’st thou, my brother, where 1 lighted on 
This minion? 

Sal. Herding with the other females, 

• Like frighten'd antelopes. 

^Sar. N‘p : like the dam 

Of the young lion, femininely raging, 

(And femininely meaneth furioudy, 

Bec.au9e all passions in e^ccess are female,) 

Against the hunter flying with her ettb. 

She urged bn w ith her voice and gesture, and 
Her floatinghair and flashing eyes, the soldiers 
Inthe pursuit. * » 

Sal. Indeed ! - ‘ , 

Sar. * You see, this night | 

Made warriors of more than me. I paused 
To look upon her, and her kindled cl^k ; 

Her large blacKeyes, that flash’d through her long hair 
As it Stream'd o’er her ; her blue veins that rose 
Along her most. transparent brow; her nostril 
Dilated from Us s}7mnetry ; her lips 
Apart; her voice that clove through all the din. 

As a lute-’s pierceth through the cymbal’s clasli, 

Jarr’d but not dreWn\11)y the loud brattling ; her 
Waved arms, more dazzling with their own bom 
whiteness * 

Than the steel her hand held, w hich she caught up 
From a dead soldier's grasp;— all these things made 
Her seem unto the troops a prophetess 
Of victory, or victory herself. 

Come down to hail uS hers. 

Saf. CotidfO This is too mucli. 

Again the love-fit 's on him, and all *8 lostj' 

' Unless we turn his thoughts. 

\ [Aluvri.) But, pray thee, sire. 
Think of your wound — ^you sSid even now ’t. was 
painful. , , 

5ar. That 's true, tpo : but I must not think of it. : 
So/. I have look'd to all things needful, and will now • 
‘Receive reports of progress made in such 
Orders as 1 had given, and then retdrn ' 



FGBKS, 

To hear your further pleasure. 

Sar. \ Be it 80 . 

Sal. (m refirUp.) Myrrba ! 

Myr. Prince! 

Sal. You have shown a soiil to-night, 

Which, were be not my sister's lord— But now 
I have no time : thou iQvest the king ? 

Myr. I love 

Sardanapalus. 

Sal. But weuldst have him king still ? 

Myr. I wouldt not have him less than wbat be 
should be. 

Sal. Weil then, tobavebtm king, and yours, and all 
He sliould, or should not be; to have him Uu, 

Let him not sink back into luxury. 

You have more power upon his spirit than 
Wisdom within these walls, or fierce rdiellion 
Raging without : look well that he relapse not. 

Myr. There needed not the voice of Salemenes 
To urge rae on to this : I will not fail. 

All tbat a woman’s weakness can — 

Sal. ^ Is povrer 

Omnipotent o’er such^a heart as his : 

Exert it wisely. 

(Fxif Saupibivbs. 

Sar. Myrrha! what, at whispers 

With my stem brother? 1 ^all soon be jealous.' 
Myr. (smiftiip.) You have cause, sire; for on the 
. earth there breatlies not 
A man more worthy of a woman's love— 

A soldier's trust— a subject's reverence— 

A king's esteem— the whole w orld's admiration ! » 

5ar. Praise him, hut not so warmly. 1 must not 
Hear those sv<^eet lips grow eloquent hi aught 
That throws me into shade ; yet you speak-truth. 

Myr. And now mtire, to have your wound look'd to. 
Pray, lean ort me. 

Sar. Yes, tove ! but not from pain. 

! £;re«wir omnee. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Sasuanapalos dUeovired tleeping upon a Coueh, and 
oec'asionaUy digturbed in hig 5fitmAer«, loftA Htubba 
watching. 

Myr. (sola, gazing.) 1 have stolen upon his rest, if 
rest it be. 

Which thus convulses slumber : shall I- wake him ? 
N'O, he seems calmer. 0,UiouDod of Quiet! 

Whose reign .is o'er seal’d eyelids and soft dreams. 

Or deep, deep sleep, so as to be unfathom’d, 

Look like thy brother, Death, — so still— so stirless— 
For tiien wc are happiest, as it may be we 
Arc happiest of all within the realm 


■ (The rebeb are al leiigUi repulaed. The hlnx re^nlrn 
wounded, ajul reUrca.to re*i. after a •liort and very characteristic 
CooverwiUoa befoceu Satchienes alid Myrrha. in which the two 
kindred ipiriU abow their mntaAl ooderslaiKlIng qf each Mher. 
and rtie loyfl warriav, postponing all the seJiwIi doiueillb feelioga 
Which led bliQ to dkliht the fair lucitaD, exhorts her to use her 


Qtmoit power to k«p her lover from relaxing into liiimy. The 
Iraniienl effect which tlicir whl<per!i proilnce on Sardanapatm la 
well iinaglocd.-^BisBOP lUaea.] 

ridmiralloa. 

* [ S5.— “a tlof^ oiM?ni-lb« nbota world's I vmmttoo. 

VrerartM.") 
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Of thy stflTD, sUeot, and unwakening twin. 

Again be moves— again the play of pain 
Shoots o'er his features, as the sadden gust 
Crisps the reluctant lake that lay so calm * r 
Beneath the mountain shadow; ot the blast 
RufOes tlie autumn leaves, that drooping cling ^ 
Faintly and motionless to their loved boughs. ' 

1 must awake him— yet|tot yet : who knows 
From what I rou^ him ? It seems pain ; but if 
I quicken him to heavier pain ? The fever 
Of this tumultuous night, (he grief too of [shake 
His wound, though slight, may cause all this, and 
Me naore to see than him to suffer. No : 

Let Nature use her own maternal meansr— 

And 1 await to second, not disturb her.* 

Sar. (auvfkeitin^.) Not so— although ye multiplied 
the stars, 

And gave them tome as a realmto share 
From you and with youl I would not so purchase 
The empire of eternity. Hence*— hence — ^ 

Old hunter of the earliest brutes I and ye, 

>Vho hunted fellow«creatures as if brutes! 

Once bloody mortals— ^od now bloodier idols, ^ 

If your priests lie not ! And thou, ghastly beldame ! 
Dripping with dusky gore, and trampling on 
The carcasses of Inde — away! away! 

Where am I? Where the spectres? Where— No, 
—that 

Is no false phantom : I should know it *midst 

All that the dead dare gloomily raise up 

From their black gulf to daunt the living. Myrrha ! 

Jfyr. Alas I thou art pale, and on tby brow the drops 
Gather like night dew. My beloved, hush— 

Calm thee, lliy speech seems of another world. 
And thou art lord of this. Be of good cheer ; 

AH will go' well. 

Sar, Thy hand — so— ’t is ihy hand ; 

*T is flesh ; grasp^lasp— yet closer, till I f^l 
Myself that which I was. 


M}fr. ’ ^ At least know pe . 

For what 1 am, and ever must be— thine. 

5or. 1 know it now. I knew this life again. •< 
Ah, Myrrha ! I have been where we shall be. 
i/yr. My lordl 

Sar,, I ’ve been i’ the grave— y herc worms are lords, 

I And kings are But 1 did not deem it so ; . 

1 tbouglit 't was nothing. . 

I Myn '« So it is ; except 

I Unto the timid, who anticipate 
That which may never be.* ■ ' i 

'Sar. O Myrrha! if ' . 

Sleep shows such things, what may nOt death disclose ? 

Myr, I. know no evil death can show^ which life 
Has not already shown tO' those who live 
Embodied longest. If there be indeed . * 

A shore where mlbd survives, 't will be as mind, 

Ail unincorporate : or if there Aits . 

A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay, 
Wluch8taiks,methinks, between our souls and heaven. 
And fetters ui to earth— at least the phantom, 
Wbate'er it have to fear, will not fear death. 

.Sar. I fear it not; but I have felt— have seen— 

A legion of the dead. 

i/yr. And BO have 1. < 

The dust we tread upon was once alive, 

And wretched. But proceed : what liast thou seen? 
Speak it, ’twiD lighten tby ^unm’d mind. 

Nor. Metbought — 

Myr. Yet pause, thou art tireth— in pain— ex- 
hausted; all 

Which can impair botli strength and spirit i seek 
Rather to sleep again. t' 

Str, Not now — I would not 

Dream ; though 1 know it now to be a dream 
What 1 liave dreamt and canst thou bear to hear it ? 

Myr. 1 can beer all things, dreams of life or death, 
Wjiidi 1 participate with.ybu, in ^mblance. 

Or full reality. 


« [MS.— *‘Cria|M ike uaswelling wave," ctc.[ ] 

• [Ttiefourih Actopehawilb Myrrha watching over the alum- I 
bera of Sanbuia(M(ai. He wakens amt lelta a havirkf (iream. wlihh ' 
we do not mod) admire, except that part of tr«Uchd«ici1besihe i 
form «>r Ilia warlike aoceslreaa SemiramU. with whom, ami ibe \ 
reatoftiis renal.predeccsaurs. be bad hncleJ'hlinseir at a gbuatly | 
banquet.— B kiBop Hibki.] - | 

>' ( The general tone of Myrrha*! cbaracif r ( in perfect cnnsla- j 
teocjr wlUi Uie oaonen of her Bge and nation, and with licr own j 
elevated but pure and feminlaeaptcit.) la that of a devout wor- I 
ahipper of her country’* gods. She repeoves. wilbd'gut(y» Uie j 
impiotta llaltcrT of ihe Awyrlan couriku's and ,ihc bherliae acofb ] 
of Uie king. Site doeit not forget, while preparing for death,' that , 
Hbalioa which wet the latest and most toleino act of Grfdaa ' 
|4eiy I and the, more parUciilariy, eiprteses ber.behef in a fulorc ^ 
ata|e of e&ialeocc. Yet Ihlt very Myrrha, when Sanlanapaiiit h 
agitated by bl* evil dream, and by the natural dotibl as to whai 
worse iuioQt death may briag. la made to conaole him, In the' 
atrain o( hu own Bplcnrean pbUoaophy, with the ductrine that 
death U really awUiiog exee}»t 

“ Vnio (Ik Uiulrf whaanlUlpal* 

Tbat Mtitcli luy M«er be." 

and with the insinuklloa Ujat BU whicb remeina *‘tbe dead It 
the dutl we ITcia upon.** We do not whb to a»k. we do not like 
to coujccuire, irAote tcnlimcub llicac arc, but they arc certainly 


not lift! aeutimenia of an andent Grtclan bcfoine. Tlii-y arc not 
the aentimentt which Myrrha might have learonl fruiii the lirriict 
of Iter native bnd, or (rum (be pueina wheuee Utoti' heroca<ierl«eU 
llicir herotau, thcircuulempi u( death. *' and their h>tc of Trrioe.'* 
Myrrha would rather have told her lover u( ihoae happy Islands 
wliere tbf beneTuicui «iid the bratcrepowd rffler Ute* lolls id their 
mortal exltlence; of lhal vent-rahle society of deiarted warriurt 
and taget hr which. If he renoonetd hb ihuh and Itre^ fnr hb 
people and lor glory, he mfght yet expeet admietloa. Site would 
have loUl him oCUui joy with which hit warILke anoettort would 
move along their meadt bf atpbodei. when, the new* readicil 
Ibem of ()tclr (litcendaot’t proueu ; the w«»uld have auiicipaied 
thoiUKongi which denied UmI **Mannodius was dead." however 
he Vnl|t1t be removed trom the iptMre of murtallly ; wbieh luU 
her curwkryiiien u( the “nwes and Ibe goiderUruited Uiwurt, 
where. bcm*aih tlw light of a lower sun, departed warrior* reined 
thefr shadowy cart, or Mrlick their harpt amid alUr* sle^pdiig 
wlib rrBaklnoeiiaB.'** Such were Ibe docirinee which naioraily 
led mco to a cooleoipl fol* life and a ihirvl fur gtory i but the o|^ 
pushcopinMnswere the douhia of a later dayi and uf i|Kit« 80 |ihbU 
under whuae biflumce Greece toon ceased to be free, or vaiianl. 
or Tirloout.'*— Pisiior HiBea.) 

* (lorn. Od]M. X. &3B. CalllUrtiBs ap. AtheruFan.1. iv. riadar. Pragm. 
Oi-ync, vol. til. p. dl- 
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Sar. •*' ^ And this look’d r>al,« 


1 tell you : after that these eyes were opcn» 

J saw them in their flight — for then they fled. 

Myr. Say on. 

.Ser. 1 saw, that is, 1 dream'd myself 

Uere — here — even whey^e we are, guests as we were, 
lUyself a host that deem'd himself but guest, 

Willing to equal all in social freedom; 

But, oil my right hand and iny (eft, instead ' 

Of tlice and Zames, and our custoniM meeting, 

Was ranged on my left hand a haughty, dark, 

And deadly facc—1 could not recognise it, > * 

Yet I had seen it, though I knew not wliere : 

Tlic features were a giant’s, and the eye 
AVas still, yet lighted; his long locks curl’d down 
On his vast bust, wiience a huge quiver rose 
W’^itli shaft'heads feather’d from the eagle’s wing,' 
That peep’d up bristling through his s^pent balr. 

1 invited him to Gil the cup which stood 
Between us, but he answer'd not— I idl’d it — 

He took it not, but stared upon mo, till 
I trembled at the fix’d glare of his eye : 

1 frown'd upon him as a king should frown-> 

He frown’d not in bis turn, but look'd upon me 
With the same aspect, which appall'd me more. 
Because it changed not; and I turn'd for refuge 
To milder guests, and sought them on the right,, 

Where thou wert wont to be. But « 

• (He pausBt. 

Jfyr. ^ W^hat instead? 

Sar. In thy own chair — thy own place in the ban- 
. quel — 

I sought tliy sweet face in the circle ; but 
Instead — a gray-halr’d, witlier’d, bloody-eyed, 

And blpody-handed, ghastly, ghostly thing, 

Female in garb, and crown'd upon Ute brow, 
Furrow’d with years, yet sneering with the passion 
Of vengeance, leering too wit!) that of lust, 

Sate : — my veins curdled^ 

Myr. Is this all? 

Snr, tJpon ^ 

Her right hand— h^r lank, bird-like right hand — stood 
A goblet, bubbling o'er with blood ; and on 
Her left, another, Bird witlv-^wbat 1 saw not. 

But turn'd from it and her. But all along 
llie table sale a range of crowned wretches, . ■ 

Of various aspocis, hut of one expression. 

Myr. And felt you not this a mere vision ? 

S’nr, No : 

It was sO palpable', I could have touch’d them. 

I turn'd from one face to another, in ' ' 

The hope to lind at last one which 1 knew ■ 

Ere I sawtheirs : but no — all turn’d upon me, • 

And stared, but neither ate nor.drank, but stared. 
Till ! grew stone, as they seem’d half to be, 
Yelhreatlniig stone, for I felt lilkin tliem. 

And life in me : there was a horrid kind 
Of sympathy between us, as if they • 


Had lost a part of death to come to me, 

And J the half ofiife to sit by them. 

We were in an eiistertee all apart 

From heaven or earth And rather let me see 

; Death all than such u being ! ' . 

j Myr. And the end? 

Sar. At last I sate, marble, as they, when rose 
The liuDter and the crone; a|ttl smiling on me — 

Yes, tlie enlarged but noble aspect of 
The hunter smiled upon m^-I should say, 

His lips, for his eyes moved not — and the woman’s 
Thin lips relax’d to sometliing like a smile. 

Both rose, and the crown’d Ggures on each liand 
Rose also, as if aping their chief shades— 

Mere mimics even in dcath-r-but I sate still : 

A desperate courage Crept tlirough* every limb. 

And at the last 1 fear'd them not, but laugh’d • 

Full in their pliantom faces. But then — then 
The hunter laid his band on mine :1 took it. 

And grasp’d it — but it melted from my own; 

VMiiie he too vanish'd, and left nothing but 
The memory of a hero, for he. look’d so. 

Myr^ And was : the ancestop of heroes, too, 

And thine no less. 

iiar. . . Ay, Myrrha, bnt die woman; 

The female who remain’d, she flew upon me. 

And burnt my lips op with her noisome kisses; 
And, flinging down llie goblets on eadvhand, 
Metliought tlieir poisons flow'd around us, till 
Eacii form'd a hideous river. Still she clung; 

The other phantoms, like a row of statues, 

Stood dull as in our temples; but she still 
Embraced me, while I shrunk from her, as if, 

In lieu of her remote descendant, 1 . 

Had been tbc son w bo dew- her for her incest. 
Then— llien — a chaos of SIl. loathsome things 
Throng’d thick* and shapeless : I was dead, yet 
feeling— 

Buried, and raised again— cpnsuincd by worms, 
Purged by tlie flames, and w ither’d in the air ! 

I caii lix nothing furtlier of my tlioughts, 

Save that I long’d for thee, and sought fur thee, 

111 ail these agonies, — and woke aud found thee. 

Myr. So shall thou And nic ever at fby side, 

Here and hereafter, if the* last may be. 

Ilut think not of these things — the mere creations 
Of late events, acting upon a frame 
tmused to, toil, yet over-wrought by toil 
Such as might try tbk sternest. 

Sar. ■ * lam better. 

Now tlMt I see Ihee owe umre, whtst teas seen 
Seejns nothing. 

£tU$r Salexetirs. 

>'al. Is the king so soon awake? 

Sar. Yes, brotlier. and 1 would I had not slept; 

For all the predecessors of our line 

Bose up, metliought, to drag me down to them. 


I vs. W irii orrem petpluj* lUrgu^jb bl$ fjUlug Iwir.-J 
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^ly fatljer waj amongst them, too j but he, ff 
1 know not why, kept from me, leaving me 
Between tl>e hunter-founder of our race, 

And her, the homicide and Imsband-killer, ^ 
■\Vhoin you call glorious. 

Sal. So I term you also, 

Now you have shown a spirit like to hers. 

By day-break I propose that we set forth, 

And charge once more the rebel crew, who still 
Keep gathering head, repulsed, but not quite quell’d. 
5ar. How wears the nlghl.» ■ 

Sal. There yet remain some hours 

Of darkness : use them for yoilr further rest. 

Sar. No, not to-night, if ’t is not gone : metbought 
I pass’d hours in that vision. 

Scarcely one; 

I watch’d by you : it was a heavy hour, 

But an hour only. 

Sar. Let us then hold council ; 

To-morrow we set forth. 

Sal. But ere that time, 

I liad a grace to seek. 

Sar. ’T is granted. 

Sal. Hear it 

Ere you reply too readily' ; and *t is 
For your ear only. 

Prince, I lake my leave. 

f Exil Htbbiia. 

Sal. That slave deserves lier freedom. 

Freedom only! 

That slave deserves to sliare a throne. * •• 

Your patience— 

T is not yet vacant, and ’t is of its partner 
1 come to speak with you. i 

Sar. How I of the queen ? 

Sal. Even so. I judged it fining for their safety. 
That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her children 
For Paphlagonia, where onr kinsman Cotta 
Governs; and there, at all events, secure 
My nephews and your sons their lives, and with them 

ThSr just pretensions to the crown, in case 

Sar . I perish— as is prolwble : well thought— 

I*et them set forth with a sure escort. 

Sal. That 

Is all provided, and the galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates; * but ere they 
Depart, will you not see 

My SODS ? It may 
Unman my heart, and the poor boys will weep ; 

And wiiai can I reply to comfort them, 

Save with some hollow hopes, and ill-worn smiles.’ 
You know I cannot feign. 

But you can feel ! 

At least, I trust so : in a word, the queen 
Requests (o sec you ere you part — for ever. 

5flr. Unto what end? what purpose? I will grant 
Anght— all that she can ask— but such a meeting. 


Saf. You know, or ought to know, enopgh of women, 
Since you have studied.them so sleadilj\ 

Hjal w hat they ask in aught that touclies on 
Tlie heart, is dejirer to their feelings or 
Their fancy, than the wliole external world. . | 
1 think as you do of my sister’s wish; 

But ’I was her wish — she is my sister — you 
Her husband — will you grant it? 

Sar. ’T will be useless : 

But let her come. . 

.S«/. I go. 

Salewcxes. 

Sar. We have lived asunder * 

Too long to meet again— and »mie to meet! 

Have I not cares enow, and pangs enow, ' 

To bear alone, that we must mingle sorrows, 

Who have ceased to mingle love? 

He~tn(er Salemettbs and Zabixa. 

Sal. Aly sister ! Courage : 

Shame not our blood w ith trembling, but remember 
From whence we sprung. The queen is present, sire. 
Zar. I pray thee, brother, leave me. 

S^^' Sinccyou ask it. 

[ £xf/ S ai-emexes. 
Zar. Alonew'ith hino! How’many year has pass’d. 
Though we are still so young, since we have met, 
Whiri) I have worn in w'idowhood of heart. 

He loved me not : yet he serm.s little dionged— 

I Clianged to me only — would the change were mutual ! 
j He speaks not — scarce regards me — not a word — 

I Nor look — yet he teas soft of voice and aspect, 

^ Indifferent, not austere. My lord! 

S^f- Zarina ! 

Zor. No, wof Zarina— do not say Zarina. 

Tliat tone — that word — annihilate long years, 

And things which make them longer. 

’T is too late 

Tfl think of these past dreams. I.et *s not reproach— 

That is, reproach me not— for the last time 

Zar. And first. I ne’er reproach’d you. 

’T is most true : 

And that reproof comes heavier on ray heart 

Than But our hearts are not in ouf own power. 

Zar. Nor bauds; but I gave bollu 

Your brother said 

It was your will to see roe, ere you went 
From Nineveh with 

I He hesitates. 

• Our children : it is true. 

I wish d to thahk you that you have not divided 
My heart from all that ’s left it now to love— 

Those who are yours and mine, wHo' look like you, 
And look upon me as you look’d upon ind 
Once— But they have not changed. ^ ‘ 

’ Nor ever will. 

I fain would have them dutiful. 

Zar. * i clicrish 


Urns follow him in ihc mtniteil I I but to tbe «prc^ 

e minifeil grograpUlcai blunder of placl«« ^ wecrilons of llcnxloliu, PJiny, and Ptolemr.-Bisnor Ilma.J 
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'J1i»se infaqts, not alone from the blind love 
Of a fond mother^ but as a fond woman. 

They are now the only tic between us. 
i>ar. Deem not 

^ liave not done you justice : rather make them 
Kesembleyotir own line than tl>eir own sire. 

I trust them with you — to you : lit them for 

A throne, or, if that be denied You have heard 

Of this night's tumults? 

Zar. I had lialf forgotten, 

And could have welcomed any grief save yours, 

^Vhich gave me to behold your face again. 

Sdr. The throne — I say it not In fear— but 't is 
In peril ; tliey perhaps may never mount it : 

But let them not for this lose sight of iL 
1 will dare all things to bequeath it them; 

But if I fail, then they must w in it back 
Bravely — and, won, wear it wisely, not as I 
Have wasted down my royalty. 

Zar. They ne’er 

Shall know from me of aught but what may honour 
Their father’s memory. 

Sar, Rather let them hear 

The truth from you than from a trampling world. 

If they be in adversity, they ’ll learn 

Too soon the scorn of crowds for crownless princes, 

And And tlKit ail their father’s sins are theirs. 

My boys ! — I could have borne it were I childless. 

Zar. Oh ! do not say so— do not poison all 
My peace left, by unwisliing that thou w ert 
A father. If thou conquerest, they shall reign, 

And honour him who saved the realm for them, 

So little cared for as his own ; and if [father ! 

Sar. ’T is lost, ail earth wili er)’ out, thank your 
And they will sw ell the echo with a curse. 

Zar. That they shall never do ; but rather honour 
The name of him, who, dying like a king, 

In bis last hours did more for bis ow n memory 
Than many monarchs in a length of days, 

Which date the flight of time, but make no annals. 

5ar. Our annals draw percliance unto their close ; 
But at the least, whate’er the past, their end 
Shall be tike their beginning — memorable. 

Zar. Yet, be not rash — be careful of your life. 

Live but for those who love. 

Sot. And who are they? 

A slave, who loves from passion — I ’ll not say 
Ambition — she has seen thrones shake, and loves; 

A few friends. who have revell’d till we are 
As one, for they arc nothing if I fall t 
A brother I have injured— ciiildren whom 
I have neglect^, and a spouse — 


WORKS. 

Z4T. Who loves. 

Sar. And pardons? 

Zar. • I have never thought of tliis, 

I And cannot pardon till 1 have condemn’d. 

.Sar. My wife!- 

Zar. IS'ow blessings on thee for that word ! 

I never thought to hear it more — from tliec. 

.Sar. Oh! thou wilt hear it from my subjects. Yes — 
Tliese slaves whom I liave nurtured, pamper'd, fed, 
And swoIr with peace, and gorged with plenty, till 
, 'J hey reign themselves — all monarchs in their man- 
Now sw arm forth in rebellion, and demand [sions — 

i His death, who made their lives ajubilee; 

W hile the few upon wliom I have no claim 
I Are faithful ! This is true, yet monstrous. 

Zar. 'T i» 

Perliaps too natural; for beoeAts 
Turn poison in bad minds. 

Sar. An^ good ones malie 

Good out of evil. Happier than the bee, 

VMiich hives not but from wholesome flowers. 

Zar. Then reap 

The honey, nor enquire whence ’t is derived. 

Be satisfied— you are hot all abandon’d. 

.Sar. My life insures m^ that. How long, bethink you, 
W ere not f yet a king, should I be mortal ; 

That is, where mortals arc, not where tliey must be? 

Zar. I know not. But yet live for my — that is, 
Your cliildren’s sake ! 

Sar. My gentle, wrong’d Zarina! ■ 

I am the very slave of circumstance 

And impulse — borne away with every breath! 

Misplaced upon the throne — misplaced in life. 

I know not what I could have been, but feel 
1 am not what I should be — let it end. 

But take this with thee : if I was not form’d 
To prize a love like thine, a mind like thine, 

>‘or dole even on thy beauty — as I ’ve doted 
On lesser charms, for no cause save thatsucli 
Devotion was a duty, and 1 bated 
All that look'd like a chain for me or other.s ' 
(This even rebellion must avouch); yet hear 
These words, perhaps among my last— tJiat jione. 
E’er valued more thy virtues, though he knew not 
To proUt by them — as the miner lights 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering 
That which avails him nothing : he hath found it. 
But ’t is not his — but some superior's, who 
Placed him to dig, but not divide the wealth 
Which sparkles at his feet j nor dare he lift 
?lor poise it, but must grovel on, upturning 
The sullen earth. 


• [We «re not sure, whether there Is Dot a considerable vLolatloo 
o( coctonve tn the sense of degradaUoa with which Mjrrrha forms 
lo regard her MtuaUon in Uic harem, no less than In die resent- 
mcul of Saiemenes. and the remorse of Sardanapalus on the score 
of bb inbdellty to Zarina. l.UUe as we know of the domesiic hs- 
bits of Assyria, wc liave reason to conclude, froni (he habits of 
contemporary nalloiu, aod from the manners of the Ea<>lin trery 
a^. that p'ilv^my was ndlhrr accotmled a crime iu itself, ttor as 


a measure of which the principal wife wssJusUlied in coroplalninf;. 
And even In Greece, in those Uinet when Myrriia's character must 
have been formed,— lo be a captive, and subject to the captor's 
pleasure, was accounleda misfortuae Indeed, hul could hardly be 
resarded as so InCsmy. But where is the critic who would object 
to an inucuracy which has eiveti occaaioa to such seoUmenta and 
such puetry?— Dtsaop Ueara.]. 
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Zar. Oh ! if thou hast at length 

Discover’d tliat my love is worth esteem^ 

I ask no more— ^ul let us hence together, 

And /—let me say re— shall yet be happy. 

|. Assyria is not all the earth— we 'll find 

A world out of our own— and be nmre bless’d 
'n»at I have ever been, or thou, with all 
An empire to indulge thee. 

Enter Sale]|e5es. 

I must part ye— 

TIjc moments, which must not be lost, arc passing. 

Ear. Inhuman brother I wilt thou thus weighout 
Instants so liigh and blest? 

Sal. Blest! 

He hath been 

So gentle with me, that I cannot think 
Of quitting. 

Sal. So— this feminine farewell 

Ends as such partings end, in no departure. 

I thought as much, and yielded agaifist all 
My better bodings. But it must not be. 

Ear. Not be? 

Sal. Remain, and perish 

• With my husband 

Sal. And children. 

Zar. Alas ! 

Sal. Hear me, sister, like 

My sister : — all ’s prepared to make your safety 
4'ertain, and of the boys too, our last hopes; 

’T is not a, single question of mere-feeling, 

Though that were much— but ’t is a point of slate : 
The rebels would do more to seize upon 
The offspring of their sovereign, and so crush— — 
Ear. Ah ! do not name it. 

Sal‘ Well, then, mark me : wlien 

They are safe beyond the Median’s grasp, the rebels 
Have miss'd their dnef aim— the'extinction of 
The line of Nimrod. Though the present king 
Fall, his sons live for victory and vengeance. 

Ear . But could not 1 remain, alone ? 

What! leave 

Your children, with two parents and yet orphans — 
In a strange land — so young, so distant! 

No- 

My heart will break. 

Now yon know all— decide. 

Sar . Zarina, be hath spoken well, and we 
Mast yield awhile to this necessity. 

Remaining liere, you may lose all ; departing, 

You save the better part of what is left, 

To both of us, and to such loyal hearts 
As yet beat in these kingdoms. 

The time presses. 

» ( Tbli fcene has been, we know not why, called “ uselrw, ’ 
unoaturai/’ and 'Mrdioiisly writleo.”* For ourselve*. we are 
not taharood lo own that we have read It with eroofioii. It h an 
mlervlcw between .Sardanapaln# ami hia ncgleclcd wife, whom, 

( TIwm eiprWilool ©crurred io ibo EdlBborfb 


.Sar. Go, then* If e’er wc meet again, perhaps 
I may be worthier of you— and, if not, 

Remember that my faults, though not atoned for, 

Arc ended. Tct, I dread thy nature will 

Grieve more above the blighted name and ashes ' 

Which once were mightiest in Assyria — than • 

But 1 grow womanish again, and must not ; 

I must learn sternness now^ My sins have all 

Been of the softer order hMe thy tears— 

1 do not bid thee not to shed them— 't were 
Easier to stop Euphrates at its source * 

Than one tear of a true and tender heart— 

But let me not behold them ; they unman me 
Here when I had remann'd myself. My brother, 

Lead her away. 

Ear. O dod ! 1 never shall ' * 

Behold him more ! 

Sal. {siriting to conduct her.) Nay, sister, I must be 
obey’d. 

Ear. J must remain— away ! you shall not hoW me. 
"^VTiat, shall he die alone ? I live alone ? 

Sal. He shall not die alone : but lonely you 
Have lived for years. 

^ar. That ’s false ! I knew he lived, 

And lived upon his image — let me go! 

Sal. (conducting her off the stage.) Nay, then, I 
must use some fraternal force, 

Which you will pardon. 

^ar. Never. Help me! Ob! 

Sardanapalus, will thou thus behold me 
Tom from thee? 

Sal. Nay — then all is lost again, * 

If that this moment is not gain’d. 

My brain turns — 

My eyes fail— where is be? 

f She faints. 

Sar. (advancing.) No— set her down— 

She ’s dead— and you have slain her. 

Sat. . Tistltemcre 

Faintness of o’erwrought iws.sion : in the air 
She will recover. Pray, keep back.— [Aside.] I must 
Avail myself of this sole moment to 
Bear her to where her children are embark’d, 
r the royal galley on Uie river. 

- [ SAJ.EJUc?(es bears her off . ' 
Sar. (solus.) This, too— 

And this too must I suffer— I, who never 
Inflicted purposely on human hearts 
A voluntary pang ! But that is false— 

She loved me, and I loved her — Fatal passion ! 

Why dost thou not expire at once in hearts 
Which thou ha.st light^ up at once ? Zarina ! 

I must pay dearly for the desolation 
Now brought upon thee. Had 1 never loved 
But thee, I should have been an unopposed 


with her chlldreQ, he ii about to bvod to a place of Mfely. Here, 
too. howerer. he la rq)raKoiM). with much poetical art and jiu- 
IIm «»f delineaUoo, u, in tlie niidtt of his deepest regret* for Zarloj , 
chiefty cDgroaied with binuelf and hi* own soitow*, and Inclined, 
immediately afterward*, hit on I'oor.Uyrrlia Ihc jiaiuftjl feeiings 

w hich hia own reproach c» of hiDtaelf ba*o ui^casloneil — lir sra.J 
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Monarch of honouring nations. To what gulfe 
A. single deviation from tlie track 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as th^ir born due, 

And Gnd it, till they forfeit it themselves! 

Enter llTRRnA. 

Sar. Kou here ! Who coll'd you ? 

Hfyr, Ko one— but I licard 

Far off a voice of wail and lamentation, 

And thought — 

Say. It fonns no portion of your duties 

To enter here till sought for. 

Myr. Though I might, 

Perhaps, recall some softer w ords of yours 
, (AUhouglithey iootrere chiding), which reproved me, 
lleconse I ever dreaded to intrude; 

Resisting my own wish and your injunction 
To heed no lime nor presence, but approach you 
UncaU’d for ; — I retire. 

Sar. Yet slay— being here 

I pray you pardon me : events have sour’d nac 
Till 1* wax peevish — heed it not : I shall 
Soon be myself again. 

Myr. I wait with patience, 

What I shall sec with pleasure. 

5ar. Scarce a mouieut 

Before your entrance in tlhs hall, Zarina, 

Queen of Assyria, departed hence. . 

Myr. Ah ! 

Sar. W'lverefore do you start ? 

Myr. Did I do so ? 

Sar. 'T was well you enter'd by another portal, 
Else you had met. That pang at least is spared her! 
Myr. 1 know to feel for her. 

Sar. That is too much. 

And beyond nature— 't is nor mutual ' 

Nor possible. You cannot pity her, 

Nor she aught but— — 

Myr. Despise the favourite slave? 

Not more than I have ever scorn’d myself. 

Sar. Scorn’d ! what, to be the envy of your sex. 
And lord it o’er the heart of the world’s lord ? 

Myr. VVere you the lord of twice ten tliousanil 
As you are like to lose the one you sway'd— [worlds — 
1 did abase myself as much in being 
Your paramour, as though you were a peasant— 
Nay, more, if that tbe peasant were a Greek. 

i*ar. You talk it well 

Myr. And truly. 

Sar. In the hour 

Of man’s adversity all things grow daring 
Against the falling ; but as 1 am not 
Quite fallen, nor now disposed to bear reproaches, . 
Perliaps because I merit them too often, 
i.et us then part while peace is still between us. 

Jfyr. Part! 


Sar. Hare not all past human beings parted. 
And must not all the present one day part ? 

Myr. 'Why ? 

Sar. For your safety, which I will have look’d to. 
With a strong escort to your native land ; 

And such gifts, as, if you had not been all 
A queen, shall make your dowry worth a kingdom. 
Myr. I pray you talk not thus. 

Sar. queen is gone ; 

You need not shame to follow. I would fall 
Alone — I seek no partners but in pleasure. 

.Myr. And I no pleasure but in parting not. 

You shall not force ine from you. 

Think well of k — 

It soon may be too late. 

Myr. So let it be ; 

For then vou cannot separate me from you. 

Sar. And will not; but 1 thought you w ish’d it. 
Myr. ' * • 

Sar. You spoke of your abasement, 
j/yr. And I feel it 

Deeply— more deeply than all things but love. 

Sar. Then fly from it. 

.Myr. ’T will not recall the past— 

’T will not restore my honour, nor my heart. 

No— here I stand or fall. If that you conquer, 

I live to Joy in your great trinniph : slwuld 
Your lot be different, I ’ll not weep, but share it. 
You did not doubt me a few hours ago. 

,Sar..Your courage never- nor your love till now ; 
And none could make me doubt it save yourself. 

Iliosc word s — 

Myr. Were words. I pray you, let the proofs 
Be in the past acts you were pleased to praise 
Tins very night, and in my further bearing. 

Beside, wherever you arc borne by fate. 

Sar, 1 am content : and, trusting in my cause. 
Think we may yet be victors and return 
To peace— the only victory I covet. 

To me war is no glory — conquest no. 

Renown. To be forced thus to uphold my right 
Sits heavier on ray heart than all the wrongs 
These men would bow me down with. Never, never 
Can I forget this night, even should I live 
To add it to the memory of others. 

I thought to have made mine inoffensive rule 
An era of sxveet peace ’midst bloody annals, 

A green spot aiuidst desert centuries, 

On which the future would turn back and smile. 
And cultivate, or siglt when it could not 
Recall Sardanapalus’ golden reign. 

1 thought to have niadfrmy realm a paradise. 

And every moon an epoch of new picasuces. 

I took the rabble’s shouts for love— the breath 
Of friends for truth— the lips of womau for 
Mv only guerdon— so they are, my Myrrlia : 

[lie ki9$e» her. 


* [For mutunl. Uic MS- ia our hantti has JiaturaC knl we are ncl yuUe wire ihal there t»a« been mere*? a iul*;*rint In ihc tore 
^'UtigcdiUoof,— K.) 
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Kiss me. Now let tliem take iny realm and life! 

They shall have both, but never thee! 

Myr. No, never ! 

Man may despoil his brother man of all [yield— 
That 's great or glittering— kingdoms fall— hosts 
Friends foil — slaves fly — and all betray — and, more t 
Than all, the most indebted— hut a heart [it. 

That loves w'ithout self-love! ’T is here — now prove 
Enter 

Sal. I sought you — Uow ! she here again ? 

^r. Return not 

Aotr to reproof : methinks your aspect s|)eaks 
Of higher matter than a woman’s presence. 

5d/. The only woman whom it much imports me 
At such a moment now, is safe in absence — 

The queen ’s embark'd. 

Sar. And well ? say that much. 

Sat. Yes. 

Her transient weakness has pass’d o’er ; at least, 

It settled into tearless silence : her 

Pale face and glittering eye, after a glance 

Upon her sleeping diildren, were still fix’d 

Upon the palace towers as the swift galley 

Stole down the hurrying stream beneath the shtflight; 

But she said nothing. 

Sar. Would 1 felt no more 

Than she has said ! 

Sal. is now too late to feel ! 

Your feelings cannot cancel a sole pang : 

To change them, my advic.es bring sure tidings 
That the rebellious Medes and Chpldees, marshall'd 
By their two leaders, are already up 
m arms again ; and, serrying tiieir ranks. 

Prepare to attack : they have apparently / 

Been join’d by other satraps. 

Sar. What ! more rebels? - 

J>et us be first, then. 

Sal. That were hardly prudent 

Now, though it was our first intention. If 
By noon to-morro>v we are Join'd by those 
I ’ve sent for by strre messengers, we shall be 
In strength enough to venture an attack, 

Ay, and pursuit too; biTt till then, my voice 
Is to await tlie onset. 

- Sar. I detest 

Ttial waiting; though it seems so safe to figbt ^ 
Behind high wails, and hurl down foes into 
Deep fosses; or belmid them sprawl on spikes 
Stre\«‘’d to receive thdn, still I like it not — 

My soul seems'lukewarm ; but when I set on them, 
'Hvough they were piled on mountains, 1 would have 
A pluck at them, or perish in hot blood! — 

Let me then charge. 

Sal. You talk like a young soldier. 

Sar. I am no soldier, but a mao : speak not 


* ( us.—** A Ivrcb'i Uncft would hiive done u much.** | 

• [Tlii« ile«vripiion uf sun n^Uing iMck the vapours ii ap- 
paivnily iniiUleti froni a iiiognlticeut scene ia Uic secuuO book ot 
WurJkWOilh’i excunioii 
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Of soldiership, I loathe tlie word, and those 
^Who pride themselves upon it; but direct me 
Wl>cre I may pour upon them. 

Sal. You must spare 

To expose }*our life too hastily; ’t is not 
I Like mine or any other subject's breath ; 

The whole war turns upon it— with it; this 
Alone creates ft, kindles, and may quench it— 
Prolong it — end it. 

Sar. Then let us end both I 

’T were better thus, perhaps, than prolong either ; 
I’m sick of one, perchance of both. 

[A trumpet aounds wUhout. 
Sal. Hark ! 

5ar. •• Let us 

Reply, not listen. 

5nf. And your wound !. 

Sar, ’T is bound— 

T is heal’d— I had forgotten it. Away I 
A leech's lancet would have scratch’d me deeper; ' 
The slave that gave it might be well asliamed 
To have struck so weakly. 

Sal. Now, may none this hour 

Strike with a better aim! 

Nor. Ay, if we conquer; 

But if not, they will only leave to me 
A task they might have spared theirking. Upon them ! 

( Trumpet sounds aga(n. 
Sal. I am with you. • 

Sar. Uo, my arms 1 again, my arms ! 

^ ' [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

SCENB 1. 

The same Ball M the Palace. 

. Mtraba and Balea. 

(af a tdndoic.) The day at last has broken. 
What a night 

Hath usher’d it! How beautiful in heaven! 

Though varied with a transitory storm, 

More beautiful in that variety! 
j How hideous upon earth I where peace and hope. 

And Jove and revel, in an hour were> trampled 
By human passions to a human chaos, 
j Not yet resolved to separate elements— 

' ’T is warring still ! And can the sun so rise, 

So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded sky. 

With golden pinnacles, and snowy mountains; 

And billows purpler than the ocean’s, making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth, 

So like we almost deem it permanent; 

So fleeting,, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision; ’t is so transiently 
Scatter'd along the eternal vault : • and yet 


— '* Kouod itu m aDd abewe, 

Gtlllcr. nlib dark rtrawaa Mlfijoard, 

and mliase*reer. andslraa ottroei 
WilOTtH'il In vapoarlpj d^, Itw ilKrr airmi 
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It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the sou)^ 

And blends itself into the sotil, until 
Stinrisc and sunset form the haunted epoch 
Of sorrow and of h)vc; which they who mark not, 
Know not the realms wliere those twin ^enii ' 

(Who chasten and who purify our hearts, 

So that w'e would not change their sw eet rebukes 
For all the boisterous joys that ever shook 
The air with clamour) build the palaces 
Where their fond votaries repose and breathe 
Rricfly; — but in that brief cool calm inhale 
F.nough of heaven to enable them to bear 
The rest of common, heavy, human hours, 

And dream them through in placid sufferance ; 
’fhough seemingly employ’d like all the rest 
Of toiling breatiters in allotted tasks * 

Of |)nin or pleasure, (rco names for one feeling, 
Which our internal, restless agony 
Would vary in the sound, although the sense 
Escapes our highest efforts to be happy. 

You muse right calmly : and can you so watch 
Tlie sunrise which may be our last ? 

Mtjr. It is 

Therefore that I so watch it, and reproach 
Those eyes, which never may behold it more. 

For having look'd upon it oft, too oft. 

Without reverence and the rapture due 
Tolhatnrhich keeps all earth from being as fragile 
As I am in this form. Comcf look upon it. 

The Chaldee's gOd, which, when 1 gaze upon, 

1 grow almost a convert to your Baal. 

BaL As new he reigns in heaven, so once on earth 
He sway’d. 

Myr. He sways it now far more, then; never 
Had earthly monarch half the power and glory * 
Which centres in a single ray of his. 

Bai. Surely be is a god ! 

Myr.- So we Greeks deem too; 

And yet 1 sometimes think that gorgeous orb 
Must rather be the abode of gods than one 
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breaks 
Through all the clouds, and fills my eyes with light 
That shuts the world out. 1 can look no more. 

Bal. Hark 1 heard you not a sound ? 

Myr. No, ’t was mere fancy; 

They battle it beyond the wall, and net 
As in late midnight conflict in the very 
Chambers : the palace has become a fortress 
Since that insidious hour; and here, within 
The very centre, girded by vast courts 
And regal halls of pyramid proportions, 

Whidi must be carried one by one before 
They penetrate to where they then arrived, 

We arc as much shut in even from the sound 
Of peril as from glory. 


Bal But they reach’d 

Thus far before. 

Myr. Yes, by surprise, and were 

Beat back by valour : now at once we have 
Courage and vigilance to guard us. 

Bal. May they 

Prosper! . , 

Myr. That is the prayer of many, and 
The dread of more : it is an anxious hour ; 

I strive to keep it from my thoughts. Alas! 

How vainly! 

Bal It is said the king’s demeanour 
In the late action scarcely more appall'd 
The rebels than astonish'd his true objects. 

Myr. ’T is easy to astonish or appal 
The >'ulgar mass which moulds a horde of slaves ; 

But be did bravely. 

Bal Slew he not Beleses? 

I beard the soldiers say he struck him down. 

JIfyr. The wretch was overthrown, but rescued to 
Triumph, perhaps, o’er one who vanquish'd him. 
in figlit, as he had spared him in bis peril ; 

And by that heedless pity risk’d a crown. 

Bal Hark! [slowly. 

Myr. You are right; some steps approadi, but 

£fir«r. Soldiers, bearing in Salbhettrs teounded, srifh a 
broken Javelin in his Side : they seat him upon one of 
the Cowlies tebtrb furnish the Apartment. 

3fgr. Oh, Jove! 

Bal Then all is over. 

* That is false. 

Haw down the slave who says so, if a soldier. 

Myr. Spare him — he ’s none : a mere court butterfly. 
That flutters in the pageant of a monarch. 

Sal Let him live on, then. 

Myr. •’ So will thou, I trust. 

.Snf. I fain would live this hour out, and tlie event. 
But doubt it. Wherefore did ye bear me here ? 

5ol. By the king’s order. When the javelin struck 
you, 

You fell and fainted : ’t was his strict command 
To bear you to this hall. 

Sal ’T was not ill done : 

For seeming slain in that cold dizzy trance. 

The sight might shake our soldiers — but— 't is vain, 

I feel it ebbing ! 

Myr. I.el me see the wound 

I am not quite skilless : in my native land 
’T is part of our instruction. War being constant. 
We are nerved to look on sodi things. < 

Sol Best extract 

The javelin. 

Myr. Hold ! no, no, it cannot be. 

Sal 1 am sped, then! 


or dews fail owtiing oo iSiir leaff boogtu 

It) itw titoDC MnbMiiu »mtUca.*' ) 

■ ( tsoorlMi •ad lanwl ftoriD Uie tporti of 

torroio Md lo«c ' «a4 iImt wbo m«r1i (lien »oi 
Caa ne'rrbold couTom niib,*' rtc-1 , 


* Itboarlog wrdcbM la ■Uolt«dtMk«.'‘J 

’ [MbprintedblUierto— 

lUd earthly nonareb b«lf ibo proe« atfd itory.’'— C.1 

* [ US.-*' We are oaed to neb luOlrllona.**] 
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Myr. ys ith the blood that fast must follow 

The extracted weapon, I do' fear thy life. [you 

Sal. And I not death. Where was the king when 
Convey'd meTrom the spot where 1 was stricken? 

Sol. Upon tlie same ground, and encouraging 
With voice and gesture the dispirited troops, 

Who had seen you fall, and falter'd hock. 

Whom heard ye 

^'amed next to the command? 

Sol. ^ I did not hear. 

5a/. Fly, then, and tell him, 't was my last rcqucfst 
That Zames take my post until the junction, 

So hoped for, yet delay'd, of Ofratanes, 

Satrap of Susa. Leave me here : our troops 
Are not so numerous as to spare your absence. 

So/. But, prince — - 

5a/. Hence, I say! Here's a courtier and 

A woman, the best chamber company. 

As you would not permit me to expire 

Upon the Geld, I'll have no idle soldiers 

A bout my sick couch. Hence I and do my bidding ! 

[ Exeunt the Sol<iiert. 

Myr. Gallant and glorious spirit! must the earth 
So soon resign thee? 

5a/. Gentle MyTrha, 't is 

The end I would have chosen, had I saved 
Th,e monarch or the monarchy hy this; 

As 't is 1 have not outlived them. 

Myr. You wax paler. 

5a/. Your hand; this broken weapon but prolongs 
My pangs, without sustaining life enough 
To make me useful : I would draw it furth 
And my life with it, could I but hear how 
The fight goes* , 

£nfer Sardanapalus and 5u/(/irrs. 

5ar. My best brother I 

Sa/. And the battle 

Is lost ? 

5ar. {defpondingly.) You see me here. 

Sal. I ’d rather see you thus I 

( He draiee out the tceapon from the wound, and 
diet. 

Sar. And <Aus 1 wiU be seen; unless the succour, 
Hie last frail reed of our beleaguer'd hopes. 

Arrive with Ofratanes. 

Myr, Did you not 

Receive a token from your dying brother, 
Appointing Zames chief.’ 

5or. . I did. 

Myr. Where's Z^mes? 

5ar. Dead. 

Myr. AndAltada? 

Sar. Dying. 

Jfyr. • Pania? Sfero? 

5ar. Pania yet lives; but Sfero 's fled or captive. 

1 am alone. 

Myr. And is airiost? 

Sar. Our walls, 

Though thinly raann'd, may still hold out against 
Their present force, or aught save treachery : 


I But i’ the field 

Myr. 1 thought 't was the intent 

Of Salemenes not to risk a sally 
, Till ye were strengthen'd by the expected succours. 

, 5ar. / over^ruled him. 

Myr. Well, the fault *s a brave one. 

5ar. But fatal. Oh, my brother! I would give 
These realms, of whicli tlioti uert the ornament, 

I The sword and shield, the sole-redeeming honour, 

; To call back — ■ — But I will not weep for thee; 

Thou shall be mOurn’d foras thou wouldst be mourn'd. 
It grieves me most that thou couldst quit this life 
Believing tliat I could survive what thou 
Hast died for — our long royally of race. . 

If I redeem it, 1 will give tliee blood 
Of thousands, (ears of millions, for atonement 
(Tlie lears of all the good are thine already). 

If not, we meet again soon, — if the spirit . 

Within us lives be>x)nd : — thou readest mine, 

And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp 
That yet warm hand, and fold that llirobless lieart 
[ Embraces the body. 

To this which beats so bitterly, ^ow, bear 
The body hence. 

5o/. Where? 

5ar. To my proper chamber. 

Place it beneath my canopy, as though 
The king lay there : when this is done, we will 
Speak further of the rites due to such ashes. 

{ Exeunt 5o/dier* with the body of^jo-anme. 

Enter Pania. 

5ar. Well, Pania! have you placed the guards, and 
issued 

The orders fix’d on ? 

Pan. Sire, I have obey’d. 

5ar; And do tlie soldiers keep their hearts up? 
Pan. Sire? 

5of. 1 ‘m answer’d ! When a king asks twice, and 
" has 

A question as an answer to his question. 

It is a portent. What! they are dishearten'd ? 

Pan. The death of Salenienes, and the shouts 
Of the exulting rebels on his fall. 

Have made them 

Sar Rage — not droop— it should have been. 

We ’ll find the means to rouM them. 

Pan. Such a loss 

Might sadden even a victory. 

Sar. Alas! 

Who can so feel it as I feel ? but yet, (and »e 
Though coop’d within tliesc walls, they are strong. 
Have those without will break tlieir way through hosts. 
To make their sovereign’s dwelling what it was— 

A palace; not a prison, nor a fortress. 

Enter an Officer, hastily. 

Sar. Thy face seems ominous. Speak f 
I dare not, 

Sar. . pare not? 

While millions dare revolt with sword in hand I 
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That 's -strange. I pray thee break that loyal silence 
Wiich loathes to shock its sovereign; we can hear 
Worse than tliou hast to tel). 

Pan. Proceed, thou hearest. ! 

Offi. The wall which skirted near the river’s brink 
Is thrown down by the sudden inundation 
Of the Euphrates, w hich now rolling, swoln 
From the enormous iiwuntains where it rises, 

By the late rains of that tempestuous region, 
O’erHoods its bahks, and hath destroy’d the bulwark. 

Pan. Thai's a black augury! it has been said 
For ages, “That the city ne’er should yield 
“To man, until the river grew its foe.” 

Sor. I can forgive the omen, not the ravage. 

How much is swept down of the wall ? 

Offi. About 

Some twenty stadii.' 

5ar. And all this is left 

Pervious to the assailants ? 

Offi. For the present 

The river’s fury must impede the assault; 

But when he brinks into hi« wonted cbaunel, 

And may be cross’d by the accustom’d barks. 

The palace is tlieir own. 

Sar. That shall be never. 

Though men, and gods, and elements, and omens. 
Have risen up ’gainst one who ne’er provoked them, 
My father’s house shall never be a cave 
For wolves to horde and howl in. 

/>nii. With your sanction, 

I will proceed to the spot, and take such measures 
For the assurance of the vacant space ^ 

As time and means permit 

Sar. About it straight. 

And bring me back, as speedily as full 
And fair investigation may permit, 

Report of the true state of this irruption 
Of watecs. 

[ Exeunt Pa5IA and the Officer. 

Afyr. Tims the very waves rise up * 

Against you. 

5«r. ' They are not my subjects, girl. 

And may be pardon’d, since they can’t be punish’d. 

Myr. 1 joy to see this portent shakes you not. 

Sar. I am past the fear of portents : they can tell me 
Clothing I have not told myself since midnight : 
Despair anticipates such things. 

JHyr. Despair I 

Sar. Ko; not despair precisely. When we know 
All that can come, and how to meet it, our 
Resolves, iffirm, moy merit a more noble 
Word than tins is to give it utterance. 

But what are words to us? w'e have w'ell nigh done 
With them and all things. 


• About two miles ami a half. 

• [ MS.-“Co[u^ksloM,clla)c«, cm. an<f InUllfrtf.} 

a { Alhciueufl makes Uiesc treasures amouot lo a thouaaod my- 
riads of LileoU of gold, 'and ten tiuies as many taieois of tiirer, 
which U a sum that ciccetk all credlbiljty. A man is lost if he 


jfpr. Save one deed—the last 

And greatest to all mortals ; crownii^ act 
Of all that was— or is— or is to be— 

The only thing comoton to all mankind. 

So different in their births, tongues, sexes, natures, 
Hues, features, climes, times, feelings, intellects,* 
Without one point of union save in this, 

To which we tend, for which we ’re born, and thread 
The labyrinth of mystery, call’d life. 

5ar. Our clew being well nigh wound out, let *5 be 
cheerful. \ 

They who have nothing more to fear, may well 
Indulge a smile at that which once appall’d; 

As children at discover’d bugbears. 

Re-enter PA:<tA. 

Pan. is 

As was reported : I have order’d there 
A double guard, withdrawing from th&wall 
Where it was strongest the required addition 
lo watch the breach occasion'd by the waters. 

.Sar. You have done your duty faithfully, and as 
My worthy Pania ! further ties between us 
Draw near a close. I pray you take this key : 

[ Gives a key. 

It opens to a secret chamber, placed 
Behind the couch in my own chamber (now 
Press’d by a nobler w’cight than e’er it bore — 
Though a long line of sovereigns have Igin dow n 
Along its golden frame— as bearing for 
A time what late was Saiemeues). Search . 

The secret covert to which this will lead you;- 
’T is full of treasure;* take it for yourself 
And your companions : there *s enough to.load ye. 
Though ye be many.< Fet the slaves be freed, too; 
And all the inmates of the palace, of 
Wliatcvcr sex, now* quit it in an hour. [pleasure. 
Thence launch the regal barks, once form’d for 
And now to serve for safety, and embark. 

I The river ’s broad and swoln, and uticoinmapded 
I (More potent than a king) by these besiegers. 

Fly! and be happy! 

Pan, Under your protection! 

So you accompany your faithful guard. 

Sar. IVd, Pania! that must not be; get thee hence. 
And leave me to 'my fate. 

Pati. ’T is the first time 

I ever disobey’d : but now— 

Sar. So ali men 

Dare beard me now, and Insolence within . 

Apes Treason from without. Question oo further-; 
’T is my command, jny last conimand. Wilt fkou 
Oppose it? thou! 

Pan. But yet — not yet. 

^ar. • Well, then, 


attempts to Him up the whole value ; wlilcli ioduces me lo belies a 
that Aiheofui muil have very niueh exai;^raled;boweTer, wo 
may be a.«4jred, from hit account, that the treaturea were Im- 
memelf great.**— llouiit.] 

4 ( SIS. ^ '<\e Ikcrrcviee 

To nliich ll»c VcT uw, wKb a tiule nrr.''] 
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Swear, that yon will obey when I shall give 
The sigoai. * ‘ ^ 

Pan. M^th a heavy but truf liCarl. ^ 

I promise. 

Sor. 'T is enough. Now order here *• 
Faggots, plnerDUts, and wither'd leaves* apd such ' 
Tilings as catch fire and bla^e with one sole spark : 
Bring cedar, too, and precious drifgs^ad spices, 
And mighty planks, |o nourisli>a tall pile; 

Bring frankincense and myrrh, too, for it is 
For a great sacrifice I build tlie pyre; 

Add heap them round yoh throne. * 

P«M. \ ^ My lord ! ' 

Sar. I bavffsaid it, 

And you have sicom. ' . 

Pan. And could keep my faith 

TVithout a TOW'. • ' * 

[Exit Pa5U- 

Myr. What mean fou? ^ 

Sar.- •You shall know ^ 

Anon— -what the whole eartli shall ne’er forget. 

PjimA. returning vith a Herald. 

Pan. My kic)g, id going forth upon my 'duty, . 
This herald has been brought before me, craving 
An audience. 

5ar. Let him speak. 

Her. The king Abdaces — r- 

Sar. What, crown’d already?— But, proceed. 

Her. BefeSes, 

The anointed high-priest 

Sar, Of what god or demon? 

With new kings rise new altars. But proceed ; 

You are sent to prate your masters* w ill, and not 
Reply to mine. 

i/er. AndSatmp Ofratanes— ^ 

5or. Why, he Is ours. 

Her. {shoiring a ring.) Be sure that he is how 
In the camp of the conquerors : behold 
Hi's signet ring. . * 

Nar, *T is.his. A worthy triad I 

Poor Salemenes ! tbou hast died in time 
To see one treachery the less : this man 
Was thy true friend and my most trusted subject 
Proceed. 

Her. They oCfer thee thy life, antyrecdom 
Of choice to single. out a residence 
In any of the Airther provinces. 

Guarded and watch'd, but not confinedin person, 
IMiere Uiou shall pass days in pdbcc ; but on 
Gmditiorf that the three Vbung princes are 
Given up as hostages. 

Sar. (ironira/^.) Ttie generous victors.' ‘ 
//er.J wait tKe answer. 

Sar. , Answer* slave! How long 

Have staves decided on the doom of kingf^ 

Her. Sinc^t^y were fjree. 


r ! Mouthpiece of mntioy! 

Tliou at the least shall loam the penalty 
j)f treason, Uiough itsjiroxy onif. iPania ! 

Let his head be throVn from our wallft within 
The rebels* lines, h^s carcass down the river. 
AwayVi^4um! 

tPAKiA andJAe CtMrri#.«eu/ny Atm. 
Pan. I Hbver yet o^v’d* 

Your orders* with>more pleasure than the present. ' 
Hence withjiim, soldiers! do not soil thiadial! ■ 

Of ro)*alty w ith treasonable gofe; * . 

Put him to rest w itboht. ’ - V 

//cr, A single word : 

My office, king, is sacred. 

Sar, And what ’s whir? . . 

That thou ^ouldst come andfbire to ask of me 
To lay it^wn? 

Her. I but obey’d my orders. 

At ilie same peril if Refused, as now 
Incurr’d by my obedience. 

Sar. So there are 

New* monarchs of an hour’.s growth as despotic 
As sovereigns swathed in purple, and enthroned 
From hirtb 'to manhood I 

Her. My life waits your breath. 

Tours (I speak humbly) — but it may be — yours 
May also be in danger scarce less Imminent : 

Would it then suit tlie last liours of a line 
Such as is tiiat cf Nimrod, to destroy v 
A peaceful herald, unarm’d, in his office ; 

And violate not only all that man 
Holds sacred between man and man — but that ’ 

More holy tie which links us w ith the gods? .[act 
.Sar. He ’s right.— I.et him go free. — My life’s last 
Shall not bc'one of wrath: Here, fellow, take 

( Give* Aim a golden ctp from a table near. 
This golden goblet, let it hold your wine, 

And think of me : or melt it Into ingots. 

And think of nothing but their weight and value. 

Her. 1 thank ymi doubly for my life, and this 
Most gorgeous gift, which renders it more precious. 
But must I bear no answer? . 

5ar. Yes, — I ask 

An liour’s truce to consider. ’ 

Ifer. But an hour’s? 

Sar- An hour’s : if at the expiration of 
That time your masters bear no further from me, . 
Tliey arc to deem that I reject their tcrips. 

And act belluing^’. 

Her. noUiail 

To be a faithful legai^fyour pleasure. 

Sar. And hUfk ! a word niOr£. 

Hn^ * i shall not forget it, 

Whale’er it be. ' ' 

Sar. ' Coiilmend me to Bcleses ; < •*'• 

And tell him, ere a c.xpirc, I summon . 

Him hence' to mect^'. ' . 




,‘^-»nan onlOT iMrt 
’ rjioi|h of dry wwri," «te. | 
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Vfrhtre? 

Sar. At Babylon; 

At least from tlwnoe he wilh^part to meet me. 

Her. 1 shall'obey you to the Iftter. ' , 

. ^ ■ [ Cxrt Herald. 

Sar. PohiaSr-^ 

Now, my good Paniat— quick*— with wlial I order’d. , 

Pom. My lord^,— tbe^oldiers are already charged. * 
And see ! they enter. 

^ r Sdldierr^nter, and farm a PUe about th^Thrdne, etc. 

Sar. • Higher, my good soldiers, 

And thicker yet ; and see that the foundation 
Besuchos will not speedily exhaust 
Its own too subtle Oame; nor yet be quench’d 
With aught offlcious aid would bring to quell it» 

Let the throne form the core of it ^ 1 wpuld not | 
Leave that, sare (taught with fire unqtienehftble. 

To the new comers. Frame the whole as if 
’f were to enkindle the strong tower of our 
liireterate enemies. Now it bears an aspect! 

Haw say you, Paftia, will this pile suffice 
For a king's obsequies? 

Pan. ^ Ayi for a kingdom’s. 

I understand you, now. 

Sar. • And blame me? 

.Pan. , No— 

Let me but fire the pile, and share it with you. 

ifyr. That duty '8 mine. 

Pan. Awomao’s! 

dfyr. . ' ‘ T is the soldier’s 

Part to die for bis sovereign, and why not 
The woman’s with her lover ? 

Pan. ’T is most strange! 

Myr. But not so rare, my Pania, as thouthink'st it. 
In the mean time, live thou.— Farewell f the pile 
1$ ready. 

PON. I rtionld shame to leave my sovereign 
tVilh hut a single female to partake 
His deathi 

Sar. . Too many far have heralded . 

Mo to the dust, already. Get thee hence ; 

Enrich thee. 

Pan. ^nd live wretclied ! 

5or. Think upon 

Thy vow ’t is sacred and irrevocable. 

Pan. Since it is so, farewell. ^ 

Sar. Seardi well my dumber, 

Feel no reawrsc* .it bearing off the^old; 

Remenil>er,. whul you leave you leave the slaves 
AVIm 3»(cw me : and^wben yqu^ve born away 
All sai'eulfto your boats, bl^boe long blast 
Upon the trumpet asjou quit the palace* 

TIk river's btiok-^tixt remote, its stream 
Too loud the echo 

To iU banks. Theo.fly,— 

And out still keep on 

Your way<dli9SB^^hratcs i i(you reach 
Tlie laM(l<>r A|in(a'g 0 Jiia, where the qu^en* 

Is^jKife with iny tliree sons in Cotta's court, 

Sviy what yon S(ii(' at porlin;:, and request - ■ 
That s|ie remembe> what I said at one 


Pahing more moumfol^still. 

Pan.- That royal hand t 

Let oooe rqore preso it to my Ups ; 

And these poor soldiers who, throng round you, and - 
Would faindie with you I ^ ■ 

. [ 77tft5oUier« and PAntA throng round him, kissinff 
hie hand and ihe^em of his robe. 

Sar. . 4^ " . My beet I my last friends! 
Let ’s not unman eaetrother : pvt at once : 

All farewells should be sudden, when for ever. 

Else they make an eternity of moments, 

And clog the last sad sandspf life, with tears. 

Hence', and be happy : trust me^ I am not 

AW t(f be pitied ; or far more for what 

Is past than present for the future„*t is 

In the .hands of the deities, if such 

There be : I shall know soon. Farewell— Farewell. 

;[ Pania and Soldiers. 

Jfyr.,These men were honest ; it is comfort still 
That our last looks should be on loving faces. 

5dr. And lovely ones, my beautiful !— but hear me ! 
If at this moment,— for we now are on 
The brink,— thou feel’st ^ inward shrinkiug from 
This leap through flame into the fiituie, say it : 

I shall not love thee less ; hay, perhaps more, 

For yielding to thy nature : and (here 's time 
Yet for thee to escape hence. 

Jlfyr. Shall 1 light 

One of the tordies which lie heap’d beneath 
The ever>buming lamp that burns without, 

Before Baal's shrine, in the adjoining hall ? 

; .Sar.. Do so. Is that thy answer? 

' Jtfyr. ' Thou shall see. 

I (£«irMTBRnA. 

Sor. (solus.) She 's firm. My fathers ! whom 1 will 
It may be, purified by death from some [rejoin. 
Of the gross stains oftoo material being, 

I would not leave your ancient first al>o^ 

To the defilement of usurping bondmen ; 

. Iff have not kept ynur inheritance 
As ye bequeath’d it, this bright part of it, 

Your treasure, your abode, your sacred ivlics 
Of arms, and records, mOnunnents, and ^ils, 

In which fkey would have revell'd, I bear with me 
To you m that absorbing element > 

W'hich most personifies the Souh as leaving 
The least of matter uncousumed before 
Its fiery workings : — and the light of this 
Most royal of funereal pyres shall be 
Nof a mere pHlar form'd ot.cl6ud and flaine, 

A bCacoin in tbe'horizoo f5ra'day, . 

And then a mount of ashes, bull li^t 
To l^on ages, rebel nations, and ^ 

Voluptuous princes. Time ^afi quench full .^nany 
A people’s records, and i| hero's acts; ' < 

Sw eep^rm^re after ehmire, like this first ^ 
Ofenipirqa, ihto noth^; l^teven t[^ 

S^ll spare this dehd of jninc*affd hold n up 
A prpbleih fewMare im^fte,.and none - 
Bespise — but, it may be^^oid the life 
Whioh led to shcb aconsummation. 
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MruuiA r»(urm with a Ughtetl Torch one Hand, and 
a Cup In the other. 

Myr. Lo! 

I *ve lit the lamp w^ich lights us to the stars. 

Sar. And the cup ? 

Myr. *T is ray country's custom lo 

Make a libation to the gods. 

Sar. And mine 

To raake libations amongst men. I 'venot 
Forgot tbe custom; and> although alone. 

Will drain one draught in memory of many 
A joyous banquet past. 

( Sakda^vapalcs tahee the cup. and after drinking 
and tinkling the reverud cup, a$ a drop faili, 
exclaime — 

And this libation 
Is for the excellent Beleses. 

Afyr. . Why 

Dwells thy mind rather upon that man's name 
Than on his mate's in vlllany ^ 

Sar. ' * T^ie other 

Is a mere soldier, a mere tool, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend's hand : the otlier 
Is master-mover of bis warlike puppet : 

But I dismiss tJiem from my mind.— Yet pause, 

My Myrrha 1 dost thou truly follow me, 

Freely and fearlessly ? 

Myr. And dost thou think 

A Greek gir( dare not do for love, that which 
An Indian widow braves for custom?* 

Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 

Myr. It is long 

In sounding. 

Sar. Now, farewell ; one Idst embrace. 

Myr. Kmbrace, but noI the last ; there is one more. 

.Sar. True, the commingling Gre will mix ourashes. 

Myr. And pure as is my love to thee, shall they, 
Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly passion, 


Mix pale with tliine. A single thought yet irks me. 

Sar. Say it. 

Myr. It is that no kind hand will gntltfr 
The dust of both into one urn. • 

1 Sar'. TIjc betler : 

I Rather let them be borne abroad upon 
t TIjc winds of lieaven, and scatter'd into air, 

‘ Than be' polluted more by human hands 
I Of slaves and traitors. In this blazing |mlace, 

I And its enormous walls of recking ruin, 

I We leave a nobler monument than Egypt 
Hath piled in her briAi umuiitains, o'er dead kings,* 

I Or kine. for none know whether those proud piles 
tie for theit monarch, or their ox-gbd Apis : 

So much for monuments that have forgotten 
Their very record ! * 

Myr. Then farew'ell, thou earth I • 

And loveliest spot of earth! farewell, Ionia I 
I tie thou siill free and beautiful, and ftfr 
Aloof from desolation I My last prayer 
Was for thee, my last thoughts, save one, were of thee! 

Sar. And that? 

Myr. Is yours. 

I Ihe trumpet of Pasia sounds eeithout. 

Sar. Hark! 

.Myr. Nov! 

Sar. Adieu. Assyria! 

i I loved thee well, my own, my failjcrs' land, 

I And lietler as my country than my kingdom. 

I saU*d thee wHIi peace and joys; and thi.H 
Is iny reward ! and now I owe 0icc nothing, 

Not even a grave. 

( lie mounts the pile. 

Now, Myrrha I 

Myr. • Art thou ready ? 

Sar. As the torch irvtliy grasp. 

{ MvnanA fires the pih. 
Myr. T is lired! I come. 

( As Htriha springs forvard to throu herself into 
the flames, the Curtain falls.^ 


'(MS. — * loaMbitUlbert 

Ao JiKlIio wJdaw darw tor ctuioo) which 
A ertek glfl dtre aold* far Jotaf”] 

• 1 These lines are In had Uutc rnouch. (rom Uie jio^ belwaea 
IdmgM and kine, lo ihe aUMirdiiy o( believtog that Sardanapa- 
loa at auch a moment vroukl be Hkelf lo diaOuw a point ot anlk]ua- 
nan curlotitj-. Bui Uier loTOlve ato an anachrOoiMD, inasmuch 
ai, whatever date be aathpietl to tbe erecUoa of U»e evber prra- 
raids, there can be no reason for appreltrodlng that, at the Ml of 
Kineveb. and white the Singduni aoJ hierarchy of ESTPt subsisied 
in Ibelr full splcndoor, Uie desimalMJO of Uiose immense labrka 
ounid have heen a matter of doubt to any who mi^bt enquire cou- 
cembif tttetn. llert*dolus, thtfe hundred yean later, may bare 
been misinformed on these puinU; but, wbcii sanianapaJiss lived, 
tbe erection of pyramids mail, in all proUbllity, have out been 
sUll bf iiofmiueol occuireoce, and the naiore of their coo tents no 1 
aoti^ of misUke or mystery .—Bisaur lltaea.] 

> [Here an auouymuaa critic auapccls Lord Byron of having 
read obi Fuller, who aays, In bis qnaint way. '* the pyrauUtU. do- 
bof with Sge, have fur]$uUea Die names of ibelr founders.”— if.) 

* [ Id " Sardanapalus” Lord Byron hss been far more (brinnate 
than In tbe *< Dofte of Venice,*' ioasmucli as bis subject Is oc»e crai- 
nmtly adapted uot nnly lo trMnly in seiferat, but to llul peculiar 
Lind of tragedy wbicl^ Lord Byrou b aiuiuiis lo rccouuuend. Tbe 


bistory of the last of Ihe Assyrian fcioits b at once soffldoiJly well 
known Ipawaken that previous interest which belohRs lo illiM(f4ous 
namrs and early aasociaikms{ and sutflcieallyremule andiibeeure 
to adroit of any roodiRcaUoo of incident or eharacter wbiefa a p^t 
may Had coorenient. AU that we know of Nineveh and Its soviv 
req(na b naajestic, indbUnct, and mysterious. We read of an 
i-xtensive and civilbed tnouarchy erected in the aaes immediately 
I succecdlog tbe dehige. and eibliugln full might and majesty while 
. the shores of Greece and Italy were unoccupied, except by rovlnf 
savages, we read of an empire whose infiornco extended fmn 
Saroarcaod to Troy, and from tbe moQulBinj<or Judah lo tlmae uf 
I Capeasov. subverted, after a continoance of Uiirteen bundrerl years, 
sod a dfusety of thirty peneraUniito in an almost incrrdcMy short 
] spaceoflbne, lesaby the revolt of two provinees than by tbcaoper 
of Heaven and the predicted fury of natural and Inanimate aitcniit. 
iSnd the ioflueoce wbiefa both the conquests and tlie misfortunes of 
Aasyrta appear to have exerled over tbe fates of the people for 
whom, of all others In ancient history, our struogest f^iiqts are 
I ( frua itligkms moUvrs ) ioteresied, throws a sort of Mcred |Mimp 
' over tbe greatnem and the crimes of the descendanb of Nimrod, 
t and a reverente which no other equaliy remote nurtiun of profane 
IiUUnt b Ukeiy to obtain with lu. At the same lime, all which we 
* know b sO brief, so general, and so dbjoialed, ihat we have lew of 
Uiose jiricwnocivted aoUow uf Uie petsooa and (beta raprcecnleif 
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THE TWO FGSGAIU.^ 


ACT I. 

SCENE i. 

A Hall In the Vucat Palace. 

Ettter LokedatiO and BARBAUGq, meeting. 

Lor. Whece is the prisoner? 

Bar. Reposing from 

The Question, , , 


wluoii lo cUulcal ilrvDMt It Krvilely follovreU, ileiKof the Interest, j 
and il rasltly depaiinl from offend the prrjodices, of Ute reader or { I 
tlie auditor, ad outlfne itgiveo cf Qic moat majatk khid; but it , | 
a AD outltne unfjr. wMcb Ibc poet oiay CU up at ploMure; and in ; i 
asorlbtog. as Lord Byron has dune f6r the take of hU Uyiiuriie I 
imiUes, the de4rucUun ol the Assyrian empire to the trcjnin uf uoe 
night. tn.«U>acl of the war of several years, he has neither shocked 
our belter knowledge, oor Incurred any eompicoons kinprohabi- 
lily....SUU. however, Uic deveJopnicntofSardauapalos's character 
it iiicultnUl only to Ute plot of Lord Byron's drama, and ittuugh 
the unities hare ennfioed liks picture within far narrower limiU 
lhao hr nright otherwise have tliought advisable^ Ibe character u 
admirably ikcteliud ; nor is there any one of the porUaiM of tliU 
great master which gives us a more favourable opiiiluu of bis talents, - 
his force of concqiiloo. bis delicacy and vigour of luocb,or Ibe 
rtshness and harmony of his colouring, lie had, indeed, no uafa> 
Tuttrable groundwork. evi;o in ibc few bln la supplied by the ancient 
historians, as lo the cunducl and history of the last and most nnfor* i 
lunate of the line of Belu^. Though accused (whellier truly or 
Llscly';. by liis triuuJpbaut enemies; of the mwl reiolUng vici-s, 
and an Clfeuilnacy even beyond nbat might bo expected from lli^, 
last dregs of A'iailc despotism, we And Sanbnapalaj, when-roused 
by tlie ajiiiruacb of danger, coiiducUng his armies witk a tourage, 
d skill. aiH>. for some lime at least, with a success not iuferior to 
tluatc of his most warlike ancestors. We lind him retaining tn the 
lost the ndctUy bf bis most (rostal servanu, bis nearest kindred, 
and ip> Ainall i»roporUon of Ids hardiest subjects. We see him pro- 
vulln^ for itib satuty of his wife, hb cUildrcu, and bis capHai cily, 
wi^ all the eaiumess and priii^ence of an experienced caplain. We 
see him at length sulidueiJ, nut by man, but by Heaven and the 
elemt-nU, and slacking hU death with a mlxUire of heroism and fe- 
rocity widch IdtSe accords with uur notions of a weak or utterly 
degraded character. Aod even Uic strange story, variously told, 
ami without further explanation scarcely lutenigtblv, which repre* 
w-nts him a.<> building.; or furtir)iiig) two cities in a single day, and 
then dcfuriuiug bis exploits wiih on Indcceul image and msaip- 
lk>n, would ecem to imply a niiklure uf energy with hb folly not 
iiuposRfblf, perhaps, to the madness of atwolule power, and which ! 
may lead us to Impute bit fall Iras k> weakness than lo an iujudi- ' 
clout aii<r<Mlenlaliuus contempt of the opinions and pt^-judiciM .of • 
UMukInd. such a cliaracter.—iuxiirioos, energetic, tnlsanthrupi- | 
cAI.— atlords. beyond a doubl. no common advantages to tbc \vo/k ! 
Ilf poetic dciinealitMi ; and ills precisely the character Aiih Lord 
Byron most Ueilgliis to draw, and which he has succeeded best in 
*> lUawliig.— IHSoor Hkbu. 

r remember Lord Byron's meuUuiiing. that the story ^f Sardana- 
paliubad been working in his brain fur avvvii years before Ite com- I 
nicocedU.--T«ktAWrics.| 4 . 


I a [tbc dUadvoulage. and, In tmtli, ab-uirdity. of Mcriftcing 
1 hlglier objects toa formal adherence lo the unities (sec ««le,p * 0 ».) 

, Is strikingly dlfplayed In ihh draiba. TTie whole Interest here 
I turns ujioo the younger Foscari liaving returned from banUtmieiit, 
indcliaaccof iheUn anditscoosequeuces. from so uocoQiqner- 
able (lujgJug after bis own country. Now, the only way lo have 
made Ibis senliment palatable, the practicable fuundatioo of sta- 
pendoiu snOerings, would iiavc been, to have presented him to 
tliG audience, wearing out bis heart iu exile, and furming bU tv- 
■uiuliuu id rcium. Rl ^ distance from his country, or hovering, In 
excrudailng sufpeuse. within sight ol Its" borders.' We might 
then haTe caught some glimpse of the nature of bis motives, and 
of so exiraonlinary a character. But as this would have beeis 
contrary lo usu; of the unities, we first meet with him led from 
'‘the lJuestUin,*' and afterwards takch back to It In tbc Oiical 
Palace, or rilnging to the dungeon wails of his native city, and 
expiring from his dread of leaving ttiem ; and tlitrebire feel inoiw 
I wonder than sympathy, when wo are told, that these agonisiog 
co:rscqucncis have resulted, not from guilt or disaslrr, bot merely 
from the Intensity of ids lOYOfbrhis connlry.— JtFFaitv.I 
' 's [The cbaractrr ufLoredano b well coDCtuved and truly tragic. 

The deep and settled pnndpic of hatred w tdeh auiuiales him, and 

whicbtmpels him lo tlie cunimbsionorihc most atrocioosemelUca, 
may seem, at lind, tmnalaral and overstrained. But notouly is It 
bbturically b ne ; but, when the cause of that hatred llbe supposed 
murder of bis fattier and uncles), aod when Ibe airodims maxims 
of Italian revenge, and that habitual couicmpt of all the mfhler 
feetings, arc taken into consideration wliich cuiutlluied the glory 
ofk V'ciMtUan patriot, we tilay conceive how such a prinoiplc might 
be iiut only avowed but exulted In by « '»neilan who regardrd 
the house of Foscari as, at once, the enemies of hb lamlly and hU 
country.— Bj.sBor iintB.J 

» (••Tlie TWO Foscari ’’was composed at Ravenna,* between tbti 
iUb of June and the HHli of July. fWi, and published with “Sar- 
douapalus” in the luUowiog December. ••The Venetian story, 
writes Lord Byron lo Mr. Murray,** Is striclly bislorieal. I am 
, iDiieii mortified that (Jiffonl don'Makc lo my new dramas. To be 

1 sore, ilicy arc as 0 |i|>oalte to the English drama as one thing can 
‘ be to another; but 1 have a notiuu that, if understood, tbcy will, 

' ■' iu lime, find favour (Uiougb wot on the stage) with ihc reader. 

! The simpKcliy of jdol is inlentloini, sad the aiioldancc of rani 

! also, a* also the compression ofthc siicectirs In the morwacverc si- 

- iiiatious. What I seek lo -show In • the Poscarii* Is the »uppre*4eH 
passiom, rflVhcr Ihaniherauloflbe prcsenlday. ForlbainiaWer— 
• Nay, U (Ikiu 'I t mouth, - 
4 f. JJ rsftt 0 * well as ihou-' 

I ■ • ( iis.-- JuMc the I 2 U, completed July tbc 91U. Itauuiia, IKL- 
! Dfron. ) 


THE TWO 

lor. The hour 's past— fix’d yeetcrday 

For the resumption oC his trial. — ^Letus 
Rqoin our colleagues in the council, and 
Urge his recall. ’ 

^or. ^'ay, let him profit by 

A few brief minutes for his tortured limbs; 

He was o’crwrought by the Question yesterday, ' 
And mav die under it if now repeated. 

Lor. Well? 

Bar. 1 yield not to you in Iqye of justice, 

Or hate of the ambitious Foscari, 

Father and son, and all their noxious race; 

But the poor wretch has suffer’d beyond nature’s 
!Slost stoical endurance. 

Lor. Without owning 

Uis crime! 

Bar. Perhaps without committing any. 

But he avow’d the letter to the Duke 
Of Milan, and his sufferings half atone fbr 
Such weakness. 

Lor. We shall see. 


FOSCARI. . 

Bar. . • . You, Loredano, 

Pursue hereditory hate too far. 

Lo^. How far? 

Bar. * To ej[termination. 

Ijor. • When they are 

Extinct, you inay say this. — Let ’s in to council. 

Bar. Yet pause— the number of our colleagues is not 
Complete yet ; two are wanting ere We can. 

PrbeecA 

Lor. And the chief judge, the Doge? 

J?or. - . Wo— he, 

With more than Roman fortitude, is ever 
First at tlw board in this unhappy process 
Against his last and only son. 

Lor. True— true— 

Uis lost. 

^ Bar. Will nothing move you? 

Lor. Frth he, think, you ? 

Bar. He shows it not. 

j Lor. I have mark’d Iftnf— the wretch! 

I Bar. But yesterday, 1 hear, on his return 


%«oold not be dUfidOH, u 1 U)lok 1 have ibown in my younger 
prodtictk>o»->iio< Or/imnUc oaea, lobe sure.** The bea Englbli 
account of the iocidenta on \«Ucli thii play b (ouixleU. ts in Ui6 
seooitd volame ut the Beverewl Ur. SmcUicy's ^ Skelcbes of Yc> 
oetlan IJUtory i"— 

*' The rrtgo of Pnacatfo FiMtari bod now bom praioo^ Id (be unu«Ml 
pertod «r iblrtfloor )«tn. ond ibeoo i«or» ««r« molted bf oliueoi conit.- 
uool oorfOro; durloR nhlrta. buiteitr, Uio cotfrogo. lk« Brtuoom. ODd tbe 
ooyority of Itw IlfoatrioDt LMte twd woo foot rtcb profioocf tor bit Cood- 
try, tod lacTootod tier (lory not Um clioo ber domtoiloB. Ardent, mler> 
|Klttug,aDd antbUloiu of iba glory of con4]oai, U wtt oot wiiboul niucb 
oppoollloo Ibot Fomrl bod obloiocd tbr bogcohlp ; oud bo toon dteorcred 
tbal tb« ibroM oblrb be'bad cotoled wltb (o grwl nruetinew mo» f^r | 
from bring a erot of rttwhs. Acrordliigly, 0I Ibe pooce uf Ferrora, wbkb In 
I to socevoded a colarollouo ««r. fortowlog Iba opprooeb of freob ood ilIU 
grooter trouMeo, 4od weorlod by ibo rocOaiw wbkb oocribedoU dbaoierelo 
Iba lYluec. bo Icodcrvd hU obdkallan lo (be kubUi, and woe rafutod. A 
like offer WM rfoedot by bim wImki nine yoart' furtber ctperlccKo of •O' 
tcrdgnly bad coaSmicd lil> funner^ rtUmAlc of lu ciiree ; and ibe Cooncli. 
on IbU tecond ocoulea, mueb OHire from adberruce la rxUUng louHall^pa 
tbau from toy aUaclimeol to Uie peraoa of (be Doge, arrompanled ibelr 
orfaiiro wklb Iba eiacUoQol an oalb (bat be wontd retain bU burdenioma 
digaltf for Ufa. ToO early. Alt* !-wat b« to be Liiipbt (bat llta, on uich ron- 
dlUaiio, *>a< the bearlo>t of curteal llireeuul of III* loor miw were already 
dead : toCtocotw, Ibe lorvher, he looked for (be coniiiiuotlea of bl» aaow 
aodlbaeupport of hli decUoliig *g«; aud, (rotu Ibgl yauib * bitefaurrlage 
wilb Ibe illniuhiu, Canlarlnl.*ad ibe popular yoy w (lb wbkb bl* 

iiuptbU waro celebrated, Ibe btfge drew laiotuatfhi turplns (or futora 
happimia. Poivi'taia, b<iwe,rr. had tramNy clapacd frnin (bccoiKHuioa 
of (ha< waU^ufMoed marrUgr, wtiait a irrlc* of caUoilUra bfv*n. from ' 
whlcb dtaib alone wm lo rvlleta clibaribe aon or bis yrf tuore wrriebad 
taib«y. la IA«3, clotopo Pu>carl wa* iktuoabb^ to Ibe Ten. a* luMug rc> 
ceiaed pro am t i rraw foreign poteauies. and c»pccially from FUlppo- Maria 
\lacw«tk. Tba olleuw, aeiardiiig to Ibe Uw, w-Wgiw of Ibo rao*( bclnoo* 
wbicb a noble cenld rummll, ^:reo If Olaeopo were gulli)^ of Infrlaglng 
Ibai law, U wa* pol ea*y lu oiabll«b lonuceoce baforv a Yeoetiaiblrlbonal. 
Inder Ibe rjc* ui bU own ra(he^ rvtupyUed to pmlde at lb* i^nnalaral 
taambMilod. A coafe»kHi waaeyiancd (miutbeprUoner.oo Ibe rack , and, 
frvm lb* llpa vf Hat falber, be received ihe aanicncc wlilcb boMfbed kUn 
fur Ufelo 'lapall di Uoilunta. iHi bUpaa*4tgt.Hrrer* Ulocaa delayed blmtl 
Trieitei and. at (be eipadal prayer of ibe Uuga. a le>>* nmole dMrkt «*f^ 
•aigMd tor kla paolabmenl : be w a* paraliiad lu mide jrt Trealso, and bt* 
wlfa waa allowed lo partkipai* bU r&lic. 

**hirailaibecumiiM9eefproiof Ibe winler of lAXl, while oUedf o Faerarl 
rroled. In coiupardliTe lraoi|uUlily. wKbIft Uh bound* lo wbkb be wa* 
rotrlOed. ibal an iwaulnailun OL-roricd in iba kracti of Vcnic*. Dermufao 
buaatD. a Cblaf of Ibo Tbo, wa* mord^ed on bl* return from a (IlllOf of 
Ibal counrli, al bto own doo*i by unkiwwo band*. Tba magolladc of (be 
uffeBcaaod the vUdallonof (be bigbdtgiiUy of iboTcn decoAndod a alclUo : 
and lb* coadjoler* of (be tlalp magUrrutu caugtol wlib eager gra»p al ibe 
kllsbla*! due wbicli aruptekm rnubl alford. A duiue>llr in Ibe lertlce of 
CUcopo Foaearl ba<kUm men In Vcuice on tbeereniitg uf Uie murder, and 
on ibe following morning, when n»d In a IhnH all Moire by a Chief of fbv 
Ten, and aaked, ' >Vba| new* f ' ka bad auiwerad by reymrllog ibaaMtolna' 


i Moo,a*eceal hourabeforati wralgeomlly koowW. II mlgbt «eaB Ihai rarb 
frankncaa of liBelf dltprered *11 ptrlIrtpeikHi la (be crliM; for Uwtulberof 
ll wa* not llkeky Ibo* uMracpnably *ad pretnalvrely lo dlacloae lu coa>* 
mlUal. Bui lb* Teu Ibonfebl dinctcnliy, and matter* wlilrb lo other* bore 
couvkiioa of IntMcrnt'c. to Ibem Mvanred »trongly of gnIN. Thg •errsot 
wa* arrmted, eaimliwl. and birbarocHly tortured ; bdicven Uu-elpbfteih 
oppllcalioo of tbc airappado faliod lo elicit one *y liable wbkb (DlgtiliD*|lfy 
cuadmmaUvn. Thai Clacupo Foarart bad etpeuienced lUe MSirliy of (be 
Couwir* Judgiueat, ai(d Ibal lij (aalvu* walchfiilue** wa* dall) Impatlug 
aemcoek ratiralol upon bl* UtbcrsalHburti). powerfully eperalr^ucoii- 
Tinoe tbe Ten llul they mual Ibemaehck li^murn be obyc*!* of bl* deadly 
I enmity. Wboel**. ibeyHld, could he moie lUrly lu arm (lye beud uf an 
a»»a*iin again** a Cbief uf 1^ Tun, Iboii unc wbuu) (be Teu Itefe Utlled 
I wllb punivbiuaiilf On ihU unjiut and uukupporird Mitmiic, Ibe louog 
Foorarl wafrctuUed from Trevl»o. phuvdon iSc raik wbicb bl* temiDl bad 
jutl vacated, lartured again la bi* talbcr * pretence, and ool abaulu-d ereu 
aher be rvoluiciy perviyied lu denial uOlu lb« tod. 

"Tbe wrong*, bow ever, whiib Utacopu Fuararleudbredtied by n« meetia 
chUlad Ibepaaiiuuaie lu«e with wbb-b be lonUuued lu regard bl* nitgraio- 
fnl counlry. Ue na* n«w eirludial Ihmd all ^ntuuDlrailun w l|h bl* laiBlIir, 
torn from ibe wUe of bl* aflertlon*, debai reO (rein ibe mkIoiji of bUibll' 
dren, hepekaa of again embrac lug IIiom pamu wbu bad already for obl' 
flrlpped Ibe natural trriu of bunuui exlsirnce ; and lu bl« liuaglnaliuit, far 
ever rcnicring Itaelf upon Ibaalugkdvlreof return, life |»refccUiod no oibrr 
ebicet deomtug purwill; tUI, br IhO atlalniitrui uf ibl* wbb, life iuelfat 
IrtTglb ippearH to be «c a rwly nore Iban an adetiuate iarrllke. rraydd 
upon by ibU fercr of ibe beerl, atlar all ye*r»' ucuwlilug »uli for a rcml*' 
klooof pnolibiueDl. lo Ibo rummer of I ue. be addro*>vd a Idler lo Ibe Puke 
of Milan, Imploring bit good ufbeek w Ub tba ncuala. Thai Idler, purpoaely 
kn open in a p(are obdau* lo Ibe *|>k« by w bom. eirn In Ll> uHe. be wa* 
Mirrounaktf. and aflcrward* loirualed (u *n t«|aally Irrarberatu hand fur 
delivery lo $furu. wa» eon*eyc<l, a« ibe writer intruded. io (he caoiKlI of 
'Trli; and Ibe re*ull, wbicb etpully tullilk-d bl* eApactailoa. ww a liaoty 
aumipona In Ventre le aimer for Ibe bee*y ctlio* uf eulkUlog fartlgu In- 
lerr««).lou w lib bb ttelbe govrrumeal. 

" For a Uilrd lime. Freucearo Fe^rerl Urtaoed do Iba arcpaallou uf M* 
■on; lor ibe Ural lime be ticoril him opeuly atuw Hie ^arga of bb preu-. 
•era, and calmly lUle Ibal bl* ofTeurc. »0(b a* it wu. bad been canimitled 
dolgitedly and aforribuogbi, wl|b the oule obpkt of ddectluii, lu order 
llul tw migbl be brought bark, even a* a malcfador, lo Veukr. TbI* 
prompl and valonttry dccMrartoii, however, wa* noi oufOrJeuI 10 d«We 
Ibe'nlra brtlUlloq of bla Judge*. Coin, ibry said, migbl ba loo^eully *d> 
mined a* well a* loo penloarbiady dcnlod ; and Ibe aame proens tlurcftno 
by wliicb.al'ulber lime*, confeiaJuu wa* wmli-ii fro«n Ibe turdeaed alml* 
naJ. migbl now compel a too f*< Ur telf'erruter lo fctrarl bl* arknowkilg- 
mrot. Tbe falber again looked oo wbtic bit wo w*« rulwd on Ibr errurwd 
rurd noleaa Iban Iblrly lime*. In order Ibal. under bif agony, be migbl bo 
ioduevd le ulirr a lying derlaralPun of looocrtire. Bui Ihl* oraeliy na* 
eAenbeil In vain; and. when niiuro gave way. Ilw luffvrer wa* rallied lo 
Ibe aparliDerU* of lbc Dogr, lorn. Mrrdlug, MOariM*. and dfiluraird, but 
firm ill hfaurlgkiat porpu«e. Nor bad bl* perKeutori related in lArfr*; 
IIm 7 rertewed bk wsitleorc of eilk, and added that Uf Sni year kiiould bO 
poifed In prlKMi, Bel4*e be embarked, one Inlcrrlrn waa permitted wllk 
bl* family. Tbe Dogr, e* Sauuto. iktImp* uuciWJi<ioaY of Ihc patlnMi of bl* 
klmpildty. baa narrated, waa atl aged and dcrrrpll mao, *rtao whlkrll w lib 
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To the ducal cbamber8« as he passM the threshold} ' 
The old man fainted; ^ - 

Lor. It begins to work, then. 

liar. The work is half your own, « 

Lor» And should be all miD&» 

My father and my" uncle are no mace. 

Bar. 1 have read their epitaph, wlHch says they died 
By poison. ' v 

Lor. When Uk Doge declared that he 
Should never deein himself a sovereign till 
The death of Peter Loredaiio, both 
The brothers sicken’d sliortly :~he is sovereign. 
Bar. A wjretchcd one. 

Lor. What should they be who make 

Orphans ? 

Bar. But did the Doge make you so? 

Lor^ Yes. 

Bor. What solid proofs? 

Lor. When princes set themselves 

To work in secret, proofs and proc^ ore 
Alike made diflicnlt; but I have such 


Of the &rst,as shall make the Second needless. 

Bar. But you will move by law? 

Lor. By all the laws • 

Which he would leave us. ' ^ * 

Bar. * Iliey are such, in this 

Our state as render retribuUon easier 
Than ’mongst remoter nations. Is it true 
That you have written in your books of commerce, 
(The wealthy practice of our highest iioblesj 
“ Doge Foscari, my dd)tor for the deaths 
Of Marco and iHetro Loredano, 

My sire and uncle?” 

Lor. It is written thus. 

Bar. And will you leave it unerased? 

Lor. . Till balanced. 

Bar. And boW ? 

1 7ico Senatori past ovmhe stage, as m their 
«oy to "the Hall of the Council 6f Ten.*' 
Lor. You see the number is complete. 

Follow me. 

1 Exit Loudsjio. 


IIWMpportof ■cr«KS: srid when htnioe lolo Iberbambcr. bcif»k« wUb 
fm( OnBiiM. Mtb»t II Dl(|hl ftcni li wm doI bU «» wboa b* Urn 
•diireMlaC' <>91 II ««• bbMM-bU Mly no. wm bU r«HT. 

wbm prired f«r (bt u*i tlnw lowlicU mrcy ; ‘C«.CUc^. rabolilu lfe« 
will of ((Hir roantry.andnrft D«itfeliif fanbtr.' Iltlicflonof nU'toalnlot 
wot bcfond tbe pencit, of ibe old wmu> eudoHof tplrli. bsl of hit 
esbutaibi Iramt; tod wben Iw reii/od, be iwooocd la ibe arnu of hit at- 
leodaau. fitcopuraarbed bb CaodUo prltOQ.aod waa fbortly afi^anb 
rdewal br dMib. 

“ PrdMcaco Poararl. far leat bappr io bU aortlval. cootiaiaed lo lUa oa, 
b«l II wae In aorrnw imd CarblracBi whirb premicrd alteoiioo |o Ibe dutlfs ^ 
ofhb blgboOkw: be renulorfl eecladed In bUcbamber. Beaerwcnt bb f ood, r 
aad ^bMlol biiUHlf eien fruoi Iba aiilliiBt pf (be conoHla. No praMkal \ 
intpflteolefwc rpatd reeall from Ihl* wont ol aniilly Id Ibe cblel maflH k 
IraM; for Ibe coutllulloa wirUrianllT provided anikiat anf accidental l 
proilog vt bit peraonal faocUoat, aod hl« plara In roonrU. and on Mala : 
ocratioftt, waf toppUad b} an aalbdriaad depal*. dofite ladulgeore, norw | 
•«ce, iwl|bt be Hwoflbt dor lo the etlratw aRa and dooicaltr RrleCi of Poe- 
c«ii: More Iber apprarrd (o prom be tbal aof Ibtonr nbirb ml«bt he | 
gnnied woold be rlalowd bol for a abort period. Bui ^el far>bcr trlali > 
ware in Mara. Clacopo toredana, wbo lo Mdf wae appoloird ooe of Iba \ 
CSWa of Iba Tad, brtuiifad lo a faoiil)' belwno wbhrb and tbal of Paacarl I 
an beraditon bod toog eiUtad. lilt nDMe ftetro, after gilolot blgb 
dbUnctlan la ariiie terrlre. at AdmIrnI of Tcahe, on bit relate to Kw ca- , 
pllal, bfoded Ibe poflilcai ladlon wbkb Ibe warlike projerla of Ibe i 

tkca; divided appiaone wUb blm by bb otodonoco lo tbe coonrila ; aod to I 
far etimded hb laflaeoce at froquenUy lo obUlo niajorlilet In (brir dltl- 
alooa. la ao evil momcot of Impatlenca, Poecort ooer pabUdy browed lo | 
Ibe teiMic. (bal ■» Mur at Plrlro Loradaoo llTod be tbouk! never bel bidl- I 
■alf really lo be Doge, *lf( bog aflernsrdt. (be Admiral, eofaged a* fror* | 
red More wllb orte of Iha armlea oppoaed to f Hippo* Marla, died toddenly at | 
a millurr baa«|del f Ivon during a tbon Mupvauiob of arwit ; M>d (be evU* I 
oneoad wordt af PoMart were roaiwrted wllb bit daoraiw. II wat re- 
inarbed, alM, Ihal bh broiber Mtrro l.oredaoo, one of Ibe Arrogadori, 
died, In'a tomewbal ilmlUr maoner. wblle eagaiKd la InMlrailng a legal 1 
pracett bgalnil a ioii-hi>Uw ef Iba Doga, far peralallon opoa Ibe Mate. 
Tbe foul rucDourt parilally aetted by tbcae ooloword ntocldcncet, fbr Ibay 
appear to imlb la hare beeo no more, met wllb littia acceplalloo, aod 
ware re)cr(ed or forgMieti etcepi by a tloglr boaowt. (iiaropo, (be eon of 
ooe. (he nepbrw of ibe oibar deceated Lorrdtno<gave foil crodli lo tbe ae- 
cotMlon, loacrlbed oo bU faibn-'k turab ai SU. Rkoa. ibai be died by poltoo, 
bound mawrlf by a wdeniu r»w lo Ibe moM deadly aod Boreleinlug poraull 
of reraage, nd fulSIled tbti vow lo iba oncrtooil. 

“boring tbe IlMIfne ef Mrlro Loredano, Potcarl, wllUi^ lo tamileate 
Iba f«od t^ a dooMMlc aiilaore. bad leodercd tbe band ef bltdangbler to 
one of bit rival't toa.«. Tbe yooih taw bU proffered bride, openly expretted 
ditlilm ef her prraoa, aod rejected her wllb marked glaroorleay ; to tttil, 
iu Ibe i]unrrrl Ihot bclgbiencd, Pumrl migbt now conceive blouelf to be 
the niO!>l ln>*red parly. Hot Hicb wa* Ibe Imprntloo of Clacopo loredaDo; 
year affir yr«r he grltnly'twaMad Iba Mtw>u moM filled (or bis uaboadloii 
purpotortiid ll arrived al kugtb wbco.ba foond blui»el(4ii aoiborUy 
■tnoQg Ibe Tan. HHyleg upon tbe atenadenry beloaglng lo (bat higb Me-' 
lion, be haiarJed a proputal for Ibe dapoallloa of U»d aged Doge, w hkb wat 
al Ural, bowever, reedvail nltb coldocai; for ttieae wbo b«S iwice.bctvcc 


ruAiaail a Mlanlarynbdkalleo, abrank from iba nnage cootrodlctlaai of 
BOW deoMAdiaKooeoo ceapoMon. Aionia waa regolrodioaadti In tbelr 
dHIbartiloae. bod anMng ibe eHaatora efeciod by iba Creel Council, to 
romplaie Ignoraorwof tba purpou (or wbicb tbey were AoevNd, wm Mam> 
Pomari, a Proenratore of SI. Mark, aod brother of the Doge bluudf. Tbe 
Ten parmivod IbM to raloet bit oMitunra inigbl eiclic nitplrloo, wbHe lo 
proeore bit apparaot approbatloo wootd give a tbow of Imparilatliy i« 
ibair proeeaa : bit oomloalloa. ibtrafora. waa aceapiad. bu be w»t r^ 
■Dated loa wparala apariaieiii, atclodad from Ibe debate, tw«rii lo beep 
ibai btdoaloii aacrvi, and yet compelled lo aamnl lo Ibe Bool decree lo tba 
dIaciHBku of wbkb bo bad Dol beco allowed lo participate. Iboepowctl 
eat dorlaf eigbl daya aod itearly at maBy olgbta; aod, al (be etaeoof Ibefr 
proiraeted iDeetiBgt, a coouDUln was deputed lo rrfoeiClbeabdliCoUoo of 
Ibe Doge. Tbe old men reeelvpd ibem wkb eurprlM, bu| wllb rtmpnanrr, 
and replied tbal be bad tworn not 10 abdlcaie. anirtbcrefert moal nmlo- 
laln bla fklib. II wat ool pOMibia ibat be could mtgii; bui If It apptorad 
•I lo.tbair wiadvcD tbal ba abao W co«m lo be Dafc, tbey bad ll In ibclr 
power lo mabe a propaaal la Ibai altei lo Ibe Great Couorll. II waa lar. 
bewetar, from Ibe (nieotloa of ibe Ten to wbject lbl%iielt«i lo tbe cbaacca 
of debolo la Ibat larger body ; aad. nMinIng lo Ibeir own maglairary a 
prcngailta iwt aitribulad to II by ibe coDMUotion. ibey dltcbarikd Fotnrl 
from Mt oatb, declared bU eOk« tacMi. easlgned to hta a peatloo of iwa 
Ibouuad diKDia. tod aojeloed bJm to gull Ibe palace witbla Ibrae ftoyt, on 
pain a< eonSamtIon .of all hit property. Loredano, to whom Ibe rtgbt be- 
longod, aoeordlDg to tbe w««kly ronilne of ofBce, ■ii>ayed Iba bsrbaroui 
taibfbclIoD of pramailag Ihit dacrau wlib bla own bond. * Wbo ora you, 
ttifoorr rcuiDirad (lie Dago of atwiber eblof of ibt To* wbo iWplDpaaled 
bim, and whose perton be did nol minediaiely rerogoUe. * I am a tea af 
Marco ■mdido.' * Ab,' yoar itlber,' replied Kuacerl, ' Id my IrloBd.' Tbea 
dcclatlog Ibai b* yieMavT wilting obedleoce lo ib« niaat eicallaal CooucUof 
TcB, and Uying atide tbeducil boondf and roNo. be tumaderad bis ring 
of oflke, wbicb wm broken in bit pra Mw ea. Oa ibe marrow, whea be 
prepamf to kave^be poia<«,* 1 l wm tuggniod 10 blai ibai be sbould retire 
by a prlrald Hal rente, aad ibut avoid Iba roocoarta amamblrd to Ibe coarW 
yard belaw. t^ttb calm filgoliy bdrefuMd ibwprapoilllao : be woaU dM* 
mod, be laid, by ao atbtTiban Ibrrail-Mine^v^bf wbkb bebadmoablof 
Ibifty yegrt before. Actordlngly, tupporked by bit bnxbor, be Mowly tra- 
versed Ibeglani't Blalra, and, it Ibclr fool, knotug on bit tuff aod luratng 
robud lb tbe palaoe, be Krooipaoled bb Utt look to It wllb (Ikm parting 
wordt, *Jlt KrvICM MlaMlibgd mrwlibln year wallt; it It (bcnallcgof my 
t ntmlM wbkb imiymafrwnlbomf 
“ll wat lo ibo Ollgtnbyaloae dial roora^ wHobBoiloua ; by ibe popu- 
lace be bad alwaykbraa bdovbd.and atrangalndcad would ll banbraa bad 
be DOW foiled loetrlie tbrir symptlbt. But even Ike regrgU of Iba people 
of Venice wera Callered by ibrir lyraiiU; aud y hater rr pfly tbey mlgbl se- 
cretly eoaltnue lo rkorlth for Ibeir wroofad aod bemtllaiad prlaca, an 
expriatiaa ol ll wm aHeaced b} a ^rramplory derrea bf ibe Coanrll, for- 
blfidbgany unttoBefbli lumr, aad aoaexlngdaatk MaproaHy ledlaobe* 
dleoco. On tba Mh day afler Peararl'e depaMUon, Patc^ IMIpUrl wm 
elaclod Doge. Tba delbroaod prince branl tbe anoeoncrmeal of bit tuc^ 
emur by Ibe beliof ibgcampeolle, rappriumd bl^ogitaUon.buIntpInred a 
blodd-remal In tbe nerllon, and died io a fow bourt.'*— Vel. U. p. IS. } 

■ {'Trnrno sublalus."' Tbe lomb is io Uuf church of SanLi 
lileiu.J 
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Bar. (sohis.) Follow thee f 1 fanve follow’d long ' 
Tby pat|) of drsolatfen, ofllir wave 
Sweeps after that l>eforc it, alike whelming 
The wreck tliat creaksto tlie wild winds, and wretdi 
Who shrieks within its riven ribs, as gush 
The waters through them; but this son and sire 
Might move the elements to pause, and yet 
Must 1 on tiardily like theth^Oh! would 
1 could ^ blindly and reniorselessly 1 — 

Lo, where he comes ?— Bo still, my heart ! tliey arc 
Thy foes, must hr thy victims : wilt thou beat 
For those who almost broke thee? * * 

Enter GitartU, with young Foscaii as prisoner, etc. 

Guard. Let him rest. 

Signor, take time. 

Jac. Fos. 1 thank Uiec, friend, I 'in feeble ; 
But tliou may'st stand reproved. 

Guard. I 'll stand the hazard. 

Joe. Fos. That ’s kind :~1 meet some pity, but no 
This is the first. [mercy ; 

Guard. And might be last, did they 
Who rule behold us. [does : 

Bfir, {adraneing to the Guard.) There is one who 
Yet fear not ; I will neiUier be thy judge 
^’or thy accuser ; tliough the hour is past, 

Walt their last Summons,—! am of the Ten,” 

And, waiting for that summons, sanction you 
Kven by my presence : when the last call sounds. 
We 11 in together.— lA)ok well to the prisonerl 

Jac. Fos. What voice is that?— T is Barbarigo'sl 
Our house’s fo^ and one of my few judges. [Ah I 

Bar. To balance such a foe, if such Uiere be, 

Tby fathek sits amongst thy judges. 

Jaci Fos. True, 

He judges. 

Bar. Then deem not the laws too harsh 
W hich yield so much indulgence to a sire . 

As to allow his voice in such high matter 
As the state’s safety— 

Jac. Fos . . And his son’s. I ’m faint ; 

Let me approadi, \ pray you, for a breath 
Of air, yon window which o’erlooks the waters. 

Enter an Offteer, vho vhitpert BABiAaico. 

Bar. {to the Guard.) Let him approach. 1 must not 
speak with him 

Further than thus : I have transgress’d my duty 
In this brief parley, and must now redeem it 
Within the Council Cluuiiber. 

[£xif Bakkabigo. 

( Gttard conducting JACoro Foscabi to the vindoui. 

ffuord. There, sir, ’t is 

Open — How feel yon ? 

Jac. Fos. Like a boy— 0 Vciiicel 


Guard. And your limbs ? 

Jac. Fos. Limbsl how oAen have they borne tm* 
Bounding o’er yon blue tide, as^ have skimm'd 
The gondola along in childish race. 

And, masqued as a young gondolier, amidst 
My gay competitors, noble as t, 

Raced for our pleasure, in pride*of strength ; 
While the fair populace of crowding beauties, 
Plebeian as patrician, cheer’d us on 
With dazzling smiles, and wishes audible. 

And waving kerchiets, and applauding linnds. 

Even to the goal !^low many a time have I 
Cloven with arm still lustier, breast more daring. 

The wave all roughen’d ; with a swimmer’s stroke 
Flinging the billows back from my drench’d hftir. 

And laughing from my lip the audacious brine. 
Which kiss’d it like a wine-cup, rising o'er 
The waves as they arose, and pniuder still 
The loftier they uplifted me; and oR, 

In wantonness of spirit, plunging down 
Into their green and glassy gulfs, and making 
My way to shells and sea-weed, all unseen 
By those above, till they wax’d fearful ; then 
Returning with my grasp full of such tokens 
As sbow’d that I liad search’d the deep ; exulting, 
With a far-dashing stroke, and drawing deep 
The long-suspended breath, again 1 spurn’d 
The foam which broke around me, and pursued 
My track like a sea-bird 1—1 was a boy then.* 

Guard. Be a man now : there never was more need 
Of manhood’s strength. 

Jac, Fos. {looking from the lafflce.) My beautiful, 
my own, 

My only Venice — Ifcls fs ferealk ! Thy breeze, 

Thine Adrian sea-breeze, Imw* it fans my face! 

Thy very winds feel native to my veins. 

And cool them into calmness ! How unlike 
The hot gales of the horrid Cyclades, 

Which bowl’d about my Candiote dungeon, and 
Made my heart sick ! 

Guard. 1 see the colour comes 

Back to your cheek : Heaven send jou strength to 
liear 

What more may be imposed !— I dread to thiuk on *t. 

Jar. Fos. Tliey will not banishineagain?— No— mo. 
Let them wring on ; I am strong yet. 

ffuord. Confess, 

And the rack will be spared you. 

Jac. Fos. I confess'd 

Once — twice before : both tinges they exiled me. 

Guard. And the third time will slay you. 

Jac. Fos. Let them do so, 

I So I be buried in iny birtli-place : better 
I Be ashes licre than aught Uiat live! elsewhere. 


* [ Lo«ed«so ti accoiypiotod. opoa tl] emergeoek«. br a amator 
caned BarbAfigiHu aort oC cenMint pr cborua— who cornea for 
no ctul that we can diacover, but lo Init him with consctentloua 
OBvila and ob^ectiooR, and ihen lo aecund bhn by hla pcHonai 
ooniHenance ao^ktuhoriiy.— JemiT,] 

• i Loredano ia ibc only pfraonage above medlocrHy. The re- 


matniog charactera are all uiuiatural. or fccble. Barbarigo Is m 
lame and inUgniheant a «>nBdant. ai ever awepi after the train ot 
principal over the P^rUd stage.— Di5nor llisn.] 

1 {Thia apcech ol Jacopo Irom llic wimjow. while dctrHMng Iho 
amoaemcnia of hb yootb. la written with a full feeling of the ob- 
ject! whkb U paimi-'BiSBor lima.] 
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(huird. And con you so much love the soil which 
Iwlesyou? [soil 

Jnc, Fos. The soil^— Olyio, it is the seed of the 
Which persecutes me; but my native earth 
WMll take me'as a mother to her arras. 

I ask no nlore than a tcneiian grave, . ' • 

A dungeon, whrft They wjll, so it be here. * . 

Enter an Officer. 

Offi., Bring in the prisoner \- 
Cwird. Signorryou hear the order. 

Jac. Fos. Ay, 1 am used to such a stnnraons; ’t is 
The third time they have tortured me :->-theif lend me 
Thine arm. [To the Guard. 

Offit Take mine, sir ; H is my duty to 
Be nearest to your person, j 
. Jac^ Fos. You !— you are he 

^YIlO yesterday presided o’er my pftiigs— 
y^way !—*rH walk alone. 

. As you pldase, signor ; 

The sentence «*as not of my signing, but 
I dared not disobey tl»e Council when 

They— ■ , - 

Jac. Fos. Bade thee stretch me on their horrid en- 
1 pray thee touch me not— that is, juA now ; [ginc. 
The time will come they will renew, that order, 

But keep off from me till *t is issued. As 
I look upon thy hands my curdling limbs 
Quiver with the anticipated wrenching, 

And thc.cold drops strain through my brow, as if— 
But onward— 1 have borne it — I can bear it.— 

How looks my father ? , , 

Offi, With his wonted aspect; 

Jac. Fo*. So docs the earth, and sky, the blue o( 
ocean, 

The brightness of our city, and her domes, 

The mirth ot her Piazza— even now 
lU mcrr>- hum of nations pierces here, 

Even here, into these chambers of the unknown • 
Who govern, and the unknown and the unmujiber'd 
Judged and destroy’d in silence,— all things wear ; 
The self-same aspect, to my very sire ! 

Kolhing-can sympathise with Fo.scarl, 

Not even a Foscari.— Sir, I attend you. 

[Exeunt Jacopo Foscari, Officer, etc. 


Enter Mono and an^sr Senator. , 

Hem. He 't gone — we W tod late tliijik you 
“the Ten” ■ ^ ■ 

Will sit for any length of time to-day? 

Sen. Tlieysay the prisoner is most obdurate. 
Persisting in his first avowal :%ut 
More I know not. 

MAn. And that is much; the secrets 

Of von terrific chamber are ^ hidden 
From us, the premier nobloi of the state. 

As from the people. 

Sen. Save tlie, wonted rumours, 

W hich — like the tales of specti%sj« tliit are rife 
Near ruin’d buildings — never have been flfoved, 

Pmr wholly disbelieved : men know* as little 
Of the state's real acts as of the grave's 
Unfathom’d mysteries. 

Mem., But with length of time 

We gain a step in knowledge, and 1 look • 

Forw ard to be qne day of the decemvirs. 

Sen. Or Doge? ' . ' * ' 

Mem. Why, no ; not if 1 cah avoid it. 

Sen. *T is the first station of the state, and may 
! Be lawfully desired, and lawfully 
i Attain’d by noble aspirant^. t « 

Afem, • . To such 

I leave it ; though born noble, my ambition 
Is limited : I ’d; rather be an unit 
Of an united apd imperial “ Ten,” 

Than shine a lonely, though a gilded cipher * 
Whom liave we here? the wife of Foscari? 

Fnrer BlAiimA, tci/A h/>male Altendanf . 
Mar.VfhhXy no one?— I am wrong, therfe still are 
two; 

But they ore senators. 

Mem. Most noble lady. 

Command, us. 

. Mar. / coiumond f—AiasJ my life 

Has been one long eptreaty, and a vain one. . 

Mem. I understand thee, but I must notanswrer. 
Mari ifiei csly.) True-*— none dare answer here save 

Or qncstion save those [on the rack, 

J/efA. {interruptuig hn.) High-born dame !* bethink 
'Wliere thoh now art. [dice 


• [ADd ibe hero Wo»cU. whatU be? If there ever cxUicd in 
natnre i wee ao eUraordinary a* Ibil of a man who gravely pre- 
ferred torture* and a dnngeon at home, to a temporary residence 
In a hcauUful bland and a fine climate, at the dtitance of three 
day*’ **11. it Kwhal few can be made lo beHere, and »UII fewer to 
ayropathtte wlih ; and which la, therefore, uo very promiiing ob- 
ject tordrauuUc rfprwcoUlion. For our*elvc»,‘we have lUUe 
doubt that Foacari wrote U>e fatal tetter with tlic view, which wa» 
Impoted to him by hli acruser*. of obialoiog an hononraWe recall 
fh»m banUhmcQt, Ihroogh foreign tnlluence ; and that Uie colour 
which, when delected, he endeavoured to gly* to the iranaacllM, 
wu the evasion of a drowning m-m, who b reduced lo catch at 
rtraw* aoil shadow*. But, If Lord Byron cbo*e lo t»mmc ihb ab 
legcd moUve ot,hi* 'conduct av Ibe real one. it behoved him, at 
leaal, to *el bcfuicpur eye* lljc Intolerable aeparatiuo from a l»c- 
loved country, Uic llngcriug home-*lcrfle«*. Qic -gradual allcuSf- 
lioD of intrlicci. and tWb fniiUcs* Iio|mj dial hi* onemle* had at 

length retentod, which wcit nccesaary lo produce a conduct »o 


contrary to all usual principles of acUun a* ibat which ag^ con- 
signed him to the rarks aud dungeon* of hU own country. Uc 
should have shewn Mm te us. first, laking leave, of Venice,! con- 
depaoed and baobhed man ; next pining lo Candia ; nCit tamper- 
ing with the agent* of govemaienti by Which lime, and wd till 
then, wc khouid have been prepared to ItaUm with paticuee to hi* 
coQtplainU, and to wUnes* IiU luneringt with Interest «s well as 
tioratf.— fMMOP HgBKH.f 
{tpn^w*«a Cootarlnl— . 

A dMatiter of tiM taonw (bal eow soioog 
lit aofotvr* In tDOOumruiol brtai 
7<aml>er» cigtrt 

On the occasion of her roarrUge with the linger Foicark the Btt- 
crnuiur cauq out lo its ^endonr; anwa b^g^of boats wa* 
thrown acrues Uie Canal firaodc for the briil^rum, and ^ re* 
liiiu^ three humired horse. According lo Sanitin, tndbia- 
mmt* in the place of Si. Il^rk lasted ttireealays4m^ tUemlcU 
by thirty iliousand * 
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Jlof . Where I now am !^lt was • 

hly hoshand^s father's palace. 

Mem. . The Duke's palaces 

Mor. And bis son's prison ;-^truet 1 have not for-* 
got it; 

And if there were no other nearert bitterer 
Keinembrances, would thank tlw illustrious Menuno 
For pointing out the pleasures of the place. 

Mem, Be calm ! [thou etemai God ! 

Mar. (/ooibig «p iowardt. heaven.) 1 am; but oh, 
Canst thou continue so, wilb such a world! * 
Mem, Thy husband yet may be absolved. * • 
Mar. ' ' Heis, 

In heaven. I pray'you, si^or stator. 

Speak not of that; you are a inan of ofGce, 

So is the Doge; he has a son at stake 
Now, at this moment, and 1 have a hoaband. 

Or had; they are thev within, or were at *least 
An^hour since, face to face, as judge and culprit : . 
Will he condemn kirn? 

Mem. * ' > I trust not. 

Mar. But if 

He d^es not, there are those will sentence both. 
Mfm. They can. . - * 

Ifor. And with them, power and will areonc 
In wickedness :-~my husband 's lost! 

Mem. Not so! 

Justice is judge in Venice. , 

Mar. If it were 'so, 

Titere now would be no Venice. But let it 
Live on, so the good die not, till the hpu^ * 

Of nature's summons; but *4he Ten’s*is quicker, 
And we must wait on 't. Ah! a voice of waiM 

1 A faint cry mithln. 

Sen. Hark ! 

Mem. 'T was a cry of— 

Mar. ' . No, no; notn^^busbond's — 

Not Foscari's. • . . 

Mem. The voice was— 

• Mar. JVbt kii : no. ■ 

He shriek ! No ; that should be his father's part. 

Not his— not bis — be ’ll die in silence. ' • 

[ A faint groan again vjitkin. 
Mem. • . What I 

Again? 

ilfflr. Hii voice! it seem’d so : I will not 
Believe it. Should be shrink, I cannot cease 
To love ; — no— mo— it must have oeen 

A fearful pang, which w|pii^ ^ groan from him. . 

Andvteelingfor thy husband's wyougs, wouJdst 

• * -■ i 

Have him heat more than mortal pain, in silence ? 

ilfor. Wrtill mu^ boor bur tortures. Ibave not 
Left barren the grwl house df Pos^ari, 

Though they swegpboth^he Dogc^ sem ^m life; 

I have endured as umch in giving ^ 

To Ulose who will succeed Uiem, as can 


In leaving it : but mine were Joyftil pahgs : 

And yet they wrung me tin ,I eauld have shriek'd, 

But did not ; for my hope was to bring forth 
Heroes, i^nd would not welcome them with tears.' ' 

Mem. All 's silent now. ' 

Mar: , Perhaps all 's over ; but 

I will not deem It : he hath nerved hindself, 

Apd.now deOes them. 

* ■ Enter an Officer hattUg. 

Mem, ' How now, friend, what seek you? 

. Of/!. A leech. The prisoner has fainted. 

[F*»f Officer. 

Mem. • .* Lady, 

T were better to retire, 

. Sen. {o^eriug to assist her.) I pray thee do so. 

Jlfar. Oil! / will tend him. , ^ 

Mem. You !. Remember, lad) ! ' 

Ingress is given to none witlnn those chambers. 

Except '' the Ten,” and their familikrs. 

War. \VcU, 

1 know that none who enter the^e return 
As they have enter’d— many never; but 
They shalf not balk my entrance. 

Hm. Alas! this 

Is but to expose yourself to harsh repulse, 

And worse suspense. 

Mar. Yfho shall oppose me ? 

J/«>^ ' • Th«y 

AVhose duty 't is to do so. 

iWar. 'T is their duty 

To trample on all human feelings^ all 
Ties which bind man to roan, to emulate 
The flends who will one day requite them |n 
Variety of torturing! Yet I 'll pass. , 

itfem. It is impossible. 

Mar. ' n That shall be tried. . 

Despair defies even despotism : there is * 

That ip my heart would make its way through hosts 
With loell'd spears ; and think you a few jailors 
Shall put me from my path ! Give roe, then, way; 

This is the Doge's palace ; I am wife 
Of the Duke’s son, the iHuorent Duke's son, 

And they shall hear this ! 

Mem. It will only serve 

More to exasperate his judges. 

' jHpr. What 

Are judges who give way to angcr.>.they 
Who do so are as>>;tssins. ^ Give me way. 

Shi. Poor bdyl 

JIfem. 'T is mere desp^^on : slve 

\yill not be a<ltin(tc(! o'er Utc th^aro^ / . 

Sen. . ' ^ 

Even if she he so, ednnet save her huabaad.'' i 
But, sec, the ofliccr returns. ^ 

[JTki Officer p<utee over the etage mth another person. 

Mem. I hardly 


• [ There la great digdliy ajiS beauty in U»c taDgiiase of Uarlpa, when ahe will not believe OuU her lord can be io far oveyfiome by 
Ibc rack w to uUcr an uoaecmly cry.->Binoi> Hivea.] , 
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Thought that *^theTfn’> bad even this tou(^ of pitVi 
Or would permit assistaqce to tlus suflerer. 

Sea. Pity ! Is ’t pity to recall to feeling ^ ' 

The wretch too happy to escape to death ^ 

By the compassionate trence, poomature’s last 
Resource against the tyranny of pain? • 

Mem. I marvel they condepm him not at once. 
Sm. 'i hat *s not their policy : they Uhave him live, 
Because he fears riot dcatli; and banish him, . 
Because all earth, except his native land, 

ToYim is one wide prison, and each hrcalh 
Of foreign air he draws seems a slow poison, 
Consuming t>ut not Igiiing. 

Mem. Circimistance 

Contirms his crimes, but he avows ilu'ni not. 

Sen. None, save the letter,' which Ijc says was 
written, 

Address'd to Milan's duke, in the full knowledge 
Tliat it would faU into the senate's hands, . 

‘And thus he should be re>convey'd to Venice. 

Mem. But os a culprit. 

Sen. Yes, but to Ills country; 

And that was all be sought,— he avoucl\es. 
jffem. The accusation of the bribes was proved. 
Sen. Not dearly, and the charge of hofuicide 
Has been anmiH’d by the death*bed confession 
OfNicolas Krizzo, who slew the late * 

Chief of the Ten.” * ' a 

Mem. Then why not clear him? 

Sen. Thai 

They ought to answer; for it is well known 
That AlinorO Donato, as 1 said, 

Was slain by Erizzo for private vengeance. [than 
Mem. There must l>e more in this strange process 
The apparent crimes of tl\e accused disclose — 

But here come two of “ the Ten;” let us retire. 

' * I fxcunf Memmo arui 5enaror. 

Enter Loi>eDA:<o and Bauabigo. , 

Bar. {addretising Lob.) Tliat were too much : be- 
lieve ine, T was not meet 
The trial should go further at tliis moment. 

lA>r. And so the Council must break up, and Justice 
Pause in her full career, because a Woman 
Breaks in on our deliberations? 


■Bar.. No* 

That 's not tlie cause; .you saw the prisoner*! state. 

Bor. And bad he not recover'd ? 

Bar. ^ ^ To relapse 

Upon the least renewal. 

JjOt. , ' "f was not tried. 

Bar: 'T is vain to murmur;, the majority 
In council were against you. 

Imt. . Thanks to you, sir. 

And the old dural dotard; who combined 
The worthv voicts whieftf o'er-ruled my own. 

Hat. I am a judge; hut must confess that part 
Of oiir stern duly, which prescribe.s the Question. 

Arid bids us sit and sec its sharpindiction, 

Makes rile wish--- « 

l^nr. What? 

Bbr. * ' That you would somdimet feel, 
As I do always.* , 

Lor. Go to, you 're a child, 

Infirm of feeling n.s of purpose, blowu" 

About by e>ery breath, slioolr by a sigh, 

And mclletl by a tear — a precious judge % • 

Tor Venice! and a worthy statesman to , 

•Be partner in iny policy. 

Bar. He died * '■. 

No tears. 

Lor. He cried out twice; 

Bar. *• . A saint had done-so. 

Even with the crown of glory in his eye. 

At such iuhnnian artifice of pain « 

As was ftiT^ed on him; hut he did not cry 
Tor pity ; not a word nor gruan escaped him. 

And thQse*two slirieks were not in supplieatlon. 

But wrung from pangs, and follow'd by no prayers. 

fjor. He mutter'd many times between his teeth. 
But inarticulately. 

Bar. ^ That I heard not ; 

You stood more near him. 

Lor. . ^ I did so. 

Bar. * Melhought.. 

To my surprise too, yori w ere touch'd w ith mercy. 
And were the lirst to calf out for assistance 
When he was failing. * ' . , 

Lor. 1 believed that swoon' 

Ilis last. > 
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■Har. And have I not ofl heard thee name 
His and his' father's death your nearest wish? 

hir. If he dies innocent, that is to say, 

With Iris guilt unavow’d, he 'll be lamented. 

Bar. Whar, wouidst thou slay his memory? 

[jor, Woiddst thou have 

His slate descend to his children, as it must. 

If he die unattainted ? 

Bar. W'ar trith t/jcm too ? 

Ijjr. With all their house, till theirs or mine are 
nothing. 

Bar. And the deep agony of his pale wife. 

And the repress’d convulsion of the high 
And prin^ly brow of his old father, which 
Broke forth in a slight shuddering, though jarely, 
Or in some clammy drops, soon wiped away 
In stern serenity; these moved you not? 

( Kxit LoBkuA:io. 

He ’s silent in his hate, as Foscari 

Was in his suffering ; and the poor wretch moved me 

More by his silence than a thousand outcrie-s > 

Could have effected. 'T was a dreadful sight . 
W'hen his distracted wife broke through into 
The hall of our tribunal, and belield 
What we could scarcely look upon, long used 
To such sights. 1 must think no more of this, 

Lest I forget in tliis compassion for 
Ourldes their former injuries, and lose > 

The hold of vengeance I^redano plans 

For him and me. But mine would be content 

With lesser retribution than he thirsts for, ' 

And I would mitigate his deeper hatred 

To milder thoughts ; but for the present, Foscari 

Uasa short hourly respite, granted at 

The instance of tlie eld<Ts of the Council, 

Moved doiibtless by his wife’s appearance in 
The hall, and his own sufferings. — Lo! they come : 
How feeble and forlorn ! 1 cannot bear 
To look on tbeui again in this extremity : ■ • 

1 ’ll hence, and try to soften Loredano. 

[ Exit BAfiBABICO. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A l/all In the Doke's Palae<. 

The Dogb and a Sesatob. 

' Sen. Is It your pleasure to sign the report 
Now, or postpone it till to-morrow? 

Dofje. Now;^ 

I overlook’d it yesterday : It wants 
Merely the signature. Give me the pen — 

[ The PoGK riff dotr*) and signs the paper. 
There, signor. 

Sen, ^looking ai the paper.) You have forgot ; it is 
not sign’d. ^ 

t)oge. Not sign’d ! Ah, I perceive my eyes begin 


To wax more w eak w ith age. I did not see 
'Hial I h.id dipp’d the pen without clTccl. • 

Sett, {dipping the pen into the ink, and placing the 
paper before the DouB.) Your liand, too, 
shakes, my lord : allow me, thus— 

Doge. 'T is done, I thank you. 

- Sen. Thus the act condrui’d 

By you and by “the Ten” gives pe.ice to Venice. 

Doge. T is long since she enjoy’d it: may it be 
As long ere she resume her arms ! 

Sen. • T* is almost 

Thirty-four years of nearly ceaseless war(are 
With theTurk, or the powers of Italy; 

The state had need of some repose. 

Doge. No doubt : 

I found ber Queen of Ocean, and I leave her ' 

I.ady of Lombardy ; » it is a comfort 

Tliat I have added to her diadem 

The gems of Bresc ia and Ravenna ; Crema 

And Bergamo no less are bers; her realm 

By land lias grown by thus much in my reign, . 

tVhile her sea-sway has not shrunk. 

Sett. *T is most true. 

And merits all our country’s gratitude. 

Doge. Perhaps so. 

5eM. Which should be made manifest. 

Doge. I have not complain’d, sir. 

Sett. ^ My good lord, forgive me. 

Doj/e. For what? 

Sen. My heart bleeds for you. 

Doge. For me, signor?’ 

Sen. And for your— 

Doge. Stop ! 

Sen. It must have way, my lord : 

I have too many duties towards you 
And all your house, for pa:>t and present kindness, 
Not to fed deeply for your son. 

Doge. Was this 

In your commission? 

Sen, What, my lord? 

Doge. This prattle 

Of things you know not : but the treaty ’s sign’d ; 
Return with it to them who sent you. 

Sen. I 

Obey. I had in charge, too, from the Council 
That you would tix an hour for their re-union. 

Doge. Say, when they will — now, eveii'atthis mo- 
ment. 

If it so please them : 1 am the slate’s servant. 

Sen. They would accord some time for your repose. 
Doge. 1 have no repose, that is, none wliich shall 
cause 

The loss of an hour’s time unto the state. ' 

Let them meet w hen they will, 1 shall be found 
WTtere I should be, and ir/inf I have been ever. 

I FxVf Senato*. 

'' |.r/ie Di>ck remainf in fi/ericf. 


f MS TIhI I kn<l (he pen loo bectflMoly." 1 

[ MS.-'* SthlNB* of LoaiSardT-ll It «omf cvotftofl. ') 
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Enter an Attendant. 

Att, Prince! 

Doge. Say on. 

Att. The illustrious lady Foscari 

Requests an audience. 

Doge. Bid her enter. Poor 

Marina ! 

{ Exit AttendanL 
[ The Does remoiru in lilenee at before. 

Enter Uajutva. 

Jfar. i bav6 ventured, father> on 
Your privacy. 

Doge. I have none from you; my child. 

Command my time, when not commanded by 
The state. 

Mar. I w ish'd to speak to you o^ him. 

Doge. Your husband? 

JVar. And your son. 

Doge. Proceed, my daughter! 

Mar. I had obtain’d permission from “ the Ten 
To attend my husband for a limited number 
Of hours. 

Doge. You had so. 

Jlfor. T Is revoked. 

Doge. By whom?. 

3for. “The Ten." — When we had reach’d “the 
Bridge of Sighs,'* 

Which 1 prepared to pass with Foscari, 

The gloomy guardian of that passage lirst 
Demurr'd : a messenger was sent back to 
“ Tlie Ten ;** but as the court no longer sale. 

And no permission liad been given in waiting, 

1 was thrust back, with the assurance that 
Until that high tribunal re-assembled 
The dungeon walls must still divide us. 

Doge. True, 

The form has been omitted in the haste 

With which the court adjourn’d; and till it meets, 

*T is dubious. 

Mar. Till it meets! and when it meets, 
They ’ll torture him again ; and he and / 

Must purchase by renewal of the rack 
The interview of husband and of wife. 

The holiest tie beneath the heavens ! — Ob, God ! 

Dost thou see this? 

Doge. Child— child 

Mar. (abrvpffjf.) Call me not “ child ! ” 

You soon will have no children— you deserve none — 
You, who can talk thus calmly of a son 
In circumstances whidi would call forth tears 
Of blood from Spartans ! Though these did not weep 
'fheir boys who died in battle, is it written 
That they beheld them perish piecemeal, nor 
Stretch'd forth a hand to save them ? 

Doge. You behold me : 

I cannot weep— I would I could; but if 
Each white hair on this head w’ere a young life, 

Tliis ducal cap the diadciu of earth, 

This ducal ring with which ] wed the waves 


A talisman to still them— I 'd give all 
For him. 

Mar. With less he surely might be saved. 

Doge. That answcronlyshowsyou know notVenice. 
Alas! Ik)w should you? she knows not herself. 

In all her mystery. Hear me— they who aim 
At Foscari, aim no less at Ips father ; 

The sire’s destruction would not save the son; 

They work by different means to the same end, 

And that is but they have not conquer’d yet. 

Jfor. But they have crush’d. 

Doge. Nor crush’d as yet— I live. 

Mar. And your son,— bow long will he live ? 

Doge. > , I trust, 

For all that yet is past, as many years 
And happier than his father. The rash boy. 

With womanish impatience to return, 

Hath ruin’d all by that detected letter : 

A high crime, which I neither can deny , 

Nor palliate, as parent or as Duke : 

Had he but borne a little, little longer 

His Candiote exile, I had hopes he has quench’d 

thejn— 

He must return. 

Mar. To exile? 

Doge. I have said it. 

JIfnr. Andean 1 not go with him? 

j)oge. You well know 

This prayer of yours was twice denied before 
By the assembled “Ten,” and hardly now 
Will be accorded to a third request, 

Since aggravated errors on the part 

Of your lord render them still more austere. 

ifor. Austere? Atrocious! The old human fiends. 
With one foot in the grave, with dim eyes, strange 
To tears, save drops of dotage; with longVhite 
And scanty hairs, and shaking hands, and heads 
As palsied as their hearts arc hard, they council, 
j Cabal, and put men’s li£ps out, as U life 
Were no more than the feelings long extinguish’d 
In their accursed bosoms. 

Doge. ' . You know not— 

Mar. I do— 1 do — and so should you, methinks — 
That these arc demons : could it be else that 
Men, who have been of women born and suckled — 
Who have loved, or talk’d at least of love — have given 
Tlicir hands in sacred vows — liave danced their babes 
C(>on their knees, pcriiaps Ijavejnourn’d above Uiem— * 
In pain; in peril, or in death — w ho are, 

Or were at least in seeming, human, could 

Do as tlifey have done by yours, and you yourself— 

You. who abet Uiem? 

Doge. I forgive this, for 

You know not what you say. 

Mar. ^ You know it well, 

And feel it nothing. 

Doge. I have borne so much, 

That words have ceased to shake me. 

Mar. Oh, no doubt! 

You have seen yoar son’s blood flow, and your flesh 
slujok not : ‘ 
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And after that, what are a woman’s words . 

>0 more than woman^s tears, that they should shake 
you. [thee, 

Doge. Woman, this clamorotis grief of thine, I tcH 
Is no more in the balance weigh’d with that| - 

W'bich ^but I pity thee, my poor Marina! 

Mot. Pity my husband, or I cast it from me ; 

Pity thy-son ? Thou pity! — ’t is a word 
Strange to thy heart — how came it on ^hv fips ? 

Doge. I must bear tliese reproaches, though they 
wTong me. 

Couldst thou but read—^ 

Mar. ’T is not upon thy brow, 

Nor in thine eves, nor in thine acts,— where then 
Should 1 behold this sympathy ? or shall ? 

Doge (pointing downn'ards). There. ' 

Mar. In the earth ? 

Doge. To which I am tending : w hen 

It lies upon this heart, far lightlier, though 
Loaded w ith marble, than the thoughts which press it 
Now, you will know me better. 

Mar. Are you, then, 

Indeed, thus to be pitied ? 

Doge. Pitied! None 

Shall ever use that base word, with w hich men 
Cloke their soul’s hoarded triumph, as a fit one 
To mingle witli niy name ; that name shall be, 

As far as / have borne it, what it was 
When I received it. 

Mar. But for the poor children 

Of him thou const not, or thou wilt not save, 

You were the last to bear it. 

Doge. Would it wt^re so! 

Better for him he never had l>ecn born; 

Better for me. — I have seen our house dishonour'd. 

Mar. That 's false! A truer, nobler, trustier heart. 
More loving, or more loyal, never beat 
Within a human breast. 1 wofild not change ^ ‘ 
bly exiled, persecuted, mangled husband, . 

Oppress'd but not disgraced, crush'd, overwhelm’d, 
Alive, or dead, for prince or paladin 
In story or in fable, with a world 
To back his suit. Dishonour'd !— dishonour’d! 

I tell thee, Doge, ’t is Venice is dishonour’d ; 

His name shall be her foulest, worst reproach, • 

For what he suffers, not for what he did. 

T iff ye who are all traitors, tyrant !— yc ! 

Did you but love your country like this victim 
Who totters back in cliains to tortures, and 
Submits to all things rather than to exile, 

You 'd fling yourselves before him, and implore 
His grace for your enormous guilt. 


Doge. He w as , 

Indeed all you have said. I better bore 
The deaths of the two sons Heaven took from me. 
Than Jacopo’s disgrace, 
j Mar. , That word again? 

I Doge. Has he not l>een condemn'd ? 

3/hr. Is none but gtiilt so? 

Doge. Time may restore his memory— I would 
hope so. / 

I He was my pride, my— — but 't Is useless now— * 

I am not given to tears, but wept for joy 
When he was Iwrn : those drops were ominous. 

Mar. I say He ’s innocent ! And were he not so, 

Is oiir own blood and kin to shrink from us 
In fatal moments? 

Doge. I shrank not from him : 

But I have other duties than a father’s; 

The state would not dispense me from those duties; 
Twice I demanded it, but was refused : 

Tliey must then be fulfill’d.* 

' Enter an Attendant. 

.itt. A n>essagefrom 

“The Ten.” 

Doge: WiVo bears it? 

Ait. Noble Loredano. 

Doge. He! — but admit him. 

f EtU .4ffen<fan/. 

Mar. Must I then retire? 

Doge. Perhaps it is notrequisite, if this 
Concerns your husband, andifnt>t — Well, signor, 
Your pleasure! 

T To LoRP.nAffO entering. 
Ijot. I bear that of “the Ten.” 

Doffc., They 

Have chosen well their envoy. 

Jxtr. 'T is their choice 

AVhich leads me here. ' 

Doge. It does their wisdom honour. 

And no less to their courtesy. — Proceed. 

Ijot. We have decided. 

Do^r. We? 

lor.. “The Ten” in council. 

Doge. What! have they met again, and met with* 
Apprising me? [out 

/or. They wish’d to spare yogr feelings, 

No less than age. 

Do^f. That ’s new — when spared they either ? 
I thank them, notwithstanding. 

Ijot. You know well 

That tliey have power to act at their discretion, •* 
With or wiUiouc the presence of the Doge. i 


' [The iotemil of Ihiit {lUy U foiinUcJ iipoa feeling) so peculiar 
or overstralii'il. aj <o engage no ami the )shute story 

tom* OD inrklenU ihai >rv nriilter pleasing nor natural. Ttie 
younger Fuacoii undergoes the rack twice (once in Ihe hearing of 
the audience), merely liecaiise he has ch'^o (o feign binuHf a 
traitor, that he might lie brni>i;ht bark frum undeserred b.inish- 
ment, and dies at last of pure dotage mi Uils seuilment ; while tlw 
elder Foscari MihinlU, in vrofo'iud and immoveable rileoee, to thls 
(rcatmetit of Ith son, lest, liy H-eiumg to feet for his unhappy talc. 


he sliould implicated in hia guilt— (hcNigh he h su|iiMi«>rd guilt* 
lesB. Ite. the [)^e. h afraid to sUr hand or foot, to look or speak, 
while these hKxpItcable horror* are transacllDg. on account of ilie 
bodillly of one Loreidatio, wiio lords it in the council of ‘ tfw Ten.'* 
nobody knows why or bow | and who at la«t **ecmesli^** liotb 
failier and sou in his loHs, in spile of their passive olieiiieiice and 
non*TnJ8lance to lih plans. They are silly Ut«i lor this sadder ls» 
cstcii, and “feed fatbU ancienl grtnlgc upon.*'— itrviw.l 
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Doge. T is some years sinee 1 learn’d tiiis, long be- 
fore ■ ' ■ 

1 became Doge, or dreamM of .sudi advancemeul. 

You nccil not setiool me, signor; I sate in 
That counril wben you wcye-a young nalrician. 

IjOv. True, in niy faflier’s lime; 1 base heard him 
The admiral, his brother, say as much. "(and 

Y our highness may remembeV tbcni ^ they both ' 
Died suddenly. - 

Doge. ’ And if they did sO, better 
So die than lire on lingeringly in pain. 

Lor. No doubt ; yet most men like to live their days 

Doge. And did not they? [out. 

fair. The grave knows best : they died, 

As I said, suddenly. 

Doge. Is that so slrangc 

That you repeat the word emphatically ? 

fair. So far from strange, that never was there death 
In mv mind half so natural as theirs. 

Think gou not so? 

Doge. Whafshould 1 think of mortals ? 

Lor. That they have mortal foes. 

Ouqe. I understand ymt ; 

Y'our sires. were mine, and you are heir in all things. 

/air. YoO best know if I siiotild lie so. 

Doge. I 

Your fathers were my foes, and I iiave heard 
Foul rumours were abroad ; I have also, read 
Thdr epitaph, atlributing.tlieir deaths 
To poison. T is perhaps as true as most 
Inscriptions Upon tombs, and yet no less 
A fable. 

Ijir. Who dares say so? 

Doge. I!-*Tistruc 

Your fathers were mine enemies, ns bitter , ' ' 

As their son e’er am he, and I no less 
Was theirs ; but 1 was opciilg their foe-: 

1 ne^r w ork’d by plot in council, nor 
Cabal in coniuio'nweallh, nor secret means 
Of practice against life by steel or drug, 
trite proof is, your existence. ■ 

I fear not. 

Doge. You have no cause, being what I am; but 
' w ere I 

That you would have me thought, you long ere now 
Were past the sense of fear. Hate on ; I cate not. 

/air. I never yet knew that a noble’s life 
In Venice had to dread a Doge’s frown, ‘ 

That is, by open means. 

Doge. I> S”""* s'.itnbt' 

'Am, or at least vas, more than a mere duke, 

■ In Wood, in mind, in means; and that they know 
TV It) dreaded to elect me, and have since 
Striven all they dare to weigh me down : be sure, - . 
Before or since that period, had 1 held you 
At So much price as to retjuire yotir absence, 

A w ord of mine had set such spirits to work 
As would have made you nothing. But in all things 


i have observed the strictest reverence ; 

Not for tlicTaw s alone, for those goii have strain'd 
(I do not speak of you hut as a single 
Voice of the many) soincw hat beyond w hat 
I could enforce for my authority, ■ 

Were 1 disposed to brawl ; hut, as I said, 

I have observed w ilh veneration, like 
A priest's for the high altar, even unto 
The sacrifice of my own blood and quiet, 

Safety, and-all siive honour, the decrees. 

The health, the pride, and welfare of the state. 

And now, sir, to your business. 

'T is decreed. 

That, without farther repetition of 
The Question, or continuance of the trial. 

Which only lends to show how stubborn guilt is, 

{ “ The feii,” disiiensing w ith the stricter law 
Which still lirescribes the Question till a full 
Confession, and the prisoner partly having 
Avow’d his crime in, not denying that 
The letter to the Duke of Milan 's his), 

James foscari return to banishment. 

And sail in the same galley which convey’d him. 

.Uor. Tliank Cod I At least they will not drag him 
Befotf that horrible tribunal. Would he [more 
But think so, to my mind the happiest doom, 

Nof he alone, but all who dwell here could 
! Desire, w ere to escape from sucli a land. 

Doge. That is not a Venetian thought, my daughter. 
‘.}far. No. ’t wais too human. May I stiarehis exile? 
/Ar. Of this “ the Ten ” said not|ting. 

.War. So I thought : 

That were too human, also. But it was not 
Inhibited? 

i iMr. It was not named, 
j JIar. {to Ihe Doge.) Then, father, 

! Surely, you can obtain or grant me thus much : 

') « [ lo IsORKDAJfOw 

And you, sir, not oppose my prayer to be 
Permitted to accompany nty husband. 

I Jhge. I will endeavour. . - 

1 Mar. And you, signor ? 

tor. ' ■ ■ 

: T is not for me to anticipate the pleasure 
; Of the tribunal. 

i Mar. Pleasure! what a word 

' To use for the decrees of 

I Doge, • . Daughter, know you 

j In wdial a presence you pronounce these things ? 

J/<tr. A prince’s aiid his subject's. 

/.or. -Subject! 

.Mur. 0>>! 

It galls you w el!,'yon are his equal, as 

You think ; hut that you arc not, nor would be. 

Were he a peasant well, then, you ’re a prince, 

A princely noble; and what tlien any I? 
lor. The offspring of a noble house. 
jffa^ And wedded 
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To one os noble. What, of whose, then,.rs 
Ttie presence that Should silence my t ree ihougliU? 

Lor. The presence of your husband’s judges. 

Dogf. And 

The deference dueeven to the lightest word , 

That falls from those whp rule in Veriice. 

Alar. Keep 

Tliose mavinis for of scared mechanics, 

Your inrrcbaots, youi^ahnatian atid Greek slaves, 
Your trilmtaiies, your dumb cJtizens, 

And mask’d nobiiit^your sbirri, and 
Your spiq^|;^o^ fitlley and your other slaves, 

To whom your midaight carryings off anddrownings, 
Your dungeons next the palace roofs, or under 
'fhc water's level j your inysterious meetings. 

And unknovvi) dooms, and sudden executions, [and 
Your VBridgeof Sighs,” ' your strangling chamber, 
Your torturing instruments, Iwive made.ye seem 
The beings ol another and worse world ! 

Keep such for them : I fear ye not. 1 know ye; 

Have known and proved your worst, in the infernal 
Proi^e«»s of my poor husband ! Tr«tatnieas 
Ye treated him you^did so, in so dealing • '' • 
With him. Then what have 1 to fear from you, 

Even if I w*e of tearful nature, which 
1 trust I am not? 

Doge. ' I You hear, she speaks wildly. 

Mar. Not wisely, yet not wildly. 

U)r. . Ladylwordjj' 

Utter'd wilhin these walls 1 hcai* no furtiier 
Than to ihc'thirslwld, saving such aspass* 
fietw een the Duke and me on the state’s service. 
Doge! have you aught ill answer.’ 

i)o(jc. Sumethiiig from 

The Doge ; it may be also from a parent. 

Lajt. My mission here is to the Doge. 

Doge. • Then say 

The Doge will choose hi's own embassador, 

Or state im person what is meet; aud for 
'1^ c father 

Imt. I remember mine. — Farewell I 

1 kiss the hands of the illustrious lady, 

And how me to the Duke. 

[ LoREDATfO. 

Mar. ■ \ Are you content.’ 

Doge. I am w-bat you' behold. 

Alar. And Uiat ’s a mystery. 

Doga, All things are so to mortals; who c;m read 
Save he who made? or, if they enn, the few [Ihetn 
And gifted spirits, who have.studied long 
That loathsome volumc-^man, and pored upon 
These black and bloody leaves, Ills iicart audl^am,* 
£ut learn a magic w hich recoils u(H)n ^ 

Tile adept who pursues it : all tite sins 
We' find In others, nature made oiir own ; 

— J ^ 

'TSecahfr, ^ 

* [ Xlv.— ‘J Tbe bixknt lc»r, bli beori. an<J hUokeit hiJ t>r»ia.‘ ] 

[ U5.-‘* VTItrre liunger •MilloM, al|.-«tji4rte rtrr ws( 

Tbe munarcb nliQ rouid bear Q Ibrce da)» ful^r ] 

« [Seeniit^, pa:;eAIS. ' . . 


Ail our sdvaDtages are those of. fortune ; 

Birth, we>alUi, health, i^uty, are her aeddents. 

And when w.e ory out against Fate, 't w well 
iVe sliould remember FjOrtiine can tnke nought 
Save what she yace— ti»c rest was Aakpdness, 

And lusts, and appetites, and vaniites; 

The Universal heritage, to battle. • 

W ith as we may, and least in hiiiubiest stations. 

Where hunger swallowsall in one low want,* 

And the original Ordinance, that man 
Must'sweat for his poor pittance, kedps all passions 
aIooC save f(Ar of famine ! All is low, . . 

And false, and honow^clay from first to last. 

The prince's urn no less than potter’s vessel. 

Our fame is in'men's breath.^ our liyes upon 
Less than .their breath; our durance upon days, 

Qur days on seasons ; our whole being on 
Something which is not «s .^-"-So, we arc slaves. 

The greatest as the incanest'^othing rests 
I pon our will ; tlie will itself no less 
Depends upon a straw- tlian on a storm; * 

And when wg.think wg lead, we-ore most Ibd, 

A tid still towards death, a thing which comes as mnch 
Without our act cl\oice as birth; so tluit 
Methinks we must have sinn’d in some old world, 

And ihit is hell : Uie best is, that it is not 
Eternal. • 

.Mar. These are things we cannot judge 
On earth. 

Doge. And bow then shall we judge each other, 

W Im> are all earth, and I, who am call’d upon . 

To judge my son> 1 have administer’d 
My country 'faithfully — victoriously— 

I dare thnii to tht' proof, the chart of wiiat 
-Siie was and is : my reign has doubled realms; 

And, in reward, the gratitude of Venice 
Has left, or is alxiul to leave, mit single. 

Mar. And Foscari ? 1 do not think df such things, 
So 1 he left w ith liim. 

Doge. You shall lie so; 

11ms much tliey cammt well deny. 

Alar. Audit ' 

They should, I w;ill fly with him. 

Doge. . Tliat can ne’er be. 

And whither would you fly? • 

.Mar. I know not, reck not ~ 

To Syria, Egypt, to the Ottoman— , 

Any where, where w e might rr.opifw.uofetter’d, . 
And live nor gift by spies, nor liable 
To edicts of imjuisitors of state.. (husband. 

Doge. What, wouhlst thou have a renegade for 
And turn him into traitor? 

Mitr. . He is none! 

I The country is the traitress, whicli thrusts forlli 
I Her best and bravest from her. Tyranny 


WhoCvOniB? (I fonclMl >Ueln otbers' brent h, 

A Iblois br^oud us, eiro Ik'fuiv uur i ort.J 

' I “ Ibo kIU IlMrIf dcprcuteiK 

tpon • klorm, 4 stran, auii 4lUv> 
l i'Vilof lo (trolh.'t 
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Is far the worst of treasons. Dost thou deem f 

Pione rebels except subjects?^ The prince who | 

Neglects dr violates liis trust is more ' | 

A brigand than tlic robber-cbief. t 

Doge. 1 cannot I 

Charge me will) such a breach of faith. . 

Mar. No; thou 

Obscrvest, obey’st, such laws as make old Dracoes ! 
A code of mercy by comparison. I 

Ifound the law; 1 did not make it. Werel 
A suL^ect, still I might Gnd parts and portions | 
Fit for amendment; but as prince, I never 
Would oltange, for the soke of iny house, the charter 
I/‘ft by our fathers. 

Mar. . Did they make it for 

The ruin of their diildren ? 

f)ogt. Under such laws, Venice 

Has risen to what she is — a state to rival 
In deeds, and days, and sway, and, let me add, 

In glory (for we have had Roman spirits 
Amongst us;, all that history has bequeath'd 
Of Rome and Carthage in their best times, when | 
The people sway’d by senates. . 

Mar. Rather say, 

Groan’d under the stem oligarchs. 

t)oge. Perhaps so; 

But yet subdued the world : in such a state 
An individual, belie richest of 

Such rank as is permitted, or tlie meanest, ' i 
’Without a name, is alike uothing, when ; 

The policy, irrevocably tending 
To one great end, must be maintain’d in vigour. 

Mar. This means that you are more a Doge than 
father. * ■ : 

Doge. It means, I am more citizen than eithCT. i 
If we had not for* many centuries I 

Had tlioasands of such citizens, and shall, 

1 trust, have still- such, Venice were no city. 

Ahr. Accursed be llie city where the laws 
Would stillc nature’s 1 
Dofje. Had I as many sons 

As I have years, I would have given them all, 

Not without feeling, but I would have given them 
To the state's service, to fullil her wishes 
On the Hood, in the field, or, if it hiust be, ^ 

As it, alas ! has been, to ostracism, ! 

Exile, or chains, or wliatsocver worse ^ 5 

She might decree. 

Mar* , And this is patriotism ? 

To me it seems the worst barbarity. 

Let me seek out my husband*: the sage “ Ten,” 

With all its jealomsy, will hardly war 
So far witli a weak woman as dcoy me 


• [ For Mr. lli.bhoiivc‘s account of the sUlc dun^ni ot Venice, 
soeriNie. 133.] ■ , 

*' ; KS.~’*\ykun never ten be rrul bot.u 'I nes wrlitcii, 

l!» Mfrtfbed bclrtg».“l 

' JLord Bypn, In ifiU IraRcdy, has not ventured uiinn fnrlhcr 
devUlhn from historical lniU> than U folly aut!«orlsrd by the U- 


A moment’s access to bis dungeon. 

Doge. . 1 'b 

So far lake on myself, as order that 
You maybe admitted. 

Mar. And what shall I say 

To Foscari from his father ^ 

Doge. That he obey 

Tlie laws. i 

Mar. And nothing more? Will you not sec him 
Ere be depart ? It may be tlie last time. 

Doge. The last ! — my boy I-^the last lime I shall see 
My last of children I Tell him 1 will come. 

{ Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

SCENE 1. 

The PrUon of Jtcoeo Fosciil. 

Jac. Fos. (solus.) No. light, save yon faint gleam 
which shows me walls 
Which never echo'd but to sorrow’s sounds, 

The sigh of long imprisoniuent; the step 
Of feet on w liidi the iron clank *d« the groan 
Of death, the imprecation of despair! 

And yet for this I have return'd to Venife, [wears 
With some faint hope, ’t is true, that time, which 
The marble down, had worn away the hate 
Of men's hearts ; but I knew them not, and here 
>lust I consume my own, which never beat 
For V'enice but with such a yearning as , 

The dove’lias for her distant nest, when wiieeling 
Uigli in the air On her return to greet 
IlcrcaHow brood. What letters are these Vhich 
[ Approaching the valL 
Are scrawl'd along the inexorable waU ? • 

Will the gleam let me trace tliem ? Ah ! the names 
Of my sad predecessors ro this place. 

The dates of their despair, the brief words of 
A grief too great for many* This stone page 
Holds like an epitaph their history ; ' 

And the poor captive’s tale is graven on 
His dungeon barrier, like the lover’s record 
Upon the bark of some/tnll tree, which' bears 
His own and his beloved’s name. Alas! 

I recognise some names faniHiar to me. 

And blighted like to mine, which I will add, 
Fitfestfor such a chronicle as this^ 

Which only can be read, as writ, by wretciie^. • 

{He engraves his name. 

Enter a Fav\iiiar of ‘'the Ten.’' ^ 

FatJi. 1 bring you fo(^. 

Jav. Fas. 1 pray you set it down; 


cente of ibe drama. Wc may remark, however, (ImI a^r Gia- 
copo had been larliired, be was removed (o Ibv Uuc.iT apprtiucny, 
noi tonne of llw* Pozii; tlwt bic death occurred, not at Venice, 
but at Caoea; that firiccn montlif elapsevi iK’iwceo bis last con- 
demnation aotl bis (allMT's dc|K»iliuii ; and that the death of the 
Do^ look (dare, not at tiic (>alace, but in bb own hpuae.— re»(/. 
jrkef. vol. ii.p. 103.] . 
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I am past hunger : .but nt>’ lips are pardi’d— 

The water! 

Fam. Tliere. 

Jac. Fos, iafler drinking.) I thank you : I am better. 

Fam. I am commanded inform you that 
Your further trial is postponed. 

Jac. Fos. * Till wttifn ? 

Fam. I know not. — It is also in my orders 
That your illustriou.s lady be admitted. 

Jac. Fos. Ah I they relent, then— -I had censed to 
*T was time. [hope it : 

Enter HabittA. 

Mar. My best beloved ! 

Jac. Fos. {embracing her.) My true wife, 

And only friend! What liappiucss! ‘ 

ifar. We 'll part 

Ko more. 

Joe. Fos. Howl wouldst thou share a dungeon? 

Mar. Ay, 

The raftk, the grave, all — any thing with thee. 

But the tomb last of all, for there we shall 
Be ignorant of each other; yet I will 
Share tJiat — all things except new sepnratloiri 
It is too much to have sun ived the first. 

Uow d(ist Uiou.) How are those worn limbs? Alas! 
Why do I ask? Thy paleness * 

Jac. Fos. ’T is the joy 

Of seeing thee again so soon, and so 
Without expectancy, has sent tlie blood 
Back to my heart, and left my cheeks like thine, 

For .thou art pale too, my Marina! ' 

Mar. 'T is 

* Tlie gloom of this eternal cell, which never 
Knew sunbeam, and the sallow sullen glare 
Of the familiar's torch, wliich seems akin* 

To darkness more tlian light, by lending to 
The dungeon vapours its bituminous smoke, 

Which cloud wtate>r we gaze ou, even thine eyes — 
No, not thine eyes — tlicy sparkle ! — how they sparkle! 

Jac. Fos. And thine!— but 1 am blinded by the 
torch, [here? 

3far. As I had be^n without it. Couldst tlipu see 

Jac. Fos. Nothing at tlrst; but use and time had 
Familiarity with what was darkness; [taught me 
And the gr<f)- twilight of such glimmerings as 
Glide through the crevices made by the winds 
Was kinder to mine eyes tlian the full sun, 

When gorgeously o’ergilding any towers 
Save those of Venice; but a moment ere 
Thou earnest hither I was busy w riting. 

Mar. What ? ^ 

Jac. Fos. Afy name : look, 'tis there— recorded next 


' f or the r«pnitr* wlildi Iot* 

Dartnm rar ujor« ibaa I 

* [Pcrcom coiMlraiDcd lo »uliUry ouiiiinement gmeralljr, we 
art assured, breonte HUht inadiiien or a« miwl or iiulier 
MI»j ens to prnliiinirtitt*. when (he my«lcrioiii balance bruscco 
Uifn Udmroyed. But are iiil'ji*cu;d lomvcJt adreadroi 

|)anla^nleat are {^encraUjr, like nuwt iieriwlraior* of crime*, 
lacn ol 'coble inicmil resources, nca of lalcni*. like Trnick, 


1 The name of him who here preceded IMP, 

> If dungeon dates say true. 

I .Mar. And what of him? 

Jac. Fos, These walls arc silent of men’s ends; 
I they only 

Seem to hint shrewdly of them. Sudi stem walls 
Were nei er piled on high save o’er the dead, 

Or those who soon must be so. — What of him? 

Thou askest. — W'hat of me? may soon l>e ask'd, 

W ith the like answer— doubt and dreadful surmise — 
Unless thou tell’st my tale. ' • 

Mar. / *p«i/. of Ibee! 

Jac. Fos. And wlierefore not? All then shall speak 
The tyranny of silenca Is not lasting, ' [of me: 
And, though events be hidden, just men's groans 
Will burst all cerement, even a living grave s! 

I do not dtniM my memory, but my life; * 

And neither do I fear. 

Mar. TIiv life Is safe. 

Jar. Fos. And liberty? 

^far. The mind should make iU own. 

Jac. Fos. Tliat has a noble sound; but 'tis a sound, 
A music most impressive, but too transient : 

The mind is much, but is not all. The nynd 
^Hath nerved me to endure the risk of death. 

And. torture positive, far worse than death 
(If death be a deep sleep), without a groan. 

Or with a erV which rather Earned. ray judges 
Than me; but 't is not all, for there are things 
More woful— auch as this small dungeon, where 
I may breathe many years. 

' Mar. Alas! and this 

Small dungeon is all that belongs to thee 
Of this w ide realm, of which thy sire is prince. 

Jac. Fos. That thought would scarcely aid me to 
endure it. 

!My doom is common, ni|py are in dungeons, * 

But none like mine, so near their father's palace; 

But tlien my heart is sometimes high, and hope 
Will stream along Uiose moted roys of light 
Peopled with dusty atoms, which aiiord 
Our only day; for, save the gaoler's torch. 

And a strange tirelly, which was quickly caught 
Last night in yon enormous spider’s net, 

1 ne'er saw aught here like a ray. Alas! . 

I know if mind may bear us up, or no, 

For I have such, and shown it before men; 

It sinks in solitude : * my soul is social. 

Mar. I will be with thee. 

Jac. Fos. All! if it were so! 

But that they never granted— nor wjll grant, , 

And I shall be alone : no men— no books — 

Ibosc lying likenesses of lying men. 


have boriD known, in (be deepest leclsstun. anti most severe con- 
flflement, to battle tlse fiMil licitd Dieiantbuly, 411J U> conw oR 
con<;uerur» during a caplivllf of years. TlKMcwlid mifer lni|irl. 
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I askM for even those outlines of t^eir kind« 

Which they term annals, history, what you will, 
Which meu bequeath as portraits, and they were 
Refused ^nc, — so these walls have been my study, 
More faithful pictures of .Venetian story, 

W'ith all their blank, or dismal stains, than is 
The Hall not for from hence, which bears on lugh 
Hundreds of doges, and titeir deeds and dates. 

Mar. I come to tell thee the result of their 
Last council on thy doom. 

Jac. Fos. . I know it — look! 

1 He points to hit limbs, as referring to the queS’- 
tion ichich he undergone. 

Mar. ISo^ho— no more of that : even they relent 
From th^t atrbdty. 

Jar. Fos. What then ? 

Mar. That you 

Return to Candia. 

Jar. Ftis^ Then my last hope ’s gone. 

I could endure my dungeon, for 't was Venice; 

1 could support the torture, there was something 
In my native air that buoy'd my spirits up 
Like a ship on the ocean toss'd by storias, 

But proudly still bestriding die high waves, 

And holding on its course; but f/iere, afar, 

In that ac^curaed isle of slaves and captives, 

And unbelievers, like a stranded wreck, ^ 

My very soul seem'd mouldering in my Bosom, 

And piecemeal I shojl perish, if remanded. 

3far. And here? 

Jae.Fos. At once— by better means, an briefer. ; 
What ! would they even deny me my sire's sepulchre, 
As well as home and heritage? 

Afar. My husband! 

Lhave sued to accompany tbec hence. 

And not so hopelessly. This love of thine 
For ungrateful and tyrannic soil 
Is passion, and not patriotism; for me, 

So I could see thee with a quiet aspect. 

And the sweet freedom of the earth and air, 

I would not cavil about climes or regions. 

Tliis crowd of palaces and prisons Is not 
A paradise; its first inhabitants 
W ere wretched exiles. 

Jae.Fos. Well I know hoic wrelclied! | 


* [ In LfUy Morgan's fearien anti exceUent work (ipon Half, I 
(terceive (he expression of " Home of (he Ocean*’' applied lo Ve- 
ntoe. The same phn»e occurs la the Two Foacari.” My pub- 
IMter can Tonrb for me, tltat the tragedy was wrlttan and sent to 
Eagtarul some Umo before 1 bad aren Uadjr Morgan'a work, which 
I only received uu Uie iGih of Adgtul. l hasten, however, to 
notice the oolncideace. .iiul (u yield the oiiglnaliiy of the pbraio 
to >>er who first placed it More (he public. 1 am Ihe more aoxi* 
out lo tlo as I am iiilormcd (for 1 have aeerr but few of the 
apccimcm. and tlioac accidcnUlly) iliat there hare been lately 
Brooght against Die ebarges of plagiarbm. [See note (u the dc- 
•cripUoQ of a’ shipwreck, Don Jnan, c. K. *. xxiv. post.] 

• The calenture.— ( distemper peculiar (o sailors In hot dl- 
natea.— 

So by s raleniare mtilsd. 

The rturlOfT «ilUi rspiura tm 
On ibesBoolb wcaa'* vara bad 
KnaoMl‘4 OtAdf snd TtrdoiX (rcat : 


Mar. And yet you see how from tlieir banishmdrit 
Before the Tartar into these salt isles, , 

Their antique energy of mind, all that 
Remain'd of Rome for their inheritance, 

Created by degrees an ocean Rome ; • 

And shall an evil, which so often leads 
to good, depress thee tfms ? 

Jac. Fos. Had I gone forU) 

Front my own land, like the old patriarchs, seeking 
Anotiter region, with their flocks and herds; 

Had 1 been cast out like the .Jews from Zion, 

Or, like our fathers, driven by Attila 
Fooin fertile Italy, t(^ barren islets, 

1 would have given some tears to my late country. 
And many thoughts; but afterwards address’d 
Myself, with those about me, to create 
A new home and fresh state : perhaps I could 
Have born this — though I know not. 

5/or. Wherefore not? 

It was tbc lot of millions, and must be 
The fate of myriads more. 

Jar. Fos. Ay — we blit hear 

Of the survivors' toil in their new lands, 

I'iieir numbers and success; but who r.an number 
The hearts which broke in silence of that parting, 

Or after their departure ; of that malady * ^ 

Which calls up green and native fields to view 
From the rough deep, with such identiri’ 

To the poor exile’s fever’d eye, tliat be 

Can scarcely be restrained from treading them? 

! That melody,* which out of tones and tunes 
Collects such pasture for the longing sorrow 
Of- the sad mountaineer, when far away 
From his snow c.an6py of cliffs and cJoods, 

That he feeds on the sweet, but poisonous tliougbt. 
And dies- You call tins u'rakuess! It is strength, 
I say, — the parent of all honest feeling. 

He who loves not his country, con love rmthing. 

Mar. Obey ber, then : 't is she Uiat puts thee forth. 

Jac. Fos. Ay, there it is ; 't is like a mother's curse 
Upon my soul — the. mark is set upon me. 

'^he’exiles you speak of went forth by nations, 

Their h^ids upheld each other by the way. 

Their tents were pitch’d together— I 'malone. 

I Mar. You shall be so no more— 1 will go with thee. 


WUh user hMle be ioQpf (0 roTo 
la lba( UoUiilr acene. and ihinka 
it BUBt be MiDe cnctMolcd grave, 

Aod lo he ieepi.epd doHii bo luk(.*'~SinrT.J 
) Altudiog to Uie Swim air amf its efTt-cta.— [Hie AaM des 
yaehes, played ii|io» the bag>plpp by the young cow-keqM-rs on 
the mountains t— “An air,*' says Roiuaeau. **so dear to the Swtsa, 
that It wax fbrbhkfea. under (he pain of dealh, lo play U to the 
troops, as ll.lmracdtatciy drew (ears from them, aud made tboae 
who heard it desert, or die of wfiat b called M matadie du pays, 
so ardent a doire did It cxdtc lo rclum to their country. It is In 
valn to seek in ibl< aiefur cuergrilc accchls capable of producing 
such aatonUluMg elfecU, for which strangers ajwiuble to account 
frum Uie music, « hlehos in itself uncoiUli and wUd. Rat it u from 
habit, retool lections, aiid a ihoiMaod drcumalancea, retraced bi this 
tunc by those oaiivea who liear it, aud n’liiisKlioe them of iheir 
cuuotry. former pleasures of their yooUi, and all Ibeir ways of liv* 
tng, which occailoii a biller re fleet loci at havlog lost Ibem.”— E.] 
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Jae Fo$. My best M»rina ! — and our cliildron? 

Mar. They, 

I Tear, by the prevention of the state’s 
Abhorrent policy, (which holds all ties 
As threads, which may be broken at her pleasure,) 
Will not be suffer’d to proceed with us. 

■Jae. Fos. And canst thou leave them ? 

Mar. Yes. With many a pang . 

But— 1 can leave them, children as they are, 

To teach you to be less a child. From this 
Learn you to sway your feelings, when c)(acted , 

By duties paramount ; and ’t is our first 
On earth to bear. 

Jae. Fos. Have 1 not borne ? - 

Mar. ' Too much 

From tyrannous Injustice, and enough 
To teach you not to shrink now from a lot, - 
Which, as compared with what you have undergone 
Of late, is mercy. 

Jar. Fos. Ah ! you never yet 
Were for away firom Venice, never saw 
Her beautiful towers in thC receding distance. 

While every furrow of the vessel's track 
Seem'd ploughing deep into your heart; .you never 
Saw day go down upon your native spires 
$0 calmly with its gold and crimson glory, 

And, after dreaming a disturbed vision * 

Of them and theirs, awoke and found them not. 

Mar. I will divide this vriih you. Let us tliink 
Of our departore from this much-loved city, 

(Since you must love it, as it seems,) and this 
Chamber of state, her gratitude allots you. 

Our children will be cared for by tlie Doge, 

And my uncles : we must sail ere night, [father.? 

Jac. Fos. That 's sudden. Shall I not behold my 

Mar. You will. 

Jac. Fes. ' Where? 

JIfar. - Here, or in the ducal chamber — 

He said not which. I would that you could bear 
Your exile as be bears it. 

Jae. Fos. Blame him not. 

I sometimes' murmur for a moment ; but 
He could not now act otherwise. A show 
Of feeling or compassion on his part 
Would have but drawn upon his aged head 
Suspicion fron> the Ten,” ond upon mine 
Accumulated ills. 

Mar. Accumulated I 

What pangs are those they have spared you ? 

Jae. Fos. That of leaving 

Venice witliout beludding him or you, 

Which might have been forbidden now, as 't was 
Upon my former exile. 

Mar. That is true'. 

And thus far I am also the stirte’s debtor, 

And .shall be more so w hen 1 see us both 
Fh^ating on the free waves aw'ay — away — 

Be it to Ibe earth’s end, from this nbhorr’d, 

Unjust, and 

Jae. Fos. Curse rt not. Ifl am silent, 

W'h<y dares accuse iny country ? 


Mar. Men and angels 1 

The blood of myriads reeking up to heaven, 

The groansof slaves in chains, and men in dungeens. 
Mothers, and wives, and sons, and sires, and subjects. 
Held in ti>e bondage of ten bald-heads ; and * 

Tliough last, not least, ihy silence. Couldst thou say 
Aught in its favour, who would praise like thee T 
Jac. Fos. l^t usaddress us then, since so it must be, 
To our departure. Who comes here ? 

Enter Lobsdano, aUetuied by Famfh'ar#. 

Lor. {to the Familiars.) Retire, 

But leave the torch. 

[F^reunt the ttto Familiars. 
Jac. Fqs. Most welcome, noble signor. 

I did not deem this poor place could have drawn 
Sucli presence hither. 

fjor. * *T is not the first time •• 

I have visited these places. 

Mar. Nor would be 

The last, were all men’s merits well rewarded. 

Came you here to insult us. or remain 
As spy upon us, or as hostage for us? 

Lor. Neither are 6f my office, noble lady ! ' 

1 am sent hither to your husband, to 
.Announce “ the Ten’s ” decree. 

Mar. That tenderness 

Has been anticipated : it is known. 

^ Lor. As how ? 

Mar. I have inform'd him, not so gently, 

Doubtless, ns your nice feelings would prescribe, 
The indulgence of your colleagues ; but he knew it. 

If you conie for our tlianks, take them, and hence ! 
The dungeon gloom is deep enough without you, 
And full of reptiles, not less loathsome, though 
Their sting ishonester. 

Jae. Fos. I pray you, calm you : 

What can avail such words? 

Mar. • To let him know 

That he is known. 

Lor. Let the fair dame preserve 

Her sex’s privilege. 

Mar. I have some sons, sir, 

Will one’ day thank you better, f 
/-or. You do well 

To nurse then wisely. Fosc^iri — you know 
Your sentence, then? . , 

Jac. Fos. Return to Candia ?. 

Lor, True — 

For life. 

Jar. Fos. Not long. 

Aor. I said— for life. 

Jac. Fos. And I 

Repeat— not long. 

Lor. A year's imprisonment 

In Canea— afterwards, the freedom of 
The whole isle. 

Jac. Fos, Both the same to me : the after 
Freedom as is the first imprisonment. 

Is ’t true my w ife accompanies me ? 

^ Yes, 

If she 60 wills it. 
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Mar. 'Vtio obtain'd Uiat justice ? 

Ijor. One who wars not w ith women. 

War. Hut oppresses 

Men : howsoever, let him have my tlinnks 
I’or the only boon I would have ask'd or takerr 
From him or such as he is. 

fjor. He receives tliem 

As they are offer’d. 

3/or. May they thrive w ilh him 

So imich ! — no more. 

Jac. Fos. Is this, sir, your whole nilsslop? 

Because we have brief time for prej)aration. 

And you perceive your presence doth disquiet 
This lady, of a house noble as yours. • 

Mar. ^oble^! 

lj)r. How nobler ? 

Mar. As more^cnerous ! 

We say the “ generous steed,” to express tl»e purity 
Of his high blood. Thus much I ’ve learnt, although 
Venellan (who sec few steeds save of bronze). 

From those Venetians who have.skiinm'd tlie coasts 
Of Egypt, and her neighbour Araby : 

And why not say as soon the generous man ? ” 

If race be auglit, it is in qualities 

More than in years; and mine, which is as old • 

As yours, is better in its product, nay — 

Look not so stern— but get you back, and pore 
Upon your genealogic tree’s most green v 

Of leaves and most mature of fruits , and there 
Blu.sh to find ancestors, who would have blush'd 
For such a son — thou cold inveterate hater I 

Jae. Fos. Again, Marina! 

Mar. Again! still, Marina. 

Sec you not, he comes here to glut his hate 
^Vith a last look upon our misery? 

I.et him partake it! 

Jae. Fos. That were difficult. 

Mar. Nothing more easy. He partakes it now — 
Ay, he may veil bcuealh a marble brow 
And .sneering lip the pang, but he partakes it. 

A few brief words of truth shame the devil's servants 
>'o less than master; I have probed his soul 
A moment, os the eternal fire, ere long, 

Will reacli it always. Sec how he shrinks from me! 
With death, and (^ains, and exile in his iiand 
To sc.ntlcr o’er his kind as he thinks lit; 

They Vt his weapons, not his armour, for 
I have pierced him to the core of bis cold heart. 

I care not for his frowns ! ^Vc can hut die. 

And be but live, for him the very worst 
Of destinies : each day secures him more 
His tempter's. 

Jac. Fos. This is mere insanity. 

Mar. II may be so ; and n ho hath made us mod ? 

Ijor. I.«t hergo on; it irks not me. 

Mar. That ’s false! 


' ni ibe iwn FiMcari do noUiin:: tn defeat <he macliiuatkms of 
iltrit irmondoM f«»e. MariiM, wife uf Uio ymitiitef, at loaiit re- 
litem. i>y h-Uing luoav Um VCDom oflitr iou£<ip upon llidr 


You came here to enjoy ,i heartless triumph 
Of cold looks upon manifold griefs I A' on came 
To Iw sued to in vain — to mark wir tears, 

And hoard our groans— to gaze upon the wr^ 
Which you have made a prince's son — my husband; 
In short, to trample on the fallen — an office 
'Fhe hiingmaii shrinks from, as all men from him!. 
How hive you S|)ed? AVe are wretched, signor, as 
Yourplols could make, and vengeancecouid desire ns, 
And how feel you f 

Lor. " As rocks. 

Mur. By thunder blasted : 

They feel not, but no less are shiver'd. Come, 
Foscari ; now let us go, and leave this felon, 

The Sole fit habitant of such a cell. 

Which he has peopled often, but ne'er filly 
Till he himself sliall brood in it alone. ' 

Enter the Doge. 

Jar. Fos. My father 1 

Doge, {embracing ftiw.) Jacopo! my son— my son! 

Jar. Fos. My father still I How long it is since I 
Have heard thee name my name— ow name ! 

f}oge. My boy! 

Couldst thou but know- — — 

Jac. Fos. I rarely, sir, have murmur’d. 

Dofje. I feel toe much thou hast not. 

Mar. Hoge, look there! 

[She pointt to I.OREeANu. 

Doge. 1 see the mao— what mean’st thou? 

Mar. Caution! 

Lor. Being 

The virtue which this noble lady most 
May practise, she doth well to recommend it. 

Mar. Wretch! T is no virtue, buttlie policy 
Of those who fain must deal perforce with vice : 

As such I recommend it, as I would 

To one whose foot was on an adder’s path. ' 

Doge. Daughter, it is superfluous; 1 have long 
Known Loredano. 

fx>r. You may know him belter. 

Mar. A'es ; worse he could not. 

Jtir. /*'os. Father, let noMhese 

Our parting hours be lost in listening to. 
Reproaches, which boot nothidg. Is it — is it. 
Indeed, our last of meetings? 

Doge. A'ou beliold 

These while hairs! 

Jar. Fos. And I fcel, besides, that mine 

AVill never be so white. Knibrace me, father! 

I loved you ever — never more than now. , 

Lc.ok to my children— to your last child’s diildren : 
Let them be ail to )'ou w liicli he was once. 

And never be to you wijat I am now. 

M.ay I not see them also? 

Mur. No— not here. 


halcful o|>pre»»or. wlildi the don \> iilionl kUdI or ; aod in 

a Ktrain of vrhciiteiice nui iufcfi<^ to tba( uf llie ohl qucea Uargi* 
tc4 iu Bicb^rJ Uic Tldnl.—JirriET.] 
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Jac. Fos. TUpy might behold parent any where. | 

Mor. I would that they beheld their father in ! 

A place wjiich would not mingle fear with love, i 

To free7.e their young blood in its natural current. 
They hare fed well, slept soft, and knew not that 
Their sire was a n»ere hunted outlaw. .t' eH 
I know his fate may one day be tlieir heritage. 

But let it only be thefr heritage, 

And not their present fee. Their senses, though 
Alive to love, are yet awake to terror; 

And these vile damps, too, and yon thick greni WTive 
\Ybieh floats above the place where we now stand— 
A cell so far below the water’s level — 

Sending its pestilence through every crevice. 

Might strike them : this is not their atmosphere. 
However you — and you— and, most of all, 

As worthiest — you. sir, noble lx>redano! 

May breathe it without prejudice. 

Jae. Fos. I have not 

Reflected upon this, but ncqtiiesce. 

1 shall depart, then, without meeting them? 

Doge. Not so: they shall await you in my chamber. 
Jae. Fos. And must I leave them — alt? 

Lor. You must. 

Jac. Fos. Notone? 

Lor. They are the state’s. 

Mar. I thought they had beeii mine 

Lor. Hiey are, in all maternal things. 

Mar. That is. 

In all things painful. If they ’re sick, tliey will 
Be left to me to tend them; should they die, 

To me to bur}’ and to mourn ; hut if 
They live,, they ’ll make you soldiers, senators, 
Slaves, exiles — what you will • or if they arc 
Females with portions, blades and ihes for nobles ! 
Behold the state’s care for its sons and mothers! 

Lor. 'File hour approaches, and the wind is fair. 
Jac. Fos. How know' you that here, wliere thegenial 
Ne’er blows in all its blustering freedom ? [wjnd 
Lor. ’T was so 

^Vllen I came here. The galley floats within 
A bow-shot of ll»c ** Riva di Schiavoni.** 

Jar. Fos. Father! I pray you to precede me, and 
Prepare my children to behold their father. 

Doge. Re firm, my son! 

Jac. F6s. I will do my endeavour. 

Mar. Farewell! at least to this detested dungeon, 
And him to whose good offices you owe 
In part your past imprisonment. 

Lor. And present 

Liberation. 

Doge. He speaks truth. 

Jac. Fos. ^ 0 doubt! but *t is 

Exchange of chains for heavier chains 1 ow'e him. 

He knows this, or he had not sought to change them. 
But I reproach not. 

Lor. Ti>e time narrows, signor. 

Jac. Fos. Alas! I little thought so lingeringly 
To leave abodes like this : but when I feel 
That every step I lake, even from this cell, 

Is one away from Venice, 1 look back 


Even on these dull damp walls, and 

Doge. BOyl no tears. 

Mar. Let them flow on : he w ept not on the rack 
To shame him, and they oannot shame him now. 

They will relieve Ills heart— that tooklndbeart— 
And I will find an hour to wipe away 
Those tears, or add my own. I could weep now, 
But would not gratify yon w retch so far. 

Let us proceed. Doge, lead the way. 
lAtr. {to the Familiar.) The torch, there ! 

Mar. Yes, light us on, as to a funeral pyre, 

With Loredann mourning like an heir. 

Doge. My son. you ore feeble ; lake tins hand. 

Jar. Fos. * Alas! 

Must youth support itself on age, and I 
■tVho ought to be the prop of yours ? 

Lor. Take mine. 

jWor. Touch it not, Foscari ; ’twill stingyou. Signor, 
Stand off! be sure, that if a grasp of yours 
Would raise us from the gulf wherein we are plunged, 
No hand of ours would stretch itself to meet it. 
Come, Foscari, take the hand the altar gave you; 

It could not save, but will support you ever. 

1 Fxeunt. 


act IV. 

SCENE I. 

M //all In Ihe Ducal Palae*. 

Enter Loredano and Barbarigo.' 

Bar. And have you confidence in such a project? 
for. 1 have. 

Bar. ’T is hard upon his years. 

Lor. Say rather 

Kind to relieve him from the cares of state. 

Bar. ’T will break his heart. 
fx)r. Age has no heart to break. 

He has seen his son’s half broken, and, except 
A start of feeling in his dungeon, never 
Swerved. 

Bar. In his countenance, I grant you, never; 
But I have seen him sometimes in a calm 
i So desolate, tliat the most clamorous grief 
Had nought to envy him within. Where is he? 

Lor. In his own portion of the palace, with 
His son, and the whole race of Foscaris. ^ 

Bar. Bidding farewell. 

Lor. ' A last. As soon he shiill 

Bid to his dukedom. 

Bar. When embarks the soi ? 

Lor. Forthwith— w heo this long leave is Uken. ’T is 
Time to admonish them again. 

Bar. Forbear; 

Retrench not from tlieir moments. 

Lor. Not I, now 

We have higher business for our ow'n. Tills day 
Shall be the last of the old Doge’s reign, 

As the first of his son's last bauishment. 

And that is vengeance. 

Bar. In iny mind, too deep. 

Lor. *T is moderat^not even life for the rule 


Digitized by Google 



m 


BYRON’S WORKS. 


l>enounced of. retribution froim aH time; 

They owe me still my father’s and my uncle's. 

Bar. Did not the Doge deny this sthingty ? 

Jjor. Doubtfess. 

Bar. And did not this shake your suspicion 

fjor. No. 

Bar. But if this deposition should take place 
By our united influence in the Councih 
It roust be done with all the deference 
Due to his years, his station, and his deeds. 

Lor. As much of ceremony as you will, 

So that the thing brdone. You may, for aught 
1 care, depute the Council on their knees 
(Like Barbarossa to the Pope), to beg him 
To have the courtesy to abdicate. 

Bar. What, if he will not? 

Lor. Wc MI Select another. 

And make him null. 

Bar. But will the laws uphold us ? 

Lor. What laws?— ‘^‘Thc Ten” are laws; and if 
I will be legislator in this business, [they were not. 

Bar. At your own peril? 

Lot. There is none, I tell ydu. 

Our powers are suclu 

Bar. But he has twice already 

Solicited permission to retire, 

And twice it was refused. 

Ixtr. The better reason 

To grant it the third time. 

Mar. Unask'd? 

Lor. It shows 

The impression of his former instances ; 

If they were from his heart, he may be thankful : 

If not, 'rwill punish his hypocrisy. 

Come, they are met by this time; let us join them, 
And be thou lix’d in purpose for Ibis once. 

1 Yiave prepared -such arguments as w hi not 
Fail to move them, and to remove him : since 
llieir thoughts, their objects, have been sornided. do 
Fou. with your wonted scruples, teach us pause, [not 
Aiid all will prosper. 

Bar. Could I but be certain 

This is no prelude to such persecution 
Of the sire as has fallen upon the son, f 
I would support you. 

Lor, He is safe, I tell you ; 

II9 fourscore years and Gve may finger on 
AstoQg as he can drag them : 't is his throne 
Alone 'a aim'd at. 

Bar. But discarded princes 

Are seldom long of life. • . 

• Lor. And men of eighty 

More seldom still. 

Bar. And why not wait those few years? 

Lor. Because we have waited long enough, and be 
Lived longer Uian et.<>ugh. Hence ! in to council ! ' 

{ Eiwnt LoiiBUAno and BAlinAitiuo. 


Entor Mejnio and a Senator. 

Sen. A summons to “ the Ten! ” Why so ? 

Mem. “ The Ten " 

Alone can answer; they are rarely wont 
. To let their thoughts anticipate their purpose 
By previous'proclaniatloo. Wc are summon’d— 
That is chough. 

, For them, but not for us; 

I would know why: 

Mem. You will know why anon. 

If you obey ; and, if not, you no less 
Will know why you shduld have obey’d. 

Sen. 1 mean not 

To oppose them, 6tt<— — 

Mem. Ill Venice ** but ” 's a traitor. 

But me no ** huts” unless you would pass o’er 
Tlie Bridge which few repass. 

5ch. I am silent. 

Mem. W'hy 

Thus hesitate? “Tlie Ten ” have call’d in aid 
Of llH-ir deliberation five and twenty 
Patricians of the senate — you are one, 

And 1 another; .ind itseems to me 

Both honour'd by the choice or chance which leads us 

To mingle with a body so august. 

.Sen. Most true. I say no more. 

Mem. ^ As we hope, signor. 

And atl may honestly (that is, all those 
Of noble blood may), one day hope to be 
Decemvir, it is surely for the senate's 
Chosen delegates, a school of wisdom, to 
Be thus admitted, though as novices. 

To view the mysteries. 

Sea. '. Let us view them : they. 

No doubt, are worth it. * 

Mem. Being worth our lives 

If we divulge them, doubtless they are worth 
Something, at least to you or me. 

Sen. . 1 sought not 

A place within the sanctuary; but being 
Chosen, however reluctantly so chosen, 

1 shall fUllil my office. 

Mem. Let us not 

Be latest in obeying the Ten's” summons. 

Sen. All are not met, but I am of your thought . 
So far— let ’s lu. 

.Mem: The earliest are most welcome 

In earnest councils — we will not be least sp. 

I Exeunt. 

■ Enter the Dock. Jacopo Fosgari, and ]llAAl.^A. 

Jar. Fos. Ah, fatherl though I must and will depart, 
Tet — yet— I pray yAi to obtain for me 
That 1 once more return unto. my home,' 

Howe'er remote the period. Let tliere be 
A point of time as beacon*to my heart, 

Witli any penalty annex'd tliey please. 


[ ** DniHfTrd. and now unvlikd In hi* mind 
Prwn hmg atqublia cries, 

Uie uM man'ccback. af Valbcrt 

Lfima, I pray iaai>, UfeoRfenoreoaMDg f«-. 


Let me go home.’— ‘Rr i‘on,' nturn* the Doge. 

Maatrring hta itrler, * l( thoa ort ladM my aen, 
Obey. Tby couniry wilU u.' ao«u*.] 
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But let 'me still return. 

T>oge. * Son Jacopo, 

Go and obey our countrj 's will : ’t is not^ 

For us to look beyond. 

Jlpr. F,oi. But still I must 

Look back. I pray you think of me. 

Doge. Alas 1 

You ever were my tlenrest offspring, when 
They werolkiore numerous, no.r can be less so 
Now you arie last ^ but did the state demand 
T|gUHi|A^^be'disinten-ed aslies 
Oi^Dn^fi|A:^odly brothers, now inearth, 
An^S^pw^ttding shades came flitting round 
To HUpe^jUfe act, 1 must no less obey . 

A duty, paramount to every duty. . 

ilfar. Aiy husband I let U)> on : this bot prolongs 
Out sorrow. 

Jae. Fox. Bui wc are riot sumnionM yet : 

The galley’s sails arc not unfurl'd who knows? ' 
The wind may change. 

Mar. And if it do, it will not 

Change their hearts, or your lot: the galley’s oars 
Will quickly clear the harbour. 

Jar. Fox. O, ye eluents! 

Where are your storms 

Mar. « In human breasts. Alas! 

Will nothihg calm you? 

Jac. Fos. Never yet did mariner 

Put up to patron saint such prayers for prosperous 
And pleasant breezes, as I call upon you. 

Ye tutelar saints of my own city ! which 
Te love hot with more holy love than I, 

To lash up from the deep the Adrian waves 
And waken Austcr, sovereign of the tempest ! 

Till the seadash me back on my own shore 
A broken corse upon tlte barren Lido, 

AVhere I may mingle with the sands which skirt 
The land I love, and never shall see morel 

Mar. And wisi) you this with me beside you ? 

Joe. -Fos. No— 

No— not for thee, too good, too kind ! May’st thou 
Live long to be a mother to tlioie children ' 

Thy fond fidelity for a time deprives 
Of such support! But for myself alone, 

May all the winds of heaven howl down the Gulf, 
And tear the vessel, till the mariners. 

Appall’d, torn their despairing eyes on me, 

As the Phenecians did on Jonah, then 
Ccist me out from amongst them, as an offering 
To appease the waves. The billow which destroys me 
Will be more merciful than man ; and bearme. 

Dead, hut ttUl bear me to a native grave. 

From fishers’ hands upon the desolate str^d, 
Which, of its thousand wrecks, bath ne'er ri^ived 
One lacerated like the heart which then 
Will be— But wherefore breaks it not? why live I? 

Mar. To man thyself, I trust, with time, to master 
Such useless passion. Until now thou wert 
A sufferer, but not a loud one : why 
What is this to the things thou hast borne in silence- 
fmprisonmeot and actual torture? 


5 ^ 

Joe. Fot. ^ Doubly 

Triple, and tenfold torture 1 But you are right, 

It must be borne. Father, your blessing. 

Doge. , Would 

It could avail thee! but no less thou hast it.- 

Jae. Fos. Forgive 

Doge. Wliat ?. 

Joe. Fos. My poor mother, for my birth. 

And me for having lived, and you yourself 
(As 1 forgive you)« for tbe gift of life. 

Which you h^tow’d upon me as luy sire. 

Mar. What hast. thou done ? 

Joe. Fos. , I^othing. I cannot charge 

My memory with much save sorrow : but 
1 have been so beyond Uie common lot 
Chasten'd and visited, I needs must think 
That 1 was wicked. If it be so, may 
What 1 have undergone here keep me 
A like liereafter! 

Mar. Fear not : that ’s reserved. 

For your oppressors. 

Jot. F os. Let me hope not. 

Mar. Hope not? 

Jac. Fos. Icannbtavish them all they have inflicted. 
Mar, A II / the consummate fiends! A thousand fold ^ 
May the worm w hich ne'er dietb feed upon them ! 

Jar. Fos. They may repent. 

Mar. And if they do. Heaven will not 

Accept tlie tardy penitence of demons. 

FiUer an Offieer and Guards. 

Offi‘ Signor ! the boat is at the shore— tbe wind 
Is rising— we are ready to attend you. 

Jar. Fos. And 1 to be attended. Once more, father, 
Your hand! 

Doge. Take it. Alas! how thine own trembles! 

, Jar. Fos. No— you mistake ; ’t is yours Uiat shakes, 
Farewell I * ^ [my father. 

Doge. Farewell ! Is there aught else? 

Jae. Fos. No— nothing. 

( To the Officer. 

Lend me your arm, good signor. 

Offi. You turn pale — 

Let me support you— paler — ho^ some aid there ! 

Some water! • 

Mar. Ah, he is dying! 

Jae. Fos. Now, i.’mready — 

My eyes swim strangely— where ^s the door ? 

Mar. Away ! 

Let me support him— my best love! Oh God! 

How faintly beats this heart— this pulse! 

Jac. Fos. Ilie light L 

Is it tbe light?— 1 am faint. 

' [ Offieer pretenSs him mith wafer. 

Offi. He will be bett^, 

Perhaps, in the air. 

Jac. Fot. 1 doubt not. Father— wife— 

Tour hands! 

Afar. There ’s death in that damp clammy grasp, 
Oh God!— My Fo8cari,'liow fare you? 

Jac. Fos. -Well! 

[Uedies. 
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Of/i. He's gone! ^ ^ 

Doge, He 's free. < . 

Mar, ?io — no, he is not dead ; * 

There must be life yet in that heart'-*-lw could not 
Thus leave me. 

Doge. Daughter! 

IUar.~ Hold thy peace, old man ! 

I am no daughter now— thou liast no son. 

OFoscaril 

Offi. tVe must remove the body. 

Mar. Touch it not, dungeon miscreants! your 
base office 

Knds with his life, and goes not heyond murder, 
£v^ by your murderous laws, I.^ive his reoiains 
To those who know to honour them. 

Offi. I must 

Inform the signory, and learn their pleasure. 

Doge. Inform the signory, from me. the Doge, 
Tliey have no further ]) 0 >ver ui>ou those ashes ; 
tVhile he lived, he was theirs, as fits a subject — 

ISow he is miur — iny broken-liearted boy! 

( Exit Offieer. 

Mar. And I must live! 

])oge. Your ohifdren live, klarina. 

Mar. My children ! true— they live, and I must live 
To bring them up to serve tlie state, and die 
As died their father. Ohl w hat best of blessings 
Were barrenness in Venice! AVould my mother 
Had been so ! 

Doge. My unhappy children! 

Mur. What! 

lou feci it then at last — you ! — Where is now 
The stoic of the state? 

Doge, {throiring Iiim$e1f down by the hwly.) Here! 
jV«r. Ay, weep on ! 

I thought you had no tears — you hoarded them 
Until Uipy arc useless; but weep on ! he never 
Shall weep more — never, never more. 

Enter Lobcda?<o and Babbabico. 

Ijyr. What 's here ? 

Mar. Ah! the devil come to insult the dead! 
Incarnate Lucifer ! ’t is holy ground. [Avaunt ! 
A martyr's ashes now lie there, which n)ske it 
A shrine. Get thee back to thy place of torment ! 

Bar. Lady,, we knew tiot of this sad event. 

But pass'd here merely on our path from council. 

Mar. Pass on. 

Lor- We sought the Doge. 

Mar. {pointiug to the Doge, ivfio is stiU ou the 
ground by his son’s body.) He 's busy, look, 
Al>out the hii$ine.ss you provided for him. 

Are ye content ? 

Bar. We will not interrupt 

A parent's sorrows. 


——I “ ai brafe; 

AUirdl<K>, ktnitosM. U>« unerC orUmi 
orrhily «»>J lore nere rr>)m tif) iratlrroM ycari 
To Imib m awiirul at liU dally brved : 

And to tti-(Oiiw • by.vtord In ibe airt-ete, 
Brtagin; eilala on Iboai* eiw gare blot tUe. 
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Mar. Ko, ye only make th?m,‘ 

Then leave them. ' •* ’ 

Doge {rising). Sirs, I am ready. 

Bar. No — not now’. 

Lor. Vet ’t was important. . < 

Doge. If 't was so, 1 can ^ 

Only repeat— I am ready. 

Bar. It shall not be 

Just now, though Venice totter'd the deep 
Liken frail vessel. I res|>ect your griefs. 

Doge. I thank you. If the tidings w liicli you briflg 
Are evil, you may say them ; nothing further 
Can touch me mbre than him thou look’st on there ; 

If they be good, say on ; >'ou need net fear^ ;; « 

That tliey can epmfort me. 

Bar. I would they could ! 

Doge. I spoke nut to you, hut to Loredauo. 

He understands me. 

Mar. Ah! I thought it would be so. 

Doge. What mean you ? 

Mar. Lo ! there is tlte blood beginning 

To flow through the dead lips of Foscari— ' 
The body bleeds in presence of the assassin. 

I To LOBBDAtfQ. 

Thou cowardly murderer by law, behold 
How deatli itself bears witness to thy deeds! 

My child ! this is a phantasy of grief. 

Bear hence the body. [To Air (theN£bmfs.] Signors, if 
Within an lumr I 'II hear you. [it please you, 

[Fxn<nr Dogb, Mabina, and attendant*, with th* 
body. Manent Lobbuako and Babbabigo. 

Bar.' He must not 

Be troubled now. 

Lor. tie said himself that nought 

Could give him trouble farther. 

Bar. Tliese are words; 

But grief is lonely, and the breaking, in 
Upon it barbarous. 

fjor. Sorrow' preys upon 

Its solitude, and nothing more diverts it 
From its sad \isiou$ of the other world 
Than calling it at moments back to this. 

The busy have no time for tears. 

Bar. And therefore 

You would deprive this okl man of all business? 

Lor. The ttung 's decreed. Tlie Giunta and ** the 
Have made it law — who shall oppose that law ? [Teu" 
Bar. Humanity ! 

Lor. Because his son is dead ? 

Bar. And yet unburied. 

Lor. Had we linown this when 

The net was passing, it might have suspended 
Its passage, but impedes it not— once past. 

Bar. I Ml not consent. 

Lor. You Itave consented to 
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. . * • 
r '* 

AU that *6 essential— leave'the rest to me. 

Bar. Wliy ifress his abdicatiou now ? 

Lor, ^ * Tb^(edings 

Of private passion may not interrupt 
The public benelit ; and wbat the state ^ 

Decides to-day must not give way before 
To-morrow for a natural accident. ^ 

Bar. You have a son. • 

Lor. I have — and And ^ father. 

Bar. Still so inexorable ? 

lor. Still. 

Bar. • ^ But let bitn 

Inter his son before we press upon him * 

This edict. ^ 

Lqr. Let him call up into life 
My sire and uncia — I consent. Men may, 

Even aged men, be, or appear to be> 

^ Sires of a hundred sons, but cannot kindle 
An atom of their ancestofs from earth. * 

The victims arc pot dcpi^ ; be hd^ seen « 

His sons expire by natural deaths, and J 
My sires bv violent and mysterious maladies. 

I used no poison, bribed no subtle master * 

Of the destrnctive art of healing, to 
Sliorten Uie pat^ to the' eternal cure. 

His sons— and he bad four— are dead, without 
Aly dabbling in vile drtjgs. 

Bar. I And art thou sure 

He dealt In such ? 

Lor. Most sure. 

Bar. And yet be seems 

All openness. 

Lor. And so lie seem'd not long 

*^Ago to Carma^uola. 

Bar. The attainted 

And foreign trahor? , 

Dir- Even so ; when he. 

After the very night in which ** the Ten” 

(Joined with the Doge^ decided his destruction. 

Met the great Duke at daybreak with a jest. 
Demanding whether he should augur him 
“ The good day or good night ? ” his Doge-ship 
answer ’d, 

“ That he in truUi had passed a night of vigil, 

“ In which (he added with a gracious smile), . 

“ 'fliere often has been question about you.” *. 
'Twastrue; the question was the death resolved 
Of Carinagnuola, eight months ere he died ; [on him 
And the old Doge, w ho knew him dooniM, smiled 
With deadly- cozenage, eight long months lieforc- 
Eight luontlis of such hypocrisy as is [hand — 

Learnt but in eighty years. Brave Carmagnuola 
Is dead ; so is young Foscari and his breUircn — 

I never smiled on them. 

• Was Cirinagnuola 

Your friend? 

Lor. He was tlie safe-guard of the city. 

In early life Us foe, but in bis manhood. 





it seems 


a crow n 


I'dSCARI. 

Its saviour first, then vicUfb^' 

Bar. '^1 

Tlie penalty of saving cities^ 

AViwin we now act against ni 
Our own, but added others jti 
[mt. Thejloinnns (and w(^; 

To him Vho took a city ; aqd 
A rrowif to him w ho saved a.Sj 
In battle : the rewards are 
If we should measure fo^th UjC citi^taken 
By the Doge Foscari, with citizens 
Destroy 'd by him, or through ki^, the a'ccouiU 
Were fearfully against Iiiin, althou^ narrow’d 
To private havoc, such as between him 
Aiui my dead father. , ^ ^ t 

Bar. then thns fix-'d ? 

Lor. Why, what sbouWctiange me? - ■ 

* Bar'. That which hie: 

But you, I know, are marble to^ retain'* . ^ ' 

A feud. But when all is accomplish '<f, w'hcrf . ^ 
The old mdh is deposed, his name degraded. 

His sons all dead, his family depress’d, 

And you and yours triumphant, shall you sl^ep? 

Lur. More soundly. 

Bar. That ’s an error, and you ’ll hud it 

Ere you sleep with your fathers. . 

lor. They sleep not 

In their accelerated graves, nor will > 

Till Foscari Oils his. Each night I see ftem [w^s 
Stalk frowning round my coujbr*9nd, pointing to- 
The ducal palace, marshal melo vengeance. 

Bar. Fancy’s distemperaUire! There is no passion 
More spectral or fantasdcal than Hate ; 

Not even its opposite, Lofft, sB peoples air 
With phantoms, as this madness the heart. 

Enter an Officer. • 

Lor. Where go you, sirrah ? ^ 

Offi. By the ducal order, 

To forward the preparatory rites 
For the late Foscari’s interment: ^ • . » 

Bar. Their 

Vault has been oDen open 'd of late^vears. 

/.or. ’Twill be full soon, and may be closed for 
Offi. May I pass on ? [ever, 

ior. You iiiay. 

Bor. Uovv bears the Doge 

This last calamity ? • ' , 

Offi. M itb desperate Orinness. 

In presence of another he says little, , 

But I perc.eive his lips move now and then ; 

And once or twice I heard him, from th6 adjoining 
Apartment mutter forth the word^** My son ! ** 
Scarce audibly. I must proceed. 

i Exit Officer. 

Bar. Ibis stroke 

Will move all Venice iahis favour. 

. Lor. Right I 
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ACT V. 


S,CK N K I. 


The llpui's ytyartmeni. ^ 
'* Boat and Attendantt. 


Att. My lord, the deputation is in waiting ; ^ 

But if another hour would better { 

Accord youi[ w^l, they will make it theirs. j 

Doge. To the all hours are Like., Let them approach. | 
( ^xU '^Attendant. \ 

An Officer. Prince ! I have done your bidding. 
Doge.: ' What command ? 

Offi. A meinncholv one — to call tlie attendance 
Of.: — : 

Doge. True— true— true : I crave your pardon. I 
Begin to fail in apprehension, and 
Wax very old— old almost as my years. 

Till now 1 fought them off, but tltey begin 
To overtake me. ' ^ 

Enter the Deputation, coneitting of six of the Signary \ 
amtthe Chief of the Ten. 

Noble men, your pleasure ? 

Chief of fAe Ten. In the first place, tlie Council 
doth condole . 

With the Doge bn his late and private grief. 

Doge. No ii\pre — no more of that. 

Chief of the Ten. Will not the Duke 

Accept the hpnu^gc of respeCt ? 

Doge. I do 

Accept it as 't is given— proceed. 

Chief of the Tey. “The Ten,” 

With a selected giunta from the senate 
Of twenty-five of the best born patricians. 

Having deliberated on the state 
Of the republic, and the o'erw lielmiug cares 
W hich, at this. moment, doubly must oppress 
Your years, so long devoted to your country, 

Have judged it fitting, with all reverence, 

Now to solicit from your wisdom (which 
Upon reflection must accord in this), 

The resignation of the ducal ring. 
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Whicli you have worn eo'long anil venerably : 

And, to prove tbat they are not ungrateful nor 
Cold tg your yearslpd ser^ces, Uiey add 
An appanage of t^epty hundred golden 
Ducats, to make retirement not less splendid 
Tlian should became a sovereign's retreat. 

Doge. lj[id 1 hear rightly? - , 

Chief of the Ten. Need I say again 

Doge. No,— Have you done ? 

Chief of the Ten. 1 have spoken. Twenty-four 
Hours are accorded you to give an answer. 

Doge. I sliall hot need^so many seixmds. 

Chief of^the Ten. , v 'Ve 

Will now retire. , 

Doge. ‘ Stay 1 Four and twenty hours 

Will alter nodting whidi I h^ve tosay. 

Chief of the Ten. Speak ! 

Doge. When I twice before reiterated . 

My wish to abdicate, it wak refused me : 

And not aloQe refused, but efaeted 
An oath from me that I would never more 
Renew this'jnstadce. I have sworn to die 
In full exertion of the functions which 
My country call'd me here to exercise, 

According to my honour and 'mycohscience — 

I cannot break mg oath. 

Chief of the Ten. ' Reduce us not . 

To the alternative of a decree, ^ 

Instead of your compliance. 

Doge. Providence 

Prolongs my days to prove and chasten me ; 

But ye have no right to reproach my leiigtli 
Of days, since every hour has been the country’s. 

I am ready to lay down my life for her, 

As I have laid down dearer things than life : , 

But for my diggity-^l bold it of 
'file irAofe republ^ ; when the generaf will 
Is manifest, then you .shall all be answor^d,' 

Chief of the Ten. We grieve for such an answer; 
but it cannot ^ • 

Avail you aught. 

Doge. I can sabniit to all things. 

But nothing wiil advance; no, not a monapnt. 

What you decree — decree. 

Chief of ike Ten. With this, then, must wc 

Return to those who sent us.’ ^ 

Doge. \ou have heard me. 

Chief of the Ten. With all dne reverence we retire. 

[ Exeunt the DeputatiOi^^ etc. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Ait. My lord, 

The noble dame Marina craves an audience. 

Doge. My timfl is hers. 
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Enter * 

My lord, if 1 intrudfi — 
Perhaps you fain would be alone? 

Alone- 

Alone, come all the world around me, I 
Am DOW and evermore. But we wil I bear it. 

Mar Vie will, and for the saKe of those who are. 
Endeavour Oh my husband ! 

Give it way; 

I eannot comfort thee. 

Mar. He might have lived, 

So form'd for gentle privacy oflife, 

So loving, so beloved; (he native of 
Another land, afd who so blest and blessing 
As my poor Foscari? Nothing was wanting 
Unto bis happiness and mine^ save not 
To be Venetian. 

Doge. Or a prince’s son. 

Mar. Yes; all things whicli conduce toother men’s 
Imperfect happiness or high ambition, ^ 

By some strange destiny, to him proved deadly, 

Tlie country and the people whom he loved. 

The prince of whom he was the elder born. 

And 

Doge. Soon may be a prince no longer. 

Mar. How.? 

Doge. Their’^have taken my son from n>p, and now aim 
At my too long worn diadem and ring. 

Let them resume the gewgaws 1 
Mar , Oh the tyrants ! 

In such an hour too ! 

Doge. 'T is the littesl time; 

An hour ago I should have felt it. 

Mar. And 

Will you not now resent it?— Oh for vengeance! 

But he, who, had he been enough protected. 

Might have repaid protection in this moment, 
Cannot assist his father. 

Doge. Nor should do so 

Against his country, had be a thousand lives 
Instead of that- — .. < 

Mar . They tortured from him. This 

May be pure patriotism^ I am a woman : ' 

To me my busband and my children were 
Country and home. I loved Aim — how I loved him! 
I have seen him pass through such an ordeal as 
Iheold martyrs would have shrunh from : he is gone, 
And I, who would hove given my blood for him, 

Have nought to give but tears ! But could I compass 
The retribution of his wrongs!— Well, well ; 

I have sons, who shall be men. 

Doge, Vour grief distracts you. 

Mar. I thought Icouldhaye borne it, when I saw him 
Bow’d down by such oppression ; yes, 1 thought 
That I would rather look upon his corse 
Tlian bis prolong’d captivity 1 am punish’d 
For that thought now. Would I were in his grave! 
Doge. I must look on him once more. 

Mar. Come with me! 

Dogr. Is he > • 

Our bridal bed is now his bier. 


Doge. And he is in his shroud! 

Mar. (!oinc, come, old man ! 

I the Dace and MLuutia. 

Enter l.oBeDAKO. 

Bar. (lo an A Uendant.) Where is the Doge ? 

All. ^ ■ This instant retired hence 

With the illustrious ladj^ his son’s w idow. 

Lor. Where? y 

All. To tiiecbambcr where Che body lies. 

Bar. Let us return, *then. 

Lor. You forget, you cannot. 

W'c have the implicit order of the Giunta 
To await their cbming here, and join them in 
Their oflice : they ’ll be here soon after us. 

Bar. And w ill they press thwr answer on the Doge ? 
Lor. ’T was his ow n wish that all should be done 
, promptly. 

He answer’d quickly, and must so be answer’d ; 

His dignity is look'd to, his estate 
Cared for— what would he more? 

^Bar. Die in bis robes. 

He could not have lived long ; but I have done 
My. best to save his honours, and opposed 
This propositioi; to the last, though vainly. 

Why would the general vote compel n» hither? 

Lor. ’T was. fit that some one of such different 
’thoughts 4 , 

From ours should be a witness, lest false tongues 
Should w'hisper that a harsli majority 
Dreaded to have its acts belield by others. 

Bar. And not less, 1 must needs think, for the sake 
Of humbling me for my vain opposition. 

Y'ou are ingenious, Loredano, in 
Your modes of vengeance, nay, poetical, 

A very Ovid in the art of hating ; ^ 

’T is thus (although a secondary object, . . 
Yet hate has microscopic eyes), to you 
I owe, 1^' w'ay of foil to the more zealous, 

This Uiidesired associatioq in 
Your Giunta's duties. *• 

Lor. ' ^ How ! — my Giunta ! 

Bar. I'ovrs! 

They speak your language, watch your nod, approve 
Your plans, and do your w ork. Are they not yours T 
Lor. You talk unwarily. ’T were best they hear not 
This from you. 

Bar. Oil! they ’ll hear as^nuch one day 

From louder tongues than inioe; they have gone 
beyond 

Even iJieir exorbitance of i>ower ; and when 
This happens in the most c<Aitemn'd and abject 
States, stimg humanity w ill rise to diecJi it. 

Lor. You talk but idly. 

Bar. That remains for proof. 

Here come our colleagues. 

® Enter (he X>fpu<(i(ton ae fte/bre. 

Chief of the Ten. Is the Duke aw are 

W'e seek his presence? ■ 

AB. He slipil be inform'd. 

, I Frit 'Atterulaut. 
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mi . , 

Bar, The Duke is with sou. 

Chief oftheTen, '■ -If it be so, 

We will remit Mm till tli^ riles are over. 

Let ns return. ’T is time cueiigh to-morrow. 

Lor. (aside 1o liar.) Now the rid* man’s hell-Ore 
upon your tongue, 

Unquendt’d, iinquendiaiil^e^ ^ ’ll have it torn 
From its vile babbling ruut^ till you shall utter 
Nothing blit sobs through* blood, for. this! Sage 
signors, J 

1 pray ye be not hasty. 

(.ifoudfo (he ofAeri. 
Bar. Bill he human ! 

Lor. See, the Duke comes ? 

£nter the 1)ogr. 

Bofjo. 1 have obey’d your summons. 

Chief of the Ten. We come once more to urge our 
past request. 

And I to answer. ' 

Chief of the Ten. What? 

Doge. My only answer,' 

You have beard it. 

Chief of the Ten. Hear you then the last decree. 
Definitive and absolute! **■. ' 

Doge. To the point — 

To the point! I know of old the formS^ of office. 

And gentle preludes to strong asts— Go on ! 

Chief of the Ten. Youare no longefDoge; you aw 
released 

From tour imperial oath as sovereign ; 

Your ducal robes must be put off; but for 
Your services, the state allots the appanage 
Already mention’d in our former congress. 

Three days arc left you to remove from hence, 

Under tiie penalty to sec confiscated 
All your own private fortune. 

Doge- That last clause, ■ 

1 am proud to say, would not enrich the trcasiny. 
Chief of the Ten. Your Answer, Duke! 

Lor. Your answer, Francis Foscari! 

I>o^;e. If I could have foreseen that my old age | 
Was prejudicial to the state, the chief i 

Of the republic never would have shown 
Himself so far ungrateful, as to place 
His own higli dignity before his country ; 

But this Hfe having been so many years 
.Vo( useless to that country, I would fain 
Have consecrated my last moments to her. 

But tbe decree being rendered, I obey. ' 

Chief of the Ten. If you would have tlie three days 
named extended, 

We willingly will lengthen them to eight, I 

As sign of our esteem. 

Doge. Not eight Iiours, signor. 


I Nor even eight minutes — There ’s the ducal ring. 

'I Taking off hi$ ring and cap. 
And there the ducal diadem. And so 
'ITie Adriatic *8 free to wed another. 

Chief of the Ten. Yet go not forth so quickly, e 
I Doge. lam old, sir. 

And even to move but slowly must begin 
To move betimes. Methinks 1 see amongst you 
A face I know not — Senator! your name, 

, You, by yourgarb, Chief of the Forty ! 

I Mem. Signor, 

I am tlM son of Marco Menuno. * 

Doge. ■ Ah ! 

Your father was my friend. — But som and fathers ! 

! What, ho! iby servants there I 

Atten. ^ My prince! 

' Doge. No prince— 

There are the princes of the prince t [Pointing to the 
I TeiCs Deputation.] — Prepare * ^ 

I To part from hence upon tbe instant. 

Chief of the Ten, Why 

So rashly? H will give scandal. 

Dgge. . Answer that; 

[To (he Ten. 

It is your province.— Sirs, bestir yourselves : 

( Jo the Servant*. 

Tbere'is one burthen which ) beg you bear 
I With care, although ’t is past all farther harm — % 

But 1 will look to tliat myself. 

Bar. lie means 

The body of his son. 

Doge. And call Marina, 

My daughter ! ' . 

Enter Maiu?<a. 

Doge. Get thee ready, we must mourn 

Elsewhere. 

Jl/nr. And every where. 

Doge. , True; but hi freedom, 

W’ilhout tliese jealous spies upon the great. 

Signors, you may depart *. wbal would you more? 
We are going : do you fear that we sliall bear 
'fhe palace with us? Its o/d walls, ten times 
As old as I am, and 1 'm rcry old. 

Have served you, so have 1, and I and they , 

Could tel) a tale : bqt 1 invoke them nqt 
To fall upon you! else they would, as erst 
The piItars.of stone Dagon’s temple on * 
Thelsraefite and his Philistine foes. 

Such power 1 do lielieve tliere might exist 
I In such a curse as mine, provoked by such 
As you ; but 1 curse not. Adieu, good signors! 

May the ne\t duke be better than the present*. 

Lon Thepreseiii duke is Paschal Malipiero. 

• Doge. Not till I pass tlic threshold of these doors. 
Lor. Saint Mark's great bell is soon about to toll 
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For his inauguration. ^ 

l)ftge. Earth and heaven ! 

Te will reverberate this-p^l; and I ' . * 

Live to hear this the first doge who e’er heard 
Sudi ^oiind for his successor : Happier he, 

IMy attainted predecessor, stern Faliero— 

This insult at the least was spared him. 

Imt. ^Vhat! 

Do you regret a traitor? 

Doge. No— I merely 

Envy the dead. • 

Chief of the Ten. My lord, if you indeM 
Are bent u|ion this rash abandonnietU 
or the state’s palace, at the least retire ^ 

By the private.staircase, which conducts you towards 
The landing-place of the canal. 

Ihge. No. I 

AVill now descend the stairs by which I mounted 
To sovereignty — the Giants’ Stairs, on whose / 
Broad eminence I was invested ^uke. 

My services have called me up those steps, 

The malice of my foes will drive me down them. 
There live and thirty years ago was I 
Install’d, arid traversed these same halls, from which 
I never thought to be divorced except 
A corse^a corse, it might be, fighting for them—* 
But not push'^ hence by fellow-citizeos. 

But cotne; my son and 1 will go together— « 

He to his grave, and I to pray for mine. • 

Chief of the Ten. Wiiatl thus in public? 

Doge. 1 was publicly 

Elected, and so will I be deposed. 

Marinal art tbou willing? 

Mar. Here ’s my arm ! 

Doge. And here my staff: thuspropp’d w'ill I gofortli. 
Chief of the Ten. It must not be— tbe people will 
perceive it. 

Doge. ’T)\e people! — There 's no people, you well 
know it. 

Else you dare not deaf thus by them or roe. 

There is a populace, perhaps, whose looks 

May sHanreyou ; but they dare not groan nor curse yOu, 

Save witluheir hearts and ^cs. 

Chief of the Ten. You speak in passion, 

KIse 

Doge. You have reason. I have spoken much 
More than my wont : it is a foible which , 

Was not of mine, but more excuses you, 

Inasmuch as it shows that 1 approach 
A dotage whicli may justify this deed 
Of Jours, although the law docs no^ nor will. 
Farewell, sirs! 

Bar. You shall not depart witliout 

An escort fitting past and present rank. J , 


We will accompany, w ilh due respect. 

The Doge unto his privato palace. Say, 

My brethren, will we not? 

Different voices. Ay!— Ay! 

Doge. You shgll not 

Stir— in ray train, at least. I enter’d here 
As sovereign — I go out as citizen 
By the same portals, but as citizen. 

All these vain ceremonies are base insults, 

Which only ulcerate the heart the more, 

Applying poisons there ns antidotes. 

Pomp Is for princes— 1 am none — Tliat ’s false, - 
I mn, but only to these gates.— Ah! 

Lor. * . Hark ! 

' t The great bell of St. Mark’s tolls. 

Bar. Tliebcll! [election 

Chief of the Ten. St. Mark’s, which tolls for the 
Of Malipiero. 

Doge. Well I recognise 

The sound! I heard it once, but once before, 

And that is five and thirty years ago^ 

Even then I not youil j. 

Bar. Sit down, my lord ? 

You tremble. 

Doge. T is the knell of my poor boy! 

My heart aches bitterly. 

Bor. I pray you Jilt. 

Doge. No; my seat here has been a throne til! now', 
Marina ! let uS go. 

Mar. Most readily. 

Doge {walks a few siqts. then stops). I feel a thirst — 

I will no one bring me here 

' A cup of water? 

Bar. I- 

j|/ar. • And I— 

Xor. And I 

[Tkc Doge takes a goblet from the hand of 
LoRRDArro. 

Doge. I take t/ours. Loredano, from the hand 
Most fit for siidi an hour as this.^* 

Ij)r. Why so ? 

Doge. *T is said that our Venetian crystal has 
Such pure antipathy to poisojns as 
To burst, if ought of venom touches it^ 

You bore this goblet, and it is notbrokett. 

Xor. Well, sir! 

Doge. Then It is false, or your are true. 

For my own port, I credit neither; ’t is 
An idle legepd. 

3far. You talk wildly, and • 

Had better now be seated, nor as yet 

Depart. Ah! now you look as look’d my hHsl>and I 

Bar. He sinks! — support him! — quick — a chair — 
support him t 


P* And BOW be f0«. * It U lb« hoar and p«ft 
I bare no b«tlaen brr«.'— ' Put wlit ihea not 
Atom Ibe failnn crowd'; Thai n 07 la pi title.' 
to I at I rnier'd, ao *111 1 retire.' 

ADcl.loatiloft oa hU tlan. be left llMboM. 

'nii reaMmce (pr dTc-atid.iiiiU; )eart. \ 

. ^ ibe Mmc it.tlra up wlilcb berotue In Ugli': 1 
TbitM TtlKCtt ibt ilinif itood, nuudlne the ticent 


Mfltialrottf. tcrrlSr. Al HIP foot b« atopl, ' 

And, OD bla waff ailll Iroplufi. luru'd and laid, ^ 

' P) Biln« OMi> inrHU did I tvtne. i {TO, 

Drlfau by the nialire of loiiie memk*.' 

Then In bb boil will, drew, poor aa be taoM. 

AniM Ibe tlfbiuf ibeai ibnt daiVii not apeak."— Pootar.j , 
luko roaro, L«rt-d4UO-'i la Ibedraugbt 
kfosi unini toeb 8D hoar as thia." } 
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Votje. The bell lolls on let ’s hence — my brain ’s 
Bar. I ilo beseech you, lean upon us ! [on fire ! 
Doge. No 1 

A sovereign should die standing. ^1y poor boy ! 

Off with jour anus! — That belt! 

I Tlte Doge drops doirn and diW.« 
.Vnr. My God ! My God ! j 

Bar. (to Lor.) Behold! your work \s completed! ; 
Chief of the Tea. Is there then 

Mo aid? Gall in assistance! I 

Ait. T is all over. , 

Chief of Ihe Ten. If it be so, at least his obsequies 
Shall be such ns beGts his name and nation, i 

His rank and his devotion to the duties | 

Of the realm, while his age permitted him j 

To do himself and them full justice. Brethren, I 

Say, shall it not be so? 

Bar. He has not had 

The misery to die a subject w’here 
He reign’d : then let his funeral rites be princely.* 
Chief of the Ten. We are agreed, then? 

All esrept Lop. ansiver^ Yes. 

Chief of the Ten. Heaven’s peace be with him f 
Mar. Signors, your pardon : this is mockery. i 
Juggle no more with that poor remnant, which, 

A moment since, while yet it had a soul, 

(A soul by w hom you have increased your empire, 

And made your pow er as proud as was his glory), 

You banish’d from his palace, and tore dow n 
From his high place, w ith sucli relentless coldness; 
And now, when he can neither know the honours, 
Nor would accept them if he could, you, signors, 
Purpose, with idle and superfluous pomp, 

To make a pageant over what you trampled. 

A princely funeral will be your reproach. 

And not liis honour. 

Chief of the Ten. Ij^dy, we revoke not 
Our purposes so readily. 

Mar. I know it, 

As far as touches torturing the living. 

I thought the dead had been beyond even you. 

Thougli (some, no doubt) consign'd to powers wliich 
Resemble that you exercise on c^rlh. {n)ay 


• ( Thf' death of the elder Foscarl look place not at Ihe palace. | 
bnt in his n^in hoase ; rxtl imnieiiuilely on his descent from the , 
Giants' Stair*, Imi rive days aticrwards. **Eii entcmlant.'' uys 
M. de Sltmondl, “te son dcs cliches. «iiii loniiairnt eu actions de 
graces |)our lYleclioti de too sllcce^setlr. H mourut subitemenl 
d'line hemorrtusu! caat6; par uiie vrioe qui s'l'clata dons m pot- 
tritte.***) 

• ( By a decree of the Conneil. the Irapptnffs of supreme power 
of wliich the Dogo iuil diveitUtl bfiiisctr while Uvinit. were rcs- 
tor<-d to him when dead; arnl lie wat iutcrrrd, with ducal luai^ni- 
ficenee. in (lie ctiiuxh of ihc Minorites, the in-w Doge aUciullng 
as a mourner.— See Daab.] 

I The Venetians appear to have had a pariicqlar luni for break* 
ing tlic hearts of their Doi;cs. The foilow'ing ii another inslaocc 

• *■ Before I i|ni tldeen year* of aar.’' say* Lonl Byron. ** I was nltncisi 
to a utHaiHUvIy insianra of ibr niDreTfed of mlinf pa*]ont upon a younf 

person ; m bo, boiteirr. Oi<i not dt« IB ronsequrorr. at dial lime, bat fell a 

vinlm. Klim yean afterwardn. to a retlurv vf ibt samr kind. arl>ii>g from 
rsniBS intlimteiy conoecM nllb 0 |{U*tion of oiod.'* Sec Den Jum, c. Iv. 
«l. llt.po«l. 


WORKS. 

I.,tavc liini to me; you would have done so for 
His dregs oflife, whidiyouhavfe kindly shorten’d ; 

It is my last of duties, npd may prove 
A dreary coiiifort in my desolatiom 
Grief i.s fantastical, and loves the dead, 

And the apparel of the gruye. 

Chief of the Ten. Do you 

Pretend still to this office? 

Mar. I do, signor. 

Though his possessions have been all consumed 
In the state's service, 1 have still my dowry, 

Whicli shall be consecrated to bis rites, 

And those of 

[ She stops tciih agitatiou. 
Chief of the Ten. Best retain it for your dtildren. 
Mar. Ay, they are fatherless, I thank you. 

Chief of the Ten. We 

Cannot comply with your request. His relics 
Shall bee.xposed w ith wonted pomp, and follow'd 
L'nto their home by the new Doge, not clad 
As Dogty but simply as u senator. 

Mar. I liave heard of murderers, who have interr’d 
Their victims; but ne'er heard, until. Uhs hour, 

Of so much splendour in h)q)ocrigy 
O’er those tliey slew.* I ’ve heard of w idows’ lears-^ 
Alas! lhave shed somcs-^l ways thanks to.youl 
.1 ’ve heard of heirs in sables — you have left none 
To the deceased, so you would act part 
Of such. ^V eU, sirs, your will be done 1 as one day, 
I trust, Hetiven's will he done too i 
C hief of the Ten. Know you, lady. 

To whom ye speak, and perils of such. speech ? 

Mar. 1 know the former better than yourselves ; 
The latter — like yourselves ; and can face both. 
tYish you more funerals ? 

Bar. ^ Heed not her rash words ; 

Her circumstances must excuse her bearing. 

Chief of the Ten. We will not note them down. 
Bar. {turning to Lor.trho isuriiing upon his tabteis.) 

tVhat art thou writing, 
AVitli such an earnest brow, upon Uiy tablets? , 
Lor. {pointing fo the Doge's body.) Tliat he has paid 
nie!^ 


of the kind in Ibe I)oge Mjfco Barbarigo : he was succeeded by 
hii bruiltcr AgmUno Barbarlgo, wliosc chief ineril U here men- 
Ooned.— Lc duge, blesad de irouvrr coiutaniinent iin coomdlc- 
tenr et un ceiueurw amer dans sod fr^. iui dit iin Jour eo plehi 
coniL-Ur *Me»vire Auga«UD,vi>ns fsib4 tout yotre powble pour 
iiStCf Dia tnurl; vous toik flstlcz dc me succi'dcr; msU, •! IcB 
anire* voas.xunaalMcnl auwi birn que Jc vons cotinaLs Us a'au- 
ront gBrdc de voos Clire.' Lk-desttis il se leva, dmu dc colCre. 

' renlra daui sou appartcmenl. e( inounit quetqoes jours aprCs. Ce 
frCre, contre lequei H s'ltuit em}>ort^, fiit pr^ItTuicui Ic lucce*- 
seur qu'|o iQi donna. CYUit un iiu-riic done uti aanall k leolr 
cuiiipte, surtool k un parent, de s'elre mis en opprhiiion svec le 
chef (le la riSpubUque.”— D sbij, nisi, de P'enitr. vul. h. p. 5SS. 

4 L*ha payola." An historical- bcU See HtsL de yenite. 
par r. Darn, I. i|. p. 411.— [ Here ilieiirig:i)al MS. ends. Titc two 
lines wliicli follow, were aiUled by Mr. Gifford, la Uie loanpa of 
Ibe MS., i.ofd Byron has writlra,— If the last line «bmild appear 
obscure (o thtwe who do not recollect (he trintoncal fact iiici^ 
tioned in lltc rir*t act. of Lnrrdaiio's iuscripiiyn in hi* book, of 
•Doge Foecari, debtor for llic dcaihj of my fjllicr and uncle, ’ you 


jitizco Uy Gtroglc 



THE DEFi)UMED 

t'bief nf the Trn. Wltat delit did he oweyou ? [ 

Lor. Alon'^and just one; Nature’s debt and miMf.' ' 
[ Curtain falli. \ 


fConsUkred at wc rwifrs; that ‘'Sardampalu*** and j 

" Ihe Twu l-'iMcari** 3 p|«ar lu lu lu bt^ rather heavy, rtThuie. aud , 
lorlpgani— ilcficiciil in III* pa^un ami vvliicli hi‘lon;;s to. i 

Lord Byruii'a t>Uiyr^t|rUipfe»^and still inmr In the richness ot ) 
imagery, the iNi|rfj|d|n and the swertnesi (d versifica- ^ 

lloii fur which b e dMiisuished. Thry are fur Ihemusl . 

I>arl aolrmn. prtdttaHptDs^eu^ mU by lar|;e 

preparations for ra|fiiri||^s that never nrrivt, and tanialUiiiK m 
wiih slight sp^imcniw||fillnifi!M.>s of a lil;;her intcri'st rcaltcraJ 
thinly Dp aiul duwa mauy weary pa^es of pooipom dcclamaUoii. | 
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Along with the euticentraied palhoa and bomcalrock aeQUmenU 
of his former pociry. the’ author seems also— we cannot 
iiiraginewhy — to have diacardnl the spirtled ami tnelodkiuif ver- 
sificaliiut in which Uicy were eiuhodletl, and to liaso formi-d to 
hiinaclf a measure eiiuaily remote from the spring and vigour Of 
Ids tornier cum|Hi»iUiiiL4, aini from the sufmrks and luflesiLility of 
the ancieut masters of lUu drama. There arc soiiie sweet Unes. 
and many of great weight and energy '; hot the j:cnerat march uf 
the verse is cuiiiUruu4 and iiimmsical. Ills llors do not vibrate 
like pdialied lances, at once strong an'I light, iu Un^haiKls uf'hia 
persons, but are wielded like clumsy tiatuns hi a hlomltetf afjray. 
Instead of the graAiful familiarity and idiumatf^al melodics of 
shakspeare. tt Is apt. tuo, to fall into clumsy prose, in itsitgiruaeliet 
Ui the easy ami collo |uiai siylo ; and, .in Ihc kiflier passages is oc- 
csnlonaHy deforincil by low and common Images that lurmooUe 
bui ill with ibo general aulemnily ul the dicUdn.— ‘JirrRBT.l 



THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED; 

A DRAMA.* 


ADVERTISEMEXT. 


IMIAMATIS TKIISON^. 


This produedon U Tounrlcd partly on (be story of e novel 
called “The Ttfree Brothers,'*) puhlisbed many years ago, 
ft-om which M. G. I.£wU's ' ‘ Wood Demoo” was aliio taken 
— and partly on the “Faust” of the great Goethe. The 
present publication ronUips Hie two first Parts only, aod the 
opening chorus oftbe third. The rc.sl may perhaps ap|>car 
berearicr. . ( 


STtuKcra, a/lmrard« C.««ta. 

AasoLP. • 

WotBMR. 

fHItlBtaT. ■ , , 

CtlLIWI, * 

V . BtlTB4. 

Ouvfi*.^ 

Spirth, $«hliert, CtUieni «/ 8<Mir, frittft, tmtanlt, tie. 


may arid the' (ollowiDg lines to the cuncloalon of the last act:— 
Cktt( of tkt Tn, Far w list bat tie rcfwM IbM? 
lot. For OJT fathers « 

And fatbcr'i broiber'* death- by his son ‘sand ownt 
Avk Giffoni ab«)Ul this.”— B.} 

' I'*' Rut whence ibe deadly ksla 

That eaused all Ibis- the bate of l.oreifano? 

Ilwasa legacy bis (albn- letl, 
w ho, but fur Fewcari, h#‘l reign'd In Venice, 

Ami, ilhe Ibe venom to ibe arrpcnl s bag. 

Oslbcr d sad grew t 

When bisfsiberdird. 

They w hltper'd, ' T n as by p«l^n I ' and Ibe words 
struck bloi as nilerd frOai bis fat Iter's grave. 

^ Re wrote II ou the tomb ( '( Islbere In marble I, 

Atid with a brtn* of rare. tUMt merrlisiiUlIkr, ' 

AOMKig Iba debtors In bi< btlgcr-bvcHi 
Kaier'd ai mil (nur aiwnth. nor day forgot \ 

*raasciscu FmesBi-for fliy laiber sdeub,* 

Leailrtg a bl.iQs—io be Ril'd ap hereafter, 
w ben Foscerl s noble bean ai iciigib gave way. 

He took the volDwe tAoi the alteir again 
Calmly, and wlili bU f>en Ulld ppabc blank. 

Iitacrlblsg, ' lie bas pitld oitf.v 

tevGioHl 

Brooding froru dsy lo day. fruit] Hut la day 
Cbewiog Iba biller. cud, and statilng up 
As Ibough ibe hour wa^ curuc to wbei your fangs. 

AAd, tike Ibe rUap, gnaw the hairy sestp 

or bla who bad offended-'U ye mHkt ■ 

Sit and brood iw; bol oh, forbear lo learto . , 

Tbe leawM i« )onr iblldrca."-SiiofBs.} * 

* f Thh drama wtsheguu at risk in I8J4, but WAsDot|iublUhcd 
till January. IBM. Mr. MeUwin aaya.«- 

“ On my railing on I onJ Byron one moralng, ^be prvdaeed Ibe * Delbriiiod 
Transformed.' Ilaodtog It to Sbellry, ai be was lo Ibe babil of doing bla 
dolly compotliiooa. be Mid-'St^lley. I ha>e been writing a Panalisb klud 
of drama : tell cue wlial yati tbtnk oWU.' .Aflcf reading ll at^tlscly, $bel' 
ley rctaroed It. 'Wdl,' Md Uwd B..‘ bow do you likullf' Least,' repltsd 
hi'.'ofaDy ibiftg I ever saw of yours, ii la r bad Imluilon ol'rausl,' and 
besides. Ihrre are two enilre lines of Couibey'slo it.* Loed Byron cbsAgnl 
culaar Immediab’iy. «ad asked bsailiy. ‘wbni Hum?*’ Sbelley repcalc(|, 

* And water shall we Utre, 
and Fear Hire, and floe tbre 


I Tbey are in lbe‘ Carseof Ecbama.' hit Lnrdsliip Inalonily ibrew ibe poem 
' Into the lire. Uv KWtnvd lo feel ne rbsgitn at kreing^t co«sumc-al Iriut 
’ bis CDuoteHanrcbrtraycnl none, atid bterooveruiigii beram«^ior« ^y apd 
Urciy Ihao usual. Wbeiher It was batred of Soailtry. or resprrt (or 4Ref- 
ley a opldloo, wbicb made blm rtxuudi Ibean tbsl I coDsIdrftd « ewi of 
suirble, waa always (loubifiil lo me. I waa i>e«er more rurpftiied lban t«- 
icw. Iwo Jeers aflerwords. -Tbe Iretoroned TransforoiftT announreikiauif* 
positif U lo bate iKibbsd ar Mmi; bui ii seems liiaf be must Iwve luid 
ooulber cop) of Ibe luaiiuscrlpl. or Ibal be bad re-wrl{lAi k porha^s. ngh- 
oul cbanglng a word, eicepl omiillag the Kehsms Hnea. Ms ruiihory was 
rrmarkably retamhe of his oWn w iliiop. I bdteve be could bsrh quoted 
almost every line be ever wrote." * « 


Mrs. Shelley, whsjvc copy of “The Deformed Tnnlfonirfir' 

: lies Itefore us, has written at follows un the (]y>leAf t—. » ’ 

! ** Tbls bad long been a favourptMoldm wUb lord Byron. I think Ibot be 

I turnilooed it also In sw norland. 1 cuplwHl-lw sendlog a flwilon ofh at 
Ailrtte. as It war 0iiUbv<t. lo me. AI iliU tiu> be Iwu} a grrnl horAlU br*lls 
being said Ibal be plagiarised, or ibli be sfUdled far ld«wa,vm) wrote wlib 

I dIflit Blly. Tboi- be gate Shelley Alkln a rdU>on of iba BriiUb Poets. Ibal H 
mlgbl not be found In hU bonso by some Fngltob lounger, aod ivporlwl 

I home: Ihas. lOo, be alhays doieil wtu'ii be began sod when lie v-Dde.1 a 

< |>ocm,toproveberMnrr bow quickly it was dotsr. I do not ibJiif tbet he 

I iilkr»l a line in ibis droms aftn’ be lud onre wrllu-n ll down. Tleoim- 
posoJ and correcled to bis luitid. I do not know bow bq mcaol lo (luhb 
ll ; bnt be said himself Hut Ibo whole ronducl of ibe aldry, was eircailv cidi* 
relTod. Ii was at ibU lime iiiata brutal pcragnpli alluding io bis laiueness 
appeared, which he repeMed (on«‘;)e*l I should bearji lirsifreni -ofnq,ortc 
obe. be ariion of Lord Byrou s llfe-aeureea line be baa wnilrn-bui wat 
InflucBced by his persuiui detccL.''-E.J 
) ( The “ Three Broihera” iB a romance, piiMUbPtl in 4805, ikc 
work of a JuMiaa PIckeragill, junior. It la one of ituue hlgh-nown 

I hlatonca. in which “terroypcirific or anuililUtive*' (weuae Mr. 
I*, a o>vq pbraneology) waylays ua at every page. The present 

j »h>ry(atluturanila»hapciiyouth, whoactiuirt^lHidiily andsirrngth 

f hy a cuiupaclwiih ihe enemy of mankind. Tlie triiurc by winch 
he hohU Ibesr* gifts is blOudsbeii, lu be |«rpclraied on some occ4- 
alon not yei disclosed, fur ihe draim is iiDfliilsIiciJ. lit auinc |k>IiiU 
of character and sliiiatiiMi he is not wholly .uiiUke the “Rlark 
Dwarf”’ of MiickleaUnc Moor, and wc could aiimwn siui|ircl Hot 


oodifsiaod now why my sUlrraud auni are au very pusliltcin the »m er- 
rooeoos persua.iou Ifiai ih«y mint bate been wrlueii by iiw. If yon knew 
me a* well os they do. you would bate fallen. p«hap>. into ihe aime mi,, 
lake. '>Loeo Bvanv vrt Mb. M I 


'oMb.N I 
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BYRON'S WOllKS. 


THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED.' 


PART I. 

* . SCENE I. 

• ' ■ A F>>re$L 

Enter Abnoi.d and hismothet Bertha. 

Ilrri. Ont, liunclUiack ! 

Am. I was born »o, motlier ! • 

Vert.’ <)“'> 

lliou incubus ! Thou nightmare! Of seven sons, 
The sole abortion ! . 

Am. Would that I had been so, 

And never seen the light I 

Vert. I would so too I 

But as thou /insl— hence, hhnc^and do thy best! 
That back of thine may he.ar its burthen ; ’t is 
Store higli, if not so broad as that of others. 

Am. It bears its burthen but, my heart! will it 
Sustain that which you lay upon it, mother ? 

I love, or,’-at the least, I loved you; nothing 
Save you, in nature, can love aught like me. 

Y^ou nursed ine-^o not kill me I 
, Bert. ‘ ' Y'cs— f nursed thee. 

Because thou wert my first-born, and I knew not 
If tliere would be another unlike thee. 

That mqnstrous sport of nature. But get hence. 
And gather w ood I 

Aril. 1 will : but when I briug it. 

Speak to me kindly. Though my brothers are 
SO heautiM and lusty, and as free 
As the free chase tliey follow, do not spurn ind : 
Our milk has been the same. 

Bert. As is the hedgehog’s, 

TVhict sucks *at midnight from the wholesome dam 
Of the young hull, until tlie milkmaid finds 
The nipple nest day sore and udder dry. ‘ 

Call not thy brothers brethren I Call me not 
Mbther; for if I brought tlice forth, it was 
Agfoolisle hens at times hatch vipers, by 


Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urcliin, out! 

[£,^7 Bbbtha. 

Am. (sofM.) Oh inoUier! Sb& is gone, and I 

must do 

Her bidding; — wearily but willingly 
1 would fulfil it, could I oijly hope- ’ 

A kind word in return. \Vbat shall I do? 

[Arnold &eyin« to^evt tco^djjn doing this ke 
wounds one of his hand 
My labour for the day is ofer i 
Accursed be this blood tbaMlo'w^Ugst; 

Fur double curses will be my i 

home — Wbat borne? I liave* no home, no kin, 

ISo kind — not made like other creatures, or 
To slure their sports or pleasures. Must I bleed too 
Kike them? Oh that each drop which falls to earth 
Would rise a snake to sling them, as they have stung 
Or that the devil, to whom Uiey liken me, [me! 
Would aid his likeness 1 If I must partake 
Ills form, why not his fwwer? Is it because 
1 have not bis will too ? For one kind word 
From her who bore me would stiil'reconcile me 
Even to this hateful as|>ecL Let me wash 
I1te wound. 

I Arnold goes to a spring, and stoop* to soash hi* 
hand : he starts hack. 


They are right ; and Nature’s mirror sliows me 
VVhat site hatit made me. I will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare think on H. Hideous wretch 
That I am I The very waters mock me with 
My horrid shadow* — like a demon {daced 
Deep in the fountain to scare back the cattle 
l^roui drinking therein. 

[He pauses. 

And shall I live on, 

A burden to the earth, myself, and shame 
Unto what brought me into life! Thou blood, 

. Which llowesl so freelv fronv a scratch, let me 
Try if thou wilt not in a. fuller stream 
Pour fprlh my woes for ever with thyself 
On earth, to w hich 1 w*ni restore at once 


the yAioler of Uui pvsooa^c had comletccDflctl, * Uke Lord I 
Byron, U» adopt a lliokifilil from Ihe rorguUeo lescoU of the ^’Three 
BrDthfr*.”— dOI4f.) 

« fA Clerer anonynious criUc thus Mrcaslltiny opens his noiioe I 
ol ttii^iKK.’m ••.The reader baa no docil»! oflcn heard of ihe Dc- | 
vO and Dr. FaOstiii : this Is but a new Mrlli of the Mine aurb;b< 
l«oas ctAipIo, who are chrmlcoed, bowerer. Itj the noble hiero- 
phaut who presides over the lufcrual ceremony,— Julius Caw 
and cooul AmoUl. The drama opens wUh a scanc beiween the 
UUer, who U tn all ippearaoce a wclklw(K)sed young moo, of a 
very deformed persou, aud his raoibcc t tbU goud lady, with some- 
what less raafcriiaJ piety about her thyl adonis the motber-ape 
in Ihe fable, lunw her dutiful incubus of a son out of doors to ga- 

• I ‘"The Wcsl Mng who li l«ie prr»ful«l s» redding tn iONludv. •nd 
haurUM) In s cnnK-koatocn of hU own 0«rormilr. su(f t uiplcion ot bit 
Mug Rsnonllf wbbfted to llw worn of hU feUirw-fOcn. In oot uli««rilwr 
liuatflnan- AnlBiUtlilusleakacd msuy yoin»iora. aotfer ibeaulbor'kob- 
wrvslloii, whWh *vtiti«>tcd aucb a rbsriKter. Ibb poor oolortuiuU aan'J 
nsBK wof Uatirf HtirMo. a iiotite uf Tmvd-dale. Me Wu IliewR of ■ )a< 
Itfbrvr iu thcal'ilr'qunrrlMot Strotw.aitd Ri]{M lkaf« boro born In lUemi*' 
•hjpen furm wIiliTi lie vihlbilwf, Iboiuib Iw hontcilnic* Inpated it lo ill 
once when in iutsofr- Me wu s brushmukcr si Edloburfb. sod bsd 
wsRdrrtfd to fciersi plsceo, worSlug si bis trade, front ett whlkb be nos 
elwKctl by ibe dl»sifir«eablc sUenileii nbb-b HU liUieous sluKUlsrOy ot form 
sovl face silroclc4 nlKfocr Itccswc."- Kta Waitsk Scon-] 


tlier wood. Arnold, upon Uds. proceeds ioconlinonlly U> kdl 
himself, by falllilg, after the mauneroCBnitui, un hi* woodAoifcj 
he Is. however, ptonsiy dimaded Irtftn this guHly act, by — whom 
does the reader think ? A jnonk. pcrhapa. or a jneUioOpH iwra- 
cher 7 no b|it by the DcvifhimscJf, in the shope of a tall black 
man, who rise*, Hke an Afncao walffr-god, oul uf a fountain. To 
IhU itrangcr. after the exchange of a few sinister compllineuls, 
Arnold, wiiham more ado, sells bis soul, for the |)rivllcgc of 
wearing the bcaiiiifu) foim o! Achilles. In Ibo midst uf all Uiu 
absurdity, we atUI. however, recognise ilwroasler-ioln'J of our 
great poet i bis bold and beautiful spirit flashes at intervals through 
the aurrouDkling horrors into which bo Has Chcacn to plunge aTier 
Goethe, hismojfnNJ Apoito."'} 

» [Lord Byron's own mother, when In III humour with Ijini, 
used tu make the deformity in his fiMt tlie s ulijccl nf launU and 
reproaches. She would (we quote from a letter wrMien by one of 
her relations in Scotland) pass from paaskmale caretses to the 
repulsoo of actual dKgiMi ; 1 hcn*d<nour him wHb kisses again, 
and swear hb eyes were as beautiful as hbiaiher’s.— Qti». Uw.J 

» itlils is now genrrally believed lo be a vulgar eVror; the 
smallness of t1i« animar» mouth itndcrtng it luca|iablc of the miv 
chief Utd to ib charge,— Foe a very amusing coolroversy oo the 
[ suhlect', sec Cent. Mag. rol$. Uu. and Uxxi] 
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This liateftil compomul of her atoms, and 
Resolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself. 

And make a world for myriads of new worms! 

This knife! now let me prove if it w ill sever 
This w ither'd slip of nature's nightshade — my 
Vile form — from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

I Ai?«oLn places the knife tn the grouhd, with the 
point optcards. 

Now ’t is set, 

And I can fall upon it. Yet one glance 
On the fair day, which secs no foul thing like 
Myself, and the sweet sun winch warm’d me, but 
In vain. The birds—how joyously they sing ! 

So let them, for 1 would not be lamented : 

But let their merriest notes be Arnold’s Knell ; 

The fallen leaves my monument ; tlie murmur 
Of the near fountain niy sole elegy. 

NoW) knife, stand firmly, as I fain would fall ! ‘ 

[As he roshes to throw himself upon the knife, his 
eye is sudtUnly caught by the fountaw, which 
seems in motion. 

The fountain moves without a wind : but shall 
The ripple of a spring change my resolve? 

No. Yet it moves again 1 The waters stjr, 

Not as with air, but by some subterrane 
And rocking power of the internal world, 

What 's here! A mist! No more?— 

[A cUntd comes from the fountain. He stands 
gazing upon it; it isdispelled, and.a taltblack 
man comes towards him. 

Arn. What would you? Speak I 

Spirit or man? 

Strnu. As man is both, why not 
Say both in one? 

Am. Your form is man's, and yet 

You may be devil. 

Strai). $0 many men are that 

Whidi is so call'd or tliouglit, that you may add me 
To which you please, without much wrong to either. 
But come ; you wish to kill yourself ; — pursue 
Your purpose. * 

Arn. You have interrupted me. * 

Sirau. What is that resolution which can e'er 
Be interrupted? If 1 be the devil 
You deem, a single moment would have made you 
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide; 

And yet my coming saves you. 

Am. I said not 

You were the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 

Unless you keep company 
With him (and you seem scarce used to such high 
Society), you can’t tell how he approaches ; 

And for his aspect, look upon the fountain, 


And tl>eii on me, and judge which of us twain 
Looks jikest what the boors believe to be 
Their cloven-footed terror. 

Arn. Do you— dare you 

To taunt me with my born deformity ? 

Stran. Were I to taunt a buffalo with this 
Qoven foot of thine, or the swift dromedary 
With thy sublime of liuinps, the animals 
Would revel in the compliment. And yet 
Both beings are more swift, more strong, more mighty 
In action and enduranc.e than thyself. 

And all the fierce and fair of the same kind 
With thee. Thy form is natural : ’t was only 
Nature's mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts which are of others upon man. 

An). Give me the strength then of the buffalo's foot, 
When he spurns high the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy ; or let me have the long 
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship, 

The helmless dromedary !— and 1 'll bear 
Thy fiendish sarcasm with a saintly patience. 

Sfran, I will. 

Arn. {with surprise.) Thou const? 

5fra)i. Perhaps. Would you aught else? 

Arn. Thou mockest me. 

5tra». Not I Why should 1 mock 

What all are mocking? That ’s poor sport, methinks. 
To talk to thee in human language (for 
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forester 
Hunts not the wretched coney, but the boar 
Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their liouseliuld caldrons with 
Such scullion prey. The meanest gibe at thee, — 
Now 1 can mock the mightiest. 

Arn. Tlien waste not 

Thy time on me : I seek thee not. 

Stran. Your thoughts 

Are not far from me. Do not send me hack : 

I am not so easHy recall'd to do 
Good service. 

Arn. What wilt thou do for me? 

Sfran» Qiange 

. Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so irks you ; 
Or form you to your w ish in any shape. 

Arn. 01) ! then you are Indeed tlie demon, for 
Nought else would wittingly wear mine. 

Straw. r ’ll show thee 

Hie brightest which the world e'er bore, and give thee 
I Thychoicc. 

Arn. On what condition? » 

Sfran. Tliere ’s a question ! 

An hour ago you would have given your soul 
To look like other men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of lieroes. 

Arn. No; I will not. 


0 


« [ArooUl is known b) us. beturo KU letopialions* only u a I Sawfer. In Ford's Witch orRdntonton, rather than ibe atmnroing 
hunchback weary of scoffi and luiffrli. anil more sensible of liis discontent and vague aspirations of Faust, ho prrparrs fur sclf- 
naUiral disadvantages llian deformed persons usually ar^. In a lit I dottnicibm. The great force of (he smirs which ensue lies iu 
of passion, which reseinblcs the spkoetlc rcKOlmcut of Mother I the iieril's oommeuts aud rcikarttcs Cbou.] 
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1 must not compromise my souL 
Slrau. What soul, 

Worth naming so> would dwell in such a carcass? 

Arn. *Tifi an aspiring one; whale Vr tlic tencineDt 
In which it is misiodg^. But name your-.compact : 
Must it be signed in blood ? 

Sfrnn. Not in your own. 

ytni. Whose blood then? 

.Sfrau. We will talk of that hereaAer. 

But 1 *11 be moderate with you, for I see 
Great things within you. You shall have no bond 
But your own will, uo contract save your deeds. 

Are you content? 

Am. 1 take thee at thy word. 

5(ro». Now Uk’u !— 

» * [Tha Strfimjfr approache* the fountain, and 
4, turns to AiiMtLD. 

A little of your blood. 

Am. For what? 

iSfraH. To mingle with the magic of the waters. 
And make the charm elTective. 

Am. (holding out his wounded arm.) Take it all. 
Stroll. Not now. A few drops will suffice for tliis. 
i The Stranger takes tome of Au!«old's blood in 
his hand, and casts it into the fountain. 
Stran. Shadows of beauty! 

Shadows of power! 

Rise to your duty — 

This is the hour! 

Walk lovely and pliant 
From the depth of this fountain, 

As the cloud-shapen giant 
Bestrides the Hartz Mountain. ' 

Come as ye were, 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 
Of the form I will mould, 

Bright as the Iris 
When ether is spann’d; — 

Such his desire is, 

[Fointinp to Aakold. 
Such my command ! 

*• Demons heroic — 

Demons who wore. 

The f 9 rm of the stoic 
Or sophist of yore — 

Or the shape of each victor, 

From Macedon*s boy 
To each high Roman's picture, 


WIk) breathed to destroy — 

Shadows of beauty ! 

Shadows of power ! 

Up to your duty— j 

'fliis is the liour ! 

[ Various Phantoms arise ftom the waters, and past 
in luf ccMtOM before the Stranger and Ainolo. 
v4r». What do I see? 

Stran. The black-cycd Roman, with , 

The eagle’s beak between those eyes which ne’er 
Beheld a conqueror, or look’d along 
The land he made not Rome’s, while Rome became 
His, and all theirs who heir’d his very name. • 

^ni. The phantom's bold; my quest is beauty. 
Could I 

Inherit but his fame with his defects ! 

Slraii. His brow was girt with laurels more than 
You see his aspect— choose it, or reject. lb*irs, 

I can but promise you his form; his fame 
Must be long sought and fought for. 

Arn. I 

But not ns a mock Csesar. Let him pass; 

His as{)ect may be fair, but suits me not. 

5frn»i. Then you are far more difficult to please 
Than Cato’s sister, or than Brutus’ mother. 

Or Cleopatra at sixteen — an age 

When love is not less in the rye than heart. 

But be it sol Shadow, pass on ! 

( The phantom of Julius Casar disappears. 

And can it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth is gone. 

And left no footstep? 

Stran. There you err. His substance 

I.eft graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enough' to track his memory ; 

But for his shadow, ’t is no more tlian yours, 

Except a little longer and less crook’d 
r the sun. Behold anotlier ! ' 

[ A second phantom passes. 
Arn. Who is he? 

Strmi. He was the fairest and the bravest of 
Atlienians. Look upon him well. 

Arn. He is 

More lovely than the last. How beautiful I » [thou 
Sfrai). Such was the curled son ofClinias wouldst 
Invest thee with his form? 

Arn. ' Would that 1 had 

Been born with it ! But since I may choose furllter, 


• Thift b a well-kaonfn GertnaB si)peraritlon->a sISBotic shadow : 

produced by reflection oaihc Brocken. (The Brocken is the name | 
of (hr! luflicsl of (be Harts inouotajiis a picturesque range whicti ' i 
Ires in the kingdom of Hanover. Pi^xn thn rarltcftt pcrkiih of an- 1 
theniic hUtory, the Brockrn has been (he »e4( of (he marvHloii*. | 
Bor a (icsrriiiUuii of (he phenomenon alluded to by I.ord Dyron, | 
ace Sir David Brewster's “ Natural Magic," p. i26.— £.] 1 

• f “Full ill (be pwM({c ot each tpadcKi* (rale, 

Tlw Mge Btatorlana Iti wbils ganueot* wall ; 

Gr.iTcd o'erthdr aeatsitie forn ofTltne waafooikl, ! 

lUi icftbe eeveraod, aad boili bu plnlooa botimi, I 

WUbiB Bleed fleroes. wlw'throuBb lood aUnas [ 

M blooilr Bcida puneeil renewn in anna > 

Tbrre Cenr. froeed ntlb boUi Mlnenaa.vhooc;-^. ' 


r.Mar, ibe norhT* (treil maatari, and bU own ; 
toinoTcd. aepCTloraiUI In c»«ry auta, 

' And acarce dMatad la bli reiiDlr}'a (ale.* ) 

Fers. rfiij»/atf^P«B»a.*| 

1 I 111 one of Lord Byron’s US. Warie* vre find the foJInwing 
pa-Bsase .— ** AlciWadea is uU to have been * successful in all bis 
haUics*— bnt what liatUes? Name them : If you tnenlUin CK*ar, 
or Hannibal, or Napoleon, you at once nidi upon rharsoija, 
Muuda, Aleeia. Cannae. Thra»> nicne, Trcbia, UodI, UareogO. J«u, 
Ausieriila. Fricdland, Wagram. Moskwat hut it Is leas easy to 
pitch upon Uic victories of Alcibiatlasj thongh piey may be named 

• ThyreMest p«ncffr<cUisl Caiaer ever met wHb. li,“ siT*f>rt Warlon, 
“ from ifr Q n ^ In (he idraocenieoi of UbcbIdb. lib. 1.'* ] 
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I will look further. 

( The shade of Alrihiades disajypeart. 
Strau, Ko ! behold ajjain ! 

ylni. What! that low, swarthy, short-nosed, round* 
eyed satyr, 

With the wide nostrils and Silenus’ aspect, 

TIm: splay feet and low stature! ' 1 had l)etter 
Remain tliat which 1 am. 

/»'traN. And yet he was 

The earth's perfection of all mental beauty. 

And per.soniflration of all virtue. 

But you reject him ? 

Am. If his form could bring me 

That which redeem’d it— no. 

Sfrnn. I have no power 

To promise that; but you may try, and lind it 
Easier in such a form, or in your own. 

Am. Mo. I was not born for philosophy. 

Though 1 have that about nlc which has need on ’t. 
Let him fleet on. 

Stran. Be air, thou hemlock-drinker ! 

1 The shadow of Sotratee disappears;- another rises. 
Am, W liat 's here? whose broad brow and whose 
curly beard 

And manly aspect look like Hercules, 

Save that his jocund eye hatli more of Bacchus 
'i'han tite sad purger ot tlie infernal world, 
l..eaning dejected on his dub of conquest, 

As if he kuew the worthlessness of those 
For whom he had fought. 

Stran. It was the man who lost 

1 he ancient world for love. 

Ant. I cannot blame him, 

Since 1 have risk’d iny soul because 1 llnd not 


'fliat which he exchanged the earth for. 

Sfrmt. Since so far 

You seem congenial, will you wear his fe.vtnres? 

Am. No. As you leave me choice, I am ditlicUlt, 
If but to sec the heroes I should ne’er 
Have seen else on this side of the dim s\»ore 
Whence they float back before us. 

SfroM. Hence, triumvir! 

Thy Cleopatra’s waiting.i 

[ The shade of .inlhomj rff»<ipprarj ; another rises. 
Am. Who is this? 

Wlio truly looketh like a demigod, 

Blooming and bright, with golden hair, and stature. 
If not more high than niortni, yet immortal 
In all that nameless Itcaring of his limbs. 

Which lie wears as the sun his rays — a sonietliing 
i Which shines from him, and yet is hut the flasliing 
Emanation of a thing more glorious still. 

I Was he e'er human only ? * 

Sfraii. Let the earth speak, 

If there be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more solid gold that form’d his urn. 

Arii. Who was this glory of mankind? 

.SlruH. The shame 

Of Greece in peace, her thunderbolt in war — 
l)einptriu.s the Macedonian, and 
Taker of cities. 

Am. Y>t one shadow’ more. (lap! 

M'fran. (addressing the shadow.) Get thee to T.amia’s 
( TAp shade of i}«tnelrius Poliorcetes vanishes ; 
another rites. 

1 ’ll fit you Still, 

Fear not, my hunchback : if tlie shadow s of 
That which existed please not your nice taste, 


too, ihou^b not »o readily as the Lrucira and Mantinca nf Epa- 
uiioomUs, the UaralhohufllilUades. the SalambuTThemUtoCres. 
and ibe TheniK>pf te uf Leomdas. Yel, upon itic wholf, tt maf 
be doubted whether there b« a oainc uf aiiUguUy which coiiios 
ctowD with such a SfueraJ charm as that uf Aldbiade*. Why? 1 
cannot answer. Who can?*'* 

• ( ** The oubide uf Soeraies wai that of a satyr and biirfoon. bot 
his atwl was all virtue, and Iron within faiin came such divine aud 

{ * Oh eanoot b«lp bdoR atroct »>tb Urd e( a bvMrUe 

anoBg Ibe berolc uatuef of anilqally. Tbe mau i>bo i*u edoCaied by fe* 
rid0. and wbo cooimMided ibe admlrattoD m well ai Ibe aflScUoa of So* 
cni«; wboacgalUairy and boida««i were alwattet HMlUpuledM ibepre- 
einlneal gracM of bU pvrwo and minnm: wbo died ai forlirS*'*, stler 
bailof brmiwTcwItcfy tbedi-Hsblandberoor AlbeoK, of Sparta, of Fmls; 

— tbi* nott vcTMilie of treat men bai rcriaioly lefl lo tb« world a very 
•plendid repulalioo. but bb IJiiNt U Maloed w Kb tbe rcroUociioiu of ■ j 
moal profUuNiv and drbauctie<t euiiroe of piUale lifr, and of Itw oioil rran* 
ph4c ai»d Qagr^iit omietnpl of puldir prlmlple; and 11 U lo ba hoped Uwt 
ibmt ara nvi many n«a wbo qould graiely give lo Ibe natne of Jtlriblodcs a 
prefer enrr. ou ibe wbolc, over »Ufb a one m ibnl of an Epumlnutidak or a 
Lcouldoa.or cvenof aMi lUilM or a namtllKi. Pal (herareerof Alrlbladet 
wat rocDaiili^ : every gr«al eveoi in wlilrb be bed a tbeie hot ihe atr of a 
perMoal adxeniuro ; and. w balevrr niiahl be Mid of bU wanl of pf liirlpir, 
moral ond poililral, oobody ever d< iilied Ibr gre-dne** of hk» poweri aod 
Ibe brilliancy of liteacrotn.rUbRieDla. fly tbe gift of nalore, ibe ImimJ* ^ 
aocucM creoture of bi* llao. and tbr poMwawir of a very extriordluiry ge~ 
nias. he wav, by arrldrnu or by Bis. a Mblier.— a brro,— aw orator.-and 1 
evao, U olvoutd teeoi. • philowpher : Nil Uo ptsyed Iboc paMs ooly brrouce j 
be vtlsbcd ll to be Iboogbi ttuit tbero was no part nbivb be could not play. 1 
U« ibouAlif ef notbitig bui bli»M.-if. HU vanity enlircly romniaudrO itw dl- ! 
reribn of bU grnlui, and ruuid even inalie bim abiDduii omtloiully bb 
volupUnosaeM for Ibe very oppovlio exlreme; whkb lo»t rtremmunev. by 
Ibe way, was probably one of Ibone Ibal had hll lord Byron's fancy— aa , 
iodeed If may ba sos^ecUd lo have Influencoil bis !>ehavlour.- locaivaT | , 


pathetic ihinRs. as pierced the heart, and drew tears from Ibe 
hearers.*'— P lato.] 

* Ills face was oe Ibe bceTeM; eud tberrln stoefc 

A mo and moon; wbtcb kept tbeir coorsa, and lighted 
Tbr Utile O, the eatlb. 

His legs bwlrid Ibe ocean : bUreer'd arm 
Created Ibe world ; hU vote* was propertied 
AS ill the tuned optwrea, aud Ibal to litenda: 
but wbeii be reraDi to qoaii and shake ibe orb, 

Uc was as railing ibaoder. For his boaniy. 

There vvaa no w Inter lo I ■, an aulanui t woe 

Tbal grew tbe more by reaping , hlv dclighu 

Weredolpblo-ilke; tbey sbow'd his bark above 

Tbe elODCDl tbry lived In : In bU llvvry 

Walk d crowns, and crow nets; rtslms and Islands were 

As plates dropp'd Irom bU porkei. 

Nature waolsalDff 

To vie Btranite forms w lih fsocy yei, lo imoglM 
An Antony, were nalore • plLOt 'gainst fiary, 

Condaunlug sbadowa qoUe.*'— SatkSFESii. | 

> ( The beauty ami mien uf Druicirltts Poliorcetca were .so Ini- 
mildblr, that nu sialuary or pamitr could itit iiir a likcu'^s. Ilis 
cuiintenano- had a iidxlure of ^race and dignity, and was at unce 
amiable aud awful, and the iinvulHhictl ami eager atr of yuulli was 
b^eiKled with Uie majesly ol (he hcru and Ihe king. There wav the 
same happy mixture in his t'lhavioiir. which insidrv>i. at the same 
t me, ImUi (ilcjsnrc aud -awe. In his hours uf h-lsur«, a most 
agreeable com{taniun ; In Ids talk, and every «|>ecleft of enieriain- 
menU of all priuct^ the moat delicate; ami yet, when bnslnrsa 
called, nothing could ei|ualhivaeUfiiy.h sdiligencc. anddeapaicb. 
In which respect he imilaU'd Bacchus most uf all the goda; since 
he was not only terrible in war. but knew how lo lemilnate War 
with peace, and lom with Ibe happksl addreu to the Joys and 
pleasures which that inspires.— PLirrAace ] 
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1 Ml animate Die ideal marble, till 
Your soul be reconciled to her new garment. •' 

Aru, Contentl I will fix here. 

Stran. 1 must commend 

Your choice. The godlike son of the sea-goddess, 
The unshorn boy of Pelcus, with his locks 
As beautiful and clear as the amber waves 
Otf rich Pactoius, roll'd o’er sands of gold, 

Soften’d hy (ntersening crystal, and 
ilippled like llovstng \saters by the wind, 

All vow'd to SpercJiius as they were->behold them! 
Aud hiw — as be stood by Polixena, 

With sanction’d and w Itli soften’d love, before 
Tlic altar, gazing on Ins Trojan bride, 

With some rciimrsc within for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passton 
For the sweet downcast virgin, whose young band 
Trembled ’in /li.v who slew her brother. So 
He stood i’ the temple! Look upon him ns 
Greece look'd her last upon her best, the instant 
Ere Paris’ arrow flew. 

Arn, I gaze upon him 

As if I were his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelope mine. 

Siraa. You have done well. The greatest 

Deformity should only barter with 
The ejctremest beauty, if the proverb ’s true 
Of mortals, that extremes meet. 

Am, Come I Be quick ! 

1 am impatient. 

SfroM. As a youthful beauty 

Before her glass. You kofh see what is not, 

But dream it is what must be. 

Am, Mustiwait? 

Strait. No; that were a pity. But a word or two : 
His stature is twelve cubits; would you so far 
Outstep these times, and be a Titan? Or 
(To talk canonically) wax a son 
Of Anak ? 

Am. Why not? 

Stran, Glorious ambition! 

1 love thee most in dwarfs I A mortal of 
Philistine stature would have gladly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight David : 

But thou, my manikin, wouldsl soar a show 
Rather than hero. Thou slialt be indulged, 

If such be thy desire; and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
Jn figure, thou canst sway them more ; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-found mammoth; and their cursed engines, 
Their culverins, and so forth, would find w ay 
Through our friend's armour tliere, with greater ease 


• [ '* W iMitoevcr,*’ Mys Lord Bsooo, “ hath any ihois fixed in bit 
pefwm Uut doth lodiicc contempt, hath also a pcrpetnal apur in. 
Iiioueirto reaciie and deliver hiinscK from scum; ilicrclurt, all de- 
fomed penooi are extreme bold ; first, as In ibelr own defence, as 
being exposed to sooni, but In proc^ of time by a i^nml habit > 
also it sUrreth in them tndnstry, and esprcially of tbi< kind, to 
watch and ub>crve the weakness of otiien, (list tlicy may have 


Than the adulterer’s arrow through his heel, 

Which Thetis had forgotten to baptize 
In Styx. 

Arn. Tlien let it be as thou deem’st best. 

5fraii. Tbou shalt be beauteous as the tiling thou 
seest, 

And strong as what it was, and 

Am. I ask not 

For valour, since deformity is daring. * 

It Is its essence to o’ertako mankind 
By heart and soul, and make itself the equal — 

Ay. the superior of the rest. There Is 
A spur in its halt movements, to become 
All that the others cannot, in such things 
As still are free to both, to compensate 
For stepdame Nature’s avarice at first. 

Tlicy woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortune. 
And oft, like Timour the lame Tartar, win them. 

5fro». Welt spoken ! And tbou doubtless wilt 
remain 

Form’d as thou art. I may dismiss the mould 
Of shadow, which must turn to flesh, to incase 
This daring soul, whicli could achieve no less 
Without it. 

Arn. Had no power presented me 
Tlie ]>ossibility of diange, I would 
Have done the best which spirit may to make 
Its way with all deformity’s dull, deadly. 
Discouraging weight upon me, like a mountain. 

In feeling, on my heart as on my shoulders — 

An hateful and unsightly moleliill to 
The eyes of happier man. I would have look’d 
On b^uty in that sex which is the type 
Of all we know or dream of beautiful 
Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigb-^ 

Not of lovQ, but despair ; nor sought to win. 

Though to a heart all love, wt\at could not love me 
In turn, because, of this vile crooked clog, 

Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have borne 
It an, had not my mother spurn’d me from her. 

The slie^bcar licks her cubs into a sort 
Of shape my dam beheld my shape was hopeless. 
Had she exposed me, like the Spartan, ere 
I knew the passionate part of life, I had 
Been a clod of the valley, — happier nothing 
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest, 
Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, wliat courage 
And perseverance could have done, perchance 
Had made me something — as it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it ; 

And he who is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 


somewlut to repay. Agaio, In their superiora, It qucoclicth jea- 
lousy (oward* them, as persons that they think Uiey may at pleasure 
ileaiitM! : and it Jayelh their compeUtors and emulators asleep, ai 
never believing they should be in (Mesibilhy of advaiiecmeiU Ull 
they see them in possesaloa : so that tiixin ibo maUer, in a great 
wit, dcCormiiy is an advaouge to rising."— fasay. Ir. j 
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Stran. D<y:ide between 

What you have been, or will be. 

Arn. I have done so. 

Tou have open'd brighter prospects to my eytSy 
And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 

I might be fear'd, admired, respected, loved 
Of all save those next to me, of whom 1 
Would be beloved. As thou show est me 
A dioice of forms, 1 take the one 1 view. 

Hastel baste! 

5froji. And what shall / wear? 

Am. * Surely he 

Who can command all forms w ill choose the highest. 
Something superior even to that which was 
Pelides now before us. Perhaps his 
Who slew him, that of Paris ; or — still higher— 

The poet's god, clothed in such limbs as are 
Themselves a poetry. 

5traii. Less w ill content me ; 

For I, too, love a change. 

Arn. Your aspect is 

Dusky, but not uncomely. 

Stran. If I chose, 

I might be whiter; but 1 have a pendtant 
For black — it is so honest, and besides . 

Can neither blush with st)ame nor pale witli fear; 
But I have worn it long enough of iate, 

And now 1 'll take your figure. 

Am. Mine! 

Sfron. Yes. You 

Shall change with Tlietis' son, and I with Bertha 
Your mother's offspring. People have their tastes ; 
You have yours — 1 mine. 

Am. Despatch! despatch! 

SiraN . Even so. 

( The Stranger takes some earth and mtniUis it 
along the turf, and then addresses the phantom 
of Achilles. 

Beautiful shadow 
Of Thetis’s boy! 

Who sleeps in the meadow 
W’hose grass grows o'er Troy : 

From the red earth, like Adam, ' 

Thy likeness I shape, 

^ As the being who made him. 

Whose actions I ope. 

Thou clay, be all glowing, 

Till tlie rose in his cheek 
Be ns fair as, when blowing, 

It wears it.s first streak! 

Ye violets, I scatter. 

Now turn into eyes! 

And thou, sunshiny water. 

Of blood lake the guise! 

Let these hyacinth Iwughs 
Be his long flow ing Iniir, 

And wave oVr his brows, 

As thou wavest in air I 


Let his heart be this marble 
1 tear from the rock ! 

But his voice as the warble 
Of birds on yon oak ! 

Let his llesh be the purest 
Of mould, in whidi grew 
The lily-root surest. 

And drank the best dew ! ^ 

Let his limbs be the lightest 
Which clay can compound, 

And his aspect the brightest 
On earth to be found! 

Elements, near me, 

Be mingled and stirr’d. 

Know me, and hear me, 

And leap to my word! 

Sunbeams, awaken 
This earth's animation! 

'T is done ! He hath taken , 

His stand in creation! 

[Am!<old falls senseless; his soul passes into the 
shape of Achilles, tthich rises from the ground; 
white the phantom has disappeared, part by 
part, as the figure teas formed from Ote earth. 

Arn. (in his new form.) I love, and I shall be be- 
loved! Oh life! 

At last I feel thee! Glorious spirit I 

Stran. Stop! 

What shall become of your abandon’d garment. 

Your hump, and lump, and clod of ugliness, 

Which late you wore, or were? 

Am- Who cares? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if they will. 

Stran. And if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you ’ll say 
It must be peace-time, and no better fare 
Abroad V tl)e field.s. 

Am. Let us but leave it there; 

No matter what becomes on ’t. 

Stran. That 's ungracious, 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoe’er it be. 

It hath sustain'd your soul full many a day. 

Am. Ay, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 
Whidi is now set in gold, as jewels should he. 

.S'frou. But if I give another form, it must be 
By fair exchange, not robbery. For they 
Who make men without w'omen's aid have long 
Had patents for the same, and do not love 
Your interlopers. Tlie devil may take men. 

Not make them,— though he reap the lieiiefil 
Of tlte original workmanship : and therefore 
Some one must be found to assutue the shape 
You have quitted. 

.4rn. Who would do so? 

.Stran. That 1 know not. 

And therefore I must. 

Am. You! 

Sb'oii. I said it ere 


• Adun meau *'red earth," Irom «h^ the flnt mao vai fomed. 
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You inhabited your present dome of beauty: 

Arn. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of this immortal change. 

SfroM. In a few moments 

1 will be as you were, and you sliall see 
Yourself for ever by you, as your shadow. 

.4m. I would be spared this. 

.Stran. But it cannot be. 

What ! shrink already, being what you are, 

From seeing wliat you were? 
ytni. Do as tiiou w ilt. 

5traii. (to the late form of AB^OLD, extended on 
the earth.) 

Clay! not dead, but soul-less! 

Though no man would chooae tl»ee, 

An immortal no less 
Deigns not to refuse thee. 

Clay thou art; and unto spirit 
All clay is of equal merit. 

Fire! u'ithout which nought enu live; 

Fire! but ni which nought can live. 

Save the fabled salamander, 

Or immortal souls, which w ander, 

Praying what doth not forgive, 
llowliiig for a droj) of water, 

Burning in n quenchless lot ; 

Fire! the only elemeut 
Wliere nor lish, beast, bird, nor worm, 

Save the worm which dieth not, 

Can preserve a moment’s form. 

But must with thyself be blent : 

Fire! man's safeguard and his slaughter : 

Fire! Creation’s lirst-born daughter. 

And Destruction’s threaten’d son, 

When licaven with the world liath done : 

Fire ! assist me to renew' 

Life in what lies in my view 
Stiff and cold ! 

His resurrection rest w itb me and you ! 

One liUle, marshy spark of llame — 

Anri he again shall seem the same; 

But 1 his spirit’s place shall hold 1 
[An igni»“fatuut Hits through the itood and rests 
■on the brow of the body. The Stranger di«- 
appears : the body rises. 

Am. (in his neu' form.) Oh! horrible ! 

^tran. (in Abnold’s late shape.) Wbatl treniblest 
Uiou? 

.4r«. Not so— 

I merely shudder. AVbere is fled the shape 
Thou lately worest? 

Sfran. To the world of shadow s. 

But let us thread the present. Whither wilt thou? 
Arn. Must thou be my companion ? 

.Strnn. Wherefore not ? 

Your belters keep worse company. 

Arn. .Wy betters! 

S’fran. 01) ! you wax proud, I sec, of your new form : 
I ’in glad of that. Ungrateful too! That ’s well , 
You improve apace; — two changes in an instant. 

And you are old in the world’s ways already. 


But bear with me : . indeed you ’ll find me useful 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce, 
Where shall we now be errant ? 

Ani. Where the world 

Is thickest, tliat I may behold it in 
Its workings. 

Nfran. That ’s to say, where there is war 
Aud woman in activity. Let ’s see ! 

Spain — Italy — the new Atlantic world — 

Afric, with all its Moors. In very truth, 

There is small choic.e : the whole race arc just now 
Tugging as usual at each other’s hearts. 

Aril. I have beard great tilings of Rome. 

.S’tran. • A goodly choice — 

And scarce a better to be found on earth. 

Since Sodom was put out. The fiejd is wide too; 
For now the Frank, and Hun, and Spanish scion 
Of the old Vandals, are at play along 
Tlic sunny shores of the w orld’s garden. 

Arn. How 

.Shall we proceed? 

.Strati. Like gallants, on good coursers. 

>Yhat ho I my chargers ! Never yet were better. 
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 

Our pages too ? 

/inter tiro Pages, with four eoal-btnck horses. 

.4ni. A noble sight! 

.Slran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 

Or your Koehlini race of Araby, 

With these! 

Ant. The mighty steam, which volumes high 

From their proud nostrils, burns the very air; 

And sparks of flame, like dancing fire-flies, wheel 
Around their luaues, as common insects sw arm 
Round common steeds towards supset. 

Strati. Mount, my lord : 

They and 1 are your servitors. 

Ani. And these 

Our dark -eyed pages— what may be Uteir names? 

Stran. You shall baptize them. 

Am. What! in holy water? 

Stran. Whynot?' The deeper sinner, better saint. 

Am. They arc beautiful, and cannot, sure, be de- 
mons. (beauty 

Stran. True; the devil’s always ugly; aud your 
Is never diabolical. 

Aril. 1 ’IJ call him 

ho bears the golden born, and wears such bright 
And blooming aspect, I/uon ; for he looks 
Like to the lovely boy lost in the forest, 

And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thouglitful, who smiles not, 
But looks as serious thobgh serene as night, 

He shall be A/emnou from the Ethiup king 
^VIlose statue turns a harper oiicc a day. 

And you ? 

.Stran. I have teii thousand naines, and twice 
As many attributes; hut as I wear 
A human sliapc, will take a human name. 
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/4ru. More human tlian the shape (though it was 
mine once) 

1 trust. 

Stran. Then call me Caesar. 

that name 

Belongs to empires^and has been but borne 
By the world's lords. 

Stran. And therefore littest for 

The devil in disguise — since so you deem me, 

Unless you call me pope instead. 

Well, then, 

Cxsar thou shall be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold still. 

f'®** We ’ll add a title — > 

“ Count Arnold : ^ it bath no ungracious sound, 

And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Arn. Grin an order for a battle-lield. 

Cas. Usings.) To horse! to horse! luy coal-black 
steed 

Paws the ground and snuffs the air I 
There *s not a foal of Arab’s breed 
More knows whom he must bear; 

On the hill he will not tire, 

Swifter as it waxes higher; 

In the marsh he will not slacken, 

On the plain be overtaken; 

In the wave he will not sink, 

ISor pause at the brook's side to drink ; 

In the race he uill not pant, 

In the combat he ’ll not faint; " 

On the stones be w ill not stumble, 

Time nor toil shall make liim bumble ; 

In the stall he w ill not stiffen, 

But be winged as a griflm, 

Only flying with his feel : 

And w'ill not such a voyage be sweet? 

Merrily I merrily! never unsound, 

Shall our bonny black horses skim over the ground ! 
From the A lp$ to the Caucasus, ride we, or fly ! 
For we ’ll leave them beliind in the glance of an eye. 

[ They mount their horses, atuifiisappear. 
scbnk’ii. 

A Camp before the f falls of Rome. 

ARMOLn and C.esar. 

Cfps. You are well entered now. 

^ Ay ; but my patli 

Has been o'er carcasses : mine eyes are full 
Of blood. 

Then wfipe them, and see clearly. Why ! 
Thou art a conqueror; the chosen knight 
And free companion of the gallant Bourbon, 

Late constable of France : and now to be 
Lord of the city which liath been earlli's lord 
Under its emperors, and — changing sex, 

Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire — 
fAidy of the old world. 

liowo/d? What ! are there 

Aew worlds? 

(ffs. lo you. You ’ll find there are such shortly, 
By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold ; 


From one hatf of the world named a whole new one, 
Because you know no better than the dull 
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears. 

Am. I ’ll trust them. 

('as. Do ! They w'ill deceive you sweetly, 

And that is better than the bitter truth. 

Am. Dog! 

Cas. Man I 

^ Am. Devil I 

C<es. Your obedient humble servant. 

Am. Say master, rather. Thou hast lured me on 
Through scenes of^blood and lust, till I am here. 

Cas. And where wouldst thou be ? 

Oh, at peace— in peace ! 

Cas. And where is that which is so? From the star 
To the winding worm, all life is motion; and 
In life rommufioii is the extremest point 
Of life. The planet w heels till it becomes 
A comet, and destroying as it sweeps 
The stars, goes out. The poor worm winds its way, 
Living upon the death of other things. 

But still, like them, must live .ind die, the subject 
Of something w hich has made it live and die. 

You must obey what all obey, the rule 
Of fix’d necessity ; against her edict 
Rebellion prospers not. 

And when it prospers 

Cas. ’T is no rebellion. 

Will it prosper now? 

( as. The Bourbonhath given orders for the assault. 
And by the dawn tljere will be work. 

Alas! 

And shall the city yield? 1 see the giant 
Abode of the true God. «nd his true saint. 

Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
Hiat sky wlience Christ ascended from the cross 
W Inch his blood made a badge of glory and 
Of Joy (as once of torture unto him, 

God and God's Son, man’s sole and only refuge). 

Cas. ’T is there, and shall be. 

Arn. ^Viiat? 

The crucifix 

Above, and many altar slirines below. 

Also some euWerins upon tbe walls, 

And harquebusses, and w-bal not ; besides 
Tl»e men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 

Arn. And those scarce morul arches, 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall. 

Hie tlieatre where einperors and their subjects 
(Those subjects Romans) stood at gaze upon 
The battles of the monarchs of the w ild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the tlien untamed desert, brought to joust 
In the arena (as right well they might, 

TV hen they had left no human foe uncouquer'd) ; 

Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
As Dacia nieii to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant’s pastime, and “ Pass on 
To a new gladiator I ’’—Must it fall? 
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f(r». The or the amphitheatre? 

The church, or one, or all ? for you confound 
Both them and me. 

Jrn. TO'inorrow sounds the assault 

AVith the Orst cock-crow. 

('tes. Which, if it end witli 

The evening's lirst nightingale, will be 
Something new in the annals of great sieges; 

For men must have their prey after long toil. , 

Jrn.Thc sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifully, than he did on Rome 
On the day Remus leapt her w*all., 

Cas. 1 saw him. 

Arn. You! 

r (Ft. Yes, sir. You forget 1 am or was 

Spirit, till I took up with your cast shape 
And a w orse name. I 'm Ca?sar and a hunchback 
INow. Well! the Hrst of Caesars w as a baldbead, 
And loved his laurels better as a wig 
(.So history says) than as a glory.' Thus 
The world runs on, but we 'll be merry stilj^ 

I saw' your Romulus (simple as I am) 

Slay his own twin, quick-bom of the same womb, 
Bec.atise he leapt a ditch (*t was then no wall, 
Whate’er it now be); and Rome’s earliest cement 
Was brother’s blood; and if its native blood 
Be spilt till the choked Tiber be as red 
As e’er 't was yellow, it will never wear 
'file deep hue of the ocean and the earth, 

Which the great robber sons of fratricide 
Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaughter 
For ages. 

Arn. But what have these done, their far 
Remote descendants, who have lived in |>eace, 

The peace of heaven, and in her sunshine of 
Piety ? 

Cas. And what had they done, whom Uie old 
Romans o’erswept? — Hark! 

Arn. They are soldio's singing 

A reckless roundelay, upon the eve 
Of many deaths, it may be of their own. [swans? 

Co'S. And why should they not sing as well as 
Tliey are black ones, to be sure. 

Aril. So, you are learn’d, 

I sec, too? 

C^s. In my grammar, certes. I 
Was educated for a mouk of ail times, 

And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — were I so minded — 

Could make their hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet. ' 

Arn. And wherefore do you not? 

C'res. It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman, 

And prophet, pontiff, doctor, alchymist, 

Pinlosopher, and what not, they have built 
More Babels, without new dispersion, than 


The stammering young ones of the ftood’s dull ooze. 
Who fail’d and lied each other. Why? why, marry. 
Because no man could understand his neighbour. 
They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it is their brotherhood. 

Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala; their best brick-work, wherewitlial 
They build more ■ [sneerer ! 

Aril. ( tiifcrrupliny him.) Oh, thou everlasting 
Be silent! Jiow the soldiers' rougii strain seems 
Soften’d by distance to a hyinn-like cadence! 

Listen ! 

Ctes. Yes. I liave beard the angels sing. 

Arn. And demons howl. 

Cas. And man too. Let us listen : 

I love all music. 

Song of the Soldien vithin. 

The black bands came over 
The Alps and their snow ; 

With Bourbon the rover. 

They pass’d the broad Po. 

We have beaten all foemen, 

We have captured a king. 

We have turn’d back on no men. 

And so let us sing! 

Here ’s ll»e Bourbon for ever! 

Though pennyless all, 

We *11 have one more endeavour 
At yonder old wall. 

With the Bourbon we ’ll gather 
At day-dawQ l>efore 
Tile gates, and together 
Or break or climb o'er 
The wall : on Uie ladder 
As mounts each firm foot, 

Our shout shall grow gladder. 

And death only be mute. 

W^ith the Bourbon we ’ll mount oVr 
The walls of old Home, 

And who then shall count o'er 
The spoils of each dome ? 

Up] up with the lily! 

And down with the keys! 

In old Rome, the seven-hilly, 

We ’ll revel at ease. 

Her streets shall be gory, 

Her Tiber all red. 

And her temples so hoary 
Sliall clung with our tread. 

Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon ! 

The Bourbon for aye! 

Of our song bear the burden! 

And fire, fire away ! 

With Spain for the vanguard, 

Our varied host comes ; 

And next to the Spaniard 


• [Saetoniiu reUlot o( Julius ('.oiur. Out libi bxMiieu gave litin j (he honours conferred upon him by (he senate and people. Uicre 
much uttcjtincM, having ufleu found himself, (i{Xin (hat account, | wu none «!iich he either acct'pied of used Midi so luucli pleasure 
cipOBcd to till- ridicgle of his enemies; and that, Ibcrefure. of all I as the conslauil) a laurel crovro.J 
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^ * Beal' Germany's drums; . . 

And Italy's lances 

. Are couch'd at their mother; 

^ But oiir leader from France is» 

Who warr'd.witl^Ws^othef. 

Ohj the Bourbon! the Bourbon I 
Sans country or hope, 

We .’1) the Bourbon, 

To^Iimder old Rome. 

Cat. An IndifTereiit song 

For those within the wails, methinks, to liear. * 

Am.' Yes, if they keep to their chorus. Jut here 
* comes f 

Tlie genial with hii chiefs and men Of trust. ^ 

A goodly rebel 1 

fnter th\CoMlabIe Bocrson ' cum suit," eft. etc. 
P/iil. How DOW, QoUe prince, 

You are not cheerful? ^ , 

jfourb. Why should I be so? 

FMI. Upon the^eve of conquest, suc)i as ours, 
Mostinen would be so. 

Jiourb. If I were secure I 

Phil. Doubt not onr soldiers. Were the walls of 
adiiliant, « 

They 'd crack them. Hunger is a sharp artillery.. 

Bo%rb. That Uiey will falter is my least of fears. 
That they will be repulsed, with Bourbon for - 
Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal tliem on^were those hoary walls ' ' 
Mountains, and those who guard theni like the gods 
Of the old fables, 1 would trust my Titans ; — 

But now — — 

Phil. They are but men who war with mortals. 
Bowb. True: but those walls have girded in great 
ages, 

And sent forth mighty spirits. Tlie past earth 
Aud present phantom of imperious Rome 
Is peppled with those warriors; and inc^inks 
They flit along the eternal city’s rampart, k 
A nd stretch tlwir glorious, gory, shadowy hands. 

And beckon me away! 

FAi/. So let them! Wilt tli6u 

Turn back from sliadowy menaces of shadows? 

Bourb. They do not menace me. I could have faced, 
Metfiinks, a Sylla's menace; but they clasp, 

And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike hands, 
And with their thin aspen faces and fix’d eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there! 

. I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 

Bourb. • And there! 

FAil. ■ . jiot even 

A guard in sight ; they wisely keqp below, 

Shelter’d by Uie gray paaopet from some 
Straybullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight. 
ifoiirA.^ , You are blind. i 


Phil. U seeing notiung more than may be seen 
Beso. * 

Ihurb. A thousand } cars have mannTI the walls 
With all their heroes,— the last Cato stands , , 

And tears his bowels, rather than survive * 

The liberty of that I.wouW enslave; 

And the first Caesar with hi? triumphs flits 
From battlement to battlecneDt. ’ . »' 

PhU. * Then conquer 

l^e walls for which he cobgu^r’d, and be greater! 
Bourb. True ; so 1 will, or pcr4h. 

Phil. • You can no!. 

: In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, th.'tn deatiN 

. 1 Count Ab!(oi.i» C.eSAB advance. ' 

* Cat. And the mere men— do they too sweat beneath 
I The noon of this skmcever>8corcl)ing glory? 
r Bourb. , ••Ah! 

i Welcome the bitter hunclibackl and his master. 

The beauty of our holt, and brave as beauteous, 

And generous as- lovely. We shall find 
Work fer ^ou both ere igorning. 

Cat. You will find, 

So please your highness, no Jess for yourself. 

Bourb. And if I do, there will not be a labourer 
More forward, hunchback! ^ 

Cat. You may well say so, 

For you have seen that back — as general, 

Placed in the rear in action— but your fo^ 

Have never seen it. • 

Bourb. Thaf ’s a foir^■rtort, . ^ ' •** 

For 1 provoked it bul the Bourbon’s breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanoUd 
In danger’s face as yours, were you the devil* 

Cat. And if I were, I might liave saved myself 
Tb& toil of coming here. 

PAiL Why so? 

Cat. One half ' 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent, 

More swiftly, not less surely. 

Bourb. ' Arnold, your 

Sl;ght crooked friend 's as snake-ltke in bis word? 

As his deeds. 

Cat. Your highness mucli mistakes roe. 

The first snake was a flatterer — 1 am none; 

And for my deeds, 1 only sting when stung. 

Bourb. You are brave, and tliat 's enough for me; 
and quick 

In speech a? sharp in action— and that *s more. 

I am not alone a soldier, but tlie soldiers' 

Comrade. 

Cat. They are but bad company, your highness; 
-And worse even for their friends than foes, as being 
More permanent acquaintance. 

Phil. How now, fellow I 

Thou waxest insolent, beyond the'privilege , 

Of a buffoon. 


* [Cturle$of0oui'bon w^iscoutln to Fraucii l.,an.l Coti^tible of 

France. Betnj Utiertf |>erseculcd by the qiicen-inoilicr for havios 


declined lheb()nour,or her hand, aud alto by king, he tran»- 
ferntd bU M'rvicet to tbe Emitcror Cbarlca V .} 
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Cat. You mean 1 speak the trutli. 

I ’ll lifr— ft is as easy : then you 'll praise me « 

Fof calling yOu a hero. 

Bourb. Plullbert! 

Let him alone; he ’s brave, and ever has 

Been first, with that swart face and mountain shoulder 

lu field or storm, and patient in starvation; 

And for his tongue, the camp is full of licence, 

And the sharp stinging of a lively rogue 
Is, to my mind, far pcfferable to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
Of a mere famish'd, sullen, grumbling slave, 

■Whom nothing can convince save a full meal, 

And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedis, 

With whicti he deems him rich. 

fas. It would be well 
If the earth’s princes ask’d no more. 

BouH. ■ Be silent I 

fat. Ay, but not Idle. Work yourself with words! 

You have few to speak. * ’ * ^ 

Phil. What nieans the audaciousprater.’ 

Co’S. To prate, like otheiN*i»roplicts. * V 
Bourb. Philibert! 

Wliy will you vex him? Have we not enough 
To think on? Arnold! 1 will lead the attack 
To-morrow, 

Aru. I have heard as much, my lord. 

Bourb. And you will follow? 

Arn. . Since I must not lead. 

Bourb. ’T is necessary for'tlie further daring 
Of oUrtoo needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot U[>on the foremost ladder’s . . 
First step. * 

Cat. Upon its topmost, let us hope : 

So shall he have his full deserts. 

Bourb. The world's 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 

Through every change the sevcn-hill'd city fialh 
Retain'd her sway o’er nations, and the Caesars 
But yielded to the Alaries, the Alarics ' 

Unto the iHintiffs. Roman, Goth, ot priest. 

Still the world s masters! Civilised, barbarian, 

Or saintly, still the walls of Komulu.s 
Have been tlie circus of an empire. Well ! 

*T was their turn — now ’t is ours; and lei us hope 
That we will fight os well, and rule much lietter. 

Cat. No doubt, the camp ’s the school of cJvic rights. 
What would you moke of Rome? 

Bourb. That which it was. 

fas. In Alaric’s time? 

Bourb. No, slave! in the first Ca'stu's, 

Whose name you bear like other curs 

fas. And kings! 

’T is a great name for blood hounds. 

Bourb. There ’s a demon 

In tliat Gerce rattlesnake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious? 

fas. On the eve of battle, no; — 

That were not soldier-like. *T is for the general 

To be more pensive : we adventurers 

Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should we think ? 


WORKS. 

Our tutelar deity, in a leader’s ^hape, 

Takes rare of us. Keep Uwught aipbf from hosts! 

If the knaves take to thinking, you will have 
To crack those wallsaloiie. 

Bourb. 0 You may sneer, since 

T is lucky for you that you fight oo worse for ’t. 

fas. I thank yeu Cor the freedom : ’tls the only 
Pay I have taken in your highne^’ service. 

Bourb. Well, sic; to-morrow you shall pay yourself. 
Look on those towers; they hold my treasury : 

Bgt, Philibert, we ’ll in to council. Arnold, 

We would request your presence. 

Jrii. Prince! my service 

l.H yeurs, asinthe field. * ' 

Bourb. In both we prize.il, 

And yours w iU be a post of trust at daybreak. 
f>s. And mine? • * ^ 

Bourb. Tb follow glory w ith the Boutbon. 

Good night! ' ' • * ^ 

Aru. Xtn C.«sAB.) Prepare our armour for the as- 
And wait witlun my tent. , [satlit, 

[ Exeunt Boonaox, ARivaLO, PmLiBEBT, etc. 
fas. tsolur.) Within thy tent! 

Think'st thou that 1 pass from thee with m/ presence? 

Or that thi.s crooked coffer, which contain’d 

Thy principle of life, is aught to mo 

Except a mask I And these are men, forsooth! 

Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam's bastards ? 

This is the consequence of giving matter 

The power of thought. It is a stubborn substance. 

And thinks cliaotically, as it acts, 

Ever relapsinf; into its first-efements. 

Well! I must play with these poor puppets ; *t is 
Tlie spirit’s pastime in his idler hours. « 

When I grow weary of it, I Jvave business 
Amongst the stars, whicluhesc poor creatures deem 
Were made for tlicm to lobk at.* ’T were a jest now 
To bring one down amongst them, and ^ fire 
Unto their^'iiithHI : how the pismires then 
Would scamper o’er the scalding soil, and, ceasing 
From tearing down each otiirj’s’ nests, pipe forth 
One uiiivefsal orison! Ha! ha! 

[Exit CxsAU. 

PART II. 

*’ SCENE I. 

Before the xraiU of Bmhe.— The aunuU : the army in 'ntu/iuM, 
icUA tnddfi't to trale the u'oUs ; Bol'ibos, in(A a vhUe «roi f 
ocer hit nrmoUr, furetuotl. w 

fborui ofSpiritM in the air. . . 

’T is the morn, but dim and dark. 

Wliither flics. tlie silent lark? ‘ 

' Whither shrinks the clouded sub? 

Ts the day indeed begun ? ^ , 

Nature’s eye is melancholy ' 

O'er the city high and lioly : 

. But without there is a din 
Should arouse the saints within, 

And revive the heroic aslies . 
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Round which yelTow Tib«r dashes. 

Oh ye seven hills! awaken, 

Ere your vef 7 base be shaken ! 

2 . 

Hearken to e steady stamp ! 

Mars is in their every tramp ! 

Not a step is out of tune, 

As Die tides obey the moon ! 

On they march, though to self-slaughter, 
Regular as rolling water, 

Wiosc high waves o’ersweep the border 
Of huge moles, but keep their order. 
Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to the armour's clank ! 

Look down o'er each frowning warrior. 
How he glares upon the barrier : 

Look on each step of each ladder, 

As the stripes that streak an adder. . 

; * 

Look upon the bristling wall, 

Mann’d without an interval ! 

Round and round, and tier on tier. 
Cannon's black mouth, shining spear. 

Lit match, bell-mouth'd musquetoon. 
Gaping to be murderous soon. 

AU the warlike gear of old, 

Mix'd with what we now behold, 

In this strife 'twixt old and new. 

Gather like a locusts' crew. 

Shade of Remus ! 't Is a time 
Awful as Uty brother's crime I 
Christians war against Christ's shrine 
Must iu lot be like to thine ? 

4 . »• 

Near — and near— and nearer still. 

As the earthquake saps the hill, 

First with trembling, hollow motion. 

Like a scarce-awaken'd ocean, 

Then with stronger shock and louder. 

Till the rocks ore crush'd to powder,— 
Onward sweeps the rolling liost ! 

Heroes of the Immortal boast! 

Mighty chiefs! eternal shadows! 

First flowers of the bloody meadows 
Which encompass Rome, the mother 
Of a people withoul brother ! 

Will you sleep wlien nations' quarrels 
Plough the root up of your laurels? 

Ye who weep o’er Carthage burning, * 
Weep not— strike f for Rome is mourning! » 

5. 

Onward sweep the varied nations ! 

Famine long hkth dealt tlieir rations. 

To the wall„with hate and hunger, 
Numerous as wolves, and stronger, 


On they sweep. Oh ! glorious city, 

Must thou be a theme for pity? ^ ' 

Fight, like your^i^t lire, eadi Roman! 

Alaric was a gentle foeman. 

Match'd wlt^ Bourbon’s block banditti ! 

Rouse thee, thou eternal city ; 

Rouse thee I Rather give the tordi 
With thy own hand UHhy porch, ♦ 

Than beiiold such hosts pollute 
Your worst dwelling with their foot. 

e. 

Ah ! beliold yon bleeding spectre! 

Ilion's children flud no Hector; 

Priam's offspring loved tlipir brother; 

Rome’s great sire forgot his mbtlier, 

When he slew his gallant twin, 

With inexpiable sin. 

See the giont sliadow stride 
O’er the ramparts high and wide! 

When Uie first o'erleapt thy wall, 

Its foundation mourn’d thy fall., 

Now, though towering like a Babel, 

Who to stop bis steps are able? 

Stalking o'er th|f highest dome, 

Remus claims bis vengeance, Rome! 

T. 

Now they reach thee in their anger : 

Fire and smoke and hellish clangour 
Are around thee, tliou world’s wonder! 

Death is in thy walls and under. 

Now* the meeting steel first clashes. 

Downward then the ladder crashes, 

With ils iron load all gleaming, 

Lying at its foot blaspheming! ' 

Dp again 1 for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the barrier. 

Thicker grows the strife: thy ditches 
Europe's mingling gore enriclies. 

Rome! although thy wall may perish, 

Such manure thy fields will cherish. 

Making gay the harvest -home; 

But thy hearths, alas! O, Rome! — 

Yet be Rome amidst thine anguish, 

Fight as thou wast wont to vanquish! 

s. 

Yet once more, ye old Penateel 
Let not your quench'd hearths be At^’s ! 

Yet again, ye.sbadowy heroes, * . 

Yield not to these stranger Neros! 

Though the son who slew his mother 
Sh(d,Roine's blood, be was your brother : 

'T was the Roman curb’d the Roman ;— 

Brennus was a baffled foeman. 

Vet again, ye saints and martyrs, 

Rise ! for yours are holier cliartersi 
flighty gods of temples failing, 


* Sdpio, the aecuii'l Alncatius, mJiJ (o luve repealed a verse of Uonicr, and wpl over ihe bnroing of Carthage. He 1 ».k 1 Witcr 
have grauted k a capilolatioo. * 
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Tet in ruin still appailingi 
Migliticr founders of those altars, 

True apd Cliristian,~-^iUiike tlie assaulters! 
Tiber 1 Tiber! let thy torrertt 
Show even Tiaturo’s self abhorrent. 

Let each breathing heart dilated 
Turn, as doth the lion baited! 

Rome be crush’d to one wide tomb, 

But be still tile Uoman's Rome! 

Bocrbom, An?(uLU. C^tSAii, and others, arrive at the foot 
of fh$ wall. Ab!iold is about to plant his ladder. 

Bourb. Hold, Arnold I 1 am Hrst. 

Arn. Not fo, my lord. 

Bourb. Hold, sir, I charge you I Follow! 1 aui proud 
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader. 

IBoi'rbu:^ plofi/j his ladder, and beghis to mount. 
Now, boys I On I on I 

[ A shot strikes him, and 6ocrio?( falls. 
C<t9. And off I 

Arn. Eternal powers ! 

Tlic host will be appaird, — but vengeance ! vengeance! 
Bourb. *1' is nothing<-lend me your hand. 

(BorRBorr takes Arnold by the haiul, and rises; 

frut as he puts his foot on the step, falls again. 
> Arnold! I am sped. 

Conceal my fall — all will go well— conceal it! * " 
Fling my cloak o’er what will be dust anon ; 

Let not the soldiers sec it. 

Arn. You must be 

Removed j the aid of— 

Bourb. • No, my gallant boy; 

Death is upon me. But what is one life ? 

The Bourbon’s spirit shall command thepi still. 

Keep them yet ignorant that 1 am but clay, 

Tin they are conquerors — then do as you may. 

Cas. Would not your highness choose to kiss the 
cross? ■ • ■ 

We have no priest heVe, butthe hilt of sword 
May serve instead it did the same for Bayard.' 

//ouWi.Thou bitter slave! to name/iini at this timel 
But 1 deserve it. 

Arn. (to C.fiSABO Villain, hold your peace! 

Cas. What, when a Christian dies? Shall I not 
A Christian Vade in pace ?” [offer 

Am. Silence! Oh! 

Those eyes are glazing which o'criook’d the w orld, 
And saw no equal. 

//ovr6. Arnold, shouldst thou see 

France But hark! hark! thcassault grows warmer 

For but an hour, a minute more of life, [ — Oh! 

To die within the wall! Hence, Arnold, hence! 

You lose time— they will conquer Rome witfiuutthee. 


Arn. And without . 

Bourb. Not so ; I ’ll lead them still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased to breathe. Away ! and be 
Victorious! 

Arn. But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bourb. You must— farewell — Up! up! the world Is 
winning. 

[ BocflkoH dies. * 

Cas. {to A&rold.) Come, count, to business. 

Am. True. 1 ’ll weq> hereafter. 

[ARKOto rovers Docrbor’s body with a rniuule, 
and mounts the ladder, crying 
Tile Bourbon I Bourbon! On, boys! Rome isours ! 
Cat. Good niglU, lord constable! thou wert a man. 
(r. mtAn fallows Ar?(Oli>; they reach the battlo^ 
ment ; Arnold and C.csar are struck down. 
Cat. A precious somerset I Is . your countsbip 
injured? 

Am. No. 

t Remounts the laddor. 
Cos. A rare blood-hound, when his own is heated I 
And ’t is no bo)^s play. Now he strikes them down I 
His hand is ou the battlement— he grasps It 
As though it were an altar; now his foot * 

Is on it, and— What have we here? — a Homan ? 

1 .4 man falls. 

The first bird of the covey! he fallen 
On the outside of the nest. Why, how now, fellow ? 
iroRHdrd Man. A drop of water! 

Cas. Blood 's the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. - • 

HouMdrd jHah. 1 have died for Home. 

[Dies. 


Ca^. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

Oh, these immortal men! and their great motives! 
But I must after my young charge. He is 
By this time i’ the forum. Charge! charge! 

[CifiSAB riiounfi the ladder; the scene closes. 


SCKXli il. 


The city.— ’Combats between Ihs Besiegers and Besieged ia the 
streets. Inhabitants flying in confasioH. 

Knier C.csar. 

Cas. 1 cannot find my hero ; he is mix’d 
^Vith the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle w ith tlie desperate. 

What have we here? A cardinal or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 

How the old rcd-sbanks scamper ! Could tiicy doBf 
Tlieir hose as they have doffd their Itats, ’t would be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 

But let them (ly ; the crimson kennels now 


* 1 Finding himsdf morlallr wounded. Bayard ordcral oite ufhn 
allcndunl) lo (ilacc him under a iron wiih his btoe luwanh Uie 
enrlhy ; then fiiin:; lih efet on !hr gnanl of hU sword, which fie 
hrhl np histeaU of a’crtun, he arWre>fcrd hU [imycrs lo Cod, aiut In 
ihis iwahirr he calmly wailed iheappioach ufdcaih.— iloBEiiT.H6.vV 
i harks • ■ 

» [On the Id Of May. 1527, lliP.Condahif .lod hU army came In 
sight of flume, and the next mor.'iiug oommcnccd Uic aiUck. Buur> 


boo wore a white vnt over bii armour, 1n order. be ,uJd. lo bo 
mure consjdetnHu bulh to his fririHls and foes, lie led oO lu the 
walln, and corauK-nced a fiirluu* ass.nilt, which 'was irjirllMl wiih 
njusl violence. Seeing that hi^ army began to waver, be aeiceU a 
scaihiA’-lathlcr from a tukller .iiauihug. ami was ia the act of a»- 
cfttdln:;, when he waaidcrcid by a muUu tiball, and tril. Fc*e]|tig 
tint Ml wound wasmortal. he desired that hU body might beouD> 
cralcdtrvni his'fohlicrs, and iiistanUy csplrciJ.— RORKBtso.i.] 
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Will not tnudi stain'their stockings, since the mire 
Is of the self-same purple hue. • " 

-*• • • ♦ 
Enter a Part^ Ar?(OLD ot the head of the 

Besifgers. r 

He comes, 

Hand in band with the mild twins — Gore ami Glory. 
Holla! hold, count! 

Am, Away! they mast not rally. 

Cas. 1 tell thee, be not rash ; a golden bridge 
Is for a flying enemy. I gave Uiee 
A form of beauty, and an 
Exemption frdm some maladies of body. 

But not of mind, which is not mine to give. 

But though 1 gave the form of Thetis* son, 

I dipt thee not in Styx; and Against a foe 
I would not warrant thy chivniric heart 
Mor6 than Pelides* heel ; why then, be cautious, 

And koQW U)yself a mortal still. 

Am, And who 

With aught of soul ^ould combat if lie were 
Inrulnerable ? That were pretty sport. 

Think'st |hou I beat for bares Vhen lions roar? 

i’Aa.'ioLD rushes into the combat. 
C as. A precious sample of humanity! 

Well, his blood *s up; and if a little y siied, 

’T will serve to curb his fever. 

(Arnold engages vUh a Roman, xcho retires 
toicards a portico. 

Ani. Yield thee, slave! 

I promise quarter. 

Rom. That's soon said. 

Aril. And done — 

My word is known. 

Rom. So shall be my deeds. 

, [They rs-engage. CjJE»\h comes forward. 

Cas. Why; Arnold I hold thine own : thou hast in 
A famous artisan, a cunning sculptor; [iiand 

Also a dealer in the sword and dagger. 
r<ot so, my musqueteer; *t was he who slew 
Tlie Bourl^n from tlie wall. 

Am. Ay, did he so? 

Then lie batli carved his monument. 

Rom. ' I yet 

May live to carve your betters’. 

('as. Well said, my man of marble! Benvenuto, 
Thou hast some practice in both ways ; and .he 
Who Slays Cellini will have work’d as hard 
As e’er thou didst upon Carrara’s blocks.' 

(Arnold disarms and trcnirufr C ellini, butsUght^ 
ty : the latter draws a pistol, and fires; tfan 
retires, and disappears through llw portico. 
Cos. How farest thou? Thou bast a taste, nie- 
Of red Bcllona's banquet.^ [thinks, 

Am. {staggers.) ’T is a scratcii. 


TRANSFORMED. m 

Lend me thy scarf. He shall not ’scape me thus, 
j (,'as. Where is it? 

Am. In flic shoulder, not the sword arm — 

And that ’s enough. I am thirsty! would 1 lifd 
A helm of waterl * 

(>BS. '• That ’s a liquid now , 

In requisition, bat by nomcaus easiest 
To come at. 

l4ni. And my thif st increases ; — but 
I ’ll find a way to* quench it. / 

Cas. Or be quench’d 

Thyself? 

Am. Die chance is evtn ; we will throw 
The dice thereon^ But 1 lose time in prating; 
Pritliee be quick. 

fC^AR 6indv on fAe scarf. 
And what dost thiu so idly? 

Why dost not strike ? 

fas. Your old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere sprotatofs of' 

Die Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
Worth wrestling for, I may be found a Milo. 

Am. Ay, ’gainst an oak. 

Cas. A forest, when it suits me. 

I combat with« mass, or not at all. 

Meantime, pursue thy sport as 1 do mine; 

Which is just now to gaze, since all these labourers 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 

Arn. Thou art still. 

A fiend I 

Cas. And thou— a man. 

Am. Why, sudi I fain would show me. 

Cas. True— as men are. 

Am. And wliat is that? 

Cas. Thou feelest and thou see’st. 

( Exit Arnold, joining in th'e combat which still 
continues between detached parties. * The scene 
I * closes. » 

! .SCENE III. 

SI. Peter's— The tnierior efthe church— The Popeet the Altar 
—Priest*, etc., crowding in confusion, and Cilisen* fiying for 
refuge, pursued by soldiery. 

Enter C.CSAR. 

X Danish Soldia'. Down with them, commdes! 
seize upon those lamps ! ^ 

Cleave yon bald'pated sliaveling to the chine ! 

His rosary ’s of gcHd ! 

/rui/ieraii Soldier. Revenge! revenge! 

Plunder hereafter, but for vengeance now — 

Yonder stands Anti-Christ! 

Cas. (infrrposiit^.) How now, schismatic? 

Whatwouidst tbou? 

XulA. Sold. In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I oin a Cliristiaii. 


* [‘'LeTrllliiE my arquebiMC,” My» BcnTeimto CelHiii, “I 
charxeJ ii wUhV dclibt-rjte aim it a prrsmi wIhi weau-iJ IoUa lifl- 
fti above ih« re«t t Init the mUt }>rekrtiti>d irie from UUUusiiMiinR 
wlieUier be was on liorMbaok or on Tuol. Tbrn lurninx suddsiily 
about to Alrsisamlru md Cecdiino; 1 bi«l tlicm fire uflllidr pieces, 
upd showed iliroi bew lu (,**capc every diot of tlur brtir^ers. liav- 

log'acoonliogly lireU lwii% for Um.* burmy's once, I- cauUuibiy 


proached llie waps, and i>crcdved ibat Ilirre was an eiiraonUnary 
confiMioo aiuomtUieasaiJants. uccasfoned by ovc bavins shot Ibe 
Duke of Bourbon i be was. is ] iindirraiood 4flrrvi>rdsi ibit chief 
{icrsuna^ wItiHii 1 saw raised abuye llie rest.*'— Vol. i. p. 120. 
Tills, Iiuweicr, Is o|ic of ilic many slurli a in Lellhii's ntuinug^au^ 
loMoBrapliy wliiclrnobody aeemrevef to liave beUcsed.^S.! 
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58 ^ 

€ctt. Tea, a disciple that would make the founder 
Of your belief renounce it, could he see 
Such proselytes. Best stiut thysdf to plunder. 

.Sold. 1 say he is the devU. 
fees. , Hush! keep that secret, 

Lest he should recognise you- for his own. * 
Lwik. Sold. Why would you save him? I repeat he is 
The devil, or the devil’s vicar upon earth, [quarrel 
Os. And that ’s the reason : would you make a 
With your best friends ? You bad far best be quiet; 
His hour is not yet come. 

LulA, Sold. That sliall be seen ! 

( The ZufAsran Soldt'gr rushes /bnt>ard; a shot 
ttriAes Aim from om of the Pope’s Ovards, and 
A« falls at the foot of the Altar. 

Cas. (to the Lutheran.} I told you so. 

Luih. Sold. V And will you not avenge me? 
(*<ps. Not I! You know that “Vengeance is the 
You see he loves no interlopers. [Lord’s:** 

Luth. Sold- {dying.) Oh I • 

Had 1 but slain him, I had gone on high, 

Crown'd with eternal glory! Heaven, forgive 
My feebleness of actii that reach'd him not, 

And take thy servant to thy merry. *T is 
A glorious triumph stUI ; proud Babylon *s 
No nwre; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hath changed her scarlet raiment lor sackcloth 
And ashes! 

[ 77ie Lutheran dies. 

CtBS. Yes, thine own amidst the rest. 

Well done, old Babel ’ 

[The Guartii defend tkemselves desperately while 
the Pontiff escapes, by a prirate passage, to the 
Vatican and t^ Cqstle of St. Angelo.* 

Cas. Ha! right nobly battled! 

Now, priest! now, soldier! the two great professions, 
Together by the ears and hearts! I have not 
Seen a more comic pantomime since Titus 
Took J.ewry. But the Romans had the best then ; 
Now they must take tlieir turn. 

Soldiers. ' He hath escaped ! 

* Follow I [up, 

Another Sold. They have barr*d.the narrow passage 
And it is Clogg'd wiUi dead even to the door.r [for *t 
Cat. I am glad he hath escaped : he may thank me 
In part. 1 would not have his bulls abolish'd— 

*T were worth one half our empire: his indulgences 
Demand some in return ; — no, no, he must nut 
Fall and besides, his now escape may furnish 
A future miracle, in future proof 
Of' bis infallibility. 

[ To the Spanish Soldiery . 
Well, cut-throats ! 

What do you pause for ? If you make not haste, 
There will not be a link of pious gold left. 

And you, too, catholics ! Would ye return 
From such a pilgrimage without a relic ? 


> [TiM caiUlc of SL beilesed from the 6ih of May (o 

thc-SUi uf June, durhi^ wliiclt time. :.laii«h(Pc-aiKi deflation, ac- 
C4>mpaiiicd with-overy c&com uT Impiety, rapidr, ai>d iQtt. oo Itic 
anle of the ltn|>etiali»t». devaila'di (he city of lionie. fc'ur thia |iic* 


Tlie very Liftbcrans have more trw devotion : 
how'.tbey strip the shrines ! 

By holy Peter 1 

He speaks the truth ; the heretics will bear > 

The best away. « 

('as. f And that were shame! Go to ! 

Assist in their conversion. 

> [The Soldiers disperse f many quit the Church, 
others enter. 

Cas. " . They are gone, 

And others come : so flows the wave on wave 
Of what these creatures call eternity, I 
Deeming themselves the breakers of the ocean, 

While they are but its bubbles, ignorant 
That foam is Uieir foundation. So, artoUier ! 

Knter Olimpia, flying from the pursuit— She springs 
upon the Altar. * 

5oW. She’s mine! 

Another Sold, {oppoiting the former.) You lie, I 
track’d her first ; hnd were she 
The Pojie’s niece, 1 11 not yield her. [* They fight. . 

Sd Sold, (advancing towards OumpiK.) ,You may 
Yourclaimsf 1 11 make mine good. [settle 

0/tmp. Infernal slave ! 

You touch roe not alive. 

Sd Sold. AJive or dead ! 

Offwp. (emferfldiij a mossire mid/Jx.) Respect 
your God ! 

3d 5ofd. Yes, when be shines in gold. 

Girl, but you grasp your dowry. 

[ At advances, Olimpia, with a strpng and 
sudden effort, casts down the cruafix : it strikes 
the 5o/dtefi who falls. 

3d Sold. Oh, great God !■ 

OBmp. Ah! k.ow you recognize him. ^ . 

3d Sold. My brain *s crush’d ! 

Comrades, help, ho ! All *s darkness ! 

[ Itedies. 

Other soldiers (coming up). Slay her, although she 
had a thousand lives : 

She hath kill’d our comrade. 

Olimp. Welcome such a death ! 

You have no life to give, w hich tlie worst slave 
Would take, GreatGod ! through thy redeeming Son, 
And thy Son’s Motlier, now receive me as 
1 would approach thee, worthy her, and him, and tliee! 

Enter Arnold. 

Arn. YVhatdoIsee? Accursed jackals! 

Forbear! [The dogs 

Cas. (oxide, and laughing.) Ila! h.a !-here *s equity ! 
Have as mudi right as he. Bat to the issue! 

So/diers. Count, she hath slain our chmrade. 

Arn. With what weapon? 

5ofd. The cross, beneath which be is crush’d; be* 
hold him 

(urc oI horrors tee especially ihe ^'Sackifie of Howe.'’Jiy Jacopo 
Baboa|tarU). ‘'f^entlUiumo Saii^miniaiesc.cbevlae trovuprefculc," 
aud '< LUC of Cellini,*' vol. i. p. I'M. 
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Lie theret more like a worm Uiaa mail; sbc cast it 
Upon his head. * , 

Arn. Even so ; there is a woman 

Worthy o brave man’s liking. Were ye such, 

Ye would have honour’d her. But get ye hence, 

And thank yout meanness, other God you have nooe, 
For your existence. Had you touch'd a hair, . 

Of tliose dishevell'd locks, I would have thisn'd 
Your ranks more than the enemy. Away I 
Ye jackals! gnaw the bones the Hon leaves, 

But not even these tilfhe permits. 

A Sold. The lion 

Miglit conquer for himself tlien. 

ylrn. (ruts kim doN'H.) Mutineer! 

Rebel in hell— you shall ob^ on earth ! 

. ( The Soldiers assault Abnolo. 

Am. Come on! I’mgladon’t! IwiUsbqwyou, . 
' slaves, • 

How you should be commanded, and who led you 
First o’er the wall you were as shy to &ale. 

Until I waveJ my banners from its height, 

As you are hold witliin It. 

( Arnold moioi dotrn the foremost; the rest throw 
down their arms. i . 

Soldiers. • * , Mercy! mercy! 

Arn. Then learn to grant it. Have I taught you who 
Led you o’er Rome’s eternal battlements? 

Soldiers. We saw it, and we kjiow it ; yet forgive 
A moment’’s error in the hea^of conquest — 

The conquest wliich you led to. 

Am. ^ Get you hence! 

Hence to your quarters ! you will Ond them fix’d 
In the Coloniia palace. 

Olhnp. {aside). In my father’s 

House! ' [no further need 

Am. {/o the Soldiers.) Leave your arms ; ye have 
Of such : the city’s render'd. And mark well 
You keep your hands clean, or 1 ’ll find out a stream 
As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism. 

Soldiers (deposing their arms and departiuy). We 
Arn. (to OtiMPiA.) Lady, you ara safe. [obey! 
Olimp. I should be so. 

Had I a knife even ; but it matters not — 

Death hatli a thousand gates; and on the marble. 
Even at the altar foot, whence I look down 
Upon destruction, shall m>' head bedash’d, 

• Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man! 

Am. I wish to merit his forgiveness, and 
Thine own, although I have not injured thee. 

Olimp. No! Thou hast only sack’d iny native land,— 
No injury ! — and made my father’s house 
A den of thieves. No injury ! — this temple 
Slippery with Roman and 1 h>Iv gore. 

No injury 1 And now thou wouldst preserve me, 

To be — but that shall never be ! 

I She raises her eyes to Heaven, folds ro6« 
roioid Aer, and prepares to dash herself down 
on the side of the Altar opposite to that where 
Ab>old stands. 

Hold! hold 1, 

I 8wear-r 


Olimp. ^pare thine already forfeit soul 
A perjury for whieli even liell would loathe thee. 

I know tliee. • 

Aru. No, thou know’st me not’n 1 not 

Of these men, though 

OHmp. I judge thee by thy mates; 

It is for God to judge thee as thou art. 

I see thee purple with the blood of Rome 
Take mine, 't is all thou e'er shalt have of me ; 

And here, upon the marble of this temple^ 

Where the baptismal font baptised me God’s, 

I offer him atblood less holy 

But not less pure (pare as'it left me then, 

A redeem'd infant) than the holy water 
The saiots have sancUli^ ! t 

(Olimpia voacet Acr AnnrfTo AmvoLn inf A rfu- 
• daln.iaitd dashes herself on the pavement from 
the Altar, 

Eternal God! 

1 feel thee novr! Help! -help I She’s gone. | 

Co’S, (approaches.) I am here. 

Am. Thou! but oh, save herl 
f'<ps.'(assuflii{; Atm 1o raise Olimpia.) She l^th 
The leap was serious. [done it w^ll ! 

Am. Ob! she is lifeless! • 

r as. If 

She be so, I have nought to do with that : 

The resurrection is beyond me. 

^rn. Slave ! 

Cas. Ay, slave or master, ’t is all one : metjiinks 
Good vvords, however, are as well at times. 

Am. Words!— Canst thou aid her? 

I will try. A sprinkling 
Of that same holy water may be useful. 

( 7/e brings some in his helmet from the fbnt. 

Am. ’T is mix’d with blood. 

F/PS. - « There is no cleaner now 

In Rome. ' 

Arn. Howpalel how heantiful ! how lifeless! 
Alive or dead, thou essence of all beauty, 

I lose but thee ! ^ 

Even so Achilles loved 
Penthesjlea : witU-his form it seems 
You have his heart, and yet it was no soft one. 

Arn. She breathes I But no, *t was nothing, or Hie 
Faint flutter life disputes with death. [last 

She breathes. 

Am. TAou say’sl it? Then 't is truth. 

^ You do me right — 

The devil speaks truth much oftenerthan he’sdeem’d: 
He hath an ignorant audience. [beats. 

Am. (xtitbout attending to him.) Yes! her heart 
Alas I that the first beat of the only heart 
I ever wish'd to beat with mine sliould vibrate 
To an assassin’s pulse. 

A sage reflection, [her? 

But somewhat late i’ the day. Where shall we bear 
I say she lives. 

■^m. And will she live ? 

As much 

As dust Can- 
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Arn. Then she is dead ! 

Cat.. Bah! ball! You, are so. 

And do not know it. She will ^ome to lif^ 

Such as think so, such as you now are ; 

But we must' work by humau n^ns. 

\ Arn. We will 

. Convey her unto the Colonna palace. 

Where 1 jjave pitch’d my banner. 

Cits, Come Uien ! raise her np! 

Ant. Softly! 

Cas. As softly as they bear the dead. 

Perhaps because they cannot feel the.jol(ing. 

Ani. But doth she live Indeed? • 

C<rs, Way* I 

But, if you rue it after, blanie not me. 

Arn. I^t her butdive ! 

Ca$. The spirit of .fier life 

Is yet within her breast, and may revive. 

Count ! count ! 1 am your servant in all things. 

An# this is a new office is not oft 
I am employ'd in sucli ; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what you call a fiend. • 
On^earth you haVe often only fiends for friends ; 

Kow / desert not mine. Soli ! bear her hence, 

The beautiful balf-clay, and nearly spirit 1 
I am almost enamour'd of her, as 
Of old the ang«d£ of her earliest sex. 

Ai*n. Thou ! 

Cas. I! But fear not. I 'll not be your rival. 

Am. Rival ! 

Cas. I could be one right formidable ; 

But since 1 slew the seven husbands of 
Tobias' future bride (and after all, 

*T was suck'd out by some incense), I have laid 
Aside intrigue : 't is rarely wdrlh the trouble 
Of gaining, or—what is more difficult— 

Getting rid of your prize agaiQ*, for there's 
The nib I at least to mortals. 

Am. Prithee, peace r 

Softly ! raethinks her Ups move, her eyes open ! 

Cas. Like stars, no doubt ; for that 's a metaphor 
For I^ucifer and Venus. 

Arn. To the palace 

Colonna, as I told you I 

Cas. * Oh ! I know 

Wy way through Rome. 

Am. Wow onward, onward ! Gently ‘ 

- ( Oearing Ounm. Tko scent closes. 


PART III. 

SCEIVE I. 

J CasUt in iA« .4penn'met, turrountfed btj a vfild but smiling 
evunh f. Chorus of PeasauU singing brfors the Cotes. 

CBORCS. 

I. 

The wars are over, 

The spring is come ; 

The bride and l»er lover 
Have sought their iwme : • 


TlteyarehapKTj Wt rejoice;- , . - 

Let their hearts Iwve on echo in every voice ! , 

I 2. 

The spring is tome; the violet 's gdhe. 

The first-born cliitd of the early sun : 

With us she is but a winter’s flgwer, 

Tl\g snow on the hills cannot blast hersbo;wer, 
And«he lifts up her dew^y eye of blue 
To the youngest sk^ of the selftsome hue. 
a. 

And when the sprii^g comes with her host 
Of flowers, that flower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 

.* 

Pluck the others, but still remember 
Tligir herald out of dim December— 

The morning star of all the flowers. 

The pledge of daylight's lengtlien’tf hours; 

Nor, midst the roses, e’er forget 
The virgin, virgin viojyt. • . 

, Enter C.i:sAa. 

Cas. Tlie wars are all over. 

Our swords are aliridle; 

The steed bit^s t\ie bridle, 

Tlw casque ’s on the wall. 

There ’s rest for the rover ; 

But his arthour is rusty. 

And the veteifn grows crusty. 

As he yawns in the hall. 

He drmks — but what *s drinking ? 

A mere pause from thinking! 

No bugle awakes him with life-aud-dcath call, 
^aioaus. 

But the hound bayeth. loudly, 

Tbe boar 's in thc'wood. 

And the falcon longs proudly 
To spring from her hood : 

On the wrist of the noble 
She sits like a crest, 

And the air is m trouble 
WUb birds, from their nest. 

Cas. Oh I shadow of glory ! 

Dim.imageofwarI •* 

But the chase hath bo story, 

Her hero no star. 

Since Nimrod, lire founder 
Of empire and chase. 

Who made the woods wonder 
And quake for their race. 

When tbe Hon was young, 

In the pride of his might, 

Then 't was sport for the strong ^ , 

To embrace him in fight ; 

To go forth, with a pine 
For a spear, ’gaipst the manunolb, 

Or strike through tlie ravine 
At the foaming behemoth ; 

While man was in stature 
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As towers in our time. 
The first-born of Nature, 
And, like her, sublime! 

CI1DBD8. 

But the wars are over, 


CAIN. • 




The spring is come; ^ 

The bride and her lover , , 

Have sought their home : * 

They are happy, and we rejoice; * 

Let their hearts have an echo from every voice ! 

[fxeunt ih« l‘eaiantry,$inging. 


CAIN; 

■* A MYSTERY. n 


** Non Ibe Serp«nt «as more igbU) tiun an; bcaU ol Ibe Debt ntikh Ihe , 
L»ao Cod had lUMte. ‘'-era. cb. Ul. Ter. I. 


TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

THIS MVSTRKY OR CAIN 

3s iiufribrb, b; obltgtb firinb, anb (cit^Cnl irrvmt, 

THE AUTHOR. ■ 


PHEFACE. 

The rotlnwlDg scenes are eniUieil "A Mrslery,** In con- 
rormii] wilh the aneienl Uile annexed to ilramas upon simi- 


lar sahjerls. irhirh were styled '‘MystoriHr. or moralities.” » 
The author has by no means (aken the same liberties with 
his subject which were common fornxerly. as may be seen 
by any reader curious enough to refer to those very profane 


• Sir W'siter Scult aDnounced bit acceptaoco of ihli tlediodUoD 
la the (uJlowi^ letter to Mr. Murray i— 

.. Edi^urgk. MIS OeceMftar, 4821. 

**Mr Dtu Sib, 

*• t accept, n llli rccllD(» of ami obllrallon. ibr nallcrlng prapocal of Lord 
Byrmi lopreBi lu) oamr l« Uk Tcry araud and trenirndoa» drama «(* Call.' 
I UMf be partial to It, aod (oa wUl allow 1 bafenuaa; bal I do net know 
that bla Mum baa erer ukeo ao loCtf a iiahi amid her rormrr Mjarlnaw Da 
haa cartalDl} mairbed Mlllao so bia own around. Soma pari of ibc lai^ 
Bva«e if how, and may sbacb one daw pr radtra. w bow Him will be adopted 
by Pibwa out oTartertailonor cii*t. bat Ibra lhr| mail roodrma Ibe* Fa- 
raMlw Loal.* If tbry bare a mind to be ranrtalani. The Oaod-llka reatooioa 
and bald blattheniT bf tbe Oead and of bU pupil lead asacti) to ibe point 
whkb waa la ba apcrted,'-tba ntDinUaloa ot iba Snt m«rdi>r, aod Ibe 
rala aod deqnlr «r Ibc perpetrator. 

** I do not wa bow any can one amiM Iba aulbor blmariroMlaMlrbelrm, 
TbeDetll lalka tbe Uafoafa oflbai aad, doobllow: bacaoir, not bring abit 
to dray Ibe eiltlaocf of iba Good frlurlpla, ba eudotTnun to a«kMm«ir~ 
Ibo Bril rrlodpte-lo a aaamlog eqntUiy wlib iba Gead; but^eb argu- 
rapola. In Ibe mouOi of JOrb a baiag, no ooly be ttaed lo jlBrelTa,ajMl lo 
betray. Lord Byrao might bate maila ibU mere erldenl. by |MkU](| >o Iba 
lOMIb tf Adam, or of Mate good aod protadlaB aplrll, ;be nantna wbirb 
render the aktatwo of moral etU ooositteQi with the gaoeral toarrolenreof 
<ha l>dly. Tbe great key lo Ibe myitery parbaps. Um ImporiNllon o( our 

ewB ftroHlaa, wbkkaMand fed airongly ibeparlUIrritewblrbiimB ikno 
vs. bol.kaow loo llltia of ibt gaMral sytirtti of Iba Bnieghc. lo,be awg^ 

bowihtuUtnKcafUteaebtBbarocoadladwUblba beneTelmm of*Uta 
great Cfealor. • . 

. “ To drop tbaw BperuMlIaMl, you bare omrh ocewlon f^donte mighty 
spirit, like Lord B> to coms ddUn aadtraoUalho waierdffor, eseeptltag 
* Tbt Join BoB,’ * ycio seeni ytsgttaUog draDgaly in leudon. ' A 
**1avn^in} dear sir. 

•“fcjlr.l,. 

**ToJ«haMarray, Eiq. ^ ^ '^Wtuga Scott.* 

* [SeeAittf. p. 4B3; Mr. iSync CoHieTi 'Mnnaftof the Stage, *' 
vol» J. ; the ** Hlstutre du theilre Pnofsls, t^. II., etc. etc.*— B.] 

(*)i**Cala” was begusal RavMDa. on itic July« IBSI— 
t'ompiMed on tlic 9th of s«pMoiher>wid(l pMhllihcil, in itic same 

* I puageol slfttoy priol so cslird had been ihlla 

llmr belore Uita toiler was written, sad bad etrlied a amaatloo aoe<}aaltod 
to the rccetil bUtary ot tbe newtpapw ^eaa.>(. J 


votnme with **SardanBpalas” aiKl*'The twoFoscart,” in Dc- 
fcciubcr. 

rerhapo no production of 1.0Bd Byron has been more generally 
atlmirrd on the acore of ability, than lh|s'*Myttery;”-.ecnainly 
none, on first appearing, exposed die auUior lo a fiercer tempest 
ot iiersonal abuse. 

Bewdrr being UDmcrciftiiry handled In most of tbe critical Jour- 
nals of the day, **Cain " wasniMle thefubject ofa aolcmo separate 
eauy, entitled <‘A Remoastraiice addressed to Mr. Murray respect- 
tug a recent Piiblioatioo— by OxoniensU;'* of Hhlcli we may here 
praaerre a specimen 

> ** TImtv U a mdbod of produdng roorktkiNi, not la be fouad In any of 
tbe irealUes on togle, bul wbleb I ^(0 peranaded yaoeMM ba qakkiy made 
IS nodwslaod ; U la Ibtarponealoai od aroomiam; aodlhu, I trust, will 
bo brought boma to you la a *aftoly pf ways| not toast, I eipaci, lo iba 
profit }ou hope to makaby Iba atfendlng puhikalion. As a bookselter, 1 
toorluda yoa bsctbal one staiidard at poeik nceUaVR-Uw etleol of yonr 
sale, n Ubout keiuiirtRg any ibli^ bejood Iba bbanda of ordlaary fbre- 
. (Igbt, I reolura lo feratol.ttoai In IM, edae yoa will be mlstskan : ibpbook 
will dUappolat yaar.captdlty. M oiucb as II dtocredHs ybar toeUng aod 
dlsrralloo. lour aobla emptoysr baa deceisad you, Mr. Murray; be hM 
profiled by Ihe caMutty of bit nsoa to ptlin upon yo« nbnlitn Masb. Um 
T ery ot^aevuriagsof Saytoaod Vuligliv, wbkb ba ba* mads yottpay for as 
tbouBb t(«iiara ant>raai poMry and snood meiapbysla. MH 1 tall you 
land, if you dkuM II, ydb my coimB aoy of Uw lUanry genilemea who 
fregoant your NwUugfiMiin) that Ibl* pacm, thly 'Hyttery,' wllb ubkh 
you ba«a Insultod us. It nolblitg mnrt than a ecafb from VgBalre s oerets, 
atM^tbe moM ohlstllgMabli artkloa In Styto's DIeUonary, tHrad np In 
dntnsy cntltog* ut too rylMMes, for tbe p«rpe»e nf tlriog It ibe gubu of 
poetry. * ^ 

*' $UU. Ihougb * Cain * baa no riahw to ortgtnkllly, ibara are otbor object* 
lo w kkb II may be (bade *ubaw*iri)t ; and as wall are tba oobto anlber*s 
sebeaMs amd^, tbanin fomt of iMm ba will be sore to — 

** la tbe 8m placa, tbb pobtkoOba mty ba useful m a OnaOMM mearare. 
II UMT Hcai hard 4a sn>part. tbai the bigb-aMdad pbilompby, wbkh bu 
Lord»lftp fiMbetprafriao. W#8ba‘trntto totbetOlUiMCe* ofmwicy : bdt 
you could 1^ US, Mr, If you would, tobM sort of a band yoor noble frlad 
. is al rhar^ii , whaitier riaiu* dm n«l a btoaUn m go abarea wiib Apolie 
la Ml lusptraUooa.* 

“lu Ibe tecond ptaca (wrood I nwao la polal ol ordto, for I do not pre- 
I lume lo dcelda wbteb BnliT# predotnlMle* la Ms LordsMp'a mind ibo 
I btotpbeowtt* Implellai of Cain, though nothing Mtore la reality ibaa Iba 
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\k?i?llKT in Efian-h/Freoi*. Iiillan. ot Spa- i guagc adapt^l to his rharaflers: and where It U (and ihls 
nl^^b. The oiiUior has cmlcavoured lo proaeAe the Ian- | is but rarclj } laken from aclual Smpfttre, be has made as 


r 111 01 o(un rciHieJ iopbbnM, I'y bclny pcwlv OrewM «od (tut forth la « ! 
foriu dviy loho ii’rncuibMwI.iniiT |>roduc« oonildrrablevfTfci that U. Ibcf 
in«y (Bi'Ircd ttu' maetllw Uw w«»«ltn{.of ronllrni the hardened 

Kcvplli In Ml rtiKb^ttef Ihc^r ere roiiM^iut-ncrs whkh l.nrii R)n>n niuet 
hive mnl<-tii|ileicil : niibHtinl drpiecof runplacriio he fttooc ren jdl- 
** Bnl. In U>e iMtd piece, If ludiber of (bv>r llifns* bappeui, apd * Cain' 
alioiil'J not prove ipbcr hKrethe or iiihM'lilmun*, ibrrv H oiK>ll>rr point 
««hl>-|) LAf'l R;mn (na iccurid to litmaelf, M ibai M renrtol be (kprtved ef ' 
it.- Ibc MlUraelloii nf ln«oUing: IhtM front ititom be dirfer* botb-ln lallh 
nod priH'tIre... Not*; at >a>l. he quirrrU n ltb Ibe «ct^ rondiilun* of hunee- I 
nilf, rrbeli ‘^' *1 rrotliieoce mIiIcIi pnldo andpovernx all tMnge, 

uod 4 pm lo Aifnpt ilie hitgUDge nliMi hod ncter liefore been ailrlhuKd lo 
■iiv King but one, 'Kvil. be lliOQ nty good/ Such, as far es we can Judge, 
it Lord )iyr«D.“ 


•* If * Cein' toe * bleipiicoi»Hi*.‘ Teradiee Loot l» bleep beiBona; end Ito# *cfy 
nordeof Ihr oiiord gmiletnan. ’KtlJ. be Ihcitt my good,' ere from tba( 
VCI7 p'XiB, from sbe moulli Salen . at>d 1 * there any Iblng more la that of 
l.uciht in ilie Mv«Ury ? * C.tio ' l» nollilog more then e dreiie. nd a pier* 
ornigamcDl. U laid rr and Cain apeoh as ibe ltr»l niorderer end ibe llrrt 
rel«l may be xupfuned to iprah. evreif Ibe retf of Ibe personaftea talk 
atM arconlinfi to ilhlr cbarscien— and Ibe alronger paMfooi bare ever boon 
{■wudiled lo Ibcdremi. 

I heve e»™ avobM lolrodurlog the Mty. a* In Scrlplof* ( tboogb JIU- 
lonau.>«,Bnd not very nbefycllberl : but betc adopted hi* eitfel ashent to 
Cato tnetced. on poipoac to avoid xbocitiig any feelloB* on Ibe aobjert. by 

I falllngabvrl of Mbal all uttio'iytfrv'l men must fall abort in. til fttlocan 

- adnyaale nulloo of tbceffm oflbe prceeno of leboiab. Tbe oW 
; tain tutroduced him llbereUy enough, and all iblt It avntdvd in lb* new 


ThU critir^ pprfornuncc h ibus aHotlpd to fa one of Lord Hr* , 
ron'h IbtlPra Lo Mr. Ibrnglaa Kinnalrtl “ T know lliMh'ng of lU- 
viustf^ira * remoDalrance' by ilie ‘omioeiit ChurcliiiuuC butliuj^ 
posT flie man wants a living.'' 

On heuring lhal his jniblhlier was threatened with more serious 
aDnuyaoces, In coiiv«ju-nce of ih« apjiearance o( the “ifcyilerjr." i 
Luni Byruo atldrrs-^rd the following letter to Mr. Murray I 

Pisa. February S, IKB. | 

'' Ali.%ck* upon men t-re In becKpccted; but t perrvlte one upon yosi In Ibe 
pipera. wtiirh icniifrM ihotl iftd nut itpari lloir.or in tshai maoncr. pan , 
con beronkidercdKapotiHbl* lof wbst f publUh, I am at a loss laroacclte.* ' 

A. 

* This ietlcr w w Ihuf terdQcd at Iba lime in RUehttood's .Voetra ' 
fj->s,aH<r;- > 1 




WAllaiha an ma were ti i>at l look'd fur, iUottot ; 

A b«| nby detIt dci lbi?yi b 3 dtter you.’ 

Ttaete goitli nets xpspers seem hot «& coTry ; 

tut don't, dciir l^hlUbrr. be In a •ten. ^ 

They II beau gkid iti we you lu a flurry 
I rtie-ni Ibove renllng Qoactoa of yoiir Re*lew» 

** 'Vbey fakt wouM IwveyMi all to tholr own Sol;— I 

Bnt neyer mind Ibcm-wr rr not pitted yet. I 

Th^ surely don'l kuspcri you. kir John. 

Of being more than arrourheur lo Cain ; 
tVligl mortal enr said you wrolO Use nun I 
, I dig Ike mine -^ou only tire the iralQ t 
Out bA'e— whf, really, u.« vrcdl Ungib* I 're goDs— 

1114 wipe end bun wen> alHAytOiy dlidein- 
But luy poor sHotildors why Ihronr sat llif gtiMI onf 
There a aaionrh blaspht^. or in»re. in Mlltoo. 



Tlie Iblns 'a a drama, nol a aeAu>B-b<rvk ; 

Here lUndp it>e Wurderer-iiial s Dte Old One Ibere 
!ci |onrn end rtfvKk bow wenki Salan iouh .* 

.snii'i>4 i raKttJdps diM^oanifl’UtcOr. Buirr up 

IV puOs^yiilfmi tr^opiffipi^ 

Wbi^hMIcV^Wr* npuM wake 4 Bubap ttare; 

(tii^ fcvb(Tfte^lfbea««,' ^ 

Ong y-'iir eiificU 'iO,tl>agiafie. * ’ 

to bolb fdu. yet ehtfoK ft'orn biUtiup ^ 

tsba 9 ^<-upRi(H)^ b iacrhalnv ‘maTVnCW ^ 
Wbilr ifek»y‘ laokli-fifiohj^ef >«v-» ^ 

A A.WfdtafW«m>'UillB>uf>r^{b 1 UytaU’^jWlyif 

‘W’ii|-aaiiit«rciw ubiPidii^t*rmknrtoi|9BjP 
. JWhod Ott'l, riren'iu some 

‘liir T! if|rin |iii ~ gi irr-fi iilUrV^^. ^ ^ < 

^ ^r|btagoes on. I wldi yau 'd plnlnly ten S|r 

T wire lyultc « treat t.i mr In be ^ > 

tall lass flit to «rflosMk>uoksUiao*rif1tiW 

k uiiia«h)-l. ni rsoImH ] atheiM slclikd. 

I'l uflps'f flhtrpib'fu ma eiNkueria UkM f 
CtmJ>r flr<#> • * htooiK $00 Sore ksgft kni 
Ou ny account fgu-inlTcr rlivll he duou'<l , 

Tlwcopfrigbl. is pnri, I wHI ns^ 
nuiy tell *n nho (hric Into yu'l 
your iruil^og tooKi rea 
did tbe uino. ^ Uoh ntajp 
livrhigih, you ba^ qlrMrji 
LHHjM>wiqk<*ri,Ttiy tp^twcFgpT 
Th ^ jli l l f or* ei y— rimJ. 

you ir Win prim ibtg|s{fe^ ;^pu ye a r,i«| 

If yVu dou i ■w ndl! llfbi to ' 1 Itc'folin Ht,;. 



[ kr. Sharpe and sir John Scndl, LL. D., managers cf IW dunsUtu- 
kt ijaodailoa. ] ^ 


one. 

" Tbe atl«inpl lo bully you. beeaa«c they lUInk It won't »«rrred w lib me. 
seem* lo me as atrorlouj on otlnupl *» e»w ot'grarwi the tlmea. Wpal f 
whan Ubhon'f. Ilumc v. Priestley », ami bruiiiniond s publisher* bate been 
allowed lo real la pruce for seventy years, ore you lo be slngfe*! out fbr a 
work ot jtci<un, not nf liMory or orgumrol ? There raosl be oemeihing at 
tbe boilom of tbIa-KNue private enemy of your own . It I* olbarwUc in- 
rrwlible 

*• I can only aaf. ‘Me. me; en odautn <|ul frcl, ’-that any fworeevHmt* 
dlrcilrd against yon. I big, may hr traiisfcmed lunu*. « boom willing, and 
ovplif, to culture Ibem all , -Ibal Ifyou have lost money by (be pubikatloo, 

1 vrlll refund any nr ell of Ibc ropyright ;-lhi«( I desire you will say that 
both you and Mr. Gifford remonslralvd against the piibllcallvn m*iao Mr. 
Ilobbou«e:-lhal / alone occa-loncd li, and I alone am Ibe percoo w'ho, 
rllber legally or oiberw Ue. shooW he ir the burden. If they proarale, I 
w in coma lo F.ngUnJ : that I*. If. by meellog It In my own permu. I eau 
leve yoori. I.et rat know. Tou sbanl suflcr for me, If 1 ran kelp IL. 
Moke any useof ibli Ietlcr you pleaw. 

loan ever. elc. 

, ‘BUlO.'f. 

•• p. s.— I wrllo lo you about all Ibl* row of bid pa<sloBt aud absnrdlile* 
with Ike aueinirr moon I for here ogr w Inlrr U clearer Ikan youf dog-dayff 
ligblirtg tbe wlndlug Arno, with all ber bnIHIngv niicl bridge*.— w quiet 
and *1111! -What nothing* arc we before Ibe least of ibcseiUfH" 

An IndlTldiial of (lie name of Brtil'oiv hsring plralrtl “CBln,’* 
Mr. (now Sir Lancclol) Shatlwell applIH to ihc !.,onl Chaoc*Hlor 
( EMon ] for an liijunciion to [irotei’l Ur. Mtimy'-* jiroperif in the 
Alyatery. The learnpd comi>d, 011 Hit* 9tli of Fithruary, 18512, 
spoke .ulolluwa 

•• nil* work professes l« murd. In a drainatlr poric of llirce art*. Ih« 
*loTj conittliKd in itprbnoli of uene»i». H U ifiiimt lo npnueol Ibeslaleor 
Cain's mind when ti received thnne teinpljtlons wklrh led kiio to coniiull 
llte roorrtcr of hi* lirolker. The actors In lire poem arc few : they con*i«t 
of Adam and Fve. Cain sod Abel, and tkclr two tsl*es. wllk Lurlfer. and, 
lo Ibe third orl, the Angel of the Lord. Tlic booh only do<» lliet wblrb wo* 
j before done by Mlltoo. aiidadbcrw more rlo*ely lolhc word* conlalntd in 
•Irripturc. Tlic iHiok. in Ike coinniencvflwnt. rrprt srnU Cala In a oioody. 

' distlpaied dIspmiUun. w ben the kf It spli It icmpU him to go forib wllb bleu 
• to arqulru kiWwWue. After ib« Ur*i act, be Ictid* ktm Ikrough Ibt aby*» 
nf spare; and. lo the third. Cain returns niihn sllU mare gloomy ipirtl. 
Alihougb tbe poet pula pussiges Into his niouib. whirh uf ikcmaelvee are 
blaspUcmovi* ftiitl iui{di/u* ; yet It Is who! Mlltou ho* done alto, both In hi* 
Paradl-e L<wf. and Begalm-d. Bnt these panwga arc power ully rombatqd 
by Ibe toeauilfol srcnineniaof his wife. Adah. It I* true that the bsMik rc- 
prmcDl* wbul Scrtplnre r«-prr*ent*.— lhal he U, nolwlibalaiHlIng, Lusllgatcd 
to destroy ibe eRar ol Ills brother, whom be 1* then led on lo put to dmlb ; 
but then Ibe puulstiment of bt» niiue fblJow* In lb« very word* Of the 
Aerlplure llself- Culo s mind Is immcdlJlely vUlied with all Ihetoopror of 
remorse, and he go*i forth a wanderer ea llic lacu of fbe earth. I iroat I 
nfti Ibc last peraon In the world who would alli-mpi la defend a plMptoCOMKia 
or ln>|i|«ui work . toul f *ay th.il tbi* porm I* •* much etiiilled lo the protec- 
tion of Ibe court, In Ibe ahalpaet, a* clihcr llie rarfldl«e Lout or the raradlte 
Regained. Si» eOiiOumt am 1 of lUI*. ibH I »«uW •« present undertake to 
couipercit mtUlboee works. pi>.Mgc by passegc, end show Ibil It I* pcffertlf 
DS n»r»l M Ihnee produeilon* uf MUlon. Every hmucdcc eerrlm with It. If 
1 may use ibe cspresklon. Ill own bel*am. Ttu; aulhorily of fiod I* re- 
cognlted ; and Califs Implaiy and crlmebreluimdoeed ipshow lhal it* just 
punishment imrbrdlalrly followed. I repent. lUal there Is no reo*un why 
this wort, taken rtsiraticdly. should not be protcriod a* well dbellbce of 
Ibe boohs I bavammUoned. i tbcrefovti u-o*t Ibet your lordiblp will giwf 
llilt liiJUBCtioti rn Itmtue, and then Ibc defendanu may come lu ood sikrw 
nave agulitti it.” y 

Tilt f‘»!Irjnirtgl9 a oof« of the Lord CnjanccIlor’«iu<lgincnl 
“■fhhenurl. like the oilser c6urt*of juslira In Ihl* cnmilrv.achnowletlgee 
: Cbrlxiiintiy aaportoftbelsw of tbo load. TbeJurlwHclton oMhlacoun In 
j proiming llirrary properly le founded eo UsU,-ft»al where on oeilen *IH 


Bigitired by Googli 
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litDcaheralion.fveii u^wunU. asihc rhjlhmwouliJitfriiitt. 
Tlic rfad^r «ill rccullcr^ llial Ihu book of di>M 4 tol 

»iat« that Etc «as tciii{)U>d by o dcnioii. but by "ttip Scr- 
l>cnt ; *’ and Ibat only beraiuc be it a« ** ittc iihM of all 
the bcasl»of(bc field." Whatever intcritri'laUuii iho Uab> 
bins and Fathers may hate (lut u{>rm this. I take the \ords 
as I find iheiu, and Kply. «iib llishnp Watson uix»n similar 
orcaslons. nhcn the Fathers were (]uoted to him. as Mode- 
rator In the srhords of Cambrhtge. '* Itebold tbr Binik ! 
boIdtiiK up the Scripture. • It i» to be reoollerird, that niy 
present subject has nothing to do it ith the .Ve« Teslarnent. 
to wbkh no rcfcniKe ran be here made «iila>ut anaebro- 
nKn. With the poems upon similar topfrs I have not been 
recently familiar. Since i was twenty. I hate oo^r rood 
Milloii; but 1 had read him so frequently htdori*. that this 
may make little diffmiue. noMicr s •' Death gf AW J 
have never read since I wa^eight years of age, at Altcrdeen. 
The general impression of ray .recollection is drllgltf ; but of 
the rootenis I remember only that (Iain’s wife wi< ralt^ 
Mahafa. and Abid's Thiru : In the following pages I hate 
called them “Adah" and “Zlllah, ’’ the earlb'st female 
names which oct'ur in Genesis : they were ih^ of Laiiuch's 
wlycs : those of Cain and Abel are not railed by their names. 


lie r«r pireiins a work. iImtv ihe marl, ellcixtiaf lo tlir Itnprr'mllon n( , 
tiul reroiMf, praou li« ln)anriioo : ItecauM Ibfre ma^ be paWicaliixi aflia 
publtcalloii Mhl^b )oti ina) ttetar be able lo bunt «toiui bj fruot.-fillufl 1*1 j 
Ihe Mluir cuoru. Sol « here »arb an arli/io doc« aol ila, t ilo nal «pprObeg<l ' 
Ibat n lancrordinsto lha ruuraenrihe court lOBWiI an lntuiKtlontoprolrrl | 
Ibe rop>rlgbi. Vei* ibU publirailon. i; li Uoiic lnitii.loil lo it>tfr *n«l Mi tl 
Ibis dltcrrtiU tfeoi pnrtlna of Srrlpiure liniorr In Mbkb lln^ioa. Isa piib- 
ncalfoa Kill! rcrerence lo uhlrti, ir (he prlnriplr* on nhkh >he rSn* of 
br. PrlaMfcT. al Warn Irk. wi» OrrldeJ. b« Jin>i prIcMHp'es of law. Ibe pwif • 
eouM sot rrroter any itameon lu mperl of a pliar) *>> M. TliU r<.un liai 
no trinilnal JariMflriioD : li ninnni look on any tbliiR oa an olVnrr : bni iu 
IboM C4MS II only Minili 'lWera Jui>ike fur Ibe prom lion or (lie (hill lul4«ot | 
lbo»e Hho pu«M ilieni. inroiort|CriuYorMiieable lo milninlii an *((11111. | 
Von tka*r tiluiie«l 10 til. ton a Ironiorlal nork ; ll did happi-ti In IIm rour>i.' or 
IMI long Tarollon. antung.i ibe t»l>c*lw iann'la »U/SiiA r-lit. I n-ad ib.il [ 
work from beginning l« rtni . It la Ibifcrorc (|ulte freab la oiy mvniury. and ^ 
ll appeon lomalbal the grral uL>>vriot Ita author tioa luproniMe ibr cauae 
oC Chi biioiilly ; tberi> arv iHH.'oubfolIj- a great taaciy paswcea In It of whieft. 1 
If Ibat were noi l*a objcri, ll laould be aery Impropt r by la« 10 TlDdUalo 1 
i.'i* pahllciilon : bul. laklog ll all logeiber. ll ia clear lliai Ibo object aiui 
•fferl were uol to bilng luto dbrepiiie, hui |«> promote, ilir retrnmr* of Dsr 1 
rrlialoci. .Vow ibe real gacailoo la, lonklng al Ibe work iH-fnre nw. Ila pre- 
rctre, Ibr pueui, tu matiiier of irtwilng ilio aubleci. paritrulatl) wiib refe* ' 
reaie to lb* fall ami Ibe aionraieal, » betber Ila lutvot U oa irmoraBl aa, 
Ihal of litc oiber Miib wMtb jo« hare coenpirod U ; or niu-ibvr ll Iw ut* ■ 
trnduce ami be tag Ini* dhcrcdtl ibat pari of tuerol bUlory. lbi» quaailog I. 
I have no rtjiht to iry. beenuve ii boa been M;Uleil, after gnat dlfTorenre of [ 
opinion aiDong ibe lenrneil, ihai H la for a jnry locfrlrriaiiK Ibat polal; ami j- 
wimrr, ilH-rcfore. a rnaoiubiv doubi la enlertalued a* lo Ibocharucier of ibt ' 
work (and ll li lmpo.alblefor m^lo uy I haio ooi a Ooubl. 1 hope It la a 
reaaonable aoe |. another ront-n itinal be laken lor Seiermliilnil wbal b IU ' 
MeaaiBre anti rbararler. Tbtr* b a fteal dlfheiilly In Ibcac ra>ca. bo- 
'fraw ll apprars a airuiie Ihloit lo periull ihc ojulilpllralloa of roplea, by I 
WO) of preu-nilng tiui circnbllon of a nilacbbvuua work, wbirb I do nvl j 
pn-suoM lodrlcimlraeibtl Ihb U;lni Hut I (aanolbelp: andlbe tlnguln- I 
Hly ol ihceaar. In tbl* liuiauce, U moreabtluat. brraiiM here Ua deteodaol ' 
wtao bo* mulllpitc-d IbU woib bj piracy, and dura noi ihinh proper lo a|*- ) 

poor Iflhi- work beef llnirbaraiirr wblrharoan of rumcnon law woold I 
conrtder rrltnliui, u u pneiiy dar why In? der» not appear, benaw li* | 
would come eon/l4«M( rtaa; ami lor ibo Mino rcoton Ibeqneallan may I 
petlup<iim be tried by an ariiou al law; and if li lurna out lobe Ibecam. I 

I 'ban be bound toglroip) own opinion Tbaloplnloa I nprma no furilwr 
now ihu to uy ibai, alier bating read Ibe wort. I raiiiHM granl Ibe lii* 
Janctlofl am II you abow me lhat you can nialoUIn an aeilon for ll. If )oii 
•eneoi miotalii ae acHon. ibere l» 00 prrienro for graniiiig au Injuoriloa ; 

If you fbould Mol If able lo Iry Ihe queallon al law w Ub Ibo defenduni, I 
raoDol berbarpeU «*l.b iiiipropi lei) If | ibeii |iVta my own opluicui upon It. 

II Ulma ihai Ibts tnodeofaewllng wlib ibe woik. If ll bcrakulalail lopro- 
UiKe mtirliletoua enbcia. ppfoa a dear for IU dtaaemlnallon , bal Ibe duly 
•f Moppl^ Ibe work doeanol belong lo a rourl of eqully, w bich baa oocrl- 
niinal un.illrlluu, and rannol putil^bor check Ibe ofreoco. If ibe fharacitr 
nf Ibe work Uaneb Ibal Ihe puitllcalli.in ol ll amniiiii* lo a Icmporal offeort, 
llterr laaitoiher way of prwcvdliig.and ihepublltailon of U rbould be pm-’ 
anvlml ogulnal dlrecUy n an ofTance; bul whether Iblaur any oibor work 


^ >Tbfiher. 4 beo, arol 9 rlt!cocq,f)T»ubJcctniay faavecaoi^lhV 
I same Iu etprrssioD. I know nothing. SJuFfare as Utile. > 

The raadcr will please to bear In mlDil^^rhal few choose- 
lo ijBLoliQrt 1 ; that there Is Ao aiiustuii to a folurarwtate in 
any of the hiHiks of .Most's, nor Indeejf ta the Qhl Testa- 
nienl. ^ For a reason for this ntraordUiory omissipH be 
may conMrtt Warburton's “Divine Legation;. '^iMlIirr u- 
UsCiirtory or not. no bctlor has yet bci-n assigiHid. t have 
tlH'refore suptiosed it new lo Cain, without. I Ikipe^ any per- 
version of Holy Writ. 

W’ith regard lo the language of Lucllec, H was dlf^ull 
for me to make him talk like a rfergiman nptM Ihe same 
subject*; but I have done wbat I onnM to restrain him 
within the bounds of .splril'iol polilcii^. If he dlst'laiin.* 
having tem|gcd Eve In the 'hape of Ihe Senieni. K is only 
because the Umk of (tciiesls has not the nn-t distant allusion 
lo any thing of the kind, bul merely to Ihe Serpent iu his 
■scri'Ch^hie raiiaclly. 

AW*.— The reader will perceive that the hiiihor has jmrtly 
adopted in this jioom the notion uf Cuvier, (bat Uk yvorld 
bad lieen (lc.slro)ed several limes before the creallou oCmiati. 
This speeulatioii, derived fruiu the dilTerent strata and the 


aboaM bo teifrall wllb. II noald be very Improper for i»e <0 form or Inil- 
male an oplnlou."-Thc tajunciloo wac rolu-^ acrordloBly. 

VVe limvl not eocumbi'r our p.igci with the long .irgnmeiiU pro 
.vwl ron nliicli Ibis fjiiious jiKlgmrnl encilcil. Thr rtdib'r will pro- 
■•ably l•ea.lU'/iydwilh die follow iiig eiirACt from the Lifaurjoh..* 
«un, SDil it* last inliior't nule. 

*' Whri).~«a)a nMutcll. " pc. JubnaoB and I wrr* left by onrndyea. I read 
lobim my note* of Ibe u|dnluiuofour liidcraBruB llw queWluiu'ufilirtary 
pi^pcrl). lie illd out IU« ibcBi; aiidaeU. ‘Tbcyr bijIu! me tbinbuf )»ur 
Judpfs aoi nlib tbrtt raaiKTl niilch I UioiiM nidi lo do.' To llig«iyiuiBonl 
of one of lltriii, tbai Itierc can be no property Iu blaapbrniy or iii>iiMtn»a. be 
ait'wWed. ' TlMMiyouf ruttrn <bivp are iuIim> I B) l^t fUlo. * hen a man'a 
bothH' tall* 4 nio decay, be niu*l Iimc il.’"-nMneit. vol. II p, 3 M.-t>r. 
Juliriton’a liln-lrailun la and luixbl ha*o bti'H reluiicd upon 

hiin, forira mao *»lieeparc *0 roiien aalo feodet tto meal un« bolnome. 
or If bU hoti'e lie to decoyed at (0 Ibrraleo mlichlaf lo^.uocngeri^ ibo low 
wlUwooO>c 4 telhe rmiUBb and ahalo Ibe bouae, ulilimil uDf regard to 
pcrljf, wlifrb Itte owner Ihua abu*m. Hureocer. iob»>oo »bould bavodU- 
crlDiinatcil bnween a rtimfniti nffmeo and a tivil riKiM. ItlAipheiiiy ta 3 
ctltM: would U noi be !■ Itio tiigbrai devreo abMinl. IlMlWiere >bai)ld be* 
rifkl a^^crp'rly in a trlme. oeilul Ike low aliould be called upon lopm- 
ti'Ci tti>l n likrli U iUegi. I If Ibi- be Ifne Iu f<iac. II li raveb more to lu 
epii/lv,' aa he who applico for fbu tiimoidinttf «sitstOure of a cuari of 
w) 0 lf) ibuuhi tuive 0 right, Couti»«oiil al le--l I'hli equit) and moraU.— 
CauatR. 

The r« ader ia referm^ to Sir. Moore'v NoUccsIhr abundant evi- 
(fence of (lie |taln which Lord Pyron aufrered from the viiulenceof 
(he atracki on “C.vin.'* and ihe legal procedure above alludetl la 
There sppeartHl In ** The n<}on " for I8?8 a fraigmeiU by Mr. Cole- 
ridge. enliiU-d “ Iho WaDJcriago ofCain; '* which was, ho doubt, 
Mvgcsle.l by the perusal of this '.Myairry,'* and which every 
itaderwill ihauk tu (or hucrliug in -m .vp)>cQdii lothe plecc.^E.} 

*•(•‘1 never Inmblpil myseir with answering any arguments 
which the op^tonnils in the diviiiityuichouU brought against tho 
Articles of the Church, nor everadmitlcd theiraiithority as decisive 
ol a UilRculty : hut I used nn such occasion to say lo them, holding 
up tlie .New- Testimmi in my hand, 'Eu Mcrnni codicem! Here 
is Ihe Ihontain of truth; why do yon follow the. ktirams derived 
from it by ihi? wphKry, or pollute by the pasdoas, of man?’"— 
BUhop ft iH4un'*-Life. vol. i. p. 67.) 

* [ Here follows, hi ilic original draught— “J am prepared to be 
accused of llaulchchm. or some other hard name rnding in ism, 
which make a formldjlile figure and awful sound in the eyes and 
ears of those who wouhl be as much puzzled (0 ezplala the terms 
N\ bandied alioul, a* the liberal and pious iudiilgers in inch epi- 
Ihcis. Agaln<t such 1 can defend myself, or, if necessary, I ran at- 
tack in turn!*') 

1 (There oir nmneroui passages iUs()ersed IhronghonI (he Old 
TestainrnI, which liiiiMirt somciliing mere than an allusion to a 
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bone# of enormous and unknown aninals found bi them, 1< i 
not rontrary to the Mosaic account, but raibcr ronflrins U; I 
#$ no human bones have yet been dbro>ere<l in those »trata. { 
alihouith thuM of man) known anlnuUs are found nrar tlM* 
remains of the unknown. Tbt' assertluii ofLuciftr, that the 
pre-Adamite world was aJso |ieo(ded by rational lieiiiRS 
niueb more intelligent than man. and propurtionably power- 
ful to itte tuammolh. etr. etc.. H. of course, a poetical fic- 
tion to help him lo make out his case. 

I ought to add. that there U a " tramdogedia '* of AlQerl. 
called *' Abeifl."— 1 have neter read that, nor any other of 
the {MKtfaumous works of (be WTriler, eicept his Life. 

AareoiM, Sio*> 


DRiMATIS PEH.SONA;. 

Jfni.-AOAW. 

CAIX 

ABKL 

a^/rtU.-A>GKL or TBt LOBU. 

itcirsa. 

WMiCil.-eTE. 

AOAU. 

;iiUAa. 


CAIN; 

A VTSTERY.' 

ACT I. 

SCBNB 1. 

Th4 iJtnd vilhout Paradfst.^Time, Sunri$i. 

AiiAW. Fvr:. Cai«. Aani., Adau. Zillah, offing 
a Saotific 9 . 

Adam, God, the Eternal! Infinite! All-wise! — 
^Vho out of darkness on the deep didst make 


Ught on the waters with a word — all hall ! 

Jehovah, with rettiming light, all hail! 

Kve. God ! w ho didst name the day, and separate 
Morning from nigltt, till then divided never— 

AVIio didst divide the wave from wave, and call 
Part of tliy work the firmament— all hail! 

AM. God ! who didst call the elements Into 
Eartli — ocean— air— and lire, and w ith the day 
And niglit, and worlds wliich these illuminate, 

Or shadow*, inadcsl beings to enjoy them, 

Aod love both them and thee — all liall! all hail! 

Adah. God, the Ktemall Parent of all things! 
t\ho did.st create these best and beauteous beings. 
To l)e beloved, more than all, save thee — 

Let roe love tliee and them ; — All hail! all hail! 

Xiilah. O God! who loving, making, blessing all. 
Yet didst permit the Serpent to creep in. 

And drive my father forth from Paradise, 

Keep us from further evil : — Hail! all hail !• 

Adam. Son Cain, my Jirst-born, wherefore art thou 
silent ? 

roi«. lYhy should I speak ? 

Adam. To pray.* 

r«i«. Have >c not pray’d? 

Adam, We have, most fenenlly. 

Cakt. And loudly : 1 

Have heard you. 

Adam. So will God, I trust. 

Adc/. Amen f 

Adam. But thou, my eldest born, art silent still. 
f‘aiu;'T is better 1 sliould be so. 

Adam, Wherefore so? 

1 hove nought to ask.* 


fatare tUie.'* lo UWk, «he UI4 Xeiiaiuenl abOUAwia |n phroM* 
which Imply Uie ImmortalUy of the too), aod whlcli would be in- 
■Igniflcanl and hardly intelHgibte but uptmUiaAsuppoeitioD. *‘T1ico 
•halt ihe dust returu to the earth m irwat,aii<1 the oplrit return 
uoto God who gaTeU.'*^£'eH. ill. 7. ‘VAod many of them Uut 
deep In the dost of the earth thall awake, aome to everlasting Ufe, 
and aome lo ahame > aod Uioy that be wise ihall abinv as the brigfal- 
oe« of the firmament; and they that inm many lo rigbleoaioeu 
aa theatarafor ever and ever.” — Don. x. 2. ‘*1 know tlial my Re- 
deemer liveth. and that be shall itnd in Uic latier days opoo ibe 
earth t and though after my akin worms shall destroy luy body, yet 
ia my fteah afaall 1 see God.”WoA. xis. 2S. But there would Ixxno 
cod of citing from Ihe Ukl Test ament, to show that not 

only Ihe iotnoilalUy of the soul is hopll. d In ita divine pages, bat 
the resurrection of Um body also.— B ut. Rkv.J 
« ( Lord Byron haa thought proper to call this drama a ** myi- 
leiy t " th« name which, aa ia well known, was given In our own 
conntry, before (be Retonnatioo, lo Hiok accnic reprewmUtiuus 
of the nyaterkMia eveota of our religion, which. Indecent aod une- 
dlfylng aa they seem lo ourselvc*, were, perhaps, the principal 
means by whi^ a knowledge of those events w as conveyed to oar 
rode and onlastnwted ancestors. But, except in the topics on 
which It ia employed. Lord Byron'amyrtery has no resemblance to 
thoM which It claims as ita prf»totypei. These UM. however ab- 
surd aod indecorous in Uielr execuUou, were, at least, intended 
revereolly. The compostiion now before us la, unhappily, loo li- 
moDs for Its contrary character —Bisaor Ueski.] 

» [ The drama opem with a hymn, addrestcil by Ailam and his 
family (with the exception of Cain) to the Aluiiglity. Lord Byron 
tells ns, in his pcefaco. with some portion, we think, of that feeling, 
certainly not of English growth, which leads him to refuse to 
Sihakspeare the name of a dramatic poet, that he ‘‘ has not read 
tfilloD siQce he was twenty." From the opening lines wc arc nut 


iadbiM»«d to beUeve luui. Cain, however, Is now iot rod lg cd ,-* 
reluaiiig to ask any thing of Cod, or lo tliank him foe all which 
has ivceivcd at his hands; alleging, that the boon of eiisicncn 
whk-h b cmbillered by ItHI, and shortly to be cancclhd by deaihr 
U not worth a prayrr or a ibankagiving. After a little feeble ex- 
postuUlinn, the pious family leave him lo his gloomy Uiooshis. 
wbleh are inlerruplcd by Uie approach of Lucifer. — Uisaor Ileaea.) 

’ ».(“ Prayer," said Lord Byron, at Ophaloula, docs not coo- 
sbt in the act of kneefiag. nor in repeating cerulo worrta tn a *o- 
Icmn manner. Devotion b (he affection of (ho heart, and this I 
feel; for when 1 view the woudera of creation, I bow to the 
Jeaty of Heaven : and when 1 feci the enjoyment of life, hraJili, ami 
ba|>pioc«. I feel grateful lo God for liaving bestowed Ibcw upon 
me.*— “All thlsUwell," IsaW, “so far as It goes, hot lobe a Cbrw- 
tian you most go farther."—'* L read more of the Bible Uun you 
are aware," he said : " I have a Bible wlncli my slater gave me, 
who U an excellent woman, and 1 read It very often. ' He wvnl 
into hJ* bed-room on aayiug ibis, and hnniglit onl a pocket Bible, 
Body bound, and showed it to me."— EE.>x«»\ a GotirejsaOoaa 
irbA Lord R., p. Isa.] 

4 [‘*$11 then, »ball mss. rfeprlTad all power of cliotca. 

.Ncvrrdte (oUeaten (be mjppttcailngTwUer 
>ot »o ; bat lo Ibe godi bts forlaoc* irosl ; 

Tbelr lliouKbtaare wlA ibalr dUpeoMSloDaluit. 

VTbnl brW OMl prvlll or dcttflbt lb«i know, 

Aod real good (or (aHCkfd bllw bmiow, 

W till e\m of pliy Ibei our rrallllcs KSn ; 

More dear lo iben, thoo lo bimwit I* man.'*— lev. 

“ Though the Ddly U Inclloed," says Owen. “ by hl« own benig- 
nlly. to blei# liis creatures, yet be expects the outwani expressioot 
of devotioD from the rational part of them." This la ccriaioly what 
Juvenal means Co Inculcate i hence his earnest reoomincodaUon i»f 
a due regard to the pubHc and ceremonial part of rcHgloo— Gir- 
ruBD.] 
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Adam. >'or aught to thank for?' 

(fliit. No. 

Adam. Dost thou not live ? 
fain. Must 1 not die? 

Ere. Alas ! 

Tlie fruit of our forbidden tree begins 
To fail.* 

Adam. And we must gather it again. 

0 God! why didst tlu>u plant Uie tree of knowledge? 
fahi. And wherefore plucked ye not the tree of life? 

Ye might have then defied him. 

Adam. Oh! iny son, 

Blaspheme not : these are serpents' words. 

Cain. Whynot? 

The snake spoke fmf/i : it u'oilhe tree of knowledge; 
It tt-as the tree of life: knowledge is good, 

And life is good ; and how can botii be evil ? 

Eve. My boy! Uiuu speakest as I spoke, in sin, 
Before thy birth : let me not see renew 'd 
My niiserv in thine. I have repented. 

Let me not see my offspring fall into 
Tlie snares beyond the w alls of Paradise, 

Which e'en in Paradise destroy'd his parents. 

Content thee with what Is. Had we been so, * 

Thou now' hadst been contented. — Oh, my son ! 

Adam. Our orisons completed, let us hence, 

Each to his task of toil — not heavy, thougfT 
heedful : the earth is young, and yields kindly • 
Her fruits with little labour. 

Ere. Cain, my son, 

Behold thy father cheerful and resign'd, 

And do as he doth. 

( Eareunt Adam and E>s. 
ZiUah. Wilt thou not, my brother? 

AM. Why wilt thou wear this gloom upon thy brow, 
Which can avail thee nothing, save to rouse 
Tlie Etenial anger ? 

Adah. My beloved Cain, 

Wilt thou frown even on me ? 

Cain. iSo, Adah ! no; ^ 

1 fain would be alone a little wliile. ^ 

Abel, I ’m tick at heart ; but it will pass; v 

Precede me, brother— I will follow shortly. ’ 

And you, too, sisters, tarry not behind ; 


* [ ** Dr. Shiw. the profcttor of dlTlniiy. brrakbilMl wi(h ua. I 
took oot roy * OfftloD ua Prayar.* and read euihf of It lo ihe cooi* 
pany. Dr. Jotirwon praiied Uiti. 'Abrrnelhy.' ubl k«‘, 
only of a pbyiical effect of prayer upon ibe mind, wliicli may he 
produced many ways as well aaby payer ; for insisodb. by inadi*. 
latloa. Ogdeo goestarUier. in iruUi, we bate ibc cu«>«et uf all 
naUons for the efffeacy of prayer, whether offered op by indirK 
duals or by awniMlea: and rcTelalioii has tnh) iitU will be effec- 
lual.‘**— Bu8WKU,.pN)ksr's rrf/L,^vol ii.p- 

■ [This pawwse affords a key lo the tfwi|H:r and frarae iiiiod pf 
Cain IbroiiKhdbt the piece, lie disdaius Ihe limlUN) ciuimce 
allotlrd to him ; he has a rooted horror of death, attendnl with a 
v^ment ciirloally aa U> hl%jMliiret and lut Murbhea a wiilcu an* 
ger a^taiort hit ]>arrnU, to wbowt miscoodncl he aacnbes hh do*- 
graiietf slair. Adde*l U) this, be has an Insailable thirst for know, 
ledge beyond Ihe bopoda prcacribed lo mortality ; and iMt of. 
Ihe poem bear* a strong resemUaoce to Manfred, wtioac cothiler- 
pari, iodeed, In.lbeVnaio pohtta uf character, Cain scspiB lo be.— 
Caiiran.L*i Uaciiisa.J 


Your goi^ncss must not he hnrslily met ? 

I *Jt follow you anon. ^ 

Adah. If not, 1 will 

Return to seek you here. 

.I6ef. The pcjice of God 

Be OD your spirit, brother! 

££.ceuN( Asbi., Zillaii. and Adam 
C oin (solus). And this is 

Ufe ! — Toil ! and w herefore should 1 toil ?— because 
My father could not kee]> his place in Eden. 

What had I done in this? — I was itiiborn : 

I sought nof to be born; nor love the state. 

To which that birth has brought me. Why did he 
Yield to the serpent and the woman ? or, 

Yielding, why suRer? What was tliere in this? 

The tree .was planted, nod why not for him ? 

If not, w hy place him near it, where it grew', 

The fairest in the centre ? They have but 
One answer to all questions, 'T was hit will, 

And he is good,'* How know I Uiat? Because 
He is all-powerful, must all-good, too, follow ? 

I jndge but by the fruits— and they ore biller — 
WJiichl must feed on for a fault not mine. 
Whombave we here?— A sba|>e like to tlie angels, 

Y et of a sterner and a sadder aspect 
I Of ^uritunlessenoe: why do Iquake? ’ . 

Why should 1 fear him more tlmn other spirit^ 

W hom I sec daily wave their fiery swords 
Before the^ates round which I linger oft, 

<ln tw iiight's hour, to catch a glimpse of those >■ ' 
Gardens which are my just inheritance, 

Ere theAight closes o'er tlie inhibited walls 
And the immortnl trees whidi overtop 
Tlieclterubim defended battlements? 

If T shrink not from thesfi, the fire-arm'd ungelsi 
Why diouid I quail from him who now a|>proaclies ? 
Yet he seems mightier far than tlicin, nor less c- .■ 
Beduteous. and yet not all as beautiful » 

As he liatl) been, and might be : sorrow seems ^ ^ 
Haif^of his immortality.^ And is it 
.So?«nd can aught grieve save humanity? .. 

He Cometh. 

Enter Li'CU-br.* * 

Lucifer. Mortal I ,. ' 4 


) drticription of the eppruich oC Lneifer ^uuM hare 

ahoDC lo Uic '^^PtradlM Lo«t.’' There b aomctliin? ApMiaollf 0n|* 
lo ih|| conetpiioo pf liie tenor of praeuiimeol of eoiniog evil.— 
JlfrSRT.] 

■ <JOf Lutifer. sa drawn by I<ord Byron, wethaolutcly kMW,IU> 
l.rvC: 4nd,dii tlie aonlrery, the inipreuton nhlcti we,|oaetveW 
I blm b, hooi ill* firn iniriMliielloQ. niuat favuurff>le«' tie fa bvt 
; only riMhwii with «Htt»el>eeuly. Ihe «*t«lom. tndtheuBeoiiiinrra. 
Idodarin^ whieh Milton has euignrd him. ^ « Inch luay rmaotw^ 
aldy.be .nippoei'it lo belong to a aplrlt of ib^fuHinl a naiurr. InM 
repr^enled u unhappy without i crime, aod as pitying imr 
'tithiaiiptnrw. Evrn livfnre be appears, weare prcparcfi (.»> far« 
the iKMTl hMliail skill to |MTi>-vre m) to «yiapatln«r mth any iprH* 
toal lieing who U '•pp^wed In die govemuient of Jetiovali. TIwcoih* 

I WMlions, .the eihlMlhios wlych cfiwic. are all coorkiclve lo Ihr 
\ tame eoncliitlon^ that whatever U b rrff. and H»al. bad the De*U 
I hoeii the Creator, he . wuiild have made lib crealarcs h^ipllr. ^ 
r AliOTr Alj. bit arguMUtawnd limoujlliut* are allow ad D) paia ufK 
^ cuntr^ktcik vr •'ii^oiMwcrcd oalf; by overboarlng Corea, aod pii. 


Dia ^.tAi av- Goc^Ie 




CYuavs wauKS. 


Cain. ^ Spirit, who art 

Lucifer. Master of spirits. 

And being so, const tlMMi 
l.eave them, and walk with dust? 

Liirifer. 1 know tite thoughts 

ordiist, and feel for it, and with you. 

Cain. How I 

You know my thoughts? 

Lneifer. 'ilioy are the Uioiights of all 

AVorUiy of thought ;~’t is \our itmourtoi part 
Which speaks w ithin you. 

fain. What immortal part? 

'Hiis has not been revrai'd : tl>c tree of life 
Was w ithljeld from us by my Jallier's foUy, 

Wlule tlut of knowledge, by my mother's liaste, ^ 
Was pluck'd loo soon; and eii the Iriut is death ! 
Lucifer. They liave deceived tbee; thou shall live. 
Cain. I Jive^ 

Ihit live to die : and, living, sec nothing 
To make death hateful, save mi innate clinging, 

.A loathsome, and yet ail invincible 1 

Instinct of life, w Inch I abbor, as t 
Despise myself, yet cannot oiercmne — 

And 50 I live. Would 1 had iiever lived! 

Lucifer. Tlioulivest, and must liveforever: think not 
The earth, which is thine outiWard roiering, is ' 
Kxislewce — it will cease, and thou wilt be 
^0 less than thou art now. 

('oin. ^io /ess/ and why 

ISoinore? 


Lucifer. It may be thou shalt be as we. 

Cain. And ye? 

Lveifrr. Are everlasting. 

Cain. Arc ye happy? 

Lucifer. We are mighty. 

ffliM. Are ye happy? 

I.urifer. No : art thou ? 

Cflin. Uow should 1 be, 50? 1xx>k on me! 

Lucifer. Poor day ! 

And thou prete ndest to be w re tcited ! Thou ! 

Cain. I am : — and thou, with all thy might, what 
art thou? 

Luc^er, One wiio aspired to be what made thee, and 
WouM not have mad^iico what thou art. 

Cain. Ah! 

Tlmu look’st almost a god ; and— ^ 

Lucifer. I am none: 

And having fail'd to be one, would hotiought 
Stive what 1 am. 1^ conquer'd; let him reign! 
ffliH. Who? 

Lucifer. Thy sire's Maker, and the earth*5. 
.Cai>». And lieaven's, 

Aud all that in themis. So I have heard 
His seraphs sing; 'and so my father saith. 

i.ucifer. fhev Siiy — what they must sing and say. 
Of being that which 1 am— and thou art— [on pain 

Of spirit! and of men. 

Cain,. And what is that? 

Lurifrr. !^uls w ho dare use their imiuprtality— * 
Souls w ho dare look the Oinni() 0 tent tyrant in 




iiiihmrsl inflicted not oa Umvif bnl un lih du^ir. Tlnr U Uk^ j The impietjr ei>irge.iblc on thit Mrfery uiaintjr lo iMs — 

inlenUonlrw«|>|Mrn)t. cor ihepoUoii Iru «ubll/ bi*C4u*e the Up- • Uivilht* [mrixiaob^ wid lintiiiioiubla^pbnuln put irdotbemonili 
gu«nreiiH)1oTetlUnut indecori>n»|«iMi Ute accuser o( UieAtndfU>tr 1 ot tucifcratMj Cain are left imrefotnf, m> that tli<7 appear lnrro> 


s A«l deacend to nbaltirr or acurr^ua mvcCtt^. Thdl tlie 
momtrrHta creed Uiiu Inculcilcd ia really the crrH of Loni Oyrun 
Uruap; we, certainly, haveaomc diileuliy in t>r!h!th»g. A« little 
arc m inclined lo aMert that thU frUtlitfut of Delin l« 

Witeiklad ua a covert rreomnendatioo ol iliat fnrUieftia|i;e lu which 
the aceptfciim of modem phtkMipbera 1ta« Aunietimcv conducted 
thoa. We are witling to uq^ineKlhat be has after all, no flirllicr 
slew that Uie tanbtiic alory nf eapIkirUng a parathaably ; of^bow- 
Iq 5 Ilia powers of antuneni and peatry at Uite<|>cnae of all die rt- 
UStottS ami natural feelings of the world, and of aiiCfrUtnlDe how. 
nsmi «Ull>e (or^pTni him by l)»e unwmricd devotion gf h4wid> 
mtfOBi. Bat wocjnnul. wtih soine '&C dor cunlriii|'orarirt, 4 lve 
hiu^l^crrdU of " nritinscooimieptkHisry.'' W*e rc«|ieet liia.-on- 
doral^iii!; too blgbiy to apprehtod ihst hobiicMud a benefit to 
mankind in dniag hU beai lo inakeiheni'3bcontcnliA— Ui$Oop 
llKwa. 

Mlftm. With tme bot .ind festiog, pnt no metaphyaicotaiu Sa- 
tanhfgjouth. ' There h no qoerulmisat^, on snc^inj doubu, no 
ptHlyrea.«aiiluxin *'The Arcliangelbllen.’* It ltafiCe,btiiT)t,*nl*> 
duracieriilie deliance, that reigns ihrcMighoat, audanhdMes 


dDce^f(»r (Ingrown take, aud Ibe design of the wnierteetns bi ler« 
mtoaleln them. There U no attempt luade to prevent tbarleaviiiit 
Urn ftlrnogeii |iossible imprewion on the reader's mind. On the 
Coolrary. the argumcitU. if sncIi they can be calleil, levelled against 
ihc wisdom and g»odii«M of Uie Creator are put forth Witti the tit— 
ninst iiigonupy. Aruf it has been Uic nohie poet's coileartfiir to 
(i^lliaieas tnncli posMbte the characters of llw Evil S^ilrlt and of 
IbeSrvt Uunlerrr; the former of whom is ma<lc an elegant, pocli- 
^1. philuMiphical acnttmentalist. a sort of Manfml,— die Isuer su 
j ^luraQl, pniiHl, and aelf-wiilnl boy. Lucifer, too, h reprewicctl 
ns deiiyhig all share in the trinptaUon of Rre. wtilch he throws 
upon the Serpr.iit ‘ in bis serpt-ntiue capably;* the author plead* 
ipg, Uialhedoesao, only because the book of Gioeab bat not the 
iDost divhiiaallDtioo to any thing of the kind, and that k reference 
to (he :Vew Trsiamrnt wonld be an aoachronisai.— KcL. fUv. 

fudfernowratTrson the singe; and if we allow tlulhels a dlf- 
frfiwtl anAhireriur personage to thil SAtan of Mlton, U ft a coheet- 
t|bii wlHch^ we CfeVe no doiib'. woifid be maile at reaillly by the 
auihhr as hf mirsHves. Ttm .'uun of *’ Paradise Lost" has sUii a 
ibtoT'b hearm ; hts pi«*)oa.s MW high and hANiic,*kn(l hit motinn 


t vjbt and solcmu Tliutc of Uml Brroii's lOMdigiiiflcil 

'■ml snore abiT|t, but charged as intensely wiih firroe and biUer 
•tpleen. Ihb uno ieems iwit unwdKliy lo Tunlit the aoliUidet of 
'Utten : tbt other apt>ears tu hire no little knowledge of the world, 
and to lie most at home in the busy walks of man- -rmrtifi i 'tf 


liit^ chanber ; Uie ^»l rU U lUU of orlesUtI Urih i aial .ill the aetf i 
oOds s(ioedi and ael k utterly nruiraliaed, by (hr IvgMlIsiMlnyor 
itiau> fetUnff say syni{kathy with H. Ifee Halaii of MlThm U^no 
balf>humaa devil, vdlh enough of earth ehont him to ty}d^ the 
ttuHgnant sc«|itic. a|d efiongii of heaven tothniwo dNahi^ 
timlly uQ Ins very maligiuty. The Lucifer of Dyrim U ndihrr a‘| )i40.] 

Mhl«v5cud. nor yela viiUiO'licml'-dicduevnolhing.amlhoseems.i t[m this Ion.; dUtogiie.lho^bunptcricllt Cain (who k ;^os fur 
fiMhlug-^tbcroh no porlryblhrrof brnractoror ■l«»uA|'il'^n alamt 1 nppioteil to he iaooratii ol Um fort that the V)tU U inwiorlal, atnl 
hhn— 'bj.'lA ApQwr.tttOalrtJig, UUtnq-dtvil-«inos( wmu-hedpiota.,: that «*toub who dw^ uso their Initnorlkl ly" 4Cf coiid#WMHj by 
l-hybaUu. wwbonl wilroongb 'o taw: him even fromllu'danuii- i'Oudtoht wracked cvcrlastluSly. • This »eu!lii»cul, wWcMs lUa 
tibi of cnUcisni— tM speaks iiMlher poetry nor cumni'iu Maw!., ’ 


ibxBiae A(in>nas w<fUl>I have floggrd Ipm mure tor his bad I _ 
tliiri Ms unbHief'-atid 51 . PnotUu WodW liovakangilif him py (Ito: 
note'll the purbliml fiend etoA'dwilA!.,-^i.ickvfotlii. 


* ** Tbort U nttblap egtlM Ac laimafUiKT at ihc'mfln,' i^n * itisi I 
broUcct. oajMktlilnlons • tnon. tkc atwlrvMbMl iba 

■fif^mdhttrV^aiusrM l^,Vcuntl»g lo ibetr cfeararion."- a. 
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His>ver)asting face, and tell him that 
Ills e\il is'not ! .Jf lie has made, 

A&he saith — which Ihiiow not, nor believe— 

But, if be made ns — he cannot unmake : 

We are immortal !— nay, he 'd /»nre us so, 

That he may tortore r — let him ! ile is great— 

But, In his greatness, is no hapinef than 
We in our conHict! Goodness would not make 
Kvil; and what else hath he made? But let him 
Sit on his vast and solitary throne, 

Creating worlds, to make eternity 
I.^ss burthensoiiie to his immense existence 
And unpartidpated solitude; 

Let him crowd orb on orb : he is a lone, 

Indefinite, indissoluble tyrant; * 

Could he hut crush himself, *t were tiie best boon 
He ever granted ; but let him reign on, 

And multiply himself in misery ! 

Spirits and Meii, at-lekst we sympdtlilsc— 

Ami, suffering in concert, pinke our pangs 
Innumerable, more endurable, 

By'the unbounded sympathy of all 

With all! But He! so weetched In his height, 

So restless in his wretchedness, must still 
Create, and re-create—* [have swum 

( aiti. Thou s|H*ak’st to me of things w hich: long 
In visions Ihrouglrniv tlionght : I nevdr could* . 
Reconcile what I saw with what I l)card. 

My fntlier and mv mother talk to me • 

Of serpents, and of fruUs and trees : I see 
Tlie gates of what they call their t^radise 
Guarded by fiery-jworded cherubim, 

hich shut them out, and me : I feel tlie weight 
Of daily toil, and constant thought : 1 look 
Around a world where I !?eem nothing, w ith 
Thoughts w hich arise within me, as if they 
Could niaster nil things— Ixit I thougl^t alone 
This niiseni' was mi»ie.— My father is 
TamM down’; my inotlier iius forgot the mind 
Which made her thirst for knowledge at the risk* 

|H-rvadlaKmw(i/ (U w« may call it o) nf tlic pUy,iadeT«-lo{>ei] io 
the liaiw wlUcb Ml^.^lUiiri.] 

< I Tbe poet rtaei to tho In inaktnft Litcifer tint iiw(ijjr 

TjIh with llie konw|p(l|r ofbKlmmortiUily^a pprti>>lf' n( Iniih 
wliirh liaih Uie efficacy of fal^rlmnd opon the Tfrtin) : fijr (^atn, 
(erlins himartf aircailjr unliappy, ktMnvms lli^t bU hsins be 

abrMscfi.tMsUirlewHnilMctodnire loltcasUirifcr, 

Tbe wbple of ihU uprech It tniiy mIibIc ; « darfn( jind dtp^ful 
de*criptio{] giten by 'eveiiasUmt despair of iHe Ddijrl— O altJ 

* 1 Ifl MS.-*‘Crwt#. re<mtr~ptrlupa^'U OMke ^ 

One a ,s«i'bmo b*; 

Cm )M » twber-andinwiodoib. ^ 

' ' ^ Man iM t (belSoo iHU baa t*rrtlf«l*^ 

* [ Mt. -** Raft MifipSan tbea w I an ; bet <l|Urii 

Tba aaii>eA|btfa*rafDSt)iBlM4, ^ befiN. '1 

* [ ^ta^roe o( life wat JoubtieMa^nut^ riil tree, prododag ma- 

■oriaf fhdr,.proii«r at wteh for ibr nuiirttbrnrut of the Inxly t hot 
WMjt ^ lobe partaken ofva Ayini<ulVsiOr.in»ea\ 

o(il^cele»i.iarp*|iMi4e whkb ugfwbbealbeagal to luuBoctAly ? 

* CdidlfeTevi^cr, wc tt^Bere rt»e late Roberi Hall, aay^ 
(liiAp jeoTtaeait'a more Unbiiou^flibbood. tl^in 
ciai^r,! (n iMk WVrdf^onId*bD( bSi^edWl into the yo0||fiH 

mind by tbe Autlior of Evil. Inooboicv U uof tbe cante of carlo- 


Of an eternal curse; my brother is 
A watching shepherd boy; who offers up 
The Grstlings of the Hock to him who bids 
Tlie earth yield nothing to us with<mt sw'eat; 

My sister Zillah sings an earliej* hymn 
Than the birds' matins; and my Adah, my 
Own and beloved, she, too, understands not 
The mind which overwhelms me : never till 
Now* met I auglu to synipathiM; with me. 

’T is well — I rather w ould consort w illi spirits. 

f.iirt/rr.And,hadst thou notheen fitby thineownsoul 
For such coin|>anroiiship, I would not now* 

Have stood before dice as I am : a serpent 
Had been enough tp pltarm ye, as before.* 

Cain. All ! didst thou tempt my mother ? 

Lurifer. I tempt none, 

,Save with the troth j was not llie tree, the tree 
Of know^lge? and was not the tree of life 
Still fitiitful ? t Did f bid her pluck them not ? 

Did / plant things prohibited within 
The reach of beings innocent, and curious 
By their own innocence ? • I would have made ye 
Gods ; and even He who thrust ye forth, so ihrn.st fe 
Because should not eat tlie fruits of life, 

** And become gods as we.”. Were those his woitk ? 
fani. They wer^ as 1 have heard from tlvose wt}o. 
heard them. 

In thunder. 

Lucifer. Then wIh) was the demon? He 
NV'ho w ould not let ye live, or he who would 
Have made yc live for ever in Uie joy 
And |K>\ver of know ledge 7 
Cain. Would they bad snatcli’d bodi 

The fruits, or neither! • 

iuciffr. One is yours already^ 

The other may be still. '* ' 

fniM. How so? 

Ijirifer, B\ being ' ^ 

You^schTs, fn your resistance.* Notliin^Can 
Quench the iniud, if the mind will be itsdf ^ 

' i ‘ _ _ 

• Ji^ *0 

I »Uy, tral has in every AiRe of «i)ciely,.b«rti Ui vicUra.^ Curkwily 

I hat niined freaier imihhm fhatiaay oUiAT |a<4wa».a(Mj IS, iniU 

iuclpfaat acUags, it is the ipo«i Uinaprons loe of' hitficeii^. m, 
whrQ it becum<*e » pa<i«ion,'lt is opiy hnl by gdiK. IstMoak 
itiaeed,-4s aoof, vrli« i^irr li» cuacdvad the «o. this 

(liwna, i«made, like tlw Paustof Goeihi', (obeibc victfni ofegUd- 
. sity; rad a hat' mofol mijht have ticN'ii deUtienl (rtmi It.’*— |>r. 

Jolioaun, un Ihr conlriry.^yai/* AaeOrrouskiHJ rioted migilio, 

j by oolhtng tnnrc cerllialy thaii by aae^iieut da^b^ 

I of cunAstty,^ tblo^i'lMi it, perlaiu. ngaiarly^-kliirfM^ii 
proporthio « thf puntr* of ili« i»iuid are «isyaieil apd crH^ipc-d. . ^ 
I cAriuiUy Is die IbirsI uf ihc mhiI t ft Infljmr* i;iti tiiniirijti ii«. aod 
I iiiSLa IIS twtf every Ibnis wUli joy, however otherwise lukipid, by 
j Which U may be fiiiepdicd. B.]i' 

* [GHio l a d e scribed as itoagialn^ that unee eating^ (he tree of 
lUt wottld lifve ounlBiTcit iiiMuortiLiy ; *' u uald,' he ricWais. 
'‘UK’f ln<l tkatobed UithHhe frii.ls^r u$jilirr.r' Hitrc hiaut 
(he s Uhtesi gfpnnd for .wich a i4J|i|wiettlon i ibe (red4f llfb ww 
aroalH; the trressif which A'liai “ niiAhteatlrrdy.'* aod of whadi 
tie had mo^t pruhaUy fr<<,piefliiy eaten. Thiapri v|li|e wa> daMnl 
<n a conantuence of ita ; #» ka'iwa view is auiie au lOdceHou tu 
adoim^i tu iht iioramciilt, or m dasKVaM vi^ rradcra 
, tMPliicIfedhiilplf nol tfralrucihre,^ ibdvonitmjmratit.— iUs- 
I’arsg.J 
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And centre of surrounding things^*! is made 
To sway. 

• Calii. But didst thou tempt my parents? 

Lucifer. I ? 

Poor ciayl what should 1 tempt them for, or how? 
TfllM. They say the serpent was a spirit. 

Lucifer. Who 

Saith that ? It is not wTilten fo on high : 

The proud One will not so far falsify, 

Tliongh man’s vast fears and little vanity 
Would make him cast upon the spiritual nature 
His own low failing. The snake was the snake — 

7so more ; and yet not less than those he tempted, 

In nature being earth also — more in tmdom. 

Since he could overcome them, and foreknew 
The knowledge fatal to their narrow joys. 

Think'st thou I 'd take the shape of tilings that die? 
rain. But the thing had a demon ? « | 

Lucifer. He but woke one i 

In those he spake to w ith his forky tongue. | 

I tell thee that the serpent was no more ^ I 

Than a mere serpent : ask the cherubim I 

Who guard the tempting tree. When thousand ages 
Have roll’d o’er your dead ashes, and your seed’s, j 
The seed of the then world may thus array 
Tbeir earliest fault in fable, and attribute 
To me a shape I scorn, ns I scorn all 
That bows to him, who made things but to bend 
Before his sullen, sole eternity*, 

But u*e, who see the truth, must speak it. Thy 
Fond parents listen’d to a creeping thing. 

And fell. For what should spirits tempt them? What < 
Was there to envy in the narrow boiinds| 

Of Paradise, that spirits who pervade 
Spape^but I speak to thee of what thou know’st not. 
With all thy tree of knowledge. 

Tatu. But thou canst not 

Speak aught of knowledge w hich I would not know ; 
And do not thirst to know, and bear a mind I 

To know. 

Ludf&. And heart to look on ? * 

CaiM. * Be it proved: 

Lucifer. Darest thou to look on Death ? 

' Cain. He has not yet 

Been seen. ^ 

Lucifer. But must be undergone. 

Cain. Myfaliicr 

Says be is spmething dreadful, and my mother 
We^.s w heu he ’s named ; ond Abel lifts his 6)*es 
To heaven, and Ziilah casts hers to th^ earth, 

And sighs a prayer; and Adah looks on me, ! 

And speaks not. i 

Lucifer. And ihou? « 

Cain. Tlioughts uospeAabie 

Crowd in my breast to burning, when 1 hear j 

• [Unuy.ippeJr a vsrrprouk.baiUbcerulDlfavrn'obvkmi 
crlUclM on Uww Out Uio family u( maukiud bad. ^ 

loRi; cre lids. )»ea UmiiUr w ith (be dtalii of aaimnb-^iOine 

or wtaMu Abel wai in tiM habU uf uncr.dg np atsttiibvrvt Oul 
It It not (lalte oonCeivjidis lhaf they MioiiU Ih- to ffincli al a to 
ctmleclurc wliat Death was.— Jerrau.] 


Of this almighty De^^ ta, H 

Ineviuble. Could I vnreaUe w^th hio? 

I wrestled with tlieliob, When d J>oy, 

In play, till he ran roaring froij my gripe. 

Lucifer. It has no s|^ ; Imt ♦ill absorb all tilings 
That bear the form of earth«bom1ieing. 

fnlM. ' Ah! 

I tliougbt It was a being: who could do 
Such evil things to beings save a being ? 

Lucifer. Ask Uie Destroyer. 
fain. Who? 

Lucifer. The Maker— call him 

Which namothoti wilt : he makes but to destroy. 

fain . I knew not that, yet thought it, since I heard 
Of death : although I know not what it is, 

Yet it seems horrible. I have look’d out 
In the vast desolate night in search of him ; 

And when I saw gigantic shadows in 
The umbrage of the walls of F.dcn, diequer’d 
By the far-flashing of the Clierubs’ swords, 

1 watch’d for wiiat 1 thought his coming ; ■ for 
With fear rose longing in my heart to know 
What ’t was which shook us all— but nothing came. 
And then I turn’d my weary eyes from off 
Our native and forbidden Paradise, 

Up to the lights above us, in the azure, 

Whicli'are so beautiful : shall they, too, die? 

Lucifer. Perhaps — but long outlive both thine and 
thee. • 

Cahi. I ’m glad of that : I w’ould not have them die — 
They arc so lovely. What is death ? I fear^ 

I feci, it is a dreadful thing ; but wjiat, 

1 cannot compass : *t is denounced against us. 

Both them who sinn'd and simi’d not, as an ill— 

What ill ? 

Lucifer. To be resolved into the earth. 

Coin. But shall I know it? 

Lucifer. As I know not death, 

I cannot answer. ^ ' 

Caiii. Were I quiet earth. 

That were no.'evil : would I ne’er had been 
Aught else but dust! 

Lucifer. That is a grovehng wish. 

Less than tliy father's, for he v» ish*d to know. 

r<tin. But not to live, or wherefore pluck'd be not 
Tlie life- tree? 

Lucifer. He was hinder’d. 

Cain. Deadly error! 

Not to snatch Grst that fruit : but erC he pluck'd 
'rhoknovviedge, he was ignorant of denlli. 

Alas! 1 sc.irccly now know what it is. 

And yet 1 fear it— fear I know not what ! fsee 

Lucifer. And I<.w ho know all things, fear nothing ; 
What is true knowledge* 

CaiN. Wilt Uiou teach me all ? 



■ (Uo«l of Lurd Byron'i K{)lcrii psainst ‘*My Gran>lmoitioi'b.ltr- 
titfw, the Brttlib.** may bo traepil luji* crlUqoeoii Cabr.v^ g. 
t*>Vebar« Ward it Ibata sicat dept of pn'meditaictt 

nilaoHtr U touched ihejkptuftdnirrapima^ pot mUttlir 
mottlhl of Caio and tfU may or iu.iy md be i JkU cod- 

chulon t we have no Hshl to uy that L'>rd Ityron adofils the apo- 


DkiM hy.fco«gtc 


iMcifer. Ajy upon one condition. 

Com. Name it. 

Lucifer. That 

Thou dost fall down and worship roe — thy Lord. 

fain. Thou art not the Lord my father worships. 

Lucifer. No. 

CaiM. His equal ? 

Lucifer. No ! — I have nought in common with him ! 
Nor would : t would be aught above— -beneath — 
Aught save a sharer or n servant of 
His power. I dwell apart; but 1 am great ; — 

Many there are who worship me^ and more. 

Who shalh^M thou amongst the first. 

Cain. 1 never 

As yet have bow'd unto my father's God, 

Although my brother Abel oft implores 
That I would join with him in sacrifice 
Why should I bow to thee ? 

iMcifer. Hast thou ne'er bow'd 

To him ? 

Cain. Have I not said it ? — need I say it? 

Could not thy mi^ty knowledge teach thee that? 

Lucifer. He who bows not to him has bow'd to me ! 

Catn. But 1 will bend to neither. 

Lucifer. Ne’er the less, 

Thou art my worshipper : not worshipping 
Biro makes tlKe mine the same. 

Cain. And what is that? 

Lucifer. Thou 'It know here— ^nd hereafter. 

Cain. Let roe but 

Be taught the mystery of my being. 

Lucifer. Follow 

"Where I will lead thee. 

Cain. But I must retire 

To till the earth— for I had promised— 

Lucifer. What ? 

Cain. To cull some first-fruits. 

Lucifer. Why ? 

Coin. To offer up 

With Abel on an altar. 

Lucifer. Saidst thou not 

Tliou ne'er hadst bent to him who made thee ? 

Cain. Yes— 

But Abel’s earnest prayer has wrou^t upon me ; 

Tbe offering Is more bis than mine — and Adah— 

Lucifer. Why dost thou hesiute ? 

Coin. She is my sister, 

Bom on the same day, of the same womb ; and 
She wrung from me, with tears, this promise; and 
Rather than see her weep, I would, raetbinks, 

Bear all — and worship aught. 

Lucifer. Then follow me f 

Cam. I will. • 

Enter Adah. 

AdaK My brother, I have come for thee ; 

It is our hour of rest and joy — and we * 


Have less without thee. Thou hast labour'd not 
This morn; but I have done thy task : the fruits 
Are ripe, fnd glowing as the light which ripens ; 
Come away. 

Cain. See’st thou not ? 

Adah. I see an angel; 

We have seen many : will he sliare our hour 
Of rest ?— he is welcome. 

Cain. But he is not like 

The angels we have seen. 

Adah. Are there, then, others ? 

But be is welcome, as they were : they deign’d 
To be our guests— will he.> 

Cain (to Lucifer). . Wilt thou ? 

Lucifer.. I ask 

Thee to be mine. 

Cain. 1 must away with him. 

Adah. And leave us? 

Cain, Ay. 

Adah. And me? 

rain. Beloved Adah! 

Adah. Let me go with thee. 

Lucifer. No, she roust not. 

Adah. Who 

Art thou that steppest between heart and heart ? 

Cain. He is a god. 

Adah. How know'st thou ? 

Cain. He Speaks like 

A god. 

Adah. So did the serpent, and it lied. 

J.wi[er. Thou errest, Adah !— was not the tree th.nt 
or knowledge f 

Adah. Ay— to'our eternal sorrow. 

lucifer. And yet that grief is knowledge— so he 
lied not : 

And if he did betray yon, ’t was with truth: 

And truth in its own essence cannot be 
But good. 

Adah. But all we know of it has gather’d 
Evil on ill ; eipulsion from our home, 

And dread, and toil, and sweat, and heaviness; 
Hemorse of that which was— and hope of that 
Which cometh not. Cain ! walk not with this spirit. 
Bear with what we have borne, and love me — I 
Love thee. 

Lucifn. More than thy mother, and thy sire L 

Adah. Ido. Is that a sin, too? 

lucifer. No, not yet ; 

It one day will be in your children. 

Adah. What! 

Must not my daughter love her brother Enoch? 
Lucifer. Not as thou lovest Cain. 

Adah. Oh, niy God 1 

Shall they not love and bring foiTh things that love 
Out of their love ? have they not drawn their milk 
Out of this bosom ? was not he, their fatlier. 


kmin of coin, or Ibo dlalccUc ofthe Dovll t all Ibil can be Uri, 
aa(A on (hla aol^oct ia— Ibat ft haa been a part of the pocl’a ptan to 
throe aa moeb tnsoautljr info the argumenta, both of Cain and hfa 
Uenlor, u It waa conipelenl to hla Lordahlp to fiirmdi t aotl Uiat 


be baa left tbeae afgtinunla-ellboiit refoUlfon or anawer-lo 
produce tbclr uorealrfcted inflneure on the leader."] 

• [The fint tutcrvlaw of Lucifer .ith Cato is full ofiubllintty.— 

JarraiL] 
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Born of the same sole womb, in tite same hour 
With me? did we not love each other? and 
In multiplying oiir being multiply , 

Things which will love each oilier as we love 
Them ? — And as I love tJiee, my Cain ! go not 
Fortli with this spirit; he is not of ours. 

Lucifer. Ttie sin 1 speak of is not of my making, 
And cannot be a sin in you — whate'er 
It seem in those who ^ Ul replace ye in 
Mortality.' 

AdtUi. What is the sin which is not 
Sin in itself ? Can circumstance make sin 
Or virtue?— if it doth, we are tlie slaves 
Of [higher 

Lucifer. Higher things than ye are slaves : and 
Than them or ye would be so, did they not 
Prefer an independency of torture 
To the smooth agonies of adulation, 

In hymns and harpings, and self*seeking prayers, 

To that which is omnipotent, because 
It is omnipotent, and not from love, 

But terror and self-hope. 

Adah. Omnipotence 

Must be nil goodness. 

Lucifer. Was it so in Eden? 

Adah. Fiend ! tempt roe not with beauty; thou art 
Than was Uie serpent, and as false. [fairer 

Lucifer. As true. 

Ask Eve, your mother : bears she not the knowledge 
Of good and evil ? 

Adah. 0, my mother I thou 

Hast pluck’d a fniit more fatal to thine offspring 
Than to thyself; tliou at tlie least hast pass'd 
Thy youth in paradise, in innocent 
Ami happy intercourse witli happy spirits : 

But we, thy chihlren, igm»rantof Eden, 

Are girt ahoul by demons, who assume 
Tlie words t’lf Gml, ami tempt us with our own 
DissatisUcil and curious thoughts — as thou 
Wert work'd on by the snake, in thy most flush'd 
And heedless, harmless wantouness of bliss. 

I cannot answer this immortal thing 
Whicli stands before me ; I cannot abhor him ; 

1 look upon him with a pleasing fear, 

And yet I fly not from him : in his eye 

There is a fastening attraction which 

Fixes my fluttering eyes on his; my heart 

Beats quick ; be awes me, and yet draws me near, 

Nearer and nearer Cain — Cain— save me from him ! * 

Cain. What dreads iny Adah ? This is no ill spirit. 

Adah. He is not God— nor God's : 1 have beheld 
Tl>e clierubs and tlie seraphs : he looks not 
Like them. 

('ain. But there are spirits loftier still— 


The archangels. 

Lucifer. And still loftier than the archangels. 

Adah. Ay— but not blessed. 

Lucifer. If the blessedness 

Consists in slavery— no. 

Adah. I have beard it said, 

The seraphs lore mo#<— cherubim know most— 

And this should be a cherub — since he loves not. 

Lucifer. And if the higher knowledge(|uenches love. 
What must he be you cannot love when known ? * 
Since tlie all-knowing cherubim love least, 

The seraphs' love can be but ignorance : 

That they arc not compatible, the doom 
Of thy fond parents, for their daring, proves. 

Choose betwixt love and knowledge— since there is 
No other choice : your sire hath chosen already ; 

His worship is but fear. 

Adah. ^ Oh, Cain ! choose love. 

Cain. For thee, my Adah, 1 choose not— it was 
Bom wilh me — but I love nought else. 

Adah. Our parents? 

Coin. Did they love us when they snatch'd from the 
That which hatli driven us all from Paradise ? [tree 

Adah. We were not born then — and if we had been. 
Should we not love them and our children, Cain ? 

Cain. My little Enoch! and his lisping sister! 

Could I but deem them happy. I would half 
Forget— but it can never be forgotten 
Through thrice a thousand generations! never 
Shall men love the remembrance of the man 
WIh) sow’d the seed of evil and mankind 
In the same hour ! Tliey pluck’d the tree of science 
And sin — and, not content with their own sorrow, 
Begot i»e — tfcce— and all the few* that are, 

And all the number'd and innumerable 
Multitudes, millions, myriads, which may be, 

To inherit agonies accumulated 

By ages !— and / must be sire of such things ! 

Thy beauty and thy love— my love and joy. 

The rapturous moment and the placid hour,< 

All we love in our children and each other, 

But lead them and ourselves through many years 
Of sin and pain — or few, but still of sorrow. 
Intercheck 'd with an instant of brief pleasure. 

To Death — the unknown! Methinks the tree of 
knowledge 

Hath not fuIfiH’d its promise if they sinn'd. 

At least they ought to have known all things that are 
Of knowledge— and the myster}' of death. 

What do they know ?— that they are miserable. 
What need of snakes and fruits to teacli us that? 

Adah. I am not wretched, Cain ; and if thou 
Wert happ}— 

fnin. Be thou happy, then, alone — 


• (II It laipon(bl« not to ho tlnick with the reiomblancc be- 
tween Runr of these puMges and olber* in Manfred.— B.] 

■ [ Ur. JdTrt’ir'e enlosium uo this, perbifn (he moit Shakspeeritn 
•prech io Lord Bfroo’s Irjsrdiei. scenu oohi enouab. He Mfi, 
* * Adah, tlio wife of Cain, enters, and abriiiki from the daring and 
blaaphcmoiis speech which is pauins betneen him and the Spiril. 


lirr acconni of Uic fascination which he eaerdses over lier la ina/t« 
DiHcoot.**— E.J 

^ [NS.-Wtistcan wboplaceslesetD iSBoraoce?" j 

4 [ Tliis " piaeid hour ” of Cain is, we (ear, froai a aotirce which 
It will do Lord B. Du credit to uanse,— Uic ronunce of “Faublna.'’ 
-E.) - 
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No— 


I will liave nought to do with happiness, 

Which humbles me and mine. 

Adah. Alone I could not, 

Nor trouM be happy : but with those around us 
I think I could be so, despite of death, 

Which, as I know it not, 1 dread not, though 
It seems an awful shadow — if I may 
Judge from what I have heard. 

Lueifer. And thou couldst not 

Atone, thou say'st, be happy? 

Adah. Alone! Oh, my God! 

Wlm could be happy and alone, or good? 

To me my solitude seems sin ; unless 

When I think how soon 1 shall see my brother, 

His brother, and our children, and our parents. 

Lucifer. Yet thy God is alone ; and is he happy. 
Lonely, and good? 

Adah. He is not so ; he hath 

The angels and the mortals to make happy, * 

And thus becomes so in diffusing joy? 

What else can Joy be. but the spreading joy? 

Lucifer. Ask of your sire, the exile fresh from Eden; 
Or of his first-bom son : ask your own heart ; 

It is not tranquil. 

Adah. Alas! no! and you — 

Are you of heaven ? 

Lucifer. It 1 am not, enquire 

The cause of this alNspreading happiness 
(Which you proclaim) of the all-great and good 
Maker of life and living things; it is 
His secret, and be keeps it. We must bear, 

And some of us resist, and both in vain, 

His seraphs say: but it is worth the trial. 

Since better may not be without ; there is 
A wisdom in the spirit, which directs 
To right, as in the dim blue air the eye 
Of you young mortals lights at once upon 
The star which watches, welcoming the morn. 

Adah. It is a beautiful star; 1 love it for 
Its beauty. 

Lucifer. And why not adore ? 

Adah. Our father 

Adores the Invisible only. 

Lucifer. But the symbols 

Of the Invisible are the loveliest 
Of what is visible ; and yon bright star 
Is leader of the host of heaven. 

Adah. Our father 

Saitli that he has belield the God himself 
'^Vho made him and our mother. 

Lucifer. Hast Ihou seen him? 

Adah. Yes — in his works. 

Lucifer. But in his being? 


Adah. ’ ' 

Save in my father, who is God’s own image ; 

Or in his angels, wlw are like to thee — 

And brighter, yet less beautiful and powerful*^ * 

In seeming : as the silent sunny noon, 

All light, they look u|>on us; but thou seem'’st 
Like an ethereal night, where long white clouds 
Streak the deep purple, and unnumber’d stars 
Spangle the wonderful mysterious vault 
With things that look as if they woufd be suns; 

So beautiful, unmimber’d, and endearing. 

Not dazzling, and yet drawing us to them. 

They fill my eyes with tears, and so dost thou, 

Thou seem'st unhappy : do not make us so. 

And I will weep for thee.' 

Lucifer. Alas I those tears ! 

Could’st thou but know what oceans will be shed— — 

Adah. By me? 

Lucifer. By all. 

Adah. What all? 

Lucifer. The million millions— 

The myriad myriads— the all-peopled earth — 

The unpeopled earth— and the o'er-peopled Hell, 

Of whicli thy bosom is the germ. 

Adah. 0 Cain! 

This spirit curseth us. / 

Tam. Let him say on; 

Him will I follow. 

Adah. Whither? 

Lucifer. To a place 

Whence he shall come back to thee in an hour ! 

But in that hour see things of many days. 

vidah. Howcan that be? 

Lucifer. Did not your Maker make 

Out of old worlds this new one in few days? 

And cannot I, w ho aided in this work, 

Show in an hour what be hath made in many, 

Or hath destroy’d in few ? 

Cain. Lead on. 

Adah. Will he, 

In sooth, return within an hour? 

Lucifer. He shall. 

With us acts are exempt from time, and w e 
Can crowd eternity into an hour, 

Or stretch an hour into eternity : 

We breathe not by a mortal measurement — 

But that ’s a mystery. Cain, come on with me. 

Adah. Will he return? 

Lucifer. Ay, woman! he alone 

Of mortals from that place (the first and last 
Who shall return, save One,) shall come back to thee. 
To make that silent and expectant world 
As populous as this : at present there 


' [In the drawing ot Clin himseir, there U much vigoroui ei- 
prewlOQ. It »eem«, however, at if. in Ibe elTort to give to Lucifer 
Ibal ** spiritual poUlenca** which ibepoet profe^ to bare in 
view, be has reduced iiim rather below the standard of diabolic 
dignitf, which was neoeaaarjr to his dramatic interest. He has 
Mcarceljf’ **given the devil bb due.** We Ihonghl Lord Bfron 
knew better. Miltoa'a Satan, with bis faded majealr, and biasicd 


but not obilteralel glory, liolds us suspended between (error and 
amarenirnt, with sotttcihing like awe of bis apirltnal eaaeuce and 
lost estate ; bat Lord Byron has Introdnccd him lo ua as elegant. 
pensiTc, and beautiful, with an air of sadoeas and sofTering that 
ranks him with (he oppmwed, and betpeaki uurpity. That, in 
this dialogue with Adah, he cornea forth lo onr view so qualified 
as lo engage our iqrnipalliiea.— But. Ciit.} 
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Are few lnluJ>itants. 

Adah. Where dwellest tliou? 

Lacifcr. Throughout all space. Where should 1 
dwelt? Where are 

Thy God or Gods— there am I : all things arc 
Divided with me : life and death^and time— 
Eternity— and heaven and eartli — and that 
Which is not heaven not earth, but peopled with 
Those who once peopled or shall people boUi— 

Tliese are my realms ! So that I do divide 
HiSf and possess a kingdom which is not 
His. If 1 were not that which I have said. 

Could I stand here? His angels are within 
Your vision. 

Adah. So they were when the fair serpent 
Spoke with our mother Qrst. 

Lucifer. Cain ! thou hast heard. 

If thou dost long for knowledge, I can satiate 
That thirst ; nor ask thee to partake of ftnits 
Which shall deprive thee of a single good 
The conqueror has left thee. Follow me. 

Cain. Spirit, 1 have said it. 

[ Exeunt Lccirra and Cai5. 
Adah {foUovSt exclaiming). Cain! my brother! 
Cain! ' 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

The Aby$t of Space. ^ 

Cain. 1 tread on air, and sink not; yet 1 fear 
To sink. 

Lucifer. Have faith in roe, and thou shalt be 
Borne on the air, of which 1 am the prince. 

Cain. Can I do so without impiety? 

Lucifer. Believe— and sink not t doubt— and perish ! 
Would run the edict of the oUier God, [thus 

Who names me demon to his angels; they 
Echo the sound to miserable things, 

Which, knowing noughtbeyond their shallow senses. 
Worship the word which strikes tlieir ear, and deem 
Evil or good what is proclaim'd to them 
In their abascuient. I will have none such : 
Worship or worship not, thou shalt behold 
The worlds beyond thy little world, nor be 
Amerced for doubts beyond thy little life. 

With torture of my dooming. There w ill come 
An hour, when, toss’d upon some water-drops, * 

A man shall say to a man, “Believe in me, 


And walk the waters;” and the mao shall walk 
The billows and be safe. / will not say, 

Believe in me, as a conditional creed 
To save thee ; but fly with me o’er the gulf 
Of space an equal flight, and I will diow 
What thou darest not deny,— the history 
Of past, and present, and of future worlds. 

Cain. O god, or demon, or wbate'er thou arU 
Is yon our earth ? 

Lucifer. Dost thou not recognise 
The dust which form’d your father? 

Cain. Can it be? 

Yon small blue circle, swingrog in fhretlker. 

With an inferior circlet near it still, 

Which looks like that which lit our earthly night? 

Is tills our Paradise? Where are its walls, 

And they who guard them? 

Lucifer. Point me out the site 

Of.Paradiscw 

Cain. How should I ? As we move 
Like sunbeams onward, it grows small and smaller. 
And as it waxes little, and then less, 

Gathers a halo round it, like the light 
Which shone the roundest of the stars, when I 
Beheld them from the skirts of Paradise : 

Metliinks they both, as we recede from them. 

Appear to join the innumerable stars 
Which arc around us ; and, as we move on, 

Increase their myriads. 

Lucifer. And if there should be 

Worlds greater than thine own, inhabited 
By greater things, and they themselves far more 
In number than tlie dust of Uiy dull earth. 

Though multiplied to animated atoms. 

All living, and all doom'd to death, and wretched, 
What wouldst thou think ? 

Cain. 1 should be proud -of thought 

Which knew such things. 

Lucifer. But if tliat high thought were 

Link’d to a servile mass of matter, and, 

Knowing such things, aspiring to such things. 

And science still beyond them, were chain'd down 
To the most gross and petty paltry wants, 

All foul and ^Isome, and the very best 
Of thine enjoyments a sweet d^radation, 

A most enervating and Cltby clieat 
To lure thee on to the renewal of 
Fresh souls and bodies, all foredoom’d to be 
As frail, and few so happy 

Cain. Spirit! 1 


• (Cnio [M>rsU(i In hb inquiries u lo ihc naiiire of death. The 
demon promiaea to gratify bim, on cnniiition that lie becomes hia 
i^rvaDt. Gain replies, that he baa never worshipped even his fa- 
ther’a God : and is aaswerod, 

*' He Nbo bOMs oot toblm, bat bow'd lo me,— 

Tbou art mr worthippar; aot worablppltx 
Bloi BMkn thee mine the him I** 

Adah entering U awed and terriSed by the appearance of the uw 
known and gloomy angel, and endeavoora lo persuade her husband 
to contentment, jkiUence. and piety. Tbc act cooclodea with the 
departure ofCain, under the guidanee nrhU new monitor, to ace 
the placeordfisartedsiiirita. Theirfligbt, id the next, across the 


abyss of space, and amid the ttonumhered auiu and syaletns wbirb 
it comprises, Is very fine.— Bisaor iiBBM.) 

> I In the second act. the demon carrlw hia diadple tlmnigh all 
the lirafta of apace, and eipuumU to him, in very lofty and obscure 
terms, the destinies of past and futnre worlds. They have a great 
deal of exceptioiuble talk.— JarFiiT.] 
s [MS. ■.-‘‘An hour, atMA. wsiatogoo a paitr taka.'*] 

4 [ It la Dotbtng lem than absurd toso(^M)se, UtalLudfirroaimet 
well he expected to talk like an orthodox divine, and that the ceti- 
verttUun c( the Hrst Rebel and the Rivt Mnnlerer was not likely 
to be very uDcxeeptiooable : or lo plead tl;e atilhorhy of Miltou, 
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Know nouglit of death, saveas a dreadful thing 
Of wbidi 1 have heard my parents speak, as of 
A hideous heritage I owe to them 
No less than life ; a heritage not happy, 

Ifl may judge, till now. But, spirit! if 
It be as thou hast said (and I within 
Feel the prophetic torture of its truth). 

Here let me die : for to give birth to those 
>Vbo can but suffer nuny years, and die, 

Alethinks is merely propagating death, 

And multiplying murder. 

Lucifer. Thou ranst not 

All die>~tbere is what roust survive. 

faiJi. The Other 

Spake not of this unto my father, wlien 
He shut him forth from Paradise, with death 
%Vritten upon his forehead. But at least 
Let what is mortal of me perish, that 
1 may be in the rest as angels are. 

Lucifer. / am angelic : wouldst thou be as I am? 

C'aiA. 1 know not what thou art : 1 see thy power, 
And see thou show'st me things beyond my power, 
Beyond all power of my born faculties, 

Although inferior still to my desires 
And my conceptions. 

Lucifer. What are they which dwell 

So humbly in their pride, as to sojourn 
With worms in clay? 

( aiN. And what art thou who dwellest 

So haughtily in spirit, and canst range 
?iature and immortality^and yet 
Seem’st sorrowful ? 

Lucifer* I seem that wbicl) I am ; 

And therefore do I ask of thee, if thou 
Wouldst be immortal ? 

Cain. Thou hast said, 1 must be 

immortal in despite of me. 1 knew not 
^his until lately — but since it must be, 

Let me, or happy or unhappy, learn 
*To anticipate my immortality. 

Lucifer. Thou didst before 1 can>e upon thee. 

Cain. How? 

Lucifer. By suffering. 

CoiN. And must torture be immortal ? 

Lucifer. We and thy sons will try. But now, be- 
Isit not glorious? [hold! 


Cniii. Oh, thou beautiful 

And unimaginable ether! and 
Ye multiplying masses of increased 
And still increasing lights! what areye? wliat 
Is this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Eden? 

Is your course measured for ye ? Or do ye 
Sw eep on in your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion— at which my soul aches to think — 
Intoxicated with eternity? 

0 God I O Gods! or whatsoe'er ye are! 

How beautiful ye are! how beautiful 
Your works, or accidents, or wliatsoe'er 
They may be! Let me die, as atoms die, 

(If that they die) or know ye in your might 

And knowledge! My thoughts are notin this hour 
Unworthy what I see, though my dust is; 

Spirit! let me expire, or see them nearer. 

Lucifer. Art thou not nearer? look back to thine 
earth! 

CaiH. Where is it ? I see noUiing save a mass 
Of most innumerable liglils. 

Lucifer. Look Uiere ! 

Cain. I cannot see it. 

Lucifer. Yet it sparkles still. 

Cain. Tliat !— yonder ! 

Lucifer. Yea. 

rain. Aod wilt thou tell me so? 

Why, I have seen the fire-flies and Ore-worms 
Sprinkle Uie dusky groves and the green banks 
In the dim twilight, brighter than yon world 
Which bears them. 

Lucifir. Thou hast seen both worms and worlds, 
Each bright and sparkling— w hat dost think of them? 

Cain. That they are beautiful in theirown sphere. 
And that the night, which makes both beautiful. 

The little shining fire-fly in its flight. 

And the immortal star in its great course, 

Must both be guided. 

Lucifer. But by whom or what ? 

Coin. Show me. 

Lucifer. Dar'st thou behold ? 

r«m. How know I what 

1 dare behold ? As yet, thou hast show ti nought 


or U»e ulbort of Ibe old mpteiies, Cor locli ofleMiTe coUoquki. 
Tlie foci K lhat here the wliotc argument.^nd ■ very e/aiforote * 
and apeeioiu argument it It— 19 directed asatnit the good new or the 
power of the Drtty ; and lliere b uo answer so much as attempt- 
ed to the ofTeoaive doctrine* lhat are ao ttimnoosly Inculcated. 
The Devil aod hb pvpll have the field enUreljr to themseivea, and 
are enco ante red with nolblaff but feeble obtestallona and uo- 
reaaoDins borrora. Nor b (hb arsiimeatalive blaapbemy a mere 

* “Wbat dec* Jtttnj OMsn by r/aterata^ Wtiyl tbey wen wrllko at 
fast SI 1 co«M pill p«D <0 paper, la tbe nMM of erolalloiH, and rerolutlona, 
and parseaitloiif.aod praicrlplloai of all wlio Interested aw to Itsiy. Tbey 
saldibe uineof lara,' wblclil wrote n bile uMfreasIn^. after roalag baioe 
from ball! aod ms«|nera4«. OtnU I bsw erer wrUlea, IIwt are pctbapi 
Ibe nxMt rtraleasi)! composed ; aad tbeir rsolls. whaletar ibejr a»f ba. nro 
iboM of nceUienee. aod oai of laboar. I do not Ihiab ihit a nwrll. Pot It 
ba bet.'*-*. Xelbri. 


ioehleotal delbnniiy that arbea lo the course of an acikm directed 
to die common synipathieti of our nature. It forms, on the con- 
trary, the ^cat staple of die piece, and occupies, we sboukl Uiinii, 
not less than two thirds of It ; ao lliai it is really difficult to believe 
lhat it was written fur any other pnrpoM than lo Inculcate (heie 
doctrines; or, at leaat, lo diKim the tinestfon upon which they 
bear. Mow, we can cerbiioly have nu objection lo tioni Byron 
wri'Ing ao essay on tlie origin of evil, and aiftioR Utc whule vt lhat 
vast and perpleiing anbject. with the forcf and the freedom that 
would be ex|tcetcd and allowed In a fair pliHosopidcal discuaaion ; 
bfll wodo not think It fair Ihns lo argne It partially and eon nmore, 
in ihcnainc of Litdrer and Cain, wilhnnl the rrsponsibllityor the 
Ibblllly lo answer, lhat would allacli lo a ^ilosophlcal dis^mUot t 
and lo a form which both doobies the danger, if the sentlmenia 
are |»ertt(cioiia. and almost prcdndcs hb opponenb from the po»- 
aihMIiy of a reply.— JtmrT.) 
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1 dare not gaze oo further. 

Lucifer. On, tlwn, wUh me. 

Wouldst thou belioM things roprtal or immortal ? 
Ctiiu. Why,’ what are things ? 

Lucifer. Soth partly : but what doth 

Sit next thy heart ? 

(‘(tin. The things I see. 

Lucifar. But what 

Sate nearest it ! 

Cain* T^e things I have not seen, 

Nor ever shall-^the mysteries of death. 

Lucifer. What, if I show to thee things which have 
As 1 have sliown thee much which cannot die? [died, 
Cain. i>o so. 

Lucifer. Away then ! on our mighty wings. 
Cain. Oh! how we cleave the blue! The stars fade 
from us! « 

The earth ! wDere is my earth ! Let me look on it, 
For 1 was made of iu 

Lucifer. ’T is now. beyond tlice, 

I^ss, in the universe,' than thoti in it : 

Yet deem not that thou const escape it ; thou 
Slialt soon return tp earth, and all iU dust; 

’T is part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Where dost thou lead me ? 

Lucifer. To what was before thee 1 

The phantasm of tlic world; of which thy world 
Is but tli£ wreck. 

fain. What! is it not then new'? 

Lw'ifer. No more than life is; and that was ere 
Or / were, or the things which seem to us [thou 
Greater than either : many things will have , 

No end : and some, which would pretend to have 
Had no beginning, have h.id one us iivean 
As thou; and migluier tilings have been extinct 
To make way for mudi moaner than we can 
Surmise ; for momeiifs only and the space 
Have been and must be .all unchoiigeable. 

But changes make not <^th, except to clay ; 

But thou art clay — and canst but oomprehepd 
That which was clay, and such thou sliult behold.' 
Cain. Clay, spirit ! what thou wilt, I can survey. 
Lucifer, .^way, then ! 

rain.- But the lights fade from me fast, 

And s'onte till now grew larger as wc approach'd. 
And wore the look of worlds. 

Lucifer. , And such they are. 

Catiu And Edens in them ? 

Lucifer. It may be. 

Cain. And men ? 

Lueifer. Yea, or things higher. .. 

CoiN. Ay? and serpents too? 

Lucifer . Wooldst thou have men witnout them? 
must no reptiles 


* [ U n not very e;xsy to prrcdvc wtiat Aalonl or ralioosl object 
the Dtftl to liiinu'irm carrying hLi ilijciple llirousl' 

.ibyss of <|tacc, lu «liuw him ihal repoillory of which we rcnteoiber 
hearing •noiclhlnf; tli uur infant days, ‘where llie ultl moons arc 
bun^ip lo dry.' To prove that there is a life beyond the pave, 
was surely no|Virt uHih biiKiness wbeo he vns mstged in foslcr- 


Breathe, save the erect ones ? 

Cain. How the lights recede ! 

Where fly we ? 

Lucifer. To the world of phantoms, which . 
Are beings past, and shadows still to come, 
f’alii. But it grows dark, and dark — Uie stars are 
Lucifer. And yet thou seest. [gone ! 

fain. 'T is a fearful liglit ! 

No sun, no moon, no lights innumerable* 

Tltc very blue of the empurpled night 
Fades to a dreary twilight, yet 1 see 
Huge dusky masses ; but unlike the worlds 
We were approaching, which, begirt with light. 
Seem'd full of life even when tlteir atmosphere 
Of light gave w ay, and show’d tliem taking shapes 
Unequal, of deep valleys and vast mountains ; 

And some emitting sparks, and some displaying 
Enormous liquid plains, and some begirt 
With luminous belts, and floating moons, which took, 
Like them, tlie features of fair eartJi : — instead, 

All here seems dark and dreadful. '' 

Lucifer. But distinct. 

Thou seekest to behold deatli, and dead tilings ? 

Cam. 1 seek it not ; but as 1 know there are 
Such, and that my sire's sin makes him and me. 

And all tliat we inherit, liable 
To such, 1 would bdiold at once, what 1 
Must one day see perforce. 

Lucifer. Behold ! 

Cain. ’T is darkness. 

Lucifer. And so it shall be ever; but we will 
Unfold its gates ! 

Cam. Enormous vapours roll 

Apart — what 's this ? 

Lucifer. Enter ! 

Cam. Can 1 return ? [peopled? 

Lucifer. Return ! be sure : bow else should death be 
Its present realm is thin to what it will be. 

Through thee and thine. 

CaiN. The clouds still open wide 

And wider, and make widening circles round us. 
Lucifer. Advaoce! 

CaiH. And thou ! 

lAicifer, Fear not^without me thou 

Couldst not have gone beyond thy world. On ! on ! 

C They disappear thnmgh the eUnids. 

SCENE 11. 
andes.* 

Enter LocfrEn and Cain. 

Cain* How silent and how vast are these dim 
w orlds ! 

For tliey seem more than one, and yet more peopled 
Than the huge brilliant luminous oii>s which swung 


ii)« (he indisDitlon oTonc who reploni al the nccewlly oT dyhvt. 
Anil, ibonijh it woatd aeem Ihit entire lledes (v, io Lord Byron's 
pictare, s pleoe of fiiffering, yet. when I.ticifer himself luU pre- 
mised that theac sufTerinp were ibe lot of ihoM* fitiriiswhu had 
sided wHh him sf^ainst Jehovah. U it likely (hat a inoi'c accursic 
knowledge of them wonlil increase Caio'i Mgentess lor (be si- 
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So thickly in the upper air, that I 

Had deeni'd them rather the bright populace 

Of some all unimaginable Heaven, 

Than things to be inhabited themselves, 

But that on dravving near them I beheld 
Their swelling into palpable immensity 
Of matter, which seem’d made for life to dwell on, 
Ratlwr than life itself. Hut here, all is 
So shadowy and so lull of twilight, that 
It speaks of a day past. 

Luciffr. It is the realm 

Of death. — Wouldst have it present? 

rain. Till I know 

That which it really is, ! cannot answer. 

Rut if it be as I have beard my fatlier 
Deal out in his long honiilics, ’t is a thing— 

Oh God! I dare not think on ’I ! Curse«l be 
He who invented life that leads to death ! 

Or the dull mass of life, that, being life, 

Gould not retain, but nt*eds must forfeit it — 

Even for the innocent ! 

Lueifer. Dost thou curse thy father? 

Cain. Cursed he not me in giving me my birth ? 
Cursed he not me before my birth, in daring 
To pluck the fruit forbidden ? 

Lucifer. - Thou say’st well : 

The curse is mutual ’twixt thy sire and thee— 

But for thy sons and brother ? 

Cam. Let them shore it 

With me, their sire and brother ! What else is 
Bequeath'd to me ? I leave them my inheritance. 

O, ye interminahle gloomy realms 
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes, 

Some fully show n, some indistinct, and all 
Mighty and melancholy— what are ye? 

Live ye, or have ye lived ? 


Ilaoce, or Uu( he woutil not rather have enquired whether a 
t«(ter fortime did not await Iht* adluTciib of Uie iriiimphant tide ? 
At alt erenU, (he xpccticle of many niiucd worlds wa« more likely 
to awe a mortal Into cubniiMhwi, than to route him to hopeiew 
resitlaace; aud. even if it made hiiii a liater <d God, had do na> 
Itirai teiideucjr to render him fmiuut agaiast i brother who waa to 
be his rollow-sunrrer.-^Bi.saor IUdkb.) 

* [ Death, the la«i and most dreadful of all erltt. It to far from 
being cue. that it it the iDfalliblu cure for all olhert — 

**.To die, tflindlnft an Mitoe illent •hore, 

Wtirri.' bIHnw* uever beat. D«r (etupesU rotr: 

Melt ne feei ilte frleo-ily «troke. 1 1« o’er.-OitT*. 

For, abtlraclcd from the tickuett and tufferingt ntually attending 
it it it no more Uun the expiration of ih.it term of life Ood waa 
pleated to bestow on wiihuni any claim or merit on our (lart i 
But waa it an evil ever to great, it could nut be remndied but by 
one much greater, wlilcli Uby living Cur ever; by which meant our 
wickalnew. luireitrilucd hy ilie prospect of a fiilure tUle. would 
grow to uiiMi|iporiablo, our tufTerftigs to iiitolerablr by pertever- 
anee, and our pleaauret to tirctome by rc^tUion. that no bring* 
in like uiiiverte conid be to completely mitcrahle as a tpecies of 
jiiiiiHiirtaJ men. We have no reason, thcrekirv, to li>ok upon death 
at an erli, or to frar it as a piutltitneni, even w llhout any mppcK 
ailton of a fulnre life t bnt if we consider it as a passage lo a more 
perfect stale, or a remove only in an eternal succetsion of siill Inn- 
provtog atatf t (for which we luve the strongest reasontl, It will 
then appear a now favour froni the divine muniBcence; and a roan 
niiMl be at absurd ts repioeal dying, as a U%veller would be. wbp 
proponed to hinueJf a deUgbtTul k>nr Uirough various uoknosra 


Lucifer. Somewhat of both. 

■Cain. Tlien w'hat is death ? 

Lucifer. >Vhat? Hath not he who made ye 

Said ’t is another life ? 

('(1111. Till now he hath 

' Said nothing, save that all shall die. ' 

I Lucifer. ■* Perhaps 

I He one day w ill unfold that further secret. 

f'flin. Happy the day! 

Lucifer. Yes; happy! when unfolded. 

Through agonies unspeakable, and clogg'd v 

Witli agonies eternal, to innumerable 
[ Yet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms, 

' All to be animated for this only! 
j f'ain. AVhat are these mighty phantoms which I see 
Floating around me? — They wear not tlic form 
; Of the intelligences I have seen 
Round our regretted and unenter'd Kden, 

Nor wear the form of man as I haye view’d it 
Id Adam’s and in Abel’s and in mine, 

Kor in my sister-bride’s nor in my children’s : 

And yet they have an as|>ect, wliich though not 
Of men nor angels, looks like something, which. 

If not the last, rose higher than the first. 

Haughty, and high, and beautiful, and full , 

Of seeming strength, but of inexplicable ^ 
Shape; for I never saw such. They hear not 
The wing of seraph, nor the face of man, 

^ior form of mightiest brute, nor aught tliat is 
Mow breathing; mighty yet find beautiful 
As the most beaiitilu) and mighty wliich 
Live, and yet so unlike them, that I scarce « 

Can call them living. 

Lucifer. Yet they lived. 

Cain. Where ? 

Lucifer. Where 


cuQQtriei, lo lament that he caoDot lake up his rrsitleocc at the 
first dirty Inn whicti t»e baits at un the i‘oad.— The huUbnity of 
human life, or of the chan«es of iU lucccskive |»rrio4b. of which 
We 90 frequently complain, are no more than the necessary pro* 
greas of ii to this necesury conclusion ; and are so far from bein/t 
evils deuTvUig these cotnplaiots, that Ihey arctheaource of our 
greatest pleasures, as ihey are the source of all novelly, from which 
uiir grcaiesi pleasures are ever derived. The continual succeasioa 
of seasons In ihr human life, by daily presenting to ns new scenes, 
■render it agreeable, and, like thoae uf the year, afTonJ us dellghU 
by llteir ch.inge, which Ihe choicest of iliem could not give us by 
Ihcir coutiniiatice. In the spring of life, the gilding of the sun* 
shine. Ihc verdure of the fieWs. and the irariegated painlJitgs of the 
sky, are so exquisite in the eyes of iofauis ot iUeff' first looking 
abroad into a new world, as nothing perhaps aftenvards can 
equsl. The heat and vigour of the tuocecdrng summer of yonih 
ripens lor ua new pleasures.— the blooming maul, the mghUy r«rei. 
and the Jovial cha« t ibe srreoe auiunin of complete aiaobood 
feasli uswillt Uie golden harvests uf our worldly pursuits t oor is 
the hoary winter of old age dcsliluir of its pexiilUr comforts and 
enjoytnenis, of width the recoUecl.uii and relaiioii of (hove |tast 
are |»erhaps none of Ihi le.Tvt; and at lad dealb opens to us a new 
pros{>ecl, from whence we shall probably look hai k uj>on the dt- 
vrrsious and occupation' of this world with Ihn same contempt 
we do now on our to|H and holiby-lmrses. and w ith the same sur- 
prise that tti«y eppid cvpr ao much rnlcrtaiu or engage ns.— 
4t!sri«%‘’Tliese,'” says Dr. Johnaon, ''are aentiinenls which, 
though nofttew^tfiay be read with pleaimre and profit, lo fAe 
tftot* 4 aiKUb repetition.'* ] 
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Thou liveot. 

Caf«. WTien? 

Littifer. On what thou callest earth 

They did inhabit. 

^'ain. Adam is the first. 

Lurifer. Of thine, I grant the&--bQt too mean to be 
The last of these. 

Cain. Aud what are they ? 

Lucifer, That which 

Thou shalt be. 

f'flin. But what «we they ? 

Lurifer. Living, high, 

Intelligent, good, great, and glorious things, 

As mucli superior unto all thy sire 
Adam could e*er have been in Eden, as 
Tlie sixty-thousandth generation shall be. 

In its dull damp degeneracy, to 

Tliee and thy son :«aod bow weak they are, judge 

By thy own flesh. 

f’ain. Ah me! and did they perish? 

Lucifer. Yes, from their earth, as thou will fade 
from thine. 

Tnia. But was mine theirs? 

Lucifer. It was. 

Cain. But not as now. 

It is too little and too lowly to 
Sustain such creatures. * 

Lucifer. True, it was more glorious. 

r«i«. And wherefore did it fall ? 

Lucifer. Ask him who fells. 

Cain. But how? 

Luf^ifer. By a most crushing and inexorable 
Destruction and disorder of the elements, 

Which struck a world to chaos, as chaos 
Subsiding has struck out a world : such things, 
Tliough rare in time, are frequent in eternity. — 

Pass on, and gaze upon the past. 

rain. ’T is awful ! 

Lurifer. And true. Behold these phantoms ! they 
were once 

Material as thou art. 

Cain. And must I be 

Like them? 


Lwifer. Let Him who made thee answer that 
I show thee what thy predecessors are. 

And what they vere thou feelest, in degree 
Inferior as thy petty feeling and 
Thy pettier portion of the immortal part 
Of higi) intelligence and earthly strength. 

Whot ye in common have with what they bad 
Is life, and what he shali have— death : the rest 
Of your poor attributes is such as suits 
Reptiles engender’d out of the subsiding 
Slime of a mighty universe, crush’d into 
A scarcely yet shaped planet, peopled with 
Things w’hose enjoyment was to be in blindness — 

A Paradise of Ignorance, from which 
Knowledge was barr’d as poison. But behold 
What these superior beings are or were ; 

Or, if it irk thee, turn thee back and till 

The earth, thy task — I Ml waft thee there in safety. 

Cain. >0 : I’ll stay here. 

Lucifer. How long ? 

Cain. For ever ! Since 

I must one day return lure from the earth, 

I rather would remain ; I am sick of all 

That dust has shown me^let me dwell in shadows. 

Lucifer. It cannot be ; thou now beholdest as 
A vision that which is reality. 

To make thyself fit for this dwelling, thou 

Blust pass through what the things thou see'st hare 

The gates of death. [pass’d — 

Cain. By what gate have we enter’d 

Even now ? 

Lucifer. By mine ! But, plighted to return, 

My spirit buoys thee up to breathe in regions 
Where all is breathless save thyself. Gaze on; 

But do not think to dwell here till thine hour 
Is come. 

faiM. And these, too ; can they ne’er repass 
To earth again ? 

Lucifer. Their earth is gone for ever — 

So changed by its convulsion, tliey would not 

Be conscious to a single present spot 

Of Its new scarcely harden’d surface — ’t was— 

Oh, what a beautiful world it trasf* 


* acoofding to tome tpeculalkmi, yna amid prove Uie 
world many IhoaunJ yura older thao the Mouic cbrunolofiy — or 
if yiKj could knock up Adam aud Eve, and (be Apple aud Serpeot 
— «UU. wlut i« to be put up In (hdr »tead?— or how iti ihe difS- 
CDlty rraioved? Thitiaa mutt have had a beglniilns i and what 
inallcri It icArn, or hew f 1 aoniellmea tbiak that m.«n may be the 
relicof tome higher material being wrecked in a foniier work!, 
and degenerated iu the haitltliip and atnisitle ihroush chaoa Into 
cunlunuitv, or nomeihins like it— at we tee Laplanden, Kaqui> 
maux, etc. itifehor, in the present date, at the elemenU become 
more Inexurabie. But even then. thU higher pre-Adamile tuppiv 
aliiiioiu cretUon must hare had aa origio and a Creator t for a 
Creator is a mure natural imagiaaitoD than a fortuitous cuu course 
of atoina; all thing* remount to a founlaio, though they may 
flow to an ocean.*'— S. Diary, mi.) 

• [Mr. OUlurd having, through Mr. Murray, suggested the pro- 
priety of omitting a portion of (bit dialogue. Lord Byron replied 

The (wo patuges cniinot be altered without making Lucifer talk 
Uke Uie Bi^p of London, which would not be (n the character of 
(he former. The notion It from Curler (that of Uie old worlHt). 


Tlie other pasaage it aUo in chancier ; if nonttnu, so much the 
better, because then U can do no harm % and the rilller Satan h 
made, the ufer for every body. As to ’alarms,' etc., do you really 
think sasch Uilogs ever led any body astray f Are Uieee people 
more iinploo* than Milton ‘s Satan? or the Proraethena of ^Eseby- 
his? or even than U»e ‘ saddneen.* (hr * Pall uf JrniHlem' of Mil* 
man. etc. 7 Are not Adam, Ere, Adah, and Abel, at pious aa the 
Catechism? Gifford is too wise a man to think that audi Ibioits 
can have any serious effect i who was ever altered by a poem ? 1 
beg leave to observe, that Ihrrr 1* no creed or iiersouai hyiiolbeala 
of mine In all this; bull was obliged lo make CMnand Lndfer talk 
contlalenUy, and surely this has alviays been pennilled lo |>oesy. 
Cain is a prood mao x if l.iirlfrr promised him kingdom, etc., it 
would elate him i ibe object of the demon b to deyrtu him still 
further In his ovm estimallon than he was before, by showing him 
infinite things and bit own abssemeni, till be faUa intu Ibe frame 
of mind that leadi to the catastrophe, from mere imernal irHta> 
lion, not premeditation, or envy of Abel (which would have made 
him contemptible), bat from rage and fury agaiuM the Inadequacy 
of bb aUle to hla conceptions, and vrhidi discbaVBea ItNlf rolber 
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CAIN. . 
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Cain. And is. 

It is not with the earth, though I inust tilHt, 

T feel at war ; but that I may not profit 
By what it bears of beautiful, untoiling. 

Nor gratify my thousand swelling thoughts 
With knowledge, nor allay my thousand fears 
Of death and life. 

fMcifer. What thy world is, thou see'st, 

But canst not comprehend the shadow of 
That which it was. ■ 

Tabi. And those enormous creatures, 

Phantoms inferior in intelligence 
(At least so seeming) to the things we have pa^cs’d, 
Resembling somewliat the wild habitants 
Of the deep. woods of earth, (he hugest w hich 
Roar nightly in the forest, but ten-fold 
In magnitude and terror ; talle^ ^an 
The cherub-guarded walls of with 
Eyes flashiog like the fiery swoids which fence tbem, 
And tusks projecting like the trees stripp'd of 
Their barjt and 6ranches~wha(_were they ^ 

Lucifer. That which 

The Mammoth is in thy world ; — but these lie 
By myriads underneath -its surface. 

Tain. But 

None on it ? ' 

Lucifer. No : for thy frail race to war 
With them would render the curse on it useless — 
would be destroy’d so early. 

Cain. Butwhytror? 

Lucifer. You have forgotten the denunciation 
Which drove your race from Eden — war with all 
tilings, > 

And death to all things, and disease to most things, 
And pangs, and bitterness ; these were the fruits 
Of the forbidden tree. 

Cain. But animals — ' 

Did they, too, eat of it, that they must die ? [you, 
Lucifer. Your Maker told ye, they were made for 
As you for him— You would not hav^ their doom 
Superior to your own .> Had Adam not 
Fallen, aH had stood. 

Cain. ’ Alas! the hopeless wretches ! 

They too must share my sire’s late, like his sons; 
Like them, too, without having shared the apple ; 
Like them, too, without the so dear-bought knowledge ! 
It was a lying tree — for we know nothing. 

At least it promised knowledge at the price 
Of death— but Aoiotrledge^tlil : but what knows man ? 


asainat life, ami ibe Author of life, than the mere Uving. Hit mIc 
• equmt remorse i§ tlif naiural eOcet udookios on tiU siuJden deed. 
Had the deed beeu premtdilatfd, bU repeotaoce would liave been 
lardler.'*]^ 

• ( Hades U a plac^ la Lord Bfroo's description, very diirerent 
from all ibat we bad anticipated. He suppueea that the worki 
which we now iuhaliU had been freced^ by many succcssire 
worlda, v[hicb had each, in turn, been created and mined ; and 
the inhabiUnis of which be describee, on grounds (uMdeolly |»ro- 
bablc fer poetry, as proporlionatf, in bodily aud inlellectual 
strength, to gigantic spedctitfiu of animal existence wboiie 
remains still perpftx the mtUiraMsb But lie not only places the 
pr^Adamiie giauH in Hades, bui ibe ghoaU of the UainmoUt and 


iMcifer. It may bo death leads to die highest know- 
And, being of all things the sole thiii^^rtain, [ledge ; 
At least leads to the surest science : therefore 
The tree was troe, though deadly. 

Cain. These dim realms ! 

I see them, but i know them not. 

Lucifer. because 

Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit wholly — but’t is something 
To know there are such realms. 

Cam. We knew already 

That there was death. 

Lucifer. Bat not what was beyond IL 

Cain, NOr know I now'; ' 

Lucifer. Thou knowest that there is 

A state, and many states beyond thme own — 

And this thou knewest not this morn. 

Cofii. " ■ But all 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

Lucifer. Be content ; it will 

Seem clearer to thine immortality. 

Cain. And yon immeasurable liquid space 
Of glorious azure which Boats on beyond us, 

Which looks like water, and which 1 should deem 
The river which flows out of Paradise 
Past my own dwelling, but that it is bankless 
And boundless, and of an ethereal hue — . 

What is it? 

Lucifer. There is still- some such on earth, 
Although inferior, and thy children shall 
Dwell near it — ’t is the phantasm of an ocean. 

Cain. *T is like another world ; a liquid sun— 

And those inordinate creatures sporting o’er 
Its shining surface? 

Lucifer. Are its habitants, 

The past leviathans. 

^in. And yon immense 

Serpent, which rears his dripping mane and vasty 
Head ten times higher than the haughtiest cedar 
Forth from the abyss, looking as b<f could coH 
Himself around the orbs we lately look’d on — 

Is he not'of the kind which bask’d beneath 
Tlie tree in Eden? , 

Lucifer. Eve, thy mother, best 

Can tell what shape of serpent tempted her. 

Cain. This seems too terrible. No doubt the other 
Had more of beauty. . 

Lucifer. Hast thou ne’er beheld him ? 

Cain. Many of the same kind (at least so call’d), 


MegiUierion, tbeir cuntcroporarfei, ami above all. the phantoms 
of the worlds tbeinselves which these beings InhabKed, with their 
mnimtaIrM. oceans, and foresU. all gloomy and tad together, attd 
(we suppose he meaoi^ lu a state of elemal suffering. We realty 
think that Ibis behiDgs lo that species of sublime, which is consL 
derably Icm than a single step removed from (be ridiciiluus. The 
spcciade, however, has Ihe effect of making Cain stitl.jnore dia- 
pleased wUh that Uod who creates hhn in order lo dntroy and 
render miserable ; and Ibe t( roiiler bears him back to earth with 
. the advice not lo call a being good who gives men evil, aod to 
> judge of Jehovah not by words, but by tlie truKi oi that existence 
; which he has bestowed.— Bishop llEBea.] 
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But D$ver that precisely whiph persuaded 
The fatal fruit, por even of the sau)e asi>ect. 

Lucifer. Your father saw him net? 

Tairt. No : *t was iny mother ! 

Who tempted him—she tempted by the serpent. 

Lucifer. Good nian ! whene’er tliy wife, or tliy sons’ 
wives. 

Tempt thee or tliem to aught that’s new or strange, 
Be sure thou scc'st first who hath tempted (hem. 

rail). TIty precept comes too late : there is no more 
For serpents to tempt woman to. 

Lucifer. But there . 

Ar^ some things still which woman may tempt man to, 
And man tempt woman :>>let Uiy sons look to it ! 

]>ty counsel is a kind one; for ’I is even 
Given chiefly at my ow n expense ; ’t is true, 

’T will not be follow’d, so tliere ’s little lost. 

Cahi. 1 uuderstand not this. 

Lucifer. The happier thou!— 

Thy world and thou are still too young! Thou tliiiikest 
Thyself most wicked and unhappy : is it 
Not so? 

Cain. For crime, 1 know not; but for paio^ 

I have felt much. 

Lucifer. First-born of the first man ! 

Thy present state of sin — and lliou art evil, 

<>f sorrow — and tbou sufferest, are both Eden 
In nil its innocence compared to wbat 
Thou shortly may’st be ; and tliat stale again, 

In its redoubled wretchedness, a Paradise 
To what thy sons’ sons’ sons, accumulating 
In generations like to dust (which they 
In fbet but add to), sliall endure and do.— ^ 
Now let us back to earth ! 

Cain. ' And wherefore didst tbou 

Lead me here only to inform me this? 

Lucifer. Was not thy quest for knowledge ? 

f’aiii. Yes : as being 

The road to happiness. 

Lucifer. » If truth be so, 

Thou hast it, 

Cain. Then my fatber’S'God did wcU 
When lie prohibited- tite fatal tree. 

Lucifer. But had done better in not planting iu 
But ignorance of evil doth not save 
From evil ; itmust still roll on the same, 

A part of all things. 

Cain. Not of all things. No: 

1 'll not believe it— for 1 thirst for go^. [evil 

Lucifer. And who and what doth not? Wlw covets 
For its own bitter sake? — .Voue— irolhing ! ’t is 
The leaven of all life, and lifolessness. 

C ain. Within those glorious orbs which webeliold, 
Distant and dazzling, and innumerable, 

Kre we came dow'n into Una phantom realm, 

. Ill cannot come : they are too beautiful. 


[**Ood AlRilsMft 

There )■ aest eovlof KoodOM io thlofeerll, 
Viiiaid DMobMrrlnflr dMIl Ueut: 
fur oor txd nrt(bho«mB*h« M wrly •lirrere, 
bleb U both beallb/hl tad |ood inubjodry ; 


Lucifer. Thou hast seen them from afar. 

Cain. ■- And what of that? 

Distance can but diminish glory — they, 

^ When nearer, must l>e jnore ineffable. [ful, 

j Lucifer. Approad) the things of earth most beaull* 
And judge their beauty near. 

Cain. I have done this — 

TIh* loveliest thing I know is loveliest nearest. 

/.wri/er.Thentheremust be delusion. — Wliat is that, s 
Wiiioh being nearest to thine eyes is still 
Itlore beautiful tliau beauteous things remote? 

Cain. My sister Adah. — All the stars of heaven. 

The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which looks a spirit or a spirit’s world — 

The hues of twilight— the sun’s gorgeous coming — 

His setting indescribable, which fills 
My eyes with pleasant tears as 1 behold 
Him sink, and feei ng heart float softly with him 
Along that western paradise of clouds— ‘ 

The forest shade— the green bough — the bird's voice — 
The vesper bird’s, which seems to sing of love. 

And mingles with the song of dherubim, 

As the day closes over Eden’s walls ; — 

All these are nothing, to my eyes and hearty 
Like Adali’s face : 1 turn from earth and heaven 
To gaze on it. 

Lucifer. ’T is fair as frail mortality. 

In the first daw n and bloom of young creation 
And earliest embraces of earth’s parents, ^ 

Can make its offspring; still it is delusion. 

Cain. You think so, being not her brother. 

Lucifer. Mortal ! 

My brotherhood *s with those who have no children. 

Cain. Then thou const have no fellowship with us. 

Lucifer. U may be tliat thine own shall be for me. 

But if thou dost possess a beautiful 
Being beyond all beauty in thine eyes, 

Wby art thou wretched ? 

Cain. Why do I exist? 

Why art thou wretched ? wby are all things so? 

Even he who made us must l^, as the maker 
Of things unhappy ! To produce destruction 
Can surely never belhe task. of joy. 

And yet my sire says he 's omnipotent : 

Then why is evil-~he being good? 1 ask’d 
Tlus question of my father ; and he said. 

Because this evil only was the path 

To good. Strange good, that must arise from out 

Its deadly opposite.' 1 latelv saw 

A lamb stung by a reptile : the poor suckling 

Lay foaming on the earth, benealli the vain 

And piteous bleating of its restless dam; 

My father pluck’d some lierbs, agd Ibid them to 
The wound ; and by degrees the helpless wretch 
Kesuincd its careless hfe, and rpse tp drain 
The mother’s milk, who o'er It itcmulous 


rinlJet, th«r (Miroolwtrd coowleace*. * 

Aod t>r«K-bm to u*«l): •dmoolthlnit. 

Tbal mt iltMid drcMiu fAfrir for oar ^ 

Tbui nuT wegilhor boory frooi ItM 

Aod mole e morel of tbe dcrll hlmMlf.'*-SaiK*n*tft. ) 
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.Stood licking <ts reriving^ limbs with joy. 

B^ld, my son! said Adam^ how from evil ‘ 
Springs goodi 

Lucifer, What didst thou answer? 
r flip* * Nothing; for 

He is my father : but I thought, that ’t were 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been at all. than to 
Purchase renewal of its little jife 
With agonies unutterable, though 
Dispell’d by antidotes. 

Lucifer. But as thou saidst 

Df all beloved things thou lovest her 
Who shared thy mother’s milk, and giveth hers. 
Unto thy children 

Most assuredly : 

W’hat should I be without her ? 

Ijucifer. What am I? * 

rain. Dost thou love ootiiing? 

Lurifer. What does thy God love? 

('oin. All things, my father says; but I confess 
I see it not in tlieir allotment here. 

Lucifer. And, therefore, thou ranst not see if / love 
Or no, except some vast and general purpose. 

To which particular things must melt like snows, 
ffiin. Snows! what are they? 

Lucifer. Re happier in not knowing 

What thy remoter offspring must encounter; 

But bask beneatli the clime which knows no winter, 
roin. But dost thou not love something like thyself? 
Lucifer. And dost thou love ihtjselff 
Cain. Yes, but love more 

What makes, my feelings more endurable, 

And is more than myself, because Hove it. 

Lucifer. Thou lovest it, because ’t is'beautiliil, 

As was the apple in thy mother's eye; 

And when it ceases to be so, thy love 
Wni cease, like any other ap;>etite. * ' 

Vain. Cease to he beautiful I how can that be? 
Lucifer. Willi time. • ' 

But time has past, and hitherto 
Even Adam and mV mother both are fair : 

Not fair like Adah and the seraphim — 

But very fairr 

Lucifer. All that must pass’ away 
In them and her. 

V ain. I ’ni sorry for it ; but 

Cannot conceive my love for her the less. 

And when her beauty disappears, inelhinks 
He who creates all b^uty wilt lose more 
'Than me in seeing perish sudi »work. 

Lucifer. I pity thee who lovest what must perish. 
Vtiin. And 1 thee who lovest nothing. 

Lucifer. ^ And thy brollicr — 

Siu he not near thy liearl? 

V ain. Why should he not ? 

Lucifer.Thy father loves him pell — sodoeslhy God. 
CdiH. And so do I. 


Lucifer. T is well and meekly done. 

CfliM. ‘Meekly .1^ 

Lurifer. * He is the second born of flesh. 
And is his mother's favourite. , 

Tom. ' ‘ Let him keep 

Scr favour, since the serpent was the first . ^ 

To win it. - ■* 

Lucifer. And his fathers? 

Coin. What is that 

To me? should 1 not love that which all love? 

iMcifer. And the Jehovali—the.rndulgcut Lord, 
And bounteous planter of barr’d Paradise — 

He, too, looks smilingly on' Abel. 

CotH. I , 

Ne’er saw him, and I know not if he smiles. 

Lucifer. But you have seen Ills angels. 

Cain. Rarely. 

Lucifer..^ >■ But 

Sufficiently to see they love ydur brother : 

His sacrilices are acceptable. * 

Vain. So be they ! wherefore speak to me of this ?' 
Lucifer. Because thou liaH thought of this ere now. 
Cain.. And if 

i bore thought, why recall a thought that {he 

pauses, as agitated) — Spirit! 

Hers we are in thy world ; speak not of mine.. 

Tliou hast shown me wonders; thou hast sliown iue 
hliglity pre-Adamites w ho walk’d the eartli [those 

Of which ours is the wreck ; thou hast poiirted out 
Myriads of starry worlds, of w hich otir own 
Is th« dim and remote com|ianion, in 
Infinity of life : thou hast shown me shadows 
Of that existence with the dreaded name. 

Which my sire brought to us — Death ; ' thou liast 
diow n me much — ' 

But not all : show me where Jehovah dw ells. 

In his especial paradise— or thine: 

Where is it? 

Lucifer. • • //ere, and o'er all space, 
rnfn./ Bui ye 

Have some allotted dwelling— as all things ; 

Clay has its earth, and ptlier worlds their tenants ; 
All temporary breathing creatures tlieir 
Peculiar element ; and things which have 
Long ceaserl to breathe our breath, have theirs, thou 
Add the Jehovah and thyself have thine — [say’sl ; 

Ye do not dwell together ? 

Lucifer. Np, we reign 

Together ; but our dwellings are asunder. 

rpiu. Would ffierc w ere only one of ye! perchance 
An unity of purpose might make union 
In elements which seein now jnrr’d in storms. 

How came ye, being spirits, wise and infinite, 

To separate? Are ye not as brethren in 
Yuur essence, and your nature, and your glory? 
Lucifer. Xrt thou not Abel’s brother ? 
f’niM. We arc brethren. 

And so we shall remain ; but were it not so, 
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Is spirit like to fle&li ? can it' fall out ? 

Inlroity with Immortality? .*• 

JalTing and turning space to misery*- 
For what ? 

^ ittdfrr. To reign. ' 

6'aru- Did ye not tell me tliat ^ 

Ye afe both eternal ? 

hucifer. Xea! 

. Cuui. And what 1 have seen. 

Yon blue immensity^ is boundless ? 

Lucifer, Ay. 

Cain. And cannot ye both reiyn then? — is there nbt 
IHnongh?— -why .should ye differ ? 

Lucifer. tVe both reign. 

Cain. But one of you makes evil. 

, Lucifer. MTiich? 

rain. Thou I for 

U thou canst do man good, why dost thou not ? 

iMcifer. And brhy not he who made ? / made ye not ; 
Ye are Ms creatures, and not miue. « 

CaiN. Then leave us 

His creatures, as thou say'st we are, or show me 
Thy dwelling, or his dwelling. 

Luctfer. 1 could ^how thee 

Both ; but the time will come thou slialt scc^one 
Of them for evermore. ' 

Cabt. And why not now* ? 

Lucifer, Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp to 
The little I have shown thee into calm [gather 

And clear thought; and /hou wouldst go on aspiring 
To the great double Mysteries ! the hro h inviyles /.■ 
And gaze upon them on their secret thrones! . 

Dust! limit thy ambition' ; for to see 
Kitl>er of these, would l>e for tliee to perish ! 

C«tH. And let me perish, so I see them I . 

Lucifer. There 

The son of her who snatcli’d the apple spake ! 

But thou wouldst only perish, and not s«e them ; 
Thai sight is for' the other state. . . 

Cain. Ot death ? ■ 

Lucifer. That is the prelude. 

Oatn. Then 1 dread it less, 

l^ow that I know it leads to something deflnite. 

Luctfrr. And now J will convey thee to Uiy world, 
Where thou shalt multiply the race of Adam. 


Eat, drink, thil, tremble, laugh, w oep, sleep, and dip. 

Cain. And to what end have I bch^ these things 
Which thou hast shown me? v * 

Lucifer. Didst thou not r^uire 

Knowledge? And have I not, in what 1 show’d> 
Taught thee to know thyself ? 

Cain. Alasl I seem 

Nothing. 

lAicifer. And this should be the human sum 
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature's nothingness; 
Bequeath that science to thy children, and 
'T will save them many tortures. 

Cain. Hanghty spirit 1* ' 

Thou speuk’st it proudly ; but thyself, tliougb proud, 
Hast a superior. 

Lucifer. No I By heaven, which He 

Holds, and the abyss, and the immensity 
Of worlds and life, which I hold with him — No! 

I have a victor — true ; but no superior. 

Homage he has frotn all — hiit none from me : 

I battle it against him, as I battled 
lu highest heaven. Through all eternity, 

And the unfathomable gulfs of Hades, 

And the intermUiable realms of space. 

And the infinity of endless ages, 

All, all, will 1 dispute! And world by world, 

And star by star, and universe by universe 
SUall tremble in tlie balance, till the great 
Conflict shall cease, if ever it shall cease, 

VV hid) it ne'er shall, till l>c qr X be quench'd I 
And what can quench our immortality, 

Or mutual and irrevocable hate ? 

He as a conqueror will call the conquer'd 
JivH: but what will be the good he gives ? 

Were 1 tlie viator, his works .would be deem'd 
The only evil ones. And you, ye new 
And scarce-born mortals, what have been bis gifts 
To you already, in your little world? * 

Cain. But few' ; and some of those but bitter. 

Lucifer. ^ , ♦ , « , 

With me, then, to thine earth, and try the rest 
Of his celestial boons to you and yours. 

Evil and good are things in their own essenccK 
And not made good or evil by the giver; 

But if he gives you good — so call him ; if 


■ ttn Lord Vyron’i DUry for Januiry 2S, ISS), we find ibe 
lowiof entry ' 

' '*Tkou4kt for a tpttth of laeifer, in tk$ Srafittly of Cam. 

^ *Wer# Bn Ml//, wottld I Id ibee 

Pool { lire a» ! t 1 re-t» iSf ntber Ilea, 

And iby »o(u iocu tiull llt« for ayemom l'** J 
• [ *' It would be to no purpose,** mji Archbjtbnp Tillotson, to 
iuppeoe two eudi oppoUle principles. For, admit that i bcin; 
inUoilely miichievfpus werelHfinilely cunning, and InRoltely pow- 
erfiil, yetltcoukldu no evil, bcctuse ibe ojyposile principle, of 
Inftnite goodneos, being also ioKoiiely wise and powWlul, they 
would Uc up one auolber's hands 1 to lliat upon tbis suppositiuo, 
1he notion of a deity would signify Just nolliiiig; and, by virlueof 
tbo eternal oi>po«iUao and equality of these principirt, ihipr would 
keep one anoiher at perpetual bay; and. being an equal inaiclKor 
one another, instead of being two deiiiet, ihey would be two kkrla, 
able to do neiihergood nor cvU."~Scc aUo Archliiiho|i Kin|'a 


I Origin of Evil, ch. U.; and Boowell's JoAnaon, Croker'a edit, 
vol. p. MS. ''Moral evil," said tl^ tK>etor, “U occaduncU by 
free will, whicli lm|diei ebotce l>et>vren good and evil. With alt 
the evil Out there is, then: U no man but would j-ather be a free 
agtnl, ihau a mere luauhine without the evil; and what to bust 
for each individual must be but for the whole. If a man would 
rather be Uii machine. I caunul agvee with him.'*} - 
? {Whatever we enjoy Is purely a free gift from our Creator; but 
that we enjoy t»o more,, can never $urp be deemed an Injury, or a 
I juat reawM) to ipiuUon lus infiiitie benevolence. All our.happinen 
I Is owing to hto goodness; bat that it is bo greaicr. Is owing only to 
I ourudvea; tiiat Is, to our nut having any iQliereid right to any 
happiness, or even lu any cxiftence at all,« ThU is no. more to be 
nnpuied to God, than the wants of a beggar to the 'person who h.is 
' relieved him > that be had aometbing, was owing to his benefactor ; 
bat that be bed no more, only lo lib own original poverty.-* 
jEsias.] • 
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Evil springs from do not nanw it miNt, 

Till yeiiiow better its true fount; and judge 
^ot by words, though of spirits, but the fruits 
Of your existence, sucli ns it must be. 

One ywtd gift has the fatal apple given^ 

Your reosoN >let it not be over*sway'd 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
^Gainst allexternal sense and inward feelii^t: 

Think and endure, — mid form an inneCf>orid 
)n your own bonpirv— witete llie outward fails ; 

So shall youkfiearer be the spiritual 
Mature, and war triuftiidiafU with your own. ' 

('They ^iMpytar. 

t ACT lit. 

8CK>E I. 

Tkf EariJt, mar Edm. a* Ad /. 

Ent«r Cai 5 arnt Xdah. 

Adah. Hush ! tread softly, Cain. 

Cain. I w ill ; but yvherefore ? 

Jddii. Our little Enodt >leeps upon you bed 
Of leaves, ^neatb the cypress. 

Cum. Cypress I 't is 

A gloomy tree, winch looks as if it mourn'd [it 
O'er >»hat it shadows; wherefore didst thou choose 
For our child's canopy ? 

Adah. Because its branches 

Shut out the sun Ijke niglit, and Uierefore seem'd 
Fitting to shadow slumber. 

f'oiM. Ay, the last — 

Ahd longest ; but no matter->'lead me to him. 

[ TTiey go up to the Child. 
How lovely he appears ! his little cheeks, 

In their |Mire inenrnytionf vying with 
The rose leaves strewn beneath thepi. 

Adah. And his lips, tod, 

How beautifully parted I \o; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now ; he will awake 'Soon — 
His hour of mid-day rest is nearly over; 

But it were pity to disturb him till 
*T is closed. 

Cain. You have said well; I will contain 
Bfy heart till then. He smiles, and sleeps !>— Sleep on 
And smile, thou IHtle young inheritoj' 

Of a w orld scarce less young : sleep on, and smile I 
Tliine are the hours and days when both are cheering 
And innocent 1 ikou bast not pluck'd the fruit — 


• [as Io Ihr qiif^Unn of Ihe erlf^ln of evil, which b the boriheo 
of ihu iiib(hrecie<) ver«e, f-ortl Byron hM 'neiltrer thrown ^07 
new li^ht iipoull, nor iJarkened the prtvioiu ktiowledKe which 
we itowHcd. It remains Jb»t where U pM, in lU mislity, nnla- 
thuiiied olwciirily. lib I.urd»hip nia)-, li b Iriie, have frcapiiu- 
laled tofne of the antnmeiib wiili a oiOre coiicbe and cavalier air 
lhaii the old •rhuoliiieii or faiherw; bui Ihe reyiitl b Ihe.uine. 
Tliere b no poeiical road to metapliyvica. In one view, however, 
which our rhapsodl^t haa Ukm of the subject, We conceive he hoa 
done well, he rrpreaenta ibe tciuptaliuna held out to Cain b^ 
Satau, aj conaUm^jr apcceulias and correapimtling to Mune pre- 
vious diacotilenl and gloomy diapoMlioiaiti own mmd ; so that 
Lodfer b llitie more tlian ibe pcraunlfied Ul-iiiou of li^ inugiua*' 
itoQ t andfnrther, the Sots of guilt and fully into .whiidi Gain U 


Tltou know'st uot thou art nakedl Must the time 
(^oine tiiou shall be amerced for sfhs unknown, 
Which were not thme nur mine? But now sleep on ! 
His dteeks are reddening into deeper .sinHes, 

And shining lids are Ircmbliiig o'er hi^toftg 
Lashes, dark as the cypress wHudfwaves o'er tliem ; 
Half open, fVom bi'neath them the cloar blue 
Laughs Out, although in sltimher. . He must dream— 
Of what ? Of Paradise ! — Ay ! dream of it*, 

My disiniteritQ^ boy I *T is but a dream ; 

For never more thyself, thy sons, nor fathers,' 

Shall walk in that forbidden place of joy ! * 

Adah. Dear Cain I finy, do not whi-sper o'er our son 
.Such melaiKholy yearnings o'er the past : 

Wl»y w lit thou always yearn for Paradise ? 

Can we not moke another ? * 

Caia. Where? 

Adah. Here, or 

Where’er thou wilt : wherever thou art, 1 fed not 
The want of this so much regretted Eden. 

Have I not thee, our boy, our sire,«aud btotfieri 
And /.iiinh— our ewcA slstiri^ and ohr Evtf, 

To whom w e owe so inuchdwsides our birth? 

Cain. Yes— :death, too, hi oMlfngst the d«bts we 
owe her. 

Adah. Cain I that proud spirit, who w ithdrew tJiec 
hence. 

Hath sadden'd thine still dee|)er. I Iwd hoped 
The promised wonders w hich thou hast Itelield. 
Visions, thou soy'st, of past and present worlds. 
Would have composed thy mind into llie calm 
Of a contented knowledge; but I see 
Tliy guide hath done thee evil : )till I thank him. 
And con forgive him £414 that he so soon ~ 

Hath given lliee back to us. 

Cain. So soon? 

Adah. 'TisscaraMy 

Two hours since ye departed ;.two tt/ng liours 
To me, butohly Aovrs u^ntbr sun. 

Cain. And yet I have approach'd titat sun, and seen 
Worlds wbicli be once shone on, and nevei; more 
SItall iiglit ; and vTorids lie never Ik : inethouglit 
Years had roll'd o'er my absence. 

Adah. Hardly hours. 

Cain. The mind then hath capacity of time. 

And measures itby that which it beholds, ■, 
Pleasing or. painful ; little or almighty. 

I Itad Itcheld the imiiieinorial works 


hurrlM afc not treated as aeddcnUl or as occAUoneO by pavUnx 
caoscfl, but as spMnxinx from an Internal fury, a inurbkl Mate 
akin lr> pbrensT. 1 miotl dUaaibfled wltb itwif «ml all things, ami 
batinled by an loaaliaUle, vUibburn lotigiuxan< r kni>«Jaj|Ktalb«r 
than hai^iinesi. auUa faiarpromnPM In dwelt on llie evil sKlo of 
things rather than ibo X<hhJ. We hera .<«e Ihe OcWHlful cmiic- 
qiirrices of not curbing Ihis iHsp»i iuB [which is, after all, |«crlia|u, 
Ibe sin that inoM eai^ly brsrls humbly J raetapQHi-d lu a'^tslkBix 
pulnl of view : aitd we so far Ihtok. that the uioral to b« ilerprcU 
from.1 iictusabof tliU Vyvtary ia a v.nlujlilc uiic.— Jafriis^ . 

' * [Itw censorioiuiiiay say what they will, but thece are s|iotories 
in the niovth of Cato and>dalii especially reganUiig tliair cbild, 
which noiliiug lu Eiiglisil {H)«lry but tbe '* wood-notes wild" ul* 
Sliakspearc ever e«|iialled.— bin MkHTOt BaiiHiU., 
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Of endless beings ; ' skirr'd extinguish’d worlds ; 
And, gazing on eternity, methought 
1 had borrow’d more by a few drtips of ages 
From its ifnmensity : but now I feel 
31y littleness again. Will said the spirit, 

That I was nothing t ^ . 

Adah. Wherefore said he so ? 

Jehovah said not that. 

Cam. ' * No : he rontents him 

With making us the nothing which we are ; 

And after flattering dust with glimpses of 
Fden and Immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again— for what ? 

Adah. Thou know’st — 

Even for our parents' error. 

Cain, * What is that 

To us? they sinn'd, llien M them die ! 

Adah.Thqu hastnotspoken welI,noristhatthought 
Tl^ own, but of the spirit who was with thee. 
Would f cOuld die for them, so they might Jivef 
Coin. Why, so'say 1 — provided that one victim 
Might satiate the insatiable df life. 

And that our little rosy sleeper there 
Might never taste of death nor human sorrow, 

IS'or hand it down to those who spring from him. ■ 
Adah. How know we that some such atonement 
one day 

May. not redeem our race > 

Chin. By sacrificing 

Thejiarmless for the guilty, what atonement 
Were there? why, «e arc innocent : what have we 
Donr, that we must be victims for a deed 
Before onr birth, or "need have victims to • 

Atone for this mysterious, nameless sin — 

If it be such a'sin to seek for knowledge ? 

AdaA. AlasI thou sinnest now,my Cain :*tby words 
Sound impious in mine ears. 

r«i». ' ^ Tlien leave me! 

Adah. *'y . ^ Never, 

Though thy God left thee. ^ 

Tam. . Say, what haveVe here ? 

Adah. Two altdrs, which our brother Abel made ' 
During thine absence, w hereupon to offer 
A sacrifice to God on thy return. 

('aiii. And how knew^7ir, that /w'ould be so ready 
Wittrthe burnt offerings, which he daily brings 
With a ihcek brow, whose base humility 
Show’s more Of fear than worship, as a bribe 
To lire Creator? 

Adah. * Surely, ’t is lyell done. 

Cain. One altar may siiRice; I have no offering. 
Adah. The fniits of the earth, the early, beautiful 
Blossom and bod, and bloom of flowers, and fruits ; 
Tliesc are a goodly offering to the Lord, 


i rain. I have toil’d, and till’d, and sweaten in th 
I According to the curse must 1 do more ? [su 
For what should I be gentle? for a war 
I ith all the elements ere they will yield 
1 The bread we cat ? For what must 1 be grateful ? 

; For being dust, and groveling in thcdtist, 

Till I return to dust? If 1 am nothing — 

' For noibiog shall lire an hypocrite, ^ 

And seem well-pleased vtUh pain? For what should I 
Be contrite ! for my father’s sia, kleeady 
Expiate with what we all have undergrAre, 

And to be more than expiated^y 
Hie ages proph*esied, upon our seed. 

Little deems our young blooming sleeper, there, 

'The germ of an eternal misery • 

To myriads is within him! ■ Belter ’t were 
I snatch’d him in his sleep, and dash'd him ’gainst 
The rocks, than let him live to— 

Adah. Oh, my God! 

Touch not the child — niy child! thy child! O Cain ! 

Cain. Fear not! for at) the stars, and all tlie power 
Which sways them, 1 would not accost ypn infant 
With ruder greeting than a father’s kiss. 

AdaL Then, why so awful in thy speech? 
ratu. I said. 

’T were better that be ceased to live, than give 
Life to so much of sorrow as he must 
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath *, but since 
j That saying Jars you, let us only say — 

I v’T were better than he never had bwn born, 
t /IdaA. Oh, do not say so? Where were then the joys, 
I The mother's joys of watching, nourishing, 

I And loving him? Soft! he awakes. Sweet Enoch! 

goes to the cAt7d. 

I 0 Cain ! look on him ; see how full of life. 

Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy; . 

How like to me— how like to thee, when gentle. 

For fkcM we are ail alike; is ’I not so, Cain ? 

Mother, and sire, and son, our features are 
) Reflected in each other; as they are 
In the clear waters, wlien they are gentle^ and 
When thou art gentfe. Love us, then, my Cain! 

Aud love thyself for our sakes, for we love thee. 
Look ! how he laughs and stretdies out his arms, 

And opens wide his blue eyes upon thioe, 

To hail his father ; while his little form 
Flutters as wing'd with joy. Talk not of pain! 

The childless cherubs well might envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent ! Bless him, Cain ! 

^ As yet he hath no words to tbauk thee, but 
His heart will, aud tbrhb own too.* 
fain. ’ Bless thee, boy ! 

, If that B mortal blessing may* avail thee, 
i To save thee from tire scr{)ciU’s curse! 


Giten with a gentle and a contrite spirit. 


Adah. 


It sluUl. 


> » V [Ws.-.** I Im 4 tiM work! of tge* at>d- V, ' 

• .'ll InnxKlal bi-lng«.''l 

^ « (Tlic itilrd act .diowa u« Cain Rlt>o«yir lamcnltng over the fit~ 
tare (brtuD<» ofhb infant non, ami withstaiuHog all the con sola- 
lion and cntnutics of Adah, who U aniiotw io sirfiru him lu the 


I .task of. subrabUon and to parlidpalino In the uchflee whjeh hla 
hruthVr b aboat to offer. . Here arc aomc fusshgea o( tm rommou 
boauty. That which ^likrs iisnHMt la when thepBrenta. arv hang* 
Ing over their »lcqungboy.»Bisnop Hebei.] 
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Surely a father's blessing may avert ' 

A reptile’s subtlety. 

TaiH. Of that I doubt; 

But bless him ne'er the less. 

Adah. , Our brother comes. 

CatH. Thy bro|her Abel.* 

Enter Asbl. . '* 

Abel. Welcome, Cain 1 my brother, 

The peace of God be on tbeel 
roiM. Abel, hail! 

Abel. Our sister tells me that thou hast been 
wanderiag, < 

In high communion with a spirit, far 
Beyond our wonted range. Was he of those 
We have seen and spoken with, like to our father? 
folii. No. 

Abel. Why then commune with him? he may be 
A foe to the Most High. 

ruin. And friend to man. * 

lias the Most High been so— if so you term him? 
Abel. Term him ! your words are strange to-day, 
my brother. * 

My sister Adah, leave us for awhile— 

AVe mean to sacriQce. 

Adah. Farewell, my Cain ; 

But first embrace thy son. May his soft spirit, 

And Abel's pious ministry, recall thee 
To peace and holiness I 

[ Exit Adah, tciM her child. 
Abel. Where hast thou been? 

Coin. I know not. 

Abel. \ Nor what thou hast seen? 
CaiM. - The dead, 

The immortal, the unbounded, the omnipotent, 

The overpowering mysteries of space — 

•The innumerable worlds that were and are— 

A whirlwind of such overwhelming things, 

Suns, moons, and earths, upon their loud-voiced 
spheres 

Singing in thunder round me, as have made me 
Unlit for mortal converse : leave me, Abel. 

A bel. Thine eyes are flashing with unoaturaUight — 
Thy cheek is flush’d with an unnatural hue — 

Thy words are frai^ght with an unnatural sound — 
What may this mean ? 

■ Cain. It means 1 pray thee, leave me. 

A hel. Not till vye have pray'd and sacrificed together, 
fain. Abel, 1 pray thee, sacrifice alone— « 
Jehovah loves tliee well. , 

Abet. Hoth well, 1 hope.- 

f’oiN. But thee die better ; I care not for that ; 
Thou arft fitter foe his worship than I am; 

Revere him, then— but let it be alone— * 

At least, w ithout me. ^ ^ 

Abel. * * Brotlier, I should ill 

Deserve the name of our great father's son, 

If, as ray elder, I revered thee not. 

And in the worship of our God call'd not 


On thee to join me, and precede me in 
Our priesthood — ’t is ihy place. 

rain. But I have ne’er 

Asserted it. 

Abel. ' The more my grief; 1 pray tliee 
To do so now : thy soul seems labouring in 
Some strong delusion; it will calm tliee.* 
rain. _ 

Nothing can calm me more. C aim ? say I f ’ Never 
Knew I what calm was in tlie soul, although 
I have seen the elements still’d. My*Abe|,1edvdme! 
Or let me leave thee to Ihy pious purpose. ^ 

Abel. Neither; we must perform ourlask together. 
Spurn me not. \ ^ 

Cain. If it must be so— — well, then, • 

AVhat shall I do? » 

Abel. Choose one of those two^allars. 

( ain. Choose for me : they to me are sp much turf 
And stone. . « . 

Abel. Choose thou! 

Vabt. I have cbosen. . .**; 

Abel. *T is tlie highest. 

And suits thee, as the elder. Now? prepare^ 

Thine offerings. 

Cain. * AVhere are thine ? 

Abel. Behold them here— 

The firstling of the flock, and fat thereof — 

A shepherd's humble offering. ^ 
rahi. 1 have no flocks ; 

i am a tiller of the ground, and must 
Yield what it yieidetli to my toil— its fruit : 

^ [ He ^gathers fhiUi. 

Behold them in tlieir various bloom and ripeness. 

( They Hress their altari, and kindle a flame 
upon them. ^ 

A bel. My brother, as the elder, offer first 
Tliy prayer and tlumksgivjng w iih sacrBlce. 

Cain. No— I am new to this ; lead thou the way, 

And I will follow — as 1 may. 

Abel (kneeling). O God ! 

Who made us, and who breathed the breath of life 
Within our nostrils, who hath blessed us, 

And spared, despite our father’s sin to make ' 

His diildren all lost, as they might have been, 

Had not thy justice been so temper'd with 
The mercy w hidi is thy delight, as to _ 

Accord a pardon like a Paradise, « 

Compared with our great crimM : — Sole Lord o( light! 
Of good, and glory, and eternity ; * 

AYithout whom all were evil, and with whom 
Nothing can err, except to some good end 
Of thine omnipotent ^nevolence — «• 

Inscrutable, but still to be fulfill'd— 

Accept from out thy humbit first of shepherds* 

First of the first-borp flocks — an offering, 

I In itself DOthing-^s what offering can 
Aught unto thee?— but yet accept it for 
I Tbe thanksgiving of him w ho spreads it In 
I The face of'thy high heaven, bowing his own . 


( Ms.—'' Amt tleivt«r«1 noi fer o«r tatter'* Ud Iu n 
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Even to the dust, of which he is, in honour 
Of thee, and of thy name, for evermore! 

Cain isiantlituj erect durituj this speech). Spirit ! 
wliate'er or whosoe’er fliou art, 

Omnipotent, it may be — and, if good, 

Slipwn in the exemption of thy deeds from evil ; 
Jeiiovah upoii earth ! and God in heaven ! ! 

And it be with other names, because 
Thine aUnbutes seem many, as thy works : — 

If tho ropitiated with prayers, I 

Tak^t)>e^ij! inirou must be induced with altars^ 
And^oQth’d with a sacrilice, receive them I 
Two l^ags i>are erect them unto thee. [smokes 
If thdu-dOvest blood, the shepherd’s shrine, which 
On .ray y%hi'hand, hath shed it for thy service 
In the IJKt ofliis flock, whose limbs now' reek 
In sanguinary incense to thy skies: 

Or if the swael and blooming fruits of earth, 

And milder seasons, which the unstain’d turf 
I spread them ou now offers in the face 
Of the brond.sun w^ich ripen’d them, may seem 
Good to thee, inasmudi as they have not 
Suffer'd in Hmb or life, and rather form 
A sample of thy works, than supplication 
To look on ours! If a shrine witiiout victim. 

And altar without gore, may win thy favour, 

I.ook on it ! and for him who dresseth it, 

He is — such as thou mad’st him ; and seeks nothing 
Which must be won by kneeling : if he ’s evil, 

Strike him, thou art omnipotent, and may’st — 

For what can he oppose ? If he be good, 

Strike him, or spare him, as thou wilt I since all 
Rests lipon thee ^ and good and evil seem 
To have no power themselves, save in thy will ; 

And whether that be good or ill 1 know not, 

^'ot being omnipotent, nor fit to judge 

Omnipotence, but merely to endure 

Its mandate; which thus far I liave endured. 

iTAe fire upon the aitar of Aiei. kindles into a 
column of the brightest flame, and ascends to 
heax'en; while a whirltpind throws ilown the 
attar of Cai5. and scatters the fruils dbroad 
upon the earth. 

A bet {kneelimj). Oh, brother, pray 1 Jehovah *s voth 
Cain. Why so? [with thee. | 

Abet. Thy fruits arc scatter'd on the earth. i 

Cain. From earth they earned to earth let them re- 
turn; ^ _ j 

Their seed will bear fresh fruit there ere the summer : i 
Thy burnt ilesli-oflering prospers better ; see 
How heaven licks up tiie flames, wiicn thick with 
blood ! 

Abel. Tfiiuk not upon my offering’s acceptance, 

But make another of thine own before 
It is too late. 


.* [ll iicyidcat Ui.i( Ltf»rd Bjron hail studied M* sultjcci vprjr 
drepiy; and, Ihototlihe lias varied a Hltlc. from, or gtiue a tilUe 
Vi'yoiHl, Uic leUcr of Scrtplure, which is very cunasi', yet hr lias 
a|»|atcnit)’ui<eri-dwiUi great mactness iuio ii»r iidiuis and 
Abel ki (his mqst lutrresting scene t and wre-rc it atluwabli! u> as- 
crilic to the auUH»r of a driimalic wurls the |iriiu'i|d{'s or feelings 


CauK I will build no more aftars, 

Nor suffer any.--' 

AM (rising). Cain I what meanest thou? 

CaiM. To cast down yon vileflattcrer of the clouds, 
The smoky harbinger of thy dull prayers— 

Tliine altar, witli its blood of lambs and kids, 

^Vhich fed on milk, to be destroy’d in blood. 

Abel {opposing him). Thou shall not : add not im- 
pious works to impious 

Wofds ! let that altar stand — ’t is halldw’d now 
By the immortal pleasure of Jehovah, 

In his acceptance of the victims. 

Cain. • Jfis ! 

//if pleasure ! what was his high pleasure in 
The fumes of scorching flesh and smoking blood. 

To the pain of the bleating mothers, wliich 
Still yearn for their dead offspring ? or the pangs 
Of the said ignorant victims underneath 
Thy pious knife i Give way ! this bloody record 
Shall not stand in the sun to shame creation! [altar 
Abel. Brother, give back ! t^ou shalt not touch my 
With violence : if that thou w ilt adopt it, 

To try another sacrifice, ’t is thine. .» 
fabi. Another sacrifice! Give way, or else 

That sacrifice may be 

Abel. What mean^t thou ? 

fain. Give — 

Give way! — thy God loves blood ! — then look to it: — 
Give way, ere he hath tnore ! 

Abel. In his gre.at name, 

I 'stand between thee and the shrine 'which Jiath 
Had his acceptance. 

fain. If tliou lov’st thyself. 

Stand back till I have strew’^d tliis turf along 

Its native soil else 

Abel {opposing him). 1 love God far more 
Than life. * 

Cain {striking him with a brand, on the temples, 
which he snatches from the attar). Then 
take thy life unto thy God, 

Since he loves lives. 

Abel ifhtts). W’hal hast thou done, my brother? 
fain. Brother ! 

Abel. 0, God ! receive thy servant, qnd 

Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what 
He did — Cain, give me — give me thy hand ; and tell 
Poor Zillah 

fain (after a monteni's stupefaction). My hand ! *t is 
' all red, and with*— 

What ? 

[ A long pause.— Looking slowly round. 

Where am I ? alone! Where *s Abel? where 
Cain ? Can it be^thut l am be? My brother, 

Awake ! — why liest thou so un tlie green earth ? 


ol alPor aof of hit characters, exerpi ai ailr>p|in$ ihrm for h's 
particular purpose, one wbiilil l>e at a ion bi tay; whether l/irU 
Byron uiikIiI most to be idonllh^il with Cam, or vrilti Abel; so afK 
proprUlely has he maiDUuiL'd the ciuracter of each.— Gka.Ht‘s 
Cain,’* p. tOI.) 
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*T is not the hour of slumber why so pale ? 

What hast thou !»thou ^rert full of lif^iis morn ! 
Abel ! I pray Uiee, mock me not ! I smote 
Too fiercely, but not fatally, why • 

Wouldst thou oppose me ? This is mockery ; 

And OQly done to daunt me^: — 't was a blow — 
Andbutaldow. Stir — stir — nay, only stir I ^me! 
Why; so— that’s well! — thou ^eathest! breathe upon 
Oh, God! Oh, God! 

A6ei(rery/oi»i<!y). What ’she who speaks of God? 
rni». Hiy murderer. 

AheL Then may God forgive him 1 Cam, 

Comfort poor Zillah she has but one^roUier 
Now. 

( Aset 

Cain, And I none !— tVlio makes mdA>rolherless ? 
His eyes «re open ! then he Is n"o^ dead 1 
Death is likd sleep : and sleep shuts down our lids. 
His lips, too, are apart ; why then he breathes ; 

And yet 1 feel it not.*— His heart ! — lus heart!— 

Let me see, doth it beat? mclhinks No !*— no!— 

This is a vision, else I am become 
The native of another and worse world. 

The eartli s^lms round ni^— jihat is this/-^is wet; 

• [Putt his hand to his bnvt. aifd then looks at it. 
And yet there are no dc\^ I T is blood— my blodd— 
My brother’s and iny own'j'and shed by me 1 
Then what have I further to do with life, 

Since 1 have taken life from nfy own^esli ? 

But he can not be dead !— Is silence death ? 

No H'c will wake ; then let me watch by him. 

Life cannot be so slight, as to be quenchU 
Tbus^uickly !— he hath spoken to n)e sinc»^. 

What shall I say to him ?— My brother t— No ; 

He will not answer to that name ; for brethren 
Smite not each other. Yet — yet speak to me'i 
Oh 1 for a word more of that gentle voice. 

That I may bear to hear niy own again! 

Enter Zillah. 

ZiUah. I heard a heavy sound ; what can it be? 

*T is Cain ; and watcliing by my husband. What 
Dost thou there, brollier? Doth he sleep? Oh, 
heaven: 

Whatnieanstiiispoleness. andyon«tream?— No, no! 

It is not blood ; for who w*ould shed his blood ? [not; 
Abel ! what ’s tKis— who hath done this ? He moves 
He breathes not : and his hands drop down from mine 
With stony lifclessness! Ah! cruel Calnl 
Why cam’st tli6u not in liibc to save him from 
This violence? W'hatever hath assail'd him, 

1 Tliou Wert the Stronger, and shouldst have stepp'd in 

Between him and aggression I Father !— Eve I • 

Adah !— come hither ! Death is in the world ! 

[ Exit ZiLLAU, calling on her. Parents, etc. 
C(tin (solus). And who hath brought him there?— 
I — who abhor 

The name of Death so decpjy, that the thought ' • 
Empoison’d all my life, bef6rb I knew 
His aspect — f have led him hci^, Imd given 
My brother to his cold and sUIlefnbrace, 

As if he would not .have asserted his 
Inexorabf^ claim williout iny aid. 

I am awake at last— a dreary dream 

Had madden’d me hut Ae shall n^er awake I 

Enter Ai>ah, Em, Adad, and Zillah. 
^Adam. A voice of wSe/ropi Zillah bryigs me here.— 
What do I sec ?— *1 is truel— .My son ! my son ! 
Woman*bchold the serpent’s work and thine 1 

I To Etb. 

Ere. Oh ! speak not of it now : the serpent’s fangs 
Arc in my heart. My best beloved, Abel!* 

Jeliovah ! tiiis is punislunent beyond 
A mother’s sm, to take AlniYrom me! ** 

Adam. ^ ^ Who, 

Or what hath done this deed.“ — spei^^Cain, since thou 
Wert pitscnt ; was it some more hostile angel. 

Who walks nm with Jeliovah? or some wild 
Brute of the forest ? 

Ere. Ah! 4 livid light , 

Breaks through, as from a thunder-cloodl yon brand, 
Massy and bloody ! snatch’d from off the altar, 

And bbek witli smoke, and red with — ^ 

Adam. ^ Speak, my son! 

Speak, and assure us, wretched as we arc, 

That we are not mere miserable still. 

A<^. Speak, Gain! and say it was not (kotif 
Er7. It was. 

I see it now — he hangs his guilty head, 

And covers his ferocious eye w ith hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah. Mother, then dost him wrong — 

Cain ! clear thee from this horrible accusal, 

Which grief wirings from our parent. 

Ere, Hear, Jehovah ! 

May the et^nl serpent’s curse be on him ! 

For he was fitter for his seed tlian ours. 

May all his days be desolate ! May 

Adah. - Hold! 

Curse him not, mother, for he is thy son — 

Curse him not, mother, for he is my brother. 

1 To® Jiird, but It «u o«t my purpcu«-iflir.'' 1 

• [The ucrtficea ol Abel and Cain follow t Uie Br#i U accepted, 
the lecond rejected by Jehoteh, Caio. in wralh, aium|>u to 
Ibrow down the aiian, la oppewed by Abel, and airikcs him with a 
nali-bumi brand. Aa a whole, IMt scene ia lietry and clumsily 
maoajfrd. It can barUfy bit to tlrike the reader at a defect In 
IKtetry, no leta than a departure from bblory, that the e^l which 
ta the calaalrophc of the drama, ia no oUicrwite than Inddeoially, 
we may aay aecldCDlally, produced by those whictf precede IL 
Cain. wh(we wliole character U rcpreiculcd in Scripture « en- 
Tiouaaiid maiicivoa, rather Utau Impiout tbis Cain, aa painted 

by l.ord Byron, hat no quarrel with hli brother whatever, nor, 
eicept In a alnsle word, does he intimate any Jealouay of him. 
Two acts, and half the Ibird, are paiard without our advaocinit a 
aifigle Alep toward the concliulun ; aiHi Abel ar Irogth falU by a 
ratKleiii blow fflven In a iirwgsle of which ihe object Is not bis tie- 
stmeUon. biitUie overthrow of Jehovah'S altar. If weoould sap* 
po«e a reader io sit down to a perusal of the drama in ifpiorancc 
of its c.iListrotibc. he conhf scarcely Itc less surprised by its termi- 
nation In such a stroke of chance-medley, than if Abel had been 
made to drop duwn In an .ipoplcxy, or Cain to die of grief over 
Ida body.— Bisaor Hora.] 
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And my betrothed. ‘ ' 

' He hath left thee no brother^ 

. 2illah no husband— me no son ! — for thus 
I curse him from my sight for evermore! 

All bonds I break beUneen uSj as he broke • 
Timt of his nature, in yon— — Oh deatli I death ! 
Why didst thou not take me. who first iocurr'd thee ? 
Why dost thou not, so now ? • 

Adam. . % - Eve ! let not this, 

Thy natural grief, lead to impiety ! 

A heavy doom was long forespoken to us;» 

And now that it begins, let it be borne 
In such sort as ntay show our God, that we 
Are faithful servants to his holy will. - - 
Eve (pointing to (.'(liii). HitvnU!! the will of yon 
incarnate spirit ** - 

Of death, whom I have broui^it upon the eartii 
To strew it with Uie dead. May all the curses 
Of life be on him ! and his agonies * 

Drive him forth o’er the wilderness, like us ' 

« From Eden, till his cliildreii do by him 
A£ he did by his brother ! May the swords 
And wings of fiery cherubim pursue him 
By day and night — snakes spring up in bis path — 
Earth’s fhiils be ashes in his mouth— the leaves 
On which he lays his head to sleep be strcw;'d 
With scorpions ! May his dreams be of his victim ! 
His waking a continual dread of death ! 

May the cl^r rivers turn to blood as he 
Stoops down to stain them with his raging lip ! 

May every element shun or change to him ! 

May he live^n the pangs which others die with! 

And death itself wax something worse than death 
To him who first acquainted him with mnn ! 

Hence, fratricide! henceforth tha^ word is Cam, 
Through aM the coming myriads of mankind, 

Who shall abhor thee, though thou wert their sire ! 
May the grass wither from thy feet ! the woods 
Deny thee slieltcr! earth a home! the dust 
A grave! the sun his light I and heaven her God! * 

[ Exit Evr. 

Adorn. Cain! get thee forth : we dwell no more to- 
Depart! and leave the dead to me — I am [getlier. 
Henceforth alone— we never must meet more. 

Adah. Oh, part not with him thus, n>y father : do 
Add thy deep curse to^Eve’s upon his head ! [ nut 

Adam. I curse him not : his spirit be liis curse. 
Come, Zillah I ^ 

ZiUah. I must watch my husband’s corse. 
Adam. We will return again, when he is gone 
Who bath provided for us this dread office. 

Come, Zillah! 

ZUlah. Yet one kiss on yon pale clay. 

And those lips once so warm — my heart ! my heart 

Adam and Zillah, teeeping. 


WORKS. 

AdaK Cain! thou liast heard, we must gofortJi. 
I anuready, • 

So shall our children be. 1 will liear Enoch, 

And you his sister. , £re the sun declines 
Let us depart, nor walk the wilderness 
Under the cloud of night. — Nay, speak to me,. 

To w/c — (Miieoum. ^ 

Coin. Leave me ! ’ 

Adah. Why, all have left thee. 

Catii. And wherefore lingerest thou? Do^t lbou 
To dwell with one who hath done this ? * [not fear 

‘Adah. ,, T fear 

Nothing except to leave thee, much as I 
Shrink from the deed which leaves thee brotlierless. 

I must not speak of this — it is between thee 
And the great God. 

A I'oice from iri/Mn exclaims, Cain! Cain! 

Adah. Hcai**8t tltou that voice'? 

The. Voiee within. Cain ! Cain ! 

, AdoA. • It soundetb like an angel's tone. 

^ Enter the XnoEh of the Lord. « 

ANgeLWIiere is thy brother Abel ? 

Cain. ♦ Am I then 

My broUier's keeper ? 

Angel. Cain I what tiiast tlwo done? 

The voice of thy slain brother’s blood cries out, 
Evenfrom the ground, ginto the Lord!— thou 
Cursed from the ^arth, which opened late her mouth 
To drink thy brother’s blood* from thy rash band, 
iknedurth, when thou sliuU till the ground, itshaltnot 
Yield il»ce her streocth ; a fugirive shall thou , ‘ 

Itc dnv, and vasahond on- earth ! » 

-I'bis punishment is more than he bear, 
ikholdi.thou drivest him' from the face of earth, 

.\nd from the face of God shall he be hid. 

A fugitive and vagabond on earth, 

’T w ill come to pass, that w hose findeth him 
Shull sUi) him. 

Cain. Would they could ! but who are they 

Shall slay me ? Where are these on the lone earth 
As yet unpeopled ? 

Angel Thou hast sltiin^hy brother, 

And who shall warrant thee against thy son ? 

Adah. Angel of Light! be merciful, iiof say 
That this poor aching breast now neuri^ies 
A murderer in my boy, and- of his fatlier. 

Angel. Then he would but be what his father is. 
Did not the milk of F.ve give nutriment 
To him thou now see’st so besmear’d with blood ? 
The fratricide might well engender parricides^— 

But it shall not be so— the Lord thy God 
And mine commandeth me to- set lus seal 
On C^in, so that he may go forth in safety. 

W'lio slaycth Cain, a sevenfold vengeance shall 


* [ MS.—*' DrlTt bln foMb o'er Ibe world, u we were di Ireo." 1 

* [The three ImI linn were not in the original MS. Ip fbrvrant* 
ing them to Mr. Murray, to be added to Eve's rpreeb. Lord Byron 

**T». —“There 's m pretty a piece of imprecattoo for yon, when* 
Joined to the lines already sent, aa you roay wiih to Dort with in 


Ihe cour^. of yoor busineiw. Bui don't forget the addition of 
the three Mnn, which are clinchers to Eve's speech. Let me 
know whafcilTord thinks, furl have a good opiniOQ'nf the piece, 
as poetry ; it K In my giry mctaptiywcal style, and in the Manfrcil 
llne.”-B.J 
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CAIN. 


Clt 


Be taken on his liead. Come liitber ! 

i'akt. • What 

Wouldst thou with me? 

AngtL To mark upon thy brqw 

Exemption from such deeds as thou iiast.done. 

Cahi. No, let me die! 

Angel. It must not be. 

[ The A?(g^ iots the mark on Caih's brotr. | 
rain. It burns { 

My brow, but nought to that which is within it. 

Is there more ? let me meet it as I may. [womb, 
Angel. Stern hast thou been and stubborn from tbe 
As the ground thou must henceforth till; but he 
Thou slew's! was gentle as the flocks he tended. 

Cain. After the fall too soon was i begotten ; 

Ere yet my mother's mind subsided from ■ 

The serpent, and my sire still mourn'd for Eden. 

That w inch 1 am, 1 am ; I did not seek 

For life, nor did I make myself v but could 1 

With my Own death redeem him from the dust— 

And why not so? let him return to day, 

And I lie ghastly ! so sliOll be restored 
By God the life to him he loved ; and taken 
From me a b^ing I ne'er loved to bear. [done ^ 
Angel. Who shall heal murder? what is done is 
Go forth I fulfll thy days ! and be thy deeds 
Unlike the last! 

i The Axgri. (UsappearM. 
Adah. He 's gone, let us go forth ; 

1 hear our little Enoch cry w ithin 
Our bower. 

r «i»i. Ah ! little knows he what he weeps for ! 

And I who have shed blood cannot shed tears! 

But the four rivers ' w ould not cleanse my soul. 
Think’stthou my boy will bear to look on me? 

Adah. If I thought that he would not, 1 would— 
Cain {inierntpHng her). No, 

No more of threats : w e have had too many of Uieni : 

Go to our children ; I will follow thee. 

Adah. 1 will not leave thee lonely with the dead ; 


' The •* four Viven '* which flowed rouud Edeo, and conse- 
«|ucultjr ibe onl/ waters niib which Calu wm aciiuAloled upon 
eartli. 

• (The caUtirophe it bruoghi about with great dramatic skill 
and effect. Ibe murderer is sorrowful au8 conloumled.— .his 
(Mrcnls re|irohateand renounce him,— hii wife clings lu him with 
eager and imhcsitaUng sf(£ctiou ; ami they wander forth (ogeUicr 
Into the vast solitude of the uuiverse.— J ifput.] 

> [The reader has seen what Sir W’altcr Scott's general opinioa 
of '* Cain '* was, hi the letter appended lo the dedicatioii. ante, 
p. S8S. Mr. Moore's was conveyed to Lord Byron la these 
words j— 

** I bive read Poarart sud Cale. Tlie lormer does not plesae me w bllbly 
asSsrdanapslus. It l»a« (be (suit of all IbuM viotcnl VeoeMaa kWries. being 
■nnalursi and Improbable, sod Mwrefort. la »pUcof oil >oiir ttch- nunage- 
aeot or ilKtii. appealing but reiDaWly So one a kympalbln. Sol Caiu It 
woQderrul-larrIble-iisvcr to betorgoUeo. If I am uot mUlabcn, U will 
tink deep Into Ibe ngrld't beart . and MbUc msD]i will tbadder at iu bla»- 
pb«fDT, all matt fall^rtHirdlc bproee lit grandeur. Talk of ;£*cbr1u» and 
bU fromcUieut I*- here It tbe true tplrll bulb of Ibe Poet~aod ibe PevU." 

Lord B.'s answer lo Mr. Moore on thli occaaion conlalnathe 
snbataiice of all that he ever thought Ht to advauce in defence of 
the aaaaullcd imiuti In hb ‘'Myalery 

" W’ltb rc^pcel lo retighn," be “ can I nr*er roiwiare fou ibal I 
bold ootorb opinioua as iba cbaroclortiQ ibat drama, wbkh taenulo basa 


Let US tle|mrt together.* 
faiN. Oh! thou dead 

And everlasting witness! whosirunsmking 
Blood darkens earth and heaven ! w hat tliou uott art, 

] know not 1 but if»thou sec'st wliat / am, 

I think thou wilt forgive him, wIumu his, God 
Can ne’er forgive, nor his own sou!.— Farewell! 

I 1 must not, dare uot touch wjiat J Itave made thee. 

I ], who sprung from the same w omb with Uiec, drain'd 
I Tlic same breast. dasj)'d thee often to my own, 

In fondness brotherly and boyish, I 

Can never meet tliee more, nor even dare 

To do that I'or thee, which t|^oti .^liouldst hare done 

For me— compose thy limbs into tiieir grave — 

The first grave yet dug foruiortalily. 

But whohatliMiig tliat grave? Oh, earth! Ob, earth! 
For all the fruits thou liast xendcr'd to me. i 
Give* thee baek this. — Now for ihe wilderness. 

( AuAiwfoops doien and kisees the body of Abbl. 
'AdoA. Adregry, and an early dooyi, my brother, 
Has been thy loti .Of all who mourn for thee, 

I alone mdst not weep. My offlee is 
Henceforth to dry up tear.s, and not to shed them; 
But yet of all who mourn, none mourn like me, 

Not only'for thyself, but liim who slew thee. 

Now, Caial I will divide thy btirdeii with thee. 

Cain. Elastward from F.deri will we take otfr way ; 
is tlie most desolate, and suits niy steps. 

Adah. Lead ! thou shaft be my guide, and may our 
God 

Be thine! Now let us carry forth our children. 

Caft. And he who lieth there was childless. I 
Have dried Uie fountain of a gentle race, 

AYhich might have graced his recent marriage couch, 
And might iiave temper’d this stern blood of mine, 
Uniting with our children Abel's offspring! 

0 Abel! 

Adah. Pe^ce be with him! 

C'ani. But. with me/ 

tA'JWimf.i 


filghtenrd eter) bod)r IiIom of * cbaruia- bu; niB kwoT «UI> BW : 

, |U« all imaglnaili* rurn, I. ol eour»«. anbodjr myieir wllh ibe cbaracMr 

wkilt I lirmie II. but ncH a toofoeal alia* Ibe p«a U rrom off Ibe piper." 

I He ihus alludes to the effects of Ihe critical lempest exdted by 
I ** Cain,'' III Ihe elevcnih caalo of “ Doo Jiiao.*' 

I “In iKtce nte jear* Ibe * gnuteat living porC 

Ule lo Ibe ebampiuo la ibe Dalv Hog. 
la call'd on lo Hipport bia cleJm, or Utow It, 

Allhougb 'I la an Iwaglnary iblng. 
rven I— albeit I 'm lorr I dtd not know Q, 

Kor sougt^ ot fool>csp kubjccts 10 be kiog- 
’ Wk) rrckou'tl. a roo>ldcr«ble IIOH. 

TbeCraod >apo(eoa 0/ tbe rcaliua or rhyme. 

’ “ Bfll inan waa my Moicow. and FoUrro 

I My Ulp.lc,eiMl B>} MonlSulnt InnaeamaCeAi.*’ 

W'e than DOW ptwawil Ihe reader with a few of the moat elabo- 
! rate lummahea of ihe cooielii|)or.'irjr crllici,— favourable and uo- 
Uvourable.-beginuinit wUh Ihe Cdlnburub Review. 

I Mr. Jeirrey aayi.-“Tlwoab ‘Coin' abouodi In beeatjral paaugw. and 
•bona more percr. pcrtiapa. ibeu any ol ibe author '» draoMUrel cocDpoal> 
. ! tioua. we rtyrcl very mitchilMil It kboald ever btfc been pabihbod. Uwllt 
gite very grcoi fcaodal and off«pi-e lo plou* perwH lo ||taeral. and may ho 
the meoBi tklvugmailng ibe mokl pelnlul doubti^nd dblnm-log perplnltlta 
lo bubdreda at mind* (bat mlabl never olbt|« l»e have been eipoved lo aucli 
I j 'dangeroua dlMurheoce. Lord Byron bM no prleMUht- cast or prtnlUto re- 
• 1 vNlhg loapprehoed from tu. Wo do ne< cliarge blm wlib beinicilbrr e 
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APPENDIX. 

• I 

TUE -WARDEBINGS OF CAIN. 

* . ♦ 1 

k riACMDIT. 

•-*' 

B) S. T. COLiaiMI. E«1 i$M p. 68T.) 

*'A liUle ftirlher, O mj fatiicr, jrrt a llttl« forther, and «e ahatl [ 
come IdUi Ibeopfo moooliKt'l Tt>cir road was thruofh a forest i 
orOr-lreea ; al iU cutraoce the trees stood at distanci'* (rout each 
other, and the path was hroail. and the moonliAht, and the moon* ; 
light Widows reposed upon It, and apiieared qaietif to Inhabit 
that solitude. But soon the path winded and became narrow; \ 
the sun akhlgh dooq sooielluies speckled, but never iiluniioed It^ ] 
and now it was dark as a cavern. | 

**It Is dark, O mjr rather!' said Enos. *'but the path under otir i 
feet Is smooth and soft, and we shall soon com^ out into the open ' 
moonllghL Aht why dost ihou^roansodcepli.?** 

*' Lead on, my child," said Cain; '‘guide me, little child.** And 
the innocent lilUe child claspeda finger of ibeiiand wlildi had 
murdered the righteous Abel ; and he guided his tether. “The fir 
branches drop upon ;bee, my sou/'->“ Tea. picaMnlly. blber,.for 
I rsn fast and eagerly to bring thee the pilcbcnaod the cake, and 
my body b not yet cool. How happy the squirrels are that feed 
on these fir-trees 1 they leap from b^gh to hough*, and Ihc old 
squirrels play round tliuir young ones in the nest. 1 cUimb a tree 
yesterday, at doud, O my falber, that 1 might play with them; 
iMit they leapt away from Ihe branches, even to the slender lwlg< 
did they leap, and la a moment I beheld lltein on attoUier tree. 
Why, 0 my fattier, would they not play with me? Is it because 
we are not so happy as they ? Is It because IgroantomeUmcseveo 
as thou groancsi?'* Then Cain stop;ied. and sUliing bis groan.-., 
be sank to Ibe eaKli, and the child Laos stood In the darkness t>e> 
aide him, and Cain lifted up his Totce, and cried bittrrly, and 
said. " The Mighty One iliai {lersecuieth me h on ihii side and on 
that; be pursueth my soul like the wind, like tfic sand-blast be 
passeth through me : he is around me even as the air. O that I 
wight be iilteriy no more! I desire to die!— yea, the things that 
never bad life, neither move they upon ihe earth— bebold they 
seem precious to mine eyes. Q that a man might live without the 


dlKlpIs or so spertle of Lucifer ; o«r do « e dearribo bU poetry is ■ mere 
cuiopoood of blaspbeniT sod obscentty. On Ibc coulrer*. we are InrUned 
to believe Ibst be w l>b<b wdl lo ibc hspplnew of tnankind, end ere f lad so 
iMitfy IImI bU poems sboiiDd wlib senitiuents of gres(<SlaoUx and lender* 

BAM, as wellss puMget of inIlDlU!»ubllinliy sod toeatilt rhUomphy 

and poetry are both very good lbtag« In tbelr way : bat. In our opliiLm. 
ibey do not go very well logdlMr. K U but a poor tod petlanitr tort of 
poolry tlMl seeks to cm body nottilog but metapbyikal subUeiles toil abalrarl 
dcducltaos of rratoo-aod a very sosplclous pbllosophy Uul aims at c>U- 
blisblufl lladocirlnoa by appeals lo tbe poMlona and iha fancy. Tboupb 
ascb srguiurnU, however, arc worib llltla In iba sebooU, H doea not follow 
ihSl Ibrlr effect U Incomlderablr In ibe world, Oa tbe conlrary. il b Um 
mlarfalaf of all poeUcai piradoiea. ibat, from Iba vary llmlb and cdiI of 
poetry, which deala only In obvious and gtanrlog tiewa, they art never 
hroogtal to the fair test of argamcol. So allurton lo a doubtful topic n Kl 
oflen paas lor a drflniilve condasion oa II; and, rlotbad to beautlfDl Uo- 
gutga. nay leava tbe most perntdoas Imprasatoov bebhid. Wa Iberefore 
think that poets ouBhl /airly to be conBwd to Iba ealabibbed creed and 
iDoralliy of (hdr cquiilry, or to Iba actual passtons and aeullmrnU of oiau- 
kind ; atsd Ihal poadral dreamers and coi>Ut»ts w bo pretetid to f Aroriaa sc- 
cordlofl to Ibrlr feverish fatwlei, wliboul a warrant from authorlly or 
nuspn. ought to be banblied lh« romniutiwnllli of leiiers. In the rooru 
uf morality, ports arc nnrscepllonuble K-tlnrsiea; Ihev may give In tbeevl- 
dnira^ and dipoke lo tirb whet her good w III; hut vre drmor lo (heir ar> 
bllrary and seir-plraslng sntumiBg np ; iney are snsperied iadpra, and not 
vary ofic-n sataadvoralca. wlieta groat qaeailooi aracoocemed.and tmirarMl 
prloclplea brvogbl lo Itsoc. a . • 

The Kevtewer in the Qnsrtsrly was Ibe Iste BiMiop licber. ffli 
article ends as follows 

“ We do out Miliik. Indeed, that tbora b nach vlgoor or poellrai pro- 
priety In any of lha cbaraCim of Lord Byron's Mystery. Rsr, rm oi»e orra- 
sioo. and uue only: etpreates beraatf with coorvy, aitd net crao llsrn with 
auy great depth of Uul maternal fRlIog wbirh Ihr death of twr ftTourlie 
son was tlkdy lo eicUe tn her.^ Adam tnoralL.«e w llhool dlgnliy. AWf Is 
as dull as be U pluus. Lurlfer, lliough bb Mr>< appearance b well ran- 
(sitdd, la as fenlsMIoBS and saresatk aa a Scotch melaphyskiau ; and lha 


breath of bb'nodlrlU.kol might aUde In dariuMM and bUckONB, 
and an empty space!* Yea, 1 would Uc down, 1 would dot rise, 
Dciitier would I stir nry limbs UJl l heearac as the rock in the den 
of the lion, on which the young Hon revteih hH bead whilst he 
slcrp^tb. For tlie torrent that i-oareth far off hath a roloe ; and the 
clouds in hearen look imtMy oo me; the Mighty One who is 
agaiOHt mcspeakeih in tbe wt^ of tbe cedar tree: and In silence 
am I dried np.’* Then Engs spake to his father .—“Arise, mx (a* 
ihcr. arise; wc are but a little way from tlie plaoo where 1 fovDd 
the cake and the pitcher." And Gainsaid, “ Mow knowest thou?** 
and the child answered—*' Behold, the bare rocks are a frw of thy 
strides distant from Ihe forest; and while even now thou wert 
liltlni up lliy voice, 1 heard theeelw " Then tbe chUd look bold 
of hl^lber, ai it be would raise him ; sod Cain, being faint and 
feelde. rose slowly on his knees and pressed himsslf against Ihe 
trunk of a fir. and stood upright and followed tbe ehild. TfiejpaA 
was dark (HI within three strides' length of ill tmohiatioak wbm 
It turned suddenly i the thick black trees formed a kwr^rek. and 
Hte moonlight appeared for a moment like a dataling. portal. 
Bnoa ran before and stood In the open air ; and when Gain, bis 
father, emerged from the darkness, the child was affrighted, lor 
the mighty limbs of Cain were wasted aa by fire ; hto liair was 
blaek, and malted Into loat^y curls; and bb cnuntenance waa 
dark and wild, and told, in a alrange and terrible langnage, of 
agonies Uiat had been, and were, and were sUII lo coo tin ue to be. 

The scene around was desolate ; |s far cs ibe eye conld leach/. 
H was desolate ; the bare roeks fac^ each other and left a long 
and wide Interval of ibelr while sand. Too might wtoder oa and 
look round and round, and peep Into the crevices of ibe rocks, 
and discover uoUiing ibst'scknowtrdged the Infloenoe of tite sea- 
sons. There was oo spring, no snnimer, no autumn; ami the 
winter's snow (h.it would have been lovely, (ell not on these itol 
rocks and scorching taods. Never morning lark poised bhnseff 
over this desert; but tlic huge seqient often hissed there beneatb 
the talons of U»e vulture, and Ihe vulture icreametl. his wings im- 
prisoned within Ihe coils of llu* srrjwnt. The pointed and sTiai- 
lered summits of tbe ntlges of Uie rock* made a rude mimicry of 
luim.nn concerns, and seemed lo prophesy mutely of things that 
then were not ; slecplea. and balUements, and strips with naked 
' masts. As far from Ute wood as a boy might sling a pebble of the 
brook, there wu one rock by ilselfii s small dotance from the 
luaiu ridge. It had been preci|iilatetl there, perhaps, by the ter- 
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gnvaiolns wbicb drive C«Ia Into IcnpUty are clrcanutaocM nbkb rewld 
enly prudure e vlmtUr e/Tect en « week end UeggUh mlad, - Ibe nensaetty 
of raertlaii and Ibe IVar of deetb l let. in Ibc b.ippiwi ciimete of eerib, 
and amid tbe eerly vigour of oslsre. It would be ebrard lo doaertbe | oor 
bas Lord Byron so described Il| (be loll lo wblvb Calo can have been aob- 
Jert es rxenviVe or bordenyonK. sod be is aiede loo beppy In hU love, too 
eUravDgaully foud ot bi> wUe and bU cblld-. to UsVe mueb feWuro for iboso 
gloucny thopgiiu wblcti boloDg lo dUeppolnted ambbton ond jeded Ucen- 
iloasneea. Nor. tbougb tbere are sotue pesugoi In ibis draqu of oo con- 
moo power. .Utbo general tooeoMls poetry so nrelleat •* to etcoe foe 
(bMe linperftWions of devign. Tbe dlalugue la cold and ronatrilTied. Tho 
(kscripUnna tr« like tbe sbadows of a phanUsBiagorta. al one* indMUicl 
and anlRriil. Kicmi *d«h, tbere l« no pervoo In wboa* fOrUiua we ar« 
lolerwied; andwecldlMbebook witb oo dUilDd or rilngtog neoUerUon 
of any vlogle potsage to It. and wiib Ibe general tmprenloa only tbel La- 
rlfrr baa Mid mocb and done tltlle, and Coin |>u bcoo nnbappy wlibuul 
grounds and wicked witbout an ob|er(. But tf. as c poem. Cals U llitto 
qnallOed (o add lo Lord Byrsm's reputalivo. we are ODforlunolely coa- 
stvsroed to observe Itval lu poetical defecla are tbe very snullv»t ef Its de- 
qmIu. It Is Dot, indeed, ae some both of lu admirers and lU enctalcs ep- 
pwy lo bevu suppnsrd, a direct attack on scclplure add on Ihe antbortly of 
Vows. Tijeeipresslon* of Cain and Lnrlfer are not laor* offensive to Ibo 
eorsofptel) ibau sochdUcoorws most nes-«»arllj be, or ibao Mllloo, wlib- 
oot afteoce, has put into Ibe moutlu of brings slnilUrly situated. Aod 
though Ihe lairnllon Is evident wbicb has lc*l Ibe Alltelsu and Jacoblna 
iltie Unas are convertible) of ooc metropell* |o circulate Ibe work In a 
cheap forni amooK lb© populace, wc an; not eui W‘1'** of opiulon Ibit It 
|toesr«>os laurl* power of acilTen»iiirblcf,e«- tlwt many p nwn* will be very 
drvpty or Uvllugly Impreswd by iiulousiluns which Ic;id to no praciiral 
reniii. sod dunculltea which so ubviuusif traruccud Ibo raiifo of buoiaa 
ciperlciice.'* ^ ■ 

It Is not unamiiMtig lo^mpare the above with the following 
paragraph in one of the Bishop's private h-iicrs al the limp i— 

“1 have baen very buty since I came botue in reviewing lord Ityron'a 
drarnalir poems. OfrmirMr. I Isave badofT»‘ton lo Dr,d a rca«»nahlcqa*n- 
my of fault, but t do not iLluk Ibat I base done him lojadlce. ' rercant 
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hb)e grMD (he earth mve whra oar tint fitber (dl. Mbre yon 
appn>adie<U appMml to lie flat oo the uruviid, but III baee 
•tartotfromiU pnmt, and between lu points and tlie Mods a tall 
man luiKht itaiid upright. It was here that Ktioe had round the 
idlcber and cabe. and to ibU pUce he led hit fatber ; Nit. ere they 
arrived the rr, they Mield a human shipc ; hla bach was toward, 
them, and lliey were outning up uD|>rrceiTrd when they beard him 
unite bia bre^ and cry aloud. “ Wo to me i wo la me ! I muat 
Deter die atedn. aud tet I am perishing with thirst and hunger.'* | 
The face o( Cain lamed [kale; but Eooa aaid, " Ere yet I oouki j 
apeak, tarn aure, U my Utber, that I beard ih«t toloe. Hate not 
1 oTlyn said (hat I remembered a sweet votce? O my taiherl this 
blit” and Cain Ambled rxe^lngly. The soke waa aweet lo- 
deedj'bui it^ths an^i|ueruloui like that of a treble ilare Id 
rotocry» who despairs allogctlier, yet cannot refrain blmtelf from 
weeping and lamentation. Enos crept softly ruand ibe baae oT ibe 
rook, and stood before the strang^. and looked up into hU boe. 
And tbe shape shrieked, and turned round, and Cato beheld him. 
that his limbi and hto toce were those of hla brother Abel whom be 
liad kiilol : and Cain stood lilte one « ho strviggtea iu hto sleep, be> 
caostoflheexcecdiugteiTiblmesaofadreamt and ere he bad re- 
eetrred liimseir from the tumult of hto atplalloo. the Shape fell at 
hit feet, and embraced hto knees, and cried out with a bitter onlcry. 
VThou eldest bomofAdjiu. wliom Kkc. my mother, brought 
lurih, ceaM to torment mcl I was feedlug my flocks in green 
pastures by the dde offiniei rivers, and thou kllledst me ; and now 
1 am in ml»erT,'’ Then Cain dosod hto eyes, ami hid them wlih 
hto bands-mnd again he opened bit eyes, and looked irounU Mm. 
andaahllo^nos, ** what bdioldrstiluiu? Didst Ibou heart vui^. 
iny aoo? **— ** \ es, my rather, I brbeld a man in unclran ganoenls, 
Aod he ottered a sweet voice, lull of lanientalkm.” Tlien Cain 
raised np the diape that was like Abel, and said, " The Creator of 
mir father, who had re«pret nolo thee, and unto iby oriering, 
wherefiMT bath he furuken ihecf'* Then the shape shrieked a 
Mcuiid time, and rent hto gamienl. aig! hto naked skin was lake 
tbe wliite sands beoealb their feel; and be shrieked yet a tlunl 
Ibne. awl threw hkinself on his face upon the sand that was black 
with theslMHlow of the rock, and Cain and Enos sate beside htmi 
the child by hto right land, and Cain by bis left. They were all 


a«l suit DOT nowrs Slurrint.' I ibmiM Iwfs tUed to bs«s Iskm •» tbe 
sauMfroBod la a grMt degrat wUb JtfTrcy ; but. os U nUI nersr tfe to bttUd 
(W SMtbse msa's r»tfad«lloa, I bate bsea oMifsd to hresk ground on s 
dtnsrenl side o( tbs torirm, tboogb not, i tblob, w fstourabte a ooo. and 
wlib tbe dbad*«atage ol cpuuouiag acatosl a rl*aJ,‘wbe bas coudoeted bto 
ailack fillb admirable laate and iSill.'* 

The following eilract to from Ur. CaropbeH's Magaiine t— 

^ ' CalM, a Mratory.' to sUogatbsr of a blgbcr order tbsn ' Sardanapilos ’ 
aud ibe ‘ Too roeearl.' Lord Byron baa not. Indeed, ruMUied oar csocru* 
Itont ol a glianllc pkiure of Ibe flrsl mardarer ; tor Ibcre k arsrrair *>7 
paetton. earep* Ibe IcnmeidUte agony of rage, wbtcb brlogs on ibe e«la* 
eirupbe. and Cain hlmaeir to lluie n»ro ibao tbe aabjert of suparnalural 
ageory* Tbl* piece to eawnltoliy notbiiig bats icbkleforalrUing allmteoa 
to (be migbiy atpairacllbiu of Oeatb and Uto. Riernttr and TIiim , for laat 
bol dim deacriplloea of tbe regiona of apace, aad fW daring dtopotaliona on 
Ibal great problem, Ibrorlgln of «iU- Tbe groatNHeorS of Ibearyunwola 
oo (he iwlul aobiecia bandied to eery common-piece: bu( (bey are arrayed 
io grM( ma)e>(y of language, and cunducled wllb a frlgblful aodarUy. Tbe 
dircci auarba on ibe gooduesi of Cod ard DO(,'pvrbapa, laScn apart, bolder 
ftkan aome paaaagea of Mllion ; but (bey laaptro qolw a diricceol accuallou 
becaoae. In Ibloaiog of riradl>« Loti, wo oerer regard tbe OellT. or Solan, 
as oiber iliia great adrerw powera. created by (he Imaflnaiioa of tbe pod. 
Tbe peraunal Ideittlly which Millon baa glten lo bU apiriiual Imoillgoocot, 
—Ibe local bnbitalloaa wBteb be baa oMlgncd lbem,-lbt tnalerlal beauty 
wlUi wblcb be baa (averted ibdr forms, -all lbe»« rrmoee Ibe Idoaof Im* 
parlly from Ibeirdbcourw*. Bntweknow notblngof Lord ItyreB'aLurlfer. 
««ccpi bto apeeebaa : be b Invented only Ibal be may uiier them : and the 
whole oppeartan abalract dlKO*leo, held for lia ownatka, no( malolaload 
la order la aerve ibe dramitk conttolrncy of Ibe perwna. He baa made do 
allemptlv loifiau NJliou'* pladlc power Ibal power by which oor great 
pod baa oM'le hli Heaven and Hell, and tbe very regkonv of aperS, aubllmo 
reallllca. palpable le Ibe loi^0bali«a, and bai irared Ibe IlnaeiDcnia of bU 
aagelk nwwcngera w |ib (lie prerivido of a arolplor. Tbe Locifer of ‘ Cain' 
toe mere bodUeaa stMraciloa.-tbe »bado«v ofadogma; and all ibe erenery 
over wbirh be praaWea la dim, vague, and Men uuly In fairuoulHae. There 
It. no doubt, a very unammtoo power dtoplayed, rren la ibtoabadow ingout 
oflhe eibrreal Jourpry olihe spirit and bto vkthu. and In live vasi iketcbof 
Ibe world of pIfanUatM at wbkb Ihey arrive: but they ar^uUerty ontUc 
Ibe maaelTe grandeurs of ■llloa't erotilon. vre are far from Impoilni In- 


thrve nnder (he mck. ind^witbln tbe shadow. Tbe Stupe that 
>as like Abel raised hlmadf op. and spoke lo the child. ” 1 know 
wliere ihocotd waters are. Uit 1 may nut drink: wherefore dklat 
(buu then Uke away my pllchrr f " HulCainaald. '* Didst lliou not 
find favour in il»e sight t*f Ute Lord ihy Gvjd?**The Sha|)d an- 
swered. “ Tbe Lord to God of Use living oidy, the dead have an- 
oiher Cod.** 1 hen Ibe child Enos lifted up hto ryes and prayed i 
but fjitv rooked aecrrily in hto lirart. ” h fetched shall they be 
ail the days of iheir mortal life,** cxcl.iin»ciflhe shape, ” vflvo m- 
criflee worthy and »ccey>Uhle sacrifices lo ihr GvmI of ilie dead j 
but afltr death (hrir loll ceasrlh. Woe to me. for \ was well be- 
loved by Ibe God oflhe living, and cruekwrri ihpn, O my brother, 
who didst aaaich me away from hto'iiower and bto i^mlnion.'* 
Having uttered Ihese words, h^ rose soddcnly, and (led over the 
Mods I andttoln uld In his heart, "The curse of ihe t>ird to oo 
me— but who to tbe God of thedeadf '' and lie riin aDertbebha{>e, 
and (be shape Bed shiieLiog over the sands, and the samls roae 
like while misis NMnd Ihe steps of Cgin. but Ibr fbet of him that 
was like Abet disturbed out the Mods, lie gryaily oulnin Cain i 
and, turning shorl, be wibeeled ronnd;and caffte again to ihc rock 
where they bad hem silting, and wliere Ciios still stood ; and the 
rhiUl caoghl hold of bto garmral as lie pa»ei| by. a^ be Irll npoo 
the ground i and (Uin tiO|i|>ed. ami behoUkig Urn tiot^j^d, "he 
has passed Into Ihe dark w«K>d.** fihii walkevT slowly 0^ m (he 
rorki; and when be reached H. ih<* child lelil Wni that he had 
caught bold of hto^armrnt as he payg<d by. and that Ibr man l^d 
fallen npoo Ihe grwnd ; and Cain once md^ sat beside him, and 
Hid— “Abel, my- broiher. 1 wouM lament (or thee. Nit Hut the 
rplrilwithln me to wilhetrd. and buri 4 up with exlren|p SKnuy, 
Now. 1 pray Hire, by Iby flocks andk^ Ihy paalurea,'and hy ibe 
ipilet rivers which Ihou kivest, t)ia| ihbu lr!l me all lhal ihbu kivuw- 
esl. U ho to the God of tbe dea^; where dulh he iiiaks liU dwell- 
ing? what Hcrificea are accejitabie imiu him? for I liAdvRi-red, 
but have nut bren received: I have prayed, aud have not hem 
beardi and bow can I be allliclrd more thats^ already anif^ The 
sha|>e arose and answered— '*0 that ihou hadst bad pity un me as 
I will have (Illy on Ibee. , Follow me. wm of Adam ! and bring Ihy 
child wiih theet'* and they then passed over the while asnds be- 
tween the rocks, silent as Ihclr allows. 


IvBllMal ImplHy to Lord ayrgp tor thU Mrsfery ; oor, iboogb ttajitouaev 
DcraftemUy skacki, do wc apprrbaud any 4aafsr wUI trlaa from Us pw- 
nisal." > 

So much tor tbe professed Reviewers. We sliall'ciinclude wiUi- 
a passage frum Sir F.grrtoo BryJges*# '* Letters on tbe Uiaracter 
and Genius of Lord Byron } 

V'OfMOt tbe pleess whlcti tuT4had ibkefren of tbnmiDgttomofi onto- 
, voarsbic bars, ooi apoo Ibe biiUtoocr of Lord Byron't poctry.hat upon Hs 
mulls io forielr. to * Cain.' Tel, tl mobt becoofeveod. tbil ibere to oo In- 
considerable portlpu of Ibal poem wbkb to sceond <toiy to porllons of^mlltr 
Import In Mfilon.— and many of Ihrm aef ctcoa/; la a dyle sllll sweolfr 
■od more efoqoenl. and wlibegual forro, grandeur, sod purity efieotlmrat 
and eoBcvpikia : sorb as itn moM rfgidly-rcllglons mtod woold have read, 
IMl had come fron Milton, or any oiber port wboto pirty ms Ml suspcciad, 
as tbe efTosloa of fomevblng spr'rosebing lo boly Insplraiian. 

** Let ns tbeo reroDiMer Ibis eslraordlMry poem, wblcb wo bavr abaO' 
doned a Itllle loo basKly: Id us l•■b oar randoar afivab, unqulro of 
oorsdveo. wbclbrr ba wbo could write sorb pasMige* coiiM utraa wroogf 
lei ns rceollftl,' (bsl m (be rrbcIMoos and blsspbcffl^s vpeerbesbe bis pat 
Into Ibe moalbs of LariStrand Csla are wsmuied by MUtao'seiample, and 
Ibe tod of Cato's l^aD^errvaton rotwrderi la Ibt Bible. Ibe ombwton of Ibt 
design and OHIog up a ebarader wbo sbonld answer all ibo^ sprecbM 
mlgbl bo a oero defed In tbe poet's judgmont. Re rolgbi ihlut ibol Ln- 
dTer*k known ebarorter as an Cri/ iptrit predoded bto argunenls ((em tbe 
aaodtoa ofsoiborlly; and Ibal Csto'apuahbeBrnt, ood Ibe deountloiloas 
wblcb secompnotod II, werva sarackQl waiwing. 

I know not Ibal any objaallon has been made 4o ' Hv^ivn antf Eanb.^ 
t( baa (be same cast of eueliencuM ibe more pertcrl parts of *Cala,' bul, 
perbap , not golle so lnlFBM> lo degree. 

. "tl leenw u If |ard Byron poraoMled hlmsrlf, wllb regard lo hla oww 
being, Ibal be bad always wlibln bim (wo foiilrary splrtis d good and evil 
ranlradlng for Tbe dominion ovor blrD.aml (bus rrconelicd Ibbw rtlraor- 
dtiury fligbis of inidkdiiai eirvallon and parity witb a aubmlnloii lo Ibe 
pdde. Ibe feredly. tbe worldly paHloaw. lt>e wurblif enjoyiovttls. Umi ror- 
poreol paalifflca. Ibe familiar humoar. (be vulgarltina. ibe rough and coarM 
iDsolluata. to wblcb be ■llarnaicly surreiHkred litmartf, and v^hi^h (bn 
gvad'nafartd public rhovc te cotulder as (be able kill UMilev of bl' )>Crsuiia| 
character. Mucbvf bUUiw. however. nm*Sbatcb,vn»penl In (%e niu«Bvg« 
bv wblcb thme bigb t*Mv»s, so roca^ted 'ef Ibe esKace ef iboogbt. ware 
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WERNER, OR THE INHERITANCE; 


A tRAGRUT.' 


TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS (K)ETI1E, 

> * 

* ^ ly ONE OF Uts tlLMBLCST iLDMIREU, THIS TIU«tEl>V IS PC0ICAT|;D^ > ^ 


PIIEFACE. 

The follow liig^clrama Is taken eiulrely from Ihe ••Ger- 


proiiucn) ; aniL lu ati %i» large porllob «»f bl» riMenrv b«n-, bU tmaglnt- | 
t>Mi oMi.i ba«e oortte bim U{> oq iia wing« Into ctberMi far ab<ne 

ib« awm SKl .eiuiui Wiiio}nu1iis4f>il>l' gru>cilliis etarlb. IfWi be deal, a» 
ininer pueU d>«U In |urre apb-nilour t>f nttrtla. bit poetry Mould be no 
proof oliliU, buUie nirrr tivea •o:-.lbere h alwayi ■ brealhiug anulbe- 
««•«» hUnord*,' • * • 

• ' Thaloer-ioforfDollie IrtfctwiitofrUy:' 

It It lUe Ibe fraprjul tapwur ibat rlan in lurrntc frofu Itie earlb Ibrough 
Itte morntegdcM ; and mI^i^mc llda« to bt> lyre, 

• ‘ Ibao a god Me tbiuk Iberc raoDOl (IwrII 

Wlihln ibe hnlloM of Uial tbell, 

^ ^ Tbal tlngt to tMcetly. aiid M M«U I ‘ 

*'lf RvnJ Pyron Etougbl that, hoMrter totally aohj volret might aaluta 
film M^th a ni4« and lll•JlM’riniln»l« claiDOur of applau.*, bli |M>eRi» tirre 
not reflated with the flale and Ju'lgiueut liict toerlird, and that terere and 
ernri rooiiubtiLt were aila< bed to Ibrni by tb<M wbo aiaamod In Uieu>el«a 
anibofity. and t«bo widom allOMoU tbe gcoUt* mIiImuI prrmilng it Into a 
caaw of renaore, tbal more than (HilHrlgbtS Ibe prai,«: IboM luince of 
flaiiery Mbicb are Imputed a> il>c.can>ca of a deili lum Ibai Ird bloi loio 
rtiratagaMwa. outraging dceerum and tbc mpeci due lathe pubik. ncTtr, 

In Fael.n^^tfd him. To confer ‘ laiut pral*e It 'ladamo . toconfer pralao 
in a Mr<pig plate It to IntoU ancl proeoKe. Lord flyrqD, tbcndorc. bad Dot. 
after tH, the cncduragemenc tbal U moat laeourable to ripen rkltcal fruU; 
and II wnaa Qrm and noble couraCc I bat alffi pruiupled himlo per«v*i-r«. 

** For thl> reaaoR, a> wHi at (or uthaao, I think bl* rortlgo reaideocta Mere 
inore propitiout to the «Arrgl«» of bit Mute than a runlliKird abodt! la 
England tytiuM hate b*eo. The polton of the praltra tbal were Intldloaa 
did not cearh litmaotooii; andbeMaf not bcMI by ireacberoatronM^olotta, 
luanilylog go«ip. and lAat petty intercourse Mltb ordinary Mxlaty tiblch 
lameaand l4Btcrtlbo tonaoflbe tnkiid. To lumgk uarh ivUbtbt world U 
lo be lufaltlbl) degraded by fbmlitarlly : n«( lo mingle, at leati, among Ibg 
bu«y aodibe known, bio Incur ib«4l»re»pecl to m bleb iatigidbcaDCie btub- 
Jtried. Lord RyroB aforrlgu retidriire rietntdrd him from tbr*c v«IU : be 
taw ^few liUlSiilc filbixJswnd be corrcipaoded wUha few olbrrr; but 
aoeb an intartourte duesTiat etpo.e to tlmiUr eflecu. The Det-aatary 
biiow ledge and nemtary bloti may ibut be routeyed ; bo( not all (!■ pa»- 
tlkul cbllla whbh peoeaal lurkiy It to oiilrlotia to uotcll. 

“ If Lufd RyTon bad not bad a uAud w Ub a tiroug tprlng of tlrioe wllbta 
ll, I Iblnk ibai be would have ibrowu donn bit pen at tome of Ibe attacks 
iK'nrelt^l. anti giaen hliuaelS up to Ibe tentaal pioaturrt of bb rank for the 
retiutuEN dT hl> life.. Tbc Doer part* of h>t pumu were of Mtcb iplriiual 
tplcodour, and .0 pure, llraugb pwabHiale. an eleTalion. llat the) oftghi to 
bare redtt-iucd «a> p^ria wbicb w ere oprn to doubt from a tnaJcTolent roo- 
atrarikoo. and cfw hate tcilp.«d and rendered mmollcoable nuoy poalike 
faulit. 

** Lurd'EyroQ'a tlyla. Ilka bla ibougbla. bad e*ary rarkly -. It did not al> 
tempt I at U lUecetmuou practice} to wake poetry by Ibe metapliorlrol and 
tba ttgurdlUe. It follitweil Ms ibougbu. HimI waa a part of Ibeiti i'll did not 
fatigue llaeir to retuier cliw by llliitirallDn or ImporlaDl by oriumeaU, 
beranae ibr iboiigbl w«» dcar'or liuporieiU In Itatdr. 

'*1 rctneaber. wben 1 Ur«i read - Cain,' 1 ^bought It, at a compotliion. 
tiu: 4)001 encbaiitUigand irrFsUllble otall lord By ton t works : add! Iblnk 
•u attll. Some oftbe aanilineuK. lakrn dclocbodly. and Ml uoarttwerad. are 
no doubt dangri out, and Ibcrtfoic oegbt not to ba*a been to lell ; buf tbe 
cUta of redrkts w bom tbb poem I# likely 10 fnterett are oKo very ckrated 
a cast, orMl tbe effea'of Ibc poetry 'W lo refine, tplriiuttllte. and lllumlM 
Ibe iibjgtnatlJB wlib aucb a aort of unoirihly aubltmliy. that tbe mind of 
Ibetb, I tru lH-rfnadc4, itlll become too airong lo Infur any tainl ihoa pre- 
dkicd, from tbe^crl wbirb ba^ been ao rtiacb latisle>l on.^^E. J 

[‘lUo iragedyo^ ‘'Werncr” was^nn at Pisa.'' Dccfraber 
l\ic iFih, umiylcUil iduuai^ itic SOili, 189-2, auil puUlkhed in 


nian’g Tale. K^rwt7;nFr," published manj years ago in Lee't 
Canterbury Tales; w rilled (I belinc) by iwo kisters, of 
wbutii one furuisbed only Ihis story and anolbcr, boLh of 


Londeto in ibe Novrmber afler. The retlcwa of •' Wcrucf ’*»erp, 
we t)ciic>r, wtihoui cxceplkm. uufavourabk. Ooe critique b( ibc 
Ume llmt opciu 

** W ho could be to abrard aa lo Iblok, Ibot a dramatlM bat oo rtfbt lo 
make tree with oiber people t fablra 7 On ilieruoirary, wearC«|ullo aware 
Ibat Ihti partlruisr tpeckwur grnlut wbbb itcibikiied id Ibc conttruriloa 
of ptou, DeHT al any prriud lloarUbaU la EngUoil, ||J kuuw cbM 
Shak.pearf b1ui»c)f louk bl< tiurlm Iroui Italian noieh, D.iuUh taget. F.ng- 
Ibb cbronlrlet, Muiarih • LHot-from anywhere raiber tbandiocu bit own 
InvniiliM). Hut did be lake <ke mkclt of (1>irulel. or iolM. or Ekbard Ibo 
Third, or Aolooy and Cleopalra. froOi any of ibete (otrlgo aowreetf bid 
he not fureal, ill tbe nvbletl tenwr of Iba word, ait ibe ekeractert oT bla 
pteretf Wbu dreinit ibat any old tiaiUu ooraJLt. or balLad*iusker. (vuM 
batefomtod Ibr IruiglnMlvn vlMtebactMiure a* Juliet? Wbodraamilbat 
Ibe lUaii-t 4>l Shak'pearr, tbe j ilnccly vnihu«la»i, Ibe turlaneholy pbUootM 
I pitiT, that tplrli reUned evnr^o pain, that m^itl ltiroiiiprcbco*lblc and uo- 
I approarbabie of all itie crrailuiu of human geuiot. la Ibe tame belog. Id 
I any iMng but Ibe iMiue. with tbe rough, ttroug-bearted. Muody-baMled 
{ kuLtn of Ibe iwribb wbo la Ikert tbal auppoww Gooibc to bore lakes 
I Ibe cberacter of k<« Faual from the nursery rbymet and penny parapblett 
I abuoi tbe l>e«ll and Uuctur Fautiut? Or wbo. lo come nearer borne. Ima> 
i glnet Ibai Lord Byron blmteil louod kit Sardeuepaluj In Oiouysliia of lie* 

: llcaraataut? • 

I Bol kerf Lord Byrea bat Invented Dolblog~alworblciy Norsiio. Tbert 
I ft not w»e Inddrui lo bit play, not etefi Ibo most iritlal. that Is du( to be 
foond In MUa Lee't nuvel. occurring eueily Ui (be Msio maaum. brought 
' about by cterily the tame ageoia, and produrlog eiacily ibe same effesta oo 
I Ibe plot. Aod then ■■'to Ibc cbanctcrt.— eol only It rteryooe of Ibem to 
i be, found Iq * krultioer,' but erery oue b lo be fouud Ihwe more tpUy asd 
' powerlully dcTciopod. ludced, but tor Ibe prcparatlow -wbirb wc bad r«- 
cched from our old laiuilUrliy with 3ll«a Lee's uwn admirable work, wc 
i ralbdr Inclioe lo Iblnk that we thould bare been unable to roiaprebeod ibe 
, girt of bee imMu Imitator, or raiber ropier, to several of wbal xem lo be 
, Bieanl lor bla oiosl idaborale deHiM.-aUoat. Tbe le<( ti, that tbit uodevlal- 
Ipg closeneia. Ihit humble IktetUy ol >ntfJairo«. la a ibiug oo perfectly new 
, In any thing worthy of ibc hsuh! »T iiltralurt. that we arc oure no ooe. 

: wbo bat mM rvad Ibe Canlcrbury Tales, will be able lo form lBaieoacvp> 

I tlou of wbat ll ariMunlt to. 

I ** Tbowr wbo bate never rrod WIsa U«'« book, will, bnwever. be pleoaod 
; wiib Ibit produriton: for. lo iruib. Ibe alofyls orie of ibe moat powerfully 
I coArrkod, ooe of Iba moal pkiurevjiH, aod a( the aaioe lime Intlrncilvo 
; ftorlea. that we are acqujluted with. Indeed. Ibu* led aa we arc u> uasw 
Uarriel Lee. we nunol allow tb^ eppartanlly lo pisa wlibiral saying, that 
I we base al waft cvrwblervd brr works aatiaiHlIng upon tbe verge «f lAe eery 
! fUH tank of etreUanre; Ibat It to >ay, at Inlerlor i« no EngU.h ipirele wbot* 

I ever, ewrp'lng iboM of Flridliig. Sternr, ImoiletL Bkhardwa, UefM. Eed- 
' dlfle. Codwin. Edgeworth, and Ibe aulborof Uaveney. It would ool, per> 
bap*, be gaing too lar lo My. that the Caoierbury Talm eiblbll more of that 
! aperies of iuvenllou wbirb, at we have already remarked, was never rem- 
' man In English Itleralure. Ibaa any af tbe works evw of iboM Hrit-rate 
ftovelltlt we have aamed. w Itb Ibe tingle ciceplloii of FMdlitg. 

*' Xruilsoer, or Ibe Cerman't Tale, poasetart mystery, sod yet doerneet, 
aa lo its tirorturc; aircngtb of ebarodert. and admirable conlretl of rbe- 
raclkrf s and , above all. Ihe idmI lively l•tlrrcil, btendt*! wiib aod Mib<cr- 
Tlent 10 Ibe most aflcctlng of moral ktMn*. Tbe main idea wbkb ileu al 
tbe root ol It la, tbe burror of an erring father, wbn, having been deleictod 
. In vie* by his ton. bac dared lo defend bl* ova ala, and lo lo perplex tbe 

! aon I notions of moral recliiadc, oo Boding Ibat Ibe toe. tn bl* turn, bM 
paibed ibe falte prindplea thus inelllkd lo tbe last aod worst eilrcmu-' on 
healing hltowneopbUlrlee flui^n Mt fan by g'-1lurder*r.'* . 

Tbe iradorwiH tiiut A minute anatyM*. bilroiliiced bylbcaboTC 
, n-mark.9, in'RlackHoud, vul. lii. p.710.— E.) 
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wlrirh are fooslilcrfd superior (o ibe renulruler of the 
roIleHion. ' I bave adopted ibe chirartm, plan, and even 
the language, of many ports of tbb story. 8ume of the 
rhararters arc mo<Udcd or altered, *a fcir of tbe names 
changed, atid one character { Ida of Straleuhelni) add- 
ed by myself : 1>UI In the rt>»4 Ihc original* Is rhldly fol- 
lumed. When f «as young (about fourteen,) 1 Qrsl read- 
this tale, bich made a deep iuipressiou upon me : and iid^. 
iiydeed. be saliWo contain the germ of much that 1 have since 
written. I a{n not sure that It ever «as very popular; or. 
at any rate, its popalarily4ia9 sinev been edipsad by \mCqS 
other great wrlteri In tbe same department. Rut 1 have ge- 
nerally found that those who had read it. agreed with me In 
their estimate of the sliigulbr power of ulud and coDception 
whlrb it developcs. I should also add ron^ption, rather 
than eicrulloo : fur the story might, perlyips. have bedh de- 
veto|>ed whh greater advantage. Amongft those whpse opi* 
niooVagreed with mine U|ion this story, 1 coojd menllori 
some very high names ; hut ft Is norneressary. nor Indeed of 
any use ; /'or every one must judge according to his own 
feelings. I merely refer the reader to the original story, 
that he may see to what extent I have liorrowed from it; 
and am not unw illing thtHie sbouhl lliid much greatar j^ea- 
sure In perusing it than the drama which lafoutidod u|k>ii 
its contents. 

I had liegun a drama upon 4lil{ talc so far bark as 1HI5, 

^ tbe^Qrshl ever attempted, except one* at thirteen years old, 
ra|le<i “ HVfr ondTitinb,*' which 1 hgd sense enoush to 
bu(n'.) and had nearly completed an act. when I was inter* 
rupled by clrcumMancft. Thh'fs#umewhere amongst my 
papers In Fngtanda but as it has not been found, I have re* 
wrKicn the first, arKi ailded the subsequent acts. 

The w hole is neither intended, nor In any shape adapted, 
for the stage. ‘ . 

Mm. ytoaMn. <S2S. 
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WERNER. 


ACT I. 

SCKNK I. 

7^ Hall of a deeayfd Palart near n $mnll 7Wn on Ike 
thtrn FiOHlltr of Sikfia—the Kiyhl tcmpfslwnu. 

WKaXER V and JosEpiii.ne hit wifi. . 

A . • 

Jos. My bve, be chlmer I 
H>r. I am calm.* • ' 

fos. To me — 

Yes, but not to thyself; tliy pace is hnrried/ 

And no one walks a chamber4iketo ours * 

^Vitlt siep.s like thine when his heart is at rest. 

Were it a garden, I should deem *(liee ItappV', 

And stuping with tbe bee from flower td flower ; 
lJul here ! 

tier. ^ is chill ; the tapestry lets through 
'I'he wind to which it waves : my blood is frozen. 
Jot. Ah, no ! 

li'er. (smiting.) Why ! wouldsl thou liave it so ? 
Jos. I would 

Have it a healthful current. 

Her. I.el it flow 

Until ’t is spilt or check'd-— how soon, I care not. 
Jos. And am I nothing in thy heart? 

H>r. All— all. 

, Jos. Then canst thou wish for that which. must 
break mine? • 

Her. (<ipproar/tin^ her sUhcUj.) But for thee 1 had 
been — no matter what, 

Rut much of good and evil ; what I am, 

Thou knowest ; what I might or should have been^ 
Tiioit knowest not: but still I love thee, nor 
Shall aught divide us. , 

[ WtRSKii tralks o»» abruptly, and then approaches 
JOSEPHISK. 

The storm of the night. 
Perhaps, affects me ; I’m ,l thing of feelings^ 

And Iiave of laic been sickly, as, alas 1 
Thoiiknow'st by sufferings more than mine, my love! 
Ii\walcliiug me. 

Jm. -To see thee well is much— 

To see the happy—— 

H er. Where hast tliou such ? 


« (Thi« li not correct. "The Toung Lidy’i Tale, or the Two 
Bndly't,” and "the Clergyman 'i Tale, or Pembroke,** were con- 
tribiiied by Sophia Lee, the auihor of " The Aeceu." the comedy 
of “The chapter qjAceideoU,*’ and “Altueyda. a Tragedy,” who 
died in 4894. The “Gerraan*^Tale.*>and afl ihe olben in the 
Canterbury Colleclloo, were written by Harriet, the younger of 
tbe «bter*.— R.] 

• iWemer l», howerer, Uie only one of Lord Byron'a dramai 
that proved auccetsful In repreteoUUoo. It U atill (4S3S; in po»* 
•Minn of the iUge.— B.] 

1 (W*en#r— we mean Kruilzner— i» admirably drawn. Who 
does not recognive in him tbe portrait of too cnmtnoo a character? 
Ihe mjQ of ‘ahiuing talent, ardent mind, powerful connezkxu. 
brilKant proapecii, who, after f^iiandering away aft in wanton 
■elMndnlgence, having lived only (or hinuelf. finda hinuelf bank- 
mpt In fortune and character, the prey of bluer regret, yet unre- 
pentant, as selftsh iu remorse m In bia gaiety. All that is Incoo- I 


lUlent In the character of Kruiizncr li rcmiered still piore to in 
the Werner of the drama. If he is made suniotimes less criminal, 
he aiipcars only llic mure weak, and bts conduct Is as wayward as 
bU (ale. IJli remorse at taking tlie rouleau from the man who 
was about to usprp his domains and throw him into prison, is 
somewhat overcharged ; and though his horror at bearing of Slra- 
leuheim'i death is ruturai. It serms niiaccouniably to absorb his 
joy at finding hlm«<;ir delivered from tiis enemy, and re-tured to 
atfluencc. “ if hU iiiisrurluncs thoultl a|>p4‘ar to exceed hii errors, 
let it be remembered/* says bis biographer, “how easily boih 
might have been avoided, since an adliercnce to hit diiiio at al- 
most any period of his life would have spared him more ihan half 
hi* suflenogs.*' Till* if the moral of the Ule ; bnt it ts but faintly 
illuitrated ih Ibe drama. W'emtr is more the victim of wliat 
would be called fine. Lmtl Byron has not fell the real force of 
tbe characler.— EcL. Ret.] 
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Let me be wretched widi the rest ! •• 

Jos. But think 

Uow many in this hour of tepipcst shivei* 

Beneath the biting wind and heavy rain, 

Whose every drop bows them down nearer earth, 
Whicii hath no cliamber for tkiem save beneath 
Her surface. ^ 

Wer. And that 's not tiie worst : wlio cares 
For chambers?, rest is all. The wretches whom 
Thou namest— ay, the wind howls round them, and 
Tlie dull*and dropping rain saps in their bones , 
The creeping marrow*. I have been a soldier, 

A hunter, and ^ traveller, and am 
A beggar^ and should know the thing thou talk*st of. 

Jos. And art thoi; not now shelter'd from them all ? 

JVer. Yes. And from these alone. 

Jon. And that is something. 

Jf'er, True— to a peasant. 

Jos. Should the nobly born 

Be thankless for that refuge which their habits 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to tlie peasant, when the ebb 
Of fortune leaves them on the shoals of life ? 

ITer. It is not that, thou know'st it is not ; we 
nave borne all this, I *11 not say patiently, 

Except in thee — but we have borne it. 

Jos. Well? 

\Yer. Something beyond our outward sufferings 
These were enough to gnaw into our souls) [(though 
Hath stung me oft, and, more than ever, note ; 
When, but for this untoward sigkness which 
Seized me upon this desolate frontier, and ' 

Hath wasted, and not alone my strength, but means, 
And leaves us — not this is beyond me ! — but 
For this I had been happy * — ihoit been happy— 

The splendour of my rank sustain'd — my name — 

My father's name— been still upheld ; and, more 
Than those 


Jos. (abniptly.) My son— oor son— our Ulric, • 
Been clasp'd again in these long>empty arms. 

And all a mother’s hunger satisfied. / •*’ 

Twelve years ! he was but eight tlienr'— beautiful 
He was, and beautiful lie must be now, 

My Ulric, my adored ! * , 

■RVr. I have been full oft 

The chase of Fortune; now she hath o’ertakeu 
I My spirit where it cannot turn at bay, — 

Sick; poor, and lonely. . * 

Jos. Lonely! mydearhu^nd? 

Her. Or worse — involving all I love, in this 
Far worse than solitude. •Aionf, I had died, 

And all been-over in a nameless grave. 

Jos. And I had not outlived thee ; but pray take 
Comfort ! We have struggled long ; and they who 
With Fortune win or weary her at last, (strive 
So that they find the goal or cease to feel 
Further. Take eomfort,— we shall find our boy, 

H er. We were in siglit of him, of every thing 
Whiclr could bring compensatftMi for past sorrow — 
And to be baffled thus ! 

Jos. We are not baffled. 

Her. Arc we not penntless ? 

I Jos. ^Ye ne|er were wcalHiv. 

Wer. But I wah born to wealth, and rank, afltl 
power; ^ • 

Enjoy'd them, loved them, and, alas] abused them. 
And forfeited them by my father's wrath, 
j In my o’er-fervent youth ; but for the abuse 
Long sufferings have .itoneef. My father's death 
! Left the path open, yet not without snares. • 

This cold and creeping kinsnijfti; who so long 
, Kept his eye on me, as the snake upon 
' The fluttering bird, hath ere this time outatept me, 

I Become the master of my rights, and lord 
I Of that which lifts hinfi up to princes in 
j Dominion and domain. 


• [In (hUplaf. I.onl Bfron adopli the nme oerveteM and poinr* 
Int kind ofblank verac, whicK waa a aorrow to evrry body in hb 
fomcr dramatic e^«ay<. It U, iDdeocb *'nott nnmBiiical, 
ntelanchol y.*'— “ Ob,’* “ toa." “ anda." fon," ” bjri," bnu, ’’^hI 
Uie tUr. are ibe moat ciitnsioa concloalonf of 4 Hue ; Ihrre ia no 
ease, no Sow, no harmony, *' in linked awretocaa long drawn out 
neither b ilidre any (hlnf( of abrupt fiery risour to compenaale for 
Uieae debcla.— ULicawnoo.) 

• ( In thia drama there U abaolitlely no poetry to be fonnd ; and 
if the measure of scrae which b here dealt to ua be a aample of 
what we ara to espect tor the future, we have only to entreat that 
Lord D>Ton will drop tlie ceremony of cutting up his proae into 
lines of ten, eleven, or twelve sylliblet (for h« la not very puncii- 
Uiius on Ibis beaJ'i, and favour us with it In its ailural aute. It 
requires no very cunning atchciny to transmute his verse into 
prose, nor. reversing the experiment, In convert his plain sen- 
tences into verse* like hUown,— '* When,” aayiWcrrier, *‘but for 
Ihb untoward sicknets, which teiieti me upon this drsOlate fron« 
tier, and hath wasted, nut alone my strength, but means, and 
leaves ns— rt»! ihb is beyond roe ! but fur (his t had been happy.” 
—This la indeeti, beyond ua. If (bis be poetry, then we were 
wrong in taking ]ii« l.onidtip’s preface for proae. It will nm on 
(ru feet as vkHI as the rest — See p. 6IS. onfr.} , , 

"SomeorUw (tMtarlnv are msdiOed 
Or allrred. • tew ot lb« uttnes cbaoRVit, «ud 
Uo« ctisracter lid* of Sirafeobelm I ' ** 

AiMad by myaril; but ie ib« ivcl (he 


OrtctiMl is chiefly fotloneii. When 
'I wMyoBog (about fourleva. I tbUkli I 
rirai read tbls talc, nblcit nodt a deep Inprewleo 

OpOU OM"— 

Nor b there a line In these so lame and halting, but we could point 
out many in the drama a* bad.— C ihmell.) 

' 1 [Tbe story, which has great capabilities, b pouled and ill told, 
and the general slracture of the piece, considered as a dramaiic 
perfonnaoce, rklicalomly iaartificial. For Inataocr, take the very 
opening scene between Werner and hb wlW. Yooi there ice the 
old silly expedient, which is resorted to by ail incompetent play> 
writers! vU. that of making the dramatb peraonm infonn ooo 
another of events, which must have been so pcrfacUy familiar to 
them, as never by apy chance to be made tnattgr of convenalioo, 
but which are nianifnUy given forjhe benefit of Uie audience. 1 
thongbt " Tbe Critic " had laughr'd thb mameuvre down so.cani' 
iHelety, that no one would now-a-days have bad recourse to it. 
Lord Byron might as drimaticaily, and more satisfactorily, have 
brought forward a god or devil to pmlugtse, as at old. or have 
adopted Terence’s plan ai once, aud hauled np on the stage sotoo 
oaforiunale Sosia or Oavus, to act the part of channtrh) convey 
to the audience Informatioa, which the |)oet had ooi skill other- 
wise to communicate. Werner gravely informs his wife, Out he 
bad been married to her twenty ^carv-lhat bb father disinherited 
him in eonneqtMncs'— that they had one aos— that they bad not 
wen him for twelve years— that hb real name waa not Werner—. 
ami other Unpertioenoea of tlie kind.— Da. Msciitn.] 
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Jus» Who knows ? our SOD 

May have return'd back to his graodsirc, arid 
Even DOW uphold thy rights for d|pe? 

H'Vr. * 'T is hopeless. 

Since his strange disappearance from my father’Sv 
Entailing* as it were, iny sins upon 
Himself, no tidings have reveal’d his course. 

I parted with him to his grandsire, on > . 

The promise Uiat bis^ngcr would stop i^ort 
Of the third generation ; but Heaven seems 
Taclajm her stern prerogative, and visit 
Upon my boy his father’s faults apd follies. 

Jo9, 1 must liope better still, <>^31 least we have yet 
Baflled the long pursuits of Straieiitieim. 

Wtr* We should have done,.but for this fatat sick<i. 


Hasdooe inourb^alf, — nothing;. _ i 

BV.'’ How nothing? 

Jos. Or worse; for it has been a canker in * 

Thy heart from the beginning : but for this, , 

We had not fell our poverty but as • . 

^lillioiis of myriads feel it, cheerfully ; 

But for these phantoms of thy fehdal fathers. 

Thou mrghtst have earn'd thy bread, as tliousaqds 
earn it; 

Or, if that seem too humble,* tried by commerce. 

Or other civic means, to amend thy fortunes. v. 
nVr. (iroiuco ^jy^a knd been an Hanseatic burgher ? 

Jos. Whate’cr^l^ mightst^bave been, to me Uiou 



lole solace : 


ness; 

More fatal than a mortal, 

Because it takes not life, 

Even now 1 feel my spiril 
By tlie snares of this avari^ 

How do I know he hath not track’d lu bje? • 
Jos. He does not know' thy persQo^ndnis spm. 
Who so long watch'd thee, have’ftl||l left d^Ham- 
burgh.* |s| ‘ 

Our unexpected juu|H^nd ^Id eban^ 

Of name, leaves alB^H|bT &1vehind : 

None hold us here^^HR|ht save what we Seem. 

B>r. Save what we seem! save what we are — sick 
beggars, . * 

Even to our very hopes.— Ha! I|p! • 

Jos. ^ Alas! 

That bitter laugh ! » 

llVr. B'Ao would readjhi .Ow form 

The high soul of the son of a lon|rilto?: 
ll'hOf in this garb, the heirof prin 
\n% In this sunken, sickly eye, tli 
Of rank and ancestry ? In tliis worn ^‘^k 
And famioe*ho)ldw’d brow; the lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals ? 

Joi. • You 

Ponder’d not thus upon these worldly things, 

My Werner! when you deign’d to choose for bride 
The foreign daughter of a wandering exile. 

B>r. AnexiA’s daughter with an outcast son 
Were a flt marriage ; Init 1 s\j[ll had hopes ^ 

To lift thee to the state we both were^orn for. ‘! 
Your fathefr’s hduse was noble, though decay’d; 

And wortliy by its birth to match with ours. J 
Jos. Your father did not think so, though ’t was 
^ ^ noble; ^ ^ 

But had my birth been all my claim to match 
With thee, I slMuld have deem'd^ what it Is. 
Wer.^And ^Qt is that iiftlJM 
Jo$, All which it 


What no state, high or low, can ever change, 

heart's first ciioice; — which cliose thee, knowing 
neither “ , , • 

Thy birth, thy hopes, thy pride; nouglit, save 'thy 


While they last, let me comfort or divide them; 
When they end, let mine end with them, or thee! ' 

B>r. My better angel ! such I have ever found thee ; 
This rashness, pr this weakness of my temper. 

Ne’er raised a thought to injure.tl^ or thine. 

Thou didst not mar {Dy>fortU(^^ my own nature 

In youth ins sucl) as to unniHh 

Had such^teen my inheritancTH^t now*, 

Cbapten'd, subdued, out-worn, and taught to know 
Myself,— to lose Uiis for our son and llu*e ! , 

Trust )ne, when, in my two-and-twenticili spring. 
My father barr’dme from my fathers' house. 

The last sole scion of a thousand sires 
(For I was then the last), it hurt me le^s 
Than |b behold my boy and my hoy's mother 
Xxclu^ed in their innocence from what 
J My faults deserved— exclusiAi; altiiough Uieu 
' kly passions were all living serpents, and 
Tvirfed like the gorgon’s round me. 

• [ A loud knol^mg is htard. 
Jos. * “Hark!" 

. BVr. - . A knocking! 

Jos. Who can it be atlliis lone hour? We have 
Few visiters. • 

' M'er. ^ And imerty bath none, 

Savi|bo8e wh<^ cpniFto make it pooref still. 

Wi|n am prepared. , 

( Weaken puts his hand into hU bosoih» as if to 
• search for some weapon. 

Jos.' * Oh ! do not look so. I 

WilHotbc door. It cannot be of import 
In this tone ipotof winery desolation ; 

The very desert saves man from mankind. 

[She goes to the door.' 


' i WeniRr’* wife. Jcw^loe, with Uie exctpliuo^f Icli, the ably 
lemsle iiMhe drains, b an example of tnie and spoUfis virtue. A 
true wonUu, ahe iK>t only well maiaUlns Uie ctiaracler of her Shx 
by seneesl iniesrliy, bui equally displays the endearing, soft,* and 
unshaken aflecUoa of a wife ; cherbbing and comforting a suffer- 


log hmbanil ihrongbont all the advervitln of his fate, and aU the 
errursof his own conducl. She its native of ftaiy andUiuacoo* 
fjrasU Ihc beaulieDpnd circumstances of her own country with 
those of the frontiert of SilMa. where an iiMianoe ol petty 
tynmny hu Just rxcited her feelings. ->M. Riv | 
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• Entfr 

!(ien. A fair good evening to my fairer hostess 

Ami worthy What *8 your name» mj? friend ? 

Her. * Are you 

!Sot afraid to demand it ? 

Men. JSot afraid? * 

Fgad! I am afraid. You look as if 
J ask’d for something better than your name, 

By the face you put on U. 

HVr. Better, sir! 

Men. Better or worse, like ninlrimony : what. 

. Shall I say more? You hove beei^a guest this inontli 
Here m the prince’s palace — [to w sure, 

Kis highness had resigii'd it to tite giiosts « 

And rats these tw elve years— but ’I is still a palace}— 

I say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
We do not know your name. 

H'er. My -name is Werner. 

tden. A goodly name, a \ery w’orthy name 
As e'er was gi^l u|>on a trader’s board : 

I have a cousin in the lazaretto 
OfJJambiiriih, who has got a wife who bore 
The same, lie is an ofllccr of trust, 

SurgeoB*8 assistant ^hoping to be surgeon). 

And lias done mil^’leai’ the way of business, 

Perhaps you are related to niy relative? 

HVr. To yours?k ^ ahr 

Jos. fHi, yes ; we are, but dislantlyt 

[ .4iide to WeallftR. 

Cannot you humour the dull gossip till 
We learn his purpose? 

Men. Weil, I 'm glad of that ; 

I thought so allidong, sudi natural yearnings 
Play’d round my heart : — Mood is not water, cousin; 
And 80 let ’s have some wine, bnd drink unto 
Our better acquaintance-: relatives shooW be 
Friends.' ^ 

HVr. You appear to bare drank enough alrckdyv 
Andif you had not, I ’ve no wine to offer, 

F}lse it were )«ur.s : but this you know\ or should 
' koow : 

Youjee I am<poor, and sick, and will not see 
That I would be atone; but to your business! 

What brings you here? * 

Men. Why, what abouid brim me here? 

HVr. I kno4r not, though I thmk that I could giess 
That which will send you hence. 

Jos. (aside.) Patience, dear Wepicr! 

Men. You don’t know what has happen'd, then-? 
Jos. How should we? 

Idea. The river has o’erfloyr’d. 

Jos. Alas ! we have known 

That fo our sorrow for these five days ; since 
It keeps us here. 


Men. But what you don’t know is. 

That a great personage, who fain would cross 
Against the stream »ud three postilions' wishes,- 
Is drown’d below the ford, with five post-horses,' 

A dRmkeyf and a mastiff, and a valet. ^ 

Jos. Poor creatures! arc you sure? 
ideh. Yes, of the monkey. 

And the falel, and the catjk; but as yet , 

We know If his evcellency 's dead 
Or no ; your noblemen arc hard to drown, .» 

As it is lit that men in office, should be ; , 

But what is certaiu is, that he has swallow’d ’ 
Enough of the Oder to have burst two peaW^ts; 

And now a Saxon*and Hungarlau^ravcller, 

Who* at their proper peril, snatch’d him from 
The whirling rivejj^liiVejiC^it on to crave 
% lodgiqg, or a grau^ioflording as 
fl^may turn out w itii the live or dead body. 

Jos. And wh<?e w ill you S^ccciif luin? here, I hope; 
If w e can be of servfce^say the word. 

' Men. U|re^o; but in the prince's own npartnieiil. 
As ut^ nottlM^sl :-^'t is damp, no doubt. 

Not hfling lM*etPmbabitod these twelve years ; 

But thea hejpmcs from a mucii damper place. 

So scaraely- Ml eotch^ld in 't, if he be « 

Still liable to cold— and if not, wby 

He *11 be worse lodged lo-morfow- : ne'ertheless, 

I have order'd fire and all appliances 
To be got ready for the w orst — that is. 

Iff case he should survive. 

Jos. ’ Poor gentleman ! ^ 

1 hope he will, with all my heart. 

H’er. Intendant, 

Have you not Icam'd bis name? My Josephine, 

[ Aside to Ms mife. 

Retire : T "11 afl this fool. ^ 

f Exit JoHReuiRE. 

Men. His name ? O Lord ! 

Who knows if lie bath now a name or no? 

'T is lime enough to.ask it wlien he 's iible 
To give an answer ; or if not, to put 
His licir’s upon his epitaph. Melliougkt 
Just now you chid me for dcinnndinjg names? 

H’er. True, Inle, 1 did so ; you say iell'and w iscly. 
, Eut$r itAioK.* 

dab. If I intrude, I crave—— * 

iden. di, DO intrusion ! 

This is the palace; this a stranger like 
Yourself; I pray you make yourself at hofie ; 

But where \ his excellency ? md how fares lie ? 

dab. Wetly and wearily, buf out of peril : 

He paused to ebnnu hiwgarments in# cottage 
(Where I doffil' mm for these, and came on bitlier). 
And lias aliuost reCbver’d from his drenching. 


* [The mott amuiins fellow iiuhe drama U Mmuleiir liimiteius I aofitenointTnrror isUirowo around hU impalpability, fo the tale . 
who makei the (innt ipcecb. loo, bryond cotapariauu, uf any of ^ but. lo the dni|pa. he u only a aeuUmental, moody, bikh-raetlletl 
the pertonaKn. Thr only woi^pcr ts. wlir-rr be riiI il.— KCL Hat.] | lahUer (if forliine, wIiom; apf>ejraner* and lU^AppraranrlS are alike 


» {S«imi; laiiUi the (>orm bai only in cummd|i with the oriAinal^ atn^ihirly jno(>porliinc, and who rnti* in a mere merccuary. 
Gabor is a nh-Kt iue*piicabli‘4>eraonage : be b alwaya uo ibe ptHui I clia/scter i», we ihtnk, decidedly a Liliire.^EcL. Syr.)* 

Ot lumioR out •omelliing more than he pyovea to be. A aort of j 
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- lie wiB be here anon. ' 

tden<‘ What ho, there! bustled 

Without there, Herman, Weilburg, Peter, Coorad! 

[ Gives direetions to different servants tcAo enter. 
A nobleman sleeps here to-night— see tliat 
All is in order in the damask chamber—* 

.,Keep up the stove— I will myself to the cellar— 
And Madame Idenstein (my consort, stranger,) 

Shall furnish forth the bed-apparel ; for, 

To say the truth, they are mancllous scant^f this 
Within the palace precincts, since his highness 
Left it some dozen years ago. And then 
His ercellency will sup, doubtless? 

GflA. Faith! 

I cannot tell ; but I should tliink the pillow 
^Vould please him better than the table after 
His soaking in your river : but for fear 
Yotn* viands should be thrown away, I mean 
To sup myself, and have a friend without 
Who will do honour to your good chcerwith 
A traveller's appetite. 

ld«H. But are you sure 

His excellency- — But his name : what is it? 

Gab. 1 do not know. 

/dot. And yet you saved his life. 

tab. I help'd my friend to do so. 

Wot, ^ '' Well, that ’s strange. 

To save a man’s life whom you do not know. 

Gab: Not so ; for there are some 1 know so well, 
1 scarce should give myself the trouble. 

Iden, Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gab, By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Iden. Which is call’d ? 

Gab. It matters little. 

Iden. [aside.) I think that all the world are grown 
anonymous, 

SiQM no one dares to tell me what he ’s call’d ! 

Pr^, has his excellency a large suite? 

Gab. . Sufficient, 

/dot. How many ? 

Ga6. I did not count them. 

We came up by mere accident, and just • 

In time to drag btm through his carriage window^ 
Men.’ Well, w hat would 1 give tosave a great man ! 
No doubt you ’ll have a swinging sum as recompense. 
Gab. Perhaps. 

Iden. Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

Gab. I have not yet put myself up to sale : 

In the mean time, my ^st reward would be 
A glass of your Hockcheimer— a green glass. 
Wreathed with rich grapes and Baccahanal devices, 
Overflowing with the oldest of your vintage; 

For whidi I promise you, in cpse you e’er 
’ Run hazard of being drown’d, /(although I own 
It seems, of all deaths, the least likely for you,) 

I ’ll pull you out for. nothing. Quick, my friend, 
And think, for every bumper 1 shall quaff, 

A wave therirss may roll above your head, (and dry 
Iden. [aside.) I dou’t mudi like this fellow’— close 


He seems, two Hiings which suit me not ; however. 
Wine be shall have ; if that unloeju him not, 

I shall not sleep tO'Oight fof curi^ity. 

• ’ Ine^sTEm. ' 

Gab. [to Werneb.) This master of the’ceremonies 
Xhe/mtendant of the palace, I presume : [is 

’T is •fine building, but decay’d; 

Her. The apartment , ' 

Design’d for him jiau rescued will be found 
h) fitter order for a sickly guest. 

Gab. I wonder tl)cn you occupied it not, ' 

For you seem delicate in bealtb. 

IFerr [quickly.) Sir! • 

Gab. , * , Pray 

Excuse mar have I said aught to offend you ? 

IKer.. Nothing: but we are strangers to each other. 
Gab. And that *s the reason I would have us less 
1 thought our bustling guest without had said [so : 
You were a chance and .passing guest, the counter* 
Of me and my companions. [part 

K’er.i » Very true. 

Gab. Then, as we never met before, and never 
It may be, may again encounter, wby, 

I thought to cheer up this oM dungeon here 

(At least to me) by asking you to share ; , 

The fare of my oompanions and myself. 

Her. Pray, pardon me: my health 

Gab. Even as you please. 

I have been a soldier, and perhaps am blunt 
Ih bearing. ... 

Her. I have also served, and can 
Requite a soldier’s greeting. 

Gab. In what service ? 

The Impcri.Tl ? 

Her. [quickly 1 and then interrupting himself.) 1 
commanded— no— 1 mean 
I served ; but it is many years ago, 

When first Bohemia raised her banner ’gainst 
The Austrian. ’ 

Gab. Well, that 's over now, and peace 

Has turn’d some thousand gallant hearts adrift 
To live as they best may; and, to say truth. 

Some take the shortest. 

. H er. What is that ? 

. Gab. ' Whate’er 

They lay their hands on. All Silesia and 
Lusutia’s woods are tenanted by bands 
Of the late troops, who levy on the country. 

Their maintenance : the Chatelains must keep 
Their castle walls— beyond them ’t is but doubtful 
Travel for your rich count or full-blown baron^ 

My comfort is that, wander where 1 may, 

I 've little left to.lose now. 

Jl'er. , And 1 — nothing. 

Gab. Tiial ’s harder stilh You say you were a 
HVr I w as. < [soldier . 

Ga6. You look one still. All soldiers are 

Or should be comrades, even though enemies. 

Our swords w hen drawn must cross, our engines aim 
(While Icveird) at each other’s hearts ; but when 
A truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 
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The steel into Its scabbard, and lets sleep (threo. 
The spark which iiglUs the matchlock, wc are bre- 
You are poor and sickly — I am not rich, but healthjf ; 

1 want for potlhng which I cannot want ; 

You seem, devoid of this — wilt share it? 

[Gabob pulli out hif purse. 
fVtr. ' . Who* 

Told you I was a beggar? • 

Gab. ITou yourself, 

In saying you were a soldier during peace-time. 

(!ooking at him trilh auspiciou.) You know 
me not ? 

Gab. I know no man, not even 

Myself : how should I then know one I ne’er 
Beheld till half an hour since? 

• Ber. Sir, I thank you. 

Your offer’s noble were it to a friend, 

And not unkind as to an unknow'n stranger^ 

Though scarcely prudent ; hilt no less I thank you. 

1 am a beggar in all save bis trade ; 

And when I beg of any one, it shall be 
Of him who was the first to offer what ' 

I^ew can obtain by asking. Pardon me. 

( En't Wfbbfr. 

Gab. (sohis.) A goodly fellch^' b}^ his looks, though 
Asmostgood fellowsore,by pain or pleasure, [worn, 
AVhicU tear life out of us before our time ; 

I scarceknow which most quickly : but he seems 

To have seen better days, as who has not 

Who has seen yesterday ?^But here approaches ^ 

■ Our sage intendant, with the wine: however,' 

For the cup’s sake I 'll bear the cupbearer. 

Enter 1dbxsteii(. 

/de». ’Tisliere! the supernaculum! twenty years 
Of age, if ’t is a day. 

Gab. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine ; and ’t is great pity. 

Of two such excellent things, increase of years, 
AVhich^till improves the one, should spoil the other. 
Fill full^Here’s to our hostess !— yoiir fair wife! 

** ( Taltes the glass, 

IdtH. Fair !*-Well, I trust your taste in wine is 
equal 

To that you show for beauty ; but I pledge you 
Nevertheless. 

Cab. Is not the lovely woman 

1 met in the adjacent ball, who, with 
An air, and port, and eye, winch Would have better 
Beseem’d this palace in its brig|itest days 
(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment), return'd my .salutation — 

Is not the same your spouse ? 

fden. I would she wel-cl 

But you *re mistaken that *s the stranger’s wife. 

Gab. And by her aspect she might be a prince’s : 
Though time hath touch’d her too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

Idea. And that 

Is more than I can say for Madame Idenstcin, 

At least in beauty : as for majesty, 


She has some of its properties which might .. 

Be spared— but never mind ! 

Gab. I don't. But who 

May be this stranger? He too hath a bearing 
Above his outward fortunes. * 

/den. * There I differ. 

He ’s poor as Job, and not so patient ; but 
\Vl»o he may be, or what, or aught of him, 

Except his name (and that I only learn’d 
To-night), I know not. 

Gab. But how came he here ? 

Idea. In a most miserable old caleche, 

About a month since, and immediately 

Fell sick, almost to death. He should have died. 

Gab. Tender and true !— but why? 

Idea. Why, what is life 

Without a living ? He has not a stiver. 

Gab. In that case, I much wonder that a person 
Of your apparent prudence should admit 
Guests so forlorn into this noble malision. 

Jden. That’s true; bulpity, as you kiww, does make 
One’s heart commit these follies ; and besides, 

Tliey had some valuables left at that time, 

Wliich paid their way up to the present hour ; 

And so I thought they might as well be lodged 
Here as at the small tavern, and I gave them 
The run of some of the oldest palace rooms. 

They served to air them, at the least as long 
As they- oould pay for fire-wood. 

Gnd. Poor souls ! 

Iden. Ay, 

Exe.eeding poor. 

Gab. And yet unused to poverty, 

If I mistake not. Whither were they going ? [itself. 

Jden. Oh! Heaven knows where, unless to heaven 
Some days ago that look’d the likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gab. Werner \ I have heard the name : 

But it may be a feign’d one. 

Iden. Likeeno'u^i! 

But hark ! a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure* 

‘As destiny, his excellency ’s come. 

I must be at my post : will you not Joiu me, 

To help him from his carriage, and present 
Tour humble duty at the door ? 

(5a6. I dragg’d him 

From out that carriage when \te would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
'fhe rushing river fronj his gurgling throat. 

Ho lias valets now enough : they stood aloof then. 
Shaking their dripping ears upon the shore. 

All roaring “Help!” but offering none; and as 
For duty (as you call it) — 1 did mine then, 

Now do yours. Hence,, and bow and cringe him here ! 

Iden. / cringe ! — but I shall lose the opportunity — 
Plague take it I he ’ll be Itcre, and I not (kere 

(Fxtt Inr.SsTBiB hastily. 

Re-enter Wernkii. 

M>r. lio himself.) < heard a noise of heels and 
voices. How 
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All sounds now jar Die ! Still here f Is be not 

(Perceiving Gabob. 

A spy of my pursuer’s ? His frank offer 
So suddenly, and to a .stranger, wore 
The aspec4 of a secret enemy ; 

For friends are slow at such. 

Gab. Sir, you seem rapt ; 

And yet the time is not akin to thought. 

These old w'alls will be noisy soon. Tlie baron. 

Or count (or whatsoe’er this half-drown'd noble 
May be), for whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inhabitants show more respect 
Than did the elements, is come. 

Iden. (ivithout,) This way — 

This way, your excellency have a care. 

The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewhat decay’d ; but if we had expected 
So high a guest — Pray take iny arm, my lord ! 

Enter Stualemueim, Idb?istei! 1 , and Attendants— partjy 
his oten, and partly Retainers of the Domain of which 
lDE5«T£i!t is ItUendant. 

Stral. I ’ll rest me here a moment. 

; Iden. {1o the servants.) Uol a chair! 

Instantly, ^onves ! 

[ Sthalenubim tits down. 
Wer. {aside.) ’Tishe! 

Strat. f'm better now. 

'Who are these strangers ? 

'Idea. Please you*, my good lord, 

One says he is no stranger. 

RVr. (a/oud and hastily.) TTAo says that ? 

) ( They look at him with surprise. 

Idea. Why, no one Spoke of you, or to you f ^ 
Here's one his excellency may be pleased 
To recognise. ‘ 

' • ' j Pointing to Gabor. 

Gab. I seek not to disturb 
His noble memorvi * . ' 

Slrnl. • I apprehend , 

'Phis is one of the strangers to whose aid 
1 owe my rescue. Is not that the other ? 

* [Poiuriijflf to Web.xer. 

My stale when I was succour’d must excuse 
My iincerlainty to whom I owe so much. 

/den. He ! — no, my lord ! he rather wants for rescue 
Titan can afford it. *T is a poor 'sick man. 
Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From w ltence he never dream'd to rise. 

Stral. Methouglit 

That tliere were two. 

Gab. There were, in company ; 

But, in tlie service render'd to your lordship, 

I needs nnist say but one, and he is absent. 

The chief part of whatever aid w’as render’d 
Was Ais ; it was his fortune to be first. 

My will was not inferior, but his strength 
And youUi outstripp'd me; therefore do not wasfe 
Your tiiaiiks on me. I was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

Stral. Where is he? 

.4/1 .4 My lord, he tarried in the cottage wlierc 


excellency bested for an hour, 

Aiid said he would be here to-morrow. 

Sfrtil. ^ Till 

That hour arrives, I can but offer thanks, 

And then • ^ ' 

Gab. I seek no ipore, and scarce deserve 
So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

Sfrnl. ifuing his eyes upon Webneb : then aside.) 
It cannot be ! and yet he must be look’d Up. 

’T is twenty years since 1 beheld him with 
These eyes ; and though my agents still have kept 
Theirs on him, policy has iield aloof t 

.My own from his, not to alarm him into 
Suspicion of my plan. Why did I leave * 

At Hamburgh those who would have made assurance 
If this be he or no ! I thought, ere dR»w, 

To have been lord of Siegendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the elements appear 
To Dght against me, and this sudden llood 
May keep me prisoner here till— > i 

"( pouiMj and looA« at Web 5BB ; then reBum««. 

This man mast * . 

Be w atcli’d. If it is be, he is so clumged, * 

His father, rising from his grave again, 

Would pass him by unknown. I must be wary ; 

An error would spoil all. « • 

Iden. Your lordship stems 

Pensive. >Y ill it not please you to pass on ? 

Shal. ’T is past fatigue wliidt gives my welgli’ii- 
down spirit 1 . 

An outward show of thought. 1 will to resC 
Iden. The prince's chamber is prepared with ail 
The very furniture the prince used when 
Last here, in its full splendour. 

■ (Aside.) Somewhat titter’d. 
And devilish damp, but fine enough bylorch-light ; 
And that’s enough for your right nobl6 blood 
Of twenty quarterings upon a hatdiment; ^ p 
let their bearer sleep 'ueath somethiug like one 
.Now, as lie one day will for ever lie. • ■ v 
Stral. [risiug and turning to Gabob.) Good night, 
good people! Sir, 1 trust to-inorrew * 

Will find me apter to requite your seiNice. 

In tlie meantime I crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. , ^ 

Gab. I attend you. 

Stral. {after a few stepSy pauses, andvuHs Webnkb.) 
Friend ! 

Wer. .Sir! • 

Iden. Sir : Lord— Ob Lord I , Wl»y don’t you say 
'His lordship, or his excellency ? Prayi . 

My lord, excuse this p<^r man’s want of breeding : 
Hejiath not been accdstoin'd to admission « 

To such a presence. ^ * » C w 

' 6'traf. (to iDOSTEiM.) Peace, intendaat ! 

Idea. Oh! . ' V 

I am dumb. ^ ‘ ^ 

(to ^VEa^BR.) Hare you been long herC'?^ 
Her. Long? ^ 

Stral. I sought _ ^ ■ I 

.Kn answer, not an echo. 
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Wer. . Tou may seek 

Both from the walls. I am not used to answer 
Those whom I know not. , 

Stral. * Indeed ! Me’er the less» 

You migha reply with courtesy to what 
Is ask'd in kindness. ' J 

Wer. When I know it sucis, 

I will requite — that is reply— \n unison. 

Stral. Tl)^ inteodant said, you hadbeen detain'd by 
, sickness— 

If 1 could aid you— journeying tbe same way ? 

Wetw (quickly.) 1 am not journeying thesarae way ! 
Stral. How know ye 

Thalr ere you know uiy route ? 

H'rr. . 4 Because these is 

But one way tliatthe rich and poor must tread 
Together. You diverged from that dread path 
Some houri ago, and I some days i henceforth 
Our roM^ must lie asunder, though they tend 
All to onc^ome. - 

Strol. Your language is above '* 

Ydur station. 

MV. (bitterly.) Is it ? * 

Stral. Or, at least, beyond 

Your garb., * 

Wer.. is welMhat it is not beneath it. 

As sometimes. hupj>ens to the better clad. 

But, in a word, what would you with roe ? 

iitral. (slarf/ed.) * I ? [me, 

Wer. Yes— you ! You know roe not, and question 
And wonder iliat I answer not— not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain what you would have, 

then 1 'll satisfy yourself, or me. *- 

Stral. I knew not Uiat you had reason for reserve. 
Her^Mairy have such 4— Have you none ? 

Stral. None which can 

Interest a mere stranger. ' *• 

Uedf '• Then forgive 

The same unknown and humble stranger, if . 

He wishes lo remain so to the man * 

'Who can have nought in common with him. 

Stral. ' Sir, 

1 will not balk four humoUr, though untoward : 

I only meant you service— but good night ^ [with roe ? 
Int|pdant, show the way ! (fo Oabob.) Sir, you will 
1 Kreunt STRALB5nEm and AUendantt ; Idbnsteix 
' and Gabos. 

Mer. (solus.) ’T is he am taken in the toils. Be- 
I qti&tcd Hamburgh, Giulio, his late steward, ,[fore 
Inform'd me that be>liad obtain'd an order 
From Brandenburg's elector, for the arrest 
Of Krui^ne^ Csut*!* the name 1 then bore) when 
frame upon the frontier ; the free city 
Alone^qirevrfed hiy freedom — till I left 
It.s walls — fffoi Uiat I was to quit ibenr! But 
I dfem'd this humble garb, and route obscure, 

Had UrfHcd the ^lowAounds in thetr pursuit. 
What's to be doncl^ ileJinows me not by person 
Nor could aught swe the eye of apprehension. 

Have recognised him, after twenty years, 

AVc met so rarely .’md so coldly in 


Oqryouth. But those abobt him I Now loan 
Divine the frankness of the Hungarian, who 
No doubt is a mere tool and spy of Stralenh^m's, 

To sound and to secure me. W'ithout.mcans! * ’ 
Sick, poor — begirt too with the flooding riiert. 
Impassable even to the wealthy, with 
All the appliances which purchase modes *• - ' 

Of overpowering peril with men's lives.— 

How can 1 ho^ ? An hour ago mr.thought 
My state beyond despair; and now^^'t is. sucli,*' 

The past seems paradise. Anotlierday, > 

And I 'm detected.— on the very eve • 

Of honours, rights, and my inlieritance, 

When' a few, drops of gold might save me still 
In favouring* an escape. 

fn(?r lUBTiSTer’t ond Fnixi iTi conivrM/ton. 

Fritz. Riimediately. 

/den. 1 tell you, 't is impossible. 

Fritz. It must 

Be tried, however; and if one express 
Fail, you must send on others, till the answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant. 
idea. 1 will do what I can. •. 

Kiffs. And recollect « 

To spare no trouble; you will be repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden. The baron is retired to rest ? ^ • 

Frits; lie hath thrown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the lire, and sliunbers ; and has order'd 
He may not be disturb'd until eleven, 

When he will take himself to bed. 

/den. k *' .Before 

An hour is past I ’ll do my best to serve him, 

Frils. Remember! ' {Fxir Fritz. 

Iden. The devil take these great men !, they 

Think all things made for them. N(Ar here must 1 
Rouse up some half a dozen shivering vassals 
From their scant pallets, and, at peril of 
Their livTS, despatch them o'er the river towards 
Frunkl'orl. Methinks the baron’s own experience 
Some huurs ago might teach him fellow-teeiing : 

But no, “ it must," and there *s an end. Uow now ? 
Arc you there. Mynheer Werner? • . 

M>r., , • You have left ' 

■ Your noble guest right.quickly. 

Iden. Yes— he 's dozing. 

And seems to like that none should sleep besides, 
Here is a packet for the commandant 
Of Frankfort, at all risks and all expenses; 

But 1 imM not lose time : Good night ! ' 

Idixstkim. 

nVr.. ‘ “To Frankfort !*’ 

So, so. it thickens! Ay, “ the coininandant.** 

I This tallies well w ith all the prior steps 
' Of this cool, calculating fiend, *w ho walks 
I Between me and my father’s house. No doubt 
He writes for a detachineut to convey me 
Into some secret fortress.— Sooner than 
This— 

[>Vp.rxf.r lookM arqund, and inatrhex up a knife 
lying on a table in a rerett. 
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Now I am master of myself bt least: , 
Hark^^footsteps! How do I k»ow that Stralenheim 
^Vill wait for even the sliow of that authority 
'tVhich is to overshadow usurpation? 

That he suspects me 's certain. 1 ’in alone; ' 

He with a numerous train. 1 weak; he strong, 

In gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 

I nameless, or involving in my name 
Destruction, tiU.1 reach my own doiuain; | 

He full-blowm with his titles, which* i|^pose 
Still further on these obscure petty burghers 
Than they could do elsewhere. Hark! nearer still ! 

1 Ml to the secret passage, yvhich communicates 

Witl) the No! all is silent— H was my fancy f— 

Still as the breathless interval between ^ , 

The flash and thunder : — I must hiidi my soul 
AmidsVits perils. Yet I w ill retire. 

To see if still be unexplored the passage 
I wot of : it will serve me as a^en 
Of secrecy for some hours, at the worst. 

i WcRXEM draw* a patuU and exit, closing it after 
Aim. . ♦ 

Enter Gabob and Josephinb. 

Gab. Where Is your husband? 

Jos, Here, I thought : I left him 

Not long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and be may be gone 
To accompany the intendant. " 

Gab. Baron Stralenheim 

Put hiany questions to the intendaiit on 
The subject of ^our lord, and, to be plain, ^ 

I have my doubts if he means w ell. * 

Jos. Alas! 

What Can there he in common w ith the proud 
And wealthy baron, and the unknown Werner? 

Gab. That you know best.^ 

Jos. Or, if it were so, how 

Come you to stir yourself in his behalf, 

Bather than that of him wjiose life you saved? , 
Gab. I help'd to save him, as in peril; but 
I did not pledge myself to serve him in 
Oppression. 1 know well these nobles, and 
Their thousand modes of trampling on the poor. 

1 have proved them; and my spirit boils up when 
I find them practising against the weak : — * 

This is my only motive. 

Jos. It would be 

Not easy to persuade my consort of 
Your good intentions. 

Gab. Is he so suspicions? 

Jos. He was not «nc.c ; but time and troubles have 
Made him what you belield. * 

Gab. I’m sorry for it.' 

Suspicion is a heavy armour, and 
With its own weight impedes more than protects. 
Good night ! 1 trust to meet with him at daybreak. 

■{ A'xi't Gabui;. 

Ee-enter Iobnstbjx and some Feasants. Josrpuim: 
retires up the Halt. 

First Pearaiif. But if 1 ’m drown'd ? 


m 

/rfcH. Why, you will be well paid for ‘t, 

And havf risk’d more than drowning for as mm b, 

I doubt not. 

Second Peasant. But our wives and families ? 

Idea. Cannot be worse off than they are, and may 
Be belter. • • 

Third Peasant. I liave neither, and will venture. 
Idea. That ’bright. A^allnnt carle, and fit to be 
A soldtu’. I ’ll promote you to the ranks ' 

In the prince’s body-guard— if you succeed f'' • 

'And you shall have besides, in sparkling coin,. 

Two thalers. ” 

TAird Peosoiif. No more ! , 

7de». Out upon youf avaficc! 

Can that low vice alloy so much ambition ? t nr 
I tell thee, fellow, that two thalers in / 

Small change will subdivide into a treastrre.* 

Do not five hundred tiiousand heroes daily 
Bisk lives and souls for the tithe of one thaler ? 
When had you half the sum ? . 

Third Peasant. Npver — but ne’er 

The less I must have three. h' 

idea. Have you forgot 

W’hose vassal you were born, knave? 

Third Peasant. No — the prince’s 

And not the stranger’s. 

Idea. Sirrah ! in the prince’s 

Absence, I ’m sovereign; and the baron is ' 

My intimate connection ; — “ Cousin Idensteirr! . 

(Qffbth he) you ’ll order out a dozen vHlains.” 

And so, you villains ! troop— march — n>arcb, I saj"^. 
And if a single dog'S'eaf of this packet 
Be sprinkled by the Oder— look to It 1 ' 

For every page of paper, shall a hide’ 

Of yours be stretcli’d as parchment on a drum, 

Like Ziska’s skin, to beat alarm to ah 
Befraclorv vassals, who can not effect 
Impossibilities— A way, -ye "earth-worms I 

iExit, drif^g them oaC 
Jos. (coming fonrord.) T fain *woald ahun typse 
scenes, too oft repeated,^ 

Of feudal tyranny o'er petty victims ; 

I cann^ aid, And will not witness such. 

Even Iwe, in this remote, unnamed, dull spot, - 
The dimmest in the district’s map, exist 
The insolence of w ealUi in poverty ' ’ - 

O’er something poorer still — the pride of r.nnk ' ‘ 

In servitude, o'er sometliing still more servile ; 

And vice in misery affecting still ** 

A tatter'd splendour. What a state of being! • 

In Toscany, my own dear sunny land, 

Our nobles were but citizens and merchants, ^ ’ 
Like Cosmo. W'e had evils, b«t not sucJi 
As these; and our all-ripe and gushing valleys 
Made poverty more cheerful, wherp each herb 
Was in itself a meal, and every’ vine 
Bain'd, as it were, the beverage whidt makes glad 
Tbil heart of man ; ‘and the ne’er unfeltsutf . 

(Bu( rarely clouded, atid when deeded, leavh^ 

Uis warmth behind in memqry of his heams]hv4 ' 

Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe, fas 
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Oppressive than an emperor's jewell’d purple. 

But. hereMhe despots of the nortii appear 
To imitate the ice-wind of their dime, 

Searching the shivering vassal through his rags, 

To wring bis soul — as the bleak elements 
His form. And ’t is to be amongst these sovereigns 
Imsbaud pants! and such . his pride of birtli — > 
Tliat twenty years of usagi^ such as no 
Father born in a bumble state could nerve 
His sotiL to persecute q son withal, • 

Hath changed no atom of his early nature; , 

But I, bbrn nobly also, from my father's 
Kindness was»taught a different lesson. Father ! 

May thy long tried and imw' rewarded spirit 
Look 4<>wii on us and uur so long desired 
Ulrio! ^ 1 love my son, as thou didst ine f 
tv hat *s that? Thou, Werner! cau it be? and thus? 

Enter Weilheh hastily, with the knife in his hanii, by the 
secret panel, which he closet hurriedly after him. 

iVer. (not at first recogmshig her.) Discover'd! then 
I 'll stub— s — (rcfo^imiMy her.) 

Ah ! Josephine, 

Why art thou not at rest ? 

Jos. What rest? My God! 

What doth this mean ? [scpiunc, 

TTcr. {siouing a rouleav.) Ucre.*s gold — yo/d, Jo- 
Will rescue us from this detested dungeon. 

Jos. And how obtain’d ? — that knife! 

B'er. ’T is bloodless— 

Away — we must to our chamber. 

Jos B.Jit whence comest thou ? 

Her. Ask not! but let us tiiink where we shall go— 
This — this w'ill^make us way — (sAoiriiig the gold) — 

I ’ll lit them now. 

Jos. I dare not think thee guilty of dishonour. 

HVr. Dishonour! 

Jos. I have said it. 

HVr. I.et us hence: j 

’T is the last (tight, I trust, that w e need pass here. i 
Jus. And not the worst, I hope. j 

HVr. Hope ! I make sure, 

But let us to our chamber. 

Jos. Yet onequcstioivr- 

What hast thou dour ? 

HVr. {fiercely.) X.eR one thing undone, which. 
Had made all well: let me not think of it! 

Away *! 

Jys. Alas, tliat I should doiibt of thee ! 

.» [Fxeunf. 

^ * ACT II. 

SCBKE r. * 

A Hall in tlw same ratocr. 

Enter Ide5stci?« ^nd Others. 

!den. Fine doings I goodly doings! honest doings I 
A baron pillaged in a prince’s palace! 

Where, till his hopr, such a sm ne’er was heard of. 

Fritz. It hardly could, unless the rats despoil'd 
The mice of a few shredS of tapestry. 


Iden. Oh ! tliat 1 b'er should live to see this day ! 
The honour of our city ’s.gone for ever. 

Fritz. Well, but now to discover tbe delinquent : 
The baron is determined not to lose 
I This sum without a search. 

Idea. # And so am I. 

Fritz. But w horn do you suspect ? 

Ideu. t S«s{)ecU all people 

Without — within — above— below — Heaven help roc! 

F ril5. Is there no other entrance to the chamber ? 
,MUde». None whatsoever. 

Fritz. Are you sure of that? 

-I ,Jde». Certain. I have lived and served here since 
my birth. 

And if there were such, must have heard of such. 

Or seen it. 

Fritz. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. 

Iden. Doubtless. 

Fritz. The man calfd H'errier ’s poor! 

idea. Poor as a miser; 

But lodged so far off, in th^tlier wing. 

By which there 's no communication with . 

.'liie baron’s chamber, that il. can’t be he. 

Besides, 1 bade him good night” in tbe ball. 
Almost a mile oft, and wliicit only leads 
To ins own apartment, about the same time • 

>\ben this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Fritz. There ’s another. 

Hie .stranger 

Iden. The Hungarian? 

F ri(z. He who help'd 

To fish the baron from the Oder. . 

Iden. Not 

Unlikely. But, hold — might it not have been 
One of the suite? 

Fritz, IIow ? HV, sir ! 

Iden. * No — not you. 

But some of the inferior knaves. You say 
The baron was asleep in the great chdir — 

The velvet oliair — in his embroider'd nigbt-gown : 
His toilet spread before him, and upon it 
A cabinet with letters, papers, and 
Several rouleaux of gold ; of w'hicli one only 
Has di^ppear’d — the door unbolted, with 
No difficult access to any. 

Fritz. Good sir, 

Be not so quick; the honour of the corps 
Which forms tlie baron's household ’s unimpeach'd, 
From steward to scullion, save in the fair way 
Of peculation : such as in accompts, 

Weights, measures, larder, cellar, buttery. 

Where all men take their prey; as also in 
Postage of letters, gathering of rents. 

Purveying feasts, and understanding w*itb 
The honest trades who furnish noble masters : 

I\Ut for your petty, picking, downright tliievcry, 

We Scorn it as we do boai^-w ages. Then 
Had one of our folks done it, he would sot 
Have been so poor u spirit ns to hazard 
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Uis neck for one rouleaut but have swoop’d all; 

Also the cabinet, if portable. 

iden. There is some sense in that 

Fritz. No, sir, be sure 

*T was none of our corps ; but some petty, trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius. 

The only question is— Wbo else could have 
Access, save the Hungarian and yourself? : 

Iden* You don't mean me? ' 

Fritz. No, sir; I honour more 

Tour talents— 

Iden. And my principles, I hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point : What 's to be 
done? 

Iden. Nothing— but there ’s a good deal to be said. 
We 'll offer a reward ; move heaven and earth. 

And the police (though there ’s none nearer than 
Frankfort) ; post notices in manuscript 
(For we 've no printer); and set by my clerk 
To read them (for few can, save he and 
We ’ll send out villains to strip beggars, and 
Search empty pockets; also, to arrest 
AH gipsies, and ill-clothed and sallow people. 
Prisoners we ’ll have at least, if not the culprit; 

And for the baron’s gold— if ’t is not found, 

At least he shall have the full satisfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
The ghost of this rouleau. Here ’s aicbyray 
For your lord's losses ! 

Fritz. He hath found a better. 

Iden. Where? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance. 

The late Count Siegendorf, bis distant kinsman, 

Is dead near Prague, in bis castle, and my lord 
Is on his way to take possession. 

Iden. Was there 

No heir? 

Fritz. Oh, yes ; but be has disa(q>ear'd 
Long from the world’s eye, and perhaps the world. 

A prodigal son, beneath his father’s ban 
For the last twenty years ; for whom his sire 
Refused to kill the fatted calf; and, therefore, 

If living, he must chew the husks still. But 
The baron would flpd means to silence him,. 

Were he to re-appear : he ’s politic, 

And has much influence with a certain court. 

Iden. He 's fortunate. 

Frila. *T is true, there is a grandson, 

Whom the late count reclaim’d hrom bis son's hands 
And educated as his heir; but then 
Uis birth is doubtful. 

Iden. flow so? 

Fritz. His sire made 

A left-hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage, 

With an Italian exile's dark-eyed daughter : 

Noble, they' say, too; but no match for such 
A bouse as Siegendorfs. Tlie grandsire ill 
Could brook the alliance ; and could ne'er be brought 
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To see the parents, though he took the son. 

Iden. If he ’8 a lad of mettle, h»may yet 
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puzzle vour baron to unravel. 

Fritz. Why, 

For mettle, he has quite enough : they say. 

He forms a happy mixture of his sire 
And graodsire's qualities,— impetuous as 
The former, and deep as the latter; but 
The strangest is, that he too disappear’d 
Some months ago. 

Iden. The devil he did! 

Fritz. Why, yes. 

It must have been at hH^uggestion, at 
An hour so critical as was the eve ^ 

Of the old man’s death, whose heart was broken by it, 
Iden. Was there no cause assign’d? 

Fritz. Plenty, no doubt, 

And none perhaps the true one. Some averr'd 
It was to seek bis parents : some because 
The old roan held his spirit in so strictly 
(Rut that could scarce be, for he doted on him) : 

A third believed be wish’d 'to serve in war. 

But peace being n\pde soon after bis departure. 

He might have since return’d, were that the motive; 
A fourth set charitably have surmised. 

As there was something strange and mystic in him. 
That in^the wild exuberance of his nature 
He bad join’d the black bands, who lay waste Lusatia, 
The mountains of Bohemia and Silesia, 

Since the last years of war had dwindled into 
A kind of general condottiero system 
Of bandit warfare; each troop with its chief. 

And all against mankind. 

Iden. That cannot be. 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury 
To risk bis life and honours with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes 1 
Fritz. Heaven best knows! 

But there are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise, 

That they will seek for peril as a pleasure. 

1 ’ve beard that nothing can reclaim your Indian, 

Or tame the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and honey. After all, 

Your Wallenstein, your Tilly and Gustavus, 

Vour Banuier, and your Torsteoson and VVeimar, 
Were but the same thing upon a grand scale; 

And now that they are gone, aud peace proclaim’d, 
They who would follow the same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes 
Tlie baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday’s escape, 

But did not leave the cottage by tbe Oder 
Until this morning. 

Enter SnALEXfnrm and Vlric.> 

5lral. Since you. have refused 
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^11 compensation^ gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate thanks^ you almost check even dietn, 
Makiiigme feel the wortidessness of ^vords, 

And blush at my own barren gratitude. 

They seem so niggardly, compared with what 
Your courteous courage did in my behalf—^ 

f7/r. I pray you press the theme no further. 

SirtiJr But 

Can I not serve you ? You are young, and of 
That mould whi^ throws out heroes; fair in favour ; 
Breve, 1 know, by my living now to say so; 

And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart. 

Would look into the fiery eyes of war, 

As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to save an unknown stranger 
In an as perilous, but opposite, element. 

You are made for the service ; I have served; 
liave rank by birth and soldiership, and friends, 

Who sliall be yours. ’T is true this pause of peace 
Favours such views at present scantily : 

But 't will not last, men's spirits arc too stirring ; 

And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the times show us 
In every forest, or a mere arm'd t^uce. 

War will reclaim his own ; and, in the meantime, 

You might obtain a post, whidi would ensure 
A higher soon, and, by my influence, fail not 
To rise. I speak of Brandenburg, wherein 
I stand well w ith the elector ; in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we are now 
Upon its frontier. 

Vlr. You perceive my garb 

Is Saxon, and of course my service due 
To my own sovereign. If 1 must decline 
Your offer, 't is with the same feeling which 
Induced it. 

5traf. Why, this is mere usury I 
I owe my life to you, and you refuse 
The ar^ittance of the interest of the debt, 

To heap more obligations on me, till 
I bow beneath then. 

Ulr. You sliall so when 

1 claim the payment. , 

Siral. Well, sir, since you will not— | 

You are nobly bom ? 

Utr. I have heard my kinsmen say so. 

Stral. Touractkmsshowit. Might 1 ask your name? 

Iflr. Ulric. 

Tour house’s? 

Vlr. When I’m worthy of it. 


^ I ’ll answer you. 

1 Stral. {aside.) Most probably an Austrian, 

I Whum these unsettled limes forbid to boast 
' Ills lineage ou these w ild and dangerous frontiers, 

[ Where the name of his country is abhorr’d. 

[ Alottdlo Frits and lDsit.4TKi> ■ 

; So, sirs ! bow have ye sped in your researches? 

I Iden. Indifferent well, your excellency. 

I Stral. Then 

I am to deem the plunderer is caught? 

Iden. Humph ! — not exactly. 

5tral. Or at least suspected ? 

Iden. Oh! for that matter, very much suspected. 
Stral. Who may he be ? 

I Iden. Why, don’t you know, my lord? 

Stral. How should 1? 1 was fast asleep. 

Iden. And so 

Was I, and that 's tlie cause I know no more 
Than does your excellency. 

Stral. Dolt! 

Wen. Why, if 

> Your lordship, being robb’d, don't recognise 
The rogue; how should 1, not being robb'd, identify 
{ The thief among so many ? In the crowd, 
j May it plpaseyour excellency, your thief looks 
I Exactly like the rest, or rather better : 

I ’T is only at the bar and in the dungeon 
I That wise men know your felon by his features ; 

I But I ’ll engage, that it seen there but once, 

' WheUier he be found criminal or no, 

I His face shall be so. 

Stral. (to Fkitz.) Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
I What hath been done to trace the fellow, 
i Frtls. Faitli ! 

I My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture. 

Stral. Hesides the loss (whidi, 1 must own, affects 
' Just now' materially), 1 needs would And [me 

' The villain out of public motives; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could creep 
Through my attendants, and so many peopled 
And lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatcli 
The gold before my scarce-clo^d eyes, would soon 
Leave bare your liorough, Sir Intendant! 

Iden. , True; 

If there were aught to carry off, my lord. 
rir. What is all this? 

Stral. ' You join’d ui but this morning. 

And have not heard that I was robb’d last night. 

Ulr. Some rumour of it reach’d me as I pass’d 
I The outer chambers of the palace, but 
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I know no fiiftlier. 

Sfraf. It is a strange Imsiness ; 

The intendaut can inform you of the facts. 

/rfeii. Host willingly. You see 

SlraL {impatiently.) Defer your tale, 

Till certain of the hearer's {Kitieoce. 

Iden. Tliat 

Can only be approved by proofs. You s ec 
Stral. {again interrupting /tim, and addreating Ul- 
Id short, 1 was asleep upon a chair, [me.) 

My cabinet before me, with some gold 
Upon it (more than I much like to lose. 

Though in part only) : some ingenious |>erson 
Contrived to glide through all my own attondauls, 
Besides tliMe of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to lind 
1 would be fain, and there 'san end. Perhaps 
You (as 1 still am rather faint) would add 
To yesterday's great obligation, this, 

Though slitter, not yet slight, to aid these men 
(>Vho seem but lukewarm) in recovering it? 

Utr. Most willingly, and without loss of time— 
(To loBnsTBiN.) Come hither, mynlieer I 
Iden. But so mud) haste bodes 

Right little speed, and 

Ulr. Standing motionless 

None, so let *s march : we 'll talk as we go on. 

Idax. Bat 

t7r. Show the spot, and then 1 'll answer you. 
Friti. 1 will, sir, with bis excellency's leave. 

Stral. Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 

Fritz. Hence ! 

Vlr. Come on, old oracle, expound thy riddle t 

[ Exit uHth lDE>»TEia and Fbitx. 
Stral. (solus.) A stalwart, active, 8uldier*looking 
stripling. 

Handsome as Hercules ere his first lalwur. 

And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
When in repose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish 1 could engage him : 

I have need of sonte sucii spirits near me now. 

For this inheritance is worth a struggle : 

And though 1 am not the man to yield witl)out one, 
Neither are they who now rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, *s a bold one ; 
But he hath play'd the truant in some hour 
Of freakish folly, leaving fortune to 
Champion his claims. That 's well. The fatlier, whom 
For years 1 've track'd, as does the bloodduxind, never 
In sight, bnt constantly in scent, had put me 
To fault; here 1 have him, and that ’s letter. 

It must be he ! All circumstance proclaims it ; 

And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my enquiries, still confirm it. — ^Yes ! 

The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and the time; the account, too. 

The intendantgave (for I have not beheld her) 

Of his wife's dignified but foreign aspect ; 

Besides the antipathy with which we met. 

As snakes and lions shrink back front each other 
By secret instinct Uiat both must be foes 


Deadly, without being natural prey to cillier ; 

= All — all — confirm it to my mind. However, 

We *11 grapple, ne'ertl)eles.s. In a few hours 
I The order comes from Frankfort, if these waters 
j Rise not the higher (and the weather favours 
Their quief^ abatement), and 1*11 have him sate 
Within a dungeon, where he may avouch 
Ilis real estate and name ; and there 's no harm done, 
Slmuld he prove other tlian I deem, 'lliis robbery 
(Save for the actual loss) is lucky also : 

He *8 poor, and that’s suspicious— lie 's unknown. 
And that 's defenceless. — ^True, we have no proofs 
Of guilt, — but what hath he of innocence ? 

^Vere he a man indifferent to my pros|>etis, 

I In other bearings, I shotild rather lay ' 

I 'fhe inculpation on the Hungarian, who 
I Hath soineRiiiig which I like not ; and alone 
Of all armind, excq>t the intendant, and 
The prince'^ household and my own, had Ingress 
Familiar to the ehamher. 

filter Uabob. 

Friend, how fare you ? 

Gab. As those who fare well every where, w hen tlir v 
Have supp’d and shunber’d, no great matter how— 
And you, my lord? 

Stral. Better in rest tlian purse : 

Mine inn is like to cost me dear. 

Gab. I heard 

Of your late loss ; hut 't is a trifle to 
One of your order. 

Stral. Yon would h.ardly think so. 

Were the loss yours. 

Gab. I never had so much 

(At once) in iny whole life, and therefore am not 
Fit to decide. Hut I came here to M‘ek you. |tlH*ni, 
Your couriers are turn'd bark— I have outstripp'd 
In niv return. 

Stral. You!— Why? 

Gab. I went at daybreak, 

To watch for the abateinent'of the river. 

As being anxious to resnnie my journey. 

Your messengers were all check’d like myself; 

And, seeing the case hopeless, I await 
Tlie current’s pleasure. 

Stral. Would the dogs were in it ! 

Why did they not, at least, attempt tl>e passage? 

I order’d this at all ri.sks. 

Gab. Could you order 

l1ie Oder to divide, as Moses did 
The Red Sea (scarMly redder than the flood 
Of the swoln stream), and be obey'd, perliaps 
Tliey might liave ventured. 

5fro/. 1 must see to it : 

The knaves ! the slaves !— but they shall smart for this. 

[Exit STRA1.KSBB1M. 

Gab. (sofas.) There goes my noble, feudal, seif*wiird 
F.pitome of what brave cliivalry [liaron! 

Tlie preux ebevaliers of ll»e good old tinjos 
Have left us. Yesterday lie would have given 
His lands (if lie lialh any), and, still dearer. 
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His sixteen qunrteriugs, for as much fresh air 
As would have Oil’d a bladder, while he lay 
Gurgling and foaming lialf way through the window 
Of his o'erset and water-logg’d conveyance; 

And now he storms at half a dozen wretches 
Because they love their lives too I Ycl,4ie ’s right. 
'T is strange they should, when such as he may put 
'fo hazard at his pleasure. Oh ! thou world ! lllieni 
i liou art indeed a melancholy jest ! 

( Exit Gabob. 

SCK.NK II. 

7Af /ipartmnU of WsBsn In tMe Palace. 

Enter Josepiunb and Clbic. 

Jos. Stand baek, and let me look on thee again ! 

My lilric ! — my beloved !— can it be — 

After twelve years ? 

Or. My dearest mother ! 

Jos. Yes ! 

IMy dream is realised-<-how beautiful I — 

How' more than all I sigh’d for ! Ileaven receive 
A mother's thanks ! — A moUier’s tears of joy 1 
This is indeed tliy work ! — At such an hour, too, 

He couies not only as a son, but saviour. 

Or. If such a joy await me, it must double 
AV'hat I now feel, and lighten from my heart 
A part of the long debt of duty, not 
Of love (for that was ne’er withheld}— forgive me ! 
This long delay was not my fault. ■ 

Jos. I know it. 

But cannot think of sorrow now, and doubt 
il l e’er felt it, ’t is so dazzled from 
My memory by this obvious transport ! — 

My son ! 

Enter Web5EK. 

H>r. What have wc hcre,-^norc strangers ? 

Jos. ^o ! 

lA>ok upon him ! What do you see? 

Her. A stripling, 

For the first time 

Or. (kneeling.) For twelve long years, my father ! 
Her. O God ! 

Jos. He faints t 

HVr. No — I am better now— 

GIric! (Embraces ftiwi.) 

Or. My father, Siegendorf ! 

U'er. Hush ! boy— 

The walls may bear that name i 
Or. What then ? 

H>r. Why, then— 

But we will talk of that anon. Remember, 

I must be known here but as Werner. Come I 
Come to my arms again I Why, thou look'st all 
1 should have been, and was not. Josephine ! 

Sure ’t is no father's fondness dazzles me ; 

But, had 1 seen that form amid ten thousand 
Youth of the choicest, my heart would have choseu 


This for my son ! 

Or. And yet you knew me not ! 

HVr. Alas! I have had that upon my soul 
Which makes me look on all men with an e}e 
That only knows the evil at first glance. * 

Vir, My memory served me far more fondly : I 
Have not forgotten aught ; and oft-times in 
! The proud and princely halls of — (I’ll not name tlieni. 
As you say that 't is perilous)— but i’ the pomp 
Of your sire’s feudal mansion, 1 look'd beck 
To the Bohemian mountains many a sunset. 

And wept to see another day go down 

O'er thee and me, with those huge hills between us. 

They shall not part us more. 

H'er. I know not that. 

Are you aware my father is no more ? 

Or. Oh, heavens ! I left him in a green old age. 
And looking like tlie oak, worn, but still steady 
I Amidst the elements, whilst younger trees [since. 
Fell fast around him. 'T was scarce three months 

Wer. Why did you leave him ? 

Jos. (emhraeing Ulbic). Can you ask tliat question? 
Is he not here ? 

Wer. True : he hath sought bis parents, 

And found them ; but, oh I koir, and in what state ! 

Or. All shall be better’d. What we have to do 
Is to proceed, and to assert our rights. 

Or rather yours ; for 1 wave all, unless 
Your father has disposed in such a sort 
Of his broad lands as to make mine the foremost. 

So that I must prefer my claim for form : 

But I trust better, and that all is yours. 

Wer. Have you not heard of Stralenhcim ? 

Or. I saved 

His life but yesterday : he *s here. 

Wer. You saved 

The serpent who will sting us all 1 

Or. You speak 

Riddles : what is this Stralenheim to me ? [lands : 

H>r .IF.very thing. One who claims our father’s 
pur distant kinsman, and our nearest foe. 

VIr. I never heard his name till now. The count, 
Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who. 

If his own line should fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the succession ; but his titles 
Were never named before me— and what then ? 

Ilis right must yield to ours. 

Wer. Ay, if at Prague: 

But here he is all-powerful and has spread 
Snares for thy father, w'hich, if hitherto 
He hath escaped tliem, is hy fortune, not 
By favour. 

Vir. Doth he personally know you ? 

Her. No ; but he guesses shrewdly at iny person, 
As be betray’d last night ; and I, pcriiaps, 

But owe my temporary Piberty 
To his uncertainty. 


‘ (I'lrie bebaTUkbr too bcpefnlly and tooditlifhJIy for an asuasin and a brifami. Hc*ti of the Giaour and Ihv Laia order— a » ft- 
ItiU nifOan — KcX. Iicv ] 
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ilr. 1 think you wrong him 

(Excuse me for the phrase ) ; but Stralenheim 
Is not what you prejudge him; or, if so. 

He owes me something both for past and present. 

I saved his life, he therefore trusts in me. 

He hath been plunder’d too, since he came hither : 

Is sick; a stranger; and as sudi not now 
Able to trace the villain who hath robb’d him : 

1 have pledged myself to do so ; and the business 
'Which brought me here was chiefly that : ' but I 
Have found, in searching for another's dross, 

Wy own whole treasure — you, my parents ! 

Her. {agitatedly.) Who 

Taught you to mouth that name of ** villain ?** 

L’tr. ' What 

More noble name belongs to common thieves? 

Her. W ho taught you thus to brand an unknown 
being 

With an infernal stigma? 

L'lr. My own feelings 

Taught me to name a rufBan from his deeds. 

Wer. Who taught you, long-sought and ill-found 
boy ! that 

It would be safe for iny own son to insult me ? 

I’tr. 1 named a villain. What is there in common 
Witli sudi a being and my father? 

Wer. Everything! 

That rufQan is thy father ! * 

Jos. Oh, my sou ! 

Believe him not — and yet!— roice falters.) 

L'lr. ( startSf looks eaniesily at Webneb, and then 
says ilorly.) And you avow it? 

Wer. Ulric, before you dare despise your father, 
Learn to divine and Judge his actions. Youngj 
Hash, new to life, and rear’d in luxury's lap, 

Is it for you to measure passion’s force. 

Or misery’s temptation? Wait — (not long. 

It cometh like the night, and quickly) — Wait! — 
Wait till, like me, your hopes are blighted * — till 
Sorrow and shame are handmaids of your cabin; 
Famine and poverty your guests at table; 

Despair your bed-fellow — then rise, but not 
From sleep, aid judge ! Should that day e’er arrive— 


^ (The following Is ibe original paaaagA in ihe novel “Stralcn- 
said Conrad. ** does not appear to be altugelhrr (he man fun 
lake Imn fur: but were it even uiherwi«e, he uwes me gratitude 
nut only fur the past, hut fur what he stupposes lo be my present 
employment. I saved hl$ life, and he therefore places conRdeace 
la me. He hath Iweu robbed last nighl— is sick— a arranger— and 
In iu> cu(Mlitu.a to dUcover the villain who has plundered him: and 
the busluesa un which I sought the iateoJaul was cliirfly that,'' etc. 
Lee.] 

■ [**‘Aii«l who,' aaid he. starting furiotuiy from bU seat, 'has 
entitled you lu brand ihiiBwithlgnouiiatous epithets a being you do 
not know? who,' be added. wiUi Increasing agilaliuD, 'has taught 
you that it would be even safe for my son lu lusult nie?'->*lt is 
Tint necessary tn know the person of a ruffian,' replied Conrad in- 
digoaniJy, * to give him the appeliaUon he mefits s^and what is 
tliere in common between my father and such a character? 

‘ Kvery thing/ said siegendorf, bitterly,— ‘fur that mfllan waa 
your father r*’— Miss Lett] 

< ( "Conrad, before you thus preaume to chasiisc me with your 
eye, Icaru to understand my actions, toung, sud Inexperienced 


Should you see then the serpent, who bath coil’d 
Himself around all that is dear and noble 
Of you and yours, lie slumbering in your path. 

With but his folds between your steps and happiness. 
When hty who lives but to tear from you name, 
Lands, life itself, lies at your mercy, with 
Chance your conductor ; midniglU for your mantle ; 
The bare knife in your hand, and earth asleep. 

Even to your deadliest foe ; and he as ’t were 

Inviting death, by looking like it, while 

His death alone can save you Thank your God; 

If then, like me, content with petty plynder, 

You turn aside— I did so. 

L'lr. But 

Wer. {abruptly.) Hear me I 

I will not brook a human voiet— scarce dare 
Listen to my own (if that be human still)— 

Hear me I you do not know this man— I do. * 

He ’s mean, deeeitful, avaricious. You 
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave; but learn 
None are secure from desperation, few 
From subtilty. My worst foe, Stralenheim, 

Housed in a prince’s palace, couch’d within 
A prince’s chamber, lay below- iny knife! 

An instant — a mere motion — the least Impulse- 
Had sw ept him and all fears of mine from earth. 

He was within my power — my knife was raised — 
Withdrawn — and 1 *m in his : are you not so? 

Who tells you that he knows }X)u not? Who says 
He hath not lured you here to end you? or 
To plunge you, with your parents, in a dungeon ? 

{ He paiues. 

Hr. Proceed — proceed! 

H>r. Me he hath ever known. 

And bunted through each change of time — name- 
fortune— 

And why not you ? Are you more versed in men ? 
He wound snares round me; flung along my path 
Reptiles, whom, in my youth, 1 would have spurn’d 
Even from my presence ; but, in spuming now, 

Fill only with fresh venom. 'W'ill you be 
More patient? Ulric ! — Ulric ! there are crimes 
Made venial by tbe occasion, and temptations 


in tlie worid— reposing Iillherlo io the boaom of Indulgence and 

■ luxury. Is it for you to judge of the force of lltc (ussiuns, or the 

■ teniptatloos of misery ? W'ait (ill, like me, you have bll^ltird your 
fairest liopes^have endured humilialkm and sorrow— poverty ami 
famine— before you pretend to Judge of ibelr erfecls on you! 
ShonhJ that miserable day ever arrive— should you see the being 
at your mercy who stands between you and every thing that b 
dear or noble in life I wIh> U ready (o tear from you your name— 
your iubrrilaoce— your very life Itself— congratulate yoor own 
heart, If. Hke me, you are oocitenl with petty plunder, and are not 
tempted to exterminate a s<-riM;nt, who now lives, perhaps, to 
sting usail!"— klKss Lvx.] 

* I" Yon do Dol know this man,** coutimied lie : " I do! 1 be- 
lieve him lo be mean, aordid. deceitlul I Yon will ci)nceive yonr- 
•elfaafe. because you are young and brave! Lcaro, i^vever, 
none arc to aeciire but desperation or suhtitty may reacmilmm! 
Stralaiheim, in the palace of a prlnor, was in thy power! kly 
knife wjs heki ovrr him— 1 forbore— aud 1 am now in Ills,” etc. 
etc.— MisJ Lu.] 
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>Vhicb nature cannot master or liirbear. ‘ 

Ulr. {looks ^st at Aim, and l/ien at Joskphinb.) 
My iiM)ther ! 

Wer. Ay ! 1 thought so : you bare now 
Only one parent. 1 have lost alike 
Father and son, and stand alone. 

IJir. But stay] 

1 WuNKii wiukes omI ofth$ ekambor. 
Jos. (to ULBtC') Follow him not, until this storm 
of passion 

Abates. Thiuk'st thou, that, were it well for him, 

1 had not follow'd ? 

Utr, I obey you, mother, 

Although reluctantly. My lirst act sliall not 
Be one of disobedience. 

Jot. * Oh 1 he is good I 

Condemn him not from his own mouth, but trust 
To me, who have born so much with him, and for 
That this is but the surface of his soul, (him, 
And that the depth is rich in better things. 

Vtr, 'fheae then are but my father's principles ! 

My iiKdher thinks not with him ? 

Jos. Nor doth he 

Think as he speaks. Alas ! long years of grief 
Have made him sometimes thus. 

Ulr. Explain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Stralenheim, 
That, when 1 see the subject in its bearings, 

I may prepare to face him, or at least 
To extricate you from your present perils. 

1 pledge myScIf to accomplish this— but would 
I had arrived a few hours soouer! 

Jos. f Ay ! 

Hadst thou but done so! 

Enter Gasoe and loEasTri?!. with Attendants. 

Gab. (to Clbic.) 1 have sought you, comrade. 
So, this is my reward ! -n 

Vlr. What do you mean ? [this ! 

Gab. 'Sdealh! have I lived to these years, and for 
(ToIdenstbin). But for your age and folly, 1 would— 
[den. Uelp ! 

Hands off! Touch an iotendant! 

Gab. Do not think 

1 *11 honour, you so much as save your throat 
From the Ravenstone • by choking you myself. 

Idea. 1 tliank you for the respite : but there arc 
Those who have greater need of it than me. 

Vlr. Unriddle this vile wrangling, or 

Gab. At once, then, 

The baron has been robb'd, and upon me 
This worthy personage has deign’d to fix 
His kind siispicient— me ! whom be ne’er saw 
Till yester* evening. 


* (|Mc tw hM koown innrlaMy ihnraKh every ehtnge o( (br^ 
tiioe «o( name— 1011 why ao4 you? be bu ealnppcd--arc 
you more diaenct? He bit wound Ihemarc of IdeoUdo irooiid 
I me— of a r«|Hite wliom. a few yrira 1 woultl have apnnKHl 
fnmi my prcwncc, aud wliom, in spurning now, 1 lure fumubed 
with fredi tcqooi. Will you be more |»alleul? Cuurad, Conrad, 


tden. Wouldst have me suspect 

My own acquaintances ? You Inwe to learn 
That I keep better company. 

Gab. You slioll 

Keep the best shortly, and tlie last for all men, 

The womu ! you hound of malice 1 

(<jASoa seizes oh him. 

Vlr. {inter feriHg.) Nay, no viohmoe : 

He 's old, unarm'd— be temperate, Oubor 1 

Gab. {letting go Idbnstbin.) True : 

1 am a fool to lose myself because 
Fools deem me knave : it is their homage. 

Vlr. {to Idbnstein.) How 

Fare you ? 

Ideit. Uelp ] 

Vlr. I luive help'd you. 

Idea* Kill him! then 

I *11 say so. 

Gab. 1 am calm— live on! 

Iden. That *s more 

Than you shall do, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron slull decide 1 

Gab. Does he abet you in your aa^usation ? 

Idea. Does be not? 

Gab. ’ Then next time let him go sink, 

Kre 1 go hang for snatcliing him from drowning. 

But here he comes! 

Enter STaAi.B5nEiu. 

Gab. {goes up to him.) My noble lord, 1 'm here! 

Stral. Well, sir! 

Gab. Have you aught with me? 

b'fral. W hat should f 

Have with you? 

Gab. You know best, if yesterday's 

Flood has not wash'd away your memory; 

But that *s a trifle. I stand here accused, 

In phrases not equivocal, by yon 
Intendant, of the pillage of your person, * 

Or chamber is the charge your own or lus? 

Stral. I aocose no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit me, baron ? 

Stral I know not whom to accuse, or to acquit. 

Or scarcely to suspect. 

Gab. But you at least 

Should know whom nof to suspect. 1 am insulted— 
Oppress'd here by these menials, and I look 
To you for remedy— leach them their duty! 

To look for tlkieves at liome were part of it, 

If duly taught; but, in one word, if I 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be so of a man like me. 

I am your equal. 

Sfrof. You! 



(here are crime* rewlered venial by Iheoocailoo, andlernpiatfoo^ 
loo eiqnimte for bamaa (orUlsde lo nualer or forbear,’' elc. eic. 
— HlSI LU.] 

* The lUveaslonr, ‘^Eabcn<rtdn,'*la (he stone gibbet ofGer- 
many, awi*o called Irvm Uie ravens pcrcUoe 00 it. [Scean/c 

[}. S« 7 . 
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Gab. Ay, sir; and, for *■ * 

Aught that you know, superior; but proceed — 

I do not ask for hints, and surmises, 

And circumstance, and proofs; I know enough 
Of what 1 have done for you, and what you owe me, 
To have at least waited your payment rather 
Than paid inyseif, had I been eager of 
Tour gold. I also know, that were I even 
The villain I am deem’d, the service render'd 
So recently would not 

Pursue me to the death. except^EpS^ shame,. 
Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 

But this is nothing : 1 demand of you 
Justice upon your unjust servants, and 
From your ow'n lips a disavowal of 
All sanction of their insolence : thus much 
You owe to the unknown, who asks no more, 

And never thought to have ask'd so much. 

Siral. This tone 

May be of innocence. 

Gab. 'Sdeatb! who dare doubt it, 

Kxcept such villains as ne'er had it? 

Siral. You 

Are hot, sir. 

Gab. Must 1 turn an icicle 
Before the breath of menials, and their master? 

Sfraf. tJlrlc! you know this roan; I found him in 
Your company. 

Gab. We found you in the Oder; 

Would we had left you there! 

I give you tlianks, sir. 
Gab. I *ve earn’d them; but might have earn’d 
more from others, 

Perchance, if I had left you to jxmr fate. 

Siral. Ulric! you know this man? 

Gab. No more than you do, 

If he avouches not my honour. 

Vlr. I 

Can vouch your courage, and, as far as my 
Own brief connection led me, honour. 

Sfra?. Then 

1 'm satisfled. 

Gab. (ironically.) Right easily, methinks. 

What is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine? 

Siral. I merely said that / 

Was satisfied — not that you are absolved. 

Ca6. Again! Am I accused or no? 

Siral. Go to! 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicion be against you. 

Is the fault mine? Is ’t not enough that I 
Decline all question of your guilt or innocence? 

Gab. My lord, my lord, this Is mere cozenage, 

A vile equivocation ; you well know 
Your doubts are certainties to all around you — 

"iour looksa voice— your frowns a sentence; you 
Arc practising your power on me — because 
You have it; but beware! you know not w'hom 
You strive to tread on. 

Slrol. Threat’s! thou ? 


(>5t 

CoA. Notsomucli 

As you accuse. ' You bint the basest injury. 

And I retort it with an open warning. * {thing, 

Siral. As you have said, ’t is true I owe you some* 
For which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Gab. Not with your gold. 

Siral. With bootless insolence. 

( To AttondantM and ImmstbiiI. 
You need not further to molest this man, 

But let him go his way. Dlric, good morrow! 

[Exit STftALBNnBiM. lomsTBiiv .and 

Gab. ifolloicing.) I 'II after him and~— 

l-lr. {stopping him.) Not a step. 

Co*- Who shall 

Oppose me? 

Ulr. Your own reason, with a moment’s 
Thought. 

Gab, Must I bear this ? 

Pshaw ! we all must be.ir 
The arrogance of something higher than 
Ourselves — the highest cannot temper Satan 
Nor the lowest his vicegerents upon earth. 

I ’ve seen you brave the elements, and bear 

Things which had made this silkworm cast bis skin 

And shrink you from a few sharp sneers and words ? 

Gab. Must I bear to be deem’d a Uiief? If 't were 
A bandit of the woods, I could have borne it— 

Hiere 's something daring in it;— but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man !— > 

I, It seems, then, 

I You are Mof guilty? 

Gab. Do I hear aright? 

Fott too t 

Ulr. I merely ask’d a simple question. 

Gab. If tile judge ask’d me, I would answer *• No”— 
To you I answer thus. {H$ dratps.) 

Vlr. {(irawiiig.) With all my heart ! 

Jos. Without there! Ho! help I help!— O God I 
here 's murder I 

[ Exit JosBPDiNB. shriskimg. 
Gasob and Ulbic fight. Gasob is disarmed Just as ItritA- 
LB.vuRiM, iosBrunvr., Idbivstbin, etc. re-enfer. 

Jos. Ob I glorious heaven ! He ’s safe ! 

Siral. {io JosBPHiNB.) Who ’s sate? 

Jo»- My 


Vlr . (inlerrvpftn^; Her urith a stern look, and turning 
apentards to Strai.enheim.) Both I 

Here *s no great harm done. 

^1™^* What hath caused all this? 

Vlr. You, baron, I believe; but as the effect 
Is harmless, let it not disturb you.— Gabor! 

There is your sword; and when you bare it next. 

Let it not be against your friends. 

I Ulbic pronounces the last words slowly and em^ 
phaticady in a low voice to Gabor. 

1^“^- I thank you 

Less for my life than for your counsel. 

Siral. Tliese 

Brawls must end here. [wrong’d me, Ulric. 

Gaft, {taking Ms sieord.) They shall. You have 
More with your unkind thoughts than sword: I would 
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The last were in my bosom rather than 

The first in yours. I could have borne yon noble’s 

Absurd insinuations— 'ignorance 

And dull suspicion are a part of his 

Entail will last him longer than his lands. — 

But I may fit him yet : — you have vanquish'd roe. 

I was the fool of passion to conceive 
That I could cope with you, whom I had seen 
Already proved by greater perils than 
Rest in this arm. We may meet by and by, 
However — but in friendship. 

[ Exit Gabor. 

Stral. I will brook 

No morel This outrage following up his insults, 
Perhaps his guilt, has cancell'd all the little 
1 owed him heretofore for the so*vaunted 
Aid which he added to your abler succour. 

VIric, you are not hurt?— 

f//r. Mot even by a scratch. 

Stral. (to Idbnstbtn.) Intendaiitl take your roea* 
sures to secure 

Yon fellow : I revoke my former lenity. 

He shall be sent to Frankfort with an escort 
The instant that the waters have abated. 

idea. Secure him ! He hath got his sword again— 
And seems to know the use on ’t; 't is his trade, 
Belike;— I ’m a civilian. 

Stral. Fool! are not 

Yon score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Enough to seize a dozen such ? Hence ! after him ! 

Hr. Baron, 1 do beseech you 1 

Stral. 1 must be 

Obey’d. No words! 

Iden. Well, if it must be so— 

March, vassals; I ’m your leader, and will bring 
Hie rear up : a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life — on which all rests. 

I like that article of war. 

[Exit loRifSTRtK and Attwdant$. 

Stral. Come hither^ 

Ulric : what does that woman here ? Oh ! now 
I recognise her, ’t is the stranger's wife 
Whom they «om« “ Werner.*' 

Ulr. *T is bis name. 

5trol. Indeed I 

Is not your husband visible, fair dame? — 

Jos. Who seeks him ? 

Stral. No one— for the present : but 

I fain would parley, Ulric, with yourself 
Alone. 

Vlr. I will retire witli you. 

Jos. Not so : 

You are the latest stranger, and command 
All plac^es here. (care— 

{Aside IoUlbic as she goes out.) 0 Ulric! have a 
Remember what depends on a raslt word! 

Vlr. (to Josephine.) Fear not!— 

(Exi'r JOSEPUINB. 

Stral. Ulric, 1 think that I may trust you : 

You saved my life — and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 


Ulr. Say on. 

5<ral. Mysterious 

And long-engender'd circumstances (not 
To be now fully enter'd on) have made 
This man obnoxious — perhaps fatal to me. 

Hr. Who? Gabor, the Hungarian? 

Stral. No — this “Werner” — 

With tile false name and habit. 

Hr. How can this be ? 

He is the poorest of tlie poor — and yellow 
Sickness sits cavern'd in his hollow eye : 

The man is helpless. 

Sfral. He is— 't is no matter ; — 

But if he be the man I deem (and -that 
He is so, all around us here — and much 
That is not here — confirm my apprehension), 

He must be made secure ere twelve hours further. 

Hr. And what have I to do with this? 

Stral. I have sent 

To Frankfort, to the governor, my friend 
(I have the authority to do so by 
An order of the house of Brandenbui^), 

For a fit escort— hut this cursed flood 
Bars all access, and may do for some hours. 

Hr. It is abating. 

Stral. That is well. 

Hr. But how 

Am I concern’d? 

Stral. As one who did so much 

For me, you cannot be indifferent to 
That which is of more im{)ort to me than 
The life you rescued. — Keep your eye on him I 
The man avoids me, knows tliat I now know him. — 
Watch him ! — as you would w atch the wild boar when 
He makes against you in the henter’s gap — 

Like liim he must be spear'd. 

Hr. WhysQ? 

5fral. He stands 

Between me and a brave inheritance I 
Oh! could you see it! But you shall. 

Vlr. I hope so. 

Nfraf. It is the richest of the ridi Bohemia, 
Unscathed by scorching war. It lies so near 
The strongest city, Prague, that fire and sword 
Have skimm'd it lightly : so that now, besides 
Its own exub(9*ance, it bears double value, 

Confronted with whole realms far and near 
Made deserts. 

Hr. You describe it faithfully. 

Stral. Ay— could you see it, you would say so— but. 
As 1 have said, you shall. 

Hr. 1 accept the omen. 

Stral. Then claim a recompense from it and me. 
Such as both may make worthy your acceptance 
And services to me and mine for ever. 

Hr. And this sole, sidi, and miserable wretch — 
This way-worn stranger — stands between you and 
This Paradise?— (AS Adam did between 
The devil and his)— [Jside.] 

Stral. lie doth. 

Hr. Hath he no right? 
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Strat. Bight! none. A'.dis|nhcritedpro<ligal» 

Who for these twenty years disgraced his lineage 
in all bis acts— hutchiefly by his marriage. 

And living amidst commerce-fetdiing burghers, . 
And dabbling merchants, in a mart of Jews. 
f7r. He has a* wife, then? ’ * 

StraL You *d be sorrj’ to 

Call such your mother. . You have seen the woman 
He raffs his wife. 

Vlr4 Is she not so ? 

Straf. ' No more 

Than h# ’s your father r— an Italian girl, 

Ttie. daughter of a banish'd man, who lives 
On love and poverty with tliis same Werner. 
t'lr. Tljey ore childless, then ? 

StraL •« There U'or was a bastard, 

Whom the old.man-^the grai^tsire (as old age ^ 

Is ever doting) took to warm his bosom^. 

As itwrent chilly downward to the grave : 

But the imp stands not in my path— he has fled, 

No one knows whither \ and if be bad not, 

His cldlms alone werp too contemptible 
To stand. — Why do yoasmile ? 

^ Vlr, • ' * At your vain ftars .• 

A poor man almost ia bis grasp—a child 
Of doubtless birth— startle a grandee ! ' 

5lr«f. All, 'b to pe fear'd, where all is to be gain'd. 
Llr, True ; and aught done to save or to obtain it. 
5traf. You have harp’d the very string next to my 
I may depepd upon ybu ? [heart. 

Ulr. ’T were too late 

To doubt it^ . . 

5hol.) Let no foolish pity shake 
Yoor bosom (for the appearance 
Is pKiful)Mie is a wretch, as lik^ 

To have rpbb'd (no as the fellow mOre. suspected, 
JCxcept that Circumstance is less agdinst him ; 

He being lodged far off, and in a chamber - 
Without approach to mine : and, to say truth, 

I think too well of blood allied to mine, 

To deem he would descend to such an act : 

Besidess he was a soldier, and a brave oiie 
Once — though too rash. t 

Llr, • * And they^ my lord, we know 

our experience, never plunder till . * 

They kooek the brains out first — which makes them 
. heirs, . c [nothing, 

Not thieves. -\The dead, who feel nought, can lose 
STor«*er be robbed : their spoils are a bequest— 

No more. 

Sfraf. Go to ! you are^a wag. But soy 
I may be sure you.’U keep an eye on this man, 

And let me know his SlightesUnoveinent towards 
Concealment or escape? .. 

llr. . You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him nmre than I 
Will b« his sentinel. * * , 

By tiiis you make me 
Yours, and for ever. t 
Llr, • Such is my intentjon. 




ACT HI. 

SCBNR I.- . 

A Rail the sopie Patarr, from tcbtnef the serret p'aungr 
, ■ ■ • * Uadi. ^ • 

^ £n/er Webber ari(/'GAtoR. 

fjra6. Sir, I have told my tale : if it scT please, you 
To give me refuge for a few liovrs, wdl-^ . 

Knot, rjitryvroy fortune elsewhere, f . 

Her. . How 

Can I, so wretched, give to Misery «« 

A shelter?— wanting such myself M much 
As e'er the hunted deer a covert— ^ •, 

Gab. ' ■ ■ . i-Or 

The wounded lion his cool cave. Methiiiks- , 
You rather look like one would turn at bay. 

And rip the hunter’s entrails. 

H>r. .1 Ah ! 

Gab^ Icarenpt 

If if be so; being much disposed to do I 
The same myself. But will you shelter me? 
l am oppress'd like ^u— and poor like you— 
l)isgraced-»>— 

H er. (aferR^fty.) Who told you that I was disgracnl ? 
f»a6.-No one ; nor did 1 say yon were so : with • ^ ' 
Your poverty my likeness eiif||y ; but 
I said / was so^nd wouldadlF, with truth, * . 

As undeservedly as you. ,* 

H>r. Agafn! 

Xs I f 

Gab. Or any other houyst [me 

What the devil would you bavee You don't befiev» 
Guilty of this base Uieft? 

H'er. No, no^I cannot. 

Gab. Why that ’s my heart of iionour! yon young 
gallant— 

YOur miserly intendant, and dense noble — 

All— all suspected me; and w*hy?because [them ; 

I am iliwworst'Clothed, and least named amon^.st 
Although, were Morans' lattice in our breasts, 

My soul might brook to open it more widely 
Than theirs : but thus it is— you poor and helpless— 
Both still more than myself. 

H'er. How* know you that? 

Gab. You 're right : I ask for shelter at the hand 
I call )ieIpB^; if you now 
1 wwe well paid. Hut you, wlidseem to have proved 
The wholesome bitterness of life, know well, ' * 

By sympathy, that all the outspread gold 
.Of the New World the .Spaniard boasts about,,' 

Could BCTcr tentpt the man who knows its worth, 
Weigh’d at its proper value in the lialance. 

Save in such gai8er(an4 there 1 grant its power. 
Because Ifecl it,) as may leave no nightmare 
Lpqn his heart' O' uighis. 

HV. What do you mean? 

Gob. Just what 1 say 4 1 Uuhtght my speech was 
You arp no thief— nor I — and, as true men, [plain : 
.Should aid ^ch other. 

H V. It is a datnq’d world, sir. 

iiob. So is the nearest of the two next, .as 
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The, priests say (and no doabt they should know 
Therefore f 'll stick by this^sis being loth [be^t)', 
Ta suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as larceny upon iny tomb. 

It is but a inghf.s lodging which 1 crave; 

To-morrow I will try the waters, as • • » • 

The dove did, trusting that they have abated. 

IfV. Abated? Isthcrc hope of that? 

Gab.i^ There tvas 

At noontide* 

Wer. ■ ■* Then we may be safe. , 

Gob. . *• Are you 

ln^!ril? . 

WVr, Poverty is ever so. 

Qah. That i know hy long practice. Will you not 
Promise to matte mine less ? r ^ 

Wer. * Your poverty? 

Gab. No — you don’t look a leeeh fcr that disbrder; 
I meant ray peril only : you We a roof, 

And I hrfve none; I merely seek a covert. * 
Wer. Rightly; for how should such a wTetch as I 
Have gold? * ' * 

. Gab. Scarce honestly, to say the truth on ’t« 
Although I almost wish you had baton’s. 

* Wer. Dare you insinuate.^ ^ 

Gab. > What? • 

. Wer. J-' aware 

To whom you speak A . ‘ ^ • . «, 

>Gab.' NO; and 1 am not used .? 

Greatly to care. {A noise heard without.) But hark^ 
they corf^;! 

•* Wer. V Who come.^^ 

Gab. The intendant and his man-hounds after me : 
1 *d face them — but it wTre in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like thcirsv Where shall I go ? 

But show me any place. I d<r assure you, 

If there be faith in man, 1 am most guiltless : * 

Think if it were your oyn case I 
H>r. ( Aside.) Oh, just 0<fd ? 

Thy hcU is not hcfeafter! Am I dust still? 

Gab. I see you 're moved ; and it shows well in you : 
1 may live to requite it. 

Wer. Are you not 

A spy of Stralenlu?im'.s? . ' 

Gab. Not 1 ! and if j 

I were, what li there to esjjy in Vou > - * - e. ♦' 
Although I recollet# bis fteqiieirfqnestion V 
About you^and your spouse, nnght lead to some 
Suspicion; but you best know — what — and whv. 

I amJiis deadliest foe. . ^ 

Wer.. Tou.^ 

Gab. After such 

A treatment for the service \^iicli hi part • 

I render’d him, f am his enemy : * 

If you are not his friend, you will assist me. 

will. , 

Cab. ButKbw? t ■ ' ,* 

Wer. (.SftoiriN^ the panel.) There is a secret spring : 
Uemanbor, 1 discover’d it by chance, , '• 

.Vnd used it iuit . for safety. ' r 

Gab. , Open it, ‘ •. 


And I will use it for the same. 

Wer. *1 found it, 

'As 1 have said : it leads Uvougfa winding walls, * 
(So thick as to bear paths within their ribs, 

Yet lose no jot of strength or stateliness,^ 

And hollow cells, aod obscure niches’, to 
1 know not whither ; you must not advance : . 

Give me your word. 

f?a6. It is unnecessary : • 

How should 1 make my way in darkness througli 
A Gothic lahyrintli of unknown windings? * 

Wer. Yes, but who knows to what place^t inuy 
lead ? • [not 

/ know not — (mark you !>— but who knows it uifght 
Lead even into the cliamber your 
So strangely were contrived these galleries ' 

By otH* Teutonic father^ in old dSys, 

When man built Isss the elements 

. Than his next neighbour. You must not advanoe 
Beyond the two first windings; if you do 
(Albeit I never pass’d them), I ’ll not answer * '• 
For what you msf' i>e Fed to. ' * 

Qah. Qut I will. 

A thousand thanks! 

Wer. You ’ll find the ^ting more obvious 

On the other side; and, wbcB>oii;AOuId return. 

It yields to the least lobchi , 

Gab. ' 1 ’ll in-^ftrewell \ f 

{CwAUom goes in htf the Mtret panel. 
IVer. (solus.) Wliat have I done? Alas I what had 
Before to make this fearful? Let it be II done 
Still Mine atonement that 1 save the maa, 

Whose sacritu^ had saved perhaps my own— 

They come^Ae^^ebk elsewhere what is bcfore tliem ! 

iDESsTEifi orj<i Olliers. 

Iden. Is he not here? He must have vanish’d tlien 
Through U;e dim-GoHiic glass, by pious aid 
Of pictured saints upon the red and yellow 
Casements, tlirough which tlie sunset streams ' like 
sunrise ■ *>' . 

On long pearl-colour’d beards and crimson crosses, 
And gilded erosier^i,*and cross’d arjns, andcowls, 

And helms, ami twisted armour, and l^ng swords, 

Ail Ujc fantastic furniture of windows 
Dim with brave knights and holy hermits, whose' 
Likeness and fame alike rest in some pan^s 
Of crystal, whiclt.each rattling windpi'oclaiins 
'As frail as any other life or glory. * * 

He ’s gone, however, • . 

H>r. Whom do you seck ? 

' Iden. . • ^ ’ A viHain. 

Wer. Why need y otj conve so far, tlien ? 
fdeti. '■ . . * Irt the search 

Of him who robh’d the hnron. ’ 

MVr. , Are you sure 

Yon have divined the man ? 

Iden. As sure as you 

Stand there : but, w here ’s he gone ? 

ir#T. • , Who?' 

7(/en- He we .sought. 
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6V. You see he is not here. i Ulr. Right; I.slaiiU corrected. 


Idea. ■ . . And yet we traced him 

Up to .this hell. Arc you accomplices ? 

Or deal you in the black art/ ; 

Her. I deal plainly, « 

To many men the blackest. .. ^ 

Iden. ^ It may . 

IhaveaquestionortwoXoryoprself,- 
l^reaCler ;J>ut we must continue now , 

Our search for (’ other. 

H er. « You had best begin 

Your inquisition now : 1 may not be 
So patient always. 

/dr;.. . 1 sliould like.to knpw, 

In good sooth, if yW realty are the man 
That Stralenheim's in quest of. 

HVr. Insolent! 

Said you not that he was not here ? 

Iden. Yes, 'OHc; 

But there ’s anoUier whom he tracks more keenly. 
And soon, it may be, with authority 
'Both paramount to his and utine. But, cornel 
Bustle, my boys ! we are at fault. 

( Exeunt Iueksteis and AUendantt, 

Wer. . • ^ In What 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved me 1 
And one base sir^ hath done me less ill than 
The leaving undone one far greater. Down, 

Thou busy devil, rising in my heart 1 

Tbou art too late! 1 *11 nought to do with blood- 

. ^nter Utuc. 

f/lr. I sought you, fatlier. , . 

Wer. . Is^’t not dangerous? 

Vlr. No; Stralenheiin is ignorant of all ■ 

Or any of the ties between us : more — 

He sends me here a spy upon your actions. 

Deeming me w holly bis. 

Wer. 1 cannot think it : 

*T is but a knare he winds about us -both, 
To.swoop<the sire and son at once. 

Vlr. , , • I cannot 

Pause in eadi petty fear, and stumble at* 

The doubts that rise like briers in our path, 

But must break through them, as an uuarnrd carle 
Would, though with naked limbs, were the wolf 
. rustling 

In the same thicket where he hew'd for. bread. 

^ets are for thrushes, eagles are,not caught so : 

>Ve 'll ovcrily or rend Uieiii. 

Her, • Show me /mm . ' 

Ulr. Can you not guess ? 

H>r. . ■ I cannot. 

Ulr. 'That is strange. 

Came the thought ne’er into your mind last night ? 

Wer. 1 understand you not. 

Ulr. » Then wc shalh never 

More understand each other. But to change 
The topic 

Her. You mean to pursue it, as 
T is of our safety. 


I see the subject now iiwre clear^, and 
Our general situation in its bear/ngs. . 

'Fhe watery are abating ; a few )K>urs « 

Will bring his summon'd myrmidons from b'rofikfort, 
When you will be a prisoner, perhaps wdkse, .* 

And J an^outcast, bastardised by practice 
Of this same baron to ptake way for Mm. 

Wer. And now your remedy ! 1 thought to escape 
By mjeans of.tlns' accursed gold ; but now 
I dare not use jt, show it, scarce look on it. 

Methinks it wears upon its face my guilt , * 

For motto, not the mintage of the slate ; ^ 

And, for the Mvereign's liead, my own begirt 
With hissi/ig snakes,- which carl around niy temples, 
And «ry to all l>eholdgrs, Lo I a villain ! 

Ulr. You must not use’ll, at least now ; but lake 
Tliis ring. . 

[i/« ptves Wsanea ajeipe/. 

Wer. A gem ! If was my father's ! 

Vlr, . And 

As such is now your own. Witli this yofi must 
Bribe tlie intemlant for his old calecbe 
And l)orses to pursue your route at sunrise,- 
’'t ogether witli my mother. 

. Wer. And leave you,* 

So lately found, in peril too ? 

Vlr. Fear nothing ! 

'Tlie only fear were if we f]ed together. 

For that ’w ould make our ties beyond alt doubt 
The waters only lie in flooJ between 
'Ibis burgh ami Frankfort ; so far 's in our favour. 
The route on to Bohemia, though encumber’d, 

Is not Impassable; and when you gain 
A few hours’ start, the difBcuJties will be 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you ^re safe. 

Wer. ^ My noble boy ! [them 

LHr. Hush ! hush! no transports : we'll indulge in 
In Castle Siegendorf ! Display no gold : 

Show Idenstein Ute gem (1 know (lie man, ' 

And have look'd through him) : it w ill answer thus 
A double purpose. Stralenheiin lost gold^ 

No jewel : tberefore.it could not be his ; 

And then the man who was possest of this 
Can hardly be suspected of abstracting , 

'Ibe baron’s coin, when lie could thus convert 
This ring to more than Stralenheiin has lost \ ■ 

By his last night’s sUunber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant, * 

And Idenstein will serve you. 

Her. I will follow 

In all things your direction. 

• 'VU. , . I would have 

S[»ared you the trouble; but had 1 appear’d 
To take an interest in you, and still more 
By dabbling with a jewel in your favour, 

All had been known at once. 

Her. My guardian angel 1 

; 'i his overpays the {last. Bnt how wilt tliou 
! Fare in our absence? , .« 
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irir. . Slralenheiin koovs iioUiiug 

Of me as aught of jtindred with yourself. 

I will but wait a day or two with him 
To ruH all doubts, and then rejoin my father. 

' R'ff . To part no more t ^ 

' I'lr. .* • I know not that ; but at 

The least- we 'll meet again once more. » 

Wer. • My boy ! 

My friend 1 my only child, and sole preserver I 
Oh, do not hate me I ' 

Ulr. Hate my father ! • 

iKer. . 

My Cither hated me. Why not my son ? 
fTr. Your father knew you not as I do. 
iYtr. _ ■ ■ Scorpions 

Arc in thy words! Tlmu know me ? in this guise 
Thou canst not know me, 1 am not myself ; 

Yet (hate me not) 1 will be soon. , 

VrI. e I ’U wail ■' 

In the mean time be sure that all a son 
Can do for parents shall be done for mine. 

Wer. 1 kee it, and I feel if, yet I feel 
Kurthcr— that you despise me. - 
Hr. Wherefore should I ? 

Wer. Must I repeat my humiliation ? 

Vtr. • No! 

1 have fathom'd it and yon. But let us talk 
Of this no more. Or if it must be ever, 
fiot Hoie. Yonr error has redoubled all 
The present difBculties of one house. 

At secret war hith that of Htralenheim ; 

All we have now to think of is to baffle 
lliM. 1 bave«hown one way. 

Wer. The only one. 

And 1 embrace it, as I did my son. 

Who sbow'd himself and^fatlier's safety in 
One day. 

Ulr. You shall be safe ; let tliat suflice. 

Would Stralenbeim’s appearance in Bohemia 
Disturb your right, or mine, if once we were 
Admitted to our lands ? 

Wer! Assuredly, 

Situate as we are now, although the first 
Possessor might, as usual, prove the strongest. 
Especially the next in blood. 

Ulr. Blood ! 't is ^ 

A word of many meanings ; in the veins, 

And out of them, it is a dilfcrent thing — 

And so it should be, when the same in blood 
(As it is call'd) are aliens to each other. 

Like Theban brethren : when a part is bad, 

A few spilt ounces purify the rest. 

IKer. I do not apprehend you. 

Ulr. That may be— * 

And should, perhaps— and yet but get ye ready ; 

You and my mother must away to-night. 

Here conies the intendant : sound him wit|i the gem ; 
'T will sink into his venal soul like lead 
Into the deep, and bring up slime and mud. 

And ooze too, from the button), as the lead dolh 
With its greased uudeitstratum ; but no less 


Will serve to warn our vessels tbrougb these shgals 
Tlie frefglit is rich, so hfcive the line in time ! 

Farewell ! 1 scatce have time, but yet your hand. 

My father 1 — ^ ' 

Wer. Let me embrace thee ! 

mUlr. • ' We may be 

Observed.: subdue your nature to the hour ! 

Keep off from the as.from yourioe !_ ' 

Wer. Accursed _ • 

Be he who is the stifling cause which smothers ' • 
The best and sweetest feeling of our hearts ; 

At such an hour too I ‘ ; 

Ulr, yes, curse— it will ease you ! 

Here is the intendant. 

- Eater Insnsitl.v. 

Master Idenstein, 

How fare you in your purpose? Have you caught 
The rogue ? ' 

Idea. No, faith 1 

Ulr. Well, there are plenty more : 

You may have better luck another chase. 

Where is the baron ? 

/lien. Gone back to his chamber : 

And now I think on 't, asking after you 
With nobly-born impatience. 

Ulr. Your great men 

Must be answer’d'on the instant, as the bound 
Of tlie stung steed replies unto the spur : 

T is well they have horses, too ; for if they had not, 

I fear that men must draw their chariots, as 
They say kings did Sesostris. 

-/lien. ■ ’ Who was ho? 

Ulr. An old Bohemian— an imperial gipsy. 

Idea. A gipsy or Bohemian, 't is the same. 

For they pass by both names. And was he one ? 

Ulr. I 've heard so ; but I must take leave, fnten- 
dant. 

Your servant !— Werner (to WEBimh ilijfitlsi), if that 
be your name, i 

■Yours. . , , ■ 

^ V ' t Exit Dlhic. 
Idea. A well-spoken, pretty-faced young man ! 

And prettily behaved ! He knows his station. 

You sec, sir : how he gave to eacli his due 
Precedence ! ■ • ' , 

H>r. I perceived it, and ajiplaud ' 

His just discernment and yonr own. 

Th.it ’swells 

That 'svery well.’ ,You also know your place, too; 
And vet I don't know that I know' your place. 

Wer. {shou iag the ring.) Would this assist your 
knowledge ? 

lOrn. '■ Howl— What !-Eh! 

A jewel! - 

H'er. 'T is your own, on One condition. 

1 /den. Mine!— Name itl 

H'er. That hereafter you penilit me 

'At thrice its value to redeem it : 't is ** 

A family ring. • 

I /lien. A family!— yours!— a gem! 
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I ’m breathless f\ ■ 

IfVr. ** You must also furnish roe, 

An hour ore daybreak, with all moans to^quit 
This place. ’ ^ 

■ Iden. But is it real ? Let roe look on it : 
I>tomo»d, by all tliat *s glorious! • 

Wer. Come, 1 *U trust you ; 

You have guess’d, no doubt, that 1 was born above 
My present seeming. 

Ideh. I can’t sky I did. 

Though ibis looks like it : this is the true breeding 
Of gentle blood I * 

II er. I have important reasons 

For wishing to continue privily 
My jourqey hence. 

iden. So then you are the roan 

W'hom Stralenheini ’s in quest of? 

Her. I am not; 

But being taken for him might conduct , , 

Too mudi embarrassment to me just now,' 

And to the baron’s self hereafter— ’t is 
To spare both that 1 would avoid all bustle. 

Iden. Be you the man or no, ’t is not my business ; 
Besides, I never should obtain the half 
From this proud, niggardly noble, who would raise 
The country for some missing bits of coin. 

And neVer offer a precise reward — . 

But fAis! — another look! 

)Vcr. , Gaze on it freely; 

At day-das)*n it is your^. 

Iden. Oh, thou sweet sparkler! 

Thou more than stone of the philosopher ! 

Thou touchstone of tHiilosophy herself! 

Tltou bright eye of^lhe Mine! thou loadstar of . 

The soul ! the true magnetic I^^le to which 
All hearts point ditly north, like trembling needles ! 
Thou (laming Spirit of the Earth! which, sitting 
High on Uie monarch’s diadeni, attractest 
More worship than the majesty who sweats 
Beneath tlte crown w hich makes his head ache, like 
Millions of hearts which bleed to lend it lustre! 
Shalt thou be mine? I am, metbiiiks, already 
A little king, a lucky alchymist !— 

A wise magician, who has hound the devil, 

WiUiout the forfeit of his soul. But come, 

Werner, or what else ? * 

Wer. Cal) me Werner still ; 

Yoii may yet know me by a loftier title. * 

Iden. I do believe in thee I thou art tlie spirit 
Of whom riong have dream'd, in a low garb.— 

But come, I ’ll serve thee; thou shall be as free , 
As air, despite the waters ; let us hence : 

I ’ll show thee 1 am honest— (oh, thou jewel I) 

Thou slialt be furnish'd, W'erncr, with such means 
Of (light, that if thou wert a snail, not birds 
Should overtake theo. — Let me gaze again I 
I have a foster-brother in the mart 
Of Hamburgh skill’d in precious stones. How many 
Carats may it weigh.’ — Come, Werner, 1 will wing 


* SCKNBII.^ 

• Chamb^. 

/ STftALB7(OiiiM and FaiTZ. 

Friiz. All 's reedy, my good lord ! 

5(ra(. lam not sleepy, 

And yet I roust to bed ; I fain would say 
To rest, but something heavy on my spirit, 

Too dull for wakefulness, too quick for slumber, 

Sits on me as a cloud along the sky, 

Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself 
’Twixt earth and heaven, like envy between roan 
And mad, an everlasting mist. — 1 will 
Unto my. pillow'. 

Fritz. May you rest there well! 

5(ra(. I feel, and fear, 1 shall. 

Friiz. And w’liexeforc fear? 

Stral, I know not why, and therefore do fear more, 

Because an undescribable but ’t is 

All folly. Were the lochs (as 1 desired}' 

Changed, to-day, of this chamber? ^ bst night’s 
Adventure makes it needful. ' 

Fritz. Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 

The inspection of myself and the young Saxon 

Who saved your life. I think they call him **Ulric.” 

Stral. You think* you supercilious slave! what right 
Have you to tax your memory, which should be - 
Quick, proud, and happy to retain the name 
Of him who saved your master, asa litany 
Whose daily repetition marks your duty.— r 
Gtt hence I Fou (/link,” indeed ! you who stood still 
Howling and dripping on the bank, whilst 1 
Lay dying, and the stranger dash'd aside 
Tlie roaring torrent, and restored me to [scarce 
Thank him — and despise you. *^)ou think!'* and 
Can recollect hjs name ! 1 will not waste 
More words on you. Call me betimes. . , 

FVi(5. , Good night ! 

I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship 
To renovated strength and temper. 

• 1 The scene closes. 

SCENE m. 

The ucrei Taseoffe. 

Oab. (solus.). Four- 

Five — six hours have i counted, like the guard 
Of outposts, on the never-merry clock : 

That l|oHow tongue of time, which, even when 
It sounds for joy, takes something from enjoyment 
With every clcing. ’I' is a perpetual knell, 

Though for a marria|e-feast it rings : each stroke 
Peals for a hope the less ; the funeral note 
Of Lc^ deep-buried without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; while Uie knoll 
Of long-lived parrots finds a jovial echo 
To triple timc'in the son's ear. 

^ *I ’in cold — 

1 'm dark I ’ve blown my fingers— number’d o’er 
And o’er my steps— and knbek'd my head against 
Some fifty buttresses — and roused tlie rats 
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Aod bats in general insurrection, till 

Their cursed pattering feet and whirling wings . 

Leave me scarce hearing for another sound. 

Alight! It is at distance (if 1 can . ^ 

Measure in darkness distance) : bp^it blinks 
As through a crevice or a key>hole, in > 

The inhibited direction : 1 must on, 

^ievcrthelcss, from curiosity. 

A distant lamp-light is an incident - 
In surii a den as this. Pray Heaven it lead me 
To nothing that may tempt me ! Klse--Heaven aid me 
Toobtain ortoeseape it! Shiningstill! , 

Were it the star of Lucifer himself. 

Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 
Contain no longer. Softly! mighty well! 

That corner’s tprn’d— so — ah! no; — rig|K! it draws 
?icaror. Here is n darksome angle — so 
That 's weather*d.-~Let me pause. — Suppose it leads 
Into some greater danger than that whidi 
1 have escaped— no matter, ’t is a new one; 

And novel perils^ like fresh mistresses, 

Wcarinore magnetic a.spects : — I will on, 

And be it where it may — I have my dagger, 

Whicli may protect me at a pincli. — Burn still. 

Thou litUe light!— Tliou art my ignis fatuus! 

My stationary Will-o'-the-wisp I— Sol so! 

Ue bears my invocation, and fails not. 

■« ( The scene closes. 

' SCBN B IV. ■ t 

I Cardtn. 

Enter Wkh!<br. 

1 conid not sleep — i\nd now the hour 's at band; 

All 's ready. Idenstein has kept his word; 

And, station'd in the outskirts of the town, r 
Upon the forest’s edge, -the vehicle 
Aw'aits us. Now the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven; aiid for the. last time I 
I.ook on tiiese horrible walls. Oh! never, never 
Shall I forget them. Here 1 came most poor, ^ 

But not dishonour’d : and I leave them with 
A stain, — if'not upon my name, yet in 
My heart ! — a never-dyinj canker-worm, 

W hich all the coming splendour of the iands^ 

And rights, and sovereignty of Siegeiidorf 
Can scarcely lull a moment. I must And 
Some means of restitution, which would ease 
My soul In part; but how, without discovery?— 

It must be done, however ; and 1 ’ll pause 
Upon the metliod the first hour of safety. 

Tlic madness of my misery led to this 
Base infamy; repentance must /etrieve it : 

1 will have nought of Stralegbelm’s upon 
My spirit, though ho would grasp all of nnne-; 

I.ands, freedom, life,— and yet he sleeps! as soundly,' 
Perhaps, as infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
Spread for his canopy, o’er silken pilUrws, 

Sudi ns when— Hark ! what noise is that? Again I 
The branches shake ; and $ome loose stones havefallen 
From yonder lertace. 

t (Ji.ittc leaps down from the terrace. 


WORKS. 

I , • . Ulrief ever welcome! 

j Thrice welcome now! this filial • “ ‘ 

Llr. i ' Stop ! Before 

We approach, tell me—— 

H>r. Why look you So? 

tVr. Do i 

Behold my father, or— • , 

iTcr. ' What? 

f^r, Ab assassin? 

j B>r. Insane or insolent! 

Reply, sir, as • 

You priee your life, or mine! « » 

H^Vr, To what must I 

Answer? ^ . 

I’lr. Are you or are'vou not the assassin 
Of Stralenheim? 

W>r. I never was as yet 

The murderer of any man. W.hat mean you? 

f .7r. Did^iot you fflis night (as the night before) 
Retrace the secret j>assage ? Did you not 

/tgofn revisit Stralenheim’s chamber? and 

[ Ulric pauses. 

Wer. Proceed 

Hr, Died he not by your hand? 

Wer. Great God! 

fir. You arc innocent, then t my father ’s innocent ! 
Embrace me! Y es,— your tone— your look— yes, y es,— 
Yet say so. / 

Wer. • If I e’er, In heart or mind, 

Conceived delil>erate)y such thought, 

But rather strove to trample b;tck to hell 

Sudi thoughts — if e’er they glared a moment through 

The irritation of my oppeessed spirit — 

May heaven be shut for ever from my hopes 
As from mine eyes ! 

llr. But Stralenheim is dead.. . 

Wer. ’T is horrible ! ’t is hideous, as ’t is hateful !— 
But what have 1 to do with this ? 

Hr. '- No bolt 

Is forced ; no violence can- be detected, . 

Save on his body. Part of his ow n household 
Have been alarm’d ; but as the intendant is . 
Absent, I took upon myself the care * ^ 

Of mustering the police. Uls diamberhas, 

Past doubt, been enter’d secretly. Excuse me. 

If nature^ ' 

IKer. Oh, my toy I what unknown woes 
Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
Above our house! 

llr. My father! I acquit you ! 

BiA ^ill tbc world do so ? will even the judge, 

II— But you must away this instant. 

Wer. ' No! 

I ’ll face it. Who shall dare suspect me ? 

Llr. Yet 

You had no guests — no visitors^no life • 

Breathing aroiind you, save my mothjbr’s ? 

Wer. ’ . All! 

The Hungarian I , 

Hr. ( He is gone ! he disappear’d 

Krc sunset. • ' 
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Wer. Wo ; I hid him in tt^at ven’ *•' 

Conceal'd and fatal g:\Uery. . r 

There 1 ’ll And him. 
i/Utaic ii gointj. 

Wrr. It is loo late : he had left the palace ere 
I quitted it. I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors which led fronrthat hall 
■Which masks it I but thought he hai) snatch’d the 
And favourable moment to escape [silent 

The mynnidons of Idenstein, whosnerc . . 

Dogging him yester-eren. ‘ ^ 

I'tr. . ' You reclosed 

The panel ? • 

Her. Yes; and not without reproach 
(And inner trembling for tlie avoided peril) 

At his dull heedlessness, in leasing thus 
His shelterer's asylum to the risk ■ • > 

Of a discovery. 

Vlr. You are sure you closed it? 

H’er. Certain. 

f Tr. * That ’s well ; but had been better, if 

You ne’er bad turn’d it into ix den for 

' I U« pauset. 

H’er. Thieves ! 

Hhiu wouldst say : I must bear it, and deserve it ; 

But not . ■ 

I’lr. No, father ; do not speak of this : 

This is no hour to think of petty crimes. 

But to p'revent thfi consequence of great ones. 

Why would you shelter this man ? 

H fr. ‘ ^ Could I shun it ? 

A man pursued by my chief foe ; disgraced 

For my own crime;' a victim to my safety, . 
Imploring a few hours concealment from 
'rhe very wretch who was the cause he needed 
Such refuge. Had he been a. wolf, 1 could not 
Have iu.simh circumstances thrust hhn forjli. - 
f 7r. And like the wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder thus r-^you Oiust . 

Set out ere dawn. I wiliremaia here to 
Trace the murderer, if 'iTis possible. 

Her. But this my sudden llight will give the Moloch 
Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu ^ 

01 one, if I remain. Tire lied Hungarian, 

tVhO seems the culprit, and 

t Ir. , Who seems ? Who else 

Cqit be so ? 

Her. : Not /, though just now you dou bted— 

You, my sou .'—doubted 

f And do you doubt of him. 

The fugitive ? . i 
Her. Boy! since I fell into 

The abyss of crime (though not of such crime), I, 
Having qeen the innocent oppress’d for me, > . 
May doubt even of the guilty’s guilt. Yphr hqart 
Is free, and quigk with virtuous wrath to accuse 
Appearances ; and views a criminal 
In Innocence’s shadpw, it rn'ty be. 

Because ’t is dUfky. . 

f ir. And if I do so, 

What w'ill luanhind, who know yon not, or kitew 


ak'i 

But to oppress Vnii must not stand the hazard. 

Away !— .1 ’ll make all easy. Idenstein 

Will, for his own sake and his jewel’s, hold 

His peace— he also is a partner in 

Your flight — moreover . 

H’er . Fly ! and leave my name 

Link’d with the Hungarian’s, or preferr’d aspoorc.st. 

To bear the brand of bloodshed ! 

fh. Pshaw ! leave aiiy thing 

Except our fathers’ sovereignty and castles. 

For which you have so long panted and in vain I 
What unme ? You have no uiime, since that you bear 
Is feign’d. ' 

H'cr. Most true ; but still I would not have it 
Engraved in crimson in men’s memories, 

'Ihongh in this most obscure abode of men 

Besides, the search v 

f T will provide against 

Aught tliat can touch you. No one knows you here • 
As heir of Siegendorf : if Idenstein 
Suspects, ’t is hut suspicion^ and he is 
A fool : his folly shall have such empfoyment. 

Too, that the unknown Werner shall give wav , 

To nearer thoughts of self. Tlie laws, (if e’er ’ 

Laws reach’d this village) are all in abeyance 
W’ith the late general war of thirty years. 

Or crush’d, or slowly rising from the dust, 

To which the march of armies trampled them. 

Stralenheiin, although noble, is unheeded 
Here, save as such— without lands, influence. 

Save w hat hath perish’d with him. Few prolong 
A week beyond their funeral rites their sw.ay 
O’er men, unless by relatives, whose interest 
Is roused ; such is not here the case ; he died * 

Alone, unknown, — a solitary grave. 

Obscure os his deserts, w ithout a scutcheon,. 

Is all he ’ll liave, or wants. If / discover 
The assassin, ’t will be well— if not, believe me. 

None else, though all the full-fed frain of menials 
->lay howl abgvc his ashes (as they did 
Arouiid him in his danger on the Oder), 

Will no more stir a finger noir than then. ' 

Hence! hence! I must not hearyour answer.- Ixtok ! 

The stars are almost faded, and the gray • 

Begins to grizzle the black hair of night. ' 

You shall not answer :— Pardon me tliat / ' 

Am peremptory y 't is your son that speaks, 

Yodr long-lost, hate-found son. Ia>t 's eall iiiv 
Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest [mother ! 

To me : I ’ll answer for the event as far- 
As regards you, and that is the chief point. 

As my first duty, which shall be ohsened. 

We- II meet in L'astlc Siegendorf — once more 
Our banners shall be glorious! Think of that 
Alone, and leave all other thoughts to me. 

Whose youth may better battle with them.— Ileiicc ! 

And may your age be happy !— I will kiss [you ! 

My mother once more, then Heaven's sj)eed be with 

H er. This counsel ’s safe— but is it honourable ? 

IJIt. To save afatlieriaarhild’sciliefhonour; 

’ [f.J-i’unt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCE>E I. 

f A Golhli Rail the Ctuilt of Sif^endorf, near Pragui. 

Enter Emc and Hk:«iuck, Retainere of the Count. 

Eric. So, better times are eome at last \ to these 
Old walls new masters and high wassail— both 
A long desideratum. 

Hen. • Yes, for enatiers. 

It might be unto those who long for novelty, 

Tbou^ made by a new grave : but as for wassail, 
Methinks the old Count Siegendorf maintain’d 
His feudal hos}Titality as high 
As e’er another prince of the empire. 

Erir. Why, . 

For the mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 
Ftwed passing well-; but as for merriment . 

And sport, witliout which salt and sauces season- 
The cheer but scantily, our sizings were 
Even of the narrowest. 

lien. The old count loved not 

The roar of revel ; are you sure that this does? 

Eric. As yet he hath l>een courteous as he’s boun- 
And we all love him. [teous, 

i7e». His reign is as yet 

Hardly a year o'erpast its honey>rooon, 

And the first year of sovereigns is bridal : 

Anon, we shall perceive his real sway 
And moods of mind. 

Eric. ■ Pray heaven he keep the present ! 

Then bis brave son. Count Ulric — there ’s a knight ! 
Pity the wars are o’er I 
Jlen. WhysoP-i 

Erie. Look on him 1 

And answer that yourself. 

Hen. He ’s very youthful. 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger. 

Eric. That 's not a faithful vassal’s likeness. 

Hen. • . But 

Perhaps a true one. 

Eric. ‘ Pity, as I said, 

The wars are over*-: i/> the hall, who like 
Count Ulric for a well-supported pri<|e. 

Which awes, but yet offends not? In the field,' 
Who like him with his spear in hand, when, gnashing 
His tusks, and ripping up from right to left 
The bowling hounds, the boar mokes for the thicker? 
Who backs a horae, or bears a hawk, or wears 
A sword iike him ? Whose plume nods knightlier 
Hen^ one’s, I grant you. Do not fear, if war 
Be. long in coming, lie is of that kind 
Will make it for liimself, if be hath not 
Already dope as much. ^ x 

Erir. What do you mean ? 

You can’t deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow vassals born 
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As— (Pou*«.) ; : 

Erir. What?’ , ' - 

Hen. The war (you love so much) leaves living. 


Like other parents, ^e spoils her worst children. 

Eric, Nonsense! they are all brave iron-vis.aged 
Such as old Tilly loved. ' [fellews. 

Hen. ^ And who loved Tilly ? 

Ask that at Magdebourg— or for that matter 
Wallenstein either ; — t^y are gone to— ^ 

Erie. . , .Rest: 

But what beyond ’t is not ours to pronounce- : 
Hen. I had left us something of their 

The couiKM^Kinally now at peace) 

Is over-rui^^B^God knows who : they fly 
By night, and disappear with sunrise ; but 
Leave us no Jess desolation, nay, even more, 

Than the most open warfare. 

Eric. . But Count Ulric — 

What has all this to do with him ? * 

Hen. With Aim ? 

He-^ — might prevent it. As you say he ’a R>iid 
Of war, why makes he it not on those marauders ? 
Eric. You ’d better ask himself: 

Hen. . I VoUld as soon 

Ask the lion why he laps not milk. 

Eric. And here he comes I . , 

Hen. The devil ! you ’ll hold your tongue ? 

. .Fric. Why do you turn so pale? 

Hen. ’T is nothing— ^ut 

Be silent. ^ 

Eric. I will, upon what you have said. ' 

Hen. I assure you 1 meant nothing, — a mdre sport 
Of words, no more ; besides, had it been otherwise. 
He is to espouse the gentle Baroness 
Ida of Stralenheim, the late boron’s heiress ; 

And she, no doubt, will soften whatsoever 
Of GerOeness the late long intestine wars 
Have given all natures, and most unto those 
Who were bom in them, and bred up upon 
The knees of Hoipicide; sprinkled, as it w ere, 

With blo(^ even at their baptism. Prithee, peace 
On all that I have said 1 

Enter Clric and Rodolpu. '' 

• 

Good morrow, count. 

r/r. Good morrow, worthy llcnrick. Eric, is 
All ready Tor the chase? . ^ 

Eric. The dogs are order’d 

Dow n to Uic forest, and the vassals out. . * 

To beat the bushes, and the day looks promising. 
Shall 1 call forth your excellency’s suite?' * . 
What courser will you please to mount? 

IJlr. The dun, 

Walstelo. . . „ ^ 

Eric. I fear he scarcely has recover’d 
The toils of Monday; 't was a noble chase : 

You spear’d four with ydur own hand. 

Vhr. True, good. Eric; 

1 bad forgotten— Jet it be Uie gray, tlieh, ... 

Old Ziska : he has nptbeen out this fortnight. 

Eric. He shall be straight caparison’d. How qiany 
Of your immediate retaiiters shall 
Ew'orfyou? 

Hr. I leave that to Wcilhurgh, our 
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Master of the horse. 

[Exit Euc. 

Rodolph ! 

Rad. My lord ! 

Vhr. • Tlie news 

Is awkward from the— (Rodolph points to Henbick.) 

How now, Henrick ? why 

Loiter y(v here? 

Htn. ' For your commands, my lord. 

Vlr. Go to my father, and pre.sent my duty, 

And learn if be would aught with me before 
I mount. 

[Exit llEIfBICE. 

Rodolph, our friends have bad a check 
Upon the frontiers of Franconia, and 
’X is rumour'd that tlte column*sent against them 
Is to be strengthen’d. I must join them soon. 

Rod. Best wait for furthet .^id more sur^dvices. 

Vb\ I mean it — and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To all my plans. 

Rod. It will be difficult. 

To excuse your absence to the count your father. 

UW. Yes, but the unsettled state of our domain 
In high Silesia will permit and cover 
My Journey. In the mean time, when we are 
Engaged in the chase, draw olT the eighty men 
Whom Wolffe leads — keep the forests on your route : 
You know it well ? • 

Rod. As well as on that night 

When we 

Llr. We will not speak of that until 

We can repeat the same with like success : 

And when you have join’d, give Ros^berg this letter. 

■ ‘[GU-'cs a letter. 

Add further, that I liave sent this slight addition 
To our force with you and Wolffe, as herald of 
My coming, though [ could but spare them ill 
At this time, as my father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castle, 

Until this marriage, and its feasts and fooleries. 

Are rung out with its peal of nuptial nonsense. 

Rod. 1 thought you loved the lady Ida.^ 

Vtr. Why, 

1 do so — but it follows not from that 
I would bind in my youth and glorious years, 

So brief and burning, w ith a lady’s zone, 

Although ’t were that of Venus;— but I love her, 

As woman should be loved, fairly and solely. 

Rod. And constantly^ 

Vhr. I think so ; for I love 

Nought else. — But I have not the tim^to pause 
Upon these gewgaws of the he^rt. Great things 
Wehave todoere lon^. Speedlspeed! goodRodolph! 

Rod. On my return, however, I shall find 
The Baroness Ida lost iu Countess Siegetidorf? 

Llr. Perliaps my father wishes it; and sooth 


Gil 

*T is no bad policy : this union wiUi 
The last bud of the rival branch, at once 
Unites the future and destroys the past. 

Rod. Adieu. 

VIr. Yet hold — we had belter keep’ together 

Until the ciiase begins; then draw thou off. 

And do as I have said. 

Rod. I will. Blit to 

Return — ’t was a most kind act in the count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
Tor this fair orphan of the baron, and 
To hail her as his daughter. 

VIr. Wondrous kind ! 

Especially as little kindness till 
Then grew between them. ' 

Rod. The late baron died 

Of a fever, did he not ? 

VIr. How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whisper'd there was something 
About bis death — and even the place of it [strange 

Is scarcely known. ' 

VIr. Some obscure village on 

The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Rod. He 

Has 1^ no testament — no farewell words? 

VIt. 1 am neither confessor nor notary. 

So cannot say, 

Rod. Ah ! here 's the lady Ida. 

Enter Ida Strai.f.xiieim.' 

VIr. You are early, my gweeUoousin! 

Ida. Not too early, 

Dear Ulric, if I do not interrupt you. 

Why do you call me “cmain ? ” 

Ulr. (smiling.) Are we not so ? 

Ida. Yes, but I do not like the name ; metbinks 
It sounds so cold, as if you thought upon 
Our pedigree, and only weigh’d our blood. V 
VIr. (starting.) Blood ! 

Ida. Why does yours start from your cheeks ? 

VIr. Ay ! doth it ? 

Ida. It doth — but no! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

VIr. ( recovering himself.) And if it fled. 

It only was because your prepuce sent it 
Back to my heart, which beats for yoai' sweet cousin ? 
/da. ** Cousin” again. ** 

Ulr. Nay, then 1 *11 call yon sister. 

Ida. I like that name still worse.— Would we had 
Been aught of kindred ! « • [ne'er 

VIr. (gloomily.) Would we never bad ! 

Ida. Oh heavens ! and can you tcUh that I 
Vir. Dearest Ida! 

Did I not echo your own w ish ? . 

Ida: Yes, Ulric, 

But then I wish'd it not with such a glance, 

And scarce knew what I said ; but let me be 


* [ Ida. the new permoiite. U a precodons ^Irl of ftllccn, in i 
groat hunr to be married ; and who hm very little to do in ‘the 

bnsinoaa of the play,buttO|iroduco aneflrct by laiuUng at thedta- 


corery oldie Tillany other beloved, ami parUally touching on it 
in aprevlow* scene.— Ect- Rut.) 
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Sister^ or cousin, what you will, so that 
I still to you am something. 

(L7i*.- Yotf shall be 

All— all 

Ida. * And you to me are so already ; 

But 1 can wait. 

L7r. Dear Ida! 

Ida. Call me Ida, 

Four Ida, for I would be yours, none else's — 
Indeed I have none else left, since my poor fatlier — 

pauses. 

Vh. You have mine — you have me. 

Vda. Dear Ifiric, how I wish 

My father could but view my happiness^ 

Which wants but thi.s ! 

lUr. Indeed! 

' Ida. You would have loved him. 

He you ; for the brave ever love each other : 

Ills manner was a little cold, his spirit 

Proud (as is birth’s prerogative) ; but under [other ! 

Tliis grave exterior AVould you had known cadi 

Had such as you been near him on his journey. 

He had not died without a friend to soothe 
His last and lonely moments. 
f7r. Who says (Aoi ? ■ 

/da. What? 

Vlr. Tliat lid died a/one. 

Ida. The general rumour, 

And disappearance of his servants, who 
Have ne’er return'd : that fever was most deadly 
Which swept thernTdl away. 

(7r. If they were near him, 

He could not die neglected or alone. 

Ida. Alas! what is a menial to a death-bed, 

When tlie dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
It loves ? — They say he died of a fever. 

f>. Soy! * 

It tins so. 

Ida. I sometimes dream otherwise. 

Vlr. All dreams are false. 

Ida. And yet I see him as 

1 see vou. 

Vlr. Where? 

Ida. In sleep — 1 see him lie 

Pale, bleeding, and a man with a raised knife 
Reside him. 

Vlr. But you do not see his /are? 

Ida [lookvig at /ttm). No! Oh, my God! do you ? 
Vlr. W'liydo you ask? 

Ida. Because you look as if you saw a murderer ! 
Hr* (a^dafedlv.)Ida, this is mere cliildishness; 
vour weakness 

Infects me, to my shame ; but as all feelings 
Of yours are common to me, it affects me. 

Prithee, sweet child, change 

Ida. Cliild, indeed! I have 

Full fifteen summers! 

[A bugle sounds. 

Hofl. Hark, my lord, the bugle ! 

Ida {peevishly to RoiKiLPU). Why need you tell 
him that ? Can he not hear it 


Without your echo? 

Hod. Pardon me, fair baroness ! 

Ida. 1 will not pardon you, unless you earn it 
By aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count Clric from tlic chase to-day. * 

Hod. You will not. 

Lady, need aid of mine. i 

t7r. I must not now j 

Forego it. 

Ida. But you shall ! . 

Vlr. Shall! 

Ida. Yes, or be 

No true knight. — Come, dear Ulric ! yield to me 
In this, for this one day :.the day look's heavy, 

And you arc turn'd sq^pale and ill. 

/7r. You jest. 

Ida. Indeed I donot4ask of Rodolph. 

Hod. » Truly, 

My lord, within this quarter of an hour 

You have changed more tiian e’er I saw you change 

111 years. 

Vlr. T is nothing ; but if 't w ere, the air 
Would soon restore me. I ’m the true diameleon. 
And live but on the atmosphere i your feasts 
In castle halls, and smHal banquets, nurse not 
Myspirit— I ’m a forester and breather 
Of the steep mountain-tops, w here I love all 
The eagle loves. 

Ida. F.xeept fiis prey, I hope. 

I7r. Sweet Ida, wish me a fair chase, and I 
Will bring you six boars’ heads for tropliics home. 

/da. And will you not stay, then? You shall not go! 
Come I 1 will sing to you. 

Vlr. * Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a^oldier’s wife. 

Ida. I do not wish 

To be so; for I trust these wars are over, 

And you will live in peace on your domains. 

Enter Werner as Cocnt Siegrmdorv. 

/7r. My father, I salute you, and it grieves me 
With such brief greeting.— You have heard our bugle; 
The vassals wait. 

Sieg. So let lliem.— You forget 

To-morrow is the n[»pointcd festival 
In Prague for peace re.stored. You are apt to follow 
The chase with such an ardour as will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
Return’d, too much fatigued t^join to-morrow 
The nobles in our niarshall’d ranks. 

{7r. You, count, 

Will well supply the place of both— 1 am not 
A lover of these pageantries. 

Sieg. No, Llrtc : 

It were not well that you alone of oil 
pur young nobility 

Ilia. • And far the nolilest 

In aspect and demeanour. 

Sieg. (to Ida.) True, dear child, 

Though somewhat frankly said for a fair damset — 
But, Ulric, recolhlct too our position, 
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So latfiy reinstafrd in our honours. 

Believe me, 't would be mark'd in any house, 

But most in ours, that one should be I'ound wanting 
At such a time and place. Besides, the Heaven 
Which gave us back oiir own, in the same moment 
It spread its peace o'er aUt hath double claims 
On us for thanksgiving : first, for our country; 

And next, that we are here to share its bibssings. 
f7r. (osiffe.) Oevout, loo! Well, sir, I obey at once. 

{ Then o/otof to a 5cri>an/. 
Ludwig, dismiss the train without! 

[ Exit Ludwig. 

Ida. And so 

You yield at once to him w hat 1 for hours 
Might supplicate in vain. 

Sieg. {smiling.) You are not jealous 

Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel I who 
Would sanction disobedience against all 
Except thyself? But fear not; thou shall rule him 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and firmer. 

Ida. But 1 should like to govern noir. 

Sieg. You sImUI, 

Your harp, which by the way awaits yon with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
I'hat you are a sad truant to your music : 

She attends you. 

Ida. Then godd morrow, my kind kinsmen! 
Ulric, you 'll come and hearme? 

/7r. By and by. 

Ida. Be surel 'll sound it better than your bugles; 
Then pray you be as punctual to its notes : 

I 'll play you King Gustavus' march. 

Vir. And why not 

Old Tilly’s? “ 

Ida. * >'ot that monster’s! I should think 
Myharp-strings rang with groans, and not with music. 
Could aught of his sound on it :>~but come quickly ; 
Your mother will be eager to receive you. 

[Eartf Ida. 

Sieg. Ulric, I wish to speak with you alone. 

Vlr. My lime 's your vassal.^ 

(Aside to Rodolpii.) Rodolph, hence I .ind do 

As I directed : and by his best speed ' 

And readiest means let Rosenberg reply. fboUnd 
Rod. CountSiegendorf, command you aught ? I am 
Upon a journey past the frontier. 

Sieg. (staris.) Ah !— 

Where? on u7iaf frontier ? 

Bod. • The Silesian, on 

My way — (Aride fo Ulric.) — H7irreshall Isay? | 
f 7r. (aside lo Rodolph.) To Hamburgh. I 

(.Iside to himself.) ITiat 
Word win, I think, put a firm padlock on 
His furtiier inquisition. 

Rod. Count, to Hamburgh. 

Sieg. (agitaled.) Hamburgh I .No, I have nought lo 
do there, nor 

Am aught connected with tlut city. Then 
God speed you ! 

Bod, Fare ye well. Count Siegendorf ! 

[ Exit RoDOLPn. 


Gio 

Sieff. Ulric, this man, who has just departed, is 
One of those strange companions whom I fain 
Would reason with you on. 

f 7r. ■ My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first bouses 
In .Saxony. ' 

Sieg. 1 talk not of his birth, 

But of his bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Llr, So they will do of most men. Even the 
monarch 

Is not fenced from his chamberlain's slander, or 
'fhe sneer of the last courtier whom he has made 
Great and ungrateful. , 

Sieg. If I must lie plain. 

The world speaks more than lightly of this Rodolph : 
They say he is leagued with tlie** black bands '* who still 
Ravage the frontier. 

L’It. And will you lieKeve ‘ ' 

The w orld ? 

Sieg. In this case — yes. 

Vlr, In any case, 

I thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a sentence. 

Sieg. Son ! 

I understand you : you refer to— but 
My destiny has so involved about me 
Her spider web, that I can only flutter 
Like the poor fly, but break it not. Take heed, 

Ulric ; you have seen to what the passions led me ; 
Twenty long years of misery and famine [chance, 
Quench’d them not— twenty thousand more, per- 
Hcreafter (or even here in moments w hidi 
Might date for years, did Anguish make the dial), 

May not obliterate or expiate 

The madness and. dishonour of an instant. 

Ulric, l)e warn’d by a father! — I was not 
By mine, and you l>chold me ! 

f7r. I behold 

The prosperous and beloved Siegendorf, 

Lord of a prince’s appanage, and honour'd 
By those he rules and those he ranks with. 

Sieg. Ah ! 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous, while I fear 
For thee? Beloved, when thou lovest me not! ' 

-\11 hearts but one may beat in kindness for me — 

But if my son's is cold ! 

Vlr. Who dorr say tliat? 

Sieg. None else but 1, who sec it— /eel it— keener 
Than would your adversary, who dared say so, 

Your sabre in iiis heart! But mine survives 
The wound. 

/7r. You err. My nature is not givu 
To outward fondling : how should it be so. 

After twelve years’ divorcement from my parents ? 

Sieg. And did not / too pass those Iw elve torn years 
In a like absence? But 't is vain to urge you — 
Nature wa^ never call’d bark by remoiislrapcc. 

Let 's cliangc the theme. 1 wish you to consider 
That these youit| violent nobles of high iiamy, 

But dark deeds (ay, the darkest, if all Rumour 
l\c|)orls be true), witl» whom thou consorlest, 
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Will lead Uii 

lUr, (impatieMly.) I Ml be led by do min. 

Siwy. IS or 

Be leader of sucht I would hope : at once 
To wean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And haughty spirit, 1 have thought it well 
That thou shouldst wed the lady Ida— more 
As thou appear*st to love her. 

L7r. I have said 

I will obey your orders, were they to 
Unite with Hecate— can a son say more ? 

Sieg. He says too much in saying this. It is not 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood, 

Nor of thy temperament, to talk so coolly, 

Or act so carelessly, in that which is 
The bloom or blight of all men’s happiness, 

(For Glory’s pillow is but restless if 

Lovelay not down his cheek there): some strong bias, 

Some master (lend is in thy service to 

Misrule the mortal w ho believes him slave, 

And makes his every thought subservient ; else 
Thou *dst say at once— I love young Ida, and 
Will wed her; ’* or, “ I love her not, and all 
'fhe powers of earth shall never make me.” — So 
Would I have answer’d. 

Utr. Sip, 1 /ou tred for love. 

Sieg. I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 

Utr. Which miseries 

Had never been but for this love-matcli. 

Sie^. Still 

Against your age and nature! Who at twenty 
K’cr answer’d thus till now? 

Utr. Did you not warn me 

Against your own example? 

Sieg. Boyisli sophist! 

In a word, do you love, or love not, Ida? 

Utr. What matters it, if I am ready to 
Obey you in espousing Iter ? 

As far 

As you feel, nothing, but all life for her. 

She *8 young — all beautiful— adores you — is 
Endow’d with qualities to give happiness, 

Such as rounds common life into a dream 
Of something which your poets cannot paint. 

And (if it were nOt wisdom to love virtue) 

For which Philosophy might barter W'isdotn ; 

And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little in return. 1 would not have her 
Break her heart for a man who has none to break ; 
Or wither on her stalk like some' pale rose 
Deserted by the bird she thought a nightingale. 
According to the Orient tale. She is 

Utr. The daughter of dead Stralenheim, your foe : 

1 ’ll wed her, ne’ertbeless; though, to say truth. 

Just now 1 am not violently transported 
In favour of such unions. 

Sieg. *■ But she loves you. 

t'fr. And I love her, and thcreforegpvould tliiuk t wiee. 

Sieg. Alas ! Love never did so. 

I'fr. Then ’t is time 


He should begin, and take. the bandage from 
His eyes, and look before be leaps : till now 
He bath ta’en a jump i* the dark. 

Sieg. But you consent ? 

Utr. 1 did, and do. * 

Sieg. Thes fix the day. 

VIr. *T is usual. 

And certeS courteous, to leave that to the lady. 

Sieg. I will engage for her. 

Utr. So will not / 

For any woman ; and as what 1 fix, 

! fain would see unshaken, when she gives 
Her answer, I ’ll give mine. 

Sieg. But ’t is your office 

To woo. 

Utr. Count, ’t is a marriage of your making. 

So be it of your wooing ; but, to please yoQ, 

I will now pay my duly to my mother. 

With whom, you know, the lady Ida is. — 

What would you hav£ ? You have forbid iny stirring 
For manly sports bew>nd the castle w alls, 

And 1 obey; you bid me turn a chainberer. 

To pick up gloves, and fans, and knitting-needles. 
And list to songs and tunes, and watch for smiles, 
And smile at pretty prattle, and look into • 

The eyes of feminine, as though they were 
The stirs receding early to our wish 
Upon the dawn of a world-winning battle— 

Vf’liat can a son or man do more? 

Umuc. 

Sieg. {solvs.) Too much ! — 

Too much of duty and too little love ! 

He pays me in the coin he owes me not : 

For such hath been my wayward fate, 1 could not 
Fulfil a parent’s duties by his side 
Till now ; but love h^owes me, for my thoughts 
Ne'er left him, nor my eyes long’d without tears 
To see my cliild again, and now I have found him ! 
But how !— obedient, but with coldness ; duteous 
In my sight, but with carelessness ; mysterious — 
Abstracted— distant — much given to long absence. 
And wliere— none know— in league with the most 
riufous . , 

Of our young nobles ; though, to do him justice. 

He never stoops down to their vulgar pleasures ; 

Yet there *s some tie between them whicli I cannot 
Unravel. They look up to him — consult him — 
Throng round him as a leader : but with me 
He hath no confidence ! Ah ! can I hope it. 

After — what! doth my father’s curse descend 
Even to iny child ? Or is the Hungarian near 
To shed more blood ? or — Oh ! if it should be ! 

Spirit of Stralenheim, dost thou walk these walls 
To wither him and bis — who, though th^ slew' not, 
Unlatch’d the door of death for thee? ’T was not 
Our fault, nor is our sin ; thou wert our foe, 

Aud yet I spared tliee when my own destruction 
Slept with thee, to awake witli thine awakening ! 
And only took— Accursed gold ! thou liest 
Like poison in my bands ; 1 dare not use thee. 

Nor part from thee ; thou earnest in such a guise. 
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Mcthiiiks thou wouldst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet I have done, to atone for thee, 

Thou vilianous gold ! and thy dead master's doom, 
Though he died not by me or mine, as much * 

As if he were my brother ! I have ta’en 
His orphan Ida— cherish’d her as one 
Who will be mine. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Atten, The abbot, if it please 

Y our excellency, whom you sent for, waits . 

L’pon you. * 

[£xtf Attendant. 

Enter the Pmor Aliebt. 

Prior. Peace be witli these walls, and all ’ 

Within them! 

Sieg. ^ Welcome, welcome, holy father ! 

And may thy prayer be heard ! — all men have need 
Of such, and I ^ 

Prior, Have the first claim to all 

The prayers of our community? pur convent. 
Erected by your ancestors, is still 
Protected by their children. 

5ieg. ^ Yes, good father; 

Continue daily orisons fur. us 
In these dim days of hefesies and blood, 

Though the schismatic Swede, Gustavus, is , 

Gone home. 

Prior. to the endless home of unbelievers, 
\Yliere tlieje is everlasting wail and woe, 

Gnashing of teeth, and tears of blood, and fire 
Klenial, and the worm which dietli not! (one, 

Sieg. True, father: and to avert those pangs from 
Who, though of our most faultless holy church. 

Yet died without its last and dearest offices, 

Which smooth the soul through purgatorial pains, 

1 have to offer humbly this donation 
In masses for his spirit. 

[SiEGE?(tK>tiF offers the gold trhich he had taken 
p'om Stralexiieiw. 

Prior. Count, if I 

Receive it, *t is because I know too well 
Refusal would oflend you. Be assured 
The largess shall be only dealt in aims, 

And every mass no less sung for the dead. 

Our house needs no donations, thanks to yours, 

W hich has of old endow’d it ; but from you 
And yours, in alt meet things, ’t is fit we obey. 

For whom shall mass be said ? 

Sieg. {faltering.) For — for — the dead. 

Prior. His name ? 

Sieg. *T is from a soul, and not a name, 

I would avert perdition. 

I*rior. I meant not 

To*pry into your secret. W’e will pray 
For one unknown, the same as for the proudest. 

Sieg. Secret! 1 have none; but, father, he wlm ’s 
gone 

.Might have one; or, in short, he did bequeath— 

> 0 , not bequeatiw- but I bestow this sum 
For pious purposes. 


Prior. A proper deed 

In the behalf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. But he who ’s gone was not my friend, bot foe, 
The deadliest and the stanchest. 

Prior. Better still t 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the souls * 
Of our dead enemies, is worthy those 
W ho can forgive them living. 

Sieg. But I did not 

Forgive this man. I loathed him to the last, 

And he did me. 1 do not love him now, 

But 

Prior. Best of all ! for this is pure religion ! 

You fain w'ould rescue him you hate from hell — 

An evangelical compassion — with 
Your own gold too ! 

Sieg. Father, 't is not my gold. 

Prior. Wliose then? You said it was no legacy. 

Sieg. No matter whose— of this be sure, that he 
Who ow’n’d it never more w ill need it, save 
In that which it may purchase fronkyour altars 
Y is yours, or theirs. 

Prior. Is there Do‘J}lood upon it? 

Sieg. No ; but there ’s w orse than blood— eternal 
shame! 

Prior. Did be who dwn’d it die in his bed ? 

Sieg. Alas! 

He did. 

Prior. Son! you relapse into revenge. 

If you regret your enemy’s bloodless death. 

Sieg. His death was fathomlessly deep in blood. 

Prior. You said he died in his bed« nut battle. 

Sieg. He 

Died, 1 scarce know — but— he was stabb’d i' the dark, 
And now you have it — perish'd on his pillow 
By a cut-throati' Ay ! — jou may look ujwn me! 

I am imf the man. I ’ll meet your'eye on that point. 
As 1 can one day God's. 

Prior. Nor did he die 

By-means, or men, or instrument of yours ? 

Sieg. No ! by the God wiio sees and strikes ! 

Prior. ' Nor know you 

Who slew him? , ^ 

Sieg. I could only guess at one, 

.And he to me n stranger, unconnected, 

As unemploy'd. 'Except by. one day’s knowledge, 
i never saw tlte man who was suspected. 

Prior. Tiieii you are free from guilt. 

Sieg. (eageriy.) Oh! am I? — say! 

Prior. You have said so, and know best^ 

SiegJ Father ! I have S{K>ken 

Tlie truth, and nought but truth, if ho< tlte uhote : 

Yet say 1 am iiol guilty I for the blood 
Of this man weighs on me, as if I shed it, 

'Utough, by the Power who abhurreth human blood, 

I did not ! — nay, once spared it, when 1 might 
Aiul could — ay, perfiaps, should (it* our self-safety 
Be e’er excusable in such defem%s 
Against the attacks of over-pot<|nt foes) : 

But pray for him, for me, and all my house 
For, as I said, t^ugh 1 be innocent, 
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1 know not why, a like femorse is on me. 

As if he had fallen by me or mine. Pray for me. 
Father ! I have pray’d myself in vain. 

Prior. I will. 

]le comforted 1 You are innocent, and should 
Be calm as innocence. 

Sifg, But oolmness is not 

Always the attribute of innocence. 

] feel it is not. 

Prior, But it will be so, 

When the mind gathers up its truth w ithin it. 
Remember the great festival to-morrow. 

In w'hich you rank amidst our chiefest nobles, 

As well as your brave son ; and smooth your aspect; 
Nor in the general orison of thanks 
For bloodshed stopt, let blood you shed not rise 
A cloud u|H)n your tlH>ughts. This were to be 
Too sensitive. Take comfort, and forget 
Such tilings, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 

[ Eirunt. 


A€T V. 

SCENE 1. 

A large and nutgnifirenl Ooihir unit in Ike. Cattfe of 
dorf, decorated with I'rophiri, Manners, and Arms of that 
family. 

Enter Abndbjm and Mkistmi. atteudante o/’Coont 
Sie^KTiuour. 

Am. Be quick! the count will soon return: the 
Already are at the portal. Have you sent [indies 
The messengers in search of him he seeks for? 

.Mris. I have, in all directions, over Prague, 

As far as the man’s dress and figure could 
By your description track him. The devil take 
Tliese revels and processions ! AM tlic pleasure 
(If such there be) must fall to tlic .spectators. 

I 'm sure none doth to us who make the show. 

Arn, Go to ! iny lady countess comes. ^ 

Meis. I ’d ratlicr 

Ride a day's hunting on an outworn jade, 

Than follotr in the train of a great man 
In these dull pageantries. * 

Arn. Begone! and rail 

AVithin. 

, t Exeunt. 

Enter the Coir?JTias Josv.iumiE Siecbndokf and Ida 
Stbalk'^meim. 

Jos. Well, Heaven be praised, the show is over! 
Ida. How can you say so ! never have I dreamt 
Of aught so beautiful. The Mow ers, the iKiugljs, 

1 lie banners, and the nobles, and the knighu, 

The gems, the robes, the plumes, the happy faces, 

1 he coursers, and the incense, and the sun [fum65. 
Streaming through the stain’d windows, even the 
Which look’d so calm, and tlie celestial hymns, 
Which seem’d as if they ratlier came from heaven 
Than mounted there. . The bursting organ's peal 
Rolling on high like an harmonious thunder ; 

The while rolies and tlie liftei^ eyes’; the world 


At ;>eace! and all at peace with one another ! 

Oh, my sweet mother ! * 

[ Embracing JosEPnlNE. 

Jos. My beloved child I 

For such, I trust, thou' shall be shortly. 

Ida, Oh ! 

I am so already. Feel how my heart beats ! 

Jos', it does, my love ; and npver may it throb 
With. aught more bitter. 

Ida. Never sh.ill it do so I 

Mow sliould it? What should make us grieve?! hale 
To hear of sorrow ; how can we he sad. 

Who love each other so entirely? You, 

Tlie count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

Jos. Poor diild ! 

Ida. Do you pity me? 

Jos. No;lbuUPnvv, 

And that in sorrow, not in the world’s sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general than anotlicr. 

Ida. • I ’ll not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him ? How he^wer’d amongst them all! 
How all eyes follow'd him ! The Mowers fell faster— 
Rain’d from eadi lattice at his feet, methought. 

Than before all Uie rest ; and where ,he trod 
1 dare be swOrn that they grow still, nor e’er. 

Will wither. • 

Jos. YOU will spoil him, little flatterer, - 

If he sliould hear you. * ^ 

Ida. But he never will. 

I dare not say so much to him— I fear him. 

Jos. Why so? be loves you well. 

Ida. But I can never 

Shape my thoughts o/’him into words fo him. 
Besides, he sometimes frightens me. 

Jos. How so? 

Ida. A doud comes o’er his blue eyes suddenly. 

Yet he says nothing. 

Jos. ’ It is nothing : all men, 

Kspeciallyin these dark troublous times. 

Have much to think of. 

Ida. But 1 cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

Jos. Yet there are other men, 

In tlie world's eye, as goodly. There 's, for instance. 
The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once withdrew 
His eyes from yours to-day. 

Ida. 1 did not see him. 

Hut Ulric. Did you not sec at the moment 
When all knelt, and 1 wept? and yet inelhoiight, 
nirongh ray fast tears, Ihoiigluhey were thick and 
I saw him smiling on me. [warm, 

Jos. I conid not 

See aughf save henven, to which my eyes were raised 
Together with the people’s. • 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although 1 look’d on Ulric. 

Jos. Come, 

l/«l us retire; they w ill be here anon 
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Expectant of the banrfuet. We will by 
Aside these noddin^pluinesand dragging trains. 

Ida. And, above all, these stiff and heavy jewels, 
Which make luy head and heart ache, as both throb 
Beneath their glitter o’er my brow and zone. 

Dear inoU>er, 1 am ^ il\i you. 

Enter Coc?it Sir;Gi::ic>oaF. in full dres$, fi-om-tbe 
solemniltj, and 

Sieg. 4s he not found? 

Lnd. Strict search is making every w'herc; and if 
The man be in Prague, be sure he will i)e found. 

6’ieg. Where’s Ulric? • 

He rode round the otlter wsy 
With some young nobles; but he left them soon ; 
And, if I err not, not a minute since 
I heard bis excelfbiicy, w iih his train, 

Gallop o’er the we.st drawbridge. 

filter Uluc, splendidJy dreeied. 

Sieg. {to Luuwio.) * Sec they cease not 

Their quest of him I have described. 

• (fxit LrnwiG. 

Ob, Ulric! 

How hare I long'd for thee I 

tir. Your wish is granted — 

Behold me ! 

Sieg. 1 have seen the murderer. 

/Tr. Whom ? Where ? 

Sif^r. The Hungarian, who slew Slralenheini. 

Hr. You dream. 

Sieg. 1 live! and as I live, I shw him — 

Heard him! he dared to utter even my name. 

47r. What name? 

Sieg. Werner ! ’I teas mine. 

f 4r. It must be so 

No more : forget it. 

Sieg. . Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name: 

It will not be engraved upon nfy' tomb. 

Bat it may lend me thcr-f. 

To the point — the Hungarian ? 

Sieg. Listen ! — The church was throng’d? the hymn 
was raised v • 

“ Te Dfum *’ peal'd from nations, rather than 
From choirs, in one great cry of “ God be praised ” 
For one day’s peaw, after thrice ten dread years. 
Each bloodier than the former : I arose, 

W'ith all the nobles, and as 1 look’d dawm 
Along the lines of lifted faces,— from 
Our banner’d and escu Icheon’d gallery. I 
Saw, like a flash of lightning (for I saw- 
A nmnient and no more), what struck me sightless 
To all else — the Hungarian’s face !' I grew 
Sick ; and when T recover’d from the mist 
Which curl’d about my senses, and again 
Look’d dow'n, I saw* him not. The thanksgiving 
W as over, and we march’d back in procession. 

I’ir. Continue. ■ 

Sieg. When we reach’d the Muldatl's bridge, 
Tlie joyous crowd above, the numberless 
Barks inunn’d with revellers in their best garbs. 


Which shot along the glancing tide belqwv 
The decorated street, the long array, 

The clashing music, and the thundering 
Of far artillery, which seem’d to bid 
A long and loud farewell to Jts gfeat doings. 

The standards o’er me, and the tramplings round, 
The roar of rusl)ing thousands,— all — all could not 
Chase this man from my mind, although my senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

LIr- You saw him 

No more, then ? 

I look’d, as a dying soldier 
Looks at a draught of water, for this man : 

But still I saw him not ; but in bis stead— . 

Vlr. What in his stead? 

Sieg. My eye for ever fell 

Upon your dancing crest; the loftiest, 

As on the loftiest and the loveliest head 
It rose the highest of tlie stream of plumes, 

Which overflow’d the glittering sheets of Prague. 

Vhr. What ’s this to the Hungarian? • 

Much; fori 

Had almost tlicn forgot him m my son ; 

When just as the artillery ceased, and paused 
The music, and the crowd embraced in lieu 
Of shouting, I heard in a deep, low voice, 

Distini^t and keener far u|K)n my car 

Than the latecannon’svolume.this word — “Werwer /” 

fir. Uttered by 

Sieg. Him I I turn'd — and saw— and fell. 

Hr. And wherefore? Were you seen? 

Sieg. officious care 

Of those around me dragg’d me from tlie spot. 
Seeing ni}- faintness, ignorant of the cause ; 

You, too, were too remote in the procession 
Criie old nobles being divided from their children) 

To aid me. 

Hr. But I 'Jl aid you now. 

Sieg. In what? 

ilr. In searching for this man, or When be ’s 

What shall we do with him ? [found 

Sieg. , I know not that. 

Hr. Then wherefore seek ? 

Sieg- Because I cannot rest 

Till he is found. His fate, and Stralenlieim's, 

And ours, seem intertwisted! nor can be 
Unravell’d,\ill 

Enter an ATTK?aiA:fT. 

jitten. A stranger to wait on 

Your excellency. 

Sif^. Who? 

He gave no name. 

Sieg. Admit him, ne'ertlieless. 

[The Attkxda:«t introduces Garoq, and after^ 
wards exit. 

Ah! 

’T is, then, Werner! 

Sieg. {hanghtiUj.) The same you knew^sir, by that 
name; and youf [and son. 

Gab. {looking rowul.) I recognise you both ; father 
It Seems. Count, I have heard that you, or yours, 
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Have lately^ been in searc)^ of me : I am here. 

Sieg. I have sought you, and have found you ; you 
are charged 

(Your own heart may inform you why) with sucli 
A crime as ^ , 

f lie pauses. 

(Jab. Give it utterance, and then 

1 'll meet the consequences. 

Sieg. You shall do«o— 

Unless 

Gab. First, who accuses me? 

Sieg. All things, 

If not all men : the universal rumour — 

My own presence on Hw spot — the place— the time— 
And every speck of circumstance unite 
To flx theblot on you. 

Gab. And on me ouiy? 

Pause ere you answer : is no other name, 

Save mine, stain’d in this business? 

Sieg. Trifling villain! 

^Vho play'st with thine own guilt ! Of all that breathe 
Thou f)est dost know the innocence of him 
'Gainst whom thy breath would blow thy bloody 
But I w ill talk no further with a w'retch, (slander. 
Further than justice asks. Answer at once, 

Aud w ithout quibbling, to my charge. 

Gab. 'T is false ! 

Sieg. Who says so ? 

Gab. 1. 

Sieg. And bow disprove it ? 

Gab. By 

The presence of t(e murderer. 

Sieg. Name him! 

Gab. He 

May have more names than one. Your lordship had 
Once on a time. [so 

Sieg. If you me.an me, 1 dare 

Your utmost. 

Gab. You may do so, and in safety; 

I know the assassiu. 

Sieg. Where is he? 

Gab. {pointing to Ui.nic.) Beside you! 

(ITi.ric rushes forward to attack Garok; 
SlEGEXDORF interposes. 

Sieg. Liar and fiend ! but you shall not be slain ; 
These walls are mine, and you are safe within them. 

[Ue turrM to Uluc. 

Ulric, repel this calumny, as I 

Will do. 1 avow it is a growth so monstrous, 

I coaid not deem it earth-born : but be calm ; 

It will refute itself. But touch him not. 

(Plbic endeat'ouri to compose himself. 
Gab. Look at him, count, and then hear me. 

Sieg. {first to Gabob, and then looking at Ulbic.) 

I bear thee. 

My God ! you look— 

Vlr. How? 

Skg. As on that dread night 

When we mit in the garden. 

Vlr. {composes himself.) It is nothing, [hither 
Gab. Count, you are bound to hear me. I came 


Not seeking you, but sought. AVhen I knelt down 
Amidst the people in the.church, I dream'd not 
To find the beggar’d Werner in the seat 
Of senators and princes ; but you have call'd me. 

And we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, sir. 

Gab. Ercldoso, 

Allow me to inqtiiire who profited 
By Stralcnhcira’slkath ! Was ’t I — as poor as ever; 
And poore^ by suspicion on my name ! 

The baron lost in that last Outrage neither 
Jew'els nor gold ; his life alone was sought, — 

A life which stood betweeitthe claims of others 
To honours and estates scarce less than princely. 

Sieg. These hints, as vague as vain, attach no less 
To me than to my son. 

I Gab. I ran 't hefp that. 

I But let the consequence alight on him ^ 

I Who feels himself the guilty one amongst us. 

I I speak to you, CounhSiegendorf, because 
I know you innocent, and deem you just. 

But ere I ran proceed— dar» ypu protect me ? 

Dare you command me ? 

[SiEGEXDOEV first looks at the Hungarian, and 
then at Ui.uc, who has unbuckled his sabre. tUui 
is (Iratcing lines with it on the floor— still in its 
sheath. 

Hr. (looAs at his father and says) Let the man 
go on ! 

Gab. I am unarm’d, count— bid your son lay down 
His sabre. 

fir. (offers it to hitn.eontemptuously.) Take it. 

Gab. No, sir, ’t is enough 

That w e are both unarm'd — 1 w ould not choose 
To wear a steel w hicli may be stain'd with more 
Blood than came there in batt)^. [some 

rir, {msts the sabre from him in contempt.) It— or 
Such other weapon, in my hands — spared yours 
Once, wlicD disarm'd and at my mercy. 

Gab. 0 True — 

I Itave not forgotten it : you spared me fur 
Your own especial purpose— to sustain 
Aiitignoininy not my own. 

Vlr. Proceed. 

The tale is doubtless w'ortliy the relater. 

But is it of my father to hear further? 

( Jo SlSGEITDOBF. 

Sieg. {lakes his son by the hand.) Bly son, I know 
my ow n innocence, and doubt not 
Of yours — but 1 have promised this man patience ; 
him continue. 

Gab. I will not detain you 

By speaking of myself much ; 1 began 
Life early — and am w hat the world has made me. 

At Frankfort on the Oder, where I pass'd 
A winter in obscurUv, it was 
My chance at several places of resort 
(Which 1 frequented sometimes, but not often) 

To bear related a strange circumstance 
In February last. A martial force, 

Sent by the state, had, after strong resistance. 
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Secured a band of desperate men^.Mipposcd 
Marauders from the hostile camp.— Tlio>* proved, 
However, not to be so— Imt banditti. 

Whom either accident or enterprise 

Had carried from th<^ usual hannt — the forests 

Which skirt Boflbnia— even into Lusatia. 

Many amongst them were reported of 
High rank— ond martial law slept for a time. 

At last th^ were escorted o’er the frontiers. 

And piac^ l>eneath the civil jurisdiction 
Of the free town of Frankfort. Of fAeir fate 
I know no more. 

Sieg. And what Is this to Ulric ? 

Gab. Amongst them there was said to be one man 
Of wonderful endowments :*^irlb and fortune. 
Youth, strength, and beauty, almost superhuman. 
And enrage as unrivall'd, were proclaim'd 
His by the public nimour; and bis sway, % 

>ot only over his associates, but 
His judges, was attributed to witchcraft, 

Stich was his influence : — { have no great faith 
In any magic save that of the mine — 

I therefore deem'd him wealthy.— But my soul 
Was roused with various feelings to seek out 
TliU prodigy, if only to behold him. 

Sirg. And diu you so ? 

Gab. You ’ll hear. Chance favour’d me ; 

A popular affray in Uie public square 
Drew crowds together— it was one of those 
Occasions w here men's souls look out of them, 

And show them as they are— even in tlieir fa^ : 

The moment iny eye met hif, I exclaim'd, 

**This is the man!'* though he was Uten, as since, 
Witii the nobles of the city. I felt sure 
I liad not err'd, and watch’d him long and nearly : 

1 noted dow n his form— his gesture— features, 
Stature, and bearing — and amidst th^ all, 

Midst every mitura) andaetjuired distinction, 

I could discern, methought, the assassin’s eye 
And gladiator's healH. 

I'/r. {smiling.) The tale sounds w'ell. 

Gab. And may sound better. — He appear’d to me 
One of those beings to whom Fortune bends, 

As she doth to the daring — and on whom 
Hie fates of others oft depend ; besides, 

An indescribable sensation drew me 
Near to this man, as if my point of fortune 
Was to be tix'd b)’ him.— Tlierc I was wrong. 

Sieg. And may not be right now. 

(jo 6. I follow'd him, 

Solicited4lis notice — and obtain'd it — 

Though not his friendship was his io^tion 
To leave the city privately — we left it 
Together — and together we arrived 
In the {)oor town wlw're \Vemer conceal'd, 

And Straicnheim was succour'd— we are on 
Hie verge — dare you hear furtlicr? 

Sieg. I must do so— 

Or 1 have heard too much. 

Gab. I saw in you 

A man above his station— and If not 


• r.io 

So higli, as now 1 find you, in my then 
Conceptions, *t w as that 1 had rarely seen 
Men such as you ap^icar'd in hoighl of mind 
In the most high of worfdly rank ; yon were 
Poor, even to nil save rags : I w ould have shared 
My purse, though slender, w ith you — yiui refused it. 

.Sieg. Doth my refusal make n deU to you, 

Tliat thus you iii^c it? 

Gab. Still you owe me something, 

Tliough not for tliat ; and I owed yod my safety, . 

At least my seeming safety, when the slaves 
Of Stralenheim pursued me on Uicjprotinds v 
That / had robb'd him. 

Sieg. / conceal'd you-sdl 

Whom and whose house you arraign, reviving viper ! 

Gab. I accuse no man — save in my defence. 

You, count, have made yourself accuser — judge : 
Your hall *s my court, your he^rt ia%iy tribAal. 

Be just, and / ’ll be merciful ! 

Sieg. You merciful! 

You ! base calumniator ! 

Gab. I. T wj||*rest 

With me at last to be so. You coneeal’d me- 
in secret passages known to yourself, 

You said, and to none else. At dr;]^ o^ight. 

Weary with watching in the dark, and nnhious 
Of tracing back my way, I saw a gi^mer. 

Through distant crannies, of a twInKling light ; 

I follow’d it, and reach'd a door — a secret 
Portal— which open'd to the chamber, where, 

With cautious hand amt slow*, having first undone 
As much as made a creyice of the fastening, 

I look’d through and beheld a purple bed, 

And on it Stralenheim I — 

Sieg. Asleep! And yet 

You slew him I — Wretdil 
(<u6. He w as already slain, 

And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own 
Blood became ire. 

Sieg. ^BukUic was all alone! 

You saw none clscf-',Y^n did not see the 

( lie pauses from agitation 

Gab. No, 

//e, whom you dare not name, or even I 
Scarce dare to recollect, was aiot J^en in 
The rfianiher. W * [still — 

Sieg. (fo Ulbtc.) Then, my boy! thou nit guiltless 
Thoabadest me say / was so once— Oh! now* 

Do thou os mncli ! ^ 

Gab. Be patient! i can not 

Recede now, though it sluikc tlie very walls 
Which frown above us. You reineml«T, — or ^ 

If not, your son docs, — that the locks were 
Beneath his chief inspection on the morn 
Whieii led to this same i.ight ; how he had enter'd 
He best knows— Init within an antechamber, 

Tlie door of which was half ajar, 1 saw 
A man Vho w ash'd his bloody liands, aud oft 
With stem and anxious glance gazed hack upon ♦ 
Tlie bleeding body— but it moved no more. 

5ifg. Oh ! God of fatliers ! 
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dab. I l>chcM his features 

As I see yours — bnl yours they were not, though 
Resemhlitif; them— N’lioH then) in Count I’lric’s! 
Distinct as I l^elield them, Ihoiigii tlie expression 
Is not now what it then wasl — hut it was so 
When 1 first charged him with the crim&— so lately. 

Sicfl. This is so T^^nd! 

dab. iinierrupli»g him.) Nay— but hear me to llie 
.VoM^ you must do so.— I conceived niyself 
Betray’d by you and him (for now I saw 
Tliere was some lie between you) into Uiis 
Pretended den of refuge, to become 
The victim of your guilt ; and my first thought 
Was vengcw<^ ^ but, ihougl) arm'd w itha short poniard 
(flaving left my sw ord w ithout), f was no match 
For him at any time, as had l)een prov«l 
That morning— either in address or force. 

I turn’d, 'and llei — i’ tlie dark : diance rather than 
Skill made me gain the secret door of tl^e hall. 

And thence the chamber wliere you slept : if I 
Had found you Heaven alone can tell 

'W’hat vcngealicc Sad suspicion might have prompted j 
But ne’er slept guilt as Werner slept that night. 

Sieg. And yet I had horrid dreams! and sucli brief 
The stars had^iol gone down when 1 awoke, [sleep. 
Why didst tiiou spare me? I dreamt of my father— 
And now iny dre;i|m is out! 

Gab. ’T is not m^ fault. 

If 1 have read it.— Well! I fled and hid me — 

Chance led me here after so many moons— 

And show’d me Werner in C<Aint Siegeiidoif! 
Werner, whom 1 had sought in huts in vain, 
Inhabited the palace of a sovereign! 

You sought me and have found me— now vx)!! know* 
My secret, and may w'cigh its worth. 

Sirg. {ttftn a pause.) Indeed ! 

Gab. Is it revenge or justice which inspires 
Your meditation ? 

Sieg. Neither— I was weighing 

The vahic of your secret. ^ ^ 

Gab. Yon shall know it ' 

At once : — When you were imor, and I, though |X*or, 
Rich enough to relieve such jmverly 
As might have eD>*ied mkievl offer’d you 
My purse — you wopld not share it : — 1 ’ll be franker 
With you : are wealthy, noble, trusted by 

Tlie imperial powers— you understand me? 

Sieg. Ye§. 

Ba^.Notqiiitc. You think me venal, andscarcctrue: 
’X is^io less true, however, that my fortunes 
Hare* made me both at present. You shall aid me : 

1 would have aided you — and also have 
Been s(nnewhat damaged iu iny name to save 
Yours and your son’s. Weigh well what 1 have said. 

Sieg. Dare you await the event of a few minutes’ 
Deliberation? 


• ihavcjft an aUdjiional sicurlly— 1 did m>i cnltr 

I'raguc a solitary individnat ; aud ih<-rv arv tongues udliuiit ilta! 
will speak for iiic..'illhoiigh I slKiuld even hharc Ihc falenfSIralctl'' 
iHlm. Let your delUwatlon be short.’'—” .vfrj. My iiroiiiise U 


Cah. {rusts hi$ eyes on DliCic, trho is leatii»{f 
a pillar.) If i should do so? 

.S’itvj. I ple<lge my life for yours. Withdraw into 
Tliis lowCT. 

a turret door. 

Gab. {hesitatingly.) This is the se(^nd safe asyltiin 
You havT oilcr’d me. 

Sieg. And was not the first so? 

Gab. I know not thateven now — but will approve 
The second. 1 have still a further shield.— 

I did not enter Prague alone; and should E 
Be put to rest with Stralenheim, there are 
Some tongues witlKHit will wag in my behalf. 

Be brief in your decision. • 

Sieg. j I will be so.— 

My word is sacred and irrevocable 
AViUiin these w alls, but it extends no further. ^ 
Gah^f ’ll take it fm* so much. 

Sieg. {paints to Ulbtc’s sabre still upon thegraunft.) 
Take also fAoi — 

1 saw* you eye it eagerly, agd him 
Distrustfully. 

Gab. {takes up the sabre.) I will ; and so provide 
To sell my life — not cheaply. 

[Gasor goes irUo the furrrf, SteGCRDORF 

closes. > 

Sie^. (orfrances IoUlbic.) Now, Count lilrie! 
For son I dare not call thee — What say'sl thou ? 

Vlr. His tale is true. 

Sieg. True, monster ! 

rir. ^ Most true, father * 

And you did well to listen to it ; what 
Wc know, wc can provide against. He must 
Be silenced. ♦ 

Sieg. Ay, with half of niy domains ; 

And with the other half, could he and thou 
Unsay this villatiy. 
llr. It is no time 

I For trifling or dissembling. I liave said 
His story 's true ; and be too must be .silenced. 

Sieg. How so ? 

llr. As Stralenheim is. Are you so dull 

As never to have hit on this before ? 

Wl>en we met in the garden, what except 
Discovery in the act could make me khow 
His death ? Or, had. the prince’s household been 
Then summon’d, would the cry for the police 
Been left to such a stranger ? Or should I 
Have loiter’d on the way? Or could you, B’erHcr, 
The object of the Iwron’s hate and fears. 

Have fled, unless by many an hour lielbre ’ 
Suspicion #oke ? I songt^ and fathom'd you. 
Doubting if you were false or feeble : I 
Perceived you were the latter ; and yet so 
Confiding have I fqppd you, that I doubted 
At thnes your weakness. * 


raletno. MCrcd, irrcvocaUe t U exlcudt not, bowever, brfomJ 
Uioc L&k.) 

* 1 1 am ruaily (o allow ever; fair Ikrnco to drainalir verse ; Init 
still it imut have more lliaii the hare lypogropliic impresv uf 
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Sieg. Parricide f no less 

Tlian common slabber ! What deed of my life, 

Or thought of mine, could make you deem me (it 
For your accomplice ? 

L'lr, Father, do not raise 

The devil you cannot lay between us. This 
Is time for union and for action, not 
For family disputes. While f/ou were tortured, 
Could / be calm ? Think you tliat I have heard 
This fclldw’s tale without some feeling ? — Y«ir 
Have taught me feeiing'for you and niyscif ; 

For whom or what else did you ever teach it [now. 

Sieg. Ob ! rny dead father's curse ! *t is working 

Ulr. Let it work on t the grave will keep it down ! 
Ashes are feeble foes : it is more easy 
To baffle such, than cotintemiine a mole, * 

Wliich winds its blind but living path beneath you. 
Yet hear me still ! — If you condemn me, yet^ 
Remember ieho hath taught me once too often 
To listen to him ! RTio proclaim’d to me 
That there irer% srimes made venial by the occasion ? 
Tliat passion was our nature ? that goods 
Of Heaven waited on the goods of fortune ? * 

Who shpw’d me bis humanity secured 

By his nerves only ? Who deprived me of 

All |K>wer to vindicate myself and race 

In open day ? by his disgrace, which stamp'd 

(It might be) bastardy on me, and on 

Himself — a feton’s brand ! The man who is 

At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 

He longs to do, but dare not. Is it strange [done 

That i should act what you could think ? We liave 

With right and wrong ;Slnd now must only ponder 

Upon effects, not causes. Stralenheiin, 

Whose life I saved from impufcii . as, UMinou'i), 
Fwould have saved a peasant’s or a dog’s, 1 slew. 
Known as our foe — but not from vengeance. He • 
Was a rock in our way which Tcut through. 

As doth the bolt, because it stood between us 
And our true destination — hut not idly. 

As stranger I preserved him, and he owed me 
His life: when due, I but resumed the debt. 

He, you, and I stood o’er a giilf wlierein 
1 have plunged our enemy. ■ lou kindled first 
Tlie torch— you snow'd the path now trllce me that 


mrlre. Xm syllaMc*. coiyilcil by finder and thumb, will n«>l do. 
^uae of 09 Jinaglne— 

Da; andHtnln, 

To prawnt fraud, request purebawr* 10 
look on tbe fignstorc on Ibe pateni niicklft(t 
IMUes, elc.- 

ti> be venUieaUon, and ihe great majoritj of the lioea ia hto Ira^ 
6«Jjr are Juat aa hannonloua t. g.—Ut. Jle liw most be tUencftl. 
— /f er . How *o?— tV. AaStraletihrim ia. Are you v} doU u never 
U) have hit on ihi* liefore? When we met in ilsc garden, wbai 
eicepl diacovery to Hu* act cxmtd make me know bU itetih f Or 
hail ihc prlnce'i liouw-hohl iiren llicn lummoned. would Ibe cry 
fur the police been Irfi to such a Mniiger? M’reUy F^iftlbh tbU 
lint aeittcncc byihcby!] Or should 1 have loitered on the way ? 
Or cotihl you. Werner, Ihe object of the banHi'i hate atMl fMn, 
have Oed— unleaa by many ait boor belorr aiupiciun woke? I 
Miiight anil blh»iij'd yy«, donUing IS you were fabe or (rcble 1 1 
liTwtveil you were llic latter; aud yet so oonlidiog hare i fitund 


Of safety— or let me 1 ^ 

h’ieg. I have done with life! 

i’lr. Let us have done willi that which cankers life — 
Familiar feuds and vain recrimiiiatiuiis ^ 

Of things which cannot be undone. We have 
^o more to learn or hide : I know no fear. 

And have witltin these very walls men who [things. 
(Although you know them not) dare venture all 
You stand high with the state ; w hat passes here 
Will not eicite her too great curiosity : 

Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye, 

Stir not, and speak not ; — leave the rest to me : 

We must have no third babblers thnist betw'een us. 

I Exit Ulbic. 

Sieg. (sofus.) Am I nwnkc? arc these my fathers' 
hails ? 

And yoH— my son ? Mg son ! mine ! who have ever 
Abhorr'd both mystery and blood, and yet 
Am plunged into tbe deepest hell of both ! 

I must be speedy, ur more w'lll be shed — 

The Hungarian’s ! — Llric — lie hath partisans, 

It seems : I might havc-gucss'd as much. 6h, foot ^ 
Wolves prowl in company. He hath the key 
(As I too)«of the opposite door wliich leads 
luto tlic turret. Now Uieii ! or once more 
To be the father of fresh crimes, no less 
Than of the criminal T Ho \ Oabor ! Gabor ! 

[fxif mfo the furref, closing the door after him. 

SCENE 11. 

The inlertor of the Turret. 

Gaiob and Siecbndouf. 
find. Who calls? 

.S’tey. I — Siegendorf! Take these, and fly I 

l.ose not a moment ! 4 

[ Tears off a diamond star and other jetoeis, and 
thrusts them into Gabor'b hand. 

Gab. What am 1 to do 

tviih these? ^ 

Sieg. Whate’er you will : sell tiiein, or hoard, 
A nd prosper ; but delay not, or you are lost ! 

G«6, You pl^lged your honour for my safety ! 

Siey. And 

l^Inst thus redeem it. Fly, I am not master, 

It seems of my own castle— of my own 


T»n, that I rtnnbtcil at limfn your wcaknrM,** etc. etc. There ire 
utlier |»ak.raKes aUli inure prcMialc. Why they sri |n1ntc«l for vcrac, 
1 cannot for Uie life o( me conjecture i they are ai plain proae ar 
a inmplke act— Da. MiciKN.J * 

' Weatuodon a preclpico down which <xic of ifaicc 

roiikl inevitably have plunjted; fori will nut deny Hut I knew my 
own cilnaUon to be a« criQcal m yours. I Ihercfere pi'cclpiuted 
Slraleiihciih! Ton held the torch! You iioititnl out liie path! 
Show me now that of safely < or let me show it you !— 
sieg. 1 hare done wkh life I 

i:lr. Let us hare dono with retro<i>ectkN). We hare nolbliM; 
mom either lu learn or to conceal from each other. 1 hare cou- 
and partlsauj : tlicy are even within lire walh. ihout;h you do 
not know Uiem. Kwp your own secret. ' rresrrvc an iinrhansevl 
Countenance. Without your furtbc^interfercjicc. I will fur ever 
secure you from llie indiscretion of a lAIrtf person,** etc. etc.— 
Miss Ltl's KruUiHtr.) 

• 
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Retainers— nay^even of these very walls, 

Or I would bid them fall and crusii me \ Fly ! 

Or you will be slain by— 

^ Gab. Is it even so? 

Farewell, tlien ! Recollect, however, Count, 

You sought this fatal interview ! 

Sieg. Idid: 

Let it not be more fatal still !— Begone ! 

Gab. By tlie same path I cntei’d ? 

Sieg. " Yes; that safe still i 

Bill loiter not in Prague ; — you do jiot know 
With wboin you liave to deal. 

Gab. 1 know too well — 

And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire! 

Farewell ! 

f Exit Gabor. 

Sifg. {solus and lufeniii(;r.} He hath clear'd the 
staircase. Ah ! I hear 

The door sound loud behind him I He is safeJ 
Safe! — Oh, my father’s spirit !— I am fhint— 

[ I7« doten upon a none seat, near the wall of 
(As rotrer, tn a drooping potlure. 

Enter Uuiic, trif othert armedt and vith weapons 
drawn. * 

Vlr. Despatch !— be ’s tliere ! 
hud. The count, my lord ! 

Vir. (reroj^uUiity SiKGENDORF.) You here; sir ! 
Sieg. Yes: if you want another victim, strike! 
Vlr. [sering him stript of his jewels.) Where is the 
ruflhin who hath plunder'd you ? 

Vassals, despatcli in search of him ! You see 
'T was as I said— the wretch hath slript my father 
Of jewels which might form a prince’s heirloom ! 
Away ! 1 ’ll follow you forthwith. 

^ I Exeunt all but SieuERDOiiF ami Ulric. 

What ’s this ? 

Wliere is the villain ? 

Sieg. There are t»co, sir : whidi 

Are you in que^ of ? 

Vlr. * Let us hear no more 

Of this : ho must be found. You have not let him 
Escape? 

Sieg. He ’s gone. •’* 

Vlr. With your conuivance? 

Sieg. With 

My fullest, freest aid. 

Vlr. Then fare you well 1 

• [ Ui.Mc fx poin^. 

Sieg. Stop] 1 commaod— entreat— implore ! Ob, 
Will you then leave me? (Clric ! 

Vlr. What ! remain to be 


Denounced— dragg’d, it may be, in chains ; and all 
By your inherent weakness, half humanity, 

Sellish remorse, and temporising pity, • 

That sacrifices your whole rare to save/^ 

A wretch to profit by^ oar ruin ! Ko, count, 
Henceforth you have no son ! 

Sieg. I never hai) one ; 

And would you ne'er bad borne the useless name f 
Where will you go ? 1 would not send you forth 
Without protection. • 

Vlr. Leave that tirUo roe. 

I ajn not alone ; nor merely the vain heir 
Of your domains ; a thousand, ay, ten thousand 
Swords, hearts, and hands, are mine. 

.Sieg. The foresters ! 

With whom tite Hungarian found you first at Frank- 
fort! [tdl 

Vlr. Yes — men — who are worthy of the name! 'Co 
Your senators that they look well to Prague; 

Tlieir feast of peace was early for the times ; 

There arc more spirits abroad than Jiave been laid 
With Wallenstein I 

Enter JoMVntXB ami Ida. 

Jos. What is ’t we hear ? My Sie^endorf ! 

Thank Heaven, I you safe! 

Sieg. Safe ! 

Ma. Yes, dear father ? 

Sieg. No, no; I have no children : never more 
Call me by that worst name of parent. 

Jos. What 

Means my good lord ? 

Sieg. Tliat jou have given birth 

To a demon ! 

Ida. (laAtNq liLRicV^nd.) tWbo shall dare say 
this of Ulric 

Sieg. Ida, beware! there ’s blood upon tliat liand. 
Ida. {stooping to kiss il.) I *d kiss it off, though it 
\ were mine. 

Sieg. It is so ! 

Vlr. Aw’ay ! it is your father’s ! 

[Exit Uuttc:. 

Ida. ' Oh, great God! 

And I have loved this man ! 

(Ida falh xenxe/exx— JA sepuirb stands xpeecAiexx 
with horror. 

Sieg. The wretcli hath slain 

Them both ! — My Josephine ! wc are now alone ! 
Would we had ever been so !— ^\11 is over 
For me ! — ^ow open wide, my sire, thy grave ; 

Thy curse lialh dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine !— The race of Sicgeiidorf is past ! 
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CARMEN SECULARS ET ANNTS BAUD BURABUOS.' 



Impir CnfTttnt AcbllK.** 


The ^^goodold times** — all times when old are good— ! 
Are gone; the present might be if they*wou)d ; 

Great tl^gs have been, and are, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will 
A wider space, a greener fleld, is given r 

To tliose who play tiieir “ tricks before high heaven/* 

1 know not if tlie angels weei^ but men 
Have wept enougli— for what ?— to weep again ! 

C "* 

All is exploded— be it go0d or bad. 

Header ! remember when thou wert a lad, • 

Then Pitt was all ; or, if not all, so much, 

His very rival almost deem’d him such. ■ 

VVe, we.liave seen the intellectual race* 

Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face— 

Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free.. 

As the deep billows of the Aegean roar 
Betwixt the Hellenic and the Plirygian shore. 

But where arc they — the rivals ■*— a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide eadi winding sheet. ^ 
fiow peaceful and how powerful js the grave 
Which hushes all ! a calm, unstormy wave 
*VVliich oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of**dust to dust;*” but half its tale untold : 

Time tempers not its terrors — still the worm 
Winds its cold folds, the tomb, preserves its form. 
Varied alxA'e, but still alike below ; 

Tlie urn may shine, the ashes will not glow. 

Though Cleopatra's mummy cross the sea 
O’er whid) from empire she lured Anthony ; 

Though Alexander’s urn a show be grown 


* ( Thu poem wm wriUen bjr Lord Byron at Genoa, lo the early 
pallor the year fS33;aiid pubibhetl In London, by Ur. JuhaUuul. 
)U ambenticiiy waa much dUpoted af the time.^E.] 

* [ Mr. Fox naed to say—*' / ncTcr want « word, but Pitt bever 
wants the word." The story occura In many memoirs of the time.] 

* (Tbe grave of Mr. Fox. in vveatmlnster .ibbey, la wiihio 

inches of that of Ur. PUL— 

'* Where*- UiQHiff Ibot^M t« traowa pridet- 
Tbe mlftbir cblvU •Uep fide by ride. 

Drop opoo ros'f state tbe (eer. 

T w til Irkkie to bU rliari bier ; 

O'er riil't tbe meomrul roqulem tontKl, 
tnd foi'a tlHiU tbe note* rvbomul, 

Tbe wirmn erbo items to rry— 

‘ Hera let Ibelr dUrord tt llh Utein dte; 

!<peah not for Iboee ■ leperelf doeni. 

Whom talc made broiben in ibe tomb, i 


» % 

On shores he wept to conquer, though unknown— 
How vain, how worse than vain, at length ap|tcar 
The madman’s wish, the^accdonian’s tear I 
He wept for worlds to conqdtr — half the earlli 
Knows notiiis name, or but hlB death, and birth, 
And desolation ; wliile his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation, save its peace. 

He “ wept for worlds lo conquer 14* he who ne*cr 
Conceived the globe he panted pot to spare ! 

With even the busy Norlliem Isle unknown, 
Which holds bis urn, and never knew bis throne.* 



But where Is he, the modern, mightier far. 

Who, born no king, made monarchs draw his car ? 
Tlie new Sesostris, whose unlunmess'd kings,* 

Freed front the bit, believe themselves w ith wings. 
And spurn the dust o’er which tliey crawl’d of late. 
Chain'd to the chariot of the chieHniR’s state? 

Yes I witere is^K^Ue cham^on and tin* child 
Of all that *sgr|$t<>r little, vjyfieor wild? [thrones? 
Whose gaHie was empires, and whose stakes were 
Whose tabic, earth — w hose dice were human bones ? 
Behold the grand result in jon lone isle,* 

And, as thy nature urges, weep or smile. 

Sigh to beliold the eagle’s lofty rage^ 

Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage ; 

Smile to survev the queller of tbdnatioos 
Now daily squabbling o’er disputed rations ; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he Jtnes, 

O’er curtail'd dishes and o'er stinted wines; 

O'er petty quarrels upon petty things. 

Is tins tlie man who scourged or fea«ted kings ? 
Beliold the scales in which his fortune bangs, ^ 

^^-,5 *• - t 

ri .*• 

. ^ ^Rul k^rrb lh« land onttliif into. 

Wltcre wtn IboQ fiuU UKlpniia again P’" 

. (> «c- Stx ffatTSR Sunr.] 

4 ( A tarcoptUiguL of breccia. supiKMCd to have contained Ibe 
dnU of Alexander, which came into flic poaaeaatoo of l)ie EnglUh 
army, in coQ^klocnce of Ihe capiUiJaUon of AlexaodHa, In F^ 
bnary. IMU, waa prcwtited by George til. lu ibe BHilsh Uu> 
•eum.— E.] 4 

^ [Seaoalrb U aakl, by Uiodonri, toj^ve had hU diariol drawn 
by eiabt vanquUliod lovercigat : 

** High M M* m Scwirtf f iruct my iwif. 
niiont fraplrtH tUv« in Rotdnrt hjp^ou'drrt*: 

HU baruU • bow and polnlat U«'lia bold. 
tIU gtJDt Haba are arm'd lo acaiw of gold." 

I'wr^ Ttwa/e of faau.t 

4 ^bt. Hclviu.] 
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A surgeon's* statement, and an enrl's* harangues! 

A bust delay'd,’ a book refused, can sliake 
Tlie sleep of him who kept the ^orld Swake. 

Is this inde<‘d the tamer of the jtreat, 

Now slave all could tease or irritate-; 

The paltry gaoler,* and the prying spy, , 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh ? * 
Plunged in a dungeon, he had still been great; 

How low, Imw litll^as this middle state, 

Between a prison and a palac^ where 
How few could feel for what he had to bear r* 

Vain his romplaiift, — my lord pr«»ents hiA)ill, 
llis food and wine were doled out duly still : 

Vain was his sickness, never was a dime 
So free from homicide — to doubt *s a crime; 

And the stiff surge^, Vhn maintain'd his cause. 
Hath loslhis place, nnd gain’d the world’s appimise.* 
But smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart 
J)i^ain, defy, the tardy aid of art ; 

'rft3glu save thoflew fond friends and imaged face 
Of $it fair boy his sire sholtAc’^r embrace, 

None stand hv bis low l>ed~though even the mind 
Re wavering, whicli long awed and awes mankind : 
SmUe — for the fetter’d eagle breaks bis chain. 



O'. 


How, if that soaring spirit still retain 
A conscious tw ilight of his blazing reign, 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
'Hie little that Jie was and sou^t to be! 

Wliat though bis name tTwider empire found 
Than his ambition, thoi|)gh with sc,arcc a bound ; 
'Hiough first in glory, deepest in reverse,, • 

He tasted empire's blessings and its curse : 
Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains, would gladly be their tyrant's ape; 
How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 


* ( Mr. Barry O’Meara, i ^ 

« (Earl Balhnrst.j 

* [ The hud of hh ion.] 

* [Sir flntbon l.owe.] 

s (Captala Haul liali'a inlerciUn;; ao<u>nnt of hin interview with 
the cx*«mpcrvr occurs io hU *' Vova^c to Looctioo."— E.) 

0 (ThacirciimaUnoesunrler which Mr. d*MMra'«iltsmiuairrom 
hl< m^esty’snervlce luok |ilace,wilUuf&ce lu »how liow little "Ibe 
i4i(T aurgeon" merited 0ir ap|daMJie of Lord Bynin. In a letter to 
the Admiralty Doaryf by Ur. dated X>c^S8, ISIS, there oc* 
ciirml Ibe fulluwiiy; |>ara|;r«|>li Win tlic Ihlnl inicrvlew'whicb 
Sir llmitoo Lowe had with .Napoleon Buonaparte In Jtty, tst6, ho 
proixavd to the Ullrr to srnd me away, and to replace me by Mr. 
Baiter, wlio had been Kvcral years tur^un In the Coiiiicau Ran- 
Rers. FatlinR In tbii ipempt. he adopinJ the resohttion of maid- 
IrsUm; (treat confidence In me. hy loading me with dvlliiiM,inviiiDR 
me comtanlly to dine with him.*bonvmlox for hoti^s together wlih 
me alone, both In bis own house and grounds, and at Longwood, 
either In my own room, or under the trcesRiidelsewhnv. Unsome 
uf these oceasluns be made to me olwrrvaUoim upon the benelit 
which would result to Eiux>|ie from Uie death of bapoleon Buuna* 
parte; of which arent Ive siKike (n aThanuer wlricb, considering hh 
silnatloti and miue, was peculiarly dUtrosing lu loe.'*— The Sc ere- 
l.iry to the Admiralty das iiudrucivd lu iimwcr id Uk.<k; lenns i— 
“It is itn|K<M|blo ^ doubt the mc.itdn;; which Ihi* (laMage was 
intended to convey sand my L<ivds can as little duubt lltal Ihchtsi- 
muflon h a calnminoui falsehood : but if it were Ime. ami if so 


The proudest sea-mark that o'ertops the w avel 
W hat though his gaoler, duteous to the last, 

Scaroe deem'd the eoflin’s lead could keep him fast. 
Refusing one poor line along the lid. 

To date the birth and death of all it hid ; 

Tliat name sliall hallow' the ignoble slKirc, 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

The fleets tliat sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear their sea-boys hail it from the mast; 
>Vhen Victory’s Gallic column shall but rise. 

Like Pompey's pillar, in a desert’s skies, 

The roeky isle that holds or held bis dust 
Shall crown tlie Atlantic like the hero's bust. 

And mighty nature o’er his obsequies 
Do more tium niggard envy still denies. * 
ifut what are these to him ? Can glory's l|^l 
Touch tl^ freed spirit or the fetter'd dust? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists ; 
Nought if lie sleeps — nor moiN^f he exists : 

Alike the better-seeiiig shade will smile 
On the rude cavern of the rocky isle, 

As if bis ashe.s found their latest hon>e 
In Rome's Pantheon or G^l’s mimic dome. 

He wants not this; but Frftce sliall feel the want 
Of this last consolation, though so scant; 

Her lionour, fame, and faltii demand his bones, 

To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or carried Bnward in the battle’s van, 

To form, like Ouescltn's ' (lust, her talisman. 

Rut be it as it is^the time may come 

His name shairbent the alarm, like Ziska's drum.* 

V. 

O heaven! of which he was in power a feature; 

O earth 1 of which he was a noble creature; 

'Hiou Isle! to be remember'd long and well. 

That saw’st the unfledged eaglet chip his shell ! 

Ye Alps, which view’d him in his dawning Rights, 


horrible i luggcation were roodp to yr>o, directly or indirectly, It 
was yonr bomiiJi'n duly not to hare lost a moment in coniratinl- 
caUt^t It to Ute Admiral on ihe spot, or to the Secretary of SUle. 
or to their Lord«hipa. An overture so niorutroui In itself, and so 
deeply iorotving. not mrrely the personal characirr of the gover- 
nor, but Ibe hononr of the nalkio, and the Importanl interest 
cotnmitlcd to bia ebarge, sliould not have l>efn reserved in your 
ow n breast for two years, to he prodnoed at last, not ( as It would 
ap(>ear ) fomi a srii»e of pnbUcdiity, bul In furtherance of your own 
personal hostility against the governor.— Ritlier the dtai^ ts in 
Ihe last degree blac oimI calnnmious, or you can have im pumible 
excuse for bavtog tiitberto suppressed it. In ritber case, and 
without advcriiitg |o the geperai Imoiir of your cooduct, as#Uted 
in your letler. my l^xrls consider you to be an improper persou 
to continue in ids majesty's service: and they hare directed your 
name to be erased from Useliatof naval mrgeorts accordingly ."—B.I 

T iBuonaparle died Ihe3ih oTMay. tfiSI.) 

> ( Guetchn, consiabisuf France, died in the midst of hb triumphs 
before CivileaapeuI dc JUiukHi, iu tSOO. the Kngiish garrison, 
whlclt iiad couilitiooed to surrender at a certain time, marclied out 
the day after his death: ami Ihe rommouder ro«pectfiilty laid the 
keys of the fortress on the bier, m that it miglit appear to tiavr 
surrendered to hb ashes.] 

9 [ John Zbka— a disUnguished leader of Uic iliia»itrs. It it re- 
conled of him, tliat, in dying, he ordered hb skin to be made the 
('•tveringof a drum. The B«>hemians hold hb memory in uiperdi* 
(inns veneration.] 
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Hover, the victor of a ImiidreU ^hts! 

'I'lioii Rome, who Kn^ 'st thy ('^esar's outdone ] 
Alas! utiy pass'd he too the Kuhicon — 

The Kuhicon of man's awaken’d ri^hts, • 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites? 

Egypt ! from wliose all dateless tomlis arose 
Forgotten hiaraohs from their long repose. 

And shook w ithin their pyramids to hear 
A new Oimbyses thundering in their ear; 

^Vh^le tlie dark shades of forty n^^Mtood 
Like startled giants by ^ile's fungous fle^; ' 

Or from the pyramid's tall pinnacle 
Beheld the desert peopled, as from hell, 
ilh clashing hosts, wh^strew’d the barren sand 
'I'o re-manure the uncultivated land I 
S|>ain! w'laicli, a moment mindless of the Cid, 
Belield his iKin^rj llouting thy Madrid! 

Austria! which saw thy tw’(^*e ta'en c^ipital 
Twice spared to be the traitress of bis fall ! 

Ye race ut Eredoric! — Frederics hut in name 
And falsehood — lieirs to all dicept his fame; 

AVho, crush'd at Jena, crouch'd at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow* ! Ye who dwell 
>Vhcre Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
Tlic unpiiid amount of Catherine's bloody debt! 
Poland ! o'er which the nvenging angel past. 

But left the^s he found thee, still a waste. 
ForgcUtng^l thy still enduring claim. 

Thy lotted (leople aud extinguish'd name. 

Tl»y sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear, 

TIuit sound that crashes in the tyrant's ear— 
Kosciusko! On-M)n — on — the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their czar. 

'Hie half barhnric Moscow's minarets 
Gleam in the sun, but 't is a sun tliat sets ! 

Moscow ! Um)u limit of his long career, 

For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vain — he saw thee — liow? witli spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 

To this the soldier lent his kindling match. 

To this the. peasant gave his cottage thatch. 

To this the merchant flung bis hoarded store, 

The prince his liall^and kloscow was no morel 
I Subliim'st of volcanos! Etna's flame • 

I Pales before thine, and quenchless Hecla 's tame ; 

' Vesuvius shows his blaze, mid usual sight 
j For gaping toqrists, from ms hackney'd height : 

I 'fliou stand's! alone unrivall’d, till the fire' 
t To come, in wbicli all empires shall expire 1 
, Tlioii other element! as strong and stern. 


I To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn!— 
Whose icy w ing flapp'd o’er the faUrriijg fge. 

Till fell a liero with Each flake of’siio#f|^'* 

How did thy immhing lieak and silent ffing 
Pierce, till hofU perish'd witli a single pang! 

.In«vain shall Seine look up afdl(^is banks 
For tlie gay thousands of hTs dandling ranks! 

In vain shall France recall lieneath her vines 
Her toutli — their blood flows faster than her w ines ^ 
Or sta^ant in tAeir ImmaQ remains 
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy's broad sun ajiaken 

Her offspring chill'd; its lieams afe now- fonaken. 

Of all the trophies gather'd from the war! 

What sliall return ? — the I'ruiquefbr's lmk|ri car! 
Tlie conqueror’s yet unbroken heart! 

Tlie horn of Roland sounds, Tiiid not in vahi.r 
Lutzen, w here fell^the Swede of victor^,* 

Beholds him Conquer, Imt, alas! not die : 

. Dresdeoi surveys three despots fly once more 
Before their sovereign— sovereign as before; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits Ui^ field, 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish'dih'ield; 
The Saxon jackal leaves the lion's side 
To turn the bear’s, and wolfs, and fox's guide; 

And backwafd to the den of his dr^tnir 
Hic forest monarch ^iriiiks, but finds no lair! 

O ye! and rm’h, and all ! O France! who found 
Ihy long fair fields, ploiigli’d up as hostile grouml, 
Disputed foot hv foot, till treason, still 
His only victor, from Montmartre's hill 
]x>ok'd down o'er trampled I'aris! and thou Isle,* 
Which freest Etruria from thy r^fiparts smite, 

Timu momentary' shelter of his f ride, 

Till w oo’d by danger, his yet weeping bride I 
OFraiicei retaken by a single ftwreh, 

M'hose path wias through one long triumphal arch ! 
O bloody and most bootless Waterloo! 

Which proves how RwU piay have their fortune loo, 
Won half by blunder, half by treachery : 

O dull Saint Helen I w ith thy gaoler nigh-^ 

Hear! liear Prometheus* from his rock ap{)eal 
To earth, air, ocean, a|l that felt or feel 
His |K)wer and glory, all who yet shall hear 
A name eternal as, the rolling year; 

He teaeJifs them the lesson taught so long. 

So oft, AO vainly— learn to do no w rong! 

A 8ingl?6tep into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray’d: 

A single stop into the w rong has given 


< [ At ibe b»iUe of the t>yniulds. la July. t796. Buotuparle Mhl. 
I — ! (rorn Ibe niinmll of yotklrr |iyr*mi<Is fn^y 
( bch(il4l 

I ■ [GusUviis AUoIphiu fell at the great balUc of Lutzeo,.io No-> 
, vemlwr, tfiS*.] , 

I ^ t The l>le of Riba.} 

4 1 1 cf&iii^lM rMiicr lo Uie 6r«( address of Promethcas in iCwli y* 
I 111*, wlim Itc Ik left alone by lib aUcodauls. and before the anival 
> of llie ctiorua uf.Sea-nympba- ^ 

* ( ** Mbrrral air. and 

1c rlftn >prloglnK rrMO (rckb founii, ye mm. 


Tbeioeribc laicrailnebte enafl wreetti 
Tear rrliped uDUee. Um ell*prcMhKtiif eertb. 

And IlMM, SHgbt lun. I e»<l, wbon OaiBliis orb 
1 tcM< (bui«tijc world (MiKelb. aoe e iml. 

I »af(rr from Ibe (lodi; wlib wbet ilmv pebu. 

Brbold. wbet loriuree (or retottina ean 
1 here cooti Mragalr; Kicfi aowrojlf cbeioe 
TbU new-raieeil ruler of Um gode debited. 

Abiuel Tbtt groea bar»t« irom my engubb'il been. 
My pretent woc» end fiifere to briseeii.«> , 

For ritoers thoNii ^ ^ 

To monel oidii I beer (bit weigMor woe!*' 
ronra'i 
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His nnmc a doubt to all the winds of heaven ; 

The reed of Fortune^ and of Ihiwies the rod. 

Of Fame tUb'lRdodi or the demi|od; 

His countryV Caesar^ Europe’s Hnnstbal, 

Without tiieir decentjy^nity of fnlj. V 

Yet Vanity herself had better taught • 

A surer path even bO the f'liue he sought, 

By pointing out on history's fruitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin's qniet in'^ory clin^ to li^ven, 
Calming the lightning which he thence hath nven, 
Or drawing from the po.less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that whirMtoasts his birth; ' 
>Vhile Washington's a watMiword, sudi as ne’er 
Shall sin^whfie 't an echo left to air : * 

While evih tlie Spaniard's thirst of gold and war 
ForgetS'Piril^ to shout Bolivar!* 

Alas! why must the same. Atlantic wave j 
Which wafted freedom gird a ijTant's §^ave — 

Tlic king of kings, and yet of slaves ftie slave, 

Who bursts the chains of millions to renew 
The very felters*whicli his arm bcoke through, 

And crush’d the rights of Europe and his own. 

To flit between a dungeon and e throne? 

* VI. -j 

But *t will not be— the spark 's awaken'd— lo I 
The swarthy Sjmniard feels his former glow ; 

The same high spirit which beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore 
Revives — and where? In that avenging clime 
Where Spain was onoQ synonymous with crime. 
Where Cortes’ jftid Bizarro’s banner flew, 

The infant world redeems her name of ** JVeic." 

'T is the old aspiration breatlted afresh, 

To kindle souls withiadegraded flesh, 

Such as repulsed Uie Persian fFom thd shore 
Where Greece teas — No ! she still is Greece once more. 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast. 
Slaves of the east, qr helots of the west; 

On Andes' and on Athos' peaks unfurl’d. 

The self-same standard streams o'er cither world; 
Tlie Athenian wears again Harlhodius’ sword;* 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord; 

The Spartan knows himself once more a Gretji; 
Young Freedom plumes the erckt of each cacique ; 
Debating despots, hemiird on either shore. 

Shrink vainly from Uic roused Atlantic’s roarf 
Through Caipc's strait the rojiing tides advance, 
Sweqi slightly by tlie half-lamed land of France, 
Dash o’er the old Spaniard's cradle, and would fain 


• I The cclebnied moUo on a Freucli medal o( FrarikUo 

“ Erlpslt calolulmeb. Mvpiramqne tjriuiiili.*' 

• f Tn be the firal maa ( not the IiicUlor ). not the Sjrtia, bnl 
the WashlnjOun, or. ArbUdnt. the leader in talent auU trdUi, h to 
be next to the Dlvinliy.**— a. /Hory.l 

) [Simon BolKar, the liberator of Colombia and Pern, die<i at 
Kao Pedro, December, 4830, of an iUucM brought on by excesAire 
faliffUR and cxlftioo. For an account of I.unl Byroa’* achemc of 
^ruling South America In 1822, sec Sloorc'a Notices, Vul. V.. 
|j M2.— t.J 


Unite Ausonia to the mighty main : 

But driven from thence aw hile, yet not for aw. 

Break o'er the iEgoan, mindful of Uic day 
Of Salamfs! — there, Uiere the waves arise. 

Not to lie lull’d by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, abandon'd in their utmost need 
By Christians, unto whom they gave their creed. 
The desolated lands, the ravaged isle. 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile, 

Tlie aid ex aded, anil the cold delay, 

Prolong'd bj^t in the hope to make a prey * 

These, tliese sliall tell the tale, and Greece can show 
The false friend worse tlrnn tlie infuriate foe. 

But this is well : Greeks onff sliould free Greece, 
Not the barbarian, with bis mask of peace. 

How should the autocrat of bondage be 
The king of serfs, and set the nations [lee? 

Better still serve the haug^ity Mussulman, 

Tlian swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan ; 

Better still toil for masters, than await, 

Tlic slave of slaves, before a Russian gate,— 
Number’d by hordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing but for thrall, 

Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward 
For the first courtier in the Czar’s regard ; 

Wliile their immediate owner never tastes 
Hjs sleep, sons dreaming of Siberfa's w^a^^ ; 

Better succumb even to Uicir own despair^ 

And drive the camel tlian purvey the bear. 

VII, 

But not alone w ithin tlic hoariest clime 
Where Freedom dat^s her birtli w ith that of Time, 
And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud, 

Tlie dawn revives : renown’d, romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil again. 

Not now the Roman tribe nor Punic horde 
Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword ; 

But now tlie Vandal or the \ isigoth 
Pollute the plains, alike abhorring l>oth ; 

Nor old Pelayo on his mountain rears 
The warlike fatliers of a thousand years. 

That saed is sown and reap’d, as oft Uie Moor 
Sighs to remember on his dusky shore. 
lA>ng in the peasant’s song or poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abencenrag^; 

The Zegri; and the captive victors, flung (sprung- 
Back to the barbarous .realms from whence they 
But tliese ore gone — their faith, Ibcir swords, their 
Yet leR more antichristian foes than tliey : [sway, 


4 fTlw ttoiuuthynin. ascribed to Callbtrxiiu i— 

“Cover'd wilb rayrlle-Mreodu. I ‘II wear my ■v*or||S 
Liko brave llarmodtuK tod his (tatriol frlrad 
ArlsIOReieon, Mbo Uw lawa rtalogad, * 

Tbc tyraol slew, aod-badc oppressloo i-od." etc. dr. ] 

* [For llie (Ini aulhrnUc accouol ot Ibe RumUii in 

Orcecc, is tiir years aliiKlrd lo, see Gordon’s *' llietory of Use 
Greek RcToluUou*' fCsss . vv4. i. 
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The bigot nranai^h and the butcher priest, 

Thf Iiiquisitiou, with her burning feast, 

The faitti'ji red auto,*' fed with human f^l, 

While sate the Catholic Moloch, calmly cWel, 
Enjoying, with inrsDrable eVe, 

That fiery festival of agony ! 

Tli« stern or feeble sovereign, one or both 
By turns; the hmichtiness whose pride w as slolh ; 
The long degenerate noble ; the debased • 
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced, 

But more degraded ; the unpeopled realm ; *• 

Tin* once proud navy wiricli'for^ot the helm ; 

The once impervious phalanx disarray'd ; 

Tlie idle fprge that form'd Toledo's blade ; 

The foreign wcaltlf that flow'd on ev’ry shore. 

Save hers who earn’d It >yith the natfWs’ gore ; 

The very language which lyi^U vie with Rome's, 

And once was known to dnaeiits like their homes, 
Neglected or forgotten !— such was Spain ; 

Rut such she is not, nor shall be again.' 

These worst, tliesc home invaders, felt and feel 
The new Nuinantihe soul of old Castile. 

I'p! up again I undaunted Tauridor ; 

The bull of I^laris renews his roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous lydalgo*! not in vMn 
Revive IhcTpry — “ logo I and close'Spain 1 ” 

Yes, close her with your armed besoms round. 

And form the barrier « hich Na(>oleon found, — 

The exiermiflating war, the desert plain, , 

The streets w ithout a tenant^ save the slain ; ' 

The wild sierra, with its^lendcr tVpop 
Of vulture-plumed guerrillas, on the stoop 
For tlieir incessant prey; the des|>erale wall 
Of SarngossA, mightiest in her fall ; • 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid . 

Waving her more than Amazonian blade; » 

The knife of Arragon, •Toledo'^ sled ; 

The fam^Mis lance of clMvalrous Castile; 

Ttie unerring rifle of the Catalan ; 

The Andalusian courser in the van ; 

Tlie torch to make a Moscow of Madrid ; 

And in eachWrf the spirit of *tl?e Cid 
Such have been, such shall be, such are. Advance, 
And win — not Spain, but thine own freedom, 
France! 


' y S*|MEa oVl Spaaiifa nar-cry.] I 

* f Hee antf. p. 99-] 

y The ArraRoui9» are prcuilarir dexieroni In llie me of Uiia 
wea{MMi, jy i ii parUcntarly In fonner Frrndt win. 

4 (Tbm^iORrcai of Ihe Sovereiftiu of Rus»ia, Xtiattia,*rniwfa, I 
etc. etc. eie., whicli aaMrmhin} ^Vemoa, In iKptohtnin ol 4trx] I 

* [ I’alrkk llmr>, of Yirgtnl;^ Ifoiliaic memwof (tie AinerJ* i 
can CongrcM. <Uctl in June. 1797. l.onl Byiwu allud&^'io Hm I 
famonl apeech In 1769, In which, on ^ylox. Ccur hid hii Brutm I 
—Chirln the First hid bis Cromwell George Ihe Third—” 
Henry wis Inlernipled wllh i shout of*‘ Treason! treason!!''— i 
Init coolly Biitshi'd Ihr sentence with— “ George the Third nuiy j 

profit by their esample."—E.] , I 

* I •* 1 hive been over V«-ona^ The kniphlibeitre U wonderful 
— beats ^ven Greece. Of tiie (rath of Jnliel't story, (bey seem 
tcoicioiit to 1 degree, ItuisUng on this tact— giving i dale (ISOS), 
ami showing ajomb. II Is • plain, open, and partly decayed sar- 
cophagus, with williered ifives In It, in a wild and deeolate conveti* 






Rut to ! gCoqgbcss! * AVftd, that hallow'd name 
Which freed t|^e Atlantic ? May we hope the saint* 
For oulwoni Europe? With the sound yise. 

Like Samiid's sliade to Saul's monarchic eyes, 

The propheti^f Young Freedom, summon'd far 
From climeo Of Wasbingto^i and Bolivar : 

Henry, ihtf forest-born DemosUienes, * 

Whose thunder shook )lie Philip of the seas; * 

And stoic Franklin's energetic shade. 

Robed in the lightnings which his hand allay'd; 

And W'ashinglon, the tyran^-tainer, wake,* 

To bid d.s Mush for these old chains, or^reak. 

But tr/io corilpose this senate of the fc>^ 

I'hat Should redeem the many? B7io renew 
This consecrated name, till now assign'd 
To councils held to benclit mankit^? ^ 

Who now asspiiible at llic holy can? 

The blest AIKance, which says three arc all! 

An earthly trinity ! which wears theslu^pe 
Of heaven's, as man is mimick'd l»y thi'ape. 

A pious unity! in purpose one— 

To melt threo fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egv’pt's gods were rational tp tiiese ; 

Their dogs and oxen knew* tlieir own^degrees, 

And. quiet in their kennel or the^ sited. 

Cared little, so tlwl tliey were dmy fed ; 

But thesC^ more hungry, must have sonietliing iiiBre. 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 

Ah ! how much happier were good >f)sop's frogs 
Than we ! for ours arc animated logs. 

With ponderous maAce swelling to and fro, 

Aik! crushing nations with a stupid blow- ; - . 

All duly anxious to leave little work 
Unto the revolutionarv stork. 


Thrice blest Veronal since the holy tliree 
With their impe^ j^scncc shine on thee ; 
Honour'd by tluftp thy treacherous site forgets 
The vaunted tomblhf all the Capulels;”* 

'fhy Scaligers — fdr w liat w as “ Bog the Great,*' 
<^n Grande,” (w hich I venture to translate,) 
To these stiblimer pugs ? Thf poet too, 
Catullus, w'liosrold laurels yl^ to new 




tual garden, once a oemetrry, now rufoed lii ibe vrfy graves. The 
alluaUun alruck me aa very approprUle h> Uic Icgrnd, beiii; htighi- 
rd aa Oicir love. I have brouRht jwa>^ few pteoea of ukL|milr, 
lo give to my (laughter and niy nhKet. ihc (*oUiic morun^w of 
Uie ^allger prlncea pleaaod me, l>u^ a poor vihoow am1/*^A 
/alters, Noe. tllS.] jK 

7 [Cane 1. l>iUaScal.i,kumaroedtbcGrtal,<]ie(liiilAa^ 
the protector of Dank*, who celebrated him w **U Gran L<j»n- 
banto."— B.] 

• [ Verona has been dUUnSuished u the cradle pf many illos- 
trioiis men. There is one still llring— 

*' rn- cal lo r«ms In itcMamtUuoas 
llercgU. creehi, slau Tcrana,— 

I mean IppoUto Plndeinonle, a poet who liaa caught a porlion of 
that sun whose selling beams yet glhl Ihe horizon of Italy. His 
rural pieces, for ihctr chaste style of colouring, their re|*osr, an<t 
th'eir'kceping, may be said to he in pnelrr; what the landscapes of 
Claude LorMlne art in pltiure.^nosE.] 
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'ItiinG ampliltheatre* wKere Romans safe; 

-And Dante’s exile sheUerM by thy gale;* 

Thy good old man, whose world was all within 
Tliy wall, nor knew the country held him in : ' 

Would that the royal guests it girts about 
Were so far like, as never to get out ! 

Ay, shout! inscribe! rear monuments of shame. 

To tell oppression that the world is tame 1 
Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage,— 

'Die comedy is noi upon the stage; 

The show is rich in ribandry and stars, 

Then gaaoupon it^rough thy dungeon bars; 

Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For thus Tuveh still thy fetter'd hands are free ! 

X. 

Resplendttt sight.' Behold the coxcomb Cur,* * 
Die autocrat of waltzes and of war ! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm, 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm ; 

A<^lmuck beauty with a Cossack wit. 

And generous spirit, when *t is not frost*bit ; 

Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw ,* 

But harden’d back whene’er the morning ’s raw ; 
With no objection to tnie liberty. 

Except that it would make the nations free. 
l!ow welf the imperial dandy prates of peace ! 

H(9W fain, if Greeks would 1 m his slaves, free Greece! 
How nobly bark he gave the Poles their Diet, 

D>en told pugnacious Poland quiet! 

How kindly would be send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain ! 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 
His goodly person from the South long hid ! 

A blessing cheaply purchased, the world knows. 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 

Proceed thou namesake of great Philip's son ! 

La Uurpe, thine Aristotle, beckons j>n ; 

And that which Scythia was to bim«f yore 
Find with thy Scythians on Ibar&V shore.. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat a|^rd youth, 

Thy predecessor on the banks Of Priith ; 

Thou hast to aid thee, should his lot be thine. 

Many an old w oman but no Catherine. i 
Spain, too, hath rocM» aqj rivers and defllesr- 
'J'he bear itu^riish into the lion’s toils. 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres' sunny fields ; * 


> [Clandian'B hoMiis oilman of Vemoa, “ qnl Mibarbliiro nun- 
qpaoi ftjTMBU* wL*'->Tlte Laflo vmi’s are beaaUftiUjr laUtated by 
Cowley j— 

Rippf Ike BHa Kbo hU wtiole life do4b boaDd 
, Wllbln ISr vnrIoMirtef hit ptll« ground: 
flippy (bv niBQ w hgm th<- mow humble pUco 
I The bervdkurT eollageof bl«.rMe| 

From liU Br>l rUIng lofoiir) bee hiiOwo, 

And. by degren, mui grail) bending down. 

Wlib neloril propratloo. laibtt eenh 
w hicb boib (irnrrved hl« life bnd gave bim birfb. 

Him no faliedbtnnl llghii. b) fortune act, 

Could trer Inlo roolltb wandbrloga get ; 
bAcbanga of OmuijU eurktio bim tbe year: 

Tlia rtunge of tnaoof bU rataoJar." c4e. eir. 

• ITlic Emfieror Aiesandrri who <Bed In ftas.1 


Think'st tliou to thee Napoleon'^ victor yields? 
Better reclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords * 
To ploti(^^ares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hordes, 
Hcdeeni fm’ realms from slavery and the knout, 

Dian follow headlong'in Hie faM route, 

To infest the cliuie whose diies and laws are pure 
^Vith thy foul legions. Si>ain wants no manure; 
Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe ; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago : 

And wouldst Hioii Airnish lliein with fresher pre>’ ? 
Alas ! fhoii wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

' I am Diogenes, though Russ and Hun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun ; 

But were 1 not Diogenes, I ’d wander 
Rather a worm than suck an Alevinder ! 

Be slaves who ^ill, the cynic shall he free ; 

His tub hath tougher wpll^ than Sinope ; 

Still w ill he hold liis lantern up to scan 
The face of monarchs for an “ honest man.” 


And w hat doth Gaul, tlie all-prolific land 
Of Nrp/ui tfflra ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries ? and her poisy chainLbrs, 

And tribune, which each orator^rst cfliipbers 
Before he finds a voice, and when 't is found, 

Hears “ the lie ” echo for his answer round ? 

Our British Commons sometuncs deign to ** hear !** 
A Gallic smate hath more tongue than ear ; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate, 

Must fight next day his spe^ to vindicate. 

But this costs little to true Franks, who liad ratlier 
Combat than listen, were it to tlieir fatlif r. 

What is Rie simple standing of a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not? 

Though this was not the method of old Borne, 

When Tully fulinineJo’er each vocal dome, 
Demosthenes has sanction'd Clie transaction,* 

In saying eloquence me.ant Action) action I ” 

XII . 

But where's the monarch ? batii he dined ? of yet 
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt ? 

Have revolutionary pates risen. 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison ? 

Have discontented movements stirr'd Uie troops ? 
Or have no movements follow'd traitorous soups ? 


1 Thft^dcxlcrily of Calbcrloe esirtcbird Pefer { callcdklie (iiral 
bycmirtcfy), whrn Htrromuled by the UuMulinknn un (lie bank« 
of tho river Pmlb. (Por p-irtieillirt of this Iran^acUoo. tcc Bar- 
row'* •• Peicr ilie (ircai.’ -p. tzo.] * 

* i " F.lgbl tbuomnd ro«a btd (o AMoiiM ourrh'S 
tkiMlb Coant ^DQcr : Ibe reouliu 

or UmI brt«ear<qy«rblcb In Afrifli 
So «utt tgalnit ih« Muuulmio mode be«l. 

Till mow oi InJqHo* InmpporUblo, 

And roglog ihirvt of tvimpmre, utcrthrvw 
Th«lr leodor'A ooMf •pirl^ To rraengo 
lib guorrel. mici tbol onnber Icfl (heir boa<», 

SUia la aniuliiral bolile, oa Ibo UchJ 

Of Xn-r», w bore ihr Kvpirv front llie Cotbo 

by rlghuofli n««trn vm ivfi.^-foMbeg'i igtfrr/rl.)' 
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Have Carbonaro ' cooks oot caj^bonadoed 
Each course eiiou^ ? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion ! m thy dejected looks 
I read all F/^ice's treason in her cooks ! 

Cood classic Louis I is it, canst thou say,. 

Desirable to be flip “ Desire?” [abode,* 

Why wouldst thou leave calm Itart^reH’s green 
Apician table, and Horatian ode. 

To rtift a people who will not be ruled. 

And love much beyer to be scoHuge^than school’d? 
Ah ! thine was not the temper or the taste 
For thrones ; the table sees thee better placed : 

A mild Epicurean, form'd, at best. 

To be a kind host, and as good a guftt, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 
One half the poet’s, all the gourmand’s art, 

A scholar always, now and then a wit, 

And gentle when digestion may permit ; 

Rut not to gotern lands enslave^ or free ; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee. 

* xm. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise ? [isles — 

“ Arts— arms— and George— glory^andthe 
And happy Britain — wealth — and Freedom’s smiles— 
White cliffs that lield invasion far aloof— 

Contented subjects, all alike taX’proof— 

Proud Wellington, with eagle beak so curl'd, 

That nose, the book where he suspends the world ! * 

And Waterloo— and trade— and (bush ! .not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) 

And ne'er (enough) lamented Costlereagli, 

Whose penknife slit a goose-<]uiIl t’ other day — 

And * pilots who have weatliM’d every storm’— * 
(But no, not even for rhyme’s sake, name Reform”). 
These are the tliemes tlius sung so oft before, 
Methiok%>we need not sing them any more; 

Found in so many volumes far and near, 

There 'sno occasion you should find them here.» 

Yet something may remain perchance to <1iiine 
W'ith reason, and, what ’s stranger still, with rhyme. 
Even this thy genius, Canning ! may permit, 

Who, bred a statesinan* still wast tmrn a wit, ' 

And never, bven in that dull House, coul<|st tame 
To unleavm’d prose thine own |K>etic fiaine; 

Our last, our best, our only orator, V 
Even I can praise thet— Tories do no inor<t : 


(i’i9 

Nay, not ^ much ; — they hate theg^ min, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them than ft awes. 

The hounds will gather to their huntsnKin's hollo. 
And where he leads the duteous pack will follow ; . 
BuUnot for love mistake their ycdling cry ; 

Their ydp for game irnot an eulogy ; « 

Less faithful £r than tft^ four-footed pack, 

A dubious Kent would lure the bipeds back. 

Thy saddle-girths fire not yet quite |ecure, 

Nor royeltfUliion’8*feet extremely surl ; *• 

. The unwieldy ohbwfaiCb horse is apt at last 
To stumble, iRck, and now and tlien stick fast 
With his great self and rider fn thfi mud : 

But what of that ? the animal shows blood. 

. . , * 

Alas, the country! liow shall tongue or pen 
Bewall^r now staoountry gentlemen ? « 

The last to bid thyry of warfare cease. 

The first to makeSbiala^y peace. 

For w)^t were all tltese country patriots Bori^? 

J To hivu,*and yotl, and raise the price of c^rn f. 

But corn,,h’ke every mortal thiju must fall— 

Kings, conquerors, and market most of all. 

A nd must ye fall with every ear of grain ? 

Why wmild yon trouble Boonaparte’s reign ? 

He was your g^t Trtptolemus ;• his vices 
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain'd'yourprlces ! 
lieampiified to every lord's content 
I The grand agrarian alchymy, hight rent. 

Wliy did the tyrant atiimble on Ihe Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters ? 

Why did you diain him on yon isle so lone ? 

The man was worth much more upon his throne. 
True, blood and treasure boundlessly were spiUt 
But what of that ? the Gaul may bear the guiltf 
But bread was high, the farmef paid his way, 

Apd acres told uponthg appointed day. 

But where is now the goodly audit gle ? 

The purse-proud tenant, never known to fail ? 

Tlie farm which never yet was left on hand ? 

The marsh reclaimed to most improving land? 

The impatient hope of the expiring lease ? 

The doubling rental ? What an evil ’s peace I 
In vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill, 

In Vain the Commons (>ass their patriot bill 
The laiMied •nferest—(}' 0 U may understand 
The phrase mud) better leaving out the faud) — 


' ( Acoonifog lo Boita, th« N«^hun republicau who, daring 
Ihe ndgn of King Jiucliim, fl«d to ihe receaM»(»f the Ahnuii, and 
there formed i aecrei contederacr. were the fini that aeumed U»« 
designatloQ.aince familiar all over Italy, of" CarhoiMii.’(colliera).] 
* [ Hartwell, io Bockingbamsbire— 'the resideoce of Lotib XVIII. 
daring the latler yeara of the Bmigraiioa] 

' **Nuo iBmandli •eaara.**-Kor«i-«. 

The Roman appilea ft b> one who merely was imperioua to hiaac- 
<|oain(aiice. • 

t ["The Pilot lhal weather'd the storm" is the Iniclheo of a 
song, in hammr ot Pitt, by Canning. 

t ['*1 liave never lieaivl any one who fiiUllled my klral o( an 
oralor. Uratt.iii noutd have hem nW it, but lor his harte«|iirn 
delivery. Phi I never heard— Fox Imt nuoc ; ami Uicii he siruck 


me aa a debater, wbtcli lo me aeemf as difTcrrat from an orator •« 
an luiprovlsalore pr a versifier from a poeU Urey is great, but it 
is not oratory. Canning is somclimrj very like one. W) iibmtd 
was the Demosihenea uf bad taste and vulgar vehemence, boi 
strung, and Esglisli. Ilolignd Is Impressive from setisn and sin- 
cerity. Burden U sweet and silvCry as Belial bimself, aud, I think, 
the greatest tavunnU* iu Pandemon imi.”— a. iSSi.] 

<[On the Mcide of Lord Londonderry, iu Ait.;u.->t, ISS9;ll|r. 
Canning, who bad pir^ured lo tail for Imlia .vs t;ovemor -general, 
was made Secretary of Stale (or Furrign Affairs,— nut niiich, It 
wav allegeC, lo Ibb perainul saUsfactiuii dt ucirrge Uic Fuurlh, or 
of the high Twriea in the cabinet, lie lived to verify sumwof ibe 
prethclhiitt of the (•net— to abamkiD ibi* fnrtign policy of his pre- 
decesMir— In break up Uie Tory {urty by a uialiiiim « ilh tha >\ higv 
—and b) preture the way for ItTpo m Id I'ariiaoK nl.— F.) 
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TIfe land sel|int||;est groans feom*shore td^hore, 
For fear that plenty shuiihl attain the poor.. * 

Up^ up again, ye rents i exalt your notes, 

Or else the ministry wilt lose their votes, 

And patriotism, so delicately nice. 

Her loates will lower to the ntarket price ; 

For ah I the ioaves and Ashes, ^ once so high, 

Are gone — their oven closed, Uielr ocean dry, 

And nought rema[ns of all the miltions spent,-* 
Excepting hj grow moderate and bonterit. » * 

'flicy who are not so, h(ut their turn— and turn 
About still Aows from Fortune’s ecjual urn ; 

Now lett^ieir virthe be' its own rewaixl, 

Aud share the blessings which themselves prepared. 
.Sec these inglorious Cincinnati swarm, 

Farmers of war, dictators of the fanii \ 

Their ploughshare was the swerd in hireling iiands, 
Their tields manured by gore of other lands 
Safe in their barns, tlic5X', Siibine liters sent 
Thdr bretliren out to battle— why ? for rent ? 

Year aflH year they voted cent, percent.; « Irent! 
Blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions— why? for 
They roar’d, tl)cy dined, they drank, ^theysvfore they 
meant ' 

To die for,Eng)and — why then live?— for rent ! ^ 

The peace has made one general malcontent 
Of tiiese Ingh-market patriots ; war was rent ! 

Their love of country, millions all mis-spent, 

How reconcile? by reconciling' rent* 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No : down with every tiling and up with rent ! 

Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent, 
Being, end, aim, religion— tent, rent, rent ! 

'I'hou sold’st thy birthright, Esau ! for a mess ; 

Thou ijbouldst liave gotten more, or eaten less ; 

Now thou hast swill’dKhy pottage, thy demands 
Arc idle^ Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords I was your appetite for war * 
And, goi^ed witff blood, yOu grumble at a scar! 
What! would they spread their earthquake even o’er 
' . cash ? 

And when land crumbles, hid Arm paper cpsh-? 

So rent may rise, hid bank and nation fall, 

And found on 'Chauge a Foundling Hospital ! 

Mother Church, while all religion w rithes, 

Like Niobe, weeps o’er lier offspring. Tithes ; 

'Hie prelates go to — wlierc the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to ’one ; 

Church, state, and factfbn wrestle in tlic dark, 

Toss’d by the deluge in tlicir common ark. 

Shorn of her l)isho|ys, banks, and dividends, 
Another Bnbel sear9— tmt Britain ends. 

And w hy ? to pamper the self-seeking wants, 

And prop tlie hill of these agrarian ants. 

Gq to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise : ” 


' [ "pM* head of ihe illiuCrioiH house of MOiiloK>r»*nc.v tus nsnaliy 
bocn Aaiiuiated •• Ic pn:iii»cr iMiryn Chretien ; •' bis atH%Jior liav- 
liiR. fl is supposed, been Ui* RrM nohle convrri to Chrisliaiiily ia 
frjncc. l.oi-d Byn«i i*crh3in allaij><» iu the ttdl-koowo joke of 


Admire their patience (lirough each sacrifice, ^ 
Till taught to feel the les.son of their pride, . 
The price ot taxes and of homicide ; e . 

Admire their justice, which would fain 
'file debt of nations : — pcay mho hi<fh ? 

\ XV. * • 

Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks, 

Tlie new Syuiplegades— the crushing Stacks, • 
Where Midas inigh^again his w ish behold 
In real jiapcr or imagined gold. • . • 

That magic palace of Alcina shows . • 

More w ealth tlian Britain ever bad to lose, 

Were all her atom^ of uidcaven’d ore, ^ 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus' shore. 

There Fortune plays, while Rumour holds the stake. 
And the world trembles to bid brokers break. 

Uovr rich is' Britain! not indeed in mim-s. 

Or peace or plenty, corn or oil, or wines j 
No land of Canaan, 1011 of milk and honey, 

Nor {save in pa]>er shekelsi ready money : 

But let us not to own the truth refuse, 

Was ever Christian land so rich in Jew.s ? 

Those parted with their teeth to good King John, 

And now, ye kingsjtliey kindly draw your own*, 

All states, all things, all sovereigns they control, 

And w.aft a loan “ from Indus to the pole.” 

'fhe banker— broker — baron* — brethren, speed 
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor these alone ; Columbia feels no less * % 

Fresh speculations follow each success; 

And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain 
Her mild per-centage from exhausted l^pain. 

Not without Abraham’s seed can Russia m'arch ; 

’T is gold, not steel, th^t rears the conqueror’s arch. 
Two Jews, a chosei> people, can command 
In #very realm their scripture-proinispd land 
Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphtjd. 

'I he accursed Hun, more brutal than of ol(f : 

'fwo Jew s — but not Samaritans— direct 
Tlie world, *w ith all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to Uiein? 

A congress forms tlieir “ New Jerusalem,” . 

Where baronies aiu^orders both invite— 

O holy Abraham ! dost thou see the sight ? 

Thy followers mingling w lllj these royal swine, 

Who spit not “ on their Jewish gaberdine," 

But honour Uiem as portion of the show— * 

(\\1iere now, O Pope! is thy forsaken toe? 

Could it not favour Judah wRh some kicks! 

6r has it ceased to kick against the pricks ?"j 
On Siiylock’s shore behold them stand afresli, 

To cut from nations’ hearts llieir ” pound of flesh.” 

XVI. 


1 Strange sight this Congress! destined to unite 



I Tallcyranil. who. the Tiiike of Monimorenry al the came 

I parly wKli Xlr. Rothschilfi, »ooii after the latter hart bcctffnNi>b/rrf 
I by the EmiHM-or of AaUrU, to .saiil lo have hesffOd leave to present 
I .V- /rfMyMiVr ftoj'on JuffXo Hi- trt*iemier cArrfien.— K.l 
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All iliat's incongruous, ait tkpit’sop{>o$ite. 

I &|>eak not pf tlie Sovereigns — they *re alike, 

A common coin as ever mint could strike : 

But those who sway the pup|>et8, pull the strings, 
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

Jews, authors, generals, charlatans, combine, 

'tVhile Kurope wonders at tlie vast design : 

There Metternich, jiower's foremost parasite, 
Cajolef; there. Wellington forgets to tight; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs; * 
And subtle Greeks'* intrigue for stupid .Tartars; 
There .Afontmorenci, the sworn foe to diarters, * 
Turns a diplomatist of great eclat, 

To furnish articles for the Debuts;’* 

Of war so certain — yet not quite so sure 
As his dispnssal in the ** Moniteur.'* 

Alas ! hovf coQld his cabinet timserr ? 

Can pe^cebc worth an ultra'iniiiister? 
lie falls indeed, perhaps to rise again, 

** Almost as quickly as he conquer'd Spain.” * 

XVII. 

Knough of this — a sialit /nore mournful w(x>s 
The averted eye of the refj^ctant muse. 

The imperial daughter,*the imperial bride. 

The imperial victim— sacrjfiee to pride; 

The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy, • 

The young Aslyanax of modern Troy ; • 

The stilt pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
That earth has yet to see, or Ver hath seen; , 

She Bits amidst ttie phantoffis of t)>e hour, . 

*1 he theme of pity, und'the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery ! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did France’s witow there? 

Her titter place was by St. Helen’s wave, 

Iter only throne is in Napoleon's grave. 

Hut, no, — she. still must hold a petty reign, 

Flank’d by her formidable chamberlain, 

The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes 


• Monsieur ChtteaitbriaiKl, who ha» not forsuUeo Uie auUior (o 
the minUier, received « iundsome eonipipneiit al Ti-runa from a 
lilerarj Mvereif;n t ‘*Ab! Monsieur C., are jon relatcii to that 
Chateaubriand wIk>— who— who has wriilrn tontr/Am^f ? (dcril 
ifurlque ehptet) U is said that the aulbor of Atab repented him 
for a moment of his legiUmacj. 

• [Count Capo d'lsCrlaa—ancrwardi President offirMce. The 
cwunl was murdered, in Seiiteniber, ISSI, by (he brolher and loo 
of • Maiiiote chief whom he had impriMneq.] 

A [ The Due de Uonlmorenci-I.aval.] 

4 [ From Pope 'a vencs on Lord Peterborough.— 

"And. be, whose lIpbtDlng plrrdil (li«*ibeitan Uaei, 

Now forma mf qulnmns, and now ranSa nj iloea. 

Or (a'mn tbe (cnlu nj lb« atabborw plain, 

AloHM aa quickly at be twaquer'd Spain." ] 


Must watchrjier UiToqgh these jiglMiy pageantries. * 
What thougk^V sliareno ibore^ and'tbarcd in vain, 
A sway sur^asMng tl^l of Clrarlemagne, 
AVhicl^#wept fcpm Itkycow to t^e^southern seas! 
Vet still st^ules tft^aMoral realin*bf cherse, 
AVhere Pai9^'^^ ^Ahe traveller resort • 

To note the tracings of her niimicvcouit. ^ 

But she appears I *Verona sees her shoi^ 

Of all her beams— natiolhKaze and mourn— 
Ere yet her husband’s'd^cs havMnd time 
To diill in theirinho^ifaUe ilime, • 

(If e'er thoee awful ashop cap grow .fold * 

But no,— their, embers soooViU Inifst \he mould ;) , 
She come.s f— the ARdroraarhe (but* nc^ Racine's, 
Nor Homer’s;) — Lx>! on tfvirhus' arm site leans! 

Yes ! the right arm, yet r^flDm AVaterloo, 

AVhich cut Iter ford’s* hd1f«^iatt<|^ sceptre through. 
Is ofter'd and accept^ ! Couk^ slave 
Do more ? or less? — and hei\i grave ! 

Her eye, her cheek, betray no inward strilh, 

And the ex-empress gc^a as essa vtpfe! 

So much for human royal breasts! 

AVhy spare men’s feelings, when their own are jgsU.? 



But, tired offoreigrnollies, I^urn Ix^e. 

And sketch the groiip— the Qicture's yet toro|^. 

My inu^ ’gan weep, but* ere* a Jlir was spH^, 

She caught Sir William Curtis Tva kilt! 

While throng'd the Cliiehrof every Highland clan 
To hail their broUier^ich Hhi Aldflrilia41 
Guildhall growi|^^|^i|jjMnd echoes wHh Erse roar, 
Whife all liie (!dmmon\]oU6cil Ay Claymore ! 

To see proud AH^i'H^rtana K a bel^ 

Gird the gfoss sirioiiiN^ city Celt, ’ . * 

She burst into* a lytfttcr so exlrwie, 

That I awoke— and^o! it \vas uo dream! * 

Here, reader, will w# pause :— ff th^e’s no harm iii 
This first — you ’ll have, pAliops, a second ‘^Carmen," 
•* T 

^ ^ --i * ■ 

• •« 

> [Mpoleoft Francois Charlus Jos^di Duke of Rej^rtalMlLdled 
at Ute palace of Schuabrumi. July aa, 1833, haTingiiul alUmed ipt 
Iwenty-fimlyear.] ' 


^ [Count Neipiierg, ^‘unberlaio an4 second husband to Mabia 
Louisa, bad but Thecuoot^ledio U3I.See*anfep.a66.} 

7 I Geoi^e ibe Foorib le said to have been mmewhat angoyevi, 
liti.enlerhig the levee-room kt^(ftyruid.<AMg{ut, isa3; in tail 
Stuart lartati, tu seelbl/ one H?iire«tnii(arly atfl^ ( btul of almliar 
bulk)— UtMyf Sir WiiiUiiii OlrliA. S he dt]^kiii^ht hatt evc^' 
Uii«t CDiupg^— avep t^e Itnife slock ip ihe gAiicre lid aAed U»c 
King, if uul think him well ilruta^ ^ l ** repllCil t^ 
M*)esty, ™ftly yutt have n6 apoon in your A«e.” TI|C devoorer 
uf turtle hod a«Jlue eugruviiij; execa^ ot hlmsdl in Ms CdUc 

..tilv.. 0 1 ' 
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.\I>VKRTISEMEIVT. 

t 

The fotiDiltUon or Ike (ollowlng ilorj -will be found 
portly In l.leuteDant BU'gb o ••NorroUie oribe.MuUny and 
Seliure of Ibo Boanly. In Ihe Soulb Seoo, In 178 #; ” and 
partly In “Marlnor'a Acconnt of the Tonga Islands."^ 
GeiMt. <133. . ^ 

WE ISLAND. 

CAIfTO THE FIH8T 
♦ I. 

T1|jr morning -watch was come; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way; 

The cloven billow flash’d from off her prow 
In furrows farm’d by that niajqstic plough ; 

Tlie waters witli tiicir world were all before ; 
Behind, the Soiflh Sea’s many an islet shore. 

The qhiet night, now dappling, ’ gan to wane, 
Dividing darkness from fhe dawning main ; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of the day. 

Swam high, , 1 S eager of the raining ray; 

The stars from broader Iteains began to cree|i, 

And lift tIicir shining eyelids from the deep; 

The sail resumed its lately shadow’^ white 
Aid the wind flutter’d with a freshening flight ; 

The purpling ocean ow ns Ihe coming sun— 

But ere he break, a deed is to he done. 

. ' II. rt 

<» ^ 

The gallank chief within his cabin slept. 

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept : 

His dreams were of Old England’s avelcorae shore. 
Of toils retarded, and if dangws o’er; 

His name was added to the glorious roll 


Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole. 

[ The worst was over, and the rest seem’d sure,' 

I And why should not bis slumber he secure? , 

Alas! his deck was Jrod by unwilling feet. 

And wilder bands would hold the vessel’s sheet ; 
Young hearts, which languish’d for some sunny isle, 
Where summer years and summer women smile; 

Men without country, who, too long estragged. 

Had /blind no native home, or found it changed, 

And, half uncivilised, preferr’d the cave ' 

Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave — 

The gushing fruits that nature gave iintill’d ; 

Tlie wood without a path but where they will’d; 

The fleld o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour’d 
Her horn ;'the equal land without a lord ; 

The wish— whjeh ages havf not yet subdued 
In man — to have no master save hisraood ; * 

Tlie earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold. 

The glowing sun and produce all its gold; 

The freedom which can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam. 
Where Nature owns a nalton as her child, 

Esulting in the enjoyment of the wild ; 

Their shells, their fruits, the only w ealth they know ; 
Their unexploring navy, the canoe; 
f Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ; 

Their strangest sight, an European face : — 

I Such was the country which tliese stranprs yearn’d 
To see again ; a sight they dearly earn’d. 

III. 

1 Awake, bold Bligb ! the foe is at the gate ! 

j Awake ! awake ! Adas I it is too late ! 

I Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 
[ Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 


. Hie IsImir'wMwrinm at r.«Boa, early In ibe tear 1SSS, | 
and mAtUbnl In Ike Jane MIowIns.] 

■ (•e are lanslil kf Ike Book ol 'acred kbiorr. Ikal Ike db- 
obedlenoe oi one 6rrt parents emailed on nor ^ ol earth a alnlnl 
and a rnHuins raae. In ow Umo Shere kaa qiroiis i^ Irooi Ihe 
most alnndoOfO ot Ihta alptill ratnllr-ftwi pbaies.'mutlneaii. 
and innrOeren— a UlUc aociely, wlihh, noder Ihe imeepU ot that ‘ 
mcred voinroe b ekaracteriied ky rellslon, morallly, and Inno- 
eence. The dbeovorj of Ihia liappy peoiilc, a« uueapected at It 
sru aecidcnial, and all that re*ird. their condlupn and bbtory. 
partake in moch of Ihe romanllc, m It renders Ihe .lotr nol III 
Adapted lor an epic poem. Lord Byron. Inilee.1/ hai parOallj 
treated 'ho- aoHecIi hat. by hteodliis two Inconsruooa atoc|^ 
afkd iPirlDS boih of Hrcm imperfect, aud Uy rolKlug np fact wUh 
licilou. baa been less feUeltoua ihao^wul ; for bcaullfiil at many 
uainasea IR bU "Wand** ar*. la a region whew every tree, and 
tttiwer. and fountain, »«albe po^, yet, « * whole, ibe |^n i« 
ai-Hcicnl In dramatic rftecl.— •aaaow.) 

» [ The Wthcrlo ^ilcecd material* of.lbc “ Kyenifiil Hiatory of 
tlM* Mtiuoy amt riratical .Seizure of ihc Bounty. * wiili many Impor. 
ijjit and iBoji iulercaiiiiR aildlti(in>, fr«n ibe record* of the Idtiii- 


rally, aocl the hioUypaiien of Captain Hey wood, K. N. have Utrlj 
ticen collected aad arranged by Mr. Barruur. la a llltle volume, to 
w lilcb the reader of Ihia poem la referred, and from which every 
young officer of the oavy may derive valuable inslrucliou.— E.] 

> J ** A lew hoora b^ore, my aiUiation lud been pecuHarfy 
flalleriog > 1 bad a ahip in the mual perfect order, itured with every 
zicceaMry, both for hnaith dd aervioc ; the object of the voyage 
waa attained, aod two tUnla of U DOW completed. Tlie rcaulaing 
pari had every proapect o^auccess.**— Budi.) 

* ['• The womeo of (Mabeile are haodaome, oUkl, aod obeerfol in 
nijQoen.and coDvenaiioo. poeaesaed uf great aenuUniy, and have 
auffideiit ilelicaqr to make them be admired ami beloved. Tfic 
cbieCi weru ao modi attMbcd to our people, that tliey rattier eurou* 
rageatilieiratay aimoag them than otiirrwiae, and even made tliean 
priMiiisetAif large poaaeaaio na . Uuder Iheae and many other ooo' 
uuiuiUat dreaaiatao€C»,il oughlharJIy to be the aiibject of anrpriae 
ihalaeet efaallors, of then) void of conDCKk>n»,bhoiild be led 
away, where they had the power of filing ihemai.'lvie, in the iuid»t 
of pleniy. ioooc ofiheCneat lilaiKia in the wurkl. where there wa> 
no m^mlly to labour, and where the allnrrmeots ol diadpatiou 
are bejouJ any conc«idIoa thal can he formed of it.”— BursU-l 
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THE ISLAND 


Thy Inhbs are bound, the bayonet ot thy breast; 

The hands, which trembled at tby voire, arrest ; 
Dragg’d o'er the deck, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand; 

That savage spirit, which would luH by wrath 
Its desperate escape from duty’s path, 

Glares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice : 

For ne'er can man bis conscience all^assuage, 

Unless be drain the wine* of passion^rage. 

IV. 

• 

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death. 

Thou call’st the loyal with tby menaced breath 
They come not; they are few, and, overawed. 

Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud. 

In vain tbou dost demand the cause : a curse 
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse. 

Full ip thine eyes is waved the glittering blade. 

Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid. 

The levell’d muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel'd to do the deadly rest. 

Tbou daresttbem to their worst, exclaiming— Fire f” 
But they who pitied not could yet admire ; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain'd them longer than their broken law ; 

They would- not dip their souls at once Ui blood. 

But left tbee to the mercies of the flood.' 

V. ** 

** Hoist out the boat I " was now the leader's cry; 
And who dare answer “ No!” to Mutiny, 

In the first dawning of the drunken hour, 

The Saturnalia of unboped*for pow'cr ? 

The boat is lower'd with all the haste of hatti 
With its slight plank between thee and thy fate; 

Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As promises the death their hands deny; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead : 

Some cordage, canvass, sails, and lines,'and twine, 
But treasures all to hermits of the brine. 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 
Of those who saw no hope, save sea and air; 

And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole — 

The feeling compass— Navl^tion's soul.> 


* before luarUe, while 1 wn jet isleep, Mr. ChrbfUo, 

with Ibe roetter at armi. gatuier'i mate, and Thomaa BurUU, 
seaman, came into roj cabin, and) selxlof me. tied roj bands with 
a cord behind mj back, (hreatening me with instant death, If 1 
•poke or made ihe least n<ibe. I neverthelcM called ont as load 
M 1 coaid. in hopes of assistance ; bat the oIBcen not of their party 
were alread j seenred bj sentinels at Uteir doors. At lk|r uw%cabin 
doiW were three men. beddea the four within t .di except Christian 
had muskets a^d bayonctsi he haiTonlf a eiiltasn. I was draggrd 
oat of bed. and foveed on dee^ Id my jlilrt On dhnandiog the 
reason uf rach violence, the only answer was abuse lor not ho!d> 
ing my tongfe. Rie boastwain was then ordered to hnhl out the 
launch, aocomt^nied by a Ihrval. If he did not do II Instantly, to 
lakecareofhlmwlf. Thelxut hsiogtiuipirdou^Mr. Ileywtird and 
Mr. Ilaikt, two of the mkkiilpinen. and Hr. Sainoei ilte clerk 
were ordered Inin it. j demanded the lutcoUae of giving this 
order, and endeavoured to pvniiadc the pe<i|ilc near me not to 


(Ki5 

VI. 

And now the spif-clecled diicf finds 
To stun the first sensation of bis crime, ■ ' 

And raise it in%(s followers— “ Uol the bowU”'* 
Lest passion should return to jtaeon's shunl. 

“ Brandy for heroes ! ” • Burke could once exclaim— 
No doubt a liquid path to epic fame; 

And such the new-born heroes found it here, 

Anfl dr^M ihedt-augbl with an applauding rheer. 
*'Huzsa 1 for Otaheite ! *’ was the ci^ . 

How strange sucli 4iduU from sons of Mutiny! 

The gentle island, and the genial soil. 

The friendly hearts, the feasts ^without a toil. 

The courteous manners but from nature cnuglit, 

The wealth uuboarded, and the love unbought; 

Could these have charms for rudest sea-bo>s, driven 
Before tlie mast by every wind of heaven? 

And DOW, evCn now prepared with others'Voe| 

To earn mild virtue's vain desiroi repose? 

Alas L such is our nature! ail but aim 
At the same end by patliways not tlie same; 

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our n^ie. 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame. 

Are far more potent o'er, our yielding clay 
Than auglit wfe know' be>ond our iit^ day. 

Yet still there whispers tlir small voice witliin. 
Heard tlirough GainT silence, and o'er Glory's din : 
Whatever creed be taught or latidbe Orod, 

Man's conscience is the oraefe of Gc^. 

VII. 

The launch is crowded with the faitfiful few 
Who wait their chief, a melancholy Ih'cw' : 

But some remain’d reluctant on the dkek 
Of that proud vessel— now a moral w reck- 
And view'd their captain’s fate with piteous eyes;' 
While others scofTd his augur'd miseries. 

Sneer'd at the prospect of his pigmy sail. 

And the slight bark so laden andjo frail. 

The tender nautilus, who steers his prow. 

The sea-lx7rn sailor of bis shell canoe, 

I'he ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea, 

Seems far less fragile, andr'alas! more free. 

He, when the lightnihg-wing'd tornados sweep 
The surge, is safe — his nort^is in the deep — 


persisi io such acts of Ttdenco; but it was to do vlfsct; for th<* 
constant aoswer* was, * Hold your toflgue, or you ire dead this 
momeut ! Bird.) 

■ 1 Tbe boastwain sod those seamen who were to put into 
the boat were allowed to oollecl twine, canvass, lines, sail. conl> 
age, an eigbi-snd-twenty-galtoneaskof water t ami Mr. Samuel got 
oae hundred and filly pounds of bread, wjib a small quantity uf 
rum aod wioet also s quadraal and compas*."— Bugs.] 

• (“H>e mutinei'n having thus forced those of Ibe seamen 
whom they wished to getxld of into the boat, t;bristian directed a 
dram to be served to each o( bis crCw.'*— Bfcici.i 

4 (It appears to have been Dr. Johnson who thus gavcitononr 
to Cognac.— “ He was pcnniaded/’ sajrs'Boswrll, “ to lake one 
glass of eUrct. He shook his head, and uid. * Poor Mttff !«-ho. Sir, 
claret Is the liquor for boys; pOri for men ; but hr whompires <o 
be a hero(snilMng) most drink bramly.*" iter C&o&u’ii ivonrr/f. 
TOl. iv. p. tti.-B.] 
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And triuiii)ilis o'rr the nrinadas of mankind, 
fMikh fhakc tli« woriil, 5 cf (Tutirtfle in the wind. 

' VIII. 

* ^ 

■\Vhen all was uow-pr*^arc3, t|ia.v^l cleiir. 

Which h^Td Ikx master iu 4 he mutineer— 

* A seamaid ie^s (lodtiratc tban^is iintcA> ' 

SItowM the 'vsul^p^Ty wluoli.but’irritdles; 

Watch'd his late ghipftii^ with exploring eye, 

And told, in repfatant'syinpathy^ 

Held the muiU Miaddopl( to his parched mouth, 
Which fell nliaiisttou's deep oo^ bkteeNh'uuth. 

Rut soon obserre^ this guard^n Vas witlidrawn, 
Nor furthei;.mercy cl«ud«^^1lion’s dawn.* 

Then forward stf|>p'd the boM and froward boy 
nis chie( had dtn*ith'd ooJy to destroy, 

Afid, pointy to tlie helpless pr 6 w;t>cneath, 
Kxciaiiif^ Depart at^Hiee! 4 l^ay isj||ath f " 
Yetihen^ cv<!d then, Ids feelings reaeednot all : 
la that lalt iiumentoouJ^'a word i^all 
Remorse for Uie black detf a^ yet half done, * 

And w hat he hid from many shew'd tb one : 

AVhen Migh in stern repn^ch demanded wltere 
W'as now his grat^^ul^cnse of former care ? 

Where all his hopes to see ||js naine a^ire, 

And blazon Rritnin’s thousnrtddtlories' nigher ? 

Ills feverish lip^ th^ broke thpr glootty spell, 
is tliat ! 'Uis fUat I 1 am iu helM in hell! 

No more he said ; Hht t^rging to the bark 
His chief, comn^s him lo his fragile ark ; . 

Tiiesc the solq ap^u||^rbra his tongue that fell. 

Rut volumes l^w hip Aerce farewell. 

IX. 

The arctic sunrf'cfee^road above the wave; 

The breeze now sank, now whisper'd from his cave ; 
As-on the iEolian half), tik itful wing.s* 

Now swell’d, DOW rhitter’d t)'er his ^ean strings. 
With slow, despairing'oar, tlie nhmdon'd skiff 
Ploughs its drear paugress to the' scarce-seen cliff, 
Which lilts its pea^ o vIoulTafeO'e the luaiu : 

T/uif boat and ship sliall ifrver iitcct again! 

Rut 't is not mine to tell tlieir tale of grief, 

Their constant peril, and their scant relief; 

Their days of danger, and theirnlghts of pain ; 

Their manly courage even when deem'd in rain : 

TItc sapping famine^rentici^g scarce a son 
Known to his mother in the .skeleton; 

The ills that lessen'd still their little store, 
_! 

• ( Isaic Martin, t taw, had an locUtulion lo aafitt me ; aod as 
he fed me wiih thaddock. mr Ups being quite parched, we ei- 
plained each othcr’a senUioenis lijr kiokt. But ihls was observed, 
and he wa-s renH>v«>d. Me liien got into Ibe boat, but waa com- 
pelled lo relnrn.*’— * 

* |‘'Cbrutian then wid. *Gonie. Captain BK;;h, ynnr ofTicert 
and men are now hi the boat, and yon i^ual go with ibero t IT yon 
BtU‘mpt 10 make iTic h*lbt retbcaoce, you wilt iuianlty be put lo 
death aod. wiiboot further ceremony, 1 was fofxed ovcT the side 
by a trllie of armed rulfkins. w here they nailed my bauds. Being 
hi the boat, we wore veered aatrm by a rope, a few (decea of 
l*urk were llirusra Ip ut, alto the four cullattct. Aftrr having been 
ke|d lomo time to make tport for tbete UDfecUng wretches, and 
having undergone ninch ridionlc, wc were at lm.;th cast adtilt hi 


I And starred even Hunger till he wrung no mdre ; 

The varying frowns and favours of the deep, 

That DOW almost ingulfs, tlien leaves to creep 
j With crazy oar and shatter'd strength along 
I Tlie tide that yields reluctant to the strong; 

The incessant fever of tliat arid thirst 
Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst 
Above their naked bones, and feels delight 
In the cold drenching of the storiiu* nigift, 

And from the outspread cafivass gladly frriogs 
A drop to moisten life's all-gasping springs. 

The savage foe escaped, to seek again t 
More hospitable shelter frqm the main ; 

The ^ghastly spectres 'which were doom'd at last 
To tell as true a tale of dangers past. 

As ever the dark annals of the deep 
Disclosed for man to dread or w onian weep.* * 

X. 

We leave them to their fate, but not unknown 
Nor unredress'd. Reienge may have her own : 
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause, • 

And injured navies urge their broken laws. 

Pursue we on his track tlie mutineer. 

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. * 
Wide o’er the w'avc — away! away ! away! 

Once more his eyes shall hail the welsorrfe bSy ; 

Once more the happy shores without a law 
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw ; 

Nature, and Nature's goddess — woman — w'oos 
To lands where, save their conscience^ none accuse; 
Where all partake the e^rth without dispute, 

And bread itselfis gather'd as a fruit ;* [stceams: — 
Where f none contest the fields, the woods, the 
The goldless age, where gold disturbs no dreams. 
Inhabits or inhabited the shore. 

Till Europe taught tliem better than before ; 

Bestow'd her customs, and amended theirs. 

But left her vices also to their heirs. 

Away with this! behold them as they were, 

Do good with Nature, or with Nature err. 

** Huzza ! for Otalieite ! " was the cry. 

As stately swept the gallant vessel by. 

The breeze springs up; the lately flapping sail 
Extends its arch before the growing gale; 

In swifter ripples streatiTuside the seas, 

Which her bold bow fling.s off with dashiug case. 
Thus Argo i plough’d>the Euiine's virgio foam; 


the o|>CD ncran. ElKhlero porwM werc>vr4h me lo the |io.it 
When we were cent away, ' Huzza fur Otaheiie ! ’ woe freqoeuliy 
hi'ard amons llie muUnren. Chrblian, the chief of them, wax of 
a reci^tablwf^mily in ibe Donh of EoRland. While they wer« 
forcing me out of fhc chip, 1 ackevl him whether waa a prefer 
return for the many instant he b<vl experieaced.of my friends 
chip ? He appcarcil diaiiir^ at tba queatioa. 9»d /ncwerexl. wiUi 
mi^ cmoiiuo. ‘ 'I bat— ciplkio BUgh— that is the Uiiog— i am in 
hell— 1 am In Kell 1 Uligh.] * 

' The DOW celebrated brcaddiull. lo transplant wlitcti CapUia 
Bllgh’c expecllti'<n was un^rtvkAb * 

4 1 The vessel ln'%hich Jason embarked in quest of Ibe golilni 
fleeee.l ^ * 
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But tliose slie wafted ^till iook'd back to lioiue — 
These spurn llieir country wjth their rebel bark, 
And fly her as the raven fled the ark ; * 

And yet they seek to nestle with tlie dove, 

And tame tbei» fiery spirits down to love. 


THE ISLAND. 

CAI«TO 1LUB SBCOnO. 

I. 

How pleasant were the songs of Toobanai, ' 

>\'hen summer's sun went down the coral bay ! 

Come, let us to tbe islet's softest shade. 

And hear the warbling birds! the damsels said : 

Tbe wood-dove from the forest depth shall C(W, 

Like voices of the gods Crom Bolotoo *, * 

We 'll cull the flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these must bloom where rests the warrior’s bead ; 

And we will sit in twilight’s fa<^ and see 

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree, 

Tbe Ipfty accents of whose sighing bough 
Shall sadly picase*us as we lean below*; 

Or climb the steep, and view tbe sucf.in vain 
Wfestle viiith rocky giants o’er the main. 

Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are tliese! how happy they. 

Who, from the toil and tumult their lives, 

Steal to look down where nought but ocean strives! 
Even be too loves a\ times tbe blue lagoon, 

And smooths his nifflecF mane beneath the moon. 

0 

II. 

Yes — from the sypulchre we ’ll gather flowers, 

Then feast like spirits in their promised bowers, 
Then plynge and revel in tlie rolling surf, 

Then lay our limbs, along the tender turf, 

And, wet and shining from the sportive toil, 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil, 

And plait our garlands gather'd from the grave, 

A nd wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
But lo! night cones, the ISlooa woos us back. 

The sound of mats are heard along our track 7 
Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen 
111 flashing mazes o'er the Marly’s green; 

And we too will be there; we too recall 
The memory bright with many a festival. 

Ere Fiji blew tlie shell of war, when foeS 
For the Grst lime were wafted in canoes. 

Alas !|Dr them the flower of mankind bleeds ; » 
Alas ! for them our fields arc rank with weeds ; 
Forgottm is the rapture,' or unknown,^ 

Of wandering with (he moon and love alone. 

But be it so :-^they taught us how to wield 
The cliib, and rain our arrowsb'er tbe field : 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art ! 

But feast to-night! to-morrow we depart. 


Strijie upAltc dance ! the cava bowl fill high ! 

Drain egeryxlrop! to-morrow we qiay die. 

In summer garments be piir.limbserray’d ; 

Around our waists the tappa’s white deploy’d; 

Think w reaths shall form our coronal, jike spring’s, 
And round,our ttecks sliall glance the hooni strings ; 
So shall tii(#brighter hu|S contrast the^low 
. Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below. 

111 . 

But now the dance is o’er — yet stay awhile ; 

Ah, pause! nor yet put out the aocial smile. 
To-nK>rrow tor the Moca we; depart, 

But not to-nig^t — to-night is for the )i#Qr(. 

Again l)estow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Ye young enchantresseo of gay Licoo I • 

How lovely arb your forms ! bow every s^se 
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense. 

Like to the flowers on Mataloco's steep, 

Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deeply 
We loo will see Licoo ; but— oh t my heart I— 

What do 1 say ? — to-morjrow w c deport ! 

IV. 

Thus rose a song— the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes. 
True they had vices— such are.Ngturc’sgrowtli— 
But only the barbarian’s— we have both : . 

The sordor of civilisation, mix’d 

Witli all the savage which man’s fo^l hath flx’d^ 

Who hath not sceal)issiu]ulation's reign. 

The prayers of AbeLlink’d to deeds of Cain? 

Who such would see, may from his lattice view 
Tbe Old World more degraded than the New, — 
Now iieir no more, save where Columbia rears 
Twin giants, born by Freedom to her spheres, 
Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave. 

Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave, t 

V. 

Such was this ditty of Tradition’s days. 

Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys 
In song, where fame as yet hafli left no sign 
Beyond the sound whose charm is half divine; 
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye. 

But yields young history all to harmdny; 

A boy Achilles, w ith the centaur’s lyre ^ 

In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For one long-cherish'd ballad's stave, * . 
Rung from the rock, or mingled witli the wavr.^ 

Or from the babbling streamlet’s grassy side, ^ 
^Pr gathering mountain echoes as they glide, 

Hath greater power o’er each truc'heart and ear, 
Than all the columns Conquest’s ntinions rear;^ 
Invites, w hen hieroglyphics are a theme 
For sages* labours or the student’s dream ; 
Attracts, when History’s volumes are a toil, — 
llie first, the fresbesttmd of Feeling’s soil.# 


* The firtt three aecllons are Uken (rom aa actual aong of tbe I ooe of them ; but was one of iliose where Chrbtlan and the intiU- 

Tonga Islaaikrs, orwMdi a prose trausUUou U ftirea in ''Mari* ncera look refuge. I hare altered ami added, but have retained 
oer'» Account of Uic Tonga Utands.** Toottoaai h wA however | ai inocli as possible of Uie original. 
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Such wa» this rude rhyme — rhyme is of the ituip— ' 
But sudi ins|>ire 4 tbe Norseman's solitude, 4 
Who came and comiuec’d ; sudi, wherever rise 
l.ands whic% no foes destroy or ciriiise. 

Exist : and wl^t can uur accom}>iisird art 
Of verse do more than rea(!h the awaken'd heart? 

. vj. 

And sweetly nowtbose untaught melodies 
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies,' 

The sweet siesta of a summer ^ay, 

The tropio'afternoon of Toobonai, 

When every Rower was bloom, and air was balm. 

And the flrstlireatli b^an to stir Uie nalni, 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to rerre-^h thetltirsly cave, 

Where sat the songstress with the stranger bo)', 

Who taught ber passion's desolating joy, 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O'er. those who know not how it may be lost; 

O'er Uiose who, burning in tlie new-born fire, 

Like martyrs revel in their |unera) pyre, 

With such devotion to their ecstasy. 

That life know^ 00 such rapture as to die : 

And die they do ; Tqr earthly life has nought 
Match’d with that burst of nature, even in thought; 
And all onr dregmsof better life above 
Bukdose in one eternal gush of love. 

VII. 

Therd sat the gentle savage of the wild, 

In growth a woman, though in years a child. 

As childhood dates w ithin our colder jcliine. 

Where nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime; 

The infant pf an infant world, as pure 
From nature— lovely, warm, and premature ; 

Dusky like night, but night with all l)cr stars ; 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars; 

With eyes that were a language and a spell, 

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell. 

With all her loves around her on the deep, 
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ; 

Yet full of life— for through her tropic cheek 
The blush would make its way, and all butsiwak; 

The sun-born blood suffused her neck, and threw 
O’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue, 

I.ike coral reddening through the darken’d wave, 
Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 

Such Was this daughter of the southern seas, 

HefiMf a billow in her energies, 

*^0 bear the bark of others’ happiness, 

Nor Ceel a sorrow till their joy grew le«( : • ^ 

Kcr wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
t 


WORKS. 

No joy like what it gave ; Iwrjmpe ne’er drew 
Auglit from experienoCythat chill toiicifttone, whose 
Sad proof induces all tilings from their hueT \ 

She fear’d no ill, because slie knew^it not, ^ 

Or what she knew was soon — tbo so<m — foi^ot : 

Her smiles and tears had pass’d, as light w inds pass 
O'er lakes to ruffle, not destroy, their glas.s, 

Whose depths unsearch’d, and fountains from the hill. 
Restore their surface, in itself so still, 

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave. 

Root up the spring, and trgmple on the wave, 

And crush tlie living waters to a mass, 

The amphibious desert of the dank morass I 
And must their fate be hers ? The eternal change 
But grasps hiimajiity with quicker range ; 

And they who fall but felfas worlds will fall. 

To rise, if just, a spirit o»’er them all.* 

via. 

And who is he? the Jj^lue-cyed northerp child* 

Of isles more known to man, but scarce less wild ; 
The fair-hair*d offspring of the Hebrides,^ , • 
Where roars the Pentland with its whirling seas ; 
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind, 

Tlie tempest-bom in body and in*himd, ^ 

His young eyes opening on the oqgan-fogm, 

Had from that momqnt deem’d^the deep his home, — 
The giant comrade of his pensive moOds, 

The sharer of his craggy sblitudes, 

The only Mentor pf his youtli, where’er 
His bark was borne, the sport of wave and ai(; 

A careless thing, who placed his choice in chance. 
Nursed by the legends of bis laud’s romance ; 

Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear, 

Acquainted with all feelings save despair. 

Placed in the Arab’s clime, he w ould have b^en 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, 

And braved their thirst w ith as enduring lip 
As Ishmael, wafted on his desert-ship; * 

Fix’d upon Chili’s shore, a proud cacique; 

On Hellas* mountains, a rebellious (^eek; 

Born io a tent, perhaps a Tainerlaiie; 

Bred to a tlirone, perhaps unfit to reign. 

For the same soul tliat rends jfs path to sway, 

If rear’d to such, can find no further prey 
Beyond itself, and must retrace its way, ’ 

Plunging for pleasure into pain : the same 
Spirit whidi made a Nero, Rome’s worst shame, 

A humbler slate and discipline of heart, 

Had form’d his glorious namesake’s counler|l^; * 
But grant his0rices, grant tb*:m all his ow n. 

How small their theatre without a throne ! 


• [G«orge Stewart. “He wa»,"Hys Blisb, “a younx man wf | 
creditable parenu in the Orkneys: at which itlace, on the return 
of the ResnIuUon from the South Sens, in 4710. We receis6il.su 
many dstUtiea, that, on that accoutfl onif. I slioold gladly hare 
taken him wlih me: Imt, todcpemlcui of this recomroeoklailuo. he 
was a seaman, anil had always horn a itooifeharaclcr.'*] 

• The*'ihip ofUiA dedOrt" blbc Oriental fixture fur the camel 
or dromedary ; ami they dcscrYc the metaphor well,— Ihe furmer 
Tor his cndiiraucc, iIk latter for htt kWiftncM. 


I 1 “ Lacuflai. «t llkn tcupitn' rvoM rbarm. 

Had rowlwl lornlpt In ibe Sabine (•nu.*'»l'ers. 

4' The coHMil Nero, whu made the uneiinaUc^ march wluch 
deeeiseii Hannibal, and defeated Wmlrubal : l!»erehy accompIbhlnK 
an adiicvemetii almost uilrlvaUed In military annals. Tjic ftf»l 
intelligence of his return, toilannlbal, was the slaht of Asdrubal'* 
head thrown lulu his cam|i. wTien llaunibal s^w this, he cxclaime>i 
with a sigh, that ** Rome would now be the mlstrcsanf the world.** 
And yet to ihh victory of Nero** It inlfht l»c owing tliat hh ini- 
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IX. 

•• 

Thou smilcsl tbes^omparisonB seem high 
To those \^o scan all things with dazzicil eye, 
Link'd #ith ttjc unknown name of one whose doom 
Has ndught lo dq with glory or wifb Rome, 
WithChHi, II<|1I.is,*or with Arabv; — 

Thou smilest?— Sinile; 't is beUer thus than sigh. 
Yet such he might have been ; he w as a man, 

A soaring spirit, ercr in the van, 

A patriot hero or despotic chie^ * 

To form a nation's glory or ks. grief. 

Born under atfspices which make us more 
Qr less than we delight to ponder o'er. 

But these are visions ; say, what w&s he here ? 

A blooming l)oy, a truant mutineer. 

The fair-hair'd Torquii, free as ocean's spray, 

The husband of the bride of Toobonai. 

X. 

By Neuha's side he sate, find watcir^ the waters, >> 
Neuha, the sun-flower of the island daughters. 
Highborn, (a birth at whidi the herald smiles, 

W ithout a scutcheon for these secret isles,) 

Of a long race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knights of savage cli»alry, 

Whose grassytairns ascend along the shore; 

And thine — 1 *ve seen — Achilles ! do no more. 

She, when the tliunder-bearing strangers caiue, 

In Vast canoes, begirt with bolts of flame, 

Topp'd with tall trees, which, loftier than tlie palm, 
Seem'd rooted in the deep amidst its calm : 

But when the winds awaken'd, shut fortii wings 
Broad as the cloud along the horizon flings, 

And sway'd the waves, like cities of the sea, 

Making the very billows look less free;-- 
She, with iter paddling oar and dancing prow, • 
Shot through the surf, like reindeer through the mow, 
Swift-Eliding o’er the breaker's whitening edge, 
Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge, 

And gazed and wonder’d at the giant hulk, 
t\hich heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk : 
The anchor dropp’d; it lay along tlie deep, * 

Like a huge lion in the sun asleep, 

While round it swarm’d the pipas' flitting cliain, 

Like summer bee.s that hum arouud his mane. 

XI. 

The white man landed !— need the rest be told 2 
'fhe ?«ew World stretch'd its dusk hand to the Old; 
Each was to each a marvel, and the tie 
Of wonder warm'd to better sympathy. 

Kind was tbe welcome of tlie sun-born sires,' 

And kinder stU! tbeir daughters’ gentler flres. 


Their ;miou grew : the chi^ren of tltf^rn^ 

4‘'ound Mauty iiifVd with many {^u^yforiii; 

While these in turn admired the paler glow, 

Which seem'^so white in dimes that knew no suow. 
The diase, the race, the liberty to roam, 

Ttie sojl wtferr otrery coflagc sliow'd a home ; . 

Tbe sea-spraed nri, tbe li^itly-lnunch^ canue^ 
Wliich slemm’d the studded ardiipelkgo,* 

O’er whose blue Bosom rose the starry isles ; 

The healthy sjuinber, earn'd by spo^ive toils; 

Tlie palrfl, the loftiest dr\pd of the woods,, '• 

Within wiigse basom infant Bacchus broods, 

While eaglfs,soarc« build higher than the crest 
tVhicb shadows o’er the ylneyant in her bCl^ast ; 

'Hie eava feast, the yam, the cocoa's root, 

Which bears*ot once the cup, ahd milk, and fruit; 
The bread-tree, which, wMiout theploughsliare, yields 
Tlie.iweap'd harvest of unfurrow’d fiQ^ds, * 
Andnakes its uundulterfted loaves 
Withouta furnlllk in impufchased groves. 

And flings off fafhine from its fertile breast, 

A (^ilbel^s maiBet for the gathering giiett';^ 

These, with !h^ luxuries .of s^as and woods,* 

The airy joys of social solitudes, 

Tamed each rude wanderer to the sympathies 
Of those who were more happy, if less wise, 

Did more than Europe's discipline had done, 

AdU civilised Civilisation’s son! 

XII. 

Of these, and there was many a willing pair, 

Neuha and Torquii were not tlie least fair : 

Roth childcpn of the isles, though distant far; 

Roth bom beneath a sea-presiding star ; 

BoUi nourish'd amidst nature’s native scenes, 
ix)ved to the last, whatever iittervenes ^ 
Between us and our childhood's sympathy. 

Which, still reverts to what first raughtrtbe eye. 

He w ho first met the Highlands’ swelling blue 
Will love each peak that show s adAiudred hue. 

Hail in each crag a friend's familiar face, 

And clasp the mountain in his mind's embrace. 

Ix>ng have hipam'd through lands which are not mmr, 
Adored thSPp and loved the Apennine, 

Revered Parnassus, and liebeld Uie steep 
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep ; • • • 

But 'I was not all long ages’ lore, no|^ all * 

Their nature lield me in their thrilling Hirall ; • 

'Hie infant rapture still survived tl>t boy, * 

And Loch-ua-gar with Idrlooh’d o’er Troy, ^ 
Mix'd Celtic memories wUh the I*bri'glon mmiDl, 
And Highland linns with CastaUe's cl«pr fount.^,'* 
Forgive me, Homer's universal shade ! « 

Forgive me, Plicebus ! that my fancy stray’d ; 


pciisl namesake reigned at ill. Bui tbe infamy of the one ‘has 
eclipaed the alory of the other. When the name of •*Nerq"^'i 
heard, who thinks of tlie coosal ?—Bot toeb* are huni4ii Uiinss. 

• When very yoon^t, about eight years of age, afi«r an attack of 
the eoerlet lever at Aberdeen, I rereoved by medtral advice 
into the IllglUaitds. llere I passed occasioDally sumc'smnUMTs, 
.md from thii perioil 1 dale niy love of inouiiUliious cunutric*. 1 


can never Inrget U»e effect, a few years afterwards. In F-afUnd, of 
the only thin* } had long seen, even in iiiiniature. of a mountalo, 
in tbe Malvt-ru Uifis. After 1 rclurued lu Chciteulum/I used to 
watch ^liem Mery aflemoun, at sunset, with a seosailun wJilcIi I 
raanot describe. This was boyish Anugh : but 1 was pien only 
Uiuleen >c.;rs ol age. aud it wis ip ilie hnUda) s. 
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The north and nature taught roe to adore ^ 

Tour scenes sub)im«i from those beloved before. 

. kill. 

Hie love which luaketh all things fond and fair. 

The youth which makes one rainbow of the aii*, 

The dapg^s past, that make even man enjoy 
The pause in which be ceases to destroy, 

Th^ mutual beauty, which the sternest feel' 

Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel, 
United tlie half savage and tlic whole, • 

The maid and boy, in one absorbfng'.soul. 

No more the Uiundcring memory of the li^it 
Wrapp'd hM> wean'd bosom in Its dark delight; 

No more the irksome restlessness of rest 
Disturb'd him like the eagle in her nest,. 

Whose whetted beak and fac-pervading eye 
Darta for a victim over all the sky ; 

Hisbeart was \anied to that voluptuous state, 

At once Klysian and eB'eminatc, 

Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero’s urn 
These wither when for aught save blood they buAi ; 
Yet when their ashes in their nook are laid, * 
Doth not the myrtlk leave as sweet a shade ? * 

Had Cxsar known but Cleopatra’s kiss, 

Rome had been free, the world had not been his. 
And what have Caesar’s deeds and Caesar's fame 
Done for the earth ? We feel them in our shame : 
Tlie gory sanction of hi$ glory stains 
The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 
Tliough Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid 
Roused millions do what single Brutus did — 

Sweep these mere mock-birds of tlie de^ppt’s song 
From the toll hough where they have perch’d so long, — 
Still are we hawk’d at by such mousing owls, 

And takg for falcons tlvose ignoble fowls. 

When hut a word of freedom would dispel 
These bugbears, as their terrors show too well. 

^ kiv. 

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 

Neuha, Uie South Sea girl, was all a wife, 

WUh no distracting world to call her off 
From love ; with no society to scoff 
At the new transient flame ; no babbling crowd 
Of coxgambry in admiration loud, 

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory ,.and her joy : 

Willi faith and feelings naked as her form, 

Sl}e stood as stands a rainbow in a storm, 

Changing its hues with briglit variety. 

But still expanding lorelier o’er the sky, 

Howe’er its arch may swell, its colours move, 

Tlie cloud-compelling harbinger of love. 

kv. 

Here, ip this grotto of the wave-worn shore, 

They pass’d the tropic’s red meridian o’er ; 

Nor tong tlie hours-^Hb^ never pausei] o'er time, 


j Unbroken h^' tlie clock's funereal chime, 

^ Which deals the dapy pitAnce of our span. 

And points and mocks with iroil laugh a( man. 
What deem’d they of the future or Uie past|^ 
e present, like | tyrant, bald theiirfflst « 
Their hour-glass was the seh-sand, Aid the tide, 
Like her smooth billow, saw tl^ir momenCh glide; 
Their clock the sun, in his unbounded tower; 

They reckon’d notf whose day was but an hour; 
i The nightingale, tl^ir^only vesper-beH, 

Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell; ' 

The broad sun set, but not w ith iinger|pg sweq>. 

As in the north he mellows o’er the deep; 

' But fiery, full, andfieroe, as if he left 
' The world for ever, earth of light bereft. 

Plunged with red forehead down along the wave, 

I As dives a hdro headlong to his grave. 

Then rose they, looking first along the skies, 

And then for light into each other’s eyes. 
Wondering that summer shqw’d so brief a sun. 

And asking if indeed the day^wcrc done. 

kvi. 

And let not this seem strange : the devotee 
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy ; 

Around him days an(Hworlds are heedless driven. 
His soul is gone before his dust to heaven. 

Is love less potent ? No — bis |>ath is trod. 

Alike uplift^ gloriously to God ; 

Or link'd to all we know of heaven below, 

Ttic other better self, whose joy or woe 
I Is more than ours ; the all-absorbing flame 
I Which, kindled by another, grows the same, 

I Wrapt in one blaze; the pure, yet funeral pile, 

, Where gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and smile. 
How often we forget all time, when lone. 

Admiring Nature’s universal throne. 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply of hers to our intelligence 1 
Live not the stars and mountains ? Are the w’arcs 
Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears? ^ 

No,— no ;they woo and clasp us to their spheres. 
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before 
Its hour, and merge oifr soul in the great shore. 
Strip oft tills fond and false identity ! — 

Who think.s of self, when gazing on the sky ? 

And who, though gazing lower, ever thouglit. 

In the young moments ere the heart is taught 
Tim^s lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ? 

All nature is his realm, and love bis throne. 

kvii. 

Neuha arose, and Torqiiil : twilight’s hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower, 
j Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars, 

' Leaped their dim Hght to the mustering stars. 

I sfowiy the pair, partaking nature's calm. 


' Itic now wcli-knonn hlor) Uio lovrs of (lie iiisiiiins^lc aod rv»c need iwl be uivru Uuii alluded to. being iufiicicuU)r fanulior 
lo ilic WcMcra to the Ea&lrru reader. 
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Sought out their cottage, built ieneath the palm ; 
.Now smiling and now silent, .as the scene ; 

Lovely as Love— the spirit !— when serene. 

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell, 

Than breathes his mimic murmurer in the shell, ' 
As, fardivided from his parent deep. 

The sea-born infant cries, and will not sleep, 

Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursinff wave : 

The woods droop'd darkly, as inclined to rest. 

The tropic bird wheel'd rockward to his nest, 

And the blue sky spread round tliem like a lake • 

Of peace, where Piety her thirst might slake. 

XVIIl. 

But through the palm and plantain, hark a voice ! 
ISot such as wonid have been a lover’s choice. 

In S4ich an hour, to break the air so still ; 

IVo dying night-breeze, harping o'er the hill. 
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree, 

Those best and earliest lyres of harmony, 

With Echo for Uteir chorus ; nor the alarm 
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor the wHIoquy of the hemiit.owl, 

Exhaflag ail his solitary ^oul. 

The dim tliougli large-eyed winged anchorite, 

Who peals his dreary p<ean o’er the night 
But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever started through^ sea-bird's bill ; 

And then a pause, and theif a hoarse “ Hillo ! 
Torquil ! my boy ! wlwt cheer? Ho ! brother, ho ! ’* 
** Who hails?'’ cried Torquil, following with his eye 
The sound. ** Here ’s one,” was all th^brief reply. 

XIX. 

Rut here the herald of the self-same mouth 
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south. 

If ot like a ** bed of violets” on the gale. 


• If the reader will apph tihi car Iho sca-shcll on hl» chim- 
ttey-plece. be will be aware of wliat is alluilcO lo. ,If (he (exi 
should appear obscure, he will find in *'Gdjlr’'tlbe same Idea 
belicr expressed in two lines. Tlie poem I never read, but luve 
lieanl Ihe IIdcb >|uo(ed by a mure reeondlle reader— wbu »eems to 
be of a di/Tcrent opinion from Ihe odllor of (be Quarterly Review, 
who quali6ed it. In his answer lo the Critical Reviewer of bis Jn- 
vcnal, as trash of the worsi and most Inune descriplion. It Is to 
Mr. L.andor, the ambor of *'Gebir,'‘ so qualified, and of some 
I.aUii |toems. which vie wiili Martial or Catullus in uhso^nlty, 
Uial Iho immaculate Hr. Southey addressee hla declamatkm agaloal 
inipiirily t 

[ Mr. Landur'a Hoes above alluded to are— * 

**For I bs*e oReo Mcn ber wiili boib liaods 
Slisbc a dry crocodile uf eqaal belgbt. 

And lUten to IIm iIivIU nilhin (be kvIo*. 

Ao<l faiMy tbm «u lUr. and yet apply 
TbeJSMsd Isns wide open to ibesar." 

In Ihe '* Excuraion** of tVurdswortli occurs the following ex- 
<|uisilcpassaset— 

— — — “ I bireacen 
A rortoM child, appl)lD| to bU ror 
Tbc rofl«elullouf of t tmoolb-llpp d ihrll, 

To wblrh. In illetirr titi.b'd, hit very tool 
Ltweo'd inientrly. and bit cuonlcoanre toon 
lirlablen'd wi.h]oy; (or Diurcnnrlti^ (ronintlbio 
tVrrr heard toiKirnut radon*! nhrrrt)). 

To bit belief. llH nwnilor nprcM'd 


I But such as vrtfls Ks clqMd o>r grower ale, 

Borne from% shOH frail pipe, v^ttch yet lild blown 
Its gentle odours’hver eithei?zone. 

And, pnlTD wliere'er wiiMlsYiseor writers roll. 
Had wafted ^ntjike from Portsmouth to ^he Pole, 
Opposed its v.Tp^r as the hghtmng flash’d, 

And reek’d, 'midst ffiountain-biHows unabash'd. 
To A^lus a constant sacrifice, f 

Through every clvmge of all tl^e vftmng skies. 
And what was he who bi^tyit?— T iihy err,» 

But deem him sailor or pliilosopfferi* 

Sublime tobocco ! whidi frgm sa^t tp west 
Cheers the tar's Igbour ol* the 'I^l^kma^'s rest , 
Which on the Moslem's ottomau divides 
His hours, and rivals ophim and his brides ; 
Magnificent in Stamboul, but fesSgrand, 

Though not less Idved, in Wayping ^ tlie Strand; 
Diviue In hookas, glorftus in a |>ipC) « 

When tipp'd witli ambei^ niello^, jindripe; 
Like other charnaers, wooing the caress ^ 
More dazzlingly when daring m full dress; 

Yet thy true lovers more%nure by far 
Thy naked beauties — Gh*e me a fiigar ! ’ 

Through the approacliing darkness of the w^ood 
A human figure broke tlie solitude, . 
Fantastically, it may be, array’d, ^ 

A seaman in a savage masquerade ; 

Sudi as appears to rise out from the deep 
^V1ien o'erNhe line the vdksels sweep, 4 
And the (ough saturnalia of the tar 
Flock o'er the deckj^ tn borrow'd car ; * 

And, pleased, the god of^cejn^eVs his i^iiie 
Revive once mbre, though hut in rnimip gapie 
Of his true sons, SAho ribt in tiM breeze « 
Undreamt of m his native Cyclades. ~ 

Still the old god deliglitlt from out the iiyiin, 


HyvIorliMKialoaviJibaiitoHtoMi. ^ 

Crro cwbb ftMlUbb Holrme.ilMlf * 
li to tbc rtr vf fvnb : sad liilfkrl 
Aulbenlk lldlop «r Sr 

Of oMmimI nQW, and pow«r ; 

, Aod noiral pnc« Mil«i*tiog'l( tb« baart 

Of cDdlew •cllalloa.*') ^ , 

• llubbes. Ibe btbeqof Loclle'f aoU o^r pUloMphy* wm an 
iov^lerale smoker,— cveq lo nfflex be]^1 compnfalion. ' 

i (We talked of dunge of nunbert (I77S). *Dr. Johnson ob‘ 
served, that our diioUqi lAs Ihaib^^saceitors vus owing to the 
change fruto ate to wine. ** 1 reiqgfflber,^ sJU b^^wbAi all the 
decml peopl e ttfc ftchfield got tknnk every nlghSu were not 
(be worse itdiHof. SmOklng bis gone outl* ToWsure, R is a 
shocking ihl^t^lowiDg smoke <ruiol uor moa|hs Inlo oUier 
people’s months, e^ sod noses, s^ hMpg Ute sanv 4 l1i« done 
to us. Tel I canuinccoho(,.wby « lMu|^'’bidi requires so lltUe 
exertion, and yet nBsc^ves Ibe filndNlrbro total vacuity, ifm|kl 
havegoanoul.**— 9uswiLi^Asanite|n In ilte bisfory ofiB- 
Ders, It miy be observed. t|^l dHnkftfp to Acees hu diminished 
greatly 1n tbe aepiory even uf those wliu can remember (uriy or 
fifty years. Tbe Usic (or smoking hawever. has revlv^, proba- 
bly from the nillilary habits of Europe during the French wars; 
but. Instead of tbe solier sedcnlary the ambulatory 4 rgar is 
now chiefly used.— Gsoxss, <106. f *«, * 

* This riNigh but jovial cercinuiiy, I'ued.in cnmiitg (lie line, 
has been so ofu-n and so well deschboJ. that it nu( be more 
Ilian alhjdtsi to. 
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To snatch sains glimpses of onsionf/eigp. 

Oiir sailor's'jacktSi thahi^li ib«gg(^^riin; 

His constant pipe, whidsnecer yet kurh'd dint, 

His foremastair, and somewhat rolling gait; 

Like his dear vessel, siioke his former ^te ; 

But than a sort of kardiisf aomid hR Bead, 

Not ovcMigliUy bound, nor nicely spread ; 

And, ’st(^ of trousers (ah .' too early torn ! 

For even the mildest woo^sSvill have their thorn), 

A curiougsort of eomewliatytanty mat 
Now served for inei(ice36ibles_andd«t ; 

His naked feet and ne«k, aiid suidiurnt faee. 

Perchance might suit alike with cilljer race. 

His arms were allTiis own, onr Europe’s growth. 
Which two worlds bliss foV civilising both ; 

The musket swung hUdiid his shoulders broad. 

And somewhat nip'd J>> his mariihi abode. 

But brawny a»JM boar’s; ahd hung beneath. 

His cutlass droofd, upConseious of a sheath, 
i)r lost «r worn away ; his pibtols were 
Link’d tohisbdt,,? mgtrri|»nial pair— 

(l.et not this metaphor appIBr a scoff : 

Though one miss’d life, lltaiRHier would go off) ; 
These, with a bayonet, not so free from rust 
As when the arm-c.hcsl lielif its brighter trust. 
Completed his .iccoutrepienls,’as Night 
Survey’d him in his garb heteroclite. 

♦ XXI. 

“What cheer, Ben Bunting? ’Scried (when in full view 
Our neMgaequaintaiian) 'Phtgliil. V Aught Of new ? 

“ Kv, ey ! ” quoth Ben, “ not new, but newj enow ; 

A strange sail in ihe ofling.’j— “ Sail ! and hoW ? 
What ! couli^yoH nidtg her out ? It cannot be ; 

I ’vc seen fu> gag of canvati on the seif.” 

“ Belike,” «aid Ben, “ vou wjght hbf from the bay. 

But from the bluff-head, wher» 1 watch’d to-day, 

I saw her in ^e dqlBruius; fOf the wind 
Was lighband b.dlling.’'-’' When the sun declined 
Where lay she ?Jiad she anchor’d ?— “ No, but still 
She lmre"down«n us, tiil the d ^dgacw still." 

“ Her l^g?”—“ Haid no glass; but fore and aft. 

Egad I she seem'd a W icked-looking craft.” 

“ Arm’d ? “ I evpect'so Sent on tlie look-out : 

’T is time, Ifclike, go pul our helm about.’’ 

“ Almat ? — VYliate’etniay have uAow in chase, 

’ll make no ninning Bghtl for tliat wire base ; 

We wiji dip at our quarters, like »uc men.'” 

“ Ey, ey! ^ Sia't.'t is all the same to ^eh ” 

“ Docs O^liau krtow tills? ’1— “Ays he has piped 
all hands 

To quarfecs. They 4re furbishing iKp stands 
Of arms ; and *t hmi^ot some gunipto bear,' 

.tvid lealed them. You art woiiied.*i^“ That ’s but 
And if it were nht, liihic Id imt the soul . (fair ; 
'fo leave my comrades "holpiess on Ibc.slioal. 

My Neiiiia.l.ah! .and nmsl|iny fete pursue 
Notmealdkir, butoneioswrttbnd true? 


I But wliatsoe’er betidapah, Neuha I now 
Unman me not; Hk hour will not allow 
A tear ; I inn thine whatever intervenes ! ” 

“Right,” quoth Ben, “ that will do for tlic inariiiee.” ' 


THE ISLAND. 

CAKTO THE THiaD. 

I. 

The fight was o’er; the flashing through the gloom, 
Whicti robes the cannon as he wings a tomb. 

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven 
Had left the earth, and but polluted heaven : 

The rattling roar which rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy s 
No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for boom ; 
Tbe strife was done, the tanquisli’d bad their doom ; 
’The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, or U’en, 

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain. 

Few, few escaped, and these were bunted o’er 
The isle they loved beyond tlieir native shore. 

No further home was tbeirs,^t secln’d, on earth. 
Once renegades to that whirli gave tli«n Wrth ; 
Track’d like wild beasts, like tliem they sough‘d the 
, As to a mother’s bosom flies the child ; [w ild, 

But vainly wolves and lions seek their den. 

And still more vainly men escape from men. 

U- 

Bencath a rock w hose jutting base protrudes 
Far over ocean in his fiercest moods, 

■When scaling his enormous crag the wave 
Is hurl’d dov™ headlong, like the foremost brave. 
And falls Ixick on the foaming crowd beliind. 

Which fight beneath tlie banners of the wind. 

But now at rest, a lilllc remnant drew 
Together, bleeding, lliirsty, faint, .ind few ; 

Bill still their weapons in their hands, and still 
W itli sometliing of tlie pride of former will. 

As men not all unused to meditate. 

And strive much more than wonder at llieir fate. 
Tlieir present lot was what they had foreseen. 

And dared as wliat was likely to liave been ; 

Yet still the lingering hope which seem’d their lot 
Not pardon’d, but unsought for or forgot. 

Or trusted that if suuglit, tlieir distant cave* 

Might still be miss’d amidst tlie world of waves. 

Had wean’d tlieir thoughts in part from w liat they saw 
And fell. Hie vengeance of their country’s law. 

Their sea-green isft, their guilt-won paradise. 

No more could shield their virtue or their vice: 
Tlieir better feelings, if such were, were thrown 
Back on themselves, — their sins remained aloiir. 
Proscribed even in their second country, lliey 
\tVre lost ; in vain the world lieforc tlicm lay ; 

All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies 
i Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice ; 


jraloudcs wliidi bUII nirvlvc tin )esl only)' l-cIwMn Itieve Eallanl 

MTVlCC*. 


' “Thai wiAdt, Ibr llic nUiiiirvkot UK Mtloci won'l hcllevt 1 
ll." b ail ohl MyltiE; aiwl ope of UK k-w rraemenU of lonnor 1 
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But whatavnird tlie club and spear, and ami 
Of Hercules, against the sj^lphury cbarm. 

The magic of the thunder, whidi destroy’d 
The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d ? 
Dug, like a spreading pestilence, the grave 
No less of human bravery than the brave ! ' 

Tlieir own scant nymbcrs acted all the few* 

Against the many oft will dare and do ; 

But though ti\<e choice seems native to die free, 

Even Greoce can boast but one Thermopylae, 

Till Note, when she has forged her broken chain 
Back to a «iord, and dies and lives again ! 

111 . 

Beside ilie jutting rock the few appear’d, * 

Lik^ the last reihnanlof the re<Ldeer’s herd ; 

Their eyds were feverish, and their aspect worn, 

But still the hunter’s blood was on their horn. 

A little stream caihe tumbling from tlie height. 

And straggling into ocean ns it might, 

Its bounding crystal frolick'd <>i the ray, 

And gush'd from cliff to crag with saltless spray ; 
Close on th^ wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh a^innocence, and more secure, • 

Its silver torrent glitter’d o’er the d^ep, 

As the shy champis’ eye o'erlooks the steep. 

While far«beU>w the vast and sullen swell 
Of ocean’s alpine azure rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush'd — all feelings first 
Absorb’d in passion's and in nature’s thirst,— 
Drank as they who drink their last, and threw 
Their arms aside to revel in its dew ; fstaine 

Cool’d their scorch'd throats, and wash’d the gory 
From wounds whose only bandage might be chains ; 
Then, when their drought was quencli’d, look’B sadly 
As wondering how so many still were found [round, 
Alive and fetterless;— but silent ail. 

Each sought his fellow’s eyes, as if to call 
On him for language whidi his lips denied. 

As though their voices with their cause had died. 

IV. 

Stern, and aloof a little from the rest, 

Stood Christian with his arms across his chest. 

The ruddy, reckless, dauntless hue Once spread 
Along his cheek was livid now as lead ; 

His light-brown locks, so gracelhl in tlieir flow, 
Niow rose like startled vipers o’er bis brow. 

Still as a statue, with his lips coinprest 
To stifle even tlie breath within bis breast. 

Fast by the rock, ail menacing but mute, 
tie stood ; and, save ti slight beat of bis foot, 
'Which deepen'd now and then the sandy dint 
Beneath his heel, his form seem'd turn'd toTlint.k- 
Some paces fdrther Torquil lenn'd his head 
Against a bai^k,^nd spoke^not, Ikit lie bled<— 

Not mortally : — his worst wound was within : 


* Archidamus, king of SparUi, and non of Ag¥*Uatu. when lie 
paw a inachiuo InTMiccKfoi'theca.'iiiRsofsloaee and darla, ei- 

ciaimeU ilut U waa the “(trave of valoar.** The tame »tory ha« 


His brow was {lal^bis blue eyes sunken in, 

And blood-drops, sprinkled o'er his )eliow- hair, 
Show'd tliat hh fauitnWs cniiitf not from de^air 
But nature’s cldj^.^Besidehim was another, 

Rough as a liear^biit ivtlling ps a brother, 

Ben Banting^ w ho.essiU’d to wusli, and w ip^* 

And bind his wound— ttep falmly Kt his pipe, 

A trophy whk*I^Spivjved«a Bundred fights, * 

A beacon whlh|i had'dieer’d ten tho(t.cai\d nights. 

The fourth and last n£ this deserted group (stoop 
Walk’d up and down^i times would stand, (hen 
To pick a prhbff up— then let U drop — 

Tlien hurry as in liasldVljieit qu^kly stop — 

Tlien cast his eyes on his uofiipaninns— iheit 
Half whistle half a tune, and |ioo.sa again— 

And then fiis former nmvementit wonfd redouble, ^ 
With .something hoiw oen carelessness and tr^ile. 
Thi.s is a long d6M*riptfi&>, but^sqtplies . 

To scarce^ive minttes (lass’jfl beXpre the ; 

But yet t(^o(A)i*ntes ! Moment^ like laHhesi* 

Rend men's lives^into immortalities. » 

V. m 

At length Jack ^yscrape, a mercucial i^an, 

^Vho flutter’d (yer qU tbiqgs lik^a fan, 

More brave than lirmi, nofi more dispoAd to dare 
{ And die at once than igpestie wills de^ir, 
j Exclaimed "*G — d damp !” — those .syUab|rs iniehse, — 
^ Niiclens of J£nglaiu{'s native eloquence, 
i As theTurk’s “AHahf* or the Romm's more 
I Pagan “ Proh Jupiter as wont of yore 
To give their first impressions sudi aiRnt, 

By way of echo to <1nbarrassment,' 

Jack was embarrass’d,— never lierolltore, 

And as be khew not what to say. he swore : 

Nor swore in vgin the l 0 |||: colonial sound 
Revived Ben Biiiitjiig fVoiirbis pipe profound ; 

He drew it from his inoutk, and look’d Ihli wise. 

But merely added to the oaUi bis eyes ; 

Thus rendering the imperfect pbras^mpletc, 

A peroration I need not reiieqK 
\j. 

But Christian^ of a higher order, stood 
Like an extinct vofpano yi his mood ; 

Silent, and sad, nod savagei— with the trace 
Of passion reeking from Ills clooddi face ; 

Till lifting up again his sondire eye. 

It glanced on Torqflil, whojean’d faintly by. 

“And is it Uius?r he cried, “unhappy boy I 
And thee, too, (Are— my madness must destroy 1’’ 

He said, and strode to where young Torqiiil stood. 
Yet daisied with his lately flowing blood; 

Seized his hand ^yistfully, but did not press. 

And shrunk os fearflil of his own caress ; 

Enquired into his state ; and w ben he lieord 
The wound was slighter than he deem’d^or fear'd. 


I be«n lol<J of tome kQlghi» on Uic firtl applicaUon of giinpoV<kr t 
I but Ihe urigiiui xneo4olf iti PInlarcl). 
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A momrnt’s brightness pass'd aloug his brow, 

As iiiDCh as snch a moment m ontd allow. 

“ Y«,*’ he cxelnim’d,' “ we ard la^en in the toll, 

Jlut not a cow.ird 0 / a common spoil 

Dearly they liave bought us-^early^still may buy,— 

And I must fhli ; but have you strength to fly? 

*T woufd be some comfort still, could you survive ; 
Our dwindled band is now\tpo few to strive. 

Oh ! for a sole corroe j tliougli bof a shell, 

To bear you beo^ to where a hope may dwell 1 
For tue, my lot is what I sought ; to be. 

In life or deatli, Uie fearless ood the*free.*' 

*vu. 

Even'os be spoke around the promontory, 
WliicU'nodd^ o'er the billows high and Iraary, 

A d.irk S|>eek dotted 6cean : on it fl^w, 

Likelol^o sh.*idow of a rouald sea'in^ ; 

Onward it dime— and, lota seec^d fbllowi>’d— 

Now seen — ^pow hid— ffhere ocean's .vale was hol- 
Anil near, and ncairf, till their dusRy drew [low'd ; 
Presented well known. asjtocU to tifr view, 

Till on the surf their sl^immiiig paddles play. 
Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray ; — 
Now perching on the waves higli curl, and now 
Dash'd downward fn the thunderiiig*foa;n below*, 
^Vhieh (lings it broad and boiling sheet on sheet. 

And slings iU high flakes, sliivcr’d into sleet : 

But floating still through suif and swell, drewmigh 
Ti)c barks, like small birds through a louring ^y, 
Their art seem'd iiatore— simIi the skill to sweep 
The wave of these born p^yntjitcs of the deep, 
yiii. 

And who thoflrit tliat, springing on the strand, 
Leap'll like a ncreii^roin lifr slfeil to land, 

With dark but brilnant sk^n, and* djj^* eye 
Shining with love' and lio'pc, aiul oonstancy ? 
N'eiilia— the fond, Uie^iaitbfulv.the adored— • 

Her heart on Torqu^l'i like a torrent pour'd ; 

And smiled, anu w ept, and near, and nearer clasp'd, 
As if to be assured 't w*bs him she grasp'd ; 

Shudder'd to see his yet warm wound, and tlten, 

To find it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior's daii$^ter| and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, ani^mourui but nut despair. 
Her lover lived,— oor fbes nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moiitenl in its ail delight: 

Joy trickled in her tears, Joy lill'd the sob 
That rock'd her heart till almost ueaku to throb; 
And paradise was breathing in the sigh 
Of nature's child in nature's ecstacy. 

IX. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting [ing? 
Were not nnomved ; who are, wlidtfKenrts are greet* 
F.vrn ClirUuin gazed upon the maid and boy 
With teari<^» eye, but yet a gloomy joy 
Mix'd w ith those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 
In ligpel^ visions of ogr better do)s, 

Whdi all 's gone— to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

And but for me !” he said, and turn'd away; 


Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again ; 

And then relapsed into his sullen guise. 

As heedless of his further destinies. 

X. 

But brief their time for good or evil thought ; 

The billows round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars. — Alasi wlm made 
That sound'a dread? Alihround them %cem'd array'd 
Against them, save the bride of Toobonai : 

.She, as she caught the first glimpse o'er bay 
Of the arm'd boats, which hurried to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their fl)ing feel, 

BA*kon’d llic natives round her to th«r prowg. 
Embark’d their cuesU and launch’d their light canhes ; 
In one placed Christian and hi.s comrades twain ; 
But she and Torquil must not part again. 

She fix’d liim in her own. — Awayl away ! 

They clear the breakers, dart along tlie toy^ 

And towards a group of islets, $uch af bear 
The sea-bird's nest and seal’s surf-hollow 'd lair. 
They skim the blue tops of the billows; fhst ’ 

They flew,, and fast their fierce pursuer* rliased. 
They gain upon them — now they lose again,— 

Again make way and menace o'er the main ; 

And now tlie two canoes in chase divide, , ^ 

And follow different courses o’er the tide. 

To baffle the pursuit.— Away ! away ! : 

As life is on eacdi paddle's flight to-day, 

And more Uiaii life or lives to ^euha : Love 
Freights the frail bark and urges to Ihc cove— 

And now the refuge a»d Uie foe are nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment !— Fly, Uiou light ark, fly I ^ 


THE ISIAM). 

C AX TO TUB rOCRTir, ,.<v 

White as a white sail on a dusky sea, > 

When half the horizon 's clouded and half free, ' 
Fluttering belw een tim dun wave and llie skv^ d 
Is hope's last glcom in man's extremity. 

Her anelior parts; but still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale : . ^ 

Though every wave she climbs divides us more. 

The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 

II. 

Not distant from the isle of To 9 bonai, 

A black rock rears its bosom o'er the spray. 

The haunt of birds, a desert to mankind. 

Where the rough seal re|H>sc8 from thSdw ind, 

And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun„ 

Or gambols witli huga frolic in the : 
i There shrilly to the passing oar is l)||rd 
I The startled echo of the ocean bird, * 
i Who rears ot^ts bnre br^st her callow ln*oo<t, 
j Tlie featlier'd fishers of the soTittwIe. 

I A narrow segment of the yellow sand 



Qlfbne side fonns llw mid ve 
Urretlie-ypun!!’turUercrii«’liiwfruni liis,«1iell}' 
^leels tothedeep 'vrlii^in kis |ivenk> dk^ll 


ISI.A^il):/ 

» 



.• 2 - 


BP 


. Uiipp'if^Iby the beam, 9 nursUnfof die ^||M Sf • 
, But liatcli’d Jor oceandiy the fo^rliw ^ 

Tlie rest was’oue Weak priiMpi^^aa e'er ' 

GaVe marjnei;|'a shelter and dthjiatry ' m ’ “T i 
* '• (A'spdt to'niake tlie laved regre^lheid 
, * Which late went down, ajul,riivy Uw losi 
Such was die steny^ydui^^a pbow 


To shield her lo^er frqj^i hil (olio , „ 
Butall its'teeret waa’npt fpl^; ahhlineir .< 




' *;Ms^^<^d^veoppated ; hot with Jj^si^lo ‘ ‘ 


sItiiI 


liSmeSrtliWy to the craggy Islt^ . ' - 
iXdisliim sp^'&nd prospht,*^ She would 


llw ?es^|i^ lii;paft for X^^uin^le^ 

'.*■ ' lMnki;alar 




^ 4 int^ par^l,;#<lfc difs addi 

*Th'c pVifcdailed l|kea|hoot^»»tar, ^ 

;yid gain'd on the pwi|^, who noVf teer*$^ 

* * Ju^iloiat^ lit^ ijrliiA slie ai^f «ri]ililapr1l. 

J'lief {idWrh^ MW, dioui^ dellttte^wmr(|J| 
^jid, liyinlis a^ergr^pl^ •idi lUef . 
AtijyiiWH eJtci TO.^tnuirs*ifla«ll^^rtn(jU^^ 
,Tlip-j)row»r5w alna>^( layVitAd ilsleil^ . • 
• Of liie/riigfi^trrp, inexotable raA, . , * 
Will' nowglif htit adu&iless waters for its base; 
^thin a hundred hoats?IengHi‘wa8 the foe, ' 

** * Anci nB^JwBat Vfitge hitlidipfr fail 

• • ‘nprrorquil .ajlt’d with halfAipbrnlding eye, 

♦. 'Wifbi|at«^^‘SHosNpuIiabrouglftni«lieretuiiff 
. Is pliem^f aaftiy, or a grave. 

, Ati« yotfjjiuge rodkathe' tdmhs 


^The w^lfc rSlTd-oii, no ripple'aw its fatej* 

•j Singpeliptr drat phiqgE recall’d a ahiglr tratoyg,/'' 
Tlie little whirl wliicfa eddied, and slight faipt, v** 
wti^cu'd o'er what seem'd their latest liM^ 
d sepulchre above the jiair, ^ 

marble (nioiirnfiil as an lielf^ J*V. • 
qitirt (Irda wavering o’er the tide * 
an-lhat told of Tofqail and his bride; * ’ 
i hnJIiiit.fooVils ninoa ihhviiole nii^i Ihiei^i •» 
(k^h<d phanti^ of a seairtSii’s dreahi. 
e’r < m «Kq][‘poiisH andslaigdi'drp'tain, then pull’d alkjt; 
S* , Vj EvenSiipiiktitShieijiy foiiBilB theic sfti/.- • 
plungpd Inhi the wavp, <h‘ 
ght from a g'rere; ‘ 
snperuatiiral 

tha^ inofUl tall; V 
l^al^'aereed dint in his dheelrand eyi 
raa a daai 

onn resgiM froifi Ae'cyagi,’ 
etej^l^ipd'a ntoinent \AlliM tli^dag, 
Txpecfhm oif i^5h*JOkon of Uteir pillfT 
~ t lw|^e had inq|^ fniii them like (hp gprky. 

% * ■ V'' • 

Andw'hrfe w aihe, the pilgrim of the deep, 
fpljt iM ? Had th*y erased wee|i 

M ever rori'TeeeivettinwnVnl cave*, 

* Wr*ngdife_ siljd pity (rolfi ftirseftening waves? 
iJutflUpy w'|th yicean’sliidden wveretgna tHell , 
^^mt'sduild wiljj mermen the fantastic slioll? 

Did iTAha w ith the nior'niaids comb lierliatr 
Plowiiig o’citnn^n ps it st^.im’d In'atr^’ , 
or hbifthey perish’d, and in silrnoe slept 
fleneatlilbh gulf wherein th^ iioldly leapt ? 




'stone of l\ie watprPs’ 


Tijy tepleftAi tl(eir*«(dles, and ilpro|g - » . 

' lki)|ln and fM^ing u Die feW ■■ 

■ (:riod,_'*1>n-c|u1!,follb» tfe, and fearless foUi^O’ 
wOien ^dogad at oniminto thu^dDatfxhollow. 

'Ijere w^hio tTiiig u p wa e - I tw ^^irtrdeaiy 
^ <^ipi|'fp^s.e& did i^eMcc^ii ffte’elr; m ' .* 
•filh pull’d o^and 

Ifeiftniiinp yijl, tlqd hwhis forfidt.naiw.' 
H^loa^he j e a m to ITia tbuswimmei*a skiH 
Wtfr'p, ant,now PI] hj^^pa lYnin HI ; # 

4t«t h^'orllrjier^r ifed^, and rose rtb’merey 
• ^fcMat’s In^d amaaed (ferpgft.in«l shore. 


ns ft 


\euha plunged ioti^tUa dorpy aiid ke 
: Vr track bhdlath her nallTe*tra 
^V!k (s a naliire’s* of the eloWient, 

.Stfriiiooll#’, bravely, briU'iantly she went, 

’• heavinjea slm4 it light hetiini) her hm, 

( ^JiiSi 4 lj[ip'k'^(id riasii'd llk^ ah aoiphnjbus stal. 
■%losr^5jidd iflircyiyiess esiierl tb free* 
Thpdepthwwllere divers hold tlie pearl in chase, 
Torqet the iiufsHng of llieiiortheft sein, * 

I’gl^d her liquid sli fS w ith heart and eagp. * 

V _ n«p — deeffeijjqr'an’instant Ketiha led * 

q.tba iheii iipwaxi^jsoar’d — and as ah'e. spread 
ller ams^anJ lUtng tlie foam from off her liwlis, 
inwlmd the SoiHid rUs answer’d hv the rocks. 

. ey hid pain’d a central fealm Of earth gg^n, 

Ril fl^hf’d'Thr^rg^ Snd lield, and sky, in ’^m. 
'Aroued^^ poikt^ id’s .spacious ' ■ Jt 

^'Itpee onlyportal was the ki vlitse waVm’ 

"(A hdlilw awh^ay liy the spn 'unseen, 

""ii through Uip'klllnws’,%l4lsjAell ctgreenJL-y^iV 
dAhe tmsparAt^ioq^liolkmy,' ".J 


lie landing 

ThjBy wati^id^ Wleto^saghimt'anrAgaik 
Biff^ot\\<ej|eehithbld)l ^omtlie iwHiy ; .• 

• I * . • 4% ■. ‘ ’ 

— ^ * ■- ' . — * ■ -j^ ^ ^ ^ - J- . 
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. . -.V 


•Hen jlt (limy prople air at play. 

, wllli hrr li.air Ihr brim' fromTor^tt'^ey^'k' ^ 

lappM her bands willi bis snrpnse;*J^' 



WOrAS? ^ s V 

ly.i "<f ^ TJ Jf^ptailorid^ilSW^Jbefailb^ light 

. l^ecsrlf, fMhemdil'ukafiiigbt, 

fliMixySihadipaf spirit o>t the ccrnr, 


AoAlhnu a sonidblng like a 1 riton's bin 

For afl.^V darkiK ^ , 

TbVou^b'tntd’ts above Irt iii a .sober’d raj 
AS hi sohie old catlwlral'a gllimnning 
rim di«>Uiiil>Mdif«gat.s (com tight' riTdllf, 
Thus.salh'iii llieir frftiBC siibmitfliie 



him to where the rock appear'd f Anfl riJavp their sublirr^ijn norid etrOae. d 

bihg like a 1 rilon'.s hut; f 'J* P ^li^iaiU^4ei'jk'sii^ Orst Uitlstfilnf;g|'’ssail v. ^ 

i«»» (iSr a ap.ace, till day|s 5, * ^pfe^ l^bpV i5& that^ee or ftialityiiteht /'aij, ' ' 

*-■ s'raSl.S„ . ' 


raj;' -«j '•“I Aafg»in,'iJ*r 
SaaeVt 4fo*o'i3uiih 

da*n hay 

ITC siibmairliu!, - l*i' ? J Lad^ S»»h ajj 

i lh^nlt dm iiijIUiet sHkdow'Trem the (ctoei- ^ 

' -^ • ^1, ^ ^ .... Vi® u . ^ . . . A .Tr . . . 


i ^^fokini’i^ riAgk of the ritty <kn 

'ly aifWfrfyjfroqi'Jds^coihi Irjitien! * 
awn half lul'ted ihqjg hey lighil canoed 


a|Mlie«nldeii iruitg that grew ;. 
il Men Imifglidjiig jbfough Ihe'^hour 
f With iMVonU cheer u:ilpck ttiMg span}' hgwrr j ^ 
▼•And now tlielprqiil 1 ' ‘ 


'Ok I 


■ f*. 



Forth from her bosmtiite V^^'iStva^'S.lvt ^ ' 

A mnfL torch, atrontjlyiirdcd ^ ‘ •»* ^ ^ .i , ' ' 

Its latent spwMn from the v 

nirsiiwnLJel!eBVjldry;«hcn fj^nra 
Of the sau^ planUt^i.-Intf 
\ few sluitnk wiUitff’fl twlj^^rtd 
Of TorquH's knife stnicfc 
Tl>c grot M 
And (lx>SN I 
'Hu* arch i 
The architrave * 

The lmltresvA>oin t 
When the^ 

Or liarden'd from some torth-absoiWrtSIHW, ■w » ;i fof.hclav^inj offspiWP^fp frtd 

* ' Saiioift/li'synhf llhl for a 

* JliU'''. 'vliHh ijii'' stoXn of V.a™'M(ltiH,’d, V 

Were there, all i#opp itb)rD«r“iies^rit«i her caje., ' uis fslaiidclan to where tl»c pmlers «prg^^w,^j , 
'Ihere, »lthg»rnile limjaof pitii^j, • ■ •. . Their deep-green sBtiikAvs d'afi^ roflls' dforp^fc.’ 

F3ntaslicfa^mop^*diuoir1|(mldjl^ _ Theif dived- it seem*d^t if to ri 3 e no in^e : 

And then a tfiilfe err a «i^ie Jipuld ffJi, ..** « Hie wdhdetiiuMnQies^imlM viTbiiftlf^Sr UA, ▼ 

I he eye upon^ts seeming trutiOx. ‘ ^ ^r^lectp'd himjnad, W(ieflharlJ 4 |j||^ y ** 

Tl!tii Katu«^JIJi>*Milb'<lie_.staia^^ ^ g- \-f Hol’fl lound ln®*?n)w the^^infed ^ ™'r .1 


AVhile yet the giohe reek'd frJm ite ' 

Tl»e frrilea pinocle, th"eais)e, the mi»e^'*' *- » '*• 


And built betvtdf flUjhapet Oie'featr. 


* ^ 

X'lll. 


tires,, g-'V 

' > '1 • 




i^t^p^^erS^hjuiklttlft iMtlj • ' • 


And Neuh;^ 

An^«'avo(^tdp^.Oif.va^t 
And led h^Yi^a er^Uix^ccvs^mid^)^^’ 

The se<‘tct*Pfii(4j^of thfeif p#B^«boU^ 

these ifune, (o^all bech pVep^ed? 
ReCorey tk tuotht die lover's lot i4*^sl5fed 
The iiia^ t(xr rest \ foe dri 'is tiief _? ' 

Aii(f saadAVoJI to fence agiiia*.t the dev\;%, 

For forll the eocoa>nut , bpppd ^ 

^orneo£tlic fruit; for b^H Uielilautkii^ljlW Id 
With it| bmnd Iwit, or tuWe J^clf ♦■Ulrh Mfe 

A It'kn/iiiflr in tiio Ois^a if ^ 


^^hen paiisr<r |^n Ihcir^addlta from 
4^oddesj»^(keTS(fff«*!n‘4*lfcjJn tkririflwaii^ 



^ovv' Tpey' liiid'gjidly'Uv^ an _ ^ 

^TUis talc; l|j|^ 

^Wus lovo^ Tlmi^ hu^<id ftroiij^ayfe l^ie ^otve « ^ 


. . T - |*i\hi'rimheIap(vthf0Uidtlwgi1l^ 

A liyiqufltjn ibe fiedv it a g ci<d o ^r; * • f ^!#n kioilh’i foriii xv^ lOxn^if^orSlh ' «•* ’ 1 

i^;l(d9CtJ^tfl^. ' ‘1 Ttieit nupl1alAnuJl,Vis’»rnftout!vel(drd|Biii'l p w i& d •* 

V KiiidlHtj Ml(fs.j^l^f;^nflJedlfe^^'*^k^ 


'fl ^^cfl ird with „ , _ 

'Hi^Tlfie h.iAniia from tlidiucll^fliitl: 

‘>V 


• T|ifTn«x Mcnt 
r's iKcougt; 


lugt) Ixun whirh U byu 


wtthontM^i^iaiUcthlni^ unh^klDd'^pli J iqA 
In Mui®o*pirk>Jai 



<«Htr*vxiW 
lllbui 

tueoT 

iwvmeitfMh < iXMkor n^itaia'^tlKWtt]^ n viijgiSa, 
ihtc 4‘xtlt^g^ il^t iUHgrUnu cthiIi; 

Uut U «r«i*a <^«rt ot nAhjr#. • * • 



h V^tffihlQ l&lli 
P' t^R^bta|jh» i\fc Jhyv* «i 

nr*>..h<‘ ijik 





# 


Di. 


' -‘98^ 





. •••- 


sW 




.Tiie waves 
«As much unheeded 


witlioul||M rsgnil jtel»<|pncli|^ii^ 
nherded u?1l l(le lijew S".^. ' ' . 



Ofo 


^As niucD uiuieruca usti ipe i^etr o *T, . 

( ^VViUiln, Uieir Hurts *11 Hjnr hariiion^ 
*■■ ■ Luve'a brokM iH&raBi^ aiii^^Horf broken 


iid fir'd his lerelW.gsn,^ 
llicn'eloiid before the iran. ' ' 


. V 


• *T . - • 1.’^ nigh, weU arm'd^iid Drin ih«crew 

Kit To act whoterer duty bade thenilb; • 

A as the oowanl wind j 


I strew s, nor looii behind. ‘:i ' 

[ raUier wtsli'd to go ’ .v' 


E r* J^nd they* file eiMs^nd'shar^ of ttieyia^ 

i?. r *-kT#feltiNt this poor\icUn, of sslf-win, 

'Jifitoi. n6nio..ih.-!d oBoeheen Dribain'^t.ll. -- 
*• 'M«» «u«endere-no reply ; ; '-.■ 

\ r ^ »ltrt^Mnn« ^f*e poi-Kid. and glitter'd in the sfi^ ' . 

V «^B.i«n6w.*Tene,v jfi^arBoe.' ■ Jartr^^ilM again-rtb answer ; yetonce morw': •. 

i oOer’d quarts Idoder than before. 

.be rook’a rebound, 


<r> 

li 


If. 


'f lAf gain’d upon Uieiii' ail \ylioae abfety iav^_Jp 4 ^ 
In tdnie Iileak crag or deepljirbidden bay :; *d‘. ^ 


^'Ofi^a^tdmcttSrchoueyqBiaia'di and r!(dk^ 

• to'^^st litrlliempck uSt thoi^aijjlU’* '** 

, ^ iiq^steer’djto like .thck,iatnst \ iew' of land,’*. 

i^^ctinWtXAFjUcsword m 
gi^atire:> aiuf wl&,; . 

Ilf^JJ^iJirsliJIlSvc balUcl si!«ut|^^^r^> * 

^ ^ badfi tlicnT-^tiMj^tliiir 

•%- figFiffrj'av^k\'^.fe iu vj|jH * * 

, j§^ n^t^h^jj^crc simjift bo i^af. 


^tbAir last /^wcli >d* the dyingAOund.? * 

Xfuni il^'d tbejliritw. 0 Dd blazvd tbo voKirhig Uaine, 
,«J ^laohe rose b^ween tlu’in ami their thu, 

' '9We HUt rallied wiUi thebulktV kiiof>, 
VhichjpeaP^jfJSjrin, and Jlattrn‘d-« they leH; • 

Ihen Ihe odiy jijsw*^ to be pJwn * 

" j|y tliose,^ho ha»k)St all hO{V inj^'^thpr iHuven. 


and hoekoAJkL 


'AgaHk^tbearms wh^cktuust b&tvildM here?^^'^ * 

.■> • ■•- s' ■' - 

• •_ . ' XI. . ■ ■ . » 

. " ' ' k''. ■ • , 

< a4.<twy ipndad oa a wild hut narrow soene, ■ 

• ..Ijjhery YenfStit,lNalur«'j foptstep.s y« bad b^ ; 

• ^■^lujpd it^irahns, ^wilh tlulglbouiy •»*' 

^Muiind sdstalrtV) of man's e-xtr^tiity, ' 

*^n«i. bype i»gohe, notgioryls self renialnu. 

• Jffu.eribtr reustanco against de.rtb urcliaiiia, — ,- 

'Wllity 3(00)1, Ihfy th’ree; lis tli^ghree Imudred ^cxid ^ 

^ \VlK).(ly(xC11y#nopylc with h(dy,blood. ^ 

^ • _ ^u .,taStJ)qy:'d)tferent ’t ifHiccsi'itr uialces alC 
’ •*^J^g>*da§ or hallow^icpurageirl^ fall. 

I>lir t^n no.ftirrios etrrnal and InMtisai, 

Blazed tbroi^|^ttic 'clouds ' o^^atli ai 

N<a6r8tcffllfcdiAry,jjgiBi'ng1jirott4l?Sf legrs; V ■ 
jKun tie ptafirf Hiouilind yaarsl^ ' 

', iiationT j^«a,«^IB jo fheht tondi Bh beort ' si-.' 

*dhefbe3'»iin tlieiiV^lr i^pTiAn^t. »i'V * '•’ 

^HJ»(»^jflj^-;th(^ jforg^Iuod; was a^tlf, 

. TI»irlll^wiiss^il>hl^,'liaif^iia|)tPwayiuj<i- • 

.Sdhdliit Ihgrti^ fell, at tub UUC, .. 

- ^''^*''Sy*b«l}s^l>e had irndoBej ' • "' ?ThS era^As dotH if Citaon reft of young. 

tTbgl^l^ rOvhrcf bin, or appw'd io wlbc 
Sg|^|nssi6b'wl(ich a weakly gesture apf)<a: 

_ . . - ,. n lB‘^lyyj''(llo the foremoer, whoUrtw nipi. 

Tile eigiljy^^te^ favaiu-^yhia fall : ^ aa' they near'd, he jcar'tklus weapon high — 

*. Ab<}apc;ya f|H! But.s;il^haftcedthj shock,. / . ilfc last'ball had I^saiutSi. bqt.Trdtn his breast 

Obdb_^ds^^rtioJt'hft1](rioi)k - ' ' ’ ■“' ' ' '■ 


'’^Ttay firsinietoe peal, as ihey pull’d nigitpr, ^ » 
beard thovoice ofClin'slianiilgMs‘’^Wifirel'’ 
i And krd tboword upon the echo difil, * i 
fell ; the rest assail'd the rock's rdi^i side 
.Art^furioas at the madneSB ofthfir fo^ 

4^sd^u'd alH'urtfaer etTorls. save to dosd. 

■ KXslsop the crag, .and At Wiihoiira'path, 

Kaeh’ steep ojiposed a has^n'to their wrath, 

,)^ilk, plAced mi((st etefts tlik least acresiiUe, ^ 

- j^f^bAJiidstian’seye wasiejun'd to iaarkTull.s<%ll. 
' I ‘Jfe three niaintainM a strife whfcfi must not yield, 

In spots Where eagles nii^t have clKiseDSp build. 
^Iieir every (bot told; rriiile Hie sssallaiit fell, i «- 
Hush’d on tln^iiqgles like the fimpet sbel^i ' 
But stilly ejjpu^ survived," and mounted still, 
Seatgigiaduieirnymber here ,-iild there, until '. 

‘ Surrounoexl and eOhiinonded, iliough Bob liigli * 
*’^noi%li for seizure, near enongli to die, 
'flie'-rUspcrateVio held aloof Hisirfiite 
But by a thread, like sharks wtio have gorged thedrait; 

• Ye't to tire jerylast they battled wWI, ' 

AndjBot a .grosn inform 'd their foes friio^lL 

Qbristian died iJay-^twHre wounded ; Wilrf oiicl! more 
, JBercy waiofir’ddjfhen They siC^- fa^dure ; ' 

■foo late foiNffe.jwItial too late to'Sie, 

♦tv ith tliou^ a hostile band to close his eye/ •' 
limb wns broken, atid he drohp’d along ' 



Tt-Tttr 


V ‘ f ZlijMreito'l 

h . >bj«<tsr iflallMWeyyiJngVrtncaniki, 1»id mihhif n.isire»; j SHrweld&nrS 


-> Vila lore g{ie tppisOst bbltoivfciin m s ves , • , 

^ . ^-yL- a** • . V 


n«| 

*lt«iiiNliieValcr 


|[tcd aiuf dtteried al 
biruk^, tuWo£ 


Disdain} JMn 


Oovfr\ihc tub? dash'd it, le^Kd'fiAi 
4* his Iqc feU ; then* like a derpciit,' coird 
ilis*voanded* weary form, lo wliwe 
Lools'd desperate as himself a)ori( ihe^'^pi; j 

CasU>oe glance badi« nnd ciendi’d his hand^ and sliook 


Uf RON S VOftKS. • .1, 


. - , • #(* 




Mi, 


'•V 

• ,*•. 


IIWNS V0ftK& • I, . n . ' '.y,* 

JL V j* ■ * « *• * "* ' , • * 

Mlle<t,,i^ Bapp’d^t OH'd, nwj (0 Ifce m»lDg gate' ' ' #* 

’ '^’^Itegaiu broad arrti ; her berajh Began to fail * 

Wit^ fluttering fear,;^cr heerl' brat thick and high, * 
ATliUdyal aduubt>jirung giber* ita eoiira* miglit Ik- : 
Butfcxtltgaini^^lila^andlgr away '*n* ' ■ 


Ui.s last'^^^'goinst the earth wiiirh lie formok ; kK Ittsat’d ap4l rl«r’^the bay-^. 


:^e^^e4, iini flung the^ea-fo^ trom Ker eret, ^ * 
for a rain|)oW io*t!>e skfes. ' 


tiien plunged : the rock below receivcddike^lass 
Hi^lKilly crush'd into buejory mass, 

WirtMcn^. a shred lo tell of ftimiaii'form, 

Or'frogn^ent for tlie ^a*hird Or tlie worm ; 

A ffifr-bair'd dealp*'besmca'r'd wiihbtood ami wsfes,* 

Yetrifrt*d, the remnant ot himseif and deeds; 

Souiesplinters of his w eapons (to tlia last,' ' 

As ibng as hand could bold. Itebeld Uit||ni iastT, 

Yet gutter 'd, but at dislaiioe— Imrl’d away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing sprfly. ** ^ 

The resi was noUiuig — save a lifemis-speiil, - 

And soul— but who shall answer where it wcnt> ■>- 

T i> ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and tW- *.* “i* ‘i*r without agi ogre-, 


'•N 


, (Iholioirl^p Tcreed^dinent'jlM* 

.. Hfivko^’d, dwindled fo ffrery.sperk— 
Ttieii’vaohh’d.j' All wMocean.all (piis j<iyj 
Qbn nidungial she Ihr.iiigblbe hike to, rougher bo*' i 
i /rol4 all gttedi^ s«g^, and sH sh^hop^, a^ all 
' Tl*t happy lov<»uid auguforrefillV , ' 

.fipruog Wrth l|oip, wkh T^rquil follbwing frd6" 

Till bjending aereid over tbe broad gea_^; r ' , -■ 

ijifaiiAtllund tbetookj U> where a slfiilfoW cleft ’• 
Hid thptgnuc that Ni'Uba therehad left r 


tyho doom to liell^ Ihemselvc* arc on the wsy«i>>:g 
Unless tlicse bullies of eternal pehis . 

Are perdOu'd their bad hearts for iiielr wocse'braiuf- 


'Hist eve the strangers ebased llitin from th«^re; 
llg^wben those vaafsli'd, «he ^'rsued her prowr^ 
n'd, and urged to wliece'thei' found it now ; 

' cVetdW inoee Jove and jjy einbarl^ . . . 

j tap' liow wW»_wafte4*t# that afepder ark. 

The deed jra» over f, All were gone or ta’enV*''' a' ' f •’ •'xT. - 

The ftigilSvc, Hie captive, or the slain. . ‘ . , ■’ ^ 

Chain’d' on the deck, where once, a-gallant crew. , Igaid Iheir own dioie riM cm the view, 

'f*Pio^inore (lolluted wilh ahostitetaue 


,V 


Thky stood %illi honour, were the wretched fei* ' - 
Survivors of the ‘skirmish on the isle ; 

But the l.isj roek left no’sarvivitig spoil.- .jg‘ ' 
Cold lay they wliere they fell^ and weltering, *' ,• 
While o’er thorn lltpp'i ihesoa-liirds’ dew 7 wjng, _ 
>0W wlietling nearer from the nci^ourlng surge,' 
And scre.niiing high their harsh and hungry dirgifl_^’ 
But otlm anJ oareless heaved the wave belcm 
Kteiid, with nnsjknpathctie Bow ; 

Far o'er its Jaee the dolpliins sporieif-on, » * •_ 

And spruhg the (lying-fish igainst the sun, 

Till.its drW wing relapsed from ila^rief hclgl^ ' 

To gather nwiaUire for ancither Bight. * , i 


'T was niorn; and Neuba, wlio by dawh of cloygi# , 
Swam snlootlily forth to catch the rising ray, ' ’ 
And watch if aught approach'd tlie_ampi(ibious lair. 
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in aia ; ' . 


.H 


Jlo snileii sbifda.rbcie^ilg ci'eT lli^ foedg' ^ 

/f Boating dungeon »— ill was'liopevjnd home 1 * ' * ' 

\ thousiftid proas.4arled o’er the bay, , 

ABWi soonding shells, and heralded their wak'; ' 
duel's eamo down, around the people [KWir’c^y , ' 
And welccwed Torijull as d'top restored j TJ 

•Tlie » 6Pien throng'd, embracing and epibri«*il , ' * * 

Neuha, asking wlwrc they liail been ohtsed^ ^ ' 

Acid Bbw escaped? "Die tale was told ; aud then' .T; 
^ne atjclainiHion rent the kky again j. 

And Irdhi that horn- a iievr tradition goke, _ ^ , I • 
‘Tbgii'.saiictuarv The’^allniejj^ I* Neuha’s*«*&. , " • 

.A hpsdwfl Ores, lot Mickpeing' froni ihtf heif^* t 
BIszcA b’er the g«nAal revjl,of the night,. ' ' 

''Ihe Ibaat !n Igni^'r <f( Ihevprst, rciorh’d. . 

•TlTiiea ce aii(l;^ffiasurc, ^ifoo^y eaiki’d * 

■X fugbf'succ^w! by such Uappy tl»y» . , ' 

, As, only the >\l infant world dbipfcys.^* . 

7 •* , . K-V ' ' - r-V" - 

' ‘ • • 

fBrrooJ ibSiorc^el- ilec^dowfltf^A^tcoalwf^rta fab • 
tKadlon^iim 

of ^(K/xf llirTr)iir|ioAV»( Kikajaatr-i 


killeii to utDcer. who atieinpled to adM him after ItAwwoondedJSl 

%f the rUscharite of li» moikct loaded wlih a toUton of bfi nniforin- - - wilL r( ft U to dinm me ^ 

Some circomrtaiwito wi hh oourl-iuafUai ralwd a greol iiiu oiilU aimmU ^dbir Wflrfiirpoktes »♦4li*aiPlr.l 
amooMt U* liidffnfeho wkhed li>lkkeoTlFhl«jrealfUhatitKi to A had -a fnend ur ^aertam. ap^ieiiaiid |i Uto mfSto of 


iKe, wtdeb lui ontYcd to Cbcloae, ba^ the Un^ onljp^Q whom 
he rc<|iMslc<l pertoUtoM to write. TU(< wm refated. «n4^ Ti^ 
deric was Mefl « i4b the i^reatot i^igoANfc from baffte^oio^'' 
hiiy or aovK! oih«HHdSli«e* when he umlerritHMl tltal Mt mittoip 
had been dMil«d. ' ^ 

■ A. y 

# . -r 


*s^’ 



3 . 

V 




■’in 




^ wal to knofl t w re rj iftncauift at Ihc 

'ttnrtif sillily M saacedooy 'itol RiuinU him be «a rootyil ■* 

’V'-.l • ■ -. ■ . . . .V -I 

'/■ H 

•• \ • w * *4. ’* ; ^ • 

i- -. .^3^. -X’h''' -I*** 

t*' i' ^ a 7*%*** g*v •* V 

.>. .iw" 


■.! 


V *■ 
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V. \ *\’*-^'*/ *^ (KJCASJONAl. POEM^^? ^ • -4 
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*" ■ ■■ 

• • '■ ^ OCCASIONAL POEMS. . ‘^-■p ■ - - 


*1^ 

o. 


,‘Vv 


'" < ufi, Ciitlereogb ! tliou art i patriot now';' 

* * Gilo dieH'for liisa)uiitr>, so didst 
|Be pprislfd rathtr lhan-sw Rdhie eiislav^;' 

Tbcji cutt'^hy tiMpat 'Britaid maySie'iired ! * t* ■'■ 

1 ‘ *• y ,***'t ’. 

^ !>i^Caitlere<>ith oi!< Ills Vl^roat ^Tlie worst , > ^ 

■ '.QPtljis i|,J»lhafliS’own s^ns oottli^lirsC O 
, . ; • ' '»» *ii uf ■• ■ ;• 

* - 5 • * i ^ ^ 

\* histnroat atlasVI-^Ue-i'Wiho.^*^^ 

^▼*'Ji^eS^^n'^«^o'c□t‘ll4«'couIUry*s longitgo. *•• , • ^ 


Not fanriM alono by Victory^ (kfllng wlii|, ' . 

tie rear'd his bold and hriMiant throno on hi'^it 


« ; ’ ^Thn Bastard kepli like Hods, his piTV fo6t, 
*' ' And Britain's bravest vietor was the lastr 


' ' 


^ . KHITAPH. 

k *'* Hosterfty will neVr survey 
►- •• • y^^J^lMblergrav 
* •***• Ttir^lfe tlic bon 


Vt ^^ipp» 

■ ‘J ^ 


e than this : 
bones of Castlei^a^i ; 


•• ^ 


k |T. 


» * - ^ ~ * «m *00 *!•. ^ ., 

tThflie Vncf w«r« wrinin |ir l^rva tliibi beton* he left ilati f^r 
t«M|b i\ttj «MaKaii< tomiribelliiulw^bceAlr-’mUMtlta raoM, 


ON TUIS DA*V I <^M/>LBrk MV TIIIRTY-SIXTII TE.^^l 

J: ^ 

*T^s tiuie this heart should be umnovediSr^ 
Sinoe others it hath ceased to move : 

Yeti' though ! cannot be beloved, j» - 
~ Still let me love! 


I tbeXoub 1 h» Snint*,! hm fgud 

«4)fi l~-wBiy — binely — ionely — lonely— Pillow I 
*^Vhepe Is inyAot'cr? where is my lover? 

Is*it hi.s bork which my dreary dreams discovert 
far aw ay ! and alone along Uie billow ? 




a 

r ^ • 


'* ftfy daw are in tbe yellow leaf i 

iThe flowers and fruits of love arc gone' 

. iTite worffi, the canker, and the grief '•} 

JL "Are mine alone! 

The Ore that on iny Imsom prey's ' j 
Is lone as some volcanic isle; * W| 

. No toreli is kindled at its biuzo— - - 
A funeral pi I q! 

I. 

4The hope, the fear, thejealoas c»rc, 1 
; The e.valted portion of the pain i 

, Aod power of lore, I cannot ^a're^ ‘y^ 

" - But wear the chain. _ \'v^« 


Oh 1 niy lonely ^lonely-loDely— Pillow* I 

Why must my l^d ache where his gentle brow lay ? .. , *. 

How the long night flags lovetessly and slowly, - v «■ not thus— and 'i is not 

AfJjfny Hbffd dfoops.tner the^ like the willow.— , * j should shakomy souli nor Toi 

> - ll,oo; nv.’sHl a.,fl *li.ary Pillo* ! i *'*1' “I"** bier,; ‘ 

^nri ntekdidd^ims to Keep iiiyhevt from brea^g,. '"*** ^Jz^' . 

* A retiTW for the leaiw YVlied rf|>dn'Hiee w^fng ; ‘ * ** Vr^“ 

Ufit I 1 « nSf dur^ill he edrais bact o'er the WHoV.i- • •»; ;^fc*#Srd, tj)r tenner j_and llie fi^W; 

^«n if tbiou » ilt^o 'inor¥niy/«»«/;*Rllow, V , ._*6lor^and i>crce, around me sec !, 

Iff on^nbraee let Hjcfc afij^atein co<bl<l hint'* f 
. Atd tlien (dnee iff ll»e iojPw^tlb lieiiujd li(la£^ * 

Ob! - 


^ag bfteiit J^SiAjJn}’ loh<y f ^ 

*c> .;•• 


T^^partam bomp ujithi li'i, sbiefd,' 
^ tS? 'Va^orfftor/free. 


V, 

** 





fA’s 






>? '■ *' 

^.£Vak«,t>(inoe Greece— she is amkcH’^ "I 
•»Vffbk*,in| spiritf Think througli iaiowi'j 
y.Xtf' lifO'biopd titcks Its parent lake,. 

• tT? And tlitii slrikn bomel 


^10 SmTof L0e lair^of Wjirl sipit' cad thgse ^v^n^ passions; dvaij, ' 

Him ha3ft tittihod hd«s^ NorRmod)’/* ‘ fUn'JblTI^' nwilioA-'-Vunln^hce^*. 

.sort Mr tl.n ,iK„Unf on .:, f bhnfld iSd ainife-qc ■- 1 

AfVearty be. ? ; . . ^ 


. vMd Mt tlio Miiiaof cgmpieroa imre 
, |•^^o^dk^^(:(fft^]n^ra^ile dynaslT.' ' d 






• . >’%. ' • » .W ■ 

• IXh^ 4 a>r*itn^Pftir d H|Ti>n eiiin; frSnSIUi 


■rnt wbcie (JWtaci bi^oMMrtl mm IHltHUwteM^ 
tM. ISkltwilh.a ^mlie~wr(Hi cntpiitbWfkj - 
ff»lhcf dty.Nhii f M«Tcl write Iny pfWM^jtOw. Thli to my liirili 


*(arli 

vrnibti 


* tel SonhldtsplMOll. mlutli. 1 If 

V* wwi wtilil I iWMbH j yr Rc .** fte ihcn prodneAl a 
rf^sOiis Ter»c».<-cotsri:issvj | 


iivVl**. - 

^J^ess often sought tbaafount^ 

A soldier’s grave, for^lhee the * * . • • 




• 

sT— ‘'Vfc 
t!iou re^ell’st lUy youth, lO*#/ /ire J, 


The land of hoaonrable death 


Is here :— up to the field, ai^ givy ^ 
: Away thy breath! ' \ 





'Then look ^^;owid, and choose thy gro^i^ 
Alid-tniu thy rest.' * “ ^ 




r.> '7v,'V 


It' ,.-- ^ 


DON iLAN.’ 
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!»*-■ J;'< 




' H 




"tHracUf-HI pniprU Cnuuiufa <lt<cre.J*-Bo«. 

. * ■ * .. J »Lr --?• 




lt»v - 

-%'• xr- 


FRAGMENT ,/J- ' V 

^ Wm! Aflcfc of (ft' ^ ®r 
^ y»'fw^d ^Bhe»f«n Ihat I were srt much olay, * *• 
?.V iiAs'iam htood, bone, marrow, passion.'fMlIfeg— 


L''t} niauje at tairt'lhf past were pass’d dway— ^ 

’ • K .- And for tlie future— (but I write this reeling. 

Having got drunh«ceedinely lo^lay, / 

vSjTf 'Sb: that I seeuitq stand ; ^ 

( I £<n— the fltwr^i* isetious matter — • 

>r Goa> »k>i-hock and soda-watcrl ~ 




. *«. • • . 


J DEDICATIQN.i 

• ■ L 


.7 - ; *' • • '* 

Upb ^tliey! Ton 're a poet— Poe^-lauwate, •' > 

•And represedtaKve of all the rafa. t w , •• 

-AIGiou^b 't ^ Irnc that yon, turn'd oiith jSry^ . 
Last, 7 Tjours has lately been a common tase,— • t 
e.'H Aiiduow, my Epie HCTCgadel wbatarejrjjbi. . , , 

, Witli all thd liakf rs, in and out of plgcj? f , * • 

,* ll A qeslof.^iieAil persons, to my;g^e • 

Hte '* fou?‘aud Hj’ciitjr Dbckblrdstoa^ye-, *• 




s« 


- i'llklo«?art wi«*r.l'ton «,al Uilnj conorclsd -i.llh'tl.Mo /afe. If lUiban; H 11 u .UfU, « "lU ^lf,»lt«nlJ»'f.W'filr 

; 4>- ; 

• . ^ . bftaUit’ . 9m ♦slMeyetl^ ^ ^ ’‘hfrh Uiey m o<^ ^«yp!«. • • ^ ^ ^ 

iBd ntW tou«5«0Uf4ie^ ol « mu grirc BUmmering rlghi. 4;i(|art It r^llL cnSte krtg^ 

lhrougliDiej|rltv^“lhejfe W *0 jfreduClkmjwWhintJB nMtcdrtubt-yqawM . 


ranse”of nK'ietin<ASn'coin|Kiiidibn,rouatl«Uclit1teclretiBuj|ji^p%- pi«w«ru c«i luc up r«*i Md sraartiiqiMcilttHgf lo,.th». 

s »m*ir w*wcl* writtcucjitw toocUlog « 


^tc4rt)ibt-yq« w ^rlsbUMsI i •» aiiPrr9<«M, but 

kMt* dill p t u w iiru C«l lUc up r«*l Mkd br«actl ; qtMlUttrdgf 

,fei^ (vo4 rvo*d nr nwtubni pdcir.' yit Mrm «rtk« tAlw'i 


^ tbe’ tmkt e( ift*’“Notte«s sf (he U’.t or Lord Vfr^ 


W •••! , aw— IV, -.-a ar-'-— < •"•■■ ; — 

. 'couoAloti q»ln»oi'*. If YOUwW, • lo Soidpo I 

ftvn*' ^ MX*. f«r I Hsn't :-l <kb okwnai? •■'tivi -ait Umt* > 

;. nlBlls>l(Mi Mkmc tor Itw ptoo orOomiT Sotinif: iMve po^ : 1 iifilno 


' JW. -• t« rsauer w m. .’"I^ - -•• nala-lw .aum lorll»pU«.ll>oin.T).linm: lUwpoptoi m,i»»o 

, 2 sir. .noorit,IMIt«*jr 1“ >■>■*^1''* °f abmidsni defallaaan yy %i*,;»oiiHiKiorhntniiart.i,iii«itAU,UMTii«ri'ia*^-y«iat» 

^3* bse Ihc CtrQUft**IIC«* OU^ ^ w wSfo l ani iB n>lrtw; liM|iMra wtu %■ ll•ttftrta^i^ 9 e«t 

V . _ t. .4.4W tgr. «<ta« ‘ “ • •■ 

- 19 lb* pnUU-i p«( ir (•niiotutl. 

*Tc>« ullbt m ,««R Mke KoinW ) or Dlaoi^ ),,* act In • *U^ 

.ca... :3yf fem^LkB^iua d^ twmari u i'p» w b**> btfflAty,u»^sg»» 

J.r-. 




^ UBAHtiih*f!P*»«i4 


<U r«tir%«tninlBif, Hi 

Pt i\.. ..i^« .■% ’0*1 

and^IpKflnWj 


b ; iraol, fah ; t|c 

tup 'frf a»sM> 

, U tUd^(ifi»flklbtMlor U » <® *5?!::.:. 

II, %f I 4 k»*c •tar «lu®* aH ••• olSrf-irfai 
pttnl Imranir (Jk aactoni S< Uotu- If r« 
lial^bniMO. U »'«mUlnc, BMkh^ 

■• -3S«trt.iWwe«Sil»*»l •'*■'* 

. * ^ilabiHiifcsAr.rwwm*^*"'- J. 

3liA'ui«ns iiAW*«M«i<eMBq«Mh> ^<ii<> 

»JK*w»»Mgr^ ‘V JWir fl|Hr 


* a • 



‘ >B*|| 10 |R#||3^ »lairi^u|r/^N»%« ^ 

^ cA4dbrliM,na^«l»lluiiA<« lJ<|gHP» « 

wlM^itBaj^ tte^Mk BSralli^ja 

H; 

iu (0 hla 



, 0o« IdfaffnwitM?. toii 



ti bara,llin>pa 0^4ba ri^ 

•ay M l*r«a. fcr I wAaw a«filnft.ui*(l<^oii. 
iiry waaliad* * oxiulxcwAkM iM 

.. . _ -■ - - . ill.. Am! lll.tM*! 


19 tbm aa 


itiiwxWr 

cn^uf 0Bar<^4«^ft« #Kmm«r 


99% 

ma Um 
and UK9 lalk .10 


ii jps^ty- 


i eiixainhal II U Iba^tl lawa^sl* 
ikSfib^af hiO OMKal. IlMl !• ppi 


, K 

V/ 


> SwZl^af hiO ml. IlMl !• • 

Oia ni ouke cm(w.'ct 


Ilk flrA U'ua'ivi^ 
ate; bErtIr apup fc 


ofwjcautoa. Tbc 


tXn 


g fltrtoo^ Jftl^qpiK \^nC9iM 0Bar*Hc4«9h« \v^troui«r 

w, ft 9fr < 9 lunM»tfonMiAi<V fo«Vv«nl 

.yci^AftSSli hdw bOB »ttfiH.t|-fbi^«rccU 9 a 
If soMuiittefocidjAficudn Iwyro- 

• . m t* . A . • 

t*iAni^aw«i rBte|lag^}1a3iI<itndfllteT*>inBQio\ri • 
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'.' DON JUAN. 


• . - <■ ■ ' 

Vyhich pyp beipg oppn'i* flipy began to sing^" 
^ (iliis old song and new simile holds good}i . . 
A dainty disb to set before the King,” 


.* •_ Dt Regent, v,j\o adiiiih>s «ich-kin<lof CooU ;— >■ 
* fttid <;nleri<fteI*to 5 i lias lately taltgii wjng, • ^ 

* But like k eneundier'l) » Ub'Ais (iouj||.^ 


at- 


* But like^nll^k rnru|iil)«r^ VkUb'flu 
«« >^|nining tlie nauon^ 

I wIbI) he wouldt explain his I^xpieM^^ion. 

• ‘ 

7 UU, I are^rather insole oU you know, 

A tWing ciisappoinletl in your wish 
To % 4 pefsede nil warblers here below, 
Andbetbeon^lllackbirdin thedisli; . 

* vVnd then you overstrain yourself, or so, 

.* • And tuniMedoirOward like the ilying'fish 

Gasping on dj^k, jjecause you soor too high, Bob^^ 
k* 4 jid fall, for.lark of moisture quite a*drv’. Bob! 




i’tnd \Vordjworth, in a rather long “ Excursion ” 
^ think .Jljie quarto holds five hundred p>ages), 
ifas given a sample from the vastv version 
6 fhis new system* to [lerplei tbe sages ; 

"Pis po^ry — at least by his assertion, 

* And^i^y appear so when the dog-star rages — 
A lid lie V(JsbAiadefslands it would lie able , 

■D) add a sjoiy to the Tower of B.ibel. ' 


Yon-jpeittlemen ! by dint of long sodusion 
k'rbm belter eompany, have kept your own 
At-Kesw iek,‘ and, through still continued fusipn 
. Of one gfipitlier's minds, at last have grown 
Jo deem as a most logical conclusion, 

Jliat P^yiias wreaths for yon alone : 

There Ts } narrowness in such a notion, {ocean. 
tVJuph oiakerme » ish you 'd cliaoge your lakes for 

* ^’* '1 * J' 

I v«iiild not imitate, tbe pefty lhou|ht, 

FoTjII 


qp^plf-jd^e Jtesi (Tvtcc, * 
I the glong your conftr sy ^rougbt/ 


^ro gpIdoloneBbouid iwt bnveJ^n its pu^. «. 





You have your salary; was ’t fbr Bial yon wroi^ht?r 
And Wordsworth lias his place in tlie KxciseAV 
Ydu'*re shabby fellows — true — liut poets stDI, ^ m ^ ^ 

An^.duly seat^ on the immortal hfll. ' 

" ■ 

Ym;r bays^nay hide llie boldness of your brows^.*^ - 

• ■ Perhaps sooic virtuous blushes ; — let them gorr , ' . 

, To you Tcniypcither fruit ubr boughs— " ^ ' 

u • And for the fameyoti wpuld engross below, 

^ tThcTield isuniveglhUandalibw^ ' . ' ' 

;Sfope to all surti aS feel tl»f inl^^enj glow ? 

Rogers, Campbefi, Mo^r, and Crnbbe, *wUi 

For roe. who, wandering with pedestrian Muses, w .■*.eiV , 

, Contend not with you on tlie winged steed,. ' 

I wish Tonr fate may yield whenjjie ehodsfs, 

■ sThe fame you envy, and the,skiUy 6 u n,eil;V, 

’ And,feFollect a poet nothing Imies ^ ^ 

• ; In giving to his brethren iKcif fiilljiieed . .■ JrV ^ «" Vr 
Of merit, and cnmplainka(,{{rrsent '<^ys * j • 

Is not' the certain path to fsthre praise?-^’' V*^ 

IX. y:. ' 

He that reserves his lanrels for^'klerily, ’ #■*< A 
(AVho does not often tlaihi the' hrigH't re^fecsion^jT^ 
rias generally no great chop to spi^je . . .’ 

■ Being only injured bj his own aaaertioii.; 


'Gainst you the question witli posterity.. 
‘ ’ Mil. . 



Am^ although here and thera^^ne ploriou^’nwIflO..*'^ » 
Ari.sc like Tilan from the^M’s imniefsldn, .• 



If, fallen 

Milton appeal’d to the 


^ger.Time, 

If Time, the Avenger, flgecfcte^jisyrBhgg; . 

.m And niak A th<> 

^ Jk, 


^Andn^k^lhe 

He dffgn’d beijc hii sjpu in's 


^ tjimt t() ii'tiinf ; 


-*e 


toTM^^thc Sire to Jarfd. the Sai^^- ’ ' 

Autt^gjjj tbe^rajjt-^ter b^tjegun, * 


ducliw "' 


grated idSlen^ ll^ bo>li|gy I 

it. a day (A|j|oi^CeHiw^ dretimfiui 


ducitr oMS^rJUCtl rMeib Uj^ 
M>d|||L|Kit i day (Ay|oi^ce 

•odd' 




to «ii< 

cenriniar^if iTit 

uetn^uly, aih^ Cd|^^ 

Wkip.Siai Xlr 1 A >9 

I oj to BUM -^4 ni^U 



IfSan.Ml^Uit thik’a^iqgid L Ur. Woniw^. j**asBvi«(^¥n> 1 l 

i^iScrviMuimr (iitj ii^w04 W> <Myiw iteoanir^. 

^ * / PilltPhr 




yyii. jyid en»rr ^ Ni ' fd‘by^i^ 

brfiDy eoDdc^do|^^ • ,• 


L 
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BYRON S WORKS. 


Hath but two objects : liow^o serve, ^ and biinft 
Deeming the chain itwears even men may (it, 
Eutropius of its many masters.’ — blind 
, . To worth as freedom, wisdom as to wit, 
Fearless — because ao feeling dwells in ire. 

Its very,cotiragd stagnates to a vice. 


Tbink’st thou, could he— ilie blind Old Man— arise 
Like Samuel from the grave, to frecie once more 
The blood of monarcbs with his prophecies. 

Or be alive again— again all hoar . ^ 

'With time and trials, and those helpless eyes, 

•And heartless daughters— worn— and palc*---{ind 
Would he adore a sultan ? he obey v [poor; 

^Thc intellectual eunuch Castlercagh?** ^ 


.Where shilfl turn me not to rieir its bonds, 

For4 will never feet. them ; — Italy ! ' ^ « 

Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds • : 

Reheath ithe lie this State-thing breathed o’er lUee- 
Thy clanking cliaifi), Erin's yet green wounds, ' 
Have voices — tongues to cry aloud for me. ^ * 
Europe has slaves— allies — kings— armfes still, , 
And Southey lives to sing them very HJ. 


Cold-bleotl^, SRfooth-faced, placid miscreant ! ^ 
.. D^bbUng iU sleek young hands in Erin’s gore, 

’ '/jpoA thus for wider carnage taught to pant, 
S’.-Transferr'd to gorge upon a sister shore, 

The vuJgarest tool that Tyranny could wont, 

- > With just enough of talent, and no more, < 

To lengHien fetters by another fix’d. 

And offer poison long already mix’d. 

• ^ ***** 

Ahiorator ^ such set insh of phrase 
r 'lfj^ably, legitimately vile, ' j 

• its grdssest fLatluers dare not praise,** 

* ' ^idrfoes — all nations— condescend to soiile, — 
*^t evelf a sprightly blunder’s spark can blaze 

^ From that Ixion grmdstone’s ceaseless toil, 

• Thkt turns and turns to give Ihe world a notion 

endless tor^nts and perpetual motion. 

' * * 3tiy. 

^A'^pgler even in its disgusting trade, ' « 
• 4 irfbotching 4 patching, leaving still behind. 
VtembtMng of which itd masters arc afraid. 

Stales 10 be curb'd, and thoujjhls to l>c ronlint'd, 
(lonspirric)' or Congress to be made— f 

Cidilding at in.inaclcJ» for all mankind — 

\ tinkerin" shivc-makcr, who mends old chains, 

• Willi GfHi and rnan ‘6 abhorrence for its gains. 


Meantime — Sir Laureate— I proceed to dedicate, ’ 

' In honest simple verse, this song to you. < 

And, if in flattering strains I do not pre"dicate, ^ 
T is that I still retain my*" buff and blue; ^ 

My politics as yet are all to educate ; , 

Apostasy ’s so fashionable, too. 

To keep.one creed 's a task grown quite Herculean 
Is it not so, my Tory, ultra-Julian ?* , ' 

Venlr«. .SrpMmbrr IC, iliB. ' , - ^ 


DON JUAN. 


I want a hero : an unromnmn want, * »• * 

When every year and nionili sends forth a new erne. 
Till, after cloying the gazettes w ith cant, ' ^ • 

The age discovers he is not t!ie true one ; i . 
Of such as these I slmuld not care to vaunt,/; S '■* 
ril therefore take our ancient friend l><m*Juan — 
Wc all have seen him. in Ihe pantomime. ^ ^ 
Senl lo the devil 5omewdyit er^^l^tTme. - 


If w'e mav judge of matter by the mind,' 
ICmasimlnted to tlie marrow, Jt 


.h«*»>na hnil.Mt'd. ibe^t arunciji1^*ei 

Xhiu-s. iii*Jh*)^l>coS*ncr (rf i|;ic litn'tOis w’uatft, fae 

lore, (‘.'It ck^lKiraie l|Urflraw«|^ 

t«> awl umnnr hero, TY» Uitreiard of cMln«M ond 
^ny<i liHr>r> ii *V««k aod'iil-'rceuUted mio4 * nerjV^ 
M lo have cdritpm^ai£(l llie tuly the hy ^ 

' ti» ni|teriur-iui'rit or ilic rsdctiUon. llw formf'rt^lt 

HadniHUUroflHCpiftd^tn Uio (tody •! lire laws.or 
ri^o( titr fwhl ; Itb ewiwtr^IjRud Bwaccrdful nU(^jikpfOv<ika|l 
(-(m(cin}»t of the iprdatofv; thc4?o<h5jttp f« ^ e d 
milt <t(dta geoeral niigti) ahray» cutmnanO tb< inoles el RAo***. 
’at^ the Dittneoniic mlh'istfr wtoiiegpdpil wUh RA<nfe,|il4JC(^|»^ 
iriOiDiu,pfrhapi, Hun {M^c diarfteter/‘>-Gj^i(Mi| 

l^lirr iMywi A? Eiliu^^ Ueviewfeic- 

' ’* ^ ' * ' 

* ipirtl mil Uioiir|HftidNLat^ ‘» lir^ fketfwHyr 
Mao, M|*lo t^iUon'4 yckpn* rbo AprMfatv " 

' ' \e\\ I.WS *'^■1 


^pplafluiiu; liiiii iutUe erimiimv ofhijii&iwi*. cfe.sl*;. ty 

luu'h to ontrago, Ixiili n fuc^et mkI t tchylar, tiW|Uh|R|^gca 
•lAffiltHr lievirycoaiptfwWmloUef. 

MlltoOphr W. ilijUjyCorilaHey^^as 

•i'lKrforerue ^ ‘ J ^ >*T 

^ . . 

1^^ **\VkuM H“ <«S«ldi: Into « Iiarhmv iJnmto- « k ^ j 

‘I doubMfVkaurr^^l'’ ' an** ‘lyoarkK**lip BOixt rhyrnw.lmt nnm 
•wifittUen JoftjondW lo S>'We»irr,'wVo cha'le^JhhB torhyjiu* 
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IVXS IUA«. 


(iS< 


n. 1 Followers of him; •'■iae l*m*> " Af that sow : 

Vernon,' llie liiiteher Cumberland.* WMIh,’ Hflwke,<1 l“o. I»>l Bunno)iiitW-8nil Dmiwurier • 


Prince Ferdinand,* Granby,* Bnrpoyne,* Kqipel, 
Kvil and Rood, have had their tithe of talk, piiwe.* 
And fill'd their sIsn-pAsts then, likcAVellesley now, 
Kach in their turn like BanqiiO'S inonarehs stalk,- 


Krcofded in the UonKetir and Courier. 

tli- ■ . * 

Barnave," Brissot,'’ Con^oi-cet.'* kflrabeau,''' **. 
Pctioo,** Cloolz,'* Dantoik.'t'Marat,** Lafayelth,*^ 


line," etc. ete.. Uieotil SyanMl slay, enium#*-atlwiea 

FnlmiiMfo,** formerly sctnl lo Inf rfHirtliet and muiu«lerlm. has 
hail lU day of r.ivutir in rviry conniry ihivu^liout Enro|to. It wm 
fint latrtMiuced upon tbc irguUr aiafo. under Uw litlo r>f “Kl 
Ruriaditr de SrTiUa rConbldado dc Firm.'' by Gahrtrt Tellez, ttv 
rotnnpurary of Calderon. II was noou IranalJlcd into lUliao by 
CIcoftntni, and performnl with so much ntreess In Ihia larizii'ilte. 
not only in lUly, httl even at Parii, that Motlere. shortly befi>re his 
dratii, (Mrafluacd a camedy In five acii^ called ‘*l>oa Juan; ou. Le 
Pestin dr PlriTr.** Thi« (dece waa, In 1677, pnl into vrne by T. 


my fririMl ^ Woniiurabic Dou^lfs Klonaird. In bU way llifoii^li 
Gemiany, MtnM ma that hr had br«>n hmtoiiyH^Iih a pfescnig- 
Ron 10, aiidsomdlnlenlews vrith, nttrof the nesmt fantUyedb- 
nnUKis of ?lapole<Ni "(Rufirnr toauhanui*}.'* Duiisfi 
these, he read and iranslatcd ibe Unri^Uiiilinit to Buonaparta, hi 
Ihr ihkd Canh) of Cbiltlr ‘ Me infurmed oie. tbaVhe was 

amliorisrd b# Ibe iUnstfious Ml reeo(tnfaed 3 such 

by Ihr hnacy tn RbrupeJ>^ wRom they were rrad^to !tay. 

’ WWif Uk* dfUnrution uvis chinplflt,' or words to this effort. It 
h no THierffe ranHy wMch‘h»<liwe« me>o tmblidi tbb (ae(»^t 


(.omeillc; and tho< If has lieen prrfytrvned on the French atase ever 1 Mr. llatUtt accuaet ray inciWMlaleocy, ami hrfers my Inaccuracy. 

•.•.imM mk-.s .11 IS.^ .. . _ ' i... in .j_i. 


since. ln*1fiM.alu«lwell. Ihe wooesMr of Prydeii in tlM lah- 
rraiesMp, )ntrodo(:pd Ibe sahject inlo UiU country In hit traffody 
of ilie •• leibrrtloe ;** bill he made his hero so unbt,>ondrdly wlckril, 
as to exceed ihoUmHs of prohaliiilly. In aM ihew works, « wrtl 
as lo UiiavT • celebrated opera, ibe Don it uniformly rrpreamltd 
M a traveNiof rale, who pracibes every where ihe arts of ted nr- 
llon, and who. fur kb MtnrmtM ilrlin«]uencb«, U finally ctp.^umrd 
by flanes rorom papw/o. or, at bord Byron hah h,— •• Sent lo the 
devil tomcwhal rrrjds time.*'— B.) 

• [General Ventoo* who tcrv'cd with considerable dWInc lon t “phdon of my poelrv I donolap|Waliiiui krcqucsi that lyentlcinau 
in Ibe navy, parllcuUrly la ihe capture of Porlo Bello, died In | hy rniputiax ihAi^ of crimes.— viz. 


rarlijps lie wUl admit ibal, with repaid to ifac latter, one of the 
mart Inilwale fajuiiy eoiiur^owi of. ^1^ Kmperor may b« equally 
rapaMr of deckling on the l tey \ir. liaziiu, (bal 1 wever 

niHered Napolroo on iheihrtoiK'nor readened bun since hit fall. 
1 wrote wbai I think arc the iocredlhlc anhlhesctol bit character. 

*’ Mr. llazllU accusw* me [urihar of deitnratinfl tnffulf in ClilJdc 
flarold, etc rie. 1 hacc drnihl this long aifo— but, rvm were it 
Irur, Locke tella as. lhal all hit know lodfiP'ofhnmao unde rata niHoa 
was itciived from atudyiuf; bta awu ibHkI. prom Mr. lUflUCa 


<757.1 

» I SrcoiHl lofi of Genrsn Jl. : dlttiagBldiH hlmtelf af Ibe hatiloa 
orDmiiigm tml Pnotriioy, and still more so at that of Cnllodra, 
were he ileleairfl the atevaiicr. in I7W. Tlir Duke, however, 
ohaoarrd his fame by the cruel atuiar whidi he made, oraufreml 
Ma aohlirrs to make, H ihe victory, lie dlnl in 1788,] 


- — . - - praWng 

piildioly llie aaniQ man wliom r wMird In dr|iredate In bis adver* 
siiy t— ihe/Irti lines 1 ever wrote on Bunnapartr wrrein bh db- 
praise, in <814.— tbe /oaf, though iiu|.at alt in ins favour, were 
more Imparliat and disrrimlnativr, in fits. Has be become more 
lortunaiealncelMir— 0. FoMre. tSiB.’*] 

[Barnave, Mieof Ihe mos< artivtkff^imb w of the French riw 


f General Wolfc, ilte brave romffiandrrnf Ihoespecminnagairut * ^ <79< J^rpointod octwidemor tl>e (kniMUuciM Awem- 

Quebec, trrmlnated lifa career In the moment of victory, whilst !ii*^* '^e^dhtoflbc royal wmily, be wuaeut to conduct them 

fighliog against Ibe French In <T8B.] r*** " hen. in <TBJ, Uie oorre^ndeur.r of Ibe court fell inlo 

• I In nm, AAwInl l.nnl Ilivtkn l..l,|lr doftjlivl the Frenvh 1“^ 1“ kmn'l 

n«!l R)ulp|inl >1 «r<-ri fur llic lnvliii.m if toRUn.l, In I7M l.n •“*' I*™ •KreUj connneUJ 

WM «|,«ilnw FtrW Lonl of Uie AJra.rally : anj dW, full ol ln>- *"* 8n*Hollno.l, Sov. ITB.) 

nours, in I7tl,] ** [Briasot de warvllle, at Ihe age of iwmty, publbhed several 

• 1 Ferdloaod, Duke of Itninswlek. who gained Ihe victory of ^ <784. thrown fnlu Ihe Bateilc. 

Mimlen. In ITiS, liedroveibe FrenA ontof Hmr. AllhepeWce^ He waaone of iheprtncip4*l«sUgJiorsof Ihe rerollof ihe Champ 

• of I78i, hSreUfWd IP Bruiiiwi^. aiMl devotedilie remainder ofhis U**e Margin July, ITBB. Being demanood by Robeapierre, he was 

11^ loiree-masqnry^ Hr died In ITBi.] led hi (be guillolloe. Oci. <7A.) 

• [tea of the ibinl Dnkr of HutlaDd-osisalMMl himarif In I ICoudurcel was.iu <7<tt, appointed president of tbeLeglaUtive 

<74[^ on the invasion hy Prince Charles : au«l wm wPMKuted. tn i Assembly. Haying, In <793, attacked tlw new ctiusUiplko, he was 
<7|L commander of Uir BiitMb iofcci in tinriwany. He died In *^^unced. Being tbruwo iulo prison, he wru on the following 
<770 J ^morning (opnd dead.gpjtarruUy from p^n. IIM works arc col- 

T Tin Mngilsh grneral otBper and drarnMlst, wlmdisUngnlihed twenty-one volumea.] 

hlmwlf in Ihe drttoce df piirlngal, In I7« ai^fnit th fipaniards | ' *V [ Mirabean. to well known as one of Ihe chief promoters of. 
an^aHom Amarlra by ^he eapimv ed jdcgmJrniga { hiit^aJ at 1 IWi ‘hr Frvoch refolulkm. died In I7BI.J 

lariohbgedteMWteuilcr. wiUibtsymy. tolfenrralGates. Dk^l In •* f Prtb»o,iosy.'ror parisln I7»l,hx»k an Kllve part lo Ihe Im- 
*7fii*f . * -*r I prisonmmtoflheking. Becoming. In ms. an ol^ret of suspicion 

• [Second son of Uta Eartof Albemarle. Placed at fhelwad of ! '*0 Itobeqilcrre, he UX)k refuge In the drpartment of the Catvados; 
lha channel fleet, h# parltaUy roRigetb hi <7T8, ^ French fleet : where Ids body was *>tind in a fiefdt half-derourad by wotres.Y 
off Vshant. which cnnlriveri to.escape t he wm. m consertuenre,*- •• [ iohn Rapllste (belter kuovrn imder Ihe appellalloo of Aoa- 
lnc«lbjaconitmarll4<,jndh(>a(^h4raci|ui|led. nedledin<78C.l ebarda ) Clooix. In ITBO^rt the bar ofihe Batlootl ConrriMifla, 

s [Loi^ Howe distbignbhedbliAspif 00 many occaskins during he ^tscnbrd Wmself aaliicdhior ofib# bumau race. Belngsos- 
Ihe American war. ^ Mie hreahing onl of iheprenvh war. he pee<ed by Roheaplrnr, be was, in I7B4, eoodemned Indealh. On 

• tjok Ibe commanifor ilij |agt>-h fi. el, and hringth^ the enemy to : •wffwW ha beggad to betlecspilalrd the Iasi, as be wished lo 

aoaclionoaibe<dofJ«n^<7B4,oU^M-da»pteodtdviciurr He I CMenlial to Uir esUtOiabmenl of certain 

died, fall of y^nantlhuminre. Ill irilB.] 

•• rwe fioJ on Loid Byron's MS. Ihe following note lo this 
•taoH. 

llH t the HgBib and eonehiding Icrttrrc of Mr. ifaxtUl’s canons of 
CHplMi, defim-rad-at ib#'''Wurm JostltuUoa. 1 atn iceusod of 
Ittvi|iS • liiiiW BtiulMi^rle b> Ike tUm lo Ik-lwii- of Ilia wrm, 
w then prevbhl]^ #^a|{cg my dluppu^Ryarfii on (Ini god of my 
i^kitry. The first tncs 1 ever wn.ic upou Ito<>rup.ule wrec Uie 
*(^nn ^apoleon' [gee gnU, j». afirrkfi^icaii>dlin 1814. 

All that 1 hate esrr written oo that sidi;Jecl hashed iVjuoaiiKe hia 

»«lertifle;-luever‘pieihlhi|ni^hoMroriil4aartess,* t ha* 
r.OosHere.1 hit eharacterlat dlffriant jirelods. Fn^slrrngth ami In 
its weakness t by hh xgalots | am accused of tnjmtlre— 1bT hliii^ 
mimas hUwartnest (urluaii; In many publicalkUM, both KngfMl 
and (nreigtk r • — n 

“ For Ihe accuracy of my.ilcUnmrkm I hare high authority. A 
year aud •nine mntilht ago, 1 had ilw pleature of wx'lng at Venice 


prindplga. widle the hraib cd Ihe others were falling ; a request 
ob^ingly complied wllh.] 

•T f panton ^ayrd »very inportanl parlduriug ibe first years of 
the FrCticliTeroliilkin. After the loU of the king, bo was nude 
IfinMer of Jusdee. Hit violent meirerre led to Ibe bloody scg|ieg 
of NffftetwtHT. <791. Being denomu^ to Ihe Committee ufSalFty, 
lie ended bis cifcef oo tbd gnlNoUua, to <7B4.] 

•* [Tbbwrelrti||iMV|tf among Iheartarscd ibeHdbAogal. and 
)ndlie awmhistlani of^eptenber, <791. In May. <795. he was 
(kQWuDcedjj^dativcredoverlo ihcmoitiUnniry irtbuoal. which 
acquilicd hlm:*but4Ns Uoeidr career Vae arrested by the kiwfetd 
an fit«ae<iit,'in ifte person df C^rloite Corday.] 

*»[ General Lafayeite was one of Ihe principal actors in the 
AmerfcAa war of Independence, and in Ihe Frruah revoliiiionv 
OM789 ami <830. Me died May *0, <854. 
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BVftUri's'wOKKS. 


We* Fren«ti, and tonoiM frople, n'me know; 

Aed there were others, ecarce forgoitcii yet, 
Joubert^' Uoche,' Mareeaa,* iauncs/ Pesaix,’ Mo- 
With maay of Ute aiiliUry set, reaa,'* 

Exceedingly reuiarka^ile, it Uqicb, 

But not at all adapted lo niy rbynies. ^ 

IV. 

Nelson wag once Britannia's god of war. 

And still should be so, but the tide is turn'd ; 
There 's no more to be said of Trafalgar, • 

T is with our hero quiflly inurn'd; ^ 

Because the army *s grown more popular, 

At which the naval people are concern’d : 

Besides, the prince is all for the bnd-service, 
Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis. 

V. 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon ’ 

And since, exceeding valorous an4 sage, ^ 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none ; 

But then they shone not on tlie poet's page. 

And so have be«n forgotten : — condemn none. 

But can’t find any in the present age 
Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one) ; 

So, as 1 said, 1 Ml take my friend Don Juan.* 


VI. 

Most epic poets plunge **in medias res ” 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road).* 
And then your hero tdls, whene'er you please 
What went before— by way of episode, 

While scaktd after dinner at his ease. 

Beside his mistress in some soft abode, 

Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern, 

Which serves the happy couple for a tavern 

VTI. 

That is the usual method, but not mine-^ 

My way is to begin with the beginning ; 

The regularity of my design 
Forbidsoll wandering as the worst of sinning. 
And therefore I shall open with a line 
(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning) 
Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's father, 

And slso of his moUier, if you 'd rather. 

Till. 

In Seville was be boro, a pleasant city. 

Famous for oranges and women — be 
Who has not seen it will be much to pity, 

So says the proverb" — and 1 quite agree; 


• [ Joobcrit who roac from the rank o( a common soldier lo that 
o( general. diMiogalkhetl bimielf at Ihe engageroenU of Loano. 
MoolenoUe, Hllleaicao. t'.aTa, Mootebello, Rfvuli. and espedallr In 
the Tfrol. He wai aficrwanb oppoeoi to Suwarrow, and was. 
klUed, In 1799, el Novi.] 

• [ la 1798, Hoche wu appointed to llic command of the eipe- 
dlUoQ againal Ireland, aad niicd in December from^reit; but, a 
ctorm dicpeniiig the Heel, ibe plan failed. After hi* relura, be 
received ibe command of the army of ibe saiiibre and Ucufc ; l»ut 
died auddealy, in Septemher, 1797, it wat auppueed of pobou.) 

> [General Marceau first diaUnguiahedhimaeffinLaVciKWc. He 
waa killed by a rlfle*ball at Alterkercben— 

** Dooonr to Msrceiut e'er whota early tooib 
Tmra. bif tears, eusb d Irom ilio roii|;b Midiar's ltd, 
L«iiMnilD8. and >et HirttuR, »Dcb aduoiu- 
PalJlng tor rrsoee, t*bon rigUa be biUM (o resume.'' 

sac anle, p. 133. ] 

4 (Lanoes, Dake of Montebell«>— aiUTiamed the Orlando" and 
the “ Ajax" of the Freuch camp-^wai ihe eon of a poor mecbauic. 
He dialiogulihcd himpcif at .Uillraimo. Lodi, Abouldr, Acre. Mun- 
tebelto, Austerlllz, Jena, Puliusk, Preuss Eyiau, Frietllaod, TudeJa, 
Saragoeel. Eckmubl, and, lastly, at l:;sUiig; where, la Hay, 1809, 
he was killed by a caonao-ibot. " 1 fuuud him a dwarf," aaid Na* 
poleon, '* but lost him a giant.’*] « 

1 [ Al Uie taking of Malta, and at the batUcaof Chebreiss and of 
the pyramid!, Desalx displayed the gretlcM bravery. IHimildaod 
unvarying ftfuliy obtained Ibr him, In Kgjyx, ihe UUe of '‘The 
Just Geonni." Ha was mortally wtiunded by a canuun^ball at 
Marengo, just as Tictory deeJared fur the French. Ills body yfM 
embalmed at Milan, and coovejerl. by Napoleon’s orders, to the 
hoqdce of St. Bernard.] 

« [ODcorihc moeltUiUnguiahcd oftbcropnblicajigcacrals. In 
IM3, on hearing of the rcrervei of Nap«>leu«i in Ruvtia. bo Jbiued 
the allied armies. Ho was Ntniek by a cannuo-bjU at the hatikr of 
Dresdan. in 1818. The only stain atUcliwI to Ms memury. Is the 
fact of his accession to the allied cause. '‘Thone,** observes 9ir 
Waller hcoU. "who, more bold than we are, sliiU decide that his 
conduct, 1 b one Instance, loo mneh rekerableilXhat of Coriidirmt, 
and the constable of Bourbon, must yet allow ihat the fault, like 
that of ibr)ie great oico, was atoned fur by an early and a viuh nt 
death."] 


Creeruor, IgDOlIqK, longs. « 

* ^ocle, carcnl quia vsi*SKre.*-BcB. 

'* gators great SBiBiciiu— rvign'tf. 

Hrign'd biegs as great as be, and brsW, 

Wboacbugeambillon ‘s uewroolaio'd * 

lo tbs small cooipsw of a graye : , 

In eadleas nlgbl tbe) aioep. unwept, uaboown: 

No bpnl had Uk}' lo iDshv ill lUDO (b«lr owo.'* 

rsiwpHp.uij 

• [Mr.Colcridgr,*pc.ikii)gortlscoriginal‘Ulbc1slaFulimaalo.’ 

say^'*IUnk, fortune, wit. talent, acquired knowtedgv. and li- 
beral accompUthmonU, with bcsuiF of person, Sigorsks health, 
and consUitiiiunal hardihood— all- these advaalages. elevated by 
tbe liaUis and symt^thles of noble birth and naikmal chamsler, 
are supposed to luve ctunbined in ‘ Pun Joan,' so as lo give Mm 
the me.'ins of c.irrying into all Its pf^tlcal couseqiiences Ihe dec- 
Iriuc of a gixlloB natore, as the sole gruimd and rl&cieot catitf not 
only ol all events, and a^ipcurSncrs, but likewise of atl our 

ihunghU, tenutium, impuUes,‘aud acUens. Otjiedletoce to natire 
is tbe only virtue > tbe grauricatloo of the passions aad appetites 
her only dfebrte t each uHlividuafs self-wUl the sole organ throng 
which uamre oUenIser commands, aad 

^ SdhcoslradUiten U Ibe only wrong f ^ 

* f or. by Ibe Uwsbriplrtt. 1u the itgtil ^ 

Is every todltWasI'K diinrtor 

Thatacu hi arictcoaststeiMvwKb Mbeir.***] * 

s ["Semper sd event uiD reslinii. et In uiMnsi res, 

.Non seeat oc nous, sQuligrem rspll." J 
" HdI lotlic grand itcnl be speods bts coarsi.4 • 

Sad bears tils rwd«rs, wllb tuipwaou* fores, 

lit.g Ibe niidM of iblugs, wbile everr lioe 

UpeiM, by Ju*( clccrvss, bl> wbufo destgu.V Fsksos. 

«» (" The w omen of serille are. 1 q general. vflk7hgodsome.^Mb 
large black ryes, and torms more graceful in moiton than caB be 
conceived by an EogUslMtoau— 'added to Ibe most becoming dress, 
and. at Uir same time, the most decent in tbe world. Gertalaly 
they are faM:iajiiagVbui ihdr minds have only one Mca, and Ihs 
btoinr^ of Uutr live* u Intrigue. Ttoi Wife of a diikc is, in infer- T 
MuUun, as Uic tvife of a prasaat— U>c wife of a peasant. In inoimer, 
equal tiMMhiclteM.'*—F. 1809. ' 

*s I Qjirn nil ha vbtasrvhia, 

ftw bn «t)4a in«taviliS.**J a 


( "Viterr fortes anie AgameiBiioiw 
Hnlil : icd omnes lUscryntsblics 
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Of all the Spanish towns Is none more, prettTt ' 
Cadiz perhaps^btit that you soon owy sse * * 
Don Juan’s parents lived beside the Hver, * 

A noble stream^ and call'd the Guadalquivir: 

IX. 

His father’s name was J6se — Don, of course \ 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source 
Through the most Gothic gentlemen ef Spain. ^ , 
A better cavalier ne’er mounted hqrse, 

Or, being mounted, e’er got down again, 

Than J6se, who begot our hero, who 
Bcgot*^but that's to come—^Well, to renew ; 

X. 

His mother was a learned lady, famed 
For every branch of every science known, 

In every Christian language ever named ; 

With virtues equall'd by her wit alone, 

She made the cleverest people quite ashamed, 
And-even the good with inward envy groan. 
Finding themselves so very much esreecM 
In tlicir own way by all the tliiagi that the did. ^ 

XI. 

Her memory was a mine : she knew by heart 
All Calderon and greater part of Lope, 

So that if any actor miss’d his part 
She could have served him for the prompter’s copy ; 
For her Feinagle’a were an useless art,‘ 

And he himself obliged to shut up shop~he 
Could never make a memory so tine as 
*tbat which adorn'd the brain of Donna Inez. 

XU. ' 

Her favourite science was tbe mathematical,* ' 
Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity, 

Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all, 
Her serious sg^ingi darken’d to sublimity; ’ 

In short, in all things she was fairly wltat 1 call 
A prodigy : — her morning dress was dimity, 

.^Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin. 

And other stuffs, w ith which I won’t stay puzzling. 


1 

XIII/. 

She knew thff Latin— that is, “ the Lord’s prayer,” 
And Greek — the alphabet— I ’m nearly sure; 

She read aosic French romances here and there, 
Although her mode of speaking was not pure; 

For native Spanish sl)C had no great care, 

At least her couversation was ol)scure ; 

Her tlioughts were theorem^, her words a probloni, 
As if she deem’d that mystery would ennoble ’em. 

XIV. • 

She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue, 

And said there was analogy between ’em; 

She proved it somehow out of sacred song, 

But Imust leave the proofs to those who’ve seen ’em ; 
But this I heard her say, and can’t be wrong, [’em. 
And all may think which way their judgments lean 
** ’T is strange — the Hebrew noun which means ‘ 1 am,* 
The Engii^ always nse to govern d— n.” 

XV.. 

Some women use their tongues — die look’d a lecture, 
Each eye a sermon, and her brow a hemify. 

An alMn-alUsuTikient self-director, 

Like the lameolad late Sir Samuel Rorailly,^ 

'fhe Law's expounder, and the Slate’s corrector, 
Whose suicide was almost an anomaly — 

One sad example more, that ** Ail is vanity,” — 

(The jury brought their verdict in ‘'Insanity.”) 
xvi. 

In short, she was a walking calculation, [vers,^ 
Miss Edgeworth’s noveU stepping from their co- 
Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books oa education,* 

Or “ Ccclebs’ Wife ” » set out in quest of lovers, 
Morality’s prim personilication, 

In wliich not Envy’s self a flaw discovers; 

To others’ share let “female errors fall,”* 

For she had ijot even one — tiie worst of all. 

XVII. 

Oh! itie was perfect past all parallel — 

Of any modern female saint's cbmparison ; 


* ( Profeuof FcUugle, oI B«dcii, who. in ISia, noder the eafjVeUI 
paUtMuie «rf the ** Blur-i.** tleiUeeed a couric of leclurei At the 
boyal liMtUatioo, on lfn0aH)nic9.J 

* [ ** L«dy Byroo bad sood kleae, btKeoukl never exprew them ; 
wrote poetry also, but U was Miy good by aecait'nr. Her lellera 
were always enlsmatlcal, often uninlelll$ible. she was governed 
by what the ctUed fixed rules and'prlncigles squared maihematt- 
c4Iy.*’— zord a.] 

\ LUlkvba ipaka-balwhsisbs ipaSawu auksll, 

Wlib wards aod SeHs Id p«fsd aHBk»lir.''| . 

4 [ Sir Samuel Romllly, ibt eminent Ctmuoery lawyer, lost hla 
lady on tbe OMi ol Oetober, aod com«tlted suicide on the ad of 
liovembec, (Sif “ But there will cotne • day of reckoning, oven 
IM tliuuldnol live to see iu t have el least seen Iiotnilly shivered, 
wbo was one of my assassins. When that man was doing his worst 
lo uproot my wlmlo broily. tree, branch, aod blossoms— when, 
after taking my retainer, he w/nt over to Ihoni— when be was 
briaging deeolatkm on my liousrhnld gods— did be think Ihit, in 
leu than Uiree years, a natural cvcjit— a severe, domestic, but an 
cx|iccled and common calamity— woukl lay his carca.a in a cross- 
road, nr stamp his nsme in a verdict uf lunacy! Did he ( who in 
his sexagenary * ' * ) rcHect or consider wjut my feehngs 


mpsi have been, when wife, gud cliUd, and lister, and name, aod 
fame, and country, were to be my sacrifice on his legal altar,— and 
this at a moment when my beallta was declining, my forlune em- 
barraued. aivl iny mind had been shaken by many kinds of dUap. 
pdotmcol— wtdie Vwas yet young, and mlf^l have reformed what 
might be wrong in my condiirt, and retrieved what was perplexing 
in my affairs ! But he Is in liU grave," etc.— B. LtUtrt, 7ih Jone, 
1S1V.) 

s [Maria Bdgcworlb.auth6ro(‘'TreaUscoiiPracl[calEducaUon." 
«LcUer» for Literary Ladtos.” “ CasUeBackrenl,"*' Moral Tales*/' 
etc. elc. etc.—" In |8t V' m.vb L<ord Byron. ** I reouUect to have 
iitct Miu Edgeworth in the fasfaionaMe world of London, iu the 
anembHes of the liotir, aod at a breakfast of Sir Humphry Davy, 
to which 1 was invited for the nonce. She wu a nice little unaa- 
smning ' Jeannie Dr.-ms-tonking body,' at we Scotch uy ; and If 
not handsome, cerlainiy not UHuoUng. Her oonvoruUon was as 
quiet as herself. One would never have guessed she could write her 
name ; whereas her father talked, not at If he could write nothing 
else, but as if nothing else was worth wriliiig.'— ft. Diary, tut.] 

« [ Comparative View ot the New l*lau of Ethication," “ Teach- 
er's Assistant." etc. etc.) 

T [Miss Haooiih More's "Calebs In Search uf a Wife; com- 
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So far al)Ove tlie cumiiiig powers of |icH, 

Her guardian angel had given up his garrison ; 

Kvcn iter minutest motions went as wel! 

As those of the best time-picoe made by Harrison : 
In virtues nutlung earthly could surpass her, 

S^ve thine ** incginparable oil," Macassar ! ' 

XYIII. 

Perfect she was, but as perfection is 
Insipid in tiiis naughty world of ours, *' 

Where our first parents never learn’d to kiss 
Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers. 
Where all w*as peace, and Innocence, and bliss* 

(I wonder how they got th;‘ough the twelve hours), 
Don J6sc, like a lineal son of Eve, 

Went plucking various fruit withoul licr leave. 

^ XIX. 

He was a mortal of the careless kind, 

With no great love for learning, or the learn'd. 

Who chose to go w here'er he had^a mind, 

And never dreain'd his lady was coiicern'd ; 

The world, as usual, wickedly inclined 
To see a kingdon) or | house o’erturn'd, . 
Whisper'd be had a mistress,. somc-said fun, 

But for domestic quarrels oh€ wiU do. 

XX. " 

Mow Donna Inez had, witlt ail her merit, . 

A great opinion of her own good qualities ^ 

Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to l>ear it, 

And such, indeed, she was i/i her moralities;* 

Hut then she had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes mix'd up faiKics with realities, | 

And let few opporlunies escape < ! 

Of getting her liege lord into a scrape. ' [ 

■ ' I 

XXI. I 

s# ■ 

This was an easy matter w ith a man . | 

Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard ; 

And even the wisest, do the best they can, 1 

Have moments, hours, and days, so unprc{Kired, 

That you might ‘‘brain them with their lady’s fan ; 

And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard, 

And fans turn into falchions in fair hands. 

And why and wherefore no one understands. 

XXil. 

’T is pity learned virgins ever wed * 


With persons of $ort of educatipii. 

Or gentlemen, w ho, though well born and bred, 
Grow tired pf seienlitic conversation : 

1 don’t choose to say mud) upon this head, 

I ’m a plain man, and in a single station, 

But—Ob I ye lords of ladies intellectual, 

Inform us truly, have they not hen-peck’d you all ? 

xxm. 

Don J6se and his lady quarrell'd — 

Not any of the many could divine, 

Tlioiigl) several thousand peoi>le chose to try; 

'T was surely Oo concern of theirs nor mine : 

I loatlie tliat low vice — curiosity; 

But if there's any thing in which I shine, 

'T is in arranging all my friends' affaire, 

Not having, of my own, domestic carts. • 

XXIV. 

And so 1 interfered, and with the best 
Intentions, but their treatment was not kind; 

1 think the foolish people were possess'd, 

For heitber of them could I ever (ind, 

Aithougli Ihcir [wrler afterwards confess’d — 

But that 's no matter, and the worst 's behind. 
For little Juan o’er me threw, down stairs, 

A pail of housemaid's water unaw ares. 

. XIT. 

A little curly -headed, good-for-nothing, 

And misdiief-making monkey from his birtli; 

Ills ])arcnts ne'er agreed except in doling 
tJpou the most unquiet imp on earth; 

Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in 
Tlieir senses, they 'd lAve sent young master* 
forth 

To school, or had him soundly w hipp’d at home, 

To teach him manuers for the time to come. 

XXVI. 

Don J6se nnd-the Donna Inez led 
F’or some tinte an unhappy sort of life, 

Wishing eacl) other, not divorced, but dead ; * f 
They lived respectably as man and w ife, 

Tlicir conduct was exceedingly well-bred. 

And gave ii5 outward signs of inward strife, 
Until at length the smellier *d lire broke out. 

And put the business past all kind of doubt.* 




(>rehem)ing Obscrvaiioo* un DumviiUc Mjiinors,*' etc.— s sermon- 
)*4c oovc), wliich liad great kucenn at Uic lime, aixl Is iiuW 
forgoUfO.-E.] 

• *‘[)escriplloii <1 cm veiim incomparables dc I’llulle de M.tcas- 
sar." See llie AdyrrUsomcnl. 

' IMS.— “ WliiTC nil w»> toDt>ceacc aoii qalvl 

t I MS.-“ And M) j>bit teviu't!, io «tl ouuidu (oruMiitlu.*' ] 

4 ["Mr (his liand, U 1 were now by tliU rascal, I could brain 
liim with III* lady's fiB.”— SiiisPiAae.) 

4 [ NS.—** Wid]1n'4 rsrh otherOamn'd, dlrorr«d, nr desd.** 

c ( Lady Byruu had left Limdoa at ihe E.iUcr end of January, dii 
a v(«U bt liirr father's tuam: In t.ciccflersliirc, and l.urJ Byroo wa$, 
(li a i^url lime oner, to hdluw her. They had [rarUd in llic tilmost 
hiu«luo-<,— !>bu wri»tc Imu «t IcIIlt, full of pi^yfuIncM uikI aUcctiou. 


on Uie mad, and, immedUlely on ber arrival al Kirkby Mallofy, 
btT fsther wrote to aoqnalnt I.nrd Bynio tlMt ibe would rrturu to 
him DoVnore. At the tinte when he had to stand this uuexpecU'd 
shock, bis pecuniary embarrawnienta, which had been fast gaUwr- 
iag around tdm during the whole of the past year, had arrived at 
iMr uimoai.*— Mooaa.] 

* “The r*r«» aret-l teft I.otidon for Klrfchy Msltorr. the rwWctirs of ror 
fslber sDil niMhcr, on the tSlh of /snuary. (Ste. Lord Byron bad 
10 ne Hi Krlttng < Jan. otlil hU sl„oJuic deslra that t kbooM leove Londoo 
eo cite esrilost day iltsi I (vulil comeuleulty Ui. Il hss uuI Mfv tor me to 
uudertskv Ibe ftltgoc of u Jguniey mouct iban Ibe 1.0b. rretivusly to uiy 
de(»ariare, II bal »irei<i:ly loiprrwcd vu my lulud, tbntVord Dyrou 
was uinJcr iIk* iuffurnce of faiaN'Ijr. Tbit opinion h m detived fa o tfreel 
iDcntiin; from fiir coimmiiiicuUons rasd>r to me t>y hit nenrrA ndsilTet and 
iwrtnnal auendeui, tiho IpmI moie ontortaiMilt. ibau luyscff of obsertlBg 
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XXVII. 

For Inez call'd .some druggins, and physicians, 

And tried to prove her loving lord was mad/ 

But as he Ind some lucid intermissions, 

She next decided he was only 6ad ; 

Yet w hen they ask’d her for her de|)»sitioiis, 

No sort of explanation oould be had, 

Save that her duty both to man and God 
Required tliis conduct — which seem'd very odd. 

xxYiri. ' 

She kept a journal, where his faulls were noted. 

And open'd certain trunks of books and letters, 

All whieli might, if occasion served, l>e quoted ; 

Aud then she had ail Seville for abettors. 

Besides her good old grandmotlier (who doted) ; 

The hearers of her case became rei^eaters, 

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges — 

Some for amusement, others for old grudges. 

XXIX. 

And then this iiest and meekest woman bore 
With s«d> serenity her husband’s woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore, 

Who saw their si>ouses kill’d, and nobly chose 
Never to say a word about them more — 

Calmly she heard each calumny that rose, 

And saw his agonies with such sublimity, 

That all the w orld exclaim'd, “ W hat magnanimity ! ” | 


XX-\. 

Nodouht this patience, w hen the world is damning u.s 
Is philosophic in our former friends; 

’T is also pleasant to he deem’d magnanimous, 

The more so in obtaining our own ends; 

And whal the lawyer.^ rail a “ r»m/«s auhnus” 
Conduct like this by no means comprehends: 
Revenge in person ’s certainly no virtue. 

But tlien, ’t is not t»y fault if others hurt you. * 

XXXI. 

And if our quarrels should rip up old stories, 

And help them with a He or two additional, 

1 ’in not to blame, as you well know — no more is 
Any one else — they were liecome traditional; 
Besides, their resurrection aids our glories 
By contrast, which is what we just werewishingul! : 
And science profits by this resnrreotioii — 

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 

XXXII. 

Their friends ' had tried at reconciliation,’ 

Then their relations,* who made matters worse 
(’T were bard to tell upon a like oecasiou 
To whom it may be best to have re(*ourse — 

I can’t say much for friend or yet relation): 

Tlie lawyers did their utmost for divorce,* 


• (“1 wu surpriMd one 0.ij bf a UocImt (Dr. fiallile) anrt a 

l.awjrev ( Dr. I.usbiugluii ) forem;; ih«iiisdvc» at Uic soaic 
time lulu nir rouiii. I diJ »ol Liirtw (ill arierwanU Uie n-al object 
uf tltelr vUil. 1 tlnni^tit their qiiiiirionH singular, frlToIotia, and 
wxiiewhat importunate. If iHit hn|iertiornl ; but whal *I»nid I 
bivo thouiilil, if i had known Uul the)' hot* rciiI to provhle ;irooN 
of iny ituauliy. 1 ba«c no doubt lhai my answers to lim,c cmia- 
sarics were not very raUona) or couidsient. t<>r my iniaitUi.itluD 
.was heaird wKb other Uiings. But Dr. BailHc cootd not cunsclcti- 
liously make me out a certllicaie for Bedlam; and pcrha|i« the 
Lawyar save a more favuiiraMe report to his employeix. 1 ilo 
not. huwerer. tax Lady Byron wUli tliis transacUuo ; pruLubly she 
was Out ikTivy to It. she was the tool nt others. Her mother al- 
ways detested me. ahil had not cren Hie deoeucy to ouoeeal ft lo 
herikouse.** *-Zord s.} • 

• [Mr. nogei|, Mr. lloUiuose, ate. ele.) . ^ , 

^ I MS.— " t'lfSl ta«iririewl> tried *t rasDOcilUltaa.’' I ^ * 

* [The Right Mofroorablc R. Wilmot Horloa, etc. Tlie Wlow- 
Iitg is from a fragment of a uuvel written by Lord Byroo in <817 : 

few b(»urs afterwards we were very good friends ; and a lew 
days after »lia set out for Aragon, witb iny aoo, on a visit to her 
father and mother. 1 did nut acci»ui|)any b^r Immediately, hav- 
ing been in Aragon before, bnt was lo Join the faiiilly In thetr 

bim during llwlatlrr part af my stay In town. II was omb sapreawtinJ lo 
nw Ibat be vtaa lo daotirr of d«»tro>inti btoK'lf. W>(A tin ecHeurrtue* of 
hit I Itiut ron.ulled Dr. millle m • frkiid ( iso. eih ) Mspecilag ilili 

mtM). Ou oequalulliiB Itltn H|:h li>o Ualooflbc case, and hIUi 
L ord Byiwn's dntrelbatl aboutd leave Luadoa. Dr. Balllla Iboaghl itul uiy 
absence ailBbi he advlwblc os an eiprrimrul. arrata/ap ilu TmI of meolul 
d*raDB^enl;for Da. Raintr. mIImUiik bad actaw lo Lord Byron.rouM nul 
promMiore a posillva oplnloo oo Itial poiiil. Uecidoioad ttut to corraipoii. 
drnre wlUi Lord Byron I should avoid all but light aud aoolbliig loptr*. 
tlrnlrr Uhsk* liupressloos. 1 left Louduu, dotermined lo follow the advice 
KUcii by Dr. Ballllc.*'-L«OT llvans. 

* “My uiollier Iroatnt Lord R. tvllb an afTmloo.rie ronsLIrri)- 

llon and litdolociKV, which rtlmded to every ftlllc paroliarily of hi* tori* 
lirgs. ?»ascr did an imiaUog word cacape her lips la bar whole intereoBT'c 
Mlib blm.“— LvoT tivBoa. 


M«*oHsh ch.Aleaii within a frw weeks. During her Jonriify, f 
n celverl a very afTecUon de letter frwn Donn.! JnsejjhS, apprtrlm; 
me of the welfare of lu*r<cir and my sun. On Ikt arrival at thu 
chllrau, 1 reetdved aiioih'*r, still more aflecituiule, presaing me. 
in very fund, and rallicr fouii>h terms, to join her umne<Ualeiy. 
Vs I WJ-* preparuu to set out from Seville. 1 ri’celved a thud — 
this was (rum her LilhiT, |X>n Jiue di C.inlnxo. who rci{ucsted me. 
in the fKililevi maiim*r, to iliMutive iny marrUitr. I answered him 
wiiii.(-i|usl i«liiene$a. liigt I would do no such Ihiug. A fObrlh 
leiler arriu-tl— ll w as fruni Donna Joseplu. in which she lufbnnrd 
me thal her father's h-Itvr Was writU'n by hrr parlicular desire. 
I iTtiucsrttl the rpj'kuu by return of post ; she rr|»lied, by espress, 
that as reason liad itoihlog lo do with the iiiaiter, it was uoaecoa- 
sary logive any— but Uul she was an iiijiirctl and cxcclleut eroinao. 
I ihni emiiilrril why slie h.i>l written to me llie two preceding a(- 
fcctiunaic leilers, retpiesilii^ ina to come to Aragon. She ainweml. 
Uiatwas because slit* believed mu out of my senses— ilut, being 
unfit to lake care of rnywlf, I had only to set ent on (his journey 
alone, and. making my way without dilficiilty to Don Juad dl Car- 
doze's. 1 slnmld there have found tho irodpreat of wives ami— .i 
slraii waistcoat. 1 hatl nolhitig lo reply to lliii pircc of affection, 
but a reiieratiun of my rcqiiesi for au«ie lights upou the subject. 
1 was answered, that ihey would only be related lu the ImjuislUou. 
lu the mean luue, oar doiWCMlc discrepancy had become a poblic 
topic of (liscUMion ; aod Ibe world, which always decides jusUy 
Dot only to Aragon kut in Aodalosla, determined that 1 was nr>t 
only to blante, liut ibat all Spain could produce nobody so blaiiNs 
able. My case was mp|Kne<l U> comprise all the crimes which 
coukl. and several which conlil not. be committe<l ; and UlUe h-sH 
than antu-da-K was aisllci|>aicrl as the result. But let no man say 
that VK are abaiHiour-tl by out frieiids in adversity— i| was just the 
reverse. Mme thronged around me to e> lulemn, 'advise, aod roi|. 
sjle me with their disappmbalioD. Tliey itdd me ail that wa», 
would, or cuiihl be said On the ftibjecl. 1 hey shr^k their heads— 
they cxiiorietl me— deplored niu, with tear* in their eyes, aud- 
Wi’llt to d:uiicr.'’J 

* ( !U$. •“ Tfac Uwym rocouuucdtkM a Ot«arck*. ' J 
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But scarce a fee was paid oa ett!>er side 
Before, uuluckily, Don Jose died. 


BYRONS WORKS. 


He died : and most unluckily, because^ 

According to ail liiiits I oould collect 
From counsel learned in tliose kinds of laws 
(Altliough their talk 's obscure and circumspect), 
His death contrived to spoil a charming caiiM ; 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on U)is occasion 
Was inanifeBted in a great sensation. 

rxxiv. 

But ah ! he died \ and buried with lum lay 
The poblic Ceding and the lawyers’ fees : 

His house was sold, his servants sent away i 

A Jew took one of his tno oiistreasea, 

A priest tiie othci^^t least so they say : 

I ask’d the doctors after his disease — 
fie died of the slow fever call'd the tertian, 

And left his widow to her own aversion. 

XXXV. ^ 

Tet J6se wAs an bonovmble man, 

'fhal I must say, who knew him very Well ; 
Therefore his frailties 1 ’ll no further scad, 

Indeed there were not many more to tell : 

And if his paiiions now and then outran 
Diaeretioas and were not so peacaataie 
As Kuma’s (^ho was also named Pompiliut),* 
lie had beeu ill brought up, and was bom bilious.* 

xxxvi./ 

Whate’er ndght be his wortfilessness or wor*, 

Poor fellow ! he had many things to wgund him. 
Let ’s owifc-since it can do no .good on carlli'— 

It waa « trying moment that wiiioh found him 
Standing alone beside his desolate hearth, ^hiai ; 4 
Where all his Uouscliold gods lay shiver’d r^giud 
No choice was left lua iaelings or his pride, . 
Siave death or Doctora' CodUnona— so he-died.* 


Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 


To a chancery suit, and messuages, and lands, 
tVluch, wit!) a long minority and care, 

Proiniaed to turn out well in proper handat 
Inez became sole guardian, which was fair. 

And answer'd but to nature's just deinaadni; * ' 
An only son left with an only mother^ 

Is brought up much mote wisely than anotlier. 


Sagest of women, even of widow's, she 
Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragon, 
And worthy of the noWest pedigree : 

(His sire w as (tf Castilel bis dam from Afagdii.*^ 
Then for accomplishinenU of chivalry, ' - 

In case our lord the king shoald go to war again. 
He team'd thearU of riding, fencing, gunnery, 

And how to scale a foftress>-^r a nuviary. 


But that which Donna Inex most desired. 

And sa>v into herself each day before all 
Tlie learned tutors whom for him she hired. 

Was, that his breeding ebould be rtrictly moral : 
Much Hdoali bn studies she enquired, 

And so they were atibmitted lirst to her, all, 

Arts, sciences ; no brooch waa made o mystery , 

To Juan’s eyes, excepting nat&rol history. 


The languages, especially the dead. 

The sciences, and most of all theahstnisc, • * 

'Hie arts, at least all such as could be sffld ^ ^ 
To be the roost remote D^m oogamon use, 
la all these be waa much and deeply read ; 

Btii not a page of any thing that *s loose,"* • • -** 
Or hints oontinuation of the' speri^, 

Was ever sUCTcr’d, lest hc should grow vidou^. 

‘ * ‘ , XU. * . 

Bis ciassit sUidits m9<lea litUspuwl'i ^ 

BFoauaeof mthy lo««s of gods and godiKSCS, . . 
Who hi the earlier ages raised a bustle, ' • * 
But n«cr put oapiHitataoas Or bodices; ” 
llis roMrend 4«toK had at times stdssle, 


FDn*iMt. CufllHi*p«rTta«ia«oP«V*Wr*- ^ 

UlsiXtti 

\ ^ 

( btildCB ww 1 « 

• 1 b»l M. IS tt«n«ai up, I j IfS". 

’ "ThercMMa nai, Ferbhpi, ibol be ®*i hUtiJu*.’'} 




1 now bu( ) 

■'* 0(1 wccn«yo(ra.-bkH»beli | j 


4 [In a loiter irofu fcaice, Sept. <9. ISIS ;wbeo be wm writing 
Como l.\ t.ord Byron s:if«, ■* (icould have fifr^iveu the dagger «r 
tite huwl, any thing but iho d(!tibrratc Awialiou piled npun me, 
when I btocHl alone upon my hearili, with my lionwhold gods 
shivered aruiiud me. l»o you suppose I have rorgoUm or forglTen 
11? II liu, comparatively . ewallowcd up in rac every other frcl- 
Hig, and I «ni only a iq»cctator upon earijb Uli a tcufold oppur- 
luuliy ofrers.** 


‘ Again, In Marino Falicro— 

ooc onijrfouuk oTi^ulei Wt, 

And tlMf polMu'di Hv idr* MOwboUI gods 
'« Wnv »bl«Vr <1 ou lU) bcuTih. snti o'er ibelMbttae 
d i Saif^lanlttielbotaryoatfaQCcrtiif Hem.’' 




7-] ^ 


• 1 1 have been Dunking oCan odd circuauUnce.— My tUagliler, 
niy wife, my balWstcr, my motber, Ay mulher, my n*- 

Uimir1.iughtt r. aiHlttyeelf. we, or were, all oe/y ebiUh-eo. My 
ulster's mother had only one half-eUW by lhat sceowd oserriage 
(herself, lonran ofliy cbiU). and my father had only mc^jfiionly 
child) by his w'coiid irtarriage with my mother.” Such a couiplica- 
Uun of onfg chlMrcn, all lending tb onr family, Is singular, and 
luoha like btaliiy almost. But the fiercest Atimata liavatbo rarevi 
iimuber in Ihelr liticrs. as U<^, Hgers, and/ven elqjbaiits. wUdi 
arc nilM In cotDpatI*on."-JfL‘. yinrp, l§2l y 
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And lor their Alneid* *, Biads, and Odyssoys,' 

Were forml to oiake an odd sort of apolog>’. 

For Duona Inez dreaded the Mytholog}'. 

XLfl. 

Ovid 's a rake, nslialfhis wars show him, 
Anarreon's luorais are a rU! 1 worse asmple, 
Caltillus sravoety has tdert'ui poem, 

1 don't think Sappho's Ode agood example, 
AUhoucdi Lonitinus * tells us there is no hymn 
Where UiesubUtne soars furlhun win{;aiiioreau)ple 4 
• But Vtrgirs soD^ are pure, exoepk-tliet horrid one 
*■ B^inaing with ^ Formosuin Pastor Condoa.** 

XLIll. 

Lucretius' irrriigion is too strong 
For early stomachs, to prove vriiolcsome food ; 

I can't help thinking Juvenal was wrong, 

/ Althougli DO doubt his real InteaC'was good. 

For speaking out so plainly In his song, 

So much indeed as to b« doe nright rude 
And then what proper person can be partial 
To alt those nauseous epigrams ofMartial? 

XLIV. 

Juan was taught from out the best edition, 
Expurgated by learned men, who phiee, 
Judictoffair; from out tlie schoolboy's vision. 

The grosser parts t but, fearful to deface 
Too much their modest hard by this omission, * 

And pitying sore his mutilated case, 

Tlicy^nly add them all in an appendix,* 

ATbich saves, in fact, the trouble of an index ; 

XLV. 

Por llierc we have theni all ** at one frll swoop,’* 
Instead of being soaUer'd through' the pages; 

TIim' stand forth marshaird In a handsome troop, 

To meet the Ingenuous youth of future ages, 

Till some less rigid editor shall stoop 
TO call tliein back into their separate eagee. 
Instead of stonding ttaring altogether, 

I4k« garden gods— and not so decent cither. ’ . 

XLVI. 

The Missal too (it was tbn/amily Missal) 


tsW^-^befeocfla| itlU ^ 

* see I^inu^ seeUoa <0, ’< fwc ji^ n ci^ 

A e»yc/o;^’*r^Tb^ OJe tllodalloitQie f^oMWa 
X. r- J. 

** Kiwi Mtae IrDOtortU iia<« kOr, 

,, TbxyoiflblbM fewllf ilivbr 

AnIXMrt xodwa iliyc ■IMS* wblle 
^ mm* iaiH>.*Wf.) 

r fTo Ibe (tunoar nil»eil sRUost Javeoit, it mi^t bt rap* 
pew«|. hi one lancqpaimrd with Ihc Unrt, Uui be WM the 
hadclicrte wi^r ottiW nfit m<l cMtilr/. Yet llocaae ^ Pr^u« 
wrote WtUi griKiuew t' yet Or Hfk) Uoiclaai of Sonrra t]i4 
fUK 0M<'r%fm r^i IM ripr|aiow nhidi Juvroal. 
WoukMpterrj^iH j yet tkr courtiy PHtt}' popml^i aratpituut 
i nj|C fnde< In hit frigid hrntle^iylUbIf|^ wklcli lie 4U(xn|i(f'to 
JkBfy by Uh* writer to «hoW freedom Uie 

nck of Jot cost U pofUr ! It ecenu ff ftifrc wai *oincUiJn| of 
ue inlfif UiisuUr Mxcfiiy with which beh ceoMircd. iih pare 
t ftohlime atedtltly upente* eta towt mi>n>xeb oil ibv gene- 
rality of mankind, wlio leek to (ndcrenify tbemselrcs by (inc»Uoo> 


Was ornamented in a sort of way 
Which ancient masS'books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illiiniiiied : and how Uu^y, 
WIh) saw those figures on the margin kiss all. 

Could turn their optics to the text and pray. 

Is more titan I know— but Dou Juan's motlier 
Kept ibis herself, and gave her son another. 

XLVII. 

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured, 

And homilies, and lives of all the saintf ; ■ 

To Jerome and to ('Jirysostom iuunHl, 

He did not take such studie-s for restraints; r 
iUit how faitli is acquired, ami then eiisured. 

So well not ofie of the aforesaid paints 
As Saint Augustine in his One Confesaiona, 

Which make Uie reader envy bis transgressions. * 

XLVIIJ. 

lliis, too, was a seal'd book to little Juaa — 

I can’t but say th.it his m.^irma was rigtit, 

If such an education was the true one. ' 

She aearody trusted liim from out her sight ; ‘ 

Her maids were old, and If she took a new one. 

You might be sure she was a fierfect friglit ; 

She did this during even her hound's life, — 

1 recommeod aa ouicli to every wife. 

XilX. 

Young Juan wax'd ia goodliness aud grace; 

At six a ebanniog child, and at eleven 
With all the promise of as fma a face v 

As e'er to man’s roaturer growth waa given : 

He studied steadily, and grew apace. 

And seem’d, at least, in the right road to heaven, 
For lialf Ilia days were pasa’d at^iurch, the other 
Between hii tutors, confessor, and mother. 

Im 

At six, 1 said, ha was a clihrining diiid, 

.At twelve he was a Cne, but quiet boy ; 

AlUiough in infancy a little w ihl, 


They tamed him down amongst them : to destroy 
His uaturul splr^ not in vain tiiey toiFd. 



Ins Ike sanclAj wTiidk^ibcy caomx bnt rapect ; ml Tiod « xor« 
pleitarc io perteadin^ one anutker ihai «ihb tfreuM mUtM* 
wai. atkeATi, no Uncterste eoriny la tbc iM>iiiiuuu)ew«Mcbke 
•o vt'hanenily reprrbcud*. vUiecul nnd Uut Wl view* are hi 
re^r d^vUy loaTIw.nie, ihat |tcf) (fifns wlOch e«a alaiin 
and db|m( ii dlrecied at her' in bis icrrikle | furpl tk# 
grdMRcw' of tbn ueralioo in ilw cMellaux of 0 m drUpii.*- 
Gifroui.] 

(saline \ 

* •*To«mgAui»dr[ino*-a | SwSbf ll» | *^**"- _ ‘ 

(Sonstichil 

* '■ t*. or was, nth an edhion. wlib aii the cteoshms 

ffdjpaei* trf Uarlial placrd by ibtaii Ivrt at (lie ctn^, 

* the hU b>afc»ioM, U ^ ^ lx. Dy the r«|tr<«ntMlni wMch 
Saim Ausustinefdrdlvr himself iubu youth. Itiieaay toa«r UmI 
fit ww wlat 'nc ibmlAiwlI ajakc. lit avoided ib« sckool m tke 
phatic; h« lojeJ imtfaiiw hm fjmtns aoil public akom; be ruMtd 
hk biker of cycry ^bfeig be touUfiuU ; be ihreuicd • Ikouaaod km 
to eaeap)' the ixxi, which they were oblf^od to loahr «m «f i« m- 
dWi his IrrecubriliM. 
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At least it seem'd and his mother's joy 
Was to deeleri' how sa^, and still, and steady, 

Her yoimg philosopher was grown already. 

LI. 

« I bad my doubts, peidiaps I liavc tlieni stHI, « ' ^ 
Rut what f say is neither liere nor there : * - 
I knew his father well, and h^vc some skill 
In eharactor — but it would not be fair ' • 

From .sire to son to aO|i^ good 
He and Wswifli w ere an iH-soited pair — - . 

But scnndnl 's my a^erskm — I protest'*^ »• 

Against all evd speaking, even in jest. * 


If any said so, for to be^^4|»fious Vy' .* 
Was in her eyes-« thing Hiidmo>t atrocidM* 

” i^y'* ‘‘‘9'^’ 

Aninng.«t her numerous acqoAintapeey 
Selected for dteei^Hoii Snd devotion, ' 

There was the Donna JiiHa, trhoni to olM * 
Pretty were biN^ giro O' ^ 
Of many charms in her as naturdH^d^ •' I 

As sweetness to the lla^^cr, or sdMkMdeMi, 
DerfonetoV.entts,«r hislK>w toOi^ 



For my ptirt I say nothing— notliing— but 
This I will «y — my rcason.s arc my own— 

Tltat if I liad an only son to put 
To school (as God be praised that I have none% 

’T is not with Donna Inez 1 would shut 
Him up to learn his catechism alone; i i 
No— no — I W send him out betimes to college, »*. **' 
For there it was 1 pick'd up my own knowiedi^' 

, • ' ^ 

For there one learns— *t is not for me to bdaA,' *■ 
1‘hougli I acquired— but I pass over ^ 

As well as all the Greek I since have lost : 

1 say that there 's the pldce — but “ rerfeiim sal,” 

1 thiak I pick'd up too, as well as«iost, " # w 
Knuwiedgt>oC matters— but no onlter irAoi— 

1 never married — Imt, 1 tbudi, 1 know > 

That son simald not be educated so. i 


Yanogdun now waseiitteen years of afe. 

Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit : be seem’d 
Active, though not so sprightly, as a page; 

And erery body but his mother deem’iU 
Him almost man; hot she flew in a ra^, ** 

And bit her lips (for else she might have Vrcbrti'd) 


The darkness of lu!|^ Orientalise 
Aa’orded wit4 her Mo^jsh origin; 
(llerblood was not all by the byV 


In Sgjhi;youi^ow,fi^ja 
When'protfd Cjfanada lA, flyi , 

BoaMil w^t^ ' ^f Duiina jujid*« 

Sonic wt*n^ to Africa, soine^irtaj’ 


HU 


Her great great gramlhtamnu^O^^^^ reipo^ 


% 


She married (I forget Uro pedigree) , u* v.ir • 
With an Hidalgo, wlm ttausimUed ^owo- . « 
His blood lest- noble, thqn such Mood 
At cucli allipnces hiii sireg would f^wn, ^ * • 

Tn tiiat point so precise in ^h degree '* ^ • 

That they bred in and Im. as might be sho^^,» 
Marrying tiieir qpusins— nay, dieij^iuntAdnd iiiec<9, 
Wliich always s^ioils Che, breed, if it increases. » ; 


LVIU. 

This heathenish cross restored the breed again, * 
Ruin'd its blood, but much improved iuflesht'^'f 
For from a foot the ugliest in OldSprin '.•*** 
Sprung up Q hranch.as beautiful as freihr . t:*. 
Tlio sons no more were short, the daughters plain* : 
Rut tbope 's a rumour w Inch 1 fain would hush,—* 
*T is said (hat Daima Julia's grtndinstmna ‘ 
Produced her Don more heirs at love tiuia law. 


* f FurcigXKin n'lin aA* ih4l mCMia ad airiDt«rnfdhsd sn** 
renioa of men, qnaJifl^^d nore or (oh eminently for tli« (*erl6r' 
inMcr ot ttniied pjrliaiiiL'nUr)' nml ofNclal duUrii, Is iraircd?*’ 
MTM. I tdsecr^Uh the )rrejinlices. ^‘rhd[js, of Cl»o aoff Uifdni;, 
ihM owe il U> mtr ityAlem mf pnhUc sclionb and unlversiUes. 
WurWn IK tn«tirnHmu i* itvrhe«) (In llic laapMu;ft or lyav^r 
ofonrcAfetHio #hintSiee‘ ‘'rduc hii|>])tri|niin titled to serre 
UmiIt oomitry boili ladmrdiaRiUuie.'' Ilh >n her pjibiic sdioola 
•fid Uiuvrr-viieA Uul rhoyoaih of En;;ljnd are, ]ijr a discj^lUic 
wiiJcti stiaHdw Judj^meriiN hare somrtimi-s .'iltrmptLt! to iimtcrA 
vatiM. (ircpartfd Tor Uie duUcs i>f pntriic lir». There are rare and 
exc«|iUoap. to be sure; >>ul in ny oiiisciciiaC 1 believe, 
Itial F^NUkoUwoiAl nt>t lie what Ae u, milbmit tier system uf 
pMbhceJucaiiun; and Uiat an other .coonlry can peconio \«liat 
FiurfBmtV ^^'‘>hoiH the adv.mis^ of such a system. -<;i.sai|A. 

I .dtaU iUw.tyn.*’ uy-i Rllibon. ‘*1M n^ady to Join in Ihr'fwthlie 
nfAUmi. tbii o«r {wbile •chofflf.wfflA have produced so many 
•iiAwA ebsneter<. are tlic bcsC adapted to the geuluA and consti. 
tuAm A Ibo Boglbh people.” fien als<i CROtCK's B<mi-eU, vol. ii(.«: 

/. A, ■„ 

•’IHiMlIttAiwreTideT^ Ibp U^ <^ppw vr. ihe uiifor> | 

tnfHtownAAieehtlnurd mflowanls ilpAlpuxarras, that hr misiil 1 


not behold (he eulrancc of the rHrf<Haiw Into Me capital. Illi >fc- 
voleii pan(T'>f cavaliers rolluwed him in jcloomy UltiBc^ .Haybi:; 
avrended an eminence CiminaBdIiMyhe iwt vicwofCraMila, tln^ 
p«p^ involiidlafflf to lake a flft iS|M^aie ihelr^laaed ritr. 
wNHia fo# Mpa wutfid 

W*MM UiertctloaCiMi'Wlletit dtAMTofamAe horst l^hfrum Ih^ 
citadel ; and prcuntly a peal artiHcry, ftioUy Mdwik UflWfMl 
the diy was taken powcstidn of. and the throne of xhe Noshm 
kioju^aaloat forever. TheiicarlofBoalnlfk aolu-oed by mW- 
fortiuirs. and oierchargrd wilti e|i^, could ua^boorr oaOtain il«'^ 
acir. ^Allali hAI>w: UwI nc- 

aigiranon died upoq Itfis iipa. and he hiir»i ujt>* a' flood of tears. 
The vUicr^ \b<W-'.^iiirTt. ^ endeavgore< Ip c^tot4o,!h 
maAr, bnt the' Chappy 'Iho^pratAvav not ^o bt^ eo 
MltA achhart* ex(!hlmnl Ik;, '>hrn did mjifT i ' 
fnine?' From ihiacirc^natip^ Uirbili nwikfwiwiA 
Allah adib.ir ; but ibc of vlW conirnandtn^ IlK Uut 
oftlranada l< knowuacA|hgSpaniii^J>y ihcnaa^cj^cl 
tn»piro4|l Moro,' or ‘Uiptaat^h the >lonr.'’"^^vHiaCTbN 
u^.io.i' -r » ^ • V 

• .A 

» • .1 uMcH >o 0 II I 
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LIX. 

However this might be, the race went on 
Improving stil) through every generation, 

Until it centred in an only son, 

WIm) left an only daughter; my narration 
May have suggested tliat this single one 
Could be but Julia (whom on this occasion 
I shall have miicli to speak about), and she 
Was married, charming, chaste, and twenty-three. 

LX. 

Her eye (I *m very fond of handsome eyes) 

Was large and dark, suppressing half its Gre 
Until she spoke, then through its soi\ disguise 
Flash’d an expression more of pride than ire, 

And love than either ; and there would arise 
A something in them which was not desire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Which struggled through and chasten’d down the 
whole. 

LXl. 

Her glossy hair was clutter’d o’er a brow 
Bright with inteliigence, and fair, and smooth ; 
Her e>'ebrow’s shape was like th' aerial bow. 

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, 
Mounting, at times, to a transparent glow, 

As if her veins ran lightning; she, in sooth. 
Possess'd an air and grace by no means common ; 
Her stature tall*— 1 hate a dumpy woman. 

LXIl. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a roan 
Of Gfty, and such husbands are in plenty; 

And yet, I think, instead of such a o^E 
*T were l>etter to have two of Gve-and-twenty, 
Especially In countries near the sun : 

And now I think on ’t, **roi vien in roente,” 
Ladies even of tlie most uneasy virtue 
Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty. * 

Lxni. 

’T is a sad thing, I cannot choose but say, 

And all the fault of that indecent sun, 

Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay. 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on, 

That howsoever people fast and pray, 

Tlie Hesh is frail, and so the soul undone : 

Wiiat men call gallantry, and gods adultery, 

Is much more common wliere the climate 's sultr}'. 

LXIV. 

Happy the nations of the moral North! 

Where all is virtue, and tlie winter season 
Sends sin, without a rug on, shivering forth 
('T was snow tliat brought St. Anthony* to reason); 
Wliere juries cast up what a wife is w orth, 

By laying whate'er sum, in mulct, they please on 


The lover, who must pay a handsome price, 

Because it is a marketable vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso w as the name of Julia’s lord, 

A man well looking for his years, and who 
; Was neither much beloved uor yet abhorr’d : 

They lived together, as most people do, 

Suffering each other's foibles by accord, 

And not exactly either one or firo; 

Yet be was jealous, though be did not show it, 

, For jealousy dislikes the world to know it. 

LXVI. 

Julia was — yet I never could see why — 

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend; 
Between their tastes there was small s^mpatliy, 

For not a line had Julia ever penn’d : 

Some people whisper (but, no doubt, they lie, 

For malice still imputes some private end) 

That Inez had, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage, 

Forgot w itli him her very prudent carriage ; 

LXVII. 

And that, still keeping up the old connection. 

Which time had lately render’d much more chaste. 
She took his lady also In affection, 

I And certainly this course was much the best : 
i She flatter’d Julia with her sage protection, 
j And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste ; 

I And if she could not (who can ?) silence scandal, 

I At least she left it a more slender handle. 

Lxvni. 

I can't tell whether Julia saw the affair 
With other people’s eyes, or if her own 
Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e’er was shown ; 

[ Perhaps she did not know*, or did not care, 

I Indifferent from theflrst, or callous grown : 

I I 'm really puzzled what to think or say, 

I She kept lier counsel in so close a way. 

I LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child, 
t Caress’d him often— sudi a thing might be 
! Quite innocently done, and harmless styled. 

When she had twenty years, and thirteen be; 

But I am not so sure 1 should have smiled 
When he was sixteen, Julia twcnty>three; 

These few short years make wondrous alterations, 
Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations. 

LXX. 

Whate'er theoniuse might be, they had become 
Changed ; for the dame grew distant, the youth shy, 
Their looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb, 
, And imicli embarrassment in either eye : 

There surely w ill be little doubt with some 


[ MS.-*' spooMi (rocu twMiT )Mn«ia«e i« ihirif | * For the partienUrs of SU ADihonj'* redpn for hirf blood In 
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That Donna Jnlia knew the reason why, 

But as for Juan, he had no more notion 
Tiian he who never saw the sea of ocean. 

• LXXl. 

yet Julia's very coldness still was kind, 

And tremulously gentle her small hand 
Withdrew itself from his, but left behind 
A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland 
And slight, so very slight, that to the mind 
'T was but a doubt ; but ne'er magician's wand 
Wrought cliange, with all Arinida's fairy art, 

Like what this light touch left on Juan's heart. 

LXXIl. 

And if she met him, though she smiled no more, 

She look’d a sadness sweeter than her smile. 

As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 
She must not own, but dierisli'd more the while 
For that compression in its burning core; 

Even innocence itself has many a wile, 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth. 

And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXHI. 

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays 
Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky 
Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays 
Its workings through the vaiuly guarded eye. 

And in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, 't is still the same hypocrisy; 

Coldness or anger, even disdain or bate, 

Are masks it often wears, and still too late. 

LXXIV. 

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppre.ssk)o, 
And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft. 

And burning blusliea, though for no transgression, 
Tren^lings when met, and restlessness when left: 
All these are litUe preludes to possession. 

Of whicli young passion cannot be bereft, * 
And merely tend to show how greatly love is 
Embarrass'd at first starting with a novice. 

i.xxv. 

Poor Julia's heart wak in an awkward state; 

She felt It going, and resolved to make * 

The noblest eR'orts for Iverself and mate, 

For honour's, pride's, religion's, virtue’s sake ; 
Her resolutions were most truly great, 

And almost might have made a Tarquin quake : 

She pray’d the Virgin Mary for her grace, 

As being the best judge of a lady’s case: * . , 

LXXi'I, 

She vow'd she never wonid see Jiran more. 

And next day paid a visit to his mother, ' , 
And look’d extremely at the opening door, * < 
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Which, by the Virgin’s grace, let in another ; 
Grateful she was, and yet a little sore— 

Again it opens : it can be no other, 

T is surely Juan now — No ! I ’m afraid 
That night the Virgin was no further pray'd.' 

LXXVII. 

She now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should rather face and overcome temptation. 

That flight was base and dastardly, and no man 
Should ever give her heart the least sensation ; 
That is to say, a thought beyond the common 
Preference, that we must feel upon occasion. 

For people who are pleasanter than others, 

But then they only seem so many brothers. 

Lxxvin. 

And even if by chance— and who can tell? 

The devil 's so very ily— she should discover 
That all within was not so very well, 

And, if still free, that such or such a lover 
Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 
Such thoughts, and be the better when they 're over; 
And if the man should ask, 't is but denial ; 

I recommend young ladies to make trial. 

LXXIX. 

And then Uiere are such things as love divine. 

Bright and immaculate, unmix’d and pure. 

Such as the angels think so very fine, 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 
Platonic, perfect, “just such love as mine : ” 

Thus Julia said — and thought so, to be sure; 

And so I *d have her think, were I the man 
On whom her reveries celestial ran. 

LXXX. 

Such love is innocent, and may exist 
Between young persons without any danger. 

A hand may first, and then a lip be kist; 

For my part, to such doings I *m a stranger. 

But hear tliese freedoms form the utmost list 
Of all o'er which such love may be a ranger : 

If people go beyond) ’t is quite a crime, 

But not my fault — 1 tell them all in time. 

» LXXXI. 

Love, then, but love within its proper limits. 

Was Julia's innocent determination 
In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him its 
Exertion might be useful on occasion : 

And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its 
Ethersai lustre, with what sweet persuasion 
lie might be taught, by love and her together— 

1 really don't know what, nor Julia either, 
j LXXXTI. 

Fratight with this fine intention, and well fenced 
In maH of proof— her purity of soul—** * 
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She, for the future of her strength conviooed, 

And that her honour was a rock, or mole,' 
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 
With any kind of troublesome control; 

But whether Julia to the task w as equal 
Is Uiat which must be mention’d in the sequel.* 

LXXXlll. 

Her plan she deem'd both innocent and feasible, 

And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen 
Not scandal's iangs could Ox on much that 's seizable, 
Or if they did so, satisfied to mean 
Nothingbut what wasgood, her breast was peaceable-^ 
A quiet conscience makes one so serene ! 
Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded 
That all the Apostles would have done as they did. 

LXXXIV. 

And if in the mean time her husband died — 

But Heaven forbid that such a thought should cross 
Her brain, though in a dream ! (and then she sigh'd;) 

Never could she survive that common loss; 

But just suppose that moment should betide, 

I only s?y suppose it^titfer nos.. 

(This should be eitfre nous, for Julia thought 
In Frencl), but then the rhyme would go for nought^ 

LXXXV. 

1 only say suppose this supposition : * 

Juan being then grown up to man’s estate 
Would fully suit a widow of condition, 

Even seven years hence it would not be too late; 
And in the interim (to pursue this vision), 

Tlie mischief, after all, could not be great, 

For he would learn the rudiments of lore, 

1 mean the seraph way of those above. 

* LXXXVI. 

So much for Julia.* Now we *11 turn to Juan, 

Poor little fellow I he bad no idea 
Of his own case, and never hit the true one ; 

In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medca,^ 

He puzzled over what he found a new one. 

But not as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming, 
Which, with a little patience, might grow charming. 

LXXXVII. 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow, 


His home deserted for tlie lunel| wood, 
Tormented with a wound he could not know, 

His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude 
1 'm fond myself of solitude or so, 

But then, 1 beg it ouy be understood, . * 

By solitude 1 mean a sultan’s, not ^ 

A hermit's, with a liaram for a grot. 

Lxxxvni. , 

“Oh Love! in sudi a wilderness as<his. 

Where transport and security entwine. 

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 

And here thou art a god indeed divine ” 

The bard I quote from does not sing uiniss,* 

With the exception of the second line, 

For that same twining“transport and security” 
Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals 
To tlie good sense and senses of mankind. 

The very thing which every body feels, 

As all have found on trial, or may find, 

That no one likes to be disturb'd at meals 
Or love. — I won’t say more about “ entwined ” 

Or “ transport,” as we knew' all that before. 

But beg “Security” will bolt the door. 

xc. 

Young Juan wander’d by the glassy brooks, 
Thinking unutterable things; he threw 
Himself at length within the leafy nooks 
Wh«e the wild branch of the cork forest grew; 
There poets find materials for their books, 

And every now and then we read them through, 
So that their plan and prosody are eligible, 

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible. 

xci. 

He, Juan, (and not Wordsworth) so pursued 
His self-communion with his own liigb soul, 

Until his mighty heart, in its great mood. 

Had mitigated part, though not the whole 
Of its disease; be did the best he could 
With things not very subject to control, 

And turn'd, without perceiving his condition, 

Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 


> (MS.-'*De«B'4lb«ther UioQgSU ooman rsqulrid eeetrMl.''! 

■ [iQ ibisdetcriplionofibeunigsleitad tb« workii^of Dcmna 
mind wUli respect u> Don Joan, prvvioatir to their Sret 
aod motual trauagrefliuo. the poet dupUys a mo«i contummate 
knowledge of all the more aubUe and reftoed aetf-deloBloot of the 
haman heart. Thia la, perhaps, the leait obiecUonab!c part of Ibe 
poeoi ; since all who choose to avobl the beginnings of evil, the 
sulerU prfNiordio— ail who know the weaiuieas of reason, and 
the atreogUi of paasioa. may profit by the cataiimphe orthisainour. 
But, In the anbiufncnt description of Donna Julia 'a deJintiueocy, 
hia Muse baa iiwt agaio, wbal liillo she bad gained hi the appro- 
batJou of the moralist.— CoLTon.] 

1 1 The progress of Uila |»aasiou is traced wlUi cuiiaummatc know- 
ledge of the bmuan heart ; and, but fur the seductive cokniriog 


with which every incident ia embellhhcd. and the air of levity and 
perfect enniempt of all coqaeqaenors with w hich Ibe deliwioiu of 
passion and the approaches of crime are trealed. It might be pul 
into the handi of yonlh as a moral warning to guard against ihc 
lint apftroachea of Irregular desires, and that sophistry of senfi- 
rneot. by which onr inpurest wMica and desigtu are freijoenUy 
veiled ami disguised even from ouraclvet, till Ihc moment when 
llicir gratincalkw) seems within our reach. It Is then that the 
mask falls off, and the sophMtry which bad aedneed, acqulret the 
new duly of apologising ^ and excusing what an mnopbifUcaied 
view of our own hearts ought lo have prevented.— IIiu..) 

4 See Ovid, de Art. Amand. I. N. 
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xcn. ' 

Ue tliouglit about himself, and the whole earth, 

Of man the wonderful, and of llie stars, 

And liuw tlie deuce they ever could have birth : 

And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars, 
How many miles the moon might have in girth. 

Of air-^lloons, and of the many bars 
To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies ; — 

And then he thought of Donna Julia’s eyes. 

xciii. 

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern 
Longings sublime, and aspirations high, 

Which some are born with, but the most part learn 
To plague themselves withal, ti>cy know not w'hy: 
’T was strange that one so young should thus concern 
His brain about the action of tlie sky; ‘ 

If you think 't was philosophy timt this did, 

1 can't help thinking puberty assisted. 

xciv. 

He pored upon tlie leaves, and on the flowers. 

And heard a voice in all the winds ; and then 
He thought of wood-nymphs and itoiuortal bowers. 
And how the goddesses came down to men : 

He miss'd the pathway, lie forgot the liour.s. 

And when he look'd upon his watdi again, 
lie found how much old Time had been a winner — 
Ue also found that he had lost his dinner, ^ 

xcv. 

Sometimes he turn'd to gaze upon his book, 

Boscan,* or Carcilasso ; *— by the wind 
Even as the page is rustled while we look, 

So by the poesy of his own mind 
Over tlie mystic leaf his soul was shook, 

As if 't were one wiicreon magicians bind 
Their spells, and give them to the passing gale. 
According to some good old woman's tale. 

xcvi. 

Thus would he while his lonely hours away 
Dissatisfied, nor knowing what he wanted ; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet's lay. 

Could yield his spirit that for which it panted, 

A liosoiii whereon he his head might lay, 

And hear llic heart beat with the love it granted, 

With several other things, which I forget, 

Or which, at least, I need not mention yet. 

XCVII. 

Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries, 

Gould not escape the gentle Julia's eyes ; 

She saw that Juan was not at his case ; 


But that which Hiiefly may, and must surprise, 

Is. that the Donna Inez did not tease 
Her only son with question or surmise; 

VMicther it was she did not see, or would not. 

Or, like all very clever people, could not. 

xr.viTi. 

Tliis may seem strange, but yet 't is very common ; 

For instance— gentlemen, whose ladies take 
Leave to o’erstep the written rights of woman, 

And break the Which commandment is 't they 

break ? 

(I have forgot the number, and think no man 
Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.) 

1 say, when these same gentlemen are jealous. 

They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us. 

xcix. 

A real husband always is suspicious, ' 

But still no less suspects in the wrong place, * 
Jealous of some one who had no sucli wishes, 

Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace, 

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious ; 

The last indeccT's infallibly the case : 

And when the spouse and friend are gone off wholly. 
He wonders at their vice, and not his folly. 

c. 

Thus parents also are at times short-sighted ; 

Though watdiful as the lynx, they ne’er discover. 
The while the wicked world beliolds delighted. 
Young Hopeful's mistress, or Miss Fanny's lover. 
Till some confounded escapade lias blighted 
i The plan of twenty years, and all is over ; 

I And then the mother cries, tlie father swears. 

And wonders why the devil he got heirs. ^ 

Cl. ' ‘ 

But Inez was so anxious, and so clear 
(M* sight, that I must think, on this occasion, 

Site had some other motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation ; 

But what that motive was, 1 slia'h’t say here f 
Perliaps to finish Juan's education, * 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso's eyes, 

In case be thought his wife too great a prize. 

cn. 

It was upon a day, a summer’s day ;— 

Summer 's indeed a very dangerous season. 

And so is spring about the end of May ; 

The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason ; 

But whatsoe'er the cause is, one may say, 

I And stand .convicted of more truth than treason. 


* Ml lhUt»t Ibcwiy-iodoD'Hook Mfra. , 

B4i 1 ir )»a ‘m aogrr. md«r, pus It br.") j 

• [Juan Bo«ean AlniogavX, of BarccHiiia. dieii about the year I 
104.'- In concert with hU fricoil Gardlauu, iie inlrtNluccd ihe I 
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'Dial there arc montlis which nature grows iiwre ] 
nicrry In,— 

March has its hares, and May must have its heroine. 

cm. 

’T was on a summer's day — the si.\th of June 
1 like to he particular in dates, 

^ot only of the age, and year, butnK>on ; 

They are a sort of postdiouse, where the Fates 
Change Itorses, making history cliange its tune,' 

Then spur away o’er ennpires and o’er states, 
Leaving at last not much besides chronology. 
Excepting the post-obits of theology.* 

CIV. 

’T was on the sixth of June, about the hour 
Of half'past six — perhaps still nearer seven— 

\VTieit Julia sate within as pretty a bower 
As e’er held houri in tliat heathenisli heaven 
Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore,* 

To whom tlie lyre aud laurels have been given, 

With all the trophies of triumphant song — 

Ue won them well, and may he wear them long ! 

cv. 

She sate, but not alone ; 1 knew not well 
How this same interview had taken place, 

And even if I knew, I should not tell— 

People should bold their tongues in any case ; 

Mo matter how or why the tiling befell, 

. But there were she and Juan, face to face — 

VV lien two such faces are so, ’t would be wise. 

But very difficult, to shut their eyes. 

cvi. 

How beautiful she look’d ! her conscious heart 
Glow’d In her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong. 

0 Love ! how perfect is thy mystic art, 

StrengUiening the weak, and trampling on the 

How self-deceitful is the sagest part [strong; 

Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along I 
The precipice she stood on was immense, 

So was her creed in her own innocence. ♦ 

cvu. • 

She thought of her own strength, and Juan's youth, 
And of the folly of all prudisli fears, 

Victorious virtue, and domestic truth, 

And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years : , 

1 wish these last had not occurr'd, in sooth, 

Because that number rarely much endears. 

And tlirough all climes, the snowy and the sunny. 
Sounds ill in love, whate’er it may in money. 

evin. . * 

When people say, “ I ’ve told you fifty times,” 

They ntcan to scold, and very often do ; 


When poets say, ** I ’ve written fifty rhymes,” 

They make you dread that tliey ’ll recite them too ; 
In gangs o( fifty, thieves commit their crimes ; 

At fifty love for love is rare, ’I is true; 

Rut then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 

A good deal may be bought for fifty louis. 

cix. 

Julia had honour, virtue, trutli, and love. 

For Don Alfonso; and she inly swore. 

By all the vows below to powers above, 

She never would disgrace the ring she wore. 

Nor leave a wish which wisdom might reprove; 

And while she ponder’d this, besides much more. 
One hand on Juan’s carelessly was Uirown, 

Quite by mistake — she thought it was her own ; 
cx. 

Unconsciously she lean’d u(K>n the otlier. 

Which play’d within the tangles of her hair; 

And to contend with thoughts she could not smother 
She seem’d, by the distraction of her air. 

’T was surely very wrong in Juan's mother 
To leave togetlier this imprudent pair, * 

She who for many years had watcli’d her son so — 

[ 'ni very certain miue would not have done so. 

CXI. 

The band which still held Juan's, by degrees * 
Gently, but palpably confirm'd its grasp. 

As if it said, ** Detain me, If you please; *’ 

Yet there ’s no doubt sl>e only meant to elas(> 

His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze; 

She would have shrunk as from a tuad, or asp. 
Had she imagined such a tiling could rouse 
A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 

cxn. 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this. 

But what he did, is much what you would do ; 

His young lip thank’d it with a grateful kiss. 

And then, abash’d at its own joy, withdrew 
In deep despair, lest he had done amiss. 

Love is so very timid when ’t is new : 

She blush'd, and frown'd not, but she strove to 
. » speak, 

And held her tongue, her voice was grown so weak. 

• ^ cxni. 

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon : 

The devil ’s in the moon for mischief; they 
Who call'd hec chaste, methinks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature; there is not a day, 

The longest, not the twenty*4irst of June, 

Sees half the business in a wicked way 
On which three single hours of moonshine smile — 
And then she looks so modest all the while. f 


(MS.-** Change boncsevery Ixrar Irtm nigblMIt noon." ] 
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CXIV. 

Tiiere is a dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul 
Too|)cn all itself, without the power 
Of calling wholly back its self-control ; [ 

Hie silver light which, hallowing tree and tower, | 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o'er tbe whole, 
Breathes also to the heart, and o’er it throws ’ 
A loving languor, which is nut repose.' 

cxv. 

And Julia sate w'ith Juan, half embraced 
And lialf retiring from the glowing arm, 

Whi(^ trembled tike the bosom where 't was placed ; 

Yet still she must have thought there was no harm, 
Or else *t were easy to w ilhdraw her waist ; : 

But then the situation had its charm, ' 

And then God knows what next — 1 can't go on; j 

I ’m almost sorry that I e'er begun. I 

cxvi 

Oh Plato ! Plato ! you have paved the way, | 

With your confounded fantasies, to more 
Immoral conduct by the fancied sway 
Your system feigns o’er the coiitrulless core 
Of human hearts, than all the long array 
Of poets and romancers : — You 're a bore, 

A chaflatan, a coxcomb— and liave been, 

At beet, no better than a go-between.* 

' civu. 

And Julia's voice was lost, except in sighs. 

Until too late for useful conversation; 

The tears were gushing her gentle ejres, 

1 wish, indeed, they had not had occasion; 

But who, alts! can love, and then be wise? 

Not that remorse did not oppose temptation, 

A little still she strove, and much repented, 

And whispering “I will ne’er consent”— consented. 

CXVIII. 

’T is saU that Xerxes offer’d a reward 
To those who could invent him a new pleasure : 
Methinks, Uie requisition ’s rather bard, 

And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 

For my part, 1 'm a moderate-minded bard, 

Fond of a little love (which 1 call leisure); 

1 care not for new pleasures, as the«ld » • 

Are quite enough for me, so they but hold. , 

cxix. 1 

Oil Pleasure! you are Indeed a pleasant thing,, | 
Although one must be damn’d for you, no doubt : | 
I make a resolution every spring * I 

or reformation, ere the year run out; 


But, somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing. 

Yet still, 1 trust, it may be kept throughout: 

I ’oi very sorry, very much asbai^. 

And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim'd. 

cxx. 

Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take— 

Startnot! still chaster reader— she ’ll be nice hence- 
Forward. and there is no great cause to quake; 

This liberty is a poetic licence, 

Which Bome irregularity may make 
In the design, and as I have a high sense 
Of Aristotle and the Rules, *t Is (It 
To beg his pardon when I err a bit. 

cxxi. 

This licence is to hope the reader w'HI 
Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day. 
Without whose epoch my poetic skill. 

For want of facts, wotild all be thrown away). 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan Still 
In sight, that soeral months have pass’d; we ’ll say 
T was in November, hut I 'm not so sure 
About the day — the era ’s more obscure. 

CXXII. 

We ’ll talk of that anon. — ^*T is sweet to hear 
At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep 
The song and oar of Adria's gondolier. 

By distance mellow'd, o’er the waters sweep ; 

’T is sweet to see the evening star appear ; 

T is sweet to listen as the night-winds creep 
From leaf to leaf; *t is sweet to view on high 
Tbe rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. 

cxxtii. 

*T is sweet to bear the watch-dog’s honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth’d welcome as we draw near home; 
’T is sweet to know there is on eye will mark 
Our coming, aud look brighter wben vie come; * 

’T is sweet to be awaken'd by the lark, 

Or lull’d by falling waters; sweet thejium 
Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds, 

The lisp of children, and tlieir earliest words. 

exxiv. 

Sweet is the vintage, when tlie showering grapes 
In Bacchanal profusion reel to eartli 
Purple and gushing ; sweet are our escapes 
From civic revelry to rural mirth; 

Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps; 

Sweet to tlie father is.his first-born’s birth *, 

Sweet is revenge— especially to women, 

Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen. 


< amalw«)s iii(MirelfSi4>nsupoiia simUilny day; as inhere 
wassooKaMDciaUoii liclifecoaD intcrMi approach to greater light 
and jiurity. aud Ihc kiudJer of this Uarh Unthorn of oor external 
cxUteoce. The iHglit U also a n’iigiuus concern i and ereo more 
so— *lit‘ii I vkWed the moon and stars Uiruugb HcracbeTs tele- 
scope, aud saw that they wea* wurkU.'*— A. Diary, IISI.] 

■ ( For my pjtt, 1 must cuoless that 1 hare, Uiougb a tolerably 


good philosopher, but a very low opinion of Platonic love; for 
which reason 1 have ihoAght It neceuary to give my fair readers a 
caution against it, baring occasionally, to my great concern, ob* 
•erred the waist of a PUtoohl swell to a romsdnem which Is Incon- 
sistent with Hut pbflosophy."— S tulk.} 

^ i I MS.—'* Oar evotliig, aor KhU hi kgbUy IIU we cvidc.''] 





DON JUAN. 


CXXV. I 

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet ' [ 

The unexpect^ death of some old lady 
Or gentleman of seventy 'years complete, I 

Who ’ve made “us youth” wail loo — too long al- | 
For an estate, or cash, or country-seat, [ready 
Still breaking, but with stamiaa so steady, 

That all the Israelites are lit to mob its 
h'ext owner for their double-damn'd post-obits.* { 

exxvi. 

’T is sweet to win, no matter how, one’s laurels, 

By blood or ink; 't is sweet to put an end 
To strife ; ’t is sometimes sweet to have our quarrels, 
Particularly with a tiresome friend : i 

Sweet is oh) wine in bottles, ale in barrels; ' 

Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
Against the worid; and dear llie schoolboy spot ‘ 
Yie ne'er forget, though there we are forgot. | 

CXXVII. I 

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all, ! 

Is first and passionate love — it stands alone, ' 
Like Adam's recollection of bis fall ; | 

The tree of knowledge has been pluck'd^all 's ' 
And life yields nothing further to recall [known~ { 
Worthy of tbis ambrosial sin, so shown, 

No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven 
Fire which Prometheus filch'd for us from heaven, 
cxxvni. 

Man 's a strange animal, and makes strange use 
Of his own nature, and the various arts, 

And likes particularly to produce 
Some new experiment to show his parts : 

This is the age of oddities let loose, 

Where different talents find their different marts; 
You 'd best begin with truth, and when you 'velost your 
I^abour, there 's a sure market for imposture, 
cxxix. 

What opposite discoveries we have seen ! 

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets.) 

One makes new noses, one a guillotine, 
Onebreaksyourbones, one sets them in theirsockets; 
But vaccination certainly has been 

A kind antitbetis to Congreve's rockets, 

With wifich the Doctor paid off an old pox, 

By borrowing a new one from an ox. * 

I 

exxx. i 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes; . 
And galvanism has set some corpses grinning, ^ 1 


' (.MS.'— ‘'SwMlIstMiwMllUltwtUorDCT-nieet • i 

^ TSeoanpcctad | 

* [ Wbo>« kmit* bow tonf, MreMtr. 

for an (wMl'd Miate, «r nmairv***!. 

• WUfelagibra»iMMmctt7daaui‘d.balrfMS->lH 

k»ow( floagblofiflcf, wb« bu ■«! m beea worrM'' | 

'T li ilrkoet pM pcopi* doo'l lUe be iMrlcd.'*^ | 

) ( Tlic *' Saf«^ Lamp,*' afler ioof; feiteMxhea and tonumarable > 
ripenirfrnts. waa at length ^ Humphry ! 

L>avy, H. B. 8., ia <SI8, and bat, do dmibl, akeady prwenred ! 


But has not answer’d like the apparatus 
Of tlic Humane Society’s beginning, 

By which men are nnsuffocated gratis : 

What wondrous new machines have late been spin- 
I said the sinall-pox has gone out of late; [ning! 
Perhaps it may be follow’d by tlic great. 

cxxxi. 

'T is said the great came from America; 

Perhaps it may set out on its return,— 

The population there so spreads, they say 
T is grown high time to tliin it in its tuni. 

With war, or plague, or famine, any way. 

So that civilisation they may learn ; 

And which in ravage the more loatiisome evil is^ 
Their real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis? 

cxxxii. 

This is tlie patent-age of new inventions 
For killing bodies, and for saving souls. 

All propagated with the best intentions; 

Sir Humphry Davy’s lantern,* by which eoals 
Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions; 

Tombucioo travels,* voyages to the Poles,* 

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true. 

Perhaps, as shooting them at Waterloo. 

CXXXill. 

Man 's a phenomenon, one knows not what. 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure; 

'T is pity though, in this sublime world, that 
Pleasure 's a sin, and sometimes sin 's a pleasure;* 
Few mortals know what end they would be at. 

But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure. 
The path is through perplexing ways, and when 
The goal is gain'd, we die, you know — and then— 

CXXXIV. 

What then? — I do not know, no more do you— 

And so good night. — Return we to our story : 

'T was in November, when fine days are few. 

And the far mountains wax a little hoary. 

And clap a white cape on their mantles blue; ’ 

And the sea dashes round the promontory, 

And the loud breaker boils against the rock. 

And sober suns rnnst set at five o'clock. 

cxxxv. “ , *• 

was, as the watdimeu say, a cloudy night ; * 

No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud 
By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright 
With the piled wood, round which the family crowd ; 
There 's something cheerful in that sort of light. 


thoouhds of tiktnen from the danam of Iba fire>damf>.— E.] 
i [JackaoQf Acewml of Tumbuctoo, the great Emporioin of 
Central Africa.— Narratire of AobrrtAdaou, aSailov.— Or. Lejr- 
den'i Duooreriea In Africa, etc. etc.] 

’ [ Sir Edward Parrf 'a Wtroeaaped M Ioa a .— Captain Hnaa'a Voyaf;t‘ 
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Even as a summer sky's without a cloud ; 

1 ’m fond of fire, and crickets, aod all that/ 

A lobster salad, and champagne, aod dial.* 
cxxxvi. 

'T was midnight — Donna Julia was in bed, 

Sleeping, most probably, — when at her door 
Arose a clatter might awake the dead. 

If they had never been awoke before, 

And that they have been so we all have read, 

And are to be so, at the least, once more ; — 

The door was fasten'd, but with voice and flst [hist! 
First knocks were heard, then Madam — Madam — 

CXXXVII. 

For God's sake. Madam — Madam— here 's my mas- 
With more than half the city at his back — [ter,’ 
W as ever heard of such a curst disaster ! 

''r is not my fault— I kept good watch — Alack ! 

Do pray undo the bolt u little faster — 

Tliey 're on the stair just now, and in a crack 
Will all be here; perliaps he yet may fly! — 

Surely the window 's not so very high! ” 

cxxxvin. 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived. 

With torches, friends, and servants in great num- 
The major part of them had long lieen wived, [her; 

And therefore paused not to disturb tlie slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contrived 
By stealth her husband's temples to encumber : 
Examples of this kind are so contagious. 

Were one not punish'd, all w ould be outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

I can't tell bow, or why, or what suspicion 
Could enter into Don Alfonso’s bead; 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surely w'as exceedingly ill-bred, 

Williouta word of previous admonition, 

To hold a levee round his lady's bed, 

And summon ladieys, arm'd with fire and sword. 

To prove himself the thing he most abborr’d. 

CXL. 

Poor Donna Julia ! starting as from sleep, 

(Mind — that 1 dp not say — she had not slept) 
Bf^nn at once to scream, and yaw n, and weep; * 

Her maid Antonia, who was an adept, 

Contrived to fling tlie bed-clothes in a heap, 

As if she had just now from out them crept ; 


' [ fondorOK, iDd rric*«t«, aiMl alt Ibat. 

Aad aapper, putrb. fboat^tpriet, and nirb rhal." ) 

• 

■ [**LAiTy NaryW. Motiiagacwaa an Miraontioarx wiHnan: 
ahi> coukl iranUatc EpicU'lua, and yet wr^tr a aoug worthy of Aria> 
tippus— Ui* Moea. 

-*4Dd wbra thaiiMic boBM aTlhe pobSr srepaat, 

Aik) nr mori. nUh rbampacite aad arMriro.al laat, 
fOB^^ plcnmtr tbal aM>Weul ttxlrar I 
I Dabanttb'd afur both diarrrlloo and frarl'clc. He. • 

Therr, Mr. Bimkal— wbalday you to aucli a aapperwllb aucli a 
woman ? and h«r own dcacriplfoci loo ? Ii a])peart lo me Uial ibia 


I can't tell why she should take all this trouble 
To prove her mistress kiad been sleeping double. 

CXLI. 

But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid. 

Appear'd like two poor harmless women, wIm> 

Of goblins, but still more of men afraid. 

Had tliought one man might be deterr'd by two. 
And Uiereforc side by side were gently laid, 

Until the hours of absence should run through. 
And truant husband should return, and say. 

My dear, 1 was the first who came away." 

CXLll. 

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried, 

“ In heaven's name, Alfonso, what d' ye mean ? 
Has madness seized you ? would that I had died 
Ere such a monster's victim I had been! * 

What may this midnight violence betide, 

A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen? 

Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill ? 
Seardi, then, the room!” — Alfonso said, “Iwill.” 

CXLIII. 

He search’d, fAey searcb’d,and rummaged every where. 
Closet and clothes' press, chest and window-seat. 
And found much linea, lace, and several pair 
Of Stockings, slippers, brushes, eombs, cxMnplete, 
With other articles of ladies fair. 

To keep them beautiful or leave them neat ; 

Arras they prick’d and curtains with their swords. 
And wounded several shutters, and some boards. 

CXLIV. 

Under the bed tliey search'd, and there they founds 
No matter what — it was not that they souglU ; 
They open'd windows, gazing if the ground 
Had signs or footmarks, but the earth said nought ! 
And tlien they stared eacli others' faces round : 

'T is odd, not one of all these seekers thought. 

And seems to me almost a sort of blunder, 

Of looking in the bed as well as under. 

exLv. 

During this inquisition, Julia's tongue’ [cried, 
W'as not asleep— Yes, search and search," she 
** Insult on insult heap, ond w*rong on wrongl 
It was for this tlmt I became a bride! 

For this in silence I have suffer’d long 
A husband like Alfonso at my side ; 

But now I ’ll bear no more, nor here remain. 

If there he law, or lawyers, in all Spain. 


1 A 

fUnu contaim Uie purt'e of ibe whole phllotopliy of Bplcunn. ’ 
—Lord B- to ]Br. Bowln.] * 
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nliea she found out ibe’mbtake. Youwtli be amused, as fwass 
U liappeneJ not ibree boon ago.”— n. Zenera, ?<oir.8. ISIS.} 
< * (gf.— ” r.r* I Ibe «ir«or»uch a nuQ bad baca !”) ^ 

A [M,— ** Bui while tbi* sesfUiww nak>nf.iQUe'iteDgar.''| 


Dlgilizetf by Gocs^Ie 



DON JUAN. 


CXIVI. 

Yes, Don Alfonso! husband now no more, 

If ever you indeed deserved the name. 

Is worthy of your years? — you have threescore— 
Fifty, or sixty, it is all the same — 

Is ft wise or fitting, causeless to explore 
For facts against a virtuous woman's fame? 
Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso, 

How dare you think your lady would go on so? 

CXLVII. 

Is it for this I have disdain’d to hold 
The common privileges of my sex? 

That I have clwsen a confessor so old 
And deaf, that any other it would vex. 

And never once he has had cause to scold, 

But found my x ery innocence perplex 
So much, he always doubted 1 was married — 

How sorry you will be when I 've miscarried! 
CXLVIII. 

** Was it for this that no Cortejo ' e’er 
I yet have chosen from out the youth of Seville ? 

Is it for this I scarce went any where, 

Except to bulMIghts, mass, play, rout, and revel ? 
Is it for this, whate’er my suitors were, 

1 favour’d none— nay, was almost uncivil ? 

Is it for this that General Count O’Reilly, 

Who took Algiers, * declares I used him vilely ? 
CXLIX. 

Did not the Italian Musico Cazxani 

Sing at my heart six months at least in vain ? 

Did not his countryman. Count Comiani, 

Call me the only virtuous wife in Spain? 

Were there not also Russians, Eogli^, many ? 

The Count Strongstroganoff I put in pain, 

And Lord Mount Coffeehouse, * the Irish peer. 

Who kill’d himself for love (with wine) last year. 

CL. 

** Have 1 not had two bishops at my feet ? 

The Duke of Ichar, and Eton Feman Nunez ; 

And is it thus a faithful wife you treat ? 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is ; 

I praise your vast forbearance not to beat 
Me also, since the time so opportune is— 
Oh,valiantraan!withsworddrawn andcock’d trigger. 
Now, tell me, don’t you cut a pretty figure ? 

CLI. 

“Was it for this you took your sudden journey. 
Under pretence of business indispensable 
WiUi that sublime of rascnlsyour attorney, 

Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible 
Of having play’d the fool ? Though both I spurn, he 


• Tb« spuMi ' * Cortrjo “ i$ mficfa the lame as the lulin " Ca* 
valler Ser^ente.*’ 

* Donna JulU here made a mhUke. Count tKAeilljr did not 
take Atglen<-but AJgters very nearly took him i be and bis array 
and fle^i retreated with great loss, and not ranch credit, frotn be> 
fore Uiat dly, la Uie year 1775. 


r*<»7 

Itoscrx'ps the worst, his conduct *s less defensible, 
Because, no doubt, ’t was for his dirty fee. 

And not from any love to you nor rae. 

CLII. 

“ If he comes here to take a de|>osition, • 

By all means let tlie gentleman proceed ; 

You 've made the apartment In a fit condition : — 
There ’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you need — 
Let everything be noted with precision, 

I would not you for nothing should be fee’d— 

But, as my maid ’s undrest, pray turn your spies out.” 
“ Oh ! ” sobb’d Antonia, “ I could tear their eyesout.” 
CLIII. 

“ There Is the closet, there the toilet, there 
The antechamber — search them under, over; 

There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair. 

The Ghtmoey — which would really hold a lover.* 

I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
And make no further noise, til) you discover 
The secret cavern of this lurking treasure— 

And when ft is found, let me, too, have that pleofurr. 
CLIV. 

“And now, Hidalgo! now that you have thrown 
Doubt upon me, confusion over all. 

Pray have the courtesy to make it known 
ff^o is the man you search for ! bow d’ ye call 
Him ? what 's his lineage? let him but be shown — 

1 hope he 's young and handsome — is he tall ? 

Tell me— and be assured, that since you stain 
My honour thus, it shall not be in vain. 

CLV. 

“ At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years. 

At that age he would be too old for slaughter, 

Or for so young a husband’s jealous fears — 

(Antonia I let me have a glass of water.) 

I am ashamed of having shed these tears, 

They are unworthy of my father’s daughter ; 

My motlier dream'd not in ny natal hour * 

Tliat 1 sliouJd fall into a monster’s power. , 

CLVl. 

“Perhaps ’t is of Antonia you are jealous. 

You saw that she was sleeping by my side 
When you broke in upon us with your fellows : 
Look where you please — w-e 've noUiing, sir, to 
Only another time, I trust, you 'll tell us, [hide; 

Or for the sake of decency abide 
A moment at the door, that we may be 
Drest to receive so much goodxoaqfiuiy. 

I . 

I “ Andpow, sir, I have doo#aiitKsa)ti>o more; 

The littli I lu^e laid r^y serve to show 
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Hie guileless heart in silence may grieve o'er 
The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow : — 

I leave you to your conscience as before, 

’T will one day ask you tr/iy you used me so? 

God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief! — 
Antonia f where ’s my pocket-handkerchief? ** * 

CLVin. 

She ceased, and turn'd upon her pillow : pale 
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears, 
Like skies that rain and lighten; as a veil. 

Waved and o'ersbading her w'an check, appears 
(for streaming hair; the black nirls strive, but fail. 
To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears 
Its snow through all ; — her soft lips lie apart. 

And louder tlian her breathing beats her heart. * 

CLIX. 

The Senbor Don Alfonso stood confused; 

Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room, 

And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 
Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except the attorney, was amused ; 

He, like Achates, faithful to the tomb. 

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause, 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 

CLX. 

With prying snub-nose, and small ej'es, he stood, 
Following Antonia’s motions bn*e and there, 
WitKmuch suspicion in his attitude ; 

For reputations he had little care; 

So that a suit or action were made good, 

Small pity had be for the young and fair, 

And ne'er believed in negatives, till these 
Were proved hy competent false witnesses. 

CLXl. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 

And, truth to say. be made a fooli.sh figure; 
When, after searching in live hundred nooks, 

*And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 
He gain’d no point, except some self-re4>pke6, 

Added to those his lady with such vigour 
Had pour’d upon him for the last half-hour, 

Quick, thick, and hcav)* — as a thunder-shower. 

CLXII. 

At first he tried to hammer an excuse, 

To which the sole reply was tears, and sobs, 


> [Domu #nrpris«*l in her bed-room, under clrcum-. 

,, ftUoce* eitremely awkward, by brr own hutband «nd « «tiole 
poue (omiUittu \A atlencUnU, well nipplled with flambeaux, 
torches, and weapon* of all dcflcriptiooi. The lady, however, I* 
more than a nulch for all thi* rormidabie array ; and by the brfl- 
Itaocy of her wit, and iheprrjtenrr of her mind, coe* ntsh to 
prove the obtenet of her lover, and lo gain a nrnrt eonptete 
vioiory. when an iint>re»«en lltlie incident snatches the triumph 
from the hand* of the fair delinquent, in Ihn very moment of her 
altainins ih We mu«t, Irawever. admit, lltat die conduct* her 
own defence so ininulabfy. that whatever might be her fate in 
norlor«' Cominunt, or in Banco Regb, we slHKiid awn re her a 
favtmrable verdict in tlie Court of Pamawfi*. vrere Apollo the 


And indications of hysterics, whose 
Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs. 
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose : 
Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job’s ; 

He saw too, in perspective, her relations. 

And then he tried to muster all his patience. 

CLxm. 

He stood in act to speak, or rattier stammer, 

But sage Antonia cut him short before 
Hie anvil of his speech received the hammer, 

W ith ** Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more, 
Or madam dies.” — Alfonso mutter'd, D— n her,” 
Rut nothing else, the time of words was o’er ; 

He cast a rueful look or two, and did, 

He knew not wherefore, that which be was bid. 

CLxrv. 

With him retired his posse eomffaftis.” 

The attorney last, who linger'd near the door, 
RelucLintly, still tarrying there as late as 
Antonia let him— not a little sore 
At this most strange and unexplain’d kiohis”’ 

In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now wore 
An awkward look ; as be revolved the case, 

The door was fasten’d in bis legal face. 

CLXV. 

No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame 1 
Oh sin ! Oh sorrow ! and Oh womankind I 
How ean you do such things and keep your fame, 
Unless this world, and t’ other too, be blind ? 
Nothing so dear as an unfilch’d good name? 

But to proceed — for there is more behind : 

With much heartfelt reluctance be it said. 

Young Juan slipp’d, half smother’d, from the bed. 

CLXVl. . 

He had been hid-~l don’t pretend to say 
How, nor can 1 indeed describe Uie where — 
Young, slender, and pack’d easily, be lay, 

No doubt, in little compass, round or square ; 

Rut pity him I neither must nor may 
His suffocation by that pretty pair; 

*T were better, sure, to die so, than be shut 
With maudlin ClarMice in his Malmsey butt. * 

Cbxvn. 

And, secondly,! pity not, because 
' He bad no business to commit a sin, 


jodxe, iDd the three Graces, viith the nioe Mu*ea. the jnrr.— 
COtTOH.) 
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Forbid by heavenly, Oned by human lawa,— 

At lea&t 't was rather early to begin ; * 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when we call our old debts in 
At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil, 
AncLfind a deuced balance with the devil. ■ 

CLXVIII. 

Of his position I can give no notion : 

T is written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pill and potion, 
Prescribe, by way of blister, a young belle, 

W beo old King David's blood grew dull in motion, 
And that the medicine answer’d very well ; 
Perhaps 't was in a different way applied, 

For David lived, but Juan nearly died. 

CLXIX, 

What *8 to be done ? Alfonso will be back 
The moment he has sent his fools away. 

Antonia’s skill was put upon the rock, 

But no device could be brought into play~ 

And how to parry the renew’d attack ? 

Besides, it wanted but few hours of day : 

Antonig puszled ; Julia did not speak, 

But press’d her bloodless lip to Juan’s cheek. 

cixx. 

Ue turn’d his lip to hers, and with his band 
Call’d back the tangles of her wandering hair ; 
Even then their love they could not all command, 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 
Antonia’s patience now was at a stands ** 
*‘Come, come, *t isno time now forfooling there,” 
She whisper’d, in great wrath — I must deposit 
This pretty gentleman witlifn the closet ; 

w 

CLXXI. 

Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night — 
Who can have put my muter in Ibis mood ? 

What will become on ’m in such a fright ! 

The devil ’s In tl>e urchin, and no good— 

Is this a time for giggling ? this a plight..^ i 
Why, don’t you know that it may end in blood ? 
You ’ll lose your life, and I Shall lose my place, 

My mistress ail, for that half-girlisU face. 

CLXXII. * 

** Had it but been for a stout cavalier 
Of twenty^five or thirty— (Come, make haste) 

But for a ^ild, whatjpiece of work is here: 

I really, madam, bonder at your taste— 

(Come, sir, get in)— my master must be near : 

There, Car the present, at tlie least, he 's fast, 

And if we can but till the morning keep 

Our counsel— (Juan, mind, you must not sleep.)” 

CLXXIil. . 

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone, 

Closed the oration of the trusty maid : 


She loiter’d, ami he told her to be gone, 

An order somewhat sullenly obey'd ; ^ 

However, present remedy was none, 

And no great good seem'd answer’d if she staid : 
Regarding both with slow and sidelong view, 

She snuff’d the candle, curtsied, and withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 

Alfot)$o paused a minute — then begun ^ P' » ' 

Some strange excuses for his late preceding ; 

Ue would lint justify what lie had done ; 

To say the best, it was extreme ilbbreeding ; 

But llicre were ample reasons for it, none • 

Of which he spedlied' in this his pleading: • 

His spi^'ch was a line sample, on thewlioie, * 

Of rhetoric, which the learn’d call rigmarole.^* 

CLXXVJ ' * 

Julia said nougiit; though all the while there rose 
A ready answer, which at Once enables , 

A matron, who her husband’s foible Knows, 

By a few timely words to turn^hetshleft, ^ ^ 
Which, if it does not silence, still mQSt gosn,— 
Even if it should comprise a pack of'febles; ^ « 

’T is to retort with BrmoeaSf.and when be • 
Suspects with one. do you reproach v^ith three. 

CLXXVI. " 

Julia, in fact, bad tolerable grounds,— 

Alfonso’s loves with Inez were well known ; 

But whether *t was that one’s owu'*guiit confounds — 
But that can’t be, as has been often shown, ' 

A lady with apologies abounds 
It might be that her silence sprang alone ^ 

From delicacy to Don Juan’s ear, 

To whom she knew bis mother’s fame was dear. 

* CLXXYII. 

There might be one more motive, wbicirmakes two ; 

Alfonso ne’er to Juan had alluded^ — 

Mention’d bis jealousy, but never who 
Had been the happy lover, he concluded, 

Conceal’d amongst his premises ; ’t is true. 

His tnind the more o’er this its mystery brooded ; 
To speak of Inez now were, one may say, 

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way. 

CLxxvni. 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best, besides there is a iaet — 

(That modem phrase appears to me sad stuff, 

But It wili serve to keep my verse compact) — 
Which keep?, when push’d by questions rather rough, 
A lady always distant ^oin the fact : 

. The charming creatures lie with such a grace, 

There ’s nothing so becoming to the face. 

CLXXIX. 

They blush, and we believe them ; at least I 
Have always done so ; ‘t is of no great use. 
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tn any case, attempting a reply, 

'For Oien their eloquence grows quite profuse; 
And when at length they "re out of breath, they sigh, 
And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose 
A tear or two, and then we make it up ; 

And then— and then — and then — sit down and sup. 

CLXXX. 

Alfonso flosed his speech, and begg’d her pardon, 
Wliich Julia half withheld, and then half granted, 
And I aid couditions, he thought, very hard on, 
Denying several little things he wanted : 

He 8to<xl like Adam lingering near his garden, 

With useless penitence perplex'd and haunted, ' 
Beseeching ^he no further would refuse. 

When, lo ! he stumbled o'er a pair of shoes. 

CLXkXI. 

A pair of shoes I * —what then ? not mudi, if they 
Are 'sqch as lit witl) ladies' feet, but these 
(No one can tell how much I grieve to say) 

^ere mascollne : to see them, and to seize, 

Was hut a iuotoenl's act.— Ah ! well-a-dayl 
My. teeth begin to chattel*, my veins freeze— 
Alfopso first examined well tlieir fashion, 

And then flew ost into another passion. 

< CLXXXTI. 

He left the room for his relinquish'd sword, 

And Julia Instant to the closet flew. 

♦‘Fly, Juan, fly! fqr heaven’s sake — not a word— 
The hoor is open— you may yet sli|i through 
The passage you so often have explored — 

Here is the garden-key— Fly— fly— Adieu ! 
Uaste^Miaste ! 1 hear Alfonso's hurrying feet — 
Day has QOt broke— there 's no one in the street.’* 

CLXXXTII. ^ 

None can say that this was not good advice, * 

The only niischief was, it came too late ; 

Of all experience ’t is the usual price, 

A sort of income-tax laid on by fate t* 

Juan had reach’d the roomHloor in a trice, 

And might have done so by the garden-gale, * 
But met Alfonso in his dressing-gown, ** 

Who threaten'd death— so Juan knock’d him down. 


ci.xxxrv. 

• 

Dire was the scuffle, and out went the light; 

Antonia cried out “ Rape ! ” and Julia ♦♦ Fire! ’* 

But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight. 

Alfonso, pommeU’d to his heart's desire, 

Swore lustily he *d be revenged this night; 

And Juan, too, blasphem^ an octave higher: 

His blood was up : though young, he was a Tartar, 
And not at oil disposed to prove a martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso’s sword hod dropp’d ere he could draw it. 
And U»ey continued battling hand to band, 

For Juan very luckily ne’er saw it; 

His temper not being under great command, 

If at that moment he had chanced to claw it, 
Alfonso’s days bad not been in the land 
Much longer.— Think of husbands*, lovers’ lives ! 

And how ye may be doubly widows — wives! 

CLXXXVl. 

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe. 

And Juan throttled him to get away, 

And blood (’t was from the nose) began to flow ; 

At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay, 

Juan contrived to give an awkward blow, 

And then his only garment quite gave way; 

He fled, like Joseph, leaving it: but there, 

I doubt, all likoiess ends between the pair. 

CLXXXVII. 

Ligfils came at length, and men, and maids, who 
found 

An awkward spectacle their eyes before ; 

Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoon’d, 

Alfonso leaning, breathless, by the door; 

Some half-tom drapery scatter'd on the ground. 
Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more : 
Juan the gate gain’d^ turn’d the key about. 

And liking not the inside, lock'd the out. . 

CLXxxvin. 

♦ ^ 

Here ends this canto.— Need 1 sing, or say» 

How Juan, naked, favour'd by tite night. 


* • ( us.—** Wlib tiMc lurpirtoD now o« longnr haioled.'*') 

* •[ For the iockleot o( tlte «ho»s Lord Dyroa wu prubabtf lo- 

dcbUKl to ibc ScoUiifa balUd,— 

" Our gooduMn caim hatoe al «'tp, •»! home raoK he, 

Ua»py'd« potr orjarfc-twou «li«re Mr bonUahuuldhe. 

* Vtbat '• IbU non. goudMUe? 'a lhl« I ai» r 

Ihm Koiue lliTM IkKrta ihera, n tibaot Uw Im>c o' im ? 

Boot* I quo' ahe: 
ly, bo. 

tbame fa' your Airfco'd facr, and lit mat ye aee> 
ll'abttta polrofnateraioopoihocoofieracnt to me. 

Water eloftpe 1 qtio' he : 

Ay, water atoopi. qoe* itie. 

Par bac 1 rMdeo, and ferrer hae I s*or, 

Boi litter apart on water noopa aaw I never unc. 

*' Oor goodman came btma al c>n. and heme rame be ; 

There he ipy'd • powder'd wig, w here nae w Ig ibotild be. 

What '■ ihtaaow, goodwifr? wlul 'a Iblt I mf 

Uow ramoihla nig bevv, wUboaMhe katc O' me? 

A nig t quo' ibe: 

Ay. a nig. qno' be. 


Shame fa' yo«r cSekoM (Are. aiHl III sat yoti loa, 

*T W naethlng but a cbicAia ben uy granoy aaul lo me. 

A clerblo ben l quo' be : 

Ay, a durAIn beu, qao' ahe. 
far hM 1 ridden, aud uiachk heo I leen, 

•at powder on a clodtin Im aaw | uever naite. 

** Bim neat oar goodman, and ben went Re; 

And Ibrro lic^iy 'd A alurdy mao, nberc «pc >dao »tieuld be. 
llov came ibla mao bem^bow can ihia bo ? 

Uow cameltaH man bore, wllbootlbeleaioo'awf 
A maul qoo' ibc; 

Ay, a mau, quo' he. 

Poor btliHf body, aud blinder mat ye be, 

II '■ a new mllUng maid, my oUber tent to mo. 

A ouU I quo' be : 

Ay, a meld, quo' ibe. 

Far bae 1 ridden, and muckle bae I mm, 

Dni lang'bcarded maldeoa aaw ( aew 0000.** 

See ioaRBoa'a Sawcal Smmm, rot. r. p. ACS. J 
lMS.->'‘!tODecandwy Uiat Ibb naa good advice." | 

I V$.— '* A lort of Ui laid on our nils by Talc. ] 
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Who favours what she should not, found his way,* 
And reach'd his home in an unseemly plight? 

The pleasant scandal which arose next day. 

The nine days' wonder whicli was brought to light, 
And how Alfonso sued for a divorce. 

Were in the English newspapers, of course. 

CLXXXIX. 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings, 

The depositions, and the cause at full. 

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul. 

There 's more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull ; 

The best is that in sbort>hand ta'en by Gurney, 

Who to Madrid on purpose made a joum^.* 
cxc. 

But Donna Inez, to divert Uie train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been known in Spain, 

At least since the retirement of the Vandals,^ 

First vow'd (and never had she vow'd in vain) 

To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles ; 

And then, by the advice of sonie old ladies, 

She sent her son to be shipp’d off from Cadiz, 
cxci. 

She bad resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes, by land or sea. 

To mend his former morals, and get new. 

Especially in France and Italy, 

(At least this Is the tiling most people do.) 

Julia was sent into a convent : she 
Grieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be better 
Shown In tlie following copy of her Letter 
CXGII. 

**They tell me *t is decided ; you depart : 

T is wise — *t is well, but not the less a pain ; 

1 have no further claim on your young heart. 

* Mine is tlie victiin, and would again; 

To love too much has been the only art 
1 used — I write in haste, and if a stain 
Be on this sheet, 't is not what it appears*^ 

My eyeballs burn and Uirob, but have no tears. 


* [US.— “ PouDd— bMVu kiKmabow^-bliMtlurT nay, ' , 

ind naeb'd bU J ^ 

* (W'iliiaiwBrodlcGarner. iheemloenl sbortohuxl writer lo 
the boose* of parllameat, tiicceeiletl hb biher [n that office 

lUe graodfaiher wu author of a UvalUc on Ucacbfgrapby. E.) 

* ( KV.-“8|ik« Audarict'fOMIu, or vMer Cen*«rte's Vaodais,**) 

4 [ ** t^iic les hoinmw aoul lietveui d’allcr i fa guerre, d'expoeer 
letir vie. Uc le liveer k I'enthcHisiaime de rboaocur el du danger ! 
Jiah il n'y a rten au dehors qiU soulage tea femnica.''— Garinee.] 
» [MS.— “Or, 

‘ To raoDm aloos lb« love wlAcb Im* undone.' 

•*Or. 

‘To lin oor toial tort lo Cod fron maa.' 

Take that wWeb, of these three, teema the best prtscrIpUoa.**— a.] 

* I We bare an tndeJicate, but very eleven aoeue, of the young 
Joan^ cuacealmeiit lu Uie bed of an aiuoroos matroo. and of (be 
lorrcnt of raUUngaod uodaclotts ekN|oeooe with wbidiabe repels 
U»e too JtM MBplckifts of her jealous lunJ. All iliis U luorely cuiiiic. 
and a UtUc coarse;— bul ihcn the |hic( ebuoees to make this 


CXCIII. 

I loved, 1 love you, for this love have lost 
State, station, heaven, mankind's, my own esteem, 
And yet can not regret w hat it hath cost. 

So dear is still the memory of that dream; 

Yet, if I name my guilt, 't is not to boast, 

None can deem hnrshlier of me than 1 deem : 

1 trace this scrawl because 1 cannot rest-~ 

I 've noUiing to reproach, or to request. 

cxciv. 

** Man's love is of man's )ife|a thing apart, 
nr is woman’s whole existence ; man may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart; 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange 
Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up bis heart, 

And few there are whom these can not estrange ; 
Men have all these resources, we but one,* 

To love ogain,* and be again undone.* 
cxcv. 

*^You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride. 

Beloved and loving many ; all is o’er 
For me on earth, except some years lo hide 
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core ; 7 
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The passion w hich still rages as before,^ 

And so farewell — forgive me, love me — No, 

That word is idle now— but let it go.* 

CXCVI. 

*‘My breast has been all weakness, is so yet; 

But still I think I can collect my mind; » 

My blood still rushes where my spirit 's set, 

As roll the waves before the settled wind ; 

My heart is feminine, nor can forget— 

To all, except one image, madly blind ; 

So sliakes the needle, and so stands the pole. 

As vibrates my fond heart to iny llx'4 soul. 

CXCVII. 

I have no more to say, but linger still, 

And dare not set my seal upon this slieet. 

And yet I may as well tlie task' fulfil, 

^ly miser)' can scarce be more complete : 

1 bad not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 


abameleMknd abandboed wuaan addrcaa 10 her yoaog gallant an 
epbjfe breathing ihe very spirit of warm, devuletl, pure, and unal- 
terable luve— lima profaning ihe holiest language of (be heart, arnl 
indtrecUy itioeiaUng U with the moat hateful and degrading sen- 
soaUin. Tbua are our nutlons of right and wrong At once con* 
founded-iouf confidence in .virtae shaken lo the loundailoa-^'auit 
our reliance on tmth and fidelity at an end lor ever. Of this it is 
that wecomplaia— Jcppiif.] 

. T ( Theunlucky loddenl of ibeahoe. foltowed ap by the discovery 
and Slglit of the lover, were aslounding (acts, t^l ndlber the wit 
nor (he tiot{nence of Uoona Julia could overoosne. She retires to 
a nunnery, and writes a leUer lo Dim Juan, ((Uile equal, in fU 
snap, to the eelebraled epistle ofCkiisa.— colvor. 

( raiMiww \ 

Ktttlorine I —but Mil le."! 

desdir tMK ) 

9 [ MS.— " I straggle, but esn M< ooUact B)r mind. "I 

I MS.-**!! iwss Ibe iwRito trcmbltag tolbs peds 

It itc er r<o reneb-te turMt* foo mrasal.' ) 
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Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would 
meet, 

And I must even survive this last adieu, 

And boar with life, to love and pray for you ! 
cxcviii. 

This note was written upon gilt-edged paper 
With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new;' 

Her small white hand could hardly reach the taper, 

It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

>U)d yet she did not let one tear escape her; 

The seal a sun-flower ; ** EUe vous suit partout,^* 
Tlie motto, cut upon a white cornelian ; 

The wax wassuperlloe, its hue vermilion. 

cxcix. 

This was Don Juan's earliest scrape ; but whether 
I shall proceed with his adventures is 
Dependent on the public altogether; 

We ’ll see, however, wl»at they say to tins.— 
Their favour in an author’s cap 's a feather, 

And no great mischief *s done by their caprice; 
And if their approbation we experience. 

Perhaps they 'll have some mure about a year hence. 

cc. 

My poen) ’s epic, and is meant to be 
Divided in twelve books ; each book cootatning, 
Witli love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, * 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning, 
New characters; the episodes are three : * 

A panoramic view* of hell ’s in training, 


After the style of Virgil and of Horaer, 

So that my name of Epic 's no misnomcr.< 

cci. 

All these tilings will be specifled in time, 

With strict regard to Aristotle’s rules, 

The Fade Memm of tlic true sublime, 

Which makes so many poets, and some fools : 

I Prose poets like btank-verse, I ’m fond of rhyme, — 
I Good workmen never quarrel with their tools ; 

1 've got new mythological machinery. 

And very handsome supernatural scenery.^ 

I CCII. 

[ There ’s only one slight difference between 
Me and my epic brethren gone before, 

! And here the advantage is my own, I ween ; 

(Not that I liave not several merits more, 

But this will more peculiarly be seen;) 

Tliey so embellish, that ’t is quite a bore 
Tlieir lab)Tinth of fobles to thr^ through. 
Whereas this story 's actually true. 

- cent. 

; If any person doubt it, I appeal 
I To history, tradition, and to facts, 

I To newspapers, whose truth all know and feel, 

I To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; * 

; All these confirm my statement a good deal, 

[ But that which more completely faith exacts 
! Is, tliat myself, and several now in Seville, 

I Sale Juan’s last elopement with Uie devil. ' 


* ( MS.— ‘*Wllb ■ OMl en>w-qalll, ralticr turd, Sul new."] 

* (For ymir Ictniieut. like Kurus, Zephyr, Ausicr, and Burcai. 
iDti cut them lugeUier lo one Terse : add to these, uf riiu, light- 
ning and Ihundrr ^Ihe loudest you can), ^uunltim tufficit. Mix 
your clouds and biUowi well ti)gether till they foam, lod thicken 
your description hen aiul tbeve with « i|uickMttd. Brew your 
ieu>{»csl well IQ your head, before you set it j bloning. For a 
baltie I pick a large quantity of imagt-A and descriptions Irom Ho- 
mer's ItUd, with a sptce or two of Virgil, and, If there reiualn any 
overplus, yos way lay ibem by fora skirmish. Season It well 
with similes, and it will niak* an excellent baiUe.— Sw irr > Recipe 
for an Epk.] 

* [MS.-“ AM tlcn are other InrldraU crmslnlng, 

wlUcb sheU be tpedUed In ntilsf time, 

VMih good dlicr«iloa,aD<HD curreol rbyine.'* . * 

4 [ Lord Byr' >n can scarcely be said to have written an epic Qpvat, 
if tbo deilolUoQ o( the Diciionnaire de TrCvoos bo right-.— 

'* liplqtio. qui appartient k la po^e bdrolqoe, ou puCine qui <U- 
crlt qui-lqoe aclton signal^ d'un b^ros. Le poimie <lplque e«l um . 
dlsconrs loveuU avee art pour former lea ma-urs par des inslmo- 
tkMM dOguisuos sous Ics allegories d'une a,cUoo luiporUnie racumdo 
d'uoe mamere vraisenilHablc cl nKTTptileuM. La dil^ertnco qu'U 
y a enirc le poteie dpH]ue ct la tragCdie, c’^ qua dahi le puCme 
rpiqiie les persuuiics n’y sont point Uitruduicci aux yeux des 
spcctaienrs aglsuiit par eiles-nthnes, commo dam la IragUie, 
maia I'actioa esl racoutiie liar le poCle.'*— DiTOcxii.] 

> ( For your mscliiiw*ry, Ube of deitiea. uKle and female, aa 
many as you can use t separate Iheiq, into two eqiMl parta. and 
keep Jupiter in the middle ; let luno put him in a ferment, and 
Venus muliily him. Heinenibcr uaalloccasi<ms to make use of 
voUtile Mercury, if you. bare iK-ed of devils, draw them out of 
Milton’s I'arsdisc, ami rxlrael your spirils from Tamo. The use 
of iltcsc raachioes is evideot; and, since no epic jioeni can subsist 
without Iheiu, Uw wisest way is to reserve them fur your grealcsl 
ncceseitles.'*— Swtrr.} 


* ( )ls.-**Toaewf|Mpers,l«Mrmves, Mbich ihesesl 

(If pious OMu bsvc psbibhtd «o bU sets." ) 

7 [Ttkepopalariiyoflbe oM Spanish {day, eriilikd, **Alheisla 
Fulrainato.'’ the orlgtoal of ** Don Juan,” has been so exteiMlve as 
to claim philosophical alteoUoo and iuveaiigatkio. The lirsl point 
to be uoUceil Is. lliai Uic play is throughout imaginaltte. Nothing 
of it belon;n to ilie real world, but the names of the places and 
)»ersoai. The romic |>artJi. fcpially with the tragic; the living, 
equally with Ihcdchincl charactcra, are crealuivs of the brain ; as 
little amenable to llie rules of ordinary proliabiiity, as the BeUo of 
Paradise Lust, or tlie Caliban of Utc Trnipesi, and Uirrefurv tn be 
understood as impersonated atitracUo$i*. The very rxtravagauce 
of the iocidenU. and the supertiiimaii rntireneu of Don Joan’s 
agency, peereots the wickednew from stiodiio;; onr minds to any 
painful degree. Meantime ihequaliiiesufhUcharacteraretood^ 
siiiable, too flanering to our pride and uur wishes, not to make up 
on Uiis aUeaamneh additional fsUbaswasloston the other. There 
IPDO danger (thinks ilie spectator or rtsderl of ny becoiiiiog such 
a muqMerof Iniipiity as imn Juan! / never shall be u athebt! / 
ilisll never disallow all dlstlnotlou between rigid and wrong! / 
base.uot the least toclinatlon hi be so outrageoiu a drawcaiisir in 
wy love atfaicsi But, to pomess such h power of captivating and 
enchaoUug ibo alfeeUuns of llic other sex ! lo b« eapkbie of Inspir- 
ing, in a charming and even a viriuous woman, a love so deep, and 
so entirely personal to me.’ Uiat even tiiy worst vices, if 1 irere vb 
cions, even my cruelty and perlidy. If t wet e cruel and perfidioos, 
could not erwUcate the pasiiou !” To be so loved (or my ovh ulf, 
that, even with adbiioct knowledge of my character, t>be yet died 
to save me ! tliis takee hold of two i>ides of our natore, llie bcUer 
and the worse. ‘ * In hne, the diiracler of Don Juan onosistt 
in ihe nnlop of every thing desirable lo bamso nalnre, as meam, 
and wtiicb, therelhre. by the weUkuown law ofsasoeiatioa. become 
It length desirable on thdr own nooount. The ingredients, loo, 
arc mixed in Uie happiest prupoHioo, so as to uphold end relieve 
<wcb other— more esficcially in that counteqioisc of wit, gaiety, aud 
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CCIV. 

If ever 1 should condescend to pro.se, 

I 'll write poetical commandments, which 
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before ; in these I shall enrich 
My text with many things that no one knows. 

And caiT)' precept to the highest pitch : 

I 'll call the work Longinus o’er a Bottle,' 

Or, Every Poet his own Aristotle.'’ 

CCY. 

Thou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope ; , 

Thou shall not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
Southey ; 

Because the first is crazed beyond all hope, 

The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthy : * 
With Crabbe it may be difficult to cope, 

And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewhat drouthy : 
Thou shalt not steal from Samuel Rogers, nor 
Commit^fUrtation with the muse of Moore, 
ccvi. 

Thou shalt not covet Mr. Sotheby's Muse, 

His Pegasus, nor any thing that 's his ; 

Thou shalt not bear false witness like** the Blues” — 
(There ’s one, at least, is very fond of this) ; 

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose : 
This is true criticism, and you may kiss~ 

Exactly as you (dease, or not, — the rod ; 

But if you don’t, I ’ll lay it on, by G— d! 


CCVII. 

If any person should presume to assert 
This story is not moral, Grst, 1 pray 
That they will not cry out before they ’re hurl. 

Then that they '11 read it o’er again, and say 
(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert). 

That this is not a moral tale, tliougli gay ; 

Besides, in Canto Twelfth, 1 mean to dmw 
The very place where wicked people go. 

CCVIII. 

If, after al), there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind 
Not to believe my verse and their ow n eyes, 

And cry that they **the moral cannot lind,” 

I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies : 

Should captains the remark, or critics, make. 

The)’ also lie too — under a mistake. 

ccix. 

The public approbation I expect. 

And beg they ’ll take my word about the moral. 
Which I wiUi their amusement will connect 
(So children cutting teeth receive a coral) ; 
Meantime., they ’ll doubtless please to recollect 
My epical pretensions to the laurel : 

For fear some prudish readers should grow skif 
tish, 

1 ’ve bribed my grandmolher’k review’— the British.’ 


•oeial geoeroilty, whkb pretcDts the crimlotl, evco in Uie mwt 
atrodotu mumeDU, from ainkiag into the mere ruffian, at far, at 
leaat. aaoor inuiginaifonnUinjucIffmeni. AlKtve all, the fine 
auffiiUon Ihroush Ibe whole, with ihe eiuracleriilic manner* and 
fcelliisi of a bi^y4wed geotlecnan, giTea life to the dnma. Tliua, 
liaviog Invited the tlatue^hiut of the (toveroor whom he bad 
Diiirriered, to sapper, which lovltalion Uie marble gbnal aeeeiited 
by a nod of Uie he^, Don Joan has prepared a banqueL 
••D. Juan. Some wine, drrah! Here 'a lo Don Pedro’a giioat— 
he abonld have been wekome. 

** D. Lop. The raacal to afraid of yon after death. ( on§ knoekt 
al Ike door.) 

'*D. Juan (to Uu tervanl). Bise. and do yonr dtily. 

Oh. the devil, the devil! [MarbU phost mUrt.) 

**D. Juan. Ha! ’I is (be ghost! Let 's rise and receive him! 
Come, governor, you are wakome. alt (here i if we had thooght 
yon woiUd have come, we woold have staid for you. ' Here, go- 
vnrnor, your health! Prieoda, pul it about! Hero 'a excellent 
meal, Uate of this ragout Come, 1 'll help you, come, eat. and 
let qaarreis be forgotten. {The ghotl threalen§ kirn idth ' 
nengeanen.) 

“ p. Juan, We are loo much confirmed — curae on this dry dis-* | 
coone! Gome. Itere ’a lo yonr mialreaa; yon ba>i one when yoo 
were liriiig'. BOl (orgelting yonr aweetatoler. {DetUtfnl4r.) Are ; 
theseaomeofyoorrelinuer Devito, aay yon ? t ’mforry I have ' 
no burnt brandy to treat ’em with, that 'a drink fit fpr devils.** (tie. 

Nor la Use acene from which we quote iniereaiing in dramatie- 
probabfllly alone ; U ia viuceptJble UkewiM of a sound moval { of 
a moral that baa more than common claims on thonqUoeofa too 
numerous class, ^Iio are read^ to receive the Vjoaliiiea of genlle^’ 
manly oonrage, and aompuhms honour (in aB iherecogntsed laws 
pr honour) aa the snkrtitnfes of virtue, instead of iu ofNhnunfJ. 
This, indeed, ia the moral value of the play al large.— Cui.iauKi|.] 

' f MS.-.**! 'Ucall Iks work ‘ isdsetisMS'srs aontr.”’] 

• ( ** There are Uie Lakers, my lord i ay, the whole schpol of 
filanmara a^d Skiddaw and Ounmailraiac, who have the vanity 


lo be in the habit of nodenraluing your poetical talents. Ur. Sou- 
they thinks yon would never have thought of going over the aea 
had it not been for bh Tbalaba ; Mr. w'onbworth to humMy of 
oplnUm Uiat no man In the world ever thought a tree beautiful, or 
a mountain grand, till he announced hto own wonderful |>ercep- 
lioDs. Mr. Charles Lambe thinks you would never have writien 
Beppo had be not Joked, nor Lara bad he not siidved. Mr. Lloyd 
half mapecU yonr lordahlp baa read Us Nug« Canorx : uow all 
these fancies are alike ridicnlnus, and you are well entided to 
laugh aa much aa yoo please al them. Bni there to one l>aker who 
praises your lordship,— and why? Because yonr lordship praised 
him. This to Coleridge, who. on (he strcngih of a litile cotnplU 
ment in one of your notes, * ventured al last to open to the gaie 
of the day (belong aeciuded loveliness of Chriatahel,— and with 
what effect hto bookidlrr doth know. Poor Coleridge, however, 
althoogh hto pamphlet would not sell, itill gloated over the puff : 
and he gave your lordship, bi retnm, a great many reasonable 
good puffs in prose. Yon may do very well lo quis Wordsworih 
fur hi* vanity, and Southey for hto ponipousnea* ; but what right 
have you to say any thing about Mr. Coleridge's drinking? Realty, 
my lord, 1 have do scruple in saying, that I look up<K) that line 
of yours— ‘ Coleridge Is drunk,' etc. as quite personal— ^larae- 
fhliy personal. As Coleridge never saw Don Jiian, or. if lie did, 
forgot the whole affair next morning, It to nothing as reganis him ; 
but wisat can be expected from his friend.*? Ha* nht any one of 
them ( if he has any' a perfect righl, aflrr reading that Hoe. lo 
print and publish, if be pleases, all tint all the world has heard 
about yonr lordship's own life snd cooveruHon? And ifany one 
. of them should do so, what would you. my Lord Byron, Itiink of 
U?"— Joan Bi LL-i 

5 I For the strictures of ‘VThc British,** on Ihi* and the follow- 
lag slanta, see "Testimonies.** No. XVI. in the Appendix ; aiul 
oumpare Lord Byron's Letter to the Kdilor Hy Cramf- 
motheTs Review.**— " I wrote to yon byjael post." Mys Lord B.. 

>• V ‘ 

a * sec nit, p. 303. 
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ccx, 

i sent it in a letter to the Editor. 

Who Uiank’d me duly by return of post— 

1 ’m for a handsome orlicle bis creditor; 

Yet, if my gentJe Muse he please to roast, 

And break a promise after having made it her. 
Denying the receipt of what it cost, 

And smear his page with gall instead of honey, 

All 1 can say is — that he had the money. 

ccxi. 

I think that with this holy new alliance 
I may ensure the public, and defy 
All other magazines of art or science, 

Daily, or monthly, or three monthly; I 
Have not essay'd to multiply their clients, 

Becaose Uiey tell me 't were in vain to trv-. 

And that the t^inburgh Review and Quarterly 
Treat a dissenting author very martyrly. 

ccxii. 

**Aon tgo hoc ferrem caUdajwenia, 

Consult Planco,'' • Horace said, and so 
Say I ; by which quotation there is me^nt a 
Hint that some six or seven good years ago 
(Ijong ere 1 dreamt of dating from tlie Brenta), 

I was most ready to return a blow. 

And would not brook at all this sort of thing 
In my hot youth— when George the Third was King. 

CCXIIl. 

But now at thirty my hair is gray- ^ 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty? 

1 thought of a peruke the other day • — 

My heart is not much greener; and, in simrt, I 
Have squander'd ray whole summer while 't was Maj’, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort ; I 
Have spent my life, both interest and principal. 

And deem not, what I deem'd, my soul invincible. 

ccxiv. 

No more — ^no more — Oh ! never more on me 


The fre^ness of the heart can fall like dew. 

Which out of all the lovely Usings we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new', 

Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ the bee ; 

Tlunk'st thou the honey with those objects grew ? 
Alas ! 't was not in them, but in thy power 
To double even the sweetness of a flower. 

eexv. 

No more— no more — Oh! nevermore, my heart, 
Gaost thou be my sole world, my universe 1 
Once all in all, but now a thing apart, 

Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse : 

The illusion 's gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but none the worse; 

And in thy stead I *ve got a deal of judgment. 

Though heaven knows bow it ever found a lodgement, 
eexvi. 

My days of love are over ; me no more* 

The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow. 
Can make the fool of which they made before, — 

In short, I must not lead the life I did do : 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er, 

The copious use of claret is forbid too; 

So, for a good old-gentlemanly vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice.< 
ccxvii. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 
Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure ; ^ 
And the two last have left me many a token 
O'er which reflection may be made at leisure : 

Now, like Friar Bacon's brazen head. I 've spok<m, 
“Time is, Time was, Time’s past:”* — achymic 
^ treasure 

Is glittering youth, which 1 have spent betimes — 

My heart in passion, and my head cm rhymes. 

^ CCXVIII. 

I What is the end of Fame?® 't is but to fill 
I A certain portion of uncertain paper : 

I Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 


Bok>giu. Aug. S4. IMS. ‘^CDckMlos a baffooolns letter for 
puhSicatlOD aJdreased to the buffoon RuherU, wIms ba» ihousbt 
pn>pcr to tic a canlMer to bU own ijil. It ww nrrtttcn otI>hand, 
and In the midat of eircumitanoi-s out very (avotirahle to boe- 
lioutocw, ao that there may, perliapt, be more httieroew than 
enough for that tort of Miiall add pnoch.”] 

* ( •*5ticb IrcaioMil Dorace wMld »«i b«ir, 

Hbeo warm with jualti— wbeo TuIKu til'd the ctulr." 

FBJivua. ) 

* I NS.-*‘I Ibougbi utdyi-tat Ulbe oiber dif." 1 

i “ Mr nee lemlna, nee purr 

Jam, uec spci anlml creduU muiat, 

Nee n-rtorr Jii«al luero, 

Nk viudiv novla tetupora toritKi*.''— Doc. 

*' For OH. alu t tbe«e joys are o'er ; 

For im, Uie Teruai tarlaod t4oocM ao nora ; 
ho mart ibe laati of wlae I proTo. 
har (be detutre bo pet of nuilqal lovb"— rcaacii. 

4 ( nu chnslaol recurrence to the praiae of avarice In Don Jnan. 
and the tanmoTuac icat with whidh Uc dcifsbli to dwell on D. chow 
Itow oewtanAlcd, aa we4 as how far f^Hn terioas, woe his ado|illoa 
ofthc»*Ruo<l-olllgi*nUemanly vic%'\ That hi* v«r»lMWjy* 
ever, was very Car friMii beins of U»t kind which Hacou coiidcimy 


as ''withhoMlog men btm works of liherality,*’ Is appereut from 
all U kitowo of Us muniliceDOO at this very period— Uooac.] 

**Cbarjfy— t>urchased a abiiliut'a worth of saivatioD. If lhai 
was to be boogiu. 1 have sf veu more to uiy fellow-creelures ki Ihi* 
life->soinelimc8 tor tiee, but, if not more often, at least more con- 
siderably, for virtne—thau [now pnesesb I never in my life gave 
a misirnss so much as 1 have sometimes given a |x>ur man In bo- 
neat dliircei. Bui, no mailer! The sooundrels who have all 
along pers^ted me wUI triumpb— and when Ju^ice Is done lo 
me. It win.be when this hand that writes is as eoU as the beasts 
which havf stuog It.*'— a. Vlary. 1831.) 

* I The old legend of Friar Bacon says. Uiat the hraaen hoad 
which he furniod capable speech, aher titlering socCesctrcly, 
•• TVine Is"— Time was Time U the oppurtunllt of caie- 

I cUisiog it baviiig been ne$;kctcd, tuinbldl itself from Uio stand. 
% and was sbaiierodbito a tliouuud piccce.— B.) 

* ( •• Out of tpiriti— read tlic papers thought what Fosnr wa*. 
on reading, w a cascaif murder, that • Mr. Wyd», grucer, at Ton- 
Ipldge. sokl some bacon, flour, cheese, and, it fi believed, some 
plums, to some gip*T woman accused. He had on his ootinier ( I 
quut^UhfiiHy} a book, the Life of Famola, which he was tearing 
hr want paper, etc. etc. In ibOcheese wasfbuqd, etc., and a 
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DON JUAN. 


. m 


Whose summit, like alt hills, is lost in vapour;-^ 
For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill, 
And bards burn what they call tlieir midnight 
To have, when the original is dust, ^ [taper,” 

A name, a wretched picture,* and worse bust.* 

» 

CCXIX. ’Jtk 

“What arc the hopes of man ? Old Egypt’s King 
Cheops erected the flrst pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the thing 
To keep his memory whole, and mummy bid ; 

But somebody or other rummaging, 

Burglariously broke his cofGn’s lid : 

Let not a monument give you or me hopes, 

Since not a pinch of dust remains of Clieops.* 
eexx. 

But I being fond of true philosophy, 

Say very often to myself, “Alas I 
All things that have been bom were born to die. 
And flesh (whicli Death mows down to bay) is grass ; 
You *ve pass’d your youth not so unpleasantly, 

And if you had it o’er again — ’t would pass-- 
So thank your stars that matters are no worse, 

And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse.” 
ccxxi.* * 

But for the present, gentle reader! and 
Still gentler purchaser ! the bard — tliat ’s 
Must, with pennissioD, shake you by the hand,' 

And so your humble servant, and good>b’ye! 

We meet again, if we should understand 
Each other; and if not, I shall not try^ 

Tour patience further than by this short sample— 
*T were weH if others follow’d my example. 

^ ccxxii. 

*^Go, little book, from this my solitude! 

I cast thee on the waters — go thy ways ! 

And if, as 1 believe, thy vein be good, 

The world will find thee after many days.”* • 
When Southe)* ’s rend, and Wordsworth understood, 

I can’t help putting in my claim to praise — 

The four first rhymes are ^uthey’s every line : 

For God's sake, reader! take them not lor mine.*' 


leaf of ramc/a wrapi roand the kactm!' What would pidiardson, j 
the vainest aiMUtiektest of IMng aothon (i. e. while ifive)— he 
who, with Aaron lilll, lucu to prophesy audchucklo over the pre* 
aumed tail of Fielding (the pro<« Homer of human uture\ and 
of Pope (Uie niosi beaulthil of poets}— what would he have aahl. 
eould be GSive iracdd hli pagea Jrooi tbeka plaee On Ibe French , 
princes' toUels (see BuswcH's Johnson), to the grocer’s coonter, 
and the gipar-munlcrcr's bacon fj B. Di<&y, » 

^ l^Abt wbo^n ldi>hoWb»rd UU lo dimb 

The deep mWc Psve's prood leoiple shlacs star,’' etc.- 
e » » # Bcattii. J 

* 1“ It it impossible not to regrcL that Lord Byron, beiog the 
contemporary 'ofLawreucc and Chanirey. orversat lo eiUter of 
those unrivalled artists, whose canvass and maiblo have fixed, 
wkh such magical feUeity, (he very air Bud gcsturea of (be otluT 
Uiustrious men of UUt*ae>.'— <Air WelHagUms. gar CJMtog<*oar 
ticot^ and Soutlieys."— Qudrf, Rev. vol. xiiv. p. J21.J 

^ (Ms.— * a boos— a damn'd bjid pictnra— and worse buit.") * 

* I Tlib stanni appears to have been suggcsleU by the foUoirlng 
paiuge in the Quarterly Beview, vol. xU. p. 803 1 — It was (be 


DON JUAN 

CANTO TUB SECOND.? « 

^ I. • ’ 

Oh ye! who tench the ingenuous youth of pdtioQS, 
llolinnd, France, England, Germany, or Spain, 

I pray ye flog them upon all occasions; * ■ 

It mends their morals; never mind (he pain : 

The best of mothers and of educations 
In Juan’s c^se were but employ'd in vain, 

Since, in a way that 's rather of the oddest, he 
Became divested of bis na^ve modesty.' 

0 

II. , 

Uad he but been placed at a public school, 

In the third form, or even in tlie fourth, 

His daily task bad kept his fancy cool, * 

At least, had he been nurtured in the’north; 

Spain may prove an exception fb the rule, ** 

But then exceptions always prove its worth— 

A lad of sixteen causing a divorce • * 

Puzzled his tutors very much, of coursev 

‘ • . 

I can't say that it puzzles me at all. 

If all things be consider’d : flrst, there was ' 

His lady-mother, mathematical, 

A never mind; — his tutor, an old ass; 

A pretty womanr-(that ,’s quite natural. 

Or else the thing had hardly come'to past) ; 

A busbaii(f rather old, not much ^n.unity 
With bis young wife — a time, end oppoiludity. 

# IV. ■ 

Well — well, thfrworld*must turn upon its axis,' 

• And all mankind turn with it, lieads or tails. 

And live and die, make love and pay our taxes, ‘ 

And as the veering wind shifts, shift our sails ; 
The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us, 

• The priest instructs, and to our life exhdes — 

'A tittle breath, love, wine, ambition, fame. 
Fighting, deration, dust,— perhaps a name. 

V. 

• « 

I said, that Juan had been sent to Cadiz— 

! * — ! 

optnloD of the BgypUuK* that Bm. Mul uever tleverf^J the body 
whUt the latter cuntinuod in a perfect »Ute. To accure (kto opt- 
nloo, Klog Cbeop* ia Mid,^y Ifcrodotiu, to hare employed three 
hundred and >Utjr Uioosaiid df bis s^bjeets for twenty years In 
ratring over the ‘ anguria domiu ‘ dcatioed lo liold hla remaioi, a 
pile of atone e<i9>i lo wri^bt to lix millions uf tons. Which MJost 
three Umca that of the vast Breakwatcr'thruwn acrom pj^montb 
Sound: and, to rend^ thispreefbua dust atlii more aeciire, the 
narrow chamber waa made accessibie only by smali, Inlricate 
paaaages. obidt>etcd by stones of an-enormous weight, and » Care- 
fully clomd externally as not -to be perceptible. Yet. bow vain are 
all the prccau'lions or man ! kot a bone was left of Cheops, eitber 
in Uie sfooe dotfo, or In Uie vaait, when Shaw entered Uie gloomy 
cinunbcf.'*] ’ • , • 

<' ( lu.-*'Mat( Me TM Mb ttrswMl iB Kerau bland.*'] 

‘ • (SeeSdutl^r’s Pilgrintageto Waterloo. mbfine.\ 

T (“Begun at Venice, Qecemhert3,l8IS,— 6nMiedIanuAry30, 
tS19:^VF;t ^ • 

• [Ms.-*' Lori (bat BUS! prvctous riooc of rieoM-bh modckl)." ] 
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A pittty town, I recoUect it welJ — 

*T is there the mart of the colonial trade is, 

(Or was, before Peru learn’d to rebel,) ^ 

And such sweet girls— I mean, sodi graceful ladies, 
Their very walk would make your bosom swell; 

1 can't describe it, though so much it strike, 

Nor liken it — 1 never saw' the like : ' 

\ ^ < VI. 1 

An Arab Iwrse, n stately stag, a Iwrb 
New broke, a camelcojiartl, a gazelle. 

No — none of these will do;— and then Ihcir garb! 

Tlieir veil and petiieodt — Alasl to dwell , 1 

Upon such things w ould v«fty near absorb 
A canto— ;^en their tVlpt and ankltrs, — well, 

Thank Heaven 1 *vc got no mvjjiplmr diiite ready, 
(And so;my solKr Muse— come, let 's be sleiKly— 

, VII. . ■» 

Ghaate Muse ! — well, if you must, you must)— the veil 
Thrown back! a moment w;ith the glancing band, 
TYbUe the o'erpowering eye, that turns you pale. 
Flashes into the heart :— AH sunny land * 

Of love ! wben i forget you, may I fail • 

To^-^ay myT>rayers — but never was there plann'd 
A dress through \^irh the eyes give such a volley, 
Kxcepting the Venetian Fazzioli.* * 

VIII. 

But to our tale; the Donna Inez sent ^ 

Her son to Cadi^only to embark; ^ «. 

To stay there had not answer'd her intent ; 

But why?— we leave the reader in the drirk— 

T was for a voyage that thefoung man was meant. 
As if a Spaiiikh ship were Noah’s ark. ^ 

To wean him from the wickednc.ss of earth, 

And send him like a dove of promise forth. 

» ^ 

IX. 

Don Juan bade bis valet pack bis things * 

According to dirQCtipn, then receive^ ^ * * 

A lecture and some' money : for four springs ^ 

He was to travel ; and though Inez grieved 
(As every kind of parting has its Aings), 

She hoped he would imptove-rperhaps believed : 

A letter, too, she gavfe (be never read jt) » * 

Of good advicc^and two <fr three pf credit. 1 

» . 

^ : 


In Uie mean time, to fftss her hours nway. 

Brave Jnez id)w set up a Sunday schopl * 

For naughty rhildrco, who would /^atber play '* 


(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the fool ; 

Infants of three years old were taught that day. 
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool : 

The great success of Juan's education, 

Spurr’d tier to teach another generation. * 

< 

W XI. 

Juan embark'd — the ship got under way. 

The wind was fair, the water passing rough ; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay, ^ 

As I, who *ve crossed it oft, know well enough ; 
And, standing upon deck, the dasliing spray 
Flies in one's fficc, and makes it weather-tougli : 
And there he stood to take, and take again. 

His Grst*-perhaps his last— farewell of Spain. 

XII. 

I can't but say it is an awkward sight 
To see one's native land receding through 
The growing waters ; it unmans one quite, 

Especially wlien life is rather new : 

1 recollect Great Britain’s coast looks white. 

But almost every other country *s blue, 

When gazing on them, niystifled hy distance, 

W^e enter on our nautical existence. 

* * XIll. 

So Juan stood, bewilder'd on the deek : 

The wind sung, cordage strain'd, and sailors swore, 
And the ship creak'd, the town became a speck, 
From which away so fair and fast they bore. 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against sea-sickness ; ® try it, sir, before 
You sneer, and I assure you this is true, 

For 1 have fdind it answer — so may you. 

XIV. V 

Don Juan stood, and, gazing from the stern, 

Beheld his native Spain receding far: 

First partings form a lesson hard to learn, 

'Eyeq nations feel this wlien they go to war; 

There is a sort of iinexprest conoern, 

A kind of shock that sets one’s heart ajar : 
Ahicaving eien 'the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple. 

XV. 

But Jii^n luid got many \hings to leave,* ' 

His iiiolJicr, and a mistress, and no wife. 

So tb^l he had much better cause to grieve 
Tlian matiy.perijOiis mo(c«dvanced in lifet 
And if we noV and then ^sigh must heave 

4 * 


' [ trerww (he lUe.”} 

* nteraHy, liulelitndkcrchiclii— the vcih luntt avail- 
ing SI. Mark. • 1 » - 

^ I Soc Verm oq a thari^ Ball, ante, p. 4S9.] 

* [MS.— ''TticIroMnaart imatHBCva'iH (Mr Morahi coring, 

Stic uustit IImoi 10 »ili>prc« llu-irilcc,'— ••dviit.'') M 

* r “ Hngg wril««iiic, tlMt ScuU b goDv lo Itie Orkneys Ir a cale 
rrf'winil— iluring wbkb niiirt be akir^ the laM Scorn * hf (» mutc 
iv not at his lu My the be«t ol it.' Lord. I.nrd irihoc Ivoine- 
keeping luiiistrel.t hail lasted a liitlc open boating in a while w|iull 


—ora Rale in ‘the tilt'— bow ilwotild ritliTmiand laUoduoeihcm 
(ti a P-w or the M'iiMlloiu.''^lt.'Yr(Crra,.4StI.y * ^ 

( Mjr Irlritd, Dr. OranvUk, in hU Travels to St. Pcirr«hurcti. 
ISM, ttiat *‘ Ma*v[rkne«a roosiiU ul r<nnUiiiRt-or .omirihing 
like iU*'an«r(h|U the true wdy to escape the malady, ^ to lak*‘4S 
dmjTi of laudanum sUrUng, ara^ a« often aRcrwkrds ns iHK'a- 
ninfM recufit. IIK. 4Li>Cbeiier <4wntcs, lliaithoAerr-stoak, recum- 
ti^ended hy Lord Byrun^ean auii only a rery ymiQg and vi^pram 
shAnach on sttrh nccasiucw. aptT .'fiviiri hia popil tA adhere Ao 
•sited fisti andV/rtits, williTUont. tuff, ofbo^kbr brandy in aocla 
wsier— UiU..} 
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At quitting even (ho84^ we quit ill strile, I 

No doubt we weep for those the heart endears — 

That iSf till deeper griefs congeal our tears. | 

1 

XTI. ] 

So Juan wept» as wept the captive Jews 
By Babel’s waters, still remembering Sion : 

I 'd weep, — but mine is not a weeping Muse, 

And such light griefs are not a thing to die on; 
Young men should travel, if but to amuse 
Themselves; and the next timetheirservants tie on | 
Behind their carriages their new portmanteau, i 

l^erhaps it may be lined with this my canto. 

i^ii. I 

And Juan wept, and much he sigh'd and thought, | 
While bis salt tears dropp'd into the salt sea, 

* ^ Sweets to the sweet ; ” (1 like so mudi to quote ; 

You must excuse this extract, — ’t is where she, 

The Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 
Flowers to the grave ; ) and, sobbing often, he 
Reflected on his present situation, 

And seriously resolved on reformation. 

xviii. ' ' * 

“Farewell, my Spain ! a long farewell!” he cried, 

“ Perhaps 1 may revisit thee no more, 

Bat die, as many an exiled heart hath died, 

Of its own thirst to see again thy shore ; 

Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s waters glide! 

Farewell, iny mother! and, since all is o'er. 
Farewell, too, dearest Julia!— (here he drew 
Her letter out again, and read it through.) 

XIX. 

“And oh ! if e’er I should forget, I swear — 

But that ’s impossible, gnd cannot be — 

Sooner shall this blue ocean melt to air, 

Sooner shall earth resolves itself to sea, • 

Than 1 resign thine image, oh, my fair.|, * 

Or think of any tiling excepting thee; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physio— 

(l^cre the ship gave a lurch, and he gircw sea*sick.) 


*(lD the year 4799. nhilc LortI Byrun eratilic p<rpil Dr. U4eo> 

Die, at Ihilnich. ainuns the boiAa lb«l lay accenihie lu Uie iKiya ! 
was a ctiuUctI “XanaUveot Ute Sliiji«recX*of (he Junu 

<m U)e Co.'iat of Arraexu. in the Year I79S.” Tbe pamphlet at- i 
traded but lit^ public aUealloa ; baUamoMg ihe younp( ■(wJente > 
uf Dulnicb Grore it was a taTOurile atmlys and tbe impmaloD | 
wlilclt It left ou Uie rrtenUve mind Byroii may hat|; had some | 
ebare, perba(ts, in siiftgealiag that curious reaeareh Uirough sU t!«o I 
TiriotuacouiiiiU of shipwrecks upon rvcunJ, by whkh he prepared . 
hUiiscKlu de|iict, with Midtpower,a sccucorUicsauie Jescryxion 
iu Dim Juan....*. .\s to the charge of plagiarism tirtnighi osoiiyt j 
him by some srriitblers uf (he day. for ao doim;,— with aa much | 
justice migblUie Kalian author, who wrote a Dbeourte on the Mt* ' 
lltary Science dis|iUyed by Tasau In bis battles, have reproached | 
tliat pod wilh Uie sources fr<.nn wliicli lie drew hU knowledge 1 
with ^ much jusUcenught Puyidgur tod Segrata, wboharr pointed ! 
out Uie saitw merit in Homrr and Virgil, bieo witliheld their ' 
praise, because the science ou which thh merit paa fuundid, must | 
have been dirrtTcd by«lhc akill uul loduslry of tlii^se p.icjs from { 
oUiers. So llUle was Taaae aahanicd of (boee casual imilatlboa of | 
ui her poets wtiieli arc so oden braodctl as plaglarismi, (hat, In hb I 


“Sooner ^all hoavi^liin 
Oh, Julia ! what is every other w*o«?^ a 

(For God’s sake let me have a glass of liquor 

Pedro, Battista, help me down below.) . . ’ j • 
Julia, my love!— (you rascal, Pctlro, quicker)^— * ‘ 
Oh, Julia!— (this curst vessel pih^es 
Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching • 

(Here he grew inarticulate with retchipg.) , . 


He felt that chilling heavines.s of heart, 

Or ratlier siomadt, which, ulas ! attends, * 
Beyond the best apothecary's art. 

The loss of love, tbe treachery of friends, 

Or death of those we dote oo, when a part * 

Of us dies with tlieni as each fond )ioi>e ends : 

No doubt he would have been much more p|itlietic, 
But the sea acted as a strong. e»q|(fc. * , ^ 

^ XXII. • . • 

Love ’s a capricious power : 1 ’ve khdw n it hold * 
Out through a fever caused by iU own heat, 

But be much puzglcd by a unigli and cold< 

And find a quinsy. ver> hard to treat; 

Against all noble maladies he 's bold, 

But vulgar illnesses don’t like \6 meet,* 

Nor that a sneeze should Interrupt his sigh, 

Nor inflammations reddea his blind ^e. 


But worst of alhis nausea, or a pain 
About tlie lower region of the bow els; 

Love, who heroically breathes a vein, * 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 
Atfi(fpurgatives are dangerous to fiis reign,. 

Sea-sickness dcaUi : his love was perfect, how else 
Could Juan’s passion, w'hile the bilfbws roar« 

Kesfkt his stomach, ne’er at sen before? 


The ship, caH(d the most holy “Trinidada,” 
y\a^ steering duly for tlie port L^hom; 


Coanm'ul.'try on Lis ItiinCj he Ukc« paias (o point oat nliilevcr 
colociiltAvcj i<( Uii« kind occur in Ida own verves.— U oobe. 

“Villi regard (0 tlio charget abdiil (be Sldpwreck, 1 ibink. that 
I lohl you tiiKl Mr.-ilobhuu^e, years ago. ibat ihea* was not a 
circumstance ufit not taken from (aett not, liidml, frwn any single 
shipwreck, but all from actual facts of dUTerent wrecks.**— lortf 
B. lo Mr. Murray. 

**or late. siHiie persons have licen nibblinx at iho reputaUon of 
Lord Byron, by charging him wiih plaglarisni. There la a curious 
charge of this kind hlely published, whkh n-dounds, inreallly,to 
tbe noble auUior'i credit. Every one who has looked Into the 
sonreos frotii whkh .Shak!<|>care look ihe stories of bis plays, must 
know that, in ‘Julius Czsar ’ and * Ooriniaiius.* he Iim taken whole 
dialogiim, with remarkahh' riaOiieas, ffum North's IraiiaUliou of 
IMuUrch.* Now, It Is that very circumstance wlilch Impream 


• ftemsca. 

« 

( sm CoriM Karrist. «rSn Sms r» ray tfih ftrlifultrlf, md lo all 
iSc FmUttt esncrallv, §mt hurt md ausekiffr, wbleb I AdboI deoie fvr 
•sy niraamr ibal I bare. For I never hsd ©User twiwnt nor 

rcroinpensc oftbe true swi palnenih servke l bare doaa, sad Use rstrewe 


niiiiiii. I :;j- Cill’ "jlt 
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For there the Sj^nisb fnmily Moncada 
Wei^ settled long ere JuaiTs sire was born : 
Tbc^.'were relDtlot^« and for them he had a 
Lbtirr Of IntroductioUt wldch the morn 
Of hU deparntre had been sent him'by 
Uis^[iakisb friends for those in Italy. 

'•V 

• • 

His suite oomsisted of three servants and 
A tutor, the licen^te Pedrillo, 

Who several languages ilid understand, 

But now lay sick and speechless on bis pillow, 
And, 'rocking in bis hanunock, long'd for land, 

Uis hcadach being increased by every billow ; 

And Uie waves oosing through the port^hule made 
His bdhh a little dump, and bim afraid. 

x^vi. 

T waADOtHwithont ftoms reason, for the wIikI 
Increased at nfghtt untif it blew a gale; 

And tjtQu^li/t w^ not mudi to a naval mindr 
Some land«nen trould tove lookM a little pale, 
For«ailors *ara, In fact, a different kind : ^ 

At sunset they began to take in sail, » 

For the sky diow'd it would come on to blow, 

And carry a^ay, perhaps, a mast or so. 

^ XXVII. 

At one o'clock tlie wind with sudden shift ^ 
Threw the ship'^ight into the trough of the sea, 
Which struck ber aft, and modern awkward rift. 
Started the 8tcrn*post, also shatter'd tlie ^ 

Wholo of her stern>frame, and, ere she pnuld lift 
Herself from out her present jeopati^'. 

The rudder tore away : *l was time to sbund ^ ^ 
The pumps, and there were four ^cet water found.* • 
- » ^ ; 

tlHMe pUy« wlUi Utc lUmp of antique realUf . wliich ftie sencral 
kiMwIedge of ihr poet could aot liSve eiubted biiif lo commu* 
oieate to them.'’— Tiau.] ' , 

■m 

ducen I bave baoe to. but UiU ooolf (Ofonif ; ■ food mmrit cod tirJI- 
nttm *f Ikf dhUM ooS dHpftatwt ffcoo fHoo/^d kor aie. liidMI, l*« 
ttoow M/y ttmaimtih n lib toe : Tor Ibd roat Itic eniwc Ad erM^Ke of Ikt 
p«9pi* of lUiBK bare lakcn from me, by tbe •affmai'o of Ihc d atCoriftf no> 
biMteand magUlritee, vfe« bate fnroakatt ew, ida IM me boaoutahed by 
Itae paopia. that tttrtmoUt balb now drlwn me lo come m a poor cdut. 
lu lakaiby cblmola tan*, oof e^ny tape I bare lo aave my Hit llteriby. 
for r/ 1 tmd /aorta dcoib. I itouA uol bava mom bUbca lo pot my*ta lu 
baard." • % 

• Sauuptika. 

*• My Hama i$ Cotea JVarOoi, who talk done 
To (taa porf/rofor/y, oNif In tal >ta Fo/»ea«. 

OrMf korf md wuotkitf: ihiTeto wtioew may 
My aorMow. Cer««/«w t Tbe pa<a/«f *mUv, 
fka rxbaMe donycra, and Iba dropa of blood 
*fbta for niy ibnoklcM country, ore roi|Ullcd 
Dot with Ihal aortMOtego yood mtmory, 
do4 wilnott of Ik* Mo/Me and dupltaturt 
Wblcb <ta« akootaal kaor m« : only ttal Moaia aomo/M; 
fk* croaffy Ad aavy e/fka paep/e, 
rarallHad by Mr daaiard na/aa. nbo 
flare all foriook at*, beib deroarta Ibe real • 

And •ofler'd iM by tbevoleeof ttlavaa lo be 
Wboop’doulofRooia. .Now. (bb axfrrmff^ • 

Uatb broogbl me (a Iby kaoriv fle< eta »/k«p#. 

MUUkc me uot. lo aora My lift; tor If 
J kta /oar'd daotk.ofatl OMn l' ibewarU 
I w Mid bare toMta itae.'- Cortofenoa. Act t. Scene X 


XXVIII. 

One gang of people instantly was put 
Upon the pumps, and tbe remainder set 
To get lip part of the Cargo, and what not ; 

But they could not come at tlie leak as yet : 

At last they did get at it really, but 
Still their salvation was an even bet : 

The water rush'd through in a way quite puzzling, 
While they thrust ^ets, shirts, jackets, bales of 
muslin,* 

XXIX. 

Into tbe opening; but all such ingredients (down, 
Would have been vain, and they must have gone 
Despite of all their efforts and exp^ients, 

But for the pumps : 1 'm glad to make them knovi 
To all the brother tars who may have need hence, 
For fifty tons of water were uptbrown 
By them per hour ; and they had all been undone. 
But for tbe maker, Mr. Mann, of London.* 

XXX. 

As day advanced the weather seem’d to abate, 

.^nd then the leak they reckon'd to reduce, 

And keep the ship afloat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hand and one diain-pump still in use. 
Tlie wind blew fresh again : as it grew late 
A squall came on, and while some guns broke tooee, 
A.gust>~which all descriptive power transcends^ 
Laid with one blast tlie ship on her beam ends.* 

XXXI. 

There she lay, motionless, and seem'd upset ; 

Tbe water left tlie hold, and wash'd the decks, ’ 
And made • scene men do not soon forget ; 

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks, 

Or any other thing that brings regret, 


• [ ** mgtat came on won« Iban Uie day bad b«cn ; and » tudden 
fhift of Kind, aHiut roidolsfal, threw the ship Mo the h'ougk of 
the sea, which struck her aft, tore awaif the rudder, started the 
stem~post. and shedtered the whole of her sUnt~frame 7ho 
pumps were immediately sounded, aod in Uie coune of a fe« 
minatM Ibe waler bad lacreaaed to four feet.”—lMS of the Ufr~ 
eules.] f * * 

f l“Cme gang was instantly put cm lAem, and the remain 
der of the ^Nwpfc employed tn getting up rice frooi tbe nmol ibe 
ahip, tad bc^vins it over, to eadte at the leak. If punlbic. After 
.three or lubr hundred bags were thrown into the tea, ire did get 
o4 «d foond the water nuking into Uie sli4> with aebmtduJiS 
rtptdlty ; therefore^ we ihnut sheeU, shirts, jadwU, Met of 
muslin, and every tiling of Uie like dewripliun Um could be get, 
into the opynlng."~^lbld.} 

b*' NoiwitliMaodlog the pumpe discharged fifty tans of irotev 
! ow Sour. Ibe ship certainly miul have gone down, lud not our 
expedients been ailended with pomiitfucceH. The pumpt, tn tlie 
excellent cunainiction of which lowe the prciervUiuo of toy Ifk, 
were made by Mr. Mann of j.ondon,"-~lbiiL] ^ 
i ( ** the next day adtanced, the weather appeared to nW’ 
derate, the men continued ioceuanUy at Ihe purnpo. and evety 
ciertloo waa made to keep the shfp afloat. Scarce wakfliudooe> 
when a gust, exceeding in vMenee every lAinp of the hind I 
had ever seen, or could coticeicr, laid the ship on her beam 
ends."’,-Loss of the Onfour.] 

I f ",Tbc aliip lay motiifulree, itid. total! appearance, irrevo* 
calitt overacL The water forsook the hold, aud ap|«eai:cd bo* 
twccQ docki.'*— /Md.) 
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Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heads, or necks : 
Thus drowiitngs are mudi talk'd of by tlic divers, 

And swimmers, who may chance to be survivors. 

xxxii. 

Immediately the masts were cut away. 

Both main and niizen ; first the mizen went, 

The roain>mast follow'd ; but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent. 

Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Kased her at bst (although we never meant 
To part with all till every hope was blighted), 

And then with violence the old ship righted. ' 

XXXIII. , 

If may be easily supposed, while this ^ « 

Was going on, some people were unquiet, 

That passengers would find it much amiss 
To lose their lives, as well as spoil their diet : 

That even the able seaman, deeming his 
Day nearly o'er, might be disposed to riot, 

As upon sudi occasions tars will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the cask. 

XXXIT. 

There 's nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calms 
As rum and true religion : thus it was, 

Some plunder’d, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, 
The high wind made the treble, and as bass 
The hoarse harsh waves kept time ; fright cured tbe 
qualms 

Or all the luckless landsmen's sea-sick maws : 
Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy^ devotion, 
Clamour'd in chorus to the roaring ocean. 

XXXV. 

Perhaps more misdiief had been done, but for* 

Oor Juan, who, with sense l)eyond his years, 

Got to tlie spirit-room, and stood before 
It with a pair of pistols ; and Jlicir fears. 

As if DeaUi v^cre more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears, 

Kept still aloof the crew, w ho, ere they sunk, - . 
Thought it w'ould be becoming to die drunk. * * 

• XXXVI. 

“ Give us more grog,” they cried, ” for it will be 
All one an hour hence.” Juan answer'd, Ko ! 

'T is true that death awaits both you and me, 

But let us die like men, not sink below' 


* ImmedialedirecUou were given to cut au-ay the main and 
miaen muiU. inuUng, when Die stotp rigbieil. fo be able tu wear 
her Oti cutUng one or two lanyards, (he niisrvi'HMMf tnrni firti. 
peer, but wiUiout producing the amalleal effect on the ship, and, on 
anting the lanyard ol one sbroud, the fitnin-mnst folloutd. | 
bad the mortilicaUbn to see tbe fure-matt and OotiftyrU atso go 
over. On tblf, the ship tmmeiHaUly nytUad tcUh great vU^ 
ience.’‘^Lo»i of the Centaur.) 

* I M9.-" rerbsps tbe «t bole «oa]d base gpl druob, bat For." 

s [**A middtlpiDan was appointed 40 guanl the spirlt-roopi, to 
repress that nubappy d»ire of a dcvoktl orvw to die in a etate of 
iHUuicalion. Ibe wUora, though lu other rcs|H!cla orderly iu 


7«9 

Like brutes : ”-^and thus bis dangerous post kept be,* 
And none liked to anticipate the blow ; 

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor. 

Was for some rum a disappointed suitor. 

XXXVII. 

Tbe good old gentleman was quite aghast, 

And made a loud and pious lamentation ; 

Repented all liis sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation ; 

Nothing should tempt him more (this peril past) 

To quit his academic occupation, 

In cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 

To follow Juan's wake, like Sancho Panca. 

XXXVIII. 

But now there came a flash of hope once more; [gone. 
Day broke, and the wind lull'd : the masts were 
The leak increased ; shoals round her, but no shore ; 

Tlie vessel swam, yet still she held her own. ’ 
They tried the pumps again, and though before 
Their desperate efforts seem'd all useless grown, 

A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale — 

The stronger pump'd, Uie weaker thrumin'd a sail.^ 

XXXIX. 

Under tbe vessel’s keel the sail w’as past, 

And for the moment it had some effect ; * 

But with a leak, and not a stick of mast, ^ 

Nor rag of canvass, what could they expect? 

But still 't is best to struggle to the last, 

'T is never too late to be wholly wreck’d : 

And though 't is true that man can only die once, 

'T is not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons. ? 

XL. ^ 

There winds and waves had hurl'd tlicin, and from 
X thence, 

Without their will, they carried tliem ^ay ; . 
For they were forced with steering to dispense, 

And never had as yet a quiet day 
On which they might repose, or even commence* 

A jurymast or rudder, or could say * ' • 

Ttie ship would swim an hour, which, by good'luck. 
Still swam— though not exactly Hke a duck. * 

» ^ 

^ XLI. ' 

The ivind, in fact, perhaps, was rather less, « 

Bub the ship labor'd so, they scarce pould hope 
To weather out imicli longer ; distress 


conduct, here pru^ eagerly mioo of the Abtrg»~ 

atnny.) ^ 

4'[‘*'Oioe US sovte grog,' U>ey eiclahncd. HI will b€ all one 
an hour hence.' V kHote ter tntttl die,' rvpUed ibe gallant Affleer, 
C4xtlly, ' bpl /d* tu die like men i'— armed tcith a brace of pit* 
be kept hU p'jst. even wbile Ihc ihlp Mnkiag.'*-~/S<<V.] 

/ t '* lluvrever, by great exertion the cbain.pump, we held 
our otm. All who nere uaI icauien by proka^uQ, had iteea 
employed In Uirummin^ a 4oU."'—rtft(L] 

« (— ^‘irAiVA tea* passed under the ship's boltom, ffnd / 
FAougAMiaJ M*mc cficct.’*— /i/d.J 
7 U ugly dUuglalba (iuU«( Lyoiu. J 
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Was also great witii which they had to cope 
Kor want of water, ami their solid mess ' 

Was scant enough : in vain llw telescope 
Was used — nor sail nor shore appear’d in sight, 
Nought Imt the heavy sea, and coming night. 

• XLII. 

Again the weather threaten’d,— again blew' 

A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear'd; yet, though the people knew 
All this, the iiwst were patient, and some bold, 
I’lilil the chains and leathers were worn through 
Of nil onr pumps : — a wreck complete she roll'd, 

At mercy of the waves, whose mercies are 
Like human beings' during civil war. 

XLlll. 

Then came the carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes, and told tiie captain, he 
ikmki do no more : tie was a man in years. 

And long had voyaged tlirough many a stormy sea, 
And if he wept at length,^ tlwv were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman’s be, 
lUit he, )HH>r fellow, had a w ife and citildreii, 

I wo things for dying people quite bew ildering. 

XLIV. 

'1 he ship was evidently settling now * 

Fast by the head ; and, all distinction gone. 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their Mints but there w ere none 


I To pay them wiUi; and some look’d o'er the how ; 
Some hoisted out the boats ; and there was one 
That begg’d Pedrillo for an absolution, 

Who told him to be damn’d — in his confusion.* 

» 

XLV. 

Some lash’d them in their hammocks; some put on 
Their best clothes, as If going to a fair ; 

Some cursed the day on wliirJj they saw the sun. 

And gnash’d their teeth, and, howling, tore their 
And others went on as they had begun, (hair; 

Getting the Itoats out, being well aware 
That a ti^t bout will live in a rmigh sea, 

Unless with breakers closeJ)eiieath her lee. ? 

« 

XLVI. 

The worst of all was, that in their condition, 

• Having been several (Lav's in great distress, 

’T was diflicnilt to get out such provision 
As now might render their long suffering less : 
Men, oven when dying, dislike inanition;* 

I heir stock was damaged by the weallicr's stress : 
Two casks of biscuit, and a keg of butter. 

Were all that could be tlirown into the cutler. 

XLMI. 

But in the long-boat they conlrifed to stow 
Some |K>unds of bread, though injured by the wet ; 
I Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so ; 

I Six Masks of wine; and they contrived to gel 
' A portion of their beef up from below , » 


* [ “ Thr shiy laboured to tmteh, that I could tearce Imye she 

u'ouidttriinull uiornkn^: itur weru very great for mkiu( 

oflhe .-Ihergareuity.] 

* J ** The tcerithrr agaiu thrmtened. and liy noon U blev a 

slortH. TIh- >htp laboured freaUy, the water appe^ued U Ike 
fore and aftei- holiL The loalhert were nearly coi»:imed, aud 
Uie rhalnt u/ the pumps, by cuo»lani r&ertKia, and the IrtcUun of ! 
the colU. were rendered alinoKt iiieJess."— /WAj ' 

^ At lenxih. the. earpenUr^ame. up from below, and lold the 
crew, who were vrorkins at the |mm|ui. he roatd do no more for i 

them. Seeing (heir olPurts iiM'lCM, inauy u( Ibcia bunt Uito tica^ | 

and wujd lli'e clrildren.“— /ftfrf.J 

w I [lerccived the ship teUliag by the head. It wm not in 
my power to encourage llto midp's cumpany any l(Migcr with a 
prOit>rct of »afcly.'*-rif'«Ll 

i ^^‘Adcrat Vuglus quidain, qui promiUebat mouUt aurcos Vlr- 
gini Wabainj(M»lcaf,si vivueaUtshaeltefr^iu t alii multaproniitte- 
bant ligno cnicb. quod caaet in UU loco. L'nuiu audivi, non alcie 
riMi, qiifclara vocc. iic tvoiieiaudirctur, poillearclur Cbriatuplioro, 
qiii cal Xutcllae m aiimuio teinplo. mom verim qiiam atalua, eo- 
rr-UMt tantum quuntus tseet Ipse. iiJ:c emu vuclferaiu quan- 
tmn poterat idrnlUcni inculcarct, qul forte pruxiiom •Blatebat Uli 
noiaa, cubilu lllncn ac subumiiuir i vide quid pullicearii t 
etlaiiiM reruiu uummin tiiarum aucUonem la^cias, non fiu-risaol' 
veodo. Tiiiii ille. ruce jaip (ireatture, ne videlicet eaaudiret Chria« 
topliorui sTaoe. imiuii, fame! ad eredKinc ctAiiliim loqul? *1 | 
lemel coniigcro terrain, non daturna auui UU caudalani »cba- ' 

* ( •• Von oaubot Imagine.** aaya c Cardinal d« RcU.^who narrowly 

* Tlw(i! nas ttwre a.rcrliiln KogUktinan, wbo prenitad goMco idoon- 
Ulu la Our Ud) »f w •qinelwni. If Iw «ooebe<l land agala. OUitra pw- 
uil.o<l mint lAiuio la Uw.Wnod nf die Cro«i, Vi Uicli *»4k l« lOch t ptirv. 

I h«4rd iHjc, net wilboul iauukier. »bu. nlih aclirar U»N, k».^bc »bould 
iim b» lirtirU. promlwl CbOuoptwr. wbo Uai l «> thr lop of jchnrcb. 

a lUtfuutaNriDorc inily Iban a ■Ulna, a wax toaSle oi H 9 *» Aa vai 
luauc'f. wtfii, hiwllap oat u bard a» be conM, tbe man rdtcnird thU 


I encapetl »tiipv\reck in Uie Gulf uf Lyona]— "you cannot imagine 
the horror wf 3 great *lorm r you can as litUe imagine thi- I'iitt- 
evle of it. Every hotly were at their prayen, or were coiifcMing 
theiruelvoa. The private raptaiti i>f the gaitry caused, in tbe grcat- 
e*t height of the danger, kit embroidered coat and Ma red scarf 
lo be brought to Initi, vayiog, Uiat a true Spaniard ought to die 
bearing hi* kliig'f marks uf distitKti<<n. He ul himsdf down ui 
his great rlltuiv -choir, anil with hi^ footsinick a ixxir MeapuliUu 
in the chiqM, w.io, nol l>«ri< able to stand, wia crawling akna. 
crying out aloud, 'St-iior U.ai EernatKlo, pur el amor de Dii». 
euateiion.* The captain, wlfeti he stmck him. said to him, * Knr- 
inl;a> de Dios, pides coufesiun ! ' And on niy representing to him, 
that his inierfcri'ticc was not right. Jie said that that old man gave 
ofTenetr In ilte wliole galiry. A Sklllui o)«cr*aniiiie mi<nk was 
preaching at the hiul of the great ma«l, ibat St. Frandvhad ap- 
l>eated lo him. and had aatured him th.it we ahmild not pcrlab- I 
hhoiild never luve done, were 1 to describe ail the ridicutotu alghta 
that are seen lei iliese uecasious.** The prophecy uf the mouk was 
a saft uor, in a rfouAfe sciue 2 fur, if it bad failed, then' would have 
^lecn no ooe lo contradtcl it.] 

T [*' Some appeared iKTfecUy mignod.tPml fotArir AansMatis, 
and desired Iheir (DCMiuales to lath Ihe^t in; otbera were lor 
•ecuriog iliemselves to gratings andanuli rafli; but ihe must pro- 
dominant idea was that o/’pHmiu;; on their best and rleaueslclothts. 
The boata were got over the side.**— Aosa of the Abergavenny.] 
* (N$,~‘'Mrn nlU prove bungrr. cira \ihra aeit pcraiuoa."} 

9 (** EUhl luqa of rice, six flasks of trine, and a small quan~ 
tUij of talted beef and pork, were pot Into Ihe tong-boal, as pro* 
visions for the ^ hole.'*— /t ‘reck of the Sydney^ 

^ > 

otter, anmaintanee (bat by chance ftixxl neil, kae* n to him. (warbra 
blm>Mlib ai* elbovr, aod m 14 iluvr • care wbal tea pr«cnb«; iboocb 
>00 make 00 awilon of alkjoar goodt, )M II ttel bcaM* K»p«i.' Thm br 
can, wUh a «ulce iw«> lonn-, la i<M, Irst CbrUioplwr alHWld ttcar.— * lloM 
your tonpar. you fool; <to ronMlilok I Htesb froni Bi> hrarl? If ann I 
lovcb land. I 'll not sUoMai a tcllaw rsuiNc.''* 

Ctasas'a ri«aal«l(on 
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And u lUt a piece of pork, moreover, met, 

But scarce enough to serve tliem for a lunciieon— 
Tlieu there was rum, eight gaitoqs in a ponclieoii. 

XLYIII. 

The otlter boats, Uie yawl and pinnace, had 
Been stove in the beginning of the gale; ' 

And the long-boat's condition was but bad, 

As tliere were but two blankets for a sail, * 

And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
Threw in by good luck over tlie sliip's rail ; 

And two boaU could not hold, far less be stored 
To save, one half the people then on board. 

XLIX. 

'T was twilight, and Uie sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would Imt disclose thcfrowii 
Of one whose bate is mask’d but to assail, * 

Thus to tlieir liopeless eyes the night was shown. 

And grimly darkled o'er the faces pale. 

And tbe dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear 
Been their famUiar, and now Death was liere. 

L. 

Some trial liad been making at a raft. 

With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at w hicli one w ould have laugh'd, * 

If any laughter at such times could be, 

Unless with people who too mucli have quaffd. 

And have a kind of wild and horrid glee, 

Half epileptical, and half hysterical : — 

Their preservation would have been a miracle. 

u. 

At half-past eight o'clock, booms, hencoops, s|)ars, 
And ail things fora cliance, had been cast loose, 
That still could kee|> afloat the struggling tars, * 

For yet tliey strove, although of no great use : 
There was no light in heaven but a few stars ; 

Tlie boats put off o'ercrowded with their crews; 
She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port. 

And, going down head foremost— sunk, in short.* 

Ml. • 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell — 

Then shriek'd the timid, and stood still the brave,—* 
Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful yell, ? 


As eager to antici|Kite their grave; 

And the sea yawn'd around her like nlteil, 

And down she suck’d with her tlie whirling wave, 
Like one who grapples with his enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die. 

LIII. 

And first one universal shriek there rush’d. 

Louder than the loud ocean, like a eras!) 

Of echoing thunder; and then all was hush'd, 

Save the wild wind and the retnorseless dash 
Of billows ; but at intervals there gush’d. 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry 
Ofsoine strong swimmer in his agony. ' 

LIV. 

Tlie boats, as stated, had got off before, 

I And in them crowded several of the crew ; 

I And yet their present hope was hardly more , 

} Than what it had been, for so strong it blew 
! Tliere w as slight chance of reaching any shore ; 

I And Uien they were too many, though so few — 

I Mne in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 

I Were counted in them w hen they got aOoat. 

i . 

I All the rest perish'd ; near two hundred souls 
Had left thfir bodies; and what 's worse, alas ! 

! When over Catholics the ocean rolls, 

] They must wail several weeks before a mass 
Takes' off one peck of purgatorial coals, 

I Because, till people know what 'seome to pass, 

I Tliey won't lay out their money on the dead — 

It costs three francs for ever) mass that ’s said. 

, ' LVI. 

• t 

Juan got into the long-boat, and there 
Contrived to help Pedrillo to a place ; 

It seem'd as if they had exchanged their care. 

For Juan wore the magisterial face 
Whicli courage gives, while poor Pedrillo’s pair 
Of ejes were crying for their owner’s case t * 
Battista, though (a name call’d shortly Tita)^, 

Was lost by getting at some aqua-vita. « 

LVII. 

Pedro, his valet, too, be tried to save, - 


• f '‘The «lor« jilonsfhir nml >11011.**— Criif<n4r.]^ • j 

» f“O»u'0<n’ wasOTcclcil for* adO Ihi* oihrrWnl 

(o Uio brradtli of Ihc ffffinketf for a of tht 

iington Tran$j>oi-t.] 

* I US.— ** Wblfb. Strfttg MiilM'rann, baUba fro«a 

Ofoor who tuilr«u»,>A H«nUbl Musbowi,*'rlc.1 

* { “As rafU bad been raenUiMinl by (M c.irpenter. 1 U 

riKhI to mak( the (tilrmpt. II Impossiblo for any man to d«- 
ceirr liimsetf wiih lltf bupcs of Iteiip; uved on a r«ft in sucb a m 
ns ltus.“— entfam-.] * • 

' ( “.vpdrs,,6ooNW. and fterp Iking biinjrani, «rrc . 

Ihcrrbrc ra$t ioote, thtllhe men miidit hare some diaiico (u saw 
tbemscli^-s; for ilic bnals were At disUncc.’*— AflM of the 
Pnndorn,] 

• I “WeliAtl sorccly qtiitiiil ibe iliip. mIk'ii she Rave > bcary 


j iarek to poii. and then vent dovn, head f>tremott."^l.ndy 
Hobart.] - ’ 

7 [**At this instant, one of ihe officers (Old the caplain sjie was 
Sotox down, and bkldimt him lirrwHI. le.ipt orerboanl : the crew 
liad jgst time Id teap overboard, which they did, uilering a wmmI 
dread^lgeH,’*— Pandora.] 

• { It Is an awful moment when a shiplakes her last heel, Jnal 
before ttoiog dosm. when the ** Pandora" sunk. Uie surfteoii 
•191. “tbe crew had Jtisl lime to /MrpoDn'hiinr*/. accompanying.il 
with a iBOsI dreadfn4jieH. Tlia cries of the meh drowning in the 
wlier «a» al first HWfui in the i-xlreme ; but as they sunk and br- 
camc flint, tliey died away by •li-grics: *’ How Acciti&riLV alh 
flvaoN ne>caiKiiD t»i wunm patmtE^.* op > tiaiPWKKcf, lo th^ 
fiifdf rolfufi'wpAe/— Baaiow's History of the POM«ly.) 
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But the same cause, conducive to his loss, 

Left him so drunk, he jump’d into the wave 
As o'er the cutter’s ^ge he tried to cross, 

And so he found a wine-and-watery grave : 

They could not rescue him, although so close, 
Because the sea ran higher every minute, 

And for the boat~the crew kept crowding in it. 

LVIII. 

A small old spaniel, — which had been Don J6se's, 

His father’s, whom he loved, as ye may think, 

For on such ^ings the memory reposes 
With tenderness — stood how ling on the brink, 
Knowing, (dogs have sudi intellectual noses!) 

No doubt, the vessel was about to sink ; 

And Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp'd 
Off, threw him in, then after him he leap’d. ' 

LIX. 

He also stuff'd his money w here he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo’s too. 

Who let liim do, in fact, whateVr he would, 

Not knowing what himself to say, or do, 

As evexy rising wave his dread renew’d ; 

But Juan, trusting tliey might still get through, 
And deeming there were remedies for any ill, 

Thus re*embark'd his tutor and his spaniel. 

LX. 

'T was a rough night, and blew so stiffly yet 
That the sail was becalm’d between the seas, 
Though on the wave’s high top too mucli to set, 

They dared not take it in for all the breeze ; 

Each sea curl'd o'er the stem, and kept them wet, 
And made them bale without a moment’s ease, * 

So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd, 
And the poor little cutter quickly swamp’d. * 

LXI. 

Nine souls more went in her : the long*boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar for mast; 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
* Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 

Though every wave roll’d menacing to fill, 

And present peri) all before surpass’d,* 

They grieved for those who perish'd with the cutter, 
And also for thp biscuit-casks and butter. 

Lxn.^ 

Tlie sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign 
Of Jhe cootiniiaoce of the gale : to run * 


• I'^The boat. Iiein;; fastenrU Uie riaglnf, ww do tooiier 

cic«rcU«r (he Krea(cat part of the water, than a dog of mtift came 
to me nmning aloug ibe guawalc. I fool( Aim m.**— j:A#pieir-rk 
oftkentUqi,\ " ^ 

“ It blew a vloknl aldrin, ao that beiweea Ihe seat the nil 
twu hcealmod ; ami wlienamlAafop efiAc irtrer, if ie<r« too tnuck 
n6«Ml,but weooulUnotTrDiiirwtnbkch iu, for we were in Tcrf 
immineot danger amrdUtre»i( fA^ sta Otrrihe stern of 

tfk boat, winch oblij^cd us tf bale with oil our might "■^Bligh’s 
open Boat Naviyaiion. See lUuow'a Eventful Jlislory, p. 

* [ *' Dvfore it was dark, a blanket was dJacovered in the boat 
This was inuuediatelj bent to oue of Uie sireichers, and under it. 


Before the sea until it sltould grow fine, 

Was all that for the present could be done : 

A few tea^spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Were served out to the people, who begun t 
To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags. 
And most of them had little clothes but rags. 

Lxni. 

They counted thirty, crowded in a space 
Which left scarce room for motion or exertion ; 
They did their best to modify tbeir case. 

One half sate up, though numb’d with the immersion. 
While t'other half were laid down in their place. 

At watch and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 
Ague in its cold fit, they fill'd their boat, 

With nothing but the sky for a great coat.* 

LXIV. 

*T is very certain the desire of life 
Prolongs it : this is obvious to physicians, 

When patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife. 
Survive through very desperate conditions, 

Bec.au$e they still can hope, nor shines tlie knife 
Nor sliears of Atropos before their visions : 
Despair of all recovery spoils longevity, 

And makes men's miseries of alarming brevity. 

LXV. 

T is said that persons living on annuities 
Are longer lived than others, — God knows why, 
Unless to plague the grantors,— yet so true it is. 
That some, I really think, do never die; 

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is, 

And that ’s their mode of furnishing supply : 

In my young days they lent me cash that way, 

Whi^ I found very troublesome to pay. 

’ LXVI. 

*T is thus with people in an open boat: 

They live upon the love of life, and bear 
More tlian can be believed, or even thought, 

And stand like rocks tbc tempest's wear and tear; 
And hardship still has been the sailor’s lot. 

Since Noah’s ark went cruising here and there; 
She had a curious crew ns well as cargo, 

Like the first old Greek privateer, the Argo. 

• LXVII. 

But man is a carnivorous production, 

^ And must have meals, at Icasbonc meal a day ; 
He^annot live, like woodcocks, upon suction, 


as a sail, wesendded ill niKhf. fa cxpecialKxrof betas s*t^l<nt- 
ed by every wate.’'-~cenlaur. ] 

* [ '* The «MR rote red and fiery, a swrt indication of a seven 
gale ^ %obnd.—Vte coAld do nutking more than rna before the 
acs . — / served a tsa^^foutt/tO of^ritm to every person. The bread 
we tuuod wu damaged am) rotlen.''— Buca ] 

* [ ^ Aa uur lodglhK waa Triy'wretehed aod oonfinrtb/br wwal 
of room. I endeavoured tirremeiijr thia defect, bjr paittaig ouraelves 
al tPofcA and watch : so Uiat oti« half alwaya aat up, while the 
other hair lay down In iIib bQlloin of the boat, witli nolAtHp to 
cover tw but ihe Aeorena.”>-UuGH.) 



DON JUAN. 


Hut, like the shark and tiger, must have prey; 
Although his onntomica) construction 
Bears vegetables, in a grumbling way, •* 
Your labouring people think, beyond all question, 
Beef, veal, and mutton, belter for digestion. 

Lxvia. 

And thus it was with this our hapless crew; ' 

For on the third day there came on a calm. 

And though at first their strength It might renew, 
And, lying on their weariness like balm. 

Lull'd them like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of ocean, when they woke they felt a qualm, 
And fell all ravenously on their provision, 

Instead of hoarding it with due precision. 

LXIX. 

The consequence was easily foreseen—^ 

They ate up all they had, and drank their wine. 
In spite of all remonstrances, and then 
On what, in fact, next day were they to dine?* 
They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish men! 

And carry them to shore; these hopes were fine, 
But as they had but one oar, and that brittle, 

It would have been more w Ise to save their victual. 

LXX. 

The fourth day came, but not a breath of air,’ 

And Ocean slumber'd like an unwean'd child : 
The fifth day, and their boat lay floating there, 

The sea and sky were blue, and clear, and mild — 
■^Vith their one oar (I wish they had had a pair) 
What could they do? and hunger’s rage grew wild: 
So Juan's spaniel, spite of his entreating^ 

Was kill’d, and portion'd out for present eating.* 

LXXI. 

On the sixth day they fed upon his hide, 

And Juan, who had still refused, because 
The creature was his father’s dog that died, 

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws. 

With some remorse received (though first denied) 
As a great favour one of (he fore-paws,* 

■Which he divided with Pedrillo, wiio 
Devour’d it, longing for the other too. 


* ( *• The foarth day came, aod ool a breath orair,,etc.’'»BLiCB.] 

* ( “The foiirlh day we bes«a to siifler exceedingly from hunger 
and Uiiral. r thrn aelied mf dog, and flungoJ my knife Into lla 
throat. We caught hti blood In Ihehal, rcceivuig inniirhandi and 
drinking what ran over.; wc anerwarda drank In liiru out of the 
hat. and felt ourrdre* refreslied/’-..vMptri‘rri^ <ffike BfUty.] 

* ["Now, howerrr, wlicn Mr Byron was at l>ome with hU dog, 
a party came to tell him ilirirnrcesslties woio such, Ihattlieympst 
eat the dog, or starve. In «plie of Mr. B s dewre to preserve the 
failhriil animal, they took him by force and killed him. Thinking 
he was cnltUe<l to a »hwc. hi^-parlook of Iheir repast. Three weeks 
afterwardi. recollecting ilie.?|wi where Uw dog was killed, he went 
to It, and was glad to make a meal of ilic paiea rrnd akin, "— com* 
MODORt BTROR'a f>'(nralivf ] 

4 ( The fact of men, In exd^ie case*, destroying eacli other for 
the sake of appeasing tninger, is but loo well es(.ibli«hed— and to a 
great eiienr, on the raft of the French frigate MAJuse, when ; 
wrecked on the coa^t of.Afrlc.i: itncl aim on the rock in the Medf- j 
terrauran, when the N’auillns frigate svsi lost.--BiiROW.J I 


7^r^ 

* LXXII. ' ' y * 

Tlic seventh day, and no wind — the burniug sun 
Blister’d and scorch'd, and, stagnant on the sea. 
They lay like carcasses; and hope was none, 

Save in the breeze that came not ; savagely 
They glared upon each other— all was done, 

Water, and wine, and food, — and you might see 
The longings of the cannibal arise 
(Although they spoke not) in their wolfish eyes. 

LXXIII. * 

At length one whisper’d his companion, who 
Whisper’d another, and thus it went round, 

And then into a hoarser murmur grew, 

An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound ; , 

And when his comrade's thought each sufTerer knew, 
T was but his own, suppress'd till now, he found : 
And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood, 

And who should die to be his fellow's food.* 

LXXIV. 

But ere they came to this, they that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what remain’d of shoes; 
And then they look’d around thenv, and despair’d, 
And none to be the sacrifice w'ould choose. 

At length the lots were torn up,* and prepared, 

But of materials that much shook the Muse- 
Having no paper, for the want of betterv 
They took by force from Juan Julia’s letter. 

LXXT. f 

The lots were made, andmark'd,nnd mix'd, and handed, 
In silent horror,* and their distribution 
Lull'd even the savage hunger wliicli demanded, 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 

None in particular had sought or plannM H, 

T was nature gnaw’d them to this resolution, 

By which none w ere permitted to be neuter — 

And the lot fell on Juan’s luckless tutor. 

LXXVI. 

» 0 > ‘ • 

He but requested to be bled to deatii : 

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled? 
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb’d his breath, 

You hardly could perceive when he was dead. * 


* [ “Being driven lo dlstrem for want of food, they soakfd Ihelr 
shoe*, anc] two AAlrj/ rnp/whieh were among them, to the water ; 
wlifch being rendered wifi, each partook of (hem. But day after 
day lUTiDg paaaed. and the cravmga of hunger prcMlng hard upon 
them, they fell iipO* the horrible and dreadful expedient of eating 
each other ; and in onler to picvenl any contenUoo about who 
•hoiild b<%ome the ftMri of the others. Ui'^y cant lot* to determine 
the •ufferer."—.fw//Vrfnpa a/' tkf Crnc of the Thomast] 

loti \rrre (h-nivn : the capiain, wininKmlng all hja 
atreogih, wrote *l|p» «if paper the name of each man, folded 
them up. p^t them Into a hat. and diook them (ogetfaer. Tfie 
crew, meanwhile, preierved an mrfut lilrnce-, each eye wai fixed ^ 
and each month open, while terror waa itrongly impreawd upon 
every countenance. The unhappy peraon. with manly forllinde, 
reaigned hirtiaelf to his miserable aiaodales.**— Fnmfne ifu 

y4merifaii xhiy s ■ 

7 ( “ He requeited lo be bled to death, the lurgeon being with 
them, and having kit coxe of iastmmenti in his (Ktckri when he 
t]nilted ihe ship."— rAom-ia.) 

!M> 
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He died as bor;^, a Catholic in faith, 

Like most in the belief in which Uicy ’re bred, 

And first a little crucifix he kiss'd, 

And Uieo held out his jugular and wrist. 

LXXVII. 

The surgeon, os there wa.s no other fee, 

Had his first choice of DK)rsels for his pains; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, he 
Preferr'd a draught from the fast-flowing veins : ' 
Part was divided, part thrown in the sea, 

And such things as tlic entrails and the brains 
Regaled two sharks, who follow’d o’er the billow — 
The sailors ate the rest of poor Podrillo. 

* i.xxvin. 

The sailors ate him, all save three or four, 

WIvo were not quite so fond of animal food; 

To these was added Juan, who, before 
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Feel now his appetite increased much more; 

’T was not to be expected that be should, 

Even in extremity of their disaster, 

Dine with them on his pastor and his master. 

LXXIX. 

*T was better that hedid not; for, in fact, 

The consequence was awful in the extreme; 

For they, who were most ravenous in the act, 

Went ragingmad'— rx>rd!howtlieydidblaspbeme! 
And foam and roll, with strange convulsions rack'd, 
Drinking salt-water like a mountain-stream, 
Tearing, andgrinning, howling, screeching, swearing, 
And, with b)teoa-laughter, died despairing. 

LXXX. 

Their numbers were much thinn'd by this infliction, 
And all the rest w ere thin enough, Heaven knows : 
And some of them had lost their recollection, 
Happier than they who still perceived their woes j 
But others ponder'd on a new- dissection, 

As if not warn'd sufficiently by those 
Who had already perish’d, suffering madly, 

For having used their appetites so sadly. 


* I “ Ko looDcr had Uie talil irutrumeat touched the Tdn, than 
the operator applied his parched Ups, and droni the blood a$ it 
ftoiced, while H>e rest nnsiousljr watched the vicUra's departin/t 
hrealli, that they nilRht proccetl lo uii^y the hunger which preyed 
upon them (n so frightful a degree.*'— y/tomoa.) 

* ( '• TIk»c who gluUed Ihcmselves with human fledi and gore, 
.ind whose stomaclw retained the uonaturil rt>od, soon |terished 
with raffing huaniltf,'* etc.'^Ibid.] 

' { “Another expedient we had frejjuml rermirse (•. finding It 
sappIieU our mouths with lem|>orary raoisture, ^as ehetcing auy 
substance we coukTfind, generally a Ul of canrass, or even leqtL" 
—Juno.] 

* “on ihe asili, al iwou, we caught a noddy. 1 divided if into 
rtghlocBpoiiioos. In the evening u-e caught Iwofroo&irf.' — BucB.J 

’ ** OuSDds ebte Oriio (10. cod cH oochl lorti, * 

II Icscblo mlicro lo' dcoll, • 

Cbe fare aU' omo ccnn« d un ran nvU.** 

(The passage is ihiu powerfuUy rendered by Daote’s last trans- 
aior. Mr. Icbabod Wriglii s— 


LXXX1. 

And next tliey thought upon the master’s mate. 

As fattest ; hut he soved himself, because, 

Besides being much averse from suoh a fate, 

There were some other reasons : the first was, 

He had been rather indisposed of late ; 

And that which chiefly proved his saving dausc. 
Was a small present made to him at Cadiz, 

By general subscription of the ladies. 

LXXXII. 

Of poor Pedrillo something still remain'd, 

But was used sparingly, — some were afraid, 

And others still their appetites constrain’d, 

Or but at times a little supper made ; 

All except Juan, who throughout abstain'd, 

Chewing a piece of bamboo, and some lead : > 

At length they caught two boobies, and a noddy,* 
And then Uiey left off eating the dead body. 

LXXXIII. 

Aud ifPedrillo'sfatc should shocking be. 

Remember Ugolino ' condescends 
To eat the bead of his arcli-enemy 
The moment after he politely ends 
His tale : if foes be food in hell, at sea 
T is surely fair to dine upon our friends, 

When shipwreck’s short allowance grows too scanty, 
Without being mucli more horrible than Dante. 

LXXXIV. 

And the same night there fell a shower of rain, 

For which their nwuihs gaped, like the cracks of 
earth 

When dri^ to summer dust ; till taught by pain. 

Men really know not what good water 's worth; 

If you bad l^n in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famish’d boat's-crew had your berth, 

Or in the desert heard the camel's bell, 

You ’d wish yourself w here Truth is — in a well. 

LXXXV. 

It pour’d down torrents, but they were no richer 
IJntU they found a ragged piece of sheet, 

Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcher, 


** Tbgi both ay b«ult Ibronvlt infaUb I did bll« ; 

Aod Ibey, iuppMiBg 1h»( froiD wont of food 
I did M, rolMd (bituclfeo uprtitbl, 

•And Mid-' 0 faiber, le« wlH be oor polo. 

If thou will feed od ui : (boo dIdot bo.low 
TbU wretrbed lle«b-1 It (hiMto t' 

Then was I ratro, lr»t Ibey Itae more tbould grkrw. 

Two dayt all lilrnl we romoln'd. 0 ibeu 

Hard Kartb I Why didat Ihou not bepraUi «t rioATt? 

Pour day* our ogontoa had been defac'd 
Wben Gaddo at ay feet bU body threw, 

F.irlalalnp. * Paibrr, wby not glre at aid?' 

Tie dinl— and k* dliliiM i aa brre 1 tiand, 

1 uw the three fall one by one. belon 

Tbe filth day rioted : Iben/eropInR w llli my band, 

I Ml eaeb'wretrbed rorjM. (urtifllil bad hU'd : 

Two day* 1 called on thoee iibo were no roore- 
Tben buDger. ftyooger cxw Ilian gvlof, preeaU'd.’' 

Ihn ao/d~oiMe Art raafrfr/ryrr vne IkTomn, 
ind leifA k A Itrth again fht $kuU h4 fora, 
rtrree «r a di>j fo sntw Ike very koer.— 

Inftmo, canto ns. v. 60. ] 
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And when Uiey deem'd its moisture was complete, 
They wrung it out, aod though a thirsty ditcher ' 
Might not have Uiought the scanty drsuight so sweet 
As a full pot of porter, to their thinking 
They ne’er till now liad known the joys of drinking. 

LXXXVI. 

And their baked lips, with many a bloody crack. 
Suck’d in the moisture, which like nectar stream'd ; 
Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues were 
black. 

As the rich man’s in hell, who vainly scream’d 
To beg the b^gar, wlio could not rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seem’d 
To taste of heaven— If this true, indeed. 

Some Christians have a comfortable creed. 

LXXXVII. 

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew, 

And with them their two sons, of whom the one 
Was more robust and hardy to the view, 

But he died early ; and when be was gone, 

Uis nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 
One glance on him, and said, ** Heaven’s will be 
I can do nothing,” and he saw him thrown [done ! 
Into the deep without a tear or groan.” 

LXXXVlll. 

The other father had a weaklier child, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate ; * 

But the boy bore up long, and with a mild 
And patient spirit held aloof his fate ; 

Little be said, and now and then he smiled. 

As if to win a part from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father’s heart, 

With the deep deadly thought, that they must part 

LXXXIX. 

And o’er him bent his sire, and never raised 


I Uis eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam 
i From his pale lips, and ever on him gazed ; 

And when the wish’d-for shower at length was 
come * 

And the boy's eyes, which the dull film half glazed. 
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem’d to roam, 

He squeezed from out a rag seine drops of rain 
Into his dying child’s mouth*— but in vain.^ 

*■ xc. 

N . 

The boy expired — the father held the clay, 

And look'd upon it long, and when at last 
Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay 
StilT on his heart, and pulse and hope were past, 
He watcli’d it wistfully, until away * 

'T was borne by the rude wave wherein 't was cast^ 
Tlien he himself sunk down all dumb and shivermg. 
And gave no sign of life, save limbs quivering. * ^ • 

xci. ' , 

Now overhead a rainbow, bursting through 
The scattering clouds, ^one, spanning the dark sea, 
Resting its bright base on the quivering blue ; 

And ail within its arch apjiear'd to be 
Clearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax’d broad and waving, like a banner free, 4 
Then changed like to a bow that ’s bent, and then 
Forsook the dim eyes of these shipwreck'd men. 

XCII. 

It (Ranged, of course ; a heavenly chameleon. 

The airy child of vapour and (he sun. 

Brought forth In purple, cradled in vermilion, 
Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in duo, 
Glittering like crescents o’er a Turk's pavilion, 

And blending every colour into one,? 

Just like a black eye in a recent scuflle 

(For sometimes we must box without the niuffic). 


* [ lu the rvrolng there ceme 00 « ttitiall, which hroi^ht Ihe 
mtMl leaMiiuUlo relief, u it wa« accumpaukd willt Arari/ rain: 
we h«il no means of caichiof; it, but by tpreading out our dolhet. 
calchlDft Ihc drops u they fell, or sqtuezing them out of our 
cloi bes. **— Crn I on r '. ] 

« ["I |iarUeulariy rrmemberthe following iDsUnces t— Mr Wadc'a 
boy, a tlotU healthy lad, died early, and aloioat wtiboul a groan ; 
whileanolber, ti^tth* aame age, bat of a loMprouiUlng appearaner, 
iirki out mneh longer. Their father* were both Ici ihe forc*b^, 
wbeo Ibo boya were Uken ill. W'ade, bearing of his aun’d Uliieu. 
answered, wiUi indifterence, that ‘he could do Hoihing for kirn.' 
and left him to hit fate.'— yuno.] 

1 [ The p(Ari‘ father hnrrled down. By that time only three or 
bar planks of tlie quarter ^teck remained. Just on-r Uio weather^ 
quarter gallery. To Uite spot the unhappy mao led Ills son. making 
him bit to the rail, to prevent his being washed away.”— 
t (*' Whenever the boy vat ttized wiQi a fit of retelling, Iho 
father lifted him up aod wiped nurny the foam fromhU lift; and 
if a thower rome, he made him open his utoiiili to reeciee the 
drops, -or gently squetzad then into it from a rag.''— Ibid.] 
s ( ** lu Uiis affecting siluatloo, boUi remained four or five days, 
till the hoy expired. The uufurluoale |iarecil. as If luiwillhig to 
believe the fact, raised the body, looked wUtfuHy at It. and when | 
he could no longer entertain any doubt, watdicd it in silence i 
tiH/if it was carried off by the tea -, then wrapping himself in a ] 
piece of canvass, sunk dou'n, and rose no more ; Iboagh he must ' 


have lived two days longer, u we jnd^ from the qulrering 
of hit limbs, when a wave broke over him.’*— /M<t] ^ 

A [This sublime and terrific deKripUonofa shipwreck issirangely 
aui dtsgDsUngly broken by iralls of low humour and bntfooncry ; 
—and we pass iioracdiaicly from the moans of an agonUUig father 
fainting over bis famLvbed son, (o facetious Mo. ie» ef Juan's beg- 
gingiha paw of hit father's dog, oxid reftudng a slice of his tntor! 
—as If it were a fine Ihiog to be hard-hearted, and pity and cmii- 
liasiion were fit only to be laughed at. *— Jarruir.} 

7 [“ Look upwi the ratnliow. aud praise dim Ibat made it ; very 
beautiful it is In its biightnessi it cnc.Mu|Msscs live ireaven* with a 
ghirioua circle, and Uic hands uf the .Moat High lufc bended 
i'on of.Ufaeh.) 

’ ] will soswer yoor friend, wbo ebjodt lo tbs qalca socmiton of tun 
and grsfHT.s* If to iba< csm lbs ip’BVlty dM not thi inkntlwi, ■( leut.i 
brl|bl«n ibsfao. Oli meUptaor Is. that 'vie arc never smrebed snd «keii<ii- 
edit IbeUmsilBlo.' Blesklogson biseipcftsucsr. Ask btOl 
llunsaboal' sevrrhing and drencbldg.' Did bs oewr ptsy St rlirket, or 
welh s nllr lo bot wnthcr 7-Dld be never spill a dUh ut irs over himMir 
la banding (be nip lo blv rturtoer, lo the great vhsinc of hb nankeen 
iireecboi? Did be never nvtm In lbs sea st nonoday with ibo son in his 
eyes end on bis bead, wbkb all lbs foon of oresn coutd not root i pid bo 
never drew hb fool out ot too Iwi nsier, d-ntug hlsr>es sod bb valet’s? 
[ Did be never lunWelato a tliw or labs, ftvblng. sod vU lu bb wri rloibee 
' In tbe ttoel, or oe Itte bsnb, aflerwerds. * Murcbed and drenebed,' like s 

I iroe >>purtunaa? ' Ob for breath ta nlierr-bui mahr him my rompti* 
j menu; he bs clever rellow for atl Ibal-S very clcvat fellow ."-Lord Hyren 
' (S Nr. Ifsrrsy. aug. 12, 18(9. 
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icni. 

Our shipwreck'd seamen thought it a good omen — 

I It is as well to think so, now and then ; 
was an old custom of the Greek and Roman, 

And may become of great advantage when 
Folks are discouraged; and most surely no mm^ 

Mad greater need to nerve Utemselves again 
Than these, and so this rainbow look’d like hope — ^ 
Ouite a celestial kaleidoscope.' ' ' 

' ^ • xciv. 

About this time a beautilul white bird, 

^ Webfooted, not unlike a dove in size 
And plumage (probably it might have err’d 
Upon its course), pass'd oft before tlieir eyes. 

And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The men witlitn tim boat, and in this guise 
It cgme and went, and flutter’d round them till 
Night ^11 this seem’d a belter omen still.* 

* * xcv. 

But in this easel also must remark, 

’T was well this bird of promise did not percl), 
Because the tackle of our shatter’d bark 
Was not so safe for roosting as a church ; 

And had it been the dove from Noah’s ark, 

Returning there from her successful searcli 
Which in tlieir w ay that moment clianced to fall, 

They would have eat her, olive'brauch and all. 
xcvi. 

With twilight it again came on to blow. 

But not with violence ; the stars shone out, 

The boat made way ; yet now tlicy were so low,* 

They knew not where nor wljat they were about : 
Some hneied they saw land, and some said **No! ” 
The frequent fog-hanks gave tl)em cause to doubt — 
Some swore that they, heard breakers, other guns,< 
And all mistook about the latter once. 

* ■ • XCVII. 

As morning broke, the light wind died away, 

When he who had the watch sung out, and swore 
If ’t was not land that rose with the sun’s ray. 

He wish’d that land he never might see more ; * 
And the rest rubb'd tNcir eyes, and saw a bay, * 


* {All instniroent, invented by Sir Uavhl Drenitcr, which pleases 
iIi'r eye by on erer-varyins luccessfoii uf sjilendiU lints and syiu- 
nieplcal Iwms. ami lias been of greatserviev in iuggesiiiig paUenu 
U> mir tnaonfaciiircrs.— R.j 

* f "^6o*r tA/a lime a beanUfm xf/hHc friVif, %ceb-{MOted, and 
not unlike a dofe in sise and plumage, hovered over the mast* 
tieail ol the cutter, and. notwithsUodiog ihe pilchiog of the boat, 
rroqueDtiyal/emp(;dtop(!reAonit,.iDd cuntmueiltu ftulle$- theie 
nil dark. Trifling as ihia drciimstance may appear, it was coii- 
Mdered by u» all as a propillout omen.”— Lots vfthe Lady tloboi t 
pocHel.] 

* [ .MS.— “Tbo iMut Mird, but ituir tpiiUi weiaioloi*, 

Tbcy knew uol,” «tc. J 

* t'*'! fouiKl it necosiary to cauikm the people against being 
deceived by the appemancs of land. or calling outllll Uicy were 
convinced of iho reality, more especially as fog-banks arc ofii n 
mistaken for Unrl ; several of Uic poor fcltow j nevcriUcIi'^ rc- 


I Or thought they saw, and sh.iped their course for 
; For shore it was, and gradually grew [shore; 
. Distinct, «f4,high, and palpable to view. 

I XCYIII. 

' And then of these some part burst into tears, 

I And others, looking with a stupid stare,* 

I Could not yet separate their hopes from fears, 

And seem’d as if they had no further care ; 

I W hile a few pray'd — (the tirst time for some years) — 
I And at the bottom of the boat three were 
' Asleep : they shook them by the hand and bead, 

I And tried to awaken them, but found them dead, 
i xcix. 

I Tlie day before, fast sleeping on tite water, 
j They found a turtle of the hawk's-bill kind, 

I And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her,7 
Which y ielded n day’s life, and to their mind 
I Proved even still a more nutritious matter. 

Because it left encouragement behind : 

They thought that in such perils, more than chance 
Had sent them this for their deliverance. 

c. 

The land appear'd a high and rocky coast. 

And higher grew the mountains as they drew, 

Set by a current, toward it : they were lost 
In various conjectures, for none knew 
To what part of the earth they liad been tost. 

So changeable had been the winds that blew; 

Some thought it was Mount /Etna, some the highlands 
Of Candia, Cyprus, Rluxies, or other islands. 

Cl. 

Meantime the current, w ith a rising gale, 

Still set them onwards to the welcome shore, 

. Like Charon’s bark of spectres, dull and pale : 

I Their living freight was now reduced to four, 

, And three dead, w hom their strength could not avail 
To heave into the deep with those before, 

'fhough tbe two sharks still follow’d them, and dash'd 
. The spray into their faces as they splash'd. 

i . cii. . ' 

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat, bad done 
I Their work on them by turns, and thinn’d tliein to 


paitedly exclaimed they heard breakers, and aomc the firing of 
guns.— Lady HobarL] 

* ( ** 4 t length one of them broke into a most immoderate 
swearing fit ofJoyjVkhkb i could not restrain, ami dcclomi. lhal 
ks-Jiad nerer teen land in hit Ufe. if what he now taw tptu not 
land.'— centaur.] 

^ [ The joy at a ap<^)y relief affecletl <is all in a most remarkable 
^ way. Uany bwr«t tears ; tome looked at each other with r> 

; o/wpirf stare, as if doubtful of the reality of they saw { while 

several were In such a lethargic condition, that no onlmatiug 
words couhl rouse them to tteriion. At this affecting t>eriod, 1 
proposed offerlog up our sokmo thauks to Ilearea for the iinracu- 
ious drlivcroace.*'— Zndy l/obarU] 

7 [**A(Ut haviog suffered ibe horrors of hunger and tliirst for 
many days, they provideotully took a stnall lurlle whilst floating 
aiUey on the. turfaee of the trofor.”— T'Aon.Os.} 
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Such things a mother had not known her son 
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew; • 

By night chill'd, by day scorch'd, thus one by one 
They perish’d, until wither’d to these few, 

But cliic^y by a s{>ecies of self-slaughter. 

In washing down Pedrillo with salt water, 
cm. 

As they drew nigh the land, which now was seen 
Unequal in its aspect here and there, 

They felt the freshness of its growing green, 

'Hiat waved in forest-tops, and smooth’d the air. 
And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen 
From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bore — 
Lovely seem’d any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 

CIV. 

The shore look’d wild, without a trace of man, 

And girt by formidable waves; but they 
Were mad for land, and thus their course they ran, 
Though right ahead the roaring breakers lay : 

A reef between them also now began 
To show its boiling surf and bounding spray; 

But finding no place for their landing better, 

They ran the boat for shore,— and overset her.* 
cv. 

But in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 

Juan to lave his youthful limbs was wont; 

And having learnt to swim in that sweet river, 

Had often turn’d the art to some account : 

A better swimnier you could scarce see ever, 

He could, perhaps, have pass'd the Hellespont, 

As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided) 
Leander, Mr. Ekeiihead, and 1 did.* 

cvi. 

$0 here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 

He buoy’d his boyish limbs, and strove to ply 
With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark. 

The beach which lay before him, high and dry : 

The greatest danger tere was from a shark. 

That carried off his neighbour by the thigi) ; 

As for the other two, tliey could not svint* «* 

So nobody arrived on shore but Iiim. . , 

evil. 

Nor yet had he arrived but for the oar, ^ 

Which, providentially for him, was wash’d 
Just as his feeble arms could strike no more. 

And the hard wave o’erwhelm’d him as ’t was 
dash'd 

Within his grasp; he clung te it, and sore. 

The waters b^t while he thereto was lash’d; 


> t “ Our IxMlies were nolhin; but aklo and bosea. our Umba wrre 
(nil of sores ainl we were clothed in rasi. An Indlfiereat ipecLator 
wooKI have been at a iocs which most to admire, the eyea of famine 
sparkling at immnlialc relief, or Iheborrur of thrir preserver at 
the right of ao mjny upectm*. whose gbasliy Counteaaiices. If the 
caiBo had hren tmkuown, would rallier have excitcvl lerror than 
pity.'— BUCU-] 


[ At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, be 
I Roll’d on the beach, half senseless, from the sea : 

I 

j evin. 

I There, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Fast to the sand, lest the returning wave, 

1 From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung. 

Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 

And there he lay, full length, where he was flung, 
Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave, 

With just enough of life to feel its pain, 
f And deem that it was saved, perhaps, in vain. 

I cix. 

j With slow and staggering effort he arose, 

Hut sunk again upon his bleeding knee 
I And quivering hand ; and then he look’d for tlioso 
* Who long had been his mates upon tl)C sea ; 

But none of them appear'd to share his woes. 

Save one, a corpse from out the famish’d three, 
Who diexl two days before, and now had found 
An unknown barren beach for burial ground, 
cx. 

And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast, 
j And down he sunk; and as he sunk, the. sand 
j Swam round and round, and all his senses pass'd : 

I He fell upon his side, and his stretch’d hand 
1 Droop’d dripping on the oar (their jurv-inasl), 

And, like a wither'd lily, on the land ^ 

His slender frame and pallid as|)ect lay, 

: As fair a thing as e'er was form’d of clay. ^ 

I CXI. 1. 

, How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 

, He knew not, for the earth was gone for him, 

I And Time had nothing more of night nor day 

For his congealing blood, and senses dim ; 

' And how this heavy faintness pass’d away 

I He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

I And tingling vein, seem'd throbbing back to life, 

’ For Death, though vanquish’d, still retired with strife. 

I . * ■ cxii, * 

* 

His eyes he open’d, shot, again unclosed, 
j For all was doubt and dizziness; he thou^t 
He still was in the boat, and had but dosed, * 

And felt again with his despair o’erwrought, 

And wish’d it death In which he bad reposed, * 

I And then once more his feel^iw back w ere brought, 
I And slow by his swimming Was seen • ■* 

A lovely female ftce of seventeen. / * 

I r. . /’ . ■ 

I *T was bending close o’er his, and the small moath 
I Seem’d almost prying into his for breath ; 


♦ - • 

• [“ They dljcbrcred (iodrtjfAI Jiiil glmrUforlt Then; 
briof a teryhrnpy turf, they timi (be btal'a hc«U 

In it, which, rruni wCAkne.*, (Iiey vrern nnibte to cumpicic, aoil 
soon afterwxnJt (A« boat'^ptri."—h:sfapf. of oeftTifts from SI, 
tfrirna. 

> iSco (tnic, p. eo. ^ ^ . * . 
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And, chafing him, the soft warm band of youth 
Recall'd his answering spirits back from death; 
And, bathing his chill temples, tried to soothe 
Each pulse to animation, till beneath 
Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 
To these kind efforts made a low reply. 

cxiv. 

'flien was the cordial pour'd, and mantle flung 
Around his scarce-clad limbs; and the fair arm 
Raised higher the faint head which o’er it hung ; 

And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm, 
Pillow'd his deatlViike loreltead; then she wrung 
His dewy curls, long drench'd by every storm ; 
And watch’d with eagerness each tbrob that drew. 
A sigh from his heaved bosom— and hers, too. 

CIV. 

And lifting him with care into the cave, 

The gentle girl, and her attendant,— one 
Young, yet her elder, and of brow less grave. 

And more robust of figure, — Rien b^n 
To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 
Light to Uie rocks that roofd them, which the sun 
Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe’er 
She was, appear’d distinct, and tall, and fair, 
cxyi. 

Her brow was overhung with coins of gold, 

That sparkled o'er the auburn of her hair. 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were roll’d 
In braids bdiind ; and though her stature were 
Even of the highest for a female mould, 

They nearly reach’d her heel ; and in her air 
There was a something which bespoke command, 
As one wlio was a lady in the land. 

CXVII. 

Her liair, I said, was auburn ; but her eyes 
Were black as death, Uieir lashes the same hue, 
Of downcast length, in w hose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to Uie view 
Forth from its raven fringe Uie full glance flies, 
Ne'er with such force the swiftest arrow (lew; 

’T is as the snake late coil’d, who pours his length. 
And burls at once his venom and his strength, 
cxviii. 

Her brow was white and low, lier cheek’s pure dye 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun; 

Short upper lip — sw^lnilps! that uiake us sigh 
Ever to have seea such; for she was one ' 
Fit for the model of a statuary, • . 

(A race of mere impostors, wlien all ’s done — % 
1 've seen much finer women, ripe and real, 

Than all the nonsense of Uieir sunie ideal.' 
cxix. 

1 ’ll tell you why I say so, for ’t Is Just 
One should not rail without a decent cause : 


f wt of bumlMis nvab, nhen«H '•dent- 

I Mioniucii ea*r Hoatco, ripe «imI real. 


There was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I ne'er saw justice done, and yet she was 
A frequent model ; and if e'er she must 
Yield to stern Time and Nature’s wrinkling laws, 
They will destroy a face which mortal thought 
Ne’er compass’d, nor less mortal chisel wrought.) 

I cxx. 

And sucli was she, the lady of the cave ; 

I Her dress was very difierent from the Spanish, 
Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave; 

For, as you know, Uie Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave 
Around them (what 1 hope will never vanish) 

Tlie basquina and the mantilla, they 
Seem at the same time mysUcal and gay. 

cxxi. 

But with our damsel this was not the case : 

Her dress was mapy-colour’d, finely spun; 

Her locks curl’d negligently round her face, 

But through them gold aud gems profusely shone ; 

' Her girdle sparkled, gnd the richest lace 
I Flow’d in her veil, and many a precious stone 
Flash’d on her little hand ; bat, what was shocking. 
Her small snow feet had slipp^s, but no stocking, 
cxzn. 

The other female’s dress was not unlike. 

But of inferior materials : she 
Had not so many ornaments to strike. 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry; and her veil, in form alike, 

Was coarser ; and her air, though firm, less free ; 
Her hair was thicker, but less long ; her eyes 
I As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

CXXIII. 

And these two tended him, and cheer'd him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions. 
Which are— (as I must own)— of female growth. 
And have ten thousand delicate inventions : 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 

A thing which poesy but seldom mentions, 

But the best dish that e’er was cook’d since Homer’s 
Achilles order’d dinner for new comers. 

CXXIV. 

I I 'll tell you who tlvey were, this female pair, 

I Lest they sliould seem princesses in disguise; 

I Besides, f bate all mystery, and that air 
I 01 clap-trap, which your recent poets prize ; 

I And so, in short, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before your curious eyes, 

I Mistress and maid; the first was only daughter 
Of an old man, who lived upon the water. 

exxv. 

A fisherman be bad been in bis youth. 

And still a sort of fisherman was lie; 


Th^o ail ibe nonaanw gf iheir d- -d idiial.'*} 
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But other speculations were, in sooth, 

Added to bis connexion with the sea, 

Perhaps not so respectable, in truth : 

A little smuggling, and some piracy, 

I^eft him, at last, the sole of many masters 
Of an ill’gotten million of piastres. 

CXXVl. 

A fislier, therefore, was he, — though of men, 

Like I’eter the Apostle, — and he fish'd 
For wandering merchant-vessels, now' and then, 
And sometimes caught as many as he wish'd ; 
The cargoes he confiscated, and gain 

He sought in the slave-market too, and dish'd 
Full many a morsel for that Turkish trade, 

By w hich, no doubt, a good deal may be made. 

CXXVII. 

ile was a Greek, and on his isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller Cyclades) 

A very handsome house from out his guilt, 

And there he lived exceedingly at ease; 

Heaven knows w hat cash he got or blood he spilt, 

A sad old fellow was he, if you please ! 

But this I know, it was a spacious building, 

Full of barbaric can ing, paint, and gilding. 

CXXVIIl. 

He had an only daughter, call'd HaidM, 

The greatest heiress of the Eastern Isles ; 
Besides, so very beautiful was she, 

Her dowry was as nothing to her smiles : 

Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree 
She grew’ to womanhood, and between whiles 
Rejected several suitors, just to learn 
How to accept a better in his turn. 

CXXIX. 

And w alking out upon the beach, below 
The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she found. 
Insensible, — not dead, but nearly so, — 

Don Juan, almost famish’d, and half drown'd; 
But being naked, site was shuck'd, you know, 

Yet deem'd herself in common pity bound. 

As far as in her lay, “to take him in, 

A stranger "dying, with so white a skin. 

exxx. 

But taking him into her father’s house 
Was not exactly the best way to save, 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse, 

Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because Uie good old man had so mucli “ vov<, ” 
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave, 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger, 

And sold him instantly when out ot danger. 

cxxxi.. 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relies) 


I ns.-*' Ao4 »urlt • bed Affori.Aixl • prllw." ] 
[n't.— — — ^ Yibleb Oden iprctd. 


To place him in the cave for present rest : 

And when, at last, he open'd his black eyes, 

Their charity increased about their guest ; 

And their compassion grew to such a size. 

It open’d half the turnpike-gates to heaven — 

(St. Paul says, *t is the toll which must be given.) 

CXXXII. 

Tliey made a fire,— but such a fire as they 
Upon the moment could contrive with sudi 
Materials as were cast up round the bay,^ 

Some broken planks, and oars, that to the toucli 
Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch; 

But, by God’s grace, here wrecks were in such plenty, 
That there was fuel to have furnish’d twenty. 
CXXXIII. 

He had a bed of furs, and a pelisse, 

For Uaidee stripp'd her sables off to make 
His couch ; and, that he might be more at ease. 

And warm, in case by chance he should aw nke, 
They also gave o petticoat apiece, * 

She and her maid, — and promised by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and fish, 
cxxxiv. 

And thus they left him to his lone repose : 

Juan slept like a top, or like the dead. 

Who sleep at last, perhaps (God only know s), 

Just for the present; and in his hill'd head 
Not even a vision of his former woes [spread • 
Throbb'd in accursed dreams, which sometimes 
Unwelcome visions of our former years, 

Til) the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears, 
cxxxv. 

Young Juan slept all dreamless : — but the maid 
\^^lo smooth’d his pillow, as she left the den 
Look’d back upon him, and a moment stay’d, 

And turn'd, believing that he call'd again. 

He slumber'd ; yet she thought, at least she said 
(The heart will slip, even as the tongue and pen). 
He had pronounced her name — but she forgot 
That at this moment Juan knew it not. 

cxxxvi. 

And pensive to her father’s house she went. 
Enjoining silence strict to Zoe, who 
Better than her knew what. In fact, she meant, 

She being wiser by a yeafr or two ; 

A year or two ’s an age when rightly spent. 

And Zoe spent hers, as most women do, 

In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in Nature’s good old college. 

* CXXXVII. 

The mom broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
Fast in his cave, and nothing clash'd upon 


And romn )1kr Aprslnn b«ll apon tl<c mind, 
No * biwlets mbrlc,' |>n( ‘ t wreck behind.'** ] 
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Jlis rest ; the rushing of the neighbouring rill, 

And the young beams of the excluded $un« 
Troubled him not« and he might sleep his fill; 

And need he had of slumber yet, for none 
Had suffer’d more — his hardships were comparative' 
To those related in my grand-dad’s “Narrative.” ■ 

CXXXVlll. 

Not so Haid^ : she sadly toss’d and tumbled, 

And started from her sleep, and, turning o'er, 
Hream’d of a thousand wrecks, o’er which she stum- 
bled, 

And handsome corpses strew'd upon the shore ; 
And woke her maid so early tiiat she grumbled. 

And call'd her father's old slaves up, who swore 
In several oaths — Armenian, Turk, and Greek — 
They knew not what to think of such a freak. 

CXXXIX. 

But up she got, and up she made them get, 

With some pretence about the sun, that makes 
Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set ; 

And ’t is, no doubt, a sight to see when breaks 
Bright Ph(fbus, while the mountains still arc wet 
With mist, and every bird w'ith him awakes, 

And night is flung off like a mourning suit 
Worn for a husband,— or some other brute.* 

CXL. 

I say, the sun is a most glorious sight; 

I ’ve seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 


' 1 11*4 iB«n< dangm on tbc deep;— 

Aud Ibote «tn> oot drowo'd, •( leiM omt UMp.^ 

• [Entitled "A MarraUro of the ilononrabic John Byron {Com- 
modore [n« Iaieex|>ei}llHiD round the world), cun laiiiingan account 
of the (treat dUlrt«»ca aulfered by himaelf and hU companloan on 
the coast of Patagonia, from the year 17S0, till their arrival (n 
KnRlaikd, t74i6; written by ilimtclf.” ThU uairatiTC, one of Ibe 
most inicrestiog Uiat ever appeared, was publUlied In I76S. " It 
is well kouwo,” uys the Commodore in bU pre face, “Uial the 
* tv ager,* one of Lord Aiis)n*f aqoadron, was castaway npon a 
desolate Uland in Ihe South Seas. Tbe nthfect of this book is a 
rrUlloQ of Ihe extraordinary difficulties and hanithipa through 
which, by the assistance uf Divine Providence, a small pari of our 
crew escaped lo their native land; and a very small prujMirlion of 
Ibosc made their way, in a new and imheard-of manner, over a 
large and desert Iraci of land, belween the western mouth of the 
Magellanic strait, amt ibe capital of Chili : a country scarce to be 
paralleietl in any part of Ihe globe, in that it aftLwds neilber fraita, 
grain, nor even rotju proper for the sustenanee of man ; and what 
U still more rare, tbe very sea, which yieldia pleirifiil support to 
many a lianrii coast, on lliit tem(icstnous and inhoB|>itable short* 
is fouud to be almost as barren as the land: aud it must be con^ 
fessfd, that to those w|k> cannot Interest themselves wllh seeing 
bnnian nature labouring from day today, lo preserve its rxUieuce, 
under a coniiniial want of nirb real DeccM-vries as f»ud and shelter 
from the most rigorous cllinaie, the foltowing sheets will afford 
but little entertainment. Yet, after all, it mii<-t be allowed, that 
there can be no other way of ascertaining the geoRrapby and lu- 
liiral history of a country, which is altogrliwr morass and rock, 
incapable of products ami culture, iliaii by selling down every 
minute circumstance which was observed In traversing ft. Tbc 
same may be said of tbe inlMbiiaiits, their manners, religion, and 
language. What fruits could a Kiimpean reap from a more inti- 
mate acquaintance with them. Utan what he will find in Ihe (ol- 
louing accidental ohscrralions? We saw the nimt improfll.'iblc 
spot no the face of the globe, and such It is de4icril»ed aud ascer- 


I have gat up on ptir|K)se .'ll! the niglit,^ 

W'hich hastens, as physicians say, oue's fate; 
And so all ye, who would be in the right 
In health and purse,* begin your day to date 
From davbreak, and w hen coHiird at fourscore. 
Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four.* 

CXLI. 

And Haid6e met the morning face to face ; 

Her own was freshest, though a feverish flush 
Had dyed it with, the headlong blood, whose race 
From heart to cheek is curb'd into a blush, 

Like to a torrent which a mountain's base, 

That overpowers .some Alpine river's rush. 
Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread; 
Or the Red Sea — but the sea is not red. ? 

cxLir. 

And down tlie cliff the island virgin came. 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew. 
While the sun smiled on her with his first flame. 
And young Aurora kiss'd her lips with dew, 
Taking her for a sister; just the same 
Mistake you would have made on seeing the two. 
Although the mortal, quite as fresh and fair. 

Had all the advantage, too, of not being air.* 

CXLIII. 

And when Into Ute cavern Haid6e stepp’d 
All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That like an infant Juan sweetly slept; 


Ulnetl to be. It la tn be iMiped oome little amend* may l>e raxlr 
by «ucb ooinaiidit oi U given Into Ibe Inlertorof iherntmlry: ahJ 

I liod wbal 1 have put down, hu bad Uie good fortune to be idea*- 
Ing to my friendt } Inoomuch. that the only fault I have yrt bid 
laid lo my papen la that of belag loo abort in the arUcle«.rilic 
Spanish aelllcmetiU. But here. I must say, 1 have Iwen f-arful 
lest Ibe world tn general, who may find compaasinn and Indot- 
gence for ■ protracted laic of diatreaa, may not give Ibe oame d- 
lowanre to a luxuriona imagfnaUon, trfmn|>iiing In a Muhieo 
Iraodlioii from the most dismal to Die gayest tcetira in D»e uDt- 
ver*e, and thrrrl y IndnlRing an egotUra equally o(Ten»lvr in Ike 
envloos and rccunrimia.'* ] 

* [ IIS Wore for a huduind-or Mnne sorb like brule" ) 

4 [MS.- S •' allbouBb orial* 

I ‘v« ebanged, forsoroe ten Ibe dar lonlfbl." | 
s [ In Die year 4764, Dr. Franklin pnblidied, in one of the PaH« 
papers, a moat ingenloiia eosay on Die advaiilagea of early riwns. 
as a mere piece of econooiy. He esUmales the aaving that iniglil 
l>c made in lhat city alone, by iisine tunshirtt itutfod of randUt. 
at olDety-oii mtIMons nf French llvrea. or four milllona sierlin; 
prronnum.— II ii.L.3 

4 [The plan of going to bed early, and rUlng bellmet, hat been 
calli^ Ihe golden rule for ihe allainment of health and Jung life. 

II is sanctioned by various provrrMol rxpressrous; and when n(d 
jwoplc have l>een rxanilncd. regarding ihc c of their long life, 
they uniformly asreed in one pr'lciilar,— lhat they went lo bed 
early, and rove early.— Sia Joan Sincuik.] 

7 [“My opinion is, tlut it is from the Inrge trees or plant* nf 
coral, spread every where over Ibe l>ollom of Uie Red Sea. per- 
fectly in imitation of plants on land, (bat it has obtained tbtiname.” 
— Buck.) 

Ihe Mini’ 

As at ibis momeni I sliiwld like le da 

liul I bnredone nlth kisses— hsviofl klw'd 

All ibo«e Ibst nouM-rsfraillns ibonc I mlK'd.** 
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And then she stopp’d, and stood as if in ave 
(For sleep is awful), and on tiptoe crept 
And wrapt him closer, lest the air, loo raw, 
Should reach his blood, then o’er him still as deatli 
Bent, with hush'd lips, that drank liis scarce-drawn 
breath. 

CXLIV. 

And thus, like to an angel o'er the dying 

>Vho die in righteousness, she lean'd; and tliere 
All tranquilly the shipwreck’d boy was lying, 

As o’er him lay the calm and stirless air : 

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying, 

Since, after ail, no doubt the youthfiil pair 
Must breakfast, and betimes — lest they should ask it, 
She drew out her provision from the basket. 


Slic knew that the best feelings roust have victual, 
And that a siiipwreck’d youth would hungry be; 
Besides, being less in love, she yawn'd a little. 

And felt her veins cliill’d by tl)e neighbouring sea;- 
And so, she cook'd their breakfast to a tittle; 

1 can't say that sbe gave them any tea, 

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey, 
With Scio wine, — and all for love, not money. 

CXLVI. 

And Zoe, when the eggs were ready, and 

rhe coffee made, w ould fain have waken’d Juan ; 
But Haidee stopp’d her with her quick small hand, 
And w iilmut word, a sign her finger drew on 
Her lip, which Zoe needs must understand ; 

And, the first breakfast s{>oilt, prepared a new one. 
Because her mistress would not let her break 
That sleep which seem’d as it would ne’er awoke. 


For still he lay, and on his thin worn cheek 
A purple hectic play’d like dying day 
On the snow-tops of distant hills; the streak 
Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay, [weak ; 
Where the blue veins look’d sliadowy, shrunk, and 
And his black curls were dewy with the spray, 

W hich weigh’d upon them yet, all damp and salt. 
Mix’d with the stony vapours of tlie vault.* 

CXLVItl. 

And she bent o’er him, and he lay beneath, 

Ilusird as the babe upon its motlicr’s breast, 
Droop’d as the willow when no winds can breatbe, 
Lull'd like the depth of ocean witen at reM,* 

Fair as the crowning rose of the wliolc wreath, 

Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest; 

In short, he was a very p*‘:;tcy fellow*, 

AtUiOttgh iiif woes had turn’d him ratlier yeUow* 

CXLTX. 

He Vflke and gazed, and would have slept again, 




But the fair face which met his eyes forbade 
Those eyes to dose, though weaMness and pain 
Had furtlicr sleep a further pleasure made; 

For woman's face was never form’d in vain 
For Juan, so that even when l>c pray’d, 

He turn'd from grisly saints, and martyrs bairy^^QJJjfc ' 
To the sweet portraits of the Virgin Man*. ' -’ejltjg- 

And thus upon his elbow he arose, 

And look'd upon the lady, in whose cheek 
The pale contended w itli the purple rose, - ^ . 

As witii an effort slie began to speak ; SSt 
Her eyes were eloquent, l)er words would pose, . 

Although she told him, in good modern Greek,’ 

^Vith an Ionian accent, low and sweet. 

That he was faint, and must not talk, hut eat. 


IV'ow Juan could not understand a word. 

Being no Gred.*m ; hut he had au car. 

And her voice was tl»e warble of a bird. 

So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear. 

That finer, simpler music ne’er was heard,*- 
The sort of sound we edio with a tear, 
Without knowing why — an overpoweiintt lone, 
Whence Melody descends as from a throne. 


And Juan gazed as one wlio is aw oke 
By a distant organ, douBtiug if he be 
Not yet a dreamer, till the spell is broke 
By the watchman, or some sudi reality. 
Or by one’s early vnlet’s cursed knock; 

At least it is a heavy sound to me. 

Who like a morning slumber — for (he night 
Shows stars and women in a better liglit. 





And Juan, too, was Ikclp’d out from his dream, . r>' 
Or sleep, or wliatsoe’er it was, by feeling 
A most prodigious appetite : the steam ‘ 

Of Zoe’s cookery no dnubt was stealing 
Upon bis senses, ami the kindling beam 
Of the new fire, which Zoe kept up, kneeling 
To stir her viands, made him quite aw ake 
^And lohg for food, but diiefiy a beef-steak. 

CUV. 

fnt beef is rare within thfl|>e oxless isles; 

[ Goat’s flesh there is*no doubt, and kid, and mutton^ 
And, w hen a holiday upon them smiles, 

I A joint upon their hnrbaroDS spits the)* put on : . 

' But this occurs but seldom, between whiles, 

I For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on ; 

I Others are fair and fertile, among which » 

Tins, thougl) not large, was one of the most rich. 
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CL>. 

I say lhat beef is rare, and can’t help thinking 
That the old fable of the illnolaur— 

From which our modern morals, rightly shrinking. 
Condemn the royal lady’s taste who wore 
A cow’s shape for a mask — was only (sinking 
The allegory) a mere type, no more. 

That Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle, 

To make tiic Cretans bloodier in battle. 

CLVI. 

For we all know that English people are 
Fed upon beef— I won’t say much of beer. 
Because ’t is liquor only, and, being far 
From this my subject, has no business here; 

We know, too, they are very fond of war» 

A plcasore — like all pleasures— rather dear; 

So were the Cretans — from which I infer 
That beef and battles both were owing to her. 

CLVII. 

But to resume. The languid Juan raised 
His head upon his elbow, and he saw 
A sight on which he liad not lately gazed 
(As all his latter meals had been quite raw), 
I’hrec or four things, for w hich the Lord he praised, 
And, feeling still tlie famish'd vulture gnaw, 

He fell upon w halc’er was offer’d, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 

CLYIII. 

He ate, uiid l>e was well supplied : and she. 

Who watch’d liim like a mother, would have fed 
Him past all hounds, because slic smiled to sec 
Such appetite iu one she had deem'd dead : 

But Zoe, l^ing older than Haidee, 

Knew (by tradition, for she ne’er had read) 

That famish’d people must be slowly nurst. 

And fed by s|K>onf(ds, else they always burst. 

CLIX. 

And so she took the liberty to s(^e, 

Rather by deeds than words, because tlie ^se 
Was urgent, that the gentleuian, wlio.se fate 
Had made her mistress quit her bed to trace 
The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his plate., 
Unless he wish’d to die upon the place — 

She snatch’d it, and refused another morsel. 
Saying, he had gorged enough to make a horse ill. 

CLX. 

Next they — he being naked, save a tatter’d 
Pair of scarce decent trowsers— went to work, 
And in the lire his recent rag.s they scatter'd, 

And dress’d him, for tlie present, like a Turk, 


' [ Wheu at SeviUe (n 480!1, Lord Byrua lodged In the house of 
tno mimarrird liniU-s; and iu his diary lie describes himself as 
luvin.:; made eamcsl love to ibe youascr of llie ni, wilh the help of 
a dicUunarv. •* For some lime," he says, "I went ou prosporously, 
both a.i ,1 litiRimt and a Inver, lill, at length, the lady louk a fancy 
to a ring »liieli I woit. aud set her heart on my giving it lo her, 
as a pledge of my sincerity. This, however, could not be any 


Or Greek- that is, although it not much matter’d, 
Omitting turban, slipj>ers, pistols, dirk,-~ 

'1‘hey furuisli’d him, entire, eveept some stitches, 
With a clean shirt, and very spacious breeches. 

CLXI. 

And Hien fair llaidee tried her tongue at speaking, 
Rut not a word could Juan c^iunprehend, 

Although he listen’d so that the young Greek, in 
Her earnestness, would ne’er have made an end; 
And, as he interrupted not, went eking 
Her speech out to her protege and friend, 

Till pausing at the last her breath to take, 

She saw he did not understand Romaic. 

CLXII. 

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs, 

And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking e)e, 

And read (the only book she ctwild) the lines 
Ofhis fair face, and found, by sympathy, 

Tlic answer eloquent, where the soul shines 
And darts in one quick glance a long reply ; 

And thus in every look she saw exprest 
A w orld of words, and things at which she guess’d. 

CLXUl. 

And now , by dint of fingers and of eyes. 

And words repeated after her, he took 
A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise, 

ISo doubt, less of her language than her look : 

As he who studies fervently the skies 
Turns oftencr to the stars than to his book, 

Tims Juan learn'd his alpha beta better 
From Haidw’s glance than any graven letter. 

CLXIV. 

'T is pleasing to l>e school’d in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes— tliat is, I mean, 

When both the teacher and the taught are young, 

As was the case, at least, w'here 1 have been 
lliey smile so when ohe ’s right, and wlien one ’s 
wrong 

They smile still more, and then there intervene 
Pressure of hands, perliaps even a chaste kiss ; — * 

1 learn’d. the little that 1 know by this : 

> CLXV. 

That is, some w ords of Spanish, Turk, and Grcdi, 
Italian not at all, having no teachers ; 

Much English I cannot pretend to speak, 

Learning that language chiclly from its preachers. 
Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers 
Of eloquence in piety and prose — * 

1 hate your poets, so read none of those. 


llUng bill llierin^. I il4‘clarcd. wm «i birr serrlce, and imirh mnre 
than Us value,— huUbc ring Itself 1 had made a vuw never logtve 
: away."} 

I * [ai$. "Squenuis oflMiKU-el c«{«ra-or a htu.") 

‘ {8«c Keiioedy'i “ Cimv»>rsaikm» on fieligioo wllh Ixird Byroo 
at Ce(»haloiiia," |>p. «36. 162.} 
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cLxvr. 

As for the ladies, 1 have nought to say, 

A wanderer from the British world of fashion, * 
Where I, like other “ dogs, have had my day,” 

Like other men, too, may have had my passion*— 
But that, like other things, has pass’d away, * * 

And all her fools whom 1 rouW lay the lash on : 
Foes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me 
But dreams of what has been, no more to be. * 

CLXVII. 

Return we to Don Juan. He begun 
To hear new words, a^d to repeat them ; but 
Some feelings, univetsal as the sun, 

Were such as could not in his breast be shut 
More than within the bosom of a nun : 

He was in love,— as you would be, no doubt. 

With a young benefactress, — so was she, 

Just in the way we very often see. 

cLxvin. 

And everj’ day by daybreak— rather early 
For Juan, w ho was somewhat fond of rest— 

She came into the cave, but it was merely 
To see her bird reposing in his nest ; 

And she would softly stir his locks so curly, 

Without disturbing lier yet slumbering guest, 
Breathing all gently o’er Itis cheek and mouth,* 

As o’er a bed of roses tlie sweet south. 

CLXIX. 

And ever)’ morn his colour fresliJier camo» 

And everyday liclp’d on his convalescence ; 

’T was well, because health in Uie human frame 
Is pleasant, besides being true love’s essence. 

For health and idleness to passion's (lame 
Are oil and gunpowder ; and some good lessons 
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 
Wiihout whom Venus will not long attack us.* 
CLXX. 

W hile Venus fills the heart, (witliout heart really 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good,) 
Ceres presents a plate of vermicelli,— 

For love must be sustain’d like flesh and blood,— 
W Idle Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly : 


• (‘Mnl8l5.lfonii«I.lnthera>hJ«ubIewor!<Ion.t>mloo, an i 

Hem, a fraciion. the sesmeut ol a cireJe, the untl ol a mUlioo, the ‘ 

n-jlhingofMunplhin;?. IhadlwctiihclioiioMSlJ.’*— 

• [ MS. *• foM, frtnids. s«, Vlad, are nolbisK more to me 

Than a mere drcaia of eonmbina «'er ibe i«a ." \t 
[MS. “autdlna her »wrvt breeJh tt'er bi« ch«vk ami 

Ase’erabeO ofrokM/etc.} 

<(Docton arc not unauinKHu a« lo ihN conclnuiofi. OrW In- 
deed, who is good .luthonly here. Ii.i» aaid— 

“ Cl VcRos lu Uab. iynlN la li;ne full;” 

Imt he i|ualiriC9 this praompikm in aiiulber place, by recow- 
mending moUcraiion In our cups; for *iue. laiih he. is to love, 
nhat wind is to Uamc : 

"Aaicllur In renin, reolo rertrlaBuliBr IffnU. 

LcoU Jilt lUmoiain, grjudior aura Meat : ” 
iHit ArUtoi.h.-n« also, before Ovid, had tbtislencd wine. *‘Ujc 
milk of Venus.'* But A ihcn.r;Q9 ascribes the chastity of Alexander 
lo his ciCMSirc coinpotatiom ; and .Uontaisne siippi-rls ilw arpi- 


Eggs, oysters, too, are amatory food ;* * 

But who is their purveyor from above « ' 

Heaven knows, — it may be Neptune, Pan, or JdVe. 

CI.XXI. 

When Juan woke he found some good tilings 
ready, 

A bath, a breakfast, and the finest eyes 
That ever made a youthful heart less steady. 

Besides her maid’s, as pretty for their size : 

But I have spoken of all this already— 

And re|)ctitioD ‘s tiresome and unwise, — 

Well— Juaii, after bathing in the sea, 

Came always back lo coffee and Ilaid^. 

CLXXII. 

Both were so young, and one so innocent, 

That hatliing pass’d for nothing; Juan seem’d 
To her, as ’t were, the kind of being sent, 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream’d,* 
A something to he loved, a creature meant 
To be her happiness, and whom she deem’d 
To render happy : all who joy would win 
Must share it, — Happiness was born a twin. J 

CLxxm. 

It was siMh pleasure to behold him, such 
F.nlargemcnt of existence to partake 
Nature willi him, lo tlirill beneath his touch, 

I To watch him slumbering, and to sec him wake*: 

To live with him for ever were too much ; 

But tlien the thought of parting made her quake : 
He was her own, lier ocean -treasure, cast 
Like a rich wreck— her first love, and her last. • 

CLXXIV. 

And Uius a moon roll'd on, and fair Haidec 
Paid daily visits lo her boy, and look 
Such plentiful precautions, that still he 
Reinaiii’d unknown within his craggy nook; 

At last her father's prows put out to sea, ♦ 

For certain merchantmen upon the look, 

Not as of yore lo carry off an lo, 

Bui three Uagusan vessels, kmiid forScio. 

CLXXV. 

Then capie her freedom, for she bad no mother, 


inent of Aihenxtii, by the cooTencoftheMmcproposiiioo, «hco 
he aUribntci the successful gallaulr.c* of hu cirteraporarics to 
their leuiperance in Uic use of winc.~lti> . C. Colto.i.J 
* [MS. for Milboal heart lore Is nol 4alte»» fiKxJ; 

CcTM is fouoii>««rf lo our belUcs, 

AuJ torr, Mbiib oho much ikpro<b on foo<I, 

Wbttc tarrhOK still iirotlde nlib stlu« and Jeliics ; 

Orders ABd rgg* ar« ab« Using luod. " J 
^ [US. — '..’‘JoAii .-otca'd 

To her, as ‘I si are, ihe kind of being »*#t, 

Ol stbooi sIm; hod for these last hto years tlrBam'd.''J 
» I Lord Byron appears to have worited op no pari of his pornj 
wilh luoch beauty ami life of descripliun, u that which narraics 
the loves of Jiwn and llardec. WlullitT It be an episode, or an 
imearaJ pari of hia tfpic, it Is well woiili aJi the rest.— BkTooES.] 
[MS. **Uc Was IKTOMO. her ooesn-IoTrr.rui 
To he her soul's Aral Idol, and its last.*' ] 

I ^ IMS. ^At lost beriaihcr look a soyoge lo an." j ** ^ 
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So that. Iter fatlier beio^ at sea, she was 
’ Free as a titarried uoniaa, or such other 
Fehiale, as wliere she likes may freely pass, 
Without even the incumbrance of a brother, 

The freest she that ever gassed on glass : 

I speak of Christian lands in this comparison, 
Where wives, at least, arc seldom kept in garrison. 


Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk 
(For they must talk), and he had learnt to say 
So much as to propose to take a walk,*- 
For little had he wander’d since the day 
On which, like a young flower snapp’d from the stalk, 
Drooping and dewy on the l>eacli he lay,— 

And thus they walk’d out in the afternoon, 

And saw tlie sun set opposite the moon.' 


It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast, 

With cliffs above, and a broad sandy shore, 
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by a liost, 

WiUi here and there a creek, whose asj>ect wore 
A better welcome to the tempest-tost ; 

And rarely ceased the liaughty billows' roar, 
Save on the dead long summer days, which make 
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake. 


And the small ripple spilt upon the beach 
Scarcely o'erpass’d the cream of your champagne, 
W hen o'er the brim the sparkling buini>erg reach, 
Tliat spring-dew of the spirit ! the heart’s rain ! 
Few things surpass old wine ; and they may preach 
Who please, — the more because they preach in 
vain,— 

Let U8 have wine aod women, mirth and laughter, 
Sermons and soda-water tlie day after. 


Man, being reasonable, must get drunk ; 

TIk best of life is but intoxication : 

G)or>% the grape, love, gold, in these are sunk 
The hopes of all men, and of every nation *, 
AYithout tlieir sap, how branchless were the. trunk 
Of life's strange tree, so fruitful on occasion : 
Bui to return,— Get yery drunk ; and wiien 
You wake with headaoh, you shall see what then. 


Ring for your valet— bid him quickly bring 
Some hock and soda-water, then you ’ll know 
A pleasure worthy Xenes tlie great king ; 

For not the blest slicrbet, sublimed with snow, 
Nor the first sparkle of the desert-spring, 

Nor Burgundy in uU its sunset glow, * 

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter, 

Vic with that draught of hock and soda-water. 


* MW ikftujiMl.and ibcH i«f uooQ.*' J 

S IMS. ** A but dntakoiiwcaii SrHHi. 

^ rvr oft ollcSin'tf nUboMw, 


CLXXXI. 

The coast— 1 think it was the coast that 1 
Was just describing — Yes, it icos Uie coast— 

Lay at this period quiet as the sky, ' 

The sands untnnibled, tlie blue waves untost. 

And* all was stillness, save the sea-bird’s cry, 

And dolphin’s leap, and little billow crost 
By some low rock or shelve, that made it fret 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 

CLXXXII. 

And fortii they wander’d, her sire being gone. 

As I have said, upon an ^xiiedition ; 

And mother, brother, guardiao, she had none, 
SaveZoe, w ho, although with due precision 
She waited on her lady with the sun, 

Tliought daily service was her only mission, 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
And asking now and then for cast-off dresses. 

CLXXXIII. 

It was the cooling hour, just when Hie rounded 
Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill, 
hich then seems as if the whole earth it bounded. 
Circling all nature, bush’d, and dim, and still, 
ith the far mountain-crescent half surrounded 
On oneside, and the deep sea calm and chill 
Upon the other, and the rosy sky, 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And thus Uiey wander'd forth, and hand in hand. 
Over the shining pebbles and the shells, 

Glided along the smooth and harden’d sand; 

And in the worn and wild receptacles 
Work'd by the storms, yet work'd as it were plaou’d, 
111 hollow halls, witli sparry roofs and cells, 

They turn’d to rest; and, each clasp’d by an arm, 
Yielded to the deep tw ilight's purple charm. 

CLXXXV. 

They look’d up to tlie sky whose Boating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright; 

TIvrt gazed uponHlie glittering sea below*, 

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight; 
Thf}’ heard the w*ave’s splash, and the wind so low*. 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 
Into eadi other— and, beholding this. 

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss; 

CLXXXV I. 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and love, 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where lieart, and soul, and sense, in concert move, ' 
Aod the blood 's lava, and the pulse a biaxe, 

Each kiss a heart-quake, — for a kiss's strength, 

I think, it must be reckon’d by its length. 


Kar lb« ilcMrt-«pffJi(. 

Nor fi Inclo ill tiM purple of (to ] 
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cLXXxvn. 

By length I mean duration ; theirs endured 
Heaven knows how long — no doubt tliey never 
reckon’d ; 

And if they had, they could not have secured 
Tlie sum of tlieir sensations to a second : 

They had oot S{K>ken ; but they felt allured, 

As if tlieir souls and lips each other beckon'd, 
Which, being join’d, like swarming bees they clung— 
Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey 
sprung.' 

CLXXXVIU. 

They were alone, but not alone as they 
Who shut in chambers think it loneliness; 

Tlie silent ocean, and the starlight bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grew le^ 

Tlie voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that 1* 
Around tliem, made them to each other press, 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 
Save theirs, and that their life could never die. 


They fear’d no eyes nor ears on that lone beach. 
They felt no terrors from the night, they were 
All in all to eacli other : though their speech 
Was broken words, thfy thought a language there, - 
And all the burning tongues the passions teacdi 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 
Of nature’s oracle — first love, — that all * 

Which Kve has left her daughters since her fall, 
cxc. 

Haid(^e spoke not of scruples, ask’d no vows, 

INor offer’d any ; she had never heard 
Of plight and promises to he a spouse, 

Or perils by a loving maid iiicurr’d ; 

She was all which pure ignorance allows. 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird; 
And, never having dreamt of falsehoc^, she 
Had not one word to say of constancy. 

cxci. 

She loved, and was beloved— she adored, 

And she was worshipp’d ; after nature’s fashion, 
Their intense souls, into each other pour'd. 

If souls could die, had pcrisliJU in tiiat passion;— 
But by degrees their senses were restored, 

Again to be o’ercome, again to dash on ; 

And, beating ’gainst his bosom, Haid^’s heart 
Felt as if never more to beat apart. 

CXCII. 

Alas! they were so young, so beautiful, 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
Was that in which the heart is always full. 

And, having o’er itself no further power. 


Prompts deeds eternity can not annul, 

But pays off moments in an endless shower 
Of hell-flre — all prepared for people giving 
Pleasure or pain to one another living. 

CXCIII. 

Alas! for Juan and HaidecI (hey were 
So loving and so lovely— till then never, 

Excepting our first parents, such a pair 
Had run the risk of being damn’d for ever; 

And llaid^e, being devout as well as fair, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river, 
And hell and purgatory— but forgot 
Just in the very crisis she should not. 

CXCIV. 

They look upon each other, and their eyes 
Gleam in the moonlight ; and her white arm clasps 
Round Juan’s bead, and bis around her lies 
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps; 

She sits upon his knee, and drink.s his sighs, 

He hers, until tliey end In broken gasps; 

And thus they form a group that 's quite antique, 
Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 

cxcv. 

And wiien those deep and burning moments pass’d, 
And Juan sunk to sleep witliin her arms, 

She slept not, but all tenderly, though fast, 

Sustain'd his head upon her bosom's charms; 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast, 

And then on the pale cheek her breast now warms, 
Pillow’d on her o’erflow’ing heart, which pants 
With all it granted, and with all it grants.* 
cxcvi. 

An infant when it gazes on a light, 

A child the moment when it drains the breast, 

A devotee when soars the Host in sight, 

An Aral) with a stranger for a guest. 

A sailor when the prize has struck in fight, 

A miser filling his most hoarded cliest. 

Feel rapture; but not such true joy are reaping 
Asthey who watcho’er what they love while sleeping, 
cxcvii. 

For there it lies so tranquil, so beloved, 

All that it hath of life with us is living; 

So gentle, stirless, helpless, and unmoved. 

And all unconscious of the joy ’t is giving ; 

All it hath felt, inflicted, pass’d, and proved. 

Hush’d into depths beyond the watcher’s diving; 
There lies the thing we love, with all its errors 
And all its charms, like death wiiliout its terrors. 

CXCVIII. 

The lady watch’d her lover— and that hour 
Of Love’s, and Night's, and Ocean's solitude. 


!***• • I 'mture ihrjr a«T«r PcdiooS; 

And hrtiiiJetB’d-nAe iwariQlac beet ib^ cluof. 
And tail'd UBIU (lit »ery pkaturertttof." 

And no€ m u lanorcel, Sol bMb too louog. 

Tbrtr bwrt tbr flAnm." rle.| 


* IMS. ** TbcT bad ao fOriber fartliit. hope, oor arc, 

lawoec.aod Ibat «aa torv-Ont Itne-Uial all.^elc.) 

* ttfS- “I’lletv'd upon bpr bMllNC )WArt-«ibkb paMvJ 

WMti tbe anoet tanaury of all It fraakd.** ) 
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O'erflow’d her soul with their united power; 

Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude. 

She and her wave-worn love bad made their bower, 
Wliere nought upon their passion could intrude, 
And all the stars that crowded the blue space 
Saw nothing happier than her glowing face, 
cxcix. 

Alas! the love of women! it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful tlhng; 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown, 

And if 't is lost, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockeries of the past alone. 

And their revenge is as the tiger's spring, 

Deadly, and quick, and crushing ; yet, as real 
Torture is theirs— what they inflict they feel. 

cc. 

They arc right; for man, to man so oft unjust, 

Is always so to women; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 
Buys them in marriage— and what rests beyond ? 

A thankless husband, next a faitliless lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all ’s over, 
cci. 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers. 
Some mind their household, others dissipation, 
Some run away, and but exchange their cares. 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station; 

Few changes e’er can belter their affairs; 

Theirs being an unnatural situation, 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : ' 

Some play the devil, and then write a novel.’ 
ecu. 

Haid^e was Nature’s bride, and knew not this; 

Haid^ was Passion’s child, born where llie sun 
Showers triple, light, and scorches even Uic kiss 
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters; she was one 
Made but to love, to feci that she was his 
Who was her chosen : what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing — She had nouglit to fear, 
Hope, rare, nor love, beyond; her heart beat here. 

CCIII. 

And oh! that quicke.ning of tlie lieart, that beat! 


WORKS. 

Uow' much it costs us! yet each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet, 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchymy, and to repeat 
Fine truths ; even Conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand each good old maxim, 

So good — I wonder Castlcreagh don't lax ’em. 
cciv. 

And now ’t.w as done-^n the lone shore were plighted 
Their hearts; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed 
Beauty upon the beautiful they liglited : 

Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed, 

By their own feelings hallow’d and united, 

Their priest was Solitude, and Uiey were wed : * 
And they were happy, for to their young eyes 
Each was an angel, and earth paradise.* 

® ccv. 

Oh, Love ! of whom great Cscsar was the suitor, 
Titus the master, Antony the slave, 

Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage bluc-stocking, in whose grave 
All those may leap who rather would be neuter— 
tLeucadia's rock still overlooks the wave)— ^ 

Oh, Love I thou art the very god of evil. 

For, after all, we cannot c^J thee devil. 

ccvi. 

Thou mak’st the chaste connubial state precarious, 
And jestest with the brows of mightiest men : 
Cfcsar and Pompey, Klahomet, Belisarius, 

Have mucli employ’d llie muse of history's pen ; 
Their lives and fortunes \vere extremely various, 
Such worthies Time will never see again ; 

Yet to these four in three tilings the same luck bolds, 
They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. . 

CCVII. 

Thwi mak’st philosophers ; there 's Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a material crew ! 

W bo to immoral courses would allure us. 

By theories quite practicable too; 

If only from the devil they would insure us, 

How' pleasant were the maxim (npt quite new), 

“ Eat, drink, and love, what caathe rest avail us?’’ 
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus.* 
ccviii. 

But Juan ! liad he quite forgotten Julia ? 


* ( Perl»api Ihere are ooi a few women who may profil from 
serin? ill whal a style of conlempliiom coldncis the sufferings to 
which Hcentiotis love expose* ihem are lalketl of hy *mh people 
as the author of Don Juan. Tlic many fme eyes lhal have wrpi 
dangerous tears over Uic de scriptionn of ilie Gulnares and Uodoras, 
cannot l>c the worse for seeing the true sKlc of hit picture.— 
ULiCRWOOn.) 

* Lady Caroline Lamb was *upj>osod by Lord Byron to have 
alltwled to him in her novel of “Clenai von," piihiishcd in 1810.) 

a ( MS.—'* In ttarlr sueH rcrllno liolily nutted, 

ltl SollludBviofI porwntlbey were w«J.~] 

* Don Joan Is dadted on the shore of 5hc Cycladee. where ho U 
found by a brauiihil and Innocent girl, the Uattghlcr of an old ! 
tircck pirate, wUh whom, as mlglil be sHpisosLil, ihesamcffamc of | 


guilt and abandonment u pLsyed over again. There Is, liowevtr. 
a very superior kind of poetry in ihe conception of this amour:— 
the desolate ble— the utter loneliness of the maiden, who b as 
ignorant as she is iDDOcent— llie helpless condition of Uie yuolh— 
every thing conspires to render it a true romance. How easy fer 
Lord ByruR to have kept it free from any slain ot pollution.' 
What cruel barlurity, in creating so mocii of beauty only to mar 
and ruin It! This Is really the very suicide of genius-— B lscs- 

WOOIK) 

' [MS.— Or, 

“ Lraeadla's | | still overlootis the wasc.") 

[Sec note iiilruductury to tho tragedy of SarUaaapalm.'* 
nnfe, p. SaX. 
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And should be have forgotten her so soon ? • 

I can’t but say it seems to me most truly a 
Perplexing question ; buti no doubt, tlie moon 
Does these things for us, and wlienever newly a 
Palpitation rises, ’t is her boon ; 

Else how the devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures? 
ccix. 

1 hate inconstancy — I loathe, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 
>’o permanent foundation can be laid ; 

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest, 

And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 
AVhicb gave me some sensations like a villain, 
ccx. 

But soon Philosophy came to my aid. 

And whisper’d, “ Think of every sacred tie ! ” 

“ I will, my dear Pliilosophy ! ” I said ; 

“ But then her teeth, and then, oh Heaven ! her eye ! 
I’ll just enquire if she be w ife or maid, 

Or neither— out of curiosity.” 

“ Stop ! ” cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian, 
(Though she was masqued then as a fair Venetian)— 
ccxi. 

** Stop!”so I stopp’d.— But to return : Utal which 
Men call inconstancy is nothing more 
Than admiration, due where nature’s rich 
Profusion with young beauty covers o’er. 

Some favour’d object ; and as in the niche 
A lovely statue we almost adore. 

This sort of adoration of the real 

Is but a heightening of tlie beau ideal.” 

* ccxn. 

’T is the perception of the beautiful, 

A fine extension of the faculties, 

Platonic, universal, wonderful, 

Drawn from the stars, and filter’d throughthe skies, 
Without which life would be extremelv dull; 

In short, it is the use of our own eyes, 

With one or two small senses added, just 
To hint that flesh is form'd of fiery dust. 


ccxiii. 

Yet ’t is a painful feeling, and unwilling. 

For surely if we always could perceive 
In the same object graces quite as killing 
As when she rose upon us like an Eve, 

’T would save us many a heartach, many a shilling, 
(For w'e must get them any how^ or grieve,) 
Whereas if one sole lady pleased for ever, 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver ! 

CCXIV. 

I The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 

But changes night and day, too, like the sky ; 
i Now oe'r it clouds and thunder must be driven, 
i And darkness and^lestruction as on high : 

' But when it hath been scorch’d, and pierced, and 
I Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye [riven, 
I Pours forth at last the heart’s blood turn’d to tears 
I Which make the English climate of our years. 

I eexv. 

I The liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its function, 

For the first passion stays there such a w hile, 

That all the rest creep in and form a junction, 

Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil, 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 

I So that all mischiefs spring up from this cntrail, 

I Like earthquakes from the hidden fire call’d cen- 
tral.”* 

eexvi. 

In the mean time, without proceeding more 
In this anatomy, I ’ve finish’d now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before. 

That being about the number I ’ll allow' 

Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four ; 

And, laying down my pen, 1 make my bow. 
Leaving Don Juan and Haidt^ to plead 
For them and theirs with all who deign to read. * 


DON JUAN. 

CANTO THE TUIBIi. * 

I. 

Hail, Muse! et cetera . — We left Juan sleeping. 
Pillow’d upon a fair and happy breast, 


• ( TheCanU) concludes wlili wme ironical cnlr^rs on cotbtancy, 
111 rarily, and ib value. wiTMlinK up with wme caustic sarcasm!., 
from the whole lenur of which we are led to coiicJude ilial Lord 
Bjron has do higher au opinion of men, nor of women. Uian that 
profane wit. who said, Uial when there were but two bndliers on 
the e.irtb. one of them killed the other; and that when Eve had 
only Adam— 

“ Ella aimt mleui, poor s'en bire rooter, 
rrnler I'orellle out fleiirrUa <lu diahle. 

Qde d estre remn,r el oe pa* coquelcr."- CoiToa J 
» ( •* You My that oiiC'haU is very good t you are wrun^ ; for, 
if it were, it would be Itie finest |xjcm in csbleoce. Wiiere is th^ 
poetry of which one.lvilfis gooil? Ls it the .Eocid? is UMIlioo'i? 
b it Dryden’s? U It any ouc i ciceiJt Pope's ami GoldamUh's, of 
which all h good? and yet these two last arc the pocU your pond 
poeti wotilU explode. Bui if one-half of these two cantos be giwd 


In your opinion, what ihe devil would you have more? >'o— ooino 
poetry b generalty ro*mI— only by fils and starts — and you are 
lucky to get a sparkle here and there. You might as well want a 
niidnlghl alt sUna. as rhyme all perfect.”— /.oid j». to Mr. 
Murray.] 

* { Lord Byron began to compose Canto ill. In October, III9 ; 
but the outcry raisesi by the publicaiion of Canttia I. ami II. an> 
Doyed him so tnuch, that he fur a lime UiJ the work aside, and 
afterwards proceeded in it only by fits and starts. Mr. Moore, w ho 
vidicd him while Canto 111. was In progress, says— "So sensitive, 
indeed— in addition to his usual abundance of this quality,— did 
hr, at length, grow on the subject, that wlien Mr. W. Banket, who 
succeeded me as Id* risiter, tiappeiied to tell him, one day, that 
he had heard a Mr. Saimdent (or some sudi name), U»en resident 
at Venice, declare Uiat. In his opinion, ‘ n«»n Jnan was all Gntl»- 
streot,' such art effect had thitdbparagfng speech npon hb mind 
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And watctrd by eyes that neTer yet knew weeping, 
And loved by a young heart, too deeply blest 
To feel the poison through her spirit creeping, 

Or know who rested there, a foe to rest. 

Had soil’d the current of her sinless years, 

And turn’d her pure heart’s purest blood to tears ! 

ti. 

Oh, Love ! what is it in this world of out's 
Which makes it fatal to be loved ? Ah I why 
With cypress branches hast thou Mreathed thy bowers, 
And made thy best interpreter a sigh ? 

As those who dote on odours pluck the flowers, 

And place tlicm on their breast — but place to die — 
Thus the frail beings we v^ould fondly cherish 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish. ' 

III. 

In her llrst passion woman loves her lover, 

In all the others all she loves is love. 

Which grows a habit she can ne’er gel over, 

And fits her loosely — like an easy glove, 

As you may find, whene’er you like to prove her : 

One man alone at first her heart can move ; 

She then prefers him in the plural number. 

Not finding that the additions much encumber. 

IV. 

I know not if the fault be men’s or theirs ; 

But one thing 's pretty sure ; a woman planted — 
(Unless at once she plunge for life in prayers)— 

After a decent time, must be gallanted ; 

Although, no doubt, her first of love affairs 
Is that to wliich her heart is wholly granted : 

Yet there are some, they s.iy, who have had none. 
But those who have ne'er end with only ont* 

V. 

’T is melancholy, and a fearful sign 
Of human frailty, folly, also crime, 

Tliat love and marriage rarely can combine, 

Although they both are born in the same clime ; 
Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine — 

A sad, sour, sober beverage — by lime 
Is sliarpcn'd from its high celestial flavour 
Down to 0 very homely household savour. 

VI. 

There ’s something of antipathy, as ’t were, 


•Between their present and their future state ; 

A kind of flattery that ’s hardly fair 
Is used until the truth arrives too late— 

Yet what can people do, except despair ? 

The same tilings change their names at sudi a rate ; 
For instance — passion in a lover 's glorious, 

But in a husband is pronounced uxorious. 

vn. 

Men grow ashamed of being so very fond ; 

They sometimes also get a little tired 
(But that, of course, is rare), and then despond : 

The same things cannot always be admjred. 

Yet ’t is “ so nominated in the bond,” 

That both are tied till one shall have expired. 

Sad thought 1 to lose the spouse that was adorning 
Our days, and put one’s servants into mourning. 

vin. 

Hiere 's doubtless something in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true love’s anlitliesis; 
Romances paint at full length people’s wooings. 

But only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings. 

There ’s nothing wrong in a connubial kiss : 

Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch’s wife. 

He would have written sonnets all his life?’ 

IX. 

All tragedies are finish’d by a death. 

All comedies are ended by a marriage; 

The future states of both are left to faith, 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come of both, or fall beneath, 

And then both worlds would punish their miscar- 
riage ; 

So leaving each tlietr priest and prayer-book ready. 
They say no more of Death or of the Lady.* ' 

X. 

The only two that in ray recollection 
Have sung of heaven and hell, or marriage, are 
Dante’ and Milton,^ and of both the affection 
Was hapless in their nuptials, for some bar 
Of fault or temper ruin’d the connection 
(Such things, in fact, it don't ask much to mar); 
But Dante’s Rentrice and Milton's Eve 
Were not drawn from their spouses, you conceive.? 


(though coming from a p<?nion who. at he himself would have il, 
was 'nothing but a d—d ull-tish stUcr'), Uiat, for stmie ibnu after, 
by his own cuofeMioii to Mr. Banker, he could not bring himself 
to write another lino of ibe i’orm; ami one raoruing. o|icniDg a 
drawer where the neglected manuscript lay, he said to his friend, 
'Tax)k licrc— this B all Ur Saiinilvn't Grub-street.' Cantm 111-, 
IV. and V. were publhheil together in August, tsai,— still wliboot 
the name cither of author or bookseller —h.] 

>(Tbis, we must allow, is pretty enongb,auil nut at allobjectioiw 
able in a moral point of view. We fear, luiwever, that we cannot 
say as much for what inarryiBg Is no joke, and therefore 

nuta tit subject * marru-U man to he 

merry ou that acong^ Is ter} iv overcome the toolliach 

by a laugh.— HO€«d^ , 


• [These two lines arc a vcnitication of a saying of Uoniaigne.] 
) [ MS,—’* 0»d reirBrch't {MHion Ini to rnrareb't nnMtng, 

Bow iMQr MnneU bod eonied ibr bcildlni r” ] 
t [The old ballad of “Death and Ibo Lady" is alluded to In 
Sbaks|>eare. ] 

< (Dante calls bis wife. In Uie Inferno, "La 6cra moglle." 
See onfe. p. S98. 

« Milton's first wife ran away from him within the first monili. 
If she had noL what would J<dm Hilton have done ? 

7 [From whatever causes it may have arisen, the coincidence it 
no less striking than saddening, that, on the list of married p'»eis 
who have been unhappy in U>«r liomci. there should already bo 
fbuiid four Mich iltoBlrioiis names as Dante. Milloii, 5hsk‘‘i»eare.an<l 
Dryilen: and that wedioulduow have to athl, as a partner in their 
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Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress — I, ' 

Although my opinion may require apology, 

Deem this a commentator's phantasy, 

Unless indeed it was from his own knowledge he 
Derided thus, and sltow'd good reason why; 

I think that Dante’s more abstruse ccstatics 
Meant to personify the rnathonatics.' 

XII. 

ilaidM and Juan were not married, but 
The fault was theirs, not mine : it is not fair, 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to put 
The blame on me, unless you wish they were; 
Then if you ’d hare them wedded, please to shut 
The book which treats of this erroneous pair, 
Before the conseqiienecs grow too awful ; 

*T is dangerous to read of loves unlawful. 

XIII. 

Yet they were happy,— happy in the illicit 
Indulgence of their Innocent desires; 

But more imprudent grown w ith every visit, 

Haid^ forgot the island was her sire's. 

■When we have what we like, ’t is hard to miss it, 

At least In the beginning, ere one tires; 

Thus she came often, not a moment losing, 

Whilst her piratical papa was cruising. 

XIV. 

Let not his mode of raising cash seem strange, 
Although he fleeced the flags of every nation, 

For into a prime minister but change 
His title, and ’t is nothing but taxation ; 

But he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an honester vocation 
Pursued o’er the high seas his watery journey,* 

And merely practised as a sea-attorney. 

XV. 

The good old gentleman hod been detain’d 
By winds and waves, and some important captures , 
And, in the hope of more, at sea remain’d. 

Although a squall or tw’o had damp’d his raptures, 
By swamping one of the prizes; he had chain’d 
His prisoners, dividing them like chapters 
In number’d lots ; they all had cuffs and collars, 

And averaged each from ten to a hundred dollars. 

XVI. 

Some he disposed of off Cape Matapan, 

Among his friends the Mainots; some he sold 
To bis Tunis correspondents, save one man 
Toss’d overboard unsaleable (being old); 

The rest — save here and there some riclier one, 
Reserved for future ransom in the hold — 


Were link’d alike, as for the common people he 
Had a large order from the Day of Tripoli. * 

XVII. 

The mercliandise was sened in the same way, 

Pieced out for different marts in the I>‘vant, 

Except some certafn portions of the prey, 

Light classic articles of female want, 

French stuffs, lace, tweezers, toothpicks, teapot, tray, 
Guitars and castanets from Alieant, 

AH which selected from the spoil he gathers. 

Robb’d for his daughter by the best of fathers. 

xviti. 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a mackaw*. 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens, 

He chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier, too, which once had been a Briton’s, 

Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pittance; 

These to secure in this strong blowing weather, 

He caged in one huge hamper altogether. ' 

XIX. 

Then liaving settled his marine affairs. 

Despatching single cruisers here and there, 

His vessel having need of some repairs. 

He shaped his course to where his daughter fair 
Continued still her hospitable cares; # 

But that part of the coast being shoal and bare, 

And rough with reefs which ran out man^ a mile, 

His port lay on the other side o’ the isle. 

XX. 

And there he went ashore without delay. 

Having no custom-house nor quarantine 
To ask him awkward questions on the way 
About the time and place where he had been : 

He left his ship to be hove down next day, 

With orders to the people to careen ; 

So that ail hands were busy beyond measure, 

Id getting out goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. ■ 

XXI. ' 

Arriving at the summit of a hill 
Which overlook’d the white walls (^his Home, 

He stopp’d.— What singular emotions GJi 
Their bosoms who have been induced to roam ! 

With fluttering doubts if ail l)c well or Ul — 

Witii love for many, and with fears for some ; 

All feelings whicli o’erleap the years long lost, * 

And bring our hearts back to their starting-post, 
xxil. 

The approach of home to husbands and to sires, « 

After long travelling by land or water, 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires — « 

A female family ’s a smous matter ; 


de^tfnjr. a name wwiby of Itcins placed beside the grealesi of 
ihem.— Moots.) 

* ( I.«It B. woald hare made aa cxcellenl Wtangfer il (Mm- 


ouch mare of oorre, perhaps af nil, 
Tiisii aos (rfibeparoriisi af Flu.'*) 


l »*2 
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(None trusts the sex more* or so much admires — • I 

* But they hate flattery, so 1 never flatter;) « | 

Wives in their husband* absences grow subtler. 

And daughters sometimes run oCf with the butler. 

\XI1I. 

An honest genUeman at bis return 
May not have the good fortune of Ulysses; 

Not all kme matrons for their husbands mourn, 

Or show the same dislike to suitors' kisses; 

The odds are that he flnds a handsome uru 
To bis memory— and two or three young misses 
Born to some friend, who holds his wife and ricbe.s, — 
And that hU Argus' bites him by — the breeches. 

XXIV. 

If single, probably his plighted fair 
Has in his absence wedded some rich miser; 

But all the better, for the happy pair 
May quarrel, and the lady growing wiser. 

He may resume his amator)' care 
As cavalier servente, or despise her; 

And that his sorrow may not be a dumb one, 

Write odes on the Inconstancy of Woman. 

XXV. 

And oh! ye gentlemen who have already 
Some chaste liaison of the kind— I mean 
An honest friendship with a married lady— 

The only thing of this sort eVer seen 
To last— Krf* all connexions the most steady, 

And the true Hymen tthe first *s but a screen)- 
Yet for all that keep not too long away, 

I *ve know'n the absent wrong'd four times a day.' 

XXVI. 

I^mbro, our sea-solicitor, who had 
Much less experience of dry land than ocean, 

On seeing his own chimney-smoke, felt glad; 

But not knowing metaphysics, had no notion 
Of the true reason of his not being sad. 

Or that of any oUier strong emotion; 

^ He loved his child, and would have wept the loss other. 
But knew the cause no more than a philosopher. 


xxvii. 

He saw his white walls shining in the sun. 

I His garden trees all siiadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulet's light bubbling run. 

The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 
The umbrage of the wood ao cool and dun 
The moving figures, and the sparkling sheen 
Of arms (in the East all arm>^and various dyes 
Of colour’d garbs, as brif^t as butterflies. 

XXVIII. 

And as the spot where they appear he nears, 

Surprised at these unwonted signs of idling. 

He hears — alas! no music of the spheres, 

But an unhallow'd, earthly sound of fiddling ! 

A melody whicli made him doubt his ears, 

The cause being past his guessing or unriddling ; 

A pipe, too, and a drum, and shortly after, 

A most unoriental roar of laughter. 

XXIX. 

And still more nearly to the place advancing, 
Descending rather quickly the declivity, 

Through the waved branchi'S, o'er the greensward 
'Midst other indications of festivity, [glancing. 
Seeing a troop of his domestics dancing 
Like dervisex, who turn as on a pivot, he 
Perceived it was the Pyrrhic dance ’ so martial, 

To which the Levantines are very partial. 

XXX. 

And further on, a group of Grecian girls, < 

The first and tallest her white kerchief waving. 
Were strung together like a row of pearls, 

Link'd hand in hand, and dancing; eadi too having 
Down her white neck long floating auburn curls — 
(The least of which would set ten poets raving) ; ’ 
Their leader sang — and bounded to her song. 

With choral stop and voice, the virgin throng. 

• XXXI. 

And here, assembled cros^-legg’d round their trays. 
Small social parties just begun to dine; 

Pilaus and meats of all sorts met the gaze, 


l*-TbD« a«4r Um ronrerrinR u itmj drew, 

Arfw. «ti« duR, hh aiKifot mMer knew; 

Be, aol ■SMOKlow or iIm voire om> treed, 
uru lo Ibc eouod bU eer. and reen M* baed. 

Da knew hii (ord ; be knew, and firor« (a inaci, 

Id vein be alrate, to crawl and klai bl< (eai ; 

VU {all ba couMl bli lall, bla rtrt, bU eyre 
Saluia bli matlar. and r»nlif«a bi»)o)*. 

■•n ptty loadi'd tb« fDtgMy maeur'a atml ; 
kdown hU eberk a tear unbidden »iulc, 

Stole oD|>erce<>ed ; be mro* bU bend, aoddiy'd 
Tbedrop hnnieoc; iheo Ibui liu(Maalan'd cry'd : 

' Wbel noble Ima in IbU ebandon'd thrtr 
Llea ban all hdpleuel Dlyam’ tale? 

BU bulb and basuly apeak no rtilfar praUt. - 

n. aa be Menu, be waa Id bcUer day*. * 

Soiw (»ra bif afedwtiW : Or was be pflnd 
^ Kor worihleaa beaBlyMIicrororo now deapitad? 
sueb /toca and nun ibcre are, mere lulost of Male. 

Aod alweya cbtflab'd by ibelr rrtend*. itte fmo 
* anna ae, | Eemvea ibua ndelD'iM 
Be Mrred m Beater o# a noMar kind, 

^ Wbe never, nerer UieU beboid biB aort t 

Uoy. hmg Mnre peiiah d ana dUlani ab^Vf ' 1 


TbU aald, tbe bonr«l berdaoian atrode before : 

The mo»lDC moDartb t> >uw» 4llbe door. 

The dot, wboa (ate bed framed ta beboM 
nil lord, wbea twenty ledloua yraia bad roll'd. 

Takoa aloM look, and be* Inn t«en hla>, dies; 

So rioard for ffer ralihrel Argus' eyca I'* 

rorc, OdgMri, b. i?il.| 

* 1 MS-.—'* )el for all that don't May away loo loof ; 

AKda. Nkc a bad, may rone by wrong." | 

) [Tbia dance ie atiU performed by yooug omu armed cap4-pie. 
who executr, Ut Uie aouod nf iaetriMntiHe. ail (he proper Move.- 
mrnU of attack and defcace.— C lahur.] 

( [ Their manner of dandag U certainly the same lhal Diana U 
bf have danced on the beiike of Eurotas. The great iadjr 
aiill leads Ihodaiice, and ie followed by a troop of young gtria, who 
imitate her slepa, and, if tlie ring*, make tip the chonu. Tbe (nnc« 
areexbTfnety gay and liTely. yet with eonieibiog in them woiider- 
fuUy soft. Tbe »tepa arc varied acaording to 4he pleaeure of lier 
that ieadii tltc dance, but always in exact time, and infiollviy more 
agreeahie ib^MnyofoordaiKee."— I .aitt U. w. Hahitacl'.) 

* f MA,~“Thet Houkl betefeTToiihloiiir. ihooKh married, rsting. ') 
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And flasks of Sainian and of Chiao wMie« 

And sherbet coolihg in the porous vase; 

Above them their dessert grew no ita vine, 

'rbe orange and pomegranate, nodding o'er, [store. 
Dropp'd in their laps, scarce pluck'd, their mellow 
XXXII. 

A band of children, round a snow-white ram, 

There wreathe Ufs venerable horbs with flowers; 
While peaceful as if still an unwean’d lamb, 

The patriarch of the flock all gently cowers 
Uis sober head, majestically tame. 

Or eats from out the palm, gr playful low'crs 
His brow, as if in act to butt, and then, 

Yielding to their snuill hands, drews back again. ' 

XXXllI. 

Their classical proflles, and glittering dresses, 

Their large black cj es, and soft seraphic cheeks, 
Crimson as cleft |K>megranates ; their long tresses, 
The gesture which enchants, the eye that speaks, j 
The innocence which happy childhood blesses. j 
Made quite a picture of these little Greeks ; | 

So that the philosophical beholder [older. 

Sigh’d, for their sakes — that they should e’er grow | 

XXXIV. I 

Afar, a dwarf buffoon stood telling tales 
To a sedate gray circle of old smokers, 

Of secret treasures found in hidden vales, I 

Of wonderful replies from Arab jokers, i 

Of charms to makegood gold and cure bad ails, I 
Of rocks bewitch’d that open to the knockers, j 
Of magic ladies who, by one sole act, ; 

Transform'd their lords to beasts (but that 's a fact). 

XXXV. 

Here was no lack of innocent diversion 
For the imagination or the senses, 

Song, dance, wine, music, stories from the Persian, 

All pretty pastimes in which no offence is ; 

But I.ambro saw' all these things with aversion, , 
Perceiving in his ab.sence such expenses, 

Dreading that climax of all human ills, 

The inflammation of his weekly bills. • 

XXXVI. , 

Ah ! what is man ? what perils still environ 
I'he happiest mortals even after dinner — 

A day of gold from out an age of iron * ' 1 

Is all that life allows the luckiest sinner ; 

Pleasure (whene’er slie sings, at least) *s a siren, 

That lures, to flsy alive, the young beginner. 


Lambro’s reception at his people's banquet 
Was such as fire accords U> a wet blanket 
xxXvii. 

He— being a man who seldom used a word 
Too much, and wishing gladly to surprise 
(Id general he surprised men w ith the sword) 

His daughter~-had not sent before to advise 
Of his arrival, so that no one stirr’d ; 

And long he paused to re-assure his eyes, 

In fact much more astonisUd than delighted, 

To find 80 much good company invited.. 

xxxviii. , • 

He did not know— (alas! how men will lie>— 

' That a report— (espedally the Greek#)— * 

' Avouch’d his death (such people never die), 

And put his house in mourning several weeks. 

But now their eyes and also lips were dry; 

The bloom, too, had return'd to Haid^s cheeks ; 
Her tears, too, being return’d into their fount, 

She now kept house upon her own account. 

XXXIX. . . ^ 

Hence all this rice, meat, daneing, wine, and fiddling, 
Which turn'd the isle into « place of pk^sure; 

The servants all were getting drunk or idling, 

A life which made them happy he^nd measure. 
Her father's hospitality seem’d mMAing, 

Compared with what Hnid^ did with fiis treasure; 
'T tms wonderful how things went on improving. * 
While ^e had not one hour to spare from loving.* 

XI. » . . . • 

Perhaps you think m sttunblhig on this feast 
He flew into a passion, and m fact 
There was no nighty reason S» be pletrsed ; * 

Perhaps you prophesy some sodden act. 

The whip, thfrac-k, or dungeon at the least, 

To teach his people to besnoie exact, 

And that, proueeding aPa very high rate, * • 

He show’d the royal penchauit of a pirate. 

• ^ *«•'■ . . ' 1 * 

You 're wrong.— He was Ihe mildast maouer'd man 
That ever scuttled sMp or cut a throiat;’ * 

With such true breeding of a gentleman, ' ■ 

Younevereoulddirinablsvualthought; •** » 
No courtier could, aid Rcaiaely w oman diA* 

Gird more deoeit witbiB a petticoats - ' 

Pity he loved adventurtnn fife's variecyi 

He^was sp great a loss to good society.* ^ ■ * 


• { 1 bit vrrae reads like Ibe deeenpUoe •! come catl«|oe bacKH 
reUero.— Hill.] 

■ [ThepiraUttI fallicr ot Uaid^ebaTiog remained (ooaat sea, U 
waa cupposed be bad parlcbed, and che. in dtoaequeace, look poc- 
eeecton of all hie treacuret, and sarreodered bercelf lo Iba full rn> 
joffncDt oMicr lover. ThOokl senileman, -however, f c tur m , and. 
laadin; on a dintanl pari of Ibe i.<ilaiid, walk* leiaarelr towards his 
borne, wbile Jum and bic daoshler are fdvias a pabHc bretklkti 
lo (heir friciwk and ao^MlBtaoee*. The descrlplion of ibe fete ki 
eteciiled wHh ofual feiidtir and spirit i wo Ibink H woald be dim- 
cull lo inatcli ibe life and gaictrortbe picliia’ by any ihtogollbc 


kind i&. gesiiih.-perhapc in any olber poclr]r..-BupiW0OP.] 
* (^Anmof ybil|MTlU4ceu«lroa «.* 

Ihc mill UMt iiMddfc* nllli cold lroB.’*.^nri>iBSU.] 
a [ MS.— "All bsdbm open b(.«r 1 Md epM boMr, 

Krcr klnce Jam MiTTftllwr for ■ tvodM.” 
f [ The portrali uf Ihit man it one of Um best, if mol die very 
liett. of all Lord Byron's ipoomy poriAita. It may be ibe CorMlr 
prrrati into an eideriy diarscter anda bihcr; but ilia equal to the 
tinect heads that ever MicJuel Anseluoei:aravasitio painted with 
black and onibcr.— Mtoi.in.} 


Dr vod by Google 



m 


BYUON S WORKS. 


\Llf. 

Advancing 1o the nearest dinner tray. 

Tapping the shoulder of die Highest guest, 

With a peculiar ginile, vlikl), by tlie way, 

Boded uo good, wliatever it express'd, 
lie ask'd the meaning of Uiis holiday; 

I'he vinous Greek to whom he bad address'd 
Elis question, much too merry to divine 
The questioner, GU'd up a glass of wine, 

xun. 

And without turning his facetious bead. 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacchant air, 

Presented the o’erOowing cup, and said, 

Talking '• dry work, I have no time to spare."* 
A second biccup'd, ^^Our old master 's dead, 

You 'd better ask our mistress who ’s his beir.^ 
Our mistress ! quoth a third ; Our mistress 
pooli !*— 

You mean our master — not the old, but new," 
xuv. ^ ^ 

These rascals, being new comers, knew not whom 
They thus addr«ts’d->^d Lambro's visage fell~ 
And o'er bis eye a iDomentary gloom 
Pass'd, but be strove quite courteously to quell 
The expression* aod endeavouring to resume 
His smile, reqaueUd one of them to tell 
*rhe oaine and quality of bis new patron, 

Who seem’d to have turn’d Ifaidee into a matrorw 

XLV. 

“ I know not,” quoth tfae frilow, who or what 
He is, nor whence he came — little care ; 

But this I know, tliat this roast capon 's fat. 

And thatgood wine ne'er wash’d down better fare; 
And if you are not satisGed w ith tliat, 

Direct yuur questions to my nugbboqr there; 

He ’ll answer all for better or £or worse, 

Fo( uone likes more to hear himself coi^'ersc.” ' 
■xin. 

1 said that Lambro was a man of patience. 

And certainly he show'd the best of breeding. 
Which si^rce even Pranoe, the paragon of natiooe, 
E'er saw her uiost polite of sems etceeding ; « 

Hebore Uiese sneers o^inst bis uear relations, 

Uis own anxiuly, his heart, too, bleeding. 

The insults, too, ef every servile glutton, t 
Wlio all the time was eatipg Up his mutton. 

Now in a person U!^ to muds command — 


To bid men come, and go, and come again— 
To see his orders done, too, offt of band— 



ai^wiip iMor. ettrsaUe, • tllr icl 


Icr uoii credo (S* al ncfocft' all’ riuufro; 
M« nri c9p|Mmr, o Ime, o vitopli •rroftto. 

fi erniu alcaii* loita An«o ifel ; 

ndUcvrTtcU.oqimmlelo a* buact tiknla, 
C »u»Uo plu UHI' e>(M ‘0 rhe II tutatiiii r« . 
lotvi tollo i>d L-uon tiiw bo feck. 


Whellier the word was deoUi, or but the chain— 

It may seem strange to Gnd his mafmers bland ; 

Yet such things are, whidi I can not explain, 
Thougli doubtless be wbo cau coiiiinand himself 
Is go^ to govern— almost as a Guelf. 

XLVIII. 

Not that he was npt sometimes rash or so, 

But never in his real and serious mood; 

Then calm, concentrated, and still, and slow, 

He lay coil’d like the boa in the wood; 

With him it never was a word and blow, 

His angry word once o'er, he shed no blood. 

But in his silence there was much to rue. 

And his oae blow deft little work for two. 

XLIX. 

lie ask'd no further questions, aud proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way, ■ 

So that the few who met him hardly heeded, 

$0 little Uiey ex{>ecled him tliat day ; 

If love paternal in his bosom pleaded 
For Haid^’s sake, is more than I can say, 

But certainly to one deem’d dead returning, 

Ttiis rex el seem'd a curious mode of mourning. 

L. 

If all the dead could now return to life, 

(W hich God forbid ! ) or some, or a great many. 

For instance, if a husband or bis wife 
(Nuptial examples are as good as anyX 
No doubt, whate’er might be their former strife, 

The present weather would be much more raiay — 
Tears shed into the grave of the connection 
Would share most probably its resurrection. 

LI. 

He enter'd in the house no more his home, 

A thing to human feelings the most trying, 

And harder for the heart to overcome, 

Perhaps, than evai (he mental pangs of dying ; 

To Gud our hearthstone turn'd into a tomb. 

And round its once warm precincts palely lying 
The ashes of our hopes, is a deep grief. 

Beyond a single geiitlcniaB’s belief. 

LIT. 

lie enter’d in the house— his home no more. 

For without liearts there is no home ;— and felt 
Tlte solitude of passing his own door 
Without a welcome: there he long had dwelt, 
Tliere his few poaoi'ful days Time had swept o’er, 
Tliere his worn bosom and keen eye w ould melt 
Over the innocence of that sweet child, 

Ills only shrine of feelings undqGled. 


i, e rreCodHt »U mI«o rbifllrr^," • 

rcici, KorpuK ITafyWr/, r. tS, «l. (S4. 

* ( The .xceontK nf proccwUnn to Ibe >KHue it |>octirally 

imafliMili «ikI chaMcU-r may be iracml n virhi likcum'ltf 
AH Pjtiui. tmj hap|)y llUwlraltvc illiintein to Ute adveoiurcs ul 
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Lilt. 

Uc was a man of a strange temperament* 

Of mild demeanour thougli of savage mood, 
Moderate in all his habits, and content 
With temperance in pleasure, as in food, 

Quick to perceive, and strong to bear, and meant 
For something belter, if not wholly good ; 

Flis countT) ’s wrongs and his des|>air to save her 
Had stung him from a slave to an enslaver. 

•uv. 

The love of power, and ra|)id gain of gold, 

The hardness by long habitude produced. 

The dangerous life in which he Itad grown old. 

The mercy he had granted oft abused, 

The sights he was accustom'd to behold, 

The wild seas, and wild men with whom he cruised, 
Had cost his enemies a long rc{)entance, 

And made him a good friend, but bad acquaintance. 

LV. 

But something of the spirit of old Greece 
Flash'd o’er his soul a few heroic rays, 

Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchian days ; 

'T is true he had no ardent love for peace — 

Alas ! his country show'd no path to prai.se : 

Hale to the world and war with every nation 
He waged, in vengeance of her degradation. 

LVI. 

Still o’er his mind the influence of the clime 
Shed its Ionian elegance, which show'd 
Its power unconsciously full many a time, — 

A taste seen in the choice of his abode, 

A love of music and of scenes sublime, 

A pleasure in the gentle stream that flow'd 
I^ast him in crystal, and a joy in flowers, 

Bedew’d his spirit in his calmer hours. 

LVII. 

But whatsoe'er be liad of love reposed 
On that beloved daughter; she had been 
The only thing which kept his heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage deeds he had done and seen ; 

A lonely pure affection unop|>osed : 

There wanted but tite loss of Uiis to wean * 
His feelings from all milk of human kindness. 

And turn him like the Cyclops ' mad with blii^ess. * 

^ « ■ 

LVIII. ^ ^ - 

The cubless tigress in hfr jungle raging < 

Is dreadful to the shepherd and the (lock ; • 

Tlie ocean when i^s yeasty war is waging 

Is aw ful to tilt vessel near lUe rtek t * '. * 

But violent things will sooner bear assuaging, 

• * * w 


Their fury being spent by its ow n shodi, 

Than the stern, single, deep, and wordless ire * 

Of a strong human heart, and in a sire. 

LIX. 

It is a hard, although a common case, 

To find our children running restive — tliey 
In whom our brightest days we would retrace, 

Our little selves re-form'd in liner clay : 

Just as old age is creeping on apace, 

And clouds come o'er the sunset of our day. 

They kindly leave us, though not quite alone, 

But in good company— Uie gout or stone. 

LX. 

Tet a fine family is a line thing 
(Provided they don’t come in after dinner) ; * 

'T is beautiful to sec a matron bring 
Her cliildren up (if nursing titem don't thio her) ; 
Like cherubs round an altar-piece they cling 
To the fire-side (a sight to touch a junner). 

A lady with her daughters or her nieces 
Shine like a guinea and seven-shilling pieces. 

LXl. 

Old Lainbro pass'd unseen a private gate, 

And stood within his hall at eventide ; 

Meantime the lady and Iter lover sate 
At wassail in their beauty and their pride : 

An ivory inlaid table spread with state 
Before them, and fair slaves on every side ; , 

Gems, gold, and silver, form’d the service mostly. 
Mother of pearl and coral the less costly. 

* LXII. 

{ The dinner made about a hundred dishes ; . 

I Lamb and pistachio nuts — in short, all meals. 

And salTron soups, and sweetbreads ; and tlie fishes 
Were of the fiiMst that e'er llounoed in nets, 

Drest to a Sybarite's tiost pamper'd wishes; 

The beverage was various sherbets • 

Of raisin, orange, and popaegraoatc juice, [o&c. 
Squeezed through the rin^ which makes it best for 

Lxin.. ^ • 

These were rtfigcd round, each in its crystal ewer, 
And fruits and date*bread loaves closed the repast ; 
And lllp<dta's Iteny, from Arabia pure, 

In small fintCh^ia cups, came in at lask— 

Gold cups of filigivc, nuiQe to secure v 
The liand from burning, underneath them placed; 
Gloves, cinnamon, and s^ron too were boil'd 
Up with the coffee, whicli (I'think) e^oil'd. 

LtlV* 

The mngiiigs of the room were tapestry, made 
Of velvet panels, each Of different bue^ 

4 
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And thick With damask Bowers of siik inlaid ; 

And round them ran a yellow border too; 

The upper border, richly wrought, display’d, 
Kmbroidcr'd delicately o'er with blue. 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters. 

From poets, or the moralists their betters. 

LXV. 

These Oriental writings on the wall, 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors adapted to recall, 

Like skulls at Memphian banquets, to the mind 
The words which shook lleUhar.zar in his liall, 

And took his kingdom from him : You will ilnd, 
Though sages may pour out their w isdom's treasure, 
There is no sterner moralist than Pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A beauty at the season’s close grown hectic, 

A genius who has drunk himseU to death, 

A rake turn’d metlMMlistic, or Kclectic— 

(For that ’s the name they like to pray beneath *— 
But most, an alderman struck apoplectic, 

Are things that really take away the breath, — 

And show that late hours, wine, and love, are able 
To do not much less damage than the (able. 

LXVIIJ’ 

ilaid(^ and Juan carpeted their feet 
On crimson satin, border'd with pale blue; 

•Their sofa occupied three parts complete 
Of the apartment — and apjiear'd quite new ; 

The velvet cushions — (for a throne more meet) — 
Were scarlet, from wlwse glowing centre grew 
A sun emboss’d in gold, whose rays pf tissue, 
Meridiah-likc, were seen all light to issue. * 

LXVIII. 

Ciy slal and marble, plate and ^rcftlain, 
iiad done their work of spiendopr; Indian mats 
And Persian' carpets, wh^i fl)c heart bled to stain. 
Over the floors were kprdbd :*gazetles and cats, 

And dwarfs and|darks, au^such like things, that gain 
Their bread as midistera and favourites — (that ’s 
To say, by degradation) — mii^led 
As plentiful as in a court, or fair*' < 

LXtX. t ■- .♦ 

There was^o want of lofty joirr^, aod 

■ The tables, most of ebony inlaid 

>Vjth mother of pearl or ivory, sfbod at han^. 

Or wera of toffoisd'S^II or rare w oods made, 

* * L.'" 

> { iha IcJdeUe Review amottf (he TesUrooaies of Ai|por<.‘* 
til llic Appeniu.) « • • 

* [MS.-^r0rUi4<'i(WuwetO«ynkel9WBlbaoc*ib.'‘] 

) [ Tbr uSboUCiTcr'* ‘Hat Ini' ba<lfl lo 1 mm.'* ] 

* I MS,— (<ir aS fbimr* nbo iqlpbi l•dlM.”] * ^ 

* Thu drtw It inil (he bncclrti sod lur are worn 'in ‘ 

the manner dctcrlbffl. The rcaikr wilt pcrcriw tirrgiRrr. dul 
*» Die niolbcr uf HaidCf wsa of Fez, her tLiusbit-r wore (be ftarb 
of Uie coaiury.— {‘‘The fteacripUaM of HaiiMc A(>pllcalu an Ail% 
nian, nuts Greckgirl.*'— U alt ] ' . 


Fretted with gold or silver :^by command, 

The greater part of these were ready spread 
With viands and sherbets in ic^and wine— 

Kept for all comers, at all hours to dine. ^ 

LXX. 

Of all the dresses I select naidw’s : 

She wore two jelicks— one was of pale yellow ; 

Of azure, pink, and white was her chemise — 

’Meath which her breast heaved like a little billow; 
With buttons form’d of pearls as large as peas. 

All gold and crimson shone her jelick’s fellow, 
i And the striped white gauze baracao that bound ber« 
: Like fleecy clouds about the moon, flow’d round her. 

LXXI. 

One large gold bracelet clasp'd each lovely arm, 
Lockless^so pliable from the pure gold 
That the hand stretch'd and shut it without harm. 
The limb which it adorn’d its only mould ; 

So beautiful — its very shape would charm, 

And clinging as if loath to lose its hold, 

The purest ore enclosed the whitest skin 
That e'er by precious metal was held in.* 

Lxxn. 

Around, as princess of her father's land, 

A like gold bar, above her instep roll'd,* 
Announced her rank; twelve rings were on her hand; 

Her hair was stnrr'd with gems; her veil’s fine fold 
Below lier breast was fasten'd with a band 
Of lavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 
Her orange silk full Turkish trousers furl’d 
About the prettiest ankle in the world. 

Lxxni. 

Her hair’s long aiihiirn waves down to her heel 
Flow’d like an^Alpine torrent which the sun 
Dyes with his morning light,— and would conceal 
Her person? if allow 'd at large to run, 

. And still they seem resentfully to feel 

The silken (illet's curb, and souglit to shun 
Their l)onds whene'er some i£ep)iyr caught began 
To offer his young pinion as her fan. 

lxYiv. 

Round her she made an atmosphere of life. 

The very air seem'd lighter^ from her eyes, 

I They were so soft and beautiful, aod rife 
I M itlrall we can imagine uf the skies, 

I And {•re as Psyche er* she grew a wife — 

> Too pure nven for the purest human ties ; 


^ c Th« liar of golj above tbe itutqi Is a mbk of MTCtelfn rank 
in the w(im(*n of the fadhtiSi of the deys, and U worn as sach bjr 
their friiule relaUvet. , * 

7 Thb Is DO eiag0lraiio»: Uie'^ were Ibur women whom I re- 
rntniU'r (n hare seen, who t*osses6ed ihrir hair In Ihki priirtwi<M>; 
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I most cniireijAfaadeU the penoo.'so as nearly lo render a 
I suppHluiiy. OI ihese. only one had dark hairr the Orkutal's had.'* 
|N‘rtia|». llghliwi colour of (he four. t 
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LXXX, 

He was a man who had seen many changes, 

And always changed as true as any needle; 

His polar star being one which rather ranges, 

And not the fix’d— he knew the way to wheedle : 
So vile he 'scaped the doom which oft avenges; 

And being fluent (save indeed when fee’d ill), 

He lied with such a fervour of intention— 

There was no doubt he earn’d his laureate pension. 


fler overpowering presence made you fw1 
It would not be idolatry to kneel.' 

LXXV. 

Her eyelashes, though dark as night, were tinged 
(It is the country’s custom),* but in vain ; 

For those large black eyes were so blaclily fringed, 
The glossy rebels mock’d the jetty stain, 

And in their native beauty stood avenged : 

Her nails were touch’d with henna ; but again 
The power of art was turn’d to nothing, for 
They could not look more rosy than before. 

LXXVl. 

Tl>e benna should be deeply dyed to make 
The skin relieved appear more fairly fair : 

She had no need of this, day ne’er will break 
On mountain tops more heavenly w hite tlian her : 
The eye might dou})t if it were well awake, 

She was so like a vision. I might err. 

But Shakspeare also says ’t is very silly 
“ To gild refined gold, or paint the lily.” 

LXXVII. 

Juan had on a shawl of black and gold, 

But a white baracan, and so transparent 
The sparkling gems beneatli you might behold, 

Like small stars through the milky way apparent; 
His turban, furl’d in many a graceful fold, 

An emerald aigrette with Haid^'s hair In 't 
Surmounted, as its clasp, a glowing crescent, 
Whose rays shone ever trembling, but incessant. 

Lxxvm. 

And now they were diverted by their suite, 

Dwarfs, dancing girls, black eunuchs, and a poet, 
Which made their new establishmefit complete; 

The last was of great fame, and liked to sliow it : 
His verses rarely wanted their due feel— 

And for his theme — he seldom sung below* it. 

He being paid to satirize or flatter, 

As the psalm says, "inditing a good matter.** 

LXXU. 

He praised the present, and abused the past, 
Reversing the good custom of old days, 

An Eastern anti-jacobin at last 
He turn’d, preferring pudding to »o praise; — 

For some few years his lot had been o’ercast 
By his seeming independent in his lays. 

But now be sung the Sultan and Uie Paclia 
With truth likeSoutbey, and wiib verse like C^shaw.* 


* ' ■ — Rat Vffebe »»»•» o* late — 

&be a alb* a neddcM Trooi abof* ; 

All % 4 vr. all pr*l*od bar. all ailored, 
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LXXXI. 

But he had genius, — when a turncoat has it. 

The "V'ates irrilabilis” takes care 
That without notice few full moons shall pass it; 

Even good men like to make the public stare 
But to my subject— let me see — what was it ?— 

Oh !— the third canto— and the pretty pair— 

Their lores, and feasts, and bouse, and dress, and mode 
Of living in their insular abode. 

LXXXII. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no loss 
In company o veiy pleasant fellow, 

Had been the favourite of full many a mess 
Of men, and made them speeches when half mellow ; 
And though his meaning they could rarely guess, 

Yet still they deign'd to hiccup or to bellow 
The glorious meed of popular applause, 

Of which tbe first ne’er knows the second cause. 

LXXXIII. 

But now being lifted into higli society, 

And having pick’d up several odds and ends 
Of free thought.s in his travels for variety, 

He deem’d, being in a lone Isle, among friends, 
That without any danger of a riot, he 
Might for long lying make himself amends ; 

And singing as Im sung in his warm youth, 

Agree to a short armistice with truth. 


*' Ansdi (liiQ mi) tlir raowd Dupd tbert. 

And biirc ibe menu} lu«d io Irlanipb tbrougb ib« air— 

'T Urarff rnueb tbrf broiighl [lira Ibrrr; andlbr) ^ 
And lbwu,tb(irrbarTr,a*al UaBloRAll llw itaT." 
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LXXXIV. 

He had Imvell’d ’mongsl the Arabs, Turks, and Franks, 
And knew the self-loves of tbe different nations ; 
And having lived with people of all ranks, 

Had something ready upon most occasions— 

Which got him a few presents and some thanks. 

He varied with some skill his adulations ; 

To " do at Rome as Romans do,” a piece 
Of conduct was which he observed in Greece. 

LXXXV. * 

Tlius, usually, wlien he was ask’d to sing, 

t*‘ Cra«haw,Uie friend of Cowley, was honoured.'' HyaWartuo, 
*' wlihtlie praise of Pope t who boUi read his jioenw and borrowed 
from Ihem. Being fjccled fn»m his fellowship at Peterbouse fur 
denylag the covemml. he turned Human CatboUc, and died canoti 
I of the church at Lorelto.” Ibe fbjowiug ai|p Crooi Cowley's Uoea 
; on hk death t— 
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He gave the dififerent.natiODS something national ; 
'T was all the same to him — God save the king/* 

Or ** Qa ira/' according to Die fashion all ; 

Uis muse made increment of any thing, 

From the high lyric down to the low rational : 

If Pindar sang horse-races, what should hinder 
Himself from being as pliable as Pindar ? 

LXXXVI. 

In France, for instance, he would write a chanson ; 

In England a six canto quarto tale ; 

In Spain, he ’d make a ballad or romance on 
The last war— much the same in Portugal ; 

In Germany, the Pegasus he 'd prance on 
Would be old Goethe's — (see what says De Stael) ; 
In Italy he 'd ape tlie “Trecentisti; ”• 

In Greece, he ’d sing some sort of hymn like tliis t’ ye : 

I. 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew Uie arts of war and peace, — 

Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except their sun, is set. 

a. 

The Scian i and the Teian muse,’ 

The hero's harp, the lover's lute. 

Have found the fame your shores refuse; 

Tlieir place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds w hich echo further west 
Than your sires' ^'Islands of tlia Blest.’*< 

3. 

The mountains look on ISlarathon’ 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musingahere an hour alone, 

I dream'd that Greece might still be free; 
For, standing on the Persians' grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

4 . 

A k ing sate on the rocky brow 
Which looks o'er sea-born Salamis; 

And sliips, by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations;— all were his! 

He counted them at break of day — 

Aod when tJie sun set whcr»were they?® 

5. 

And where are they? and where art thou. 

My countr}' ! On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now’ — 

The heroic bosom beats no more ! 

Aod must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into bands like mine? 


6 .. 

'T is something, in the dearth of fame. 
Though link’d among a fetter’d race. 

To feel at least a patriot's shame, 

Kveu as I sing, suffuse nn* face; 

For what is left the poet here? 

For Creeks a blush— for Greece a tear. 

7 . 

Must we but weep o’er days more blest? 

Must ire but blush? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back from out tliy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three. 

To make a new Thermopyte ! 

8. 

What, silent still? and silent all? 

Ah! no; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer, “Let one living head. 

But one arise, — we come, we come!'* 

*1' is but the living wbo are dumb. 

•• 

In vain— in vain : strike other chords; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Scio*s vine! 

Hark ! rising to the ignoble call — 

Uow answers each bold Bucclumal ! 

40 . 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet, 

Where is the Pyrrhic pbalaoi gone? 

Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ? 

You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he^ieanl them for a slave? 

41 . 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

We will not think of themes like these! 
It made Anacreon's song divine : 

He served — but served Polycrales — 

A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

42 . 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 
Was freedom's best and bravest friend ; 
That tyrant was Miltiades! 

Oh! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind! 

Suob chains as bis were sure to bind. 

43 . 

Fill high the bowl w ith Samian wine 1 
On Suit's rock, and Parga's shore, 


» {Thepoetjofthofwrteentfioenlury— ctc.l 
> [iJoiaer.] > {Aiucrmo.] 
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Exists the remivmt of a tine 
Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is soi^n, 

The Heracleidao blood might own. * 

44. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 

They have a king who buys and sells : 

In native swords, and native ranks, 

The only hope of courage dwells;. 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud, 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

45. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade— 

1 see their glorious black eyes shine; 

But, gazing on each glowing maid, 

My own the burning tear-drop laves, 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

46. 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep, 

Where nothing, save the waves and 1, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die : * 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine — 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine ! ’ 

LXXXVII. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should have sung, 
The modern Greek, in tolerable verse; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 
Yet In these times he might have done much worse; 
His strain display'd some feeling— right or wrong; 

And feeling, in a poet, is the source 
Of others’ feeling ; * but they are such liars, 

And take all colours— like the hands of dyers. 
Lxxxviir. 

But words are things, and a small drop of ink, 
Falling like dew, upon a thought, produces 
That which makes thousand, perhaps millions, think ; 

'T is strange, the shortest letter which man uses 
Instead of speech, may form a lasting link 
Of ages; to what straits old Time reduces 
Frail man, when paper — even a rag like this, 
Survives himself, his tomb, and all that 's his ! 

LXXXIX. 

And when his bones are dust, his grave a blank, 


• WblcS Bemlttmlflit deem bb owo.**) 

* . . . . “ I'ivctuav 
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aubstanUal doctrine of the work— the nun-eihicnce of comlaocy 
In women, or honour in men, and ibe folly of expecting to meet 
with any such vlrtnes, or of cullivaiing them for an uiKlcserving 
world and all thb mixed up with so innch wit and cleverness, 
and knowledge of bunuo nature, os lo make it irresisUbly pleasant 


Uis Station, generation, even his nation, 

Become a thing, or nothing, save to rank 
In chronological commemoration, 

Some dull MS. oblivion long Itas sank, 

Or graven stone found in a barrack's station 
In digging the foundation of a closet, ^ 

May turn his name up, as a rare deposit. 

xc. 

And glory long has made tlie sages smile; 

’T is something, nothing, word.s, illusion, Wind- 
Depending more upon the historian's style 
Than on the name a person leaves behind : 

Troy owes to Homer what whist owes to Hoyle ; 

The present century was growing blind 
To the great Marlborough's skill in giving knocks, 
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. ^ 

xci. 

Milton *s the prince of poets — so we say; 

A little heavy, but no less divine : 

An independent being in his day — 

Learn'd, pious, temperate in love and wine; 

But his life falling into Johnson’s way, 

We 're told tliis great high priest of all the Nine 
Was whipt at college — a harsh sire — odd spouse, 

For the first Mrs. Milton left his house. ? 

xcii. 

All these are, cerfes, eutertaining facts, 

Like Shakspearc's stealing deer, Lord Bacon^s 
bribes ; 

Like Titus' youth and Cxsar’s earliest acts; 

Like Burns ( whom Doctor Currie well describe.sl ; 
Like CromwcU's pranks; — but although truth exacts 
These amiable descriptions from Uie scribes, 

As most essential to their Iiero's story, 

They do not much contribute to his glory. 

XCIII. 

All are not moralists, like Southey, w hen 
He prated to the world of “ Pantisocrasy ; " 

Or Wordsworth iinexcised, unhired, who then 
Season'd his pedlar poems with democracy; * * 

Or Coleridge, » long before his fliglity pen 
Let to the Alorning Post its aristocracy ; 

When he and Southey, following Uie same path, 
Kspoused two partners (milliners of Bath}. 


aad plaiiitblc— while there is not only no a:i(idole sopplird. Imi 
every Ibiiift that mijtht lure operated in Itial may hat been .tnli- 
oipaled, and presented already in as alruns and cnt;aglnis • form 
as possible.— JKpricT.] ^ 

4 (Such confidence bos U>rd Bynto in hit own powers, that bo 
reverses Uie rule of Horace, *‘Si ri* me fleir," etc., and not only > 
make* os weep without weeing himself, but Uuglis in our face 
fordoing so— CoLTOx.) 

* (MS.— “indlfiilof drsio* forsMw wsicr.f>stcl.*’|- -i 

s(Publt>bedln4SI6.1 

T (See Johnson's Life of Milton.] • 

* (MS.— "Coafioad bis p«dlar poems (0 ilcniorrar).'*| .w 

9 (See Ur. Coleridge's Biographia Liieraria. 4817 ] 

.. [NS.-“Flourlfh'd Ms sitpiiutri Isr bU>Ioc«sci.''| 

!)3 


Digitized by Google 



BYKON S WORKS. 


7oH 

XCIV. 

Such names at ]»resent cut a convict ijgure, 

The ven- Botany Bay in moral geography ; 

Their loyal treason, renegado rigour, 

Are good manure for their more l>are biography. 
Wordsworth's last quarto, by the w'ay, is bigger 
Than any since tlie birthday of typography ; 

A drowsy frowzy poem, call’d tlic “Excursion/* ** 
Writ in a manner which is my aver.sion. 

xcv. 

He there builds up a formidable dyke 
Between bis own and others* intellect; 

But Wordsworth’s poem, and his followers, like 
Joanna Southcote's Shiloh, * and her sect. 

Are things w hich in this century don't strike 
The public mind, — so few arc the elect ; 

And the new births of l>oth their stale virginities 
Have prou'd but dropsies, taken for divinities. 

XCVI, 

But let me to my story : I must own, 

If I have any fanit, it is digression — 
leaving my people to proceed alone. 

While I soliloquize beyond expression; 

But these are my addresses from the throne, 

Which put off business to the ensuing session : 
Forgetting each omission is a loss to 
'Hie world, not quite so great as Ariosto. 

xcvii. 

I know that what our neighbours call “ hmjueuis,'* 
(We 've not so good a frord. but have the tAiHi; 

In that complete perfection which ensures 
An epic from Bob Southey every spring)— 

Form not the true temptation which allures 
The reader ; but ’t would not l>e liard to bring 
Some fine examples of the <‘pf)p^e, 

To prove its grand ingredient is euNwi. * 

XCV1II. 

VTe learn from Horace, “ Hoojer sometimes sleeps ; " 
\\c feel without him, Wordsworth sometimes 
wakes. 

To sl»o\v with w hat complacency he creeps, 

U ilh his dear “ MVigjowcr*. *’ around his lakes. * 
lie wishes for “a boat” to sail Mic deeps — 
or ocean ? — No, of air; and then he makes 
Another outcry for “ a little boat,” 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat.^ 


XGIX. 

If he must fain sw eep o’er the ethcrial plain, 

And Pegasus runs restive in his “ Waggon,” 

Could he not beg the loan of Charles’s Wain ? 

Or pray Medea for a Single dragon ? 

Or if too cla.ssic for his vnigar brain, 

He fear’d his neck to venture such a nag on, 

And he must needs mount nearer to the moon, 

Could not the blockhead ask for a balloon ? 

c. 

“ Pedlars,” and “ Boats,” and “ Waggons ! ” Oil ! ye 
shades 

Of Pope and Drvden, are we come to this.’ 

That tra.sh of such sort not alone evades 
Contempt, but from the bathos’ vast abyss 
Floats scumlike uppermost, and these Jack Cades 
Of sense and song above your graves may hiss — 
The “little boatman” and his “ Peter Bell ” 

I Can .sneer at him who drew “ Achitophel! 

I Cl. 

I T’ our tale. — The feast was over, Uie slaves gone, 

I Tlie dwarfs and dancing girls had all retired ; 

I The Arab lore and poet's song were done, 

And every sound of revelry expired ; 

Tlie lady and her lover, left alone. 

The rosy flood of twilight's sky admired;— 

Ave Maria ! o'er the earth and sea. 

That beaveuliest hour of Heaven is worthiest thee ! 

ctf. 

Ave Maria! blessed be tlie hour! 

The time, the clime, the spot, where 1 so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the eartli so beautiful and soft, 

While swung the deep bell in the distant low’cr,* 

Or the faint dying day-hymn stole aloft, 

And not a breath crept through the rosy air. 

And yet forest leaves seem’d stlrr’d w ilh prayer. 

cm. 

Ave Maria! *t is the hour of prayer ! 

Ave Maria ! 't is the hour of love! 

Ave Maria! may our spirits dare 
Look up to thine and to tby Son’s above ! 

I Ave Maria! oh that face so fair! 
f Those downcast eyes beneath the .Almighty dove — 
W hat though *l is but a pictured image — strike — 

I That painting is no idol, — *t is too like. 


• (1 lit; r(tll(iwt*n of tills fjoaUt: arc sakl (o have amomited, s( one 
UiHO, (0 a huniinil ihou»aiul. She aniiuiiiicvd hcraeif m |b« luu- 
«lhurur a wi-ond Shiloh, whose iH'd^yativeiit she coolKleaUy pre- 
didrtl. A cradle of expemtve malcrhUa wa« prepared for Uie ex> 
IKxteil pmill(y. Dr. Ueea* and anvUirr nu'dicai uau allc»ied 
herdnj|iay; anil many were her clnjirM dow it In the moment of 
Iht death, in I8U.] 

■ [llt-rc fullowa in the nrigiuai US.— 

** lime bo* appr«T«d Coani lu Iw tb«' heu 

0( rHreJs. o(Ut opiate tkieghU; ynur Itire en't nine, 

W htrb >>baXc ao nmrb the tiuaioii brain and han>l. 

Mn*l rii«t In )4nfui>r.-iiim m*i,i Ifbe sniiie. ’ 


Tlie Uapp) loTer and (be wetromc gueM 
li«ib tliih tl laM late • »«omi dlHne ; 

PoU »r deep raptnre* aud at bumiMrs, lliar 
arc oemm bat iMi and uktt iSa ocU dtr." | 

V [ Wordaworlb'a*‘Beoianiio tlie Wa^uer" apiwared in ISf9.| 

* I “Tbme'i kumeltriiig Id a ft)lna borvr, 

Tbrra 'a iwaKlbtof In a bage balloon ; 

Bat ibroagb iba rtoada 1 11 mw Onat 

Colli IbafcaUtila t>Mi,'*atc.-Wea»a«M>KTa'arc<rraeM.] 

' * ("The v«raea«r Dry^en, ooca Uglily ceiebrainl, are (or- 
Ur. vf. Wi^MWomi'a Prrfdee.] 

^ f M.--h WNlir awmiglhailpial tnm the i I 
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CIV. 

Some kinder cnsuists are pleased to say, 

In nameless print' — that I have no devotion; 

But set those persons down w ith me to pray. 

And you shall see who has the properest notion 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 
£artb,air,stars, -all that springsfrom the grcatWhole, 
Who hath produced, and will receive the soul. 

cv. 

Sweet hour of twilight! — in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravenna's immemorial wood. 

Rooted where once the Adrian wave flow'd o'er, 
To where the last Caesarean fortress stood, 
Evergreen forest ! which Boccaccio's lore 
And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me, 

How have 1 loved the twilight hour and thee It 

CVT. 

The shrill cicalas, people of the pine. 

Making their sumnaer lives one ceaseless song. 
Were the sole echoes, save iny steed's and mine, 

And vesper bell's that rose the boughs along ; 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti's line. 

His bell'dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng 
Which learn'd from tliis eiample not to fly 
From a true lover, — shadow'd my mind's eye.* 

evil. 

O Hesperus! thou bringest all good things < — 

Home 10 the w eary, to the hungry’ cheer, 

To the young bird the parent's breeding w ings, 

The welcome stall to the o'crlabour’d steer; 
Whate'er of peace about our heartlistone clings, 
Whate'er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gatherM round ns by thy look of rest ; 

Thou bring'st the child, too. to the mother's breast. 

CVIII. 

Soft hour! which wakes the wish and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends are torn apart ; 


' ( An not Ibcsr prell7fUnzM7-fon>«roib*Mr-' 

Dotturigbt io print-"J 

> [See ante,pigc SS3. Count Camba, UlkloRof rellgtoo, ur* 
Tbe flnt Ume I had a conrersatioa wtib Lord Byrun on this 
wu at Raveniu. my native country, In 1830, while >vc 
were ridiiw <w horseback in an eitcnalrc solitary wood of pioci. 
The scene invited to religious nicdilatinn. It wu a fine day in 
spring. * liow,' lie said, ' raising our ryn to heaven, or direct- 
ing them to the carUi. can we doubt of Ute exbtence of God?— or 
bow, turning them to what is within us, can wc doubt that there 
is something more noble and niorcdurablc than the day oi which 
we are formed?’*’) 

^ [ ** DT iwr eiampte warn'd. Ibe rest ben are; 

Nurrtasy, ten Impcstoui. wen (he fair , 

And llict one haDOne. whtrb Ibe devil dolgo'd 
For one fair rcmale, lovt bltn ttalf ibe kind." 

DaiBKPi v rseedere and l/onarM.) 

* I •* <*vr* 

ctvciv— ucfx, 

fuetifit cauV —tragMeal a/ SaspAcr.] 


75!l 

Or fills W4lh love the pilgrim on his wny 
As the far bell of vesper makes him start. 

Seeming to weep the dying day's decay ; , 

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns.^ 
j Ah! surely nothing dies but something mourns!* 

I crx. 

I When Nero perish'd by the jnstest doom 
Which ever the destroyer yet destroy'd, 

Amidst the roar of liberated Rome, 

Of nations freed, and the world overjoy’d, 

5vome hands unseen strew'd flowers upon bis tomb : * 
Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 
Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour. 

cx. ■ ■ 

But I 'm digressing ; what on earth has Xero, 

Or any such like sovereign bufToons,? 

To do with the transactions of my hero. 

More than such madmen's feilow-mah—themoon’s? 
Sure my invention must l>e down at zero. 

And I grown one of many “ wooden spoons” 

Of verse (the name with w hich we Cantabs please 
To dub tbe last of honours in degrees). 

CXI. 

I feel this tediousness will ne\er do— 

'T is being foo epic, and I must cut down 
(In copying] tliis long canto into two ; 

They 'll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement 't will he show n : ' 

I Tl prove that such the opinion of the critic Is 
From Aristotle passim. — See itainTwr,;. 


DON JI AN.* 

C A XTO THE roc B Til. 

Nothing so diffictilt as a beginning 
In poesy, unless perhaps the end ; * 

For oftentimes when Pegasus seems winning 


* [** CraglA r on rbe Volga *1 (fltio, 

A' uftgiOU, 0 utnrrlKO il wore; 

Lo dt cb'ban dello •' <kilcl aiald addio; 

E cIm Io noon peregrin' <j* tCDon! 

Funge, le (xk Hfailla ill lonUno. 

Cbe poll *1 {ilonie plwger cb« tl moorv." 

DikfK'i fargatary, canlo rlU. 

Thb list line U the first of Gray's Elo$y, taken by him without 
Kknowfodgnicnl .) 

« Si?e Suelimiiis for this fort — {•♦The public joy was so great 
upon tbe occasion of hli dealh, Uial Ihe commort |ieuple r.vn up 
and down wiih cape upon their heads. Ami yet Uierc were tome, 
who for a long time trimmed np his tomb with spring and tiinniier 
flowers, and one wliile placed his iiitige npon his rosira drcMeil up 
in state robes, anoiber while pabihbed proclamatiuns in his name, 
as if he was yet alive, and would shortly come to Rome agiui, 
with a veogeance to all his enemies.**] 
f t *I^'*~‘*Bal I 'm dlgrrMlDg— wb»t on rsrlb bare Ntra 

And Wurdsuoflh-bolb poellral burroofu ,"a(c.] 
s [Canlo 111. origioaliy included almoet all the stanias which 
now form Caato IV. Canto* Ilf., IV., and V. wete pablisli<^ to* 
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Tlic race, he sprains a wing, and down we tend, 
Like Lucifer when hurl'd from heaven for sinning; 

Our sin tlic same, and hard as his to mend, 

Being pride,’ which leads the mind to soar too far, 
Till our own weakness shows us what we are.* 

II. 

But Time, which brings all beings to their level, 
And sharp Adversity, will teach at last 
Man, — and, as we would hope, — perhaps the devil, 
That neither of their intellects are vast : 

While youth’s hot wishes in our red veins revel, 
Wc know not this— the blood flows on too fast; 
But as the torrent widens towards the ocean, 

We ponder deeply on each past emotion.* 

III. 

As boy, 1 thought myself a clever fellow, 

And wish’d that others held the same opinion ; 
Hiey took it up when my days grew more mellow'. 


grllicT, in Sfo., io August, (821 . The following are exUicta from 
Lord Byroo's Idlers to Mr. Murray i— 

AairMiia. berember 4, 1S<9.-*‘Tb« third Canto of Don Juan !• eom- 
plrtai. In shoul two hundrad ilansaa; ler; deoaot, I ticJleft. bat do not 
know, and ti In otateat to dtaenw.'' 

Dectmber <0, iS«9.-“l bate Anlabcd iba third Canto, but the thingi I 
hate read and beard diaesuraye all fnriber pabltcailaa— at least (or Ibo 
praacut. The cry la np. and rant la Of, 1 abMld bare no objection Io re- 
turn the price of ihccopvrHlbl.'' *■ 

I'ebrnary 7, 1830.—“ I bare cal (be ibird Canto into Ikh>, becaoM It wai 
too long ; and ; trU foo Ibis beforoband, beraase tn case of any reckoning 
Ik'Imcou you and me, ibese two are only to go for onr, at this «*ai Ibc orl- 
gluul toriQ, ami, in focL, the (wo logHber are Dot lonfer than ona of Ibe 
nrst : n remember Ibal I bare not made thUdltUloo lo deukU upon you. 
-4| bote not ycl eem off Ibc Canloa, and bate nsme doubt Mbelher they 
oagtii lo be publlsbed, for they bate not ihe apli It of the Oral. Tbo outcry 
has not ft Igbteoed bM It bas 4urt me, and I bare not nriUen cok amort 
tbU lime.* 

October 12, 1 830.-“ I dou'l fed locitnci) to rare farther about Don Juan, 
Wbai do you fblok a rery pretty Malian lady oald lo me tbo olber day t stie 
bad read ll In Ibe Freorb. and pild me aome rompJloienU, nlib dueonaw- 
asetif, apon M. I answered, (bat nbai siw said nat ine, but ibal 1 sos- 
pecled it Mould lire looser lltan Chitdc Harold.-* i4, 6ut’ (said sbe| *f 
voufd ralktf hate lU /ame of C4(/da Uaroid tor tkrtt prers lAan aa in- 
jsnaTsiiTT of Do* Juan!' Theirulb U.ibai it It too yoDe. and ibc sromeo 
lialD many ibings irbicli strip off (be tln>el of irnUmeal; and ibey are 
liahl. as It rtould rob (bem ofibelr ncoponi. I ne'er knew a woman wlw 
did ool bale De CraoMtoDl's Xemoln lor the saow reason." 

wcsubjoilQ saiiigle spccimea of ibc cootcnp&rary crittebmon 
Otilos III., IV., and V. 

“ II mcm* lo bare become almost an ailixn la Ibe literary trorld Ibal 
noiblng Is so p.rlnfol to IbetefulbllHlcj of snaalbor aa Ibe potpoble naglert 
of bis produciiooa. From lbU«|>ee(r( of fflafllficailoo. no poM bns esvr, 
perbapa, bean cnoro fnlly ercmpl Iban Lord Byron. Aoiie of hU pabllra- 
lloos bare failed In at tcaW oclllng t cuflKIcnt portion of gcnml Inicrrsl 
end attenilMi : and ewen (hose aututg ibrtn rtlilrh the scrutInUlns Oye of 
crllklsm mlnlit deem aomowhal uflMorlby of bis powers, bar* nerercom- 
pctled him, ilka mkoy of bb poetical brelhnn, io seek refuge from the 
apalby and waol of disccrumeui uf contomporarlci. Id the cwiaoilng anlt- 
rlpallon of poslbumons Iwoours and Irlumpba. But. If wo are io Infer, 
from Ibo axiom alreody alluded to, Ibol eilensbo noloriely tnoM be plcatiug 
In (be same proportion Unit nrslccl li dUlraaing to an atiibor, llien ueuc 
of bis lordoblp's prodoriloiu can nfford tilm so ample a OtM for n-lfwon- 
gralulalion as tlw Dau lean. Be* Her* and paitl>aiis bare alike conlrlbuled 
to (bo popularity of UtUsingular rrork ; and tbe resQli la, that scarcely any 
po«n of the proKnt day baa boen more tieuerallj read, or Ua ronllnuatioo 
more eagerly and Impalienlly arralled. Ms poetical tnerlla bare been ei- 
tolk‘d lo Ibe skies by its admirers, and ibo Priest and Ibe Leslie, Ibougb 
(boy bare Joined to aoalbematisa M, bare not, when lltoy cane in Ms way, 
' paiaed by on the oitwr side.' 

** But llUle profireas La made In the history and Mirentorcs of (be bero In 
Iboseibrre addlilooal canles. Tbe fact to, bowever, ibal iioihing bas ap- 
liearrd, Irom lh« hcitlnninc. lo be farther from tbe author's InlenUon, than 
to render bU Doo Juan any Ibiog like a regular narroUre. On Ihs contrary, 
lU prurral appearance lends sirangly lo remind ns of Ibe learned phUoso- 
pberstmitsa *De rebus asnulbuttgulbusdanalUs.* And hero we con- 


And Other minds acknowledged my dominion : 
Now my sere fancy “ falls into the yellow 
Leaf,” 4 and Imagination droops her pinion, 
And the sad truth which hovers o’er my desk 
Turns what w as once romantic to burlesque. 

IV. 

And if I laugh at any mortal thing, 

’T Is that I may not weep ; and if I weep, 

'T is that our nature cannot always bring 
Itself to apathy, for we must steep 
Our hearts first in the depths of I.ethe's spring. 
Ere what we least wish to behold will sleep : 
Thetis baptized her mortal son in Styx ; ’ 

A mortal mother would on Lethe fix.* 

V. 

Some have accused me of a strange design 
Against the creed and morals of the land,? 
And trace it in this poem every line : 


not avoid rcourklng, wbil an admirable BMtiMd IboaeperaiMU rnuft pomv* 
of reronrlllnf ronlradlcltona, who. In Ibe uoie bcMlta, cenaarc Ibe poem 
tor III want of plan, and Impeach tbe wriliv ofa deUberale dnlgn agalnat 
Ibe reilgloQ and goteramralol Ihecoontry. Itto lordship hai biowclfglTea 
w hi( appears to us a raiidU eipoaliioo of bts moiita- 

• Ibe fact to, that I bare nvtbinf pleno'd, 

Inleas H were to be a moment merry— 

A novel word In roy vocabatory.’ 

Indeed, tbe whole poem bei completely tbe eppeeraaea of betnB produced 
In Iboso lolervato In nblrb an ecUve end powerful mind, bebMoeUy encoged 
In literary oceupilloD, reloies from Ms more eertotu toboaro, and emiises 
Uscir wHb comperalive Irieinc. Ileoce tbe narrallve to Intemipted by 
CODllOQftI digrcesloiis. and Ibe geocrel rbareder of tbe tongnoBa is Ibal of 
Irony end asrcasiic bauwar;— an apparent levlly. wbicb, bowevor. ofiea 
servaa but as a veil to deep r«(lcclloo. Nor can ibe tak-ni of itw master- 
band be always ronrealed-: ll iii'ulonurlly betrays luHf In Ibc lourhm of 
tbapalbedcaod tubllnw which froquenUy present ibamaelrGa tn (beenurte 
of Iba poem ; in tbe IbouSbla ' too bi|t lor uticrance, and too deep for toara.' 
which arc iulerqwrsed lo various parts of ti.'*- Caurtaxi ] 

* 'f--“How gloilous onroabovc tby rpbere. 

Tin Pride and worse Imbtilon (brew me down, 
vrarrlaf In butven agalnsi beoven'a nutclikH King." 

Paraditt /.otf] 

* “The sameiln that overtbrew Ihe anseto. 

And of alialni most easily beseto 

Hortala Iba oMreat lo (he angelic natarr : 

Tbe tile are only valQ; ibe great are proud." 

Marino Falitn.J 

* I “Time ho'crt o'er, linpotlenl lodastfof. 

And abuts up all (he pattagcft of Joy : 

In vain ibelr glffa the bonnicoui seawns poor, 

Tbefralt auUimnal.aud Ute vernal Aow'r; 

Vrilb ltolle»a eyes Ihe dotard views tbe store. 

He views, and w onden Ibal Ibe;' plcwse no more." 

Joonso;''* raaify of Duma* HmAsj. 

•‘*T U B grand poem— and Aofn<c/— trucMllie toih of JuvomI 
himacH. The lapse of age* change* all Uiioga— lime— Ungnage— 
Ibe earth— the twiinds of ihc sea— the star* of the tky. and every 
thing *alK>»l, around, and tinderncalh* man. except man him- 
self, who haaalvaya been, and always nUl be. an unlucky rucal. 
The iubnitc variety of Uvea conduct bat to death, and ibe in- 
finity ofwislies lead but to disappointment.'*— B. Diary, 1821.] 

4 [——“my Nay of life 

Is filFn Into the sere, Ibr yellow leaf.*'- JroearlA.] 

* fAchllle* Is said to have been dipped by bia mother io Ibe river 
Styx, to render him Invulnerable.} 

* {—— “allow andsilcnl stream, 

Lrlbe. Ibe river of oblhloo, rolls 

tier walery labyrtnlb, wberoof wbo drinks 
Fonbn Hb his former aUito and Mtf forgets. 

Forgot* both Joy and grief, pkcaaoig tod pain." 

Hfoilto Utt, b.vi.] 

7 [ '* Lord Byron la the very Cooitu of poetry, wbo, by ihe be- 
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I donH pretend that I quite understand 
hly own meaning when I would be very fine ; 

But the fact is that 1 have nothing plann’d, 

Unless it were to be a moment merry — 

A novel word in my vocabulary. 

VI. 

To the kind reader of our sober clime 
This way of writing will appear exotic; 

Pulci was sire of the half-serious rhyme/ 

Who sang when chivalry was more Quixotic, 

And reveird in the fancies of the time, [potic; 

True knights, chaste dames, huge giants, kings des> 
But all these, save the last, being obsolete, 

] cbose a modern subject as more meet. 

VII. 

How I have treated it, 1 do not know ; 

Perhaps no better than they have treated me 
Who have imputed such designs as show 
Not what they saw, but what they wish'd to see. 
But if it gives them pleasure, be it so ; 

This is a liberal age, and thoughts are free : 
Meantime Apollo plucks nve by the ear, 

And tells me to resume my story here.* 

VIII. 

Young Juan and bis lady-love were left 
To their own hearts' most sweet society ; 

Even Time the pitiless in sorrow cleft 
With his rude scythe such gentle bosoms; be 
Sigh'd to behold them of their hours bereft. 

Though foe to love ; and yet could not be 
Meant to grow old, but die in happy spring, 

Before one charm or hope had taken wing. 

IX. 

Their faces were not made for wrinkles, their 
Pure blood to stagnate, their great hearts to fail ; 
The blank gray was not made to blast their hair, 

But, like the climes that know nor snow nor bail, 
They were all summer : lightning might assail 
And shiver them to ashes, but to trail 
A long and snake-like life of dull decay 
Was not for them— they bad loo little clay. 

X. 

They were alone once more ; for them to be 
Thus was another Eden ; they were never 
Weary, unless when separate : the tree 


Cut from its forest root of years — the river 
Damm'd from its fountain — the child from the knee 
And breast maternal wean’d at once for ever— 
Would wither less than these two torn apart; * 

Alas ! there is no instinct like the heart — 

XI. 

The heart — which may be broken : happy they ! 

Thrice fortunate! who of that fragile mould, 

The precious porcelain of human clay. 

Break with the first fall : they can ne'er behold 
The long year link'd with heavy day on day. 

And all which must be borne, and never told; 

While life’s strange principle will often lie 
Deepest In those who long the most to die. 

XII. 

“ Whom the gods love die young,” was said of yore,* 
And many deaths do they escape by this : 

The death of friends, and that which slays even more — 
The death of friendship, love, youth, all that is, 
Except mere breath; and since the silent shore 
Awaits at last even those who longest miss 
The old archer's shafts, perhaps the early grave 
Which men weep over may be meant to save.’ 
xm. 

Haid^e and Juan thought not of the dead. [them : 
Tlie heavens, and earth, and air, seem'd made for 
They found no fault with Time, save that be fled ; 

They saw not in themselves aught to condemn : 
Each was the other’s mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling in tlieir dark eyes like a gem, 

And knew such brightness was but the reflection 
Of their exchanging glances of allectioD. 

xn'. 

The gentle pressure, and the thrilling touch. 

The least glance better understood than words. 
Which still said all, and ne’er could say too much , 

A language, too, but like to that of birds, 

Known but to them, at least appearing such 
As but to lovers a true sense affords ; 

Sweet playful phrases, which would seem absurd 
To those who have ceased to hear such, or ne’er beard ; 

XV. 

All these were theirs, for they were children still, 

And children still they should have ever been ; 
They were not made in the real world to fill 


wUebiDg airinen of bb Duinbers, aims to turn the moral world 
Into a herd of monsters.**— WiTiiss. 

** Deep as Bfron baa dipped bis pen into vice, be has dipped it 
still deeper into immorality. Alas! be shines ooly to mislead— be 
Oasbn only to destroy.**— C olton. 

*'ln Don Juan he Uhiirhir profane; but, in that poem, the pro- 
bnenesB ia In keeping with all ibe other qualities, and religion 
comes in for a sneer, or a burlesque, only in common with erery 
Ibing Ibatlsdearand valuable to us as moral and aocial beings.**— 
Eel. Ret. 
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7id 

A busy character in the dull scene, 

Jtut like two beings born from out a rii), 

A nymph and her l>eloved, all unseen 
To pass their lives in fountains and on (lowers, 

And never know the weight of human hours. 

XVI. 

Moons changing had roll'd on, and changeless found 
Those their bright rise had lighted to such joys 
As rarely they beheld throughout their round ; 

And these were not of the vain kind which cloys, 
For their were buoyant spirits, never bound 
By tlie mere senses; and that whicli destroys' 

Most love, possession, unto them appear'd 
A thing which each endearment more endear’d, 
xvii. 

Oh beautiful ! and rare as beautiful ! 

But theirs was love in which the mind delights 
To lose itself, when the old world grows dull, 

And we are sick of its hack sounds and sights. 
Intrigues, adventures of the common school. 

Its petty passions, marriages, and flights, 

Where Hymen's torch but brands one strumpet more, 
Whose husband only knows her not a wh— re. 

XVIII. 

Hard words; harsh truth; a truth which many know'. 

Enough. — The faithful and the fairy pair. 

Who never found a single hour too slow. 

What was it made tliem thus exempt from care? 
Young innate feelings all l\ave fell below, 

Which perish in the rest, but in them were 
Inherent; what we mortals call romantic. 

And always env>-, though we deem it frantic. 

XIX. 

This is in others a factitious state. 

An opium dream * of too much youtli and reading, 
But was in them their nature or tlieir fate : 

No novels e'er had set their young hearts bleeding, 
For Haid^e's knowledge was by no means great. 

And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding; 

So that there was no reason for their loves, 

More than for those of nightingales or doves. 

XX. 

They gazed upon the sunset; 't is an hour 
Dear unto all, but dearest to their eyes, 

For it had made them what they were : the power I 
Of love had first o'erw helm'd them from such skies, 
\Vhen happiness had been their only dow er, 

And twilight saw them link'd in passion's ties; 
Charm'd with each other, all tilings cliarm'd that 
brought 

The past still welcome a.s the present thought. 


I XXI. 

i I know not why, but in that hour to-night, 

I Even as they gazed, a sudden tremor came, 

I And swept, as 't were, across their heart's delight, 
Like the wind o'er a harp-string, or a flame. 

When one is shook in sound, and one in sight; 

And thus some boding flash'd through either frame. 
And call’d from Juan's breast a faint low sigh, 

While one new tear arose in Haidee's eye. 

XXII. 

That large black prophet eye seem’d to dilate 
And follow far tlic disappearing sun. 

As if their last day of a happy date 
. With his broad, brigfit, anddroppingorfo weregoiie ; 
Juan gazed on her as to ask his fate — 

He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none, 

His glance enquired of hers for some excuse 
I For feelings causeless, or at least abstruse. 

' XXIII. 

She turn'd to him, and smiled, but in that sort 
W'hicb makes not others smile ; ’ then turn’d aside : 
Whatever feeling shook her, it seem’d short, 

And master'd by her wisdom or her pride; 

When Juan spoke, too— it might be in sport — 

Of this their mutual feeling, she replied— 

“ If it should be so,— but— it cannot be— 

Or I at least shall not survive to see.” 

XXIV. 

Juan would question further, but she press'd 
His lip to hers, and silenced him witli this, 

And then dismiss'd the omen from her breast. 
Defying augury with that fotid kiss ; 

And no doubt of all metliods 't is the best : 

Some people prefer wine — *t is not amiss ; 

I have tried both so tbo.se who would a part take 
May choose between the headache and the heartache. 

XXV. 

One of the two, according to your choice, 

Woman or wine, you ’ll have to undei^o ; 

Both maladies are taxes on our Joys : 

But which to choose, 1 really liardly know ; 

And if I bad to give a casting voice, 

For both side.s I could many reasons show, 

And then decide, without great wrong to either. 

It were much better to have both tliau neither. 

XXVI. 

Juan and Haidce gazed upon eadi other 
AVitii swimming looks of speechless tenderness, 
Which mix'd all feelings, friend, child, lover, brother, 
Ail that the best can mingle and express 


• I '*For Ibein were baotaai wbkb wooM bound 

’Cdinti cwuinou kUinffa," 

■ 1 The cclcbratctt “Confesiiuns of m English Opium Ealer/* 
by Mr. de Quincey, b.id hern piiblUlied ahurlty before (bitCaoto 
wriueo.— B.) 

' ( '‘MdiUD be »niile*; sod nxiilcs In such • sort, 

At U Iw wxk d hliTiM.'ir, snd trom'd bit tpiill. 

Ihst rotilj Iw luoTi-d (o unite al any ihine.*>-SeAatrrtKr.1 


< [**Tbe effect of all wloes and spiriU npon me ia strange. It 
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When two pure hearts are pour’d in one another, 
And love too much, and yet can not love less ; 

But almost sanctify the sweet excess 
By the immortal wish and power to bless.' 

XAVIJ. 

Mix’d in each other’s arms, and heart in heart, [long, 
Why did they not then die ? — they had lived too 
Should an hour come to bid them breathe apart ; 

Years could but bring them cruel things or wrong. 
The world was not for them, nor the world’s art 
For beings passionate as Sappho’s song: 

Love was born u i//i them, in them, so intense, 

It was tlieir very spirit — not a sense. 

xxvui. 

They should have lived together deep in w'oods, 
Unseen as sings the nightingale;* they were 
Unfit to mix in these thick solitudes 
Call’d social, haunts of Hate, and Vice, and Care.* 
How lonely every freeborn creature broods J 
The sweetest song>birds nestle in a pair ; 

The eagle soars alone ; tlie gull and crow 
Flock o’er their carrion, just like men below. 

XXIX. 

Now pillow'd cheek to dieek, in loving sleep, 

Haidee and Juan their siesta took, 

A gentle slumber, but it was not deep. 

For ever and anon a something shook 
Juan, and shuddering o'er his frame would creep ; 


' [*' Learn a ntorlal ynmlng to awentf 

Tonardf a biithir vb)ecl. Love wa* (tlwn, 

Knrourafcd, aanciloD’d, cbU<ftf for that end; 

For IhUlbe ponkm to eirun na* tlrlvv)'- 
That MriC ail(|bl be annaird-'Ler boodage profe 
Tbe fetien of a drwtu, opposed to lo««.*'— 

VTuaniwoiTi ( 

* P'TSeabadow^ deaeri, unfrequealod nootU, 

I belter brook tban BotiHsbInii peopled (on ds : 

Ttwrr can I »lt alooe, n naceo ef Mf. 

And to Ibe olgbllnple a cdinpUinlnR noire 
Tune mT dlstreaaea. and record m) wot«."-Satairt*at.l 
' { MS.-” Call'd eorlai, where ail *lre and baircd are."] 

< ( In oneoT Wllaoa's minor po«ins, **0n ilic I>eaih of* Cbllil** 
(4II3I. occurs tills beoutlful image— 

. . . ”AII ber inooceoUboaghlf, 

Like roee-lt«rcj kraucr d."— E.} 

^ f “ We *re scHiiewlut nitfri; than ouraeivc* in onr sleeps, ind 
ihe slumber of llie l>ouy seems to be but tlie waking of ibe soul. 
It is ilie ligation of sense, but the liberty lA reason ; and our wak- 
ing conceptions do not match the fancies of our sleeps. At my 
n^llTlty ray ascendant was tbe watery sign of Scorpius; I was 
born in tbe planetary hour of Saturn, and I llilnk I have a piece 
of that leaden planet in me. I am no way laceiious, dot disposed 
for the nilrib and galllartUse of romi>aay: yet in one dream I can 
compose a wliulc comedy, behold the action, apprettend tbe Jests, 
aod laugh myseU awake at the conceila thereof. Were my me- 
mory as faithful as my reason Is then fruitful, I would never study 
but in my dreams; and this time also would I choose fur my de- 
votions ; but our gmserr memories have then so little hold of onr 
abstracted andenUrtdiogs. that they forget the story, and can only 
relate to our awakened soiiU a confused and broken loie of thal 
that has passed.' —sia Tuomss Baowvt.} 

^ { NS.-** strange sitle of bclnui !- for t U Mill lobe- 

AnJ wbo can kaow all falsa wtut tben wt sea?"] 

T 1 " One of the finest moral tales 1 ever rcail. is an accomil of a 
dream in the Tattler, which, thougli it has every appearance* of a 
real dream, comprehends a moral so sublime and so iiilcrestiiig. 


And Haid^’s sweet lips murmur'd like a brook, 

A wordless music, and her face so fair 

Stirr’d with her dream, as rose-leaves with the air ; * 

XXX. 

Or as the stirring of a deep clear stream 
Within an Alpine hollow, when the wind 
Walks o’er it, was she sliaken by the dream, 

The mystical usurper of the mind — ^ 

O’erpowering us to be wbate’er may seem 
Good to the soul which we no more can bind : 
Strange state of being ! (for ’t is still to be) 

Senseless to feel, and with seal’d eyes to see.* 

XXXI. 

She dream’d of being alone on the sea-shore,? 

Chain’d to a rock ; she knew not how, but stir 
She could not from the spot, and the loud roar 
Grew, and each wave rose roughly, threatening her; 
And o’er her upper lip tliey seem’d to pour, 

Until she sobb’d for breath, and soon they were 
Foaming o’er her lone head, so fierce and high — 
Each broke to drown her, yet she could not die. 

XXXII. 

Anon — she was released, and then she stray’d * 

O’er the sharp shingles with her bleeding feel, 

And stumbled almost every step she made; 

And something roll'd before her in a sheet, 

Which she must still pursue howe'er afraid : 

’T was white and indistinct, nor stopp'd to meet 


tliat 1 <iDef lioQ wbelber any man who allcod* to it can ever forget 
M; and, if be remetnbem, whvilter he can ever cease to be the 
better for it. Addison Is the auUtor of the paper; and 1 shall give 
ihe story in his own elegant words ' I was uucc in agonies of 
! grief tlial are unutterable, and in sn great a dUlraclioa of mind, 
j that I thought myself even oui of tbe posalbilily of receiving oum- 
: fort. The oceaaloo wisasfoUows:— When I wosayonih, In apart 
, of the army which was Uien quartered at Dover, I fell in love with 
I an agreeable young woman of a good family in those |>artj. aiul 
1 bad the satisfaction of seeing my addressee kindly received, whicli 
I occasioned the perplexity I am going to relate. We were, In a calm 
; evening, diverting ourselves, on ihe topolacliff.wiili the prospect 
of the sea; and Irilliogaway ihc Umc in such little fondnessu, as 
are most ridiculoiu to profile in business, and most agreeable to 
those in love. In the midst of these our innocent eodrarroents, 
she snatched a paper of verses out of my baud, and ran away with 
i Ihem. 1 was following her; when on a sodden the ground, ihougli 
; at a cuosiderable dteiaoce from Ihe verge of ibo precipice, sunk 
I under her, and ibrew her down from so prodigiuns a height, upon 
such a range of rocks, as would have dashed her into ten thousand 
' pieces, had her body been made of adamant. It is much easier for 
. my reader to imagine my stale of mind upon such au occasion, 

I than lor me to exf^ess it. 1 said to myself. It is not in the power 
of Heaven to relieve me— when I awaked, tHfualiy Iransporl^ and 
astonished, to sec myself drawn out of an aflliclion, which, Uic 
very moment beforr, appeared to be altogether incitricablc.'— 
Whai fable of .Esop, nay of Mocner. or of Vir^l, conveys su Pme a 
moral? Yet most people have, if I mistake not, met with such 
deliverances by means of a dream. Let us noldesfdve Uuimcliou, 
bow mean soever the vehicle may be that brings It. Even if it be 
a dream, let o« Irani to profit by it. For, whether asleep or 
I awake, we are equally ihecareof Providence ; and ncilber a dream, 

I nor a waking Uiougbt, can occur to lu wilhoni Uie permissfoo uf 
I Him In whom we live, ,vnd ntovr, and have our being."— Da. 
j BtiTTIB.] 

I * 1 MV.-** Auou-lbere were no she MrsT’d 

I 0>r itMT (tiarp slilugW. 'etc.] 
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Her glance nor grasp^ for still she gazed and graspM, 
And ran, but it escaped her as she clasp’d. 

XXXIII. 

The dream changed : — in a cave she stood, its walls 
Were hung with marble icicles; the work 
Of ages on its water-fretted halls, 

Where waves might wash, and seals might breed 
and lurk ; 

Her hair was dripping, and the very balls 
Of her black eyes seem’d turn’d to tears, and mirk 
The sharp rocks look’d below each drop they caught. 
Which froze to marble as it fell,— she thought. 

XXXIV. 

And wet, and cold, and lifeless al her feet, 

Pale as the foam that froth’d on his dead brow, 
Which she essay’d in vain to clear, ( how sweet 
Were once her cares, how idle seem’d they now !) 
Lay Juan, nor could aught renew the beat 
Of bis quench’d heart ; and the sea dirges low 
Rang in her sad ears like a mermaid's song. 

And that brief dream ' appear’d a life too long. * 

XXXV. 

And gazing on the dead, she thought his face 
Faded, or alter’d into something new — 

Like to her father's features, till each trace 
More like and like to Lambro’s aspect grew — 
With all his keen worn look and Grecian grace ; 

And starting, she awoke, and what to view ? 

Oh ! Powers of Heaven ! what dark eye meets she 
*T is — ’I is her father’s — Ux’d upon the pair I [there ? 

XXXVI. 

Then shrieking, she arose, and shrieking fell, 

With joy and sorrow, hope and fear, to sec 
Him whom she deem’d a habitant where dwell 
The occan-burled, risen from death, to be 
Perchance the death of one she loved too well : 

Dear as her father had been to Haidee, 
it was a moment of tliat awful kind— 

1 have seen such — but must not call to mind. * 

XXXVII. 

Up Juan sprung to Haidee's bitter shriek. 

And caught her falling, and from off the wall 
Snatch’d down his sabre, in hot haste to wreak 
Vengeance on him who was the cause of all : 

Then Lambro, who till now forbore to speak, 

Smiled scornfully, and said, Within my call, 

A thousand scimitars await the word 
Put up, young man, put up your silly sword.” 


XXXVIII. 

And UaidM clung around him ; ** Juan, ’t is— 

’T is Lambro — ’t is iiiv father ! Kneel w ith me — 

He will forgive us — yes — it must be — yes. 

Oh ! dearest father, in this agony 
Of pleasure and of pain— even while I kiss 
Thy garment’s hem with transport, can it be 
Tliat doubt should mingle with my Olial Joy? 

Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare this boy.” 

XXXIX. 

High and inscrutable the old man stood, 

Calm in his voice, and calm within his eye — 

Not always signs with him of calmest mo^ : 

He look'd upon her, but gave no reply ; 

Then turn’d to Juan, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die ; 

In arms, at least, be stood, in act to spring 
On the first foe whom Lambro’s call might bring. 

XL. 

“ Young man, your sword ; ” so Lambro once more 
Juan replied, Not while this arm is free.” [said : 
The old man's clieek grew pale, but not with dread. 
And drawing from his belt a pistol, he 
Replied, Your blood be then on your own head.” 
ilien look’d close at the flint, as if to see 
’T was fresh — for he had lately used the lock — 

And next proceeded quietly to cock. 

XLI. 

It has a strange quick jar upon the ear, 

That cocking of a pistol, when yon know 
A moment more w ill bring the sight to bear 
Upon your person, twelve yards off, or so : 

A gentlemanly distance, not too near, 

If you have got a former friend for foe ; 

But after being fired at once or twice, 

The ear becomes more Irish, and less nice. 

XLtl. 

Lambro presented, and one instant more 
Had stopp'd this Canto, and Don Juan’s breath. 
When Haid^ threw' herself her boy before ; 

Stern as her sire; **On me,” she cried, ” let death 
Descend — the fault is mine ; this fatal shore 
fie found — but sought not. I have pledged my 
I love him — 1 will die with him : 1 knew [faitli; 
Your nature’s firmness — know your daughter’s too.” 

XLIII. 

A minute past, and ^e had been all tears, ^ 

And tenderness, and infancy; but now 


I [ MS.-" And Ibnl iltorl dretm conUlo'd • Uf« too 

• [ *' I from a dreim— well \ and have oot oUtere dream- 

ed?— Such a dream!— bul »he did not overtake me. 1 wish the 
dead would reel, however. ! bow mj blood cUUed— and 1 
could ooi wake— and— and— lieiabo ! 

* Sbaduwt la-nlgbl 

. Ha<r« (truck owre Irrror In Ibe MOl of aictMTd, 

Than rouM ibe tubitaoce of ten (booMitd, 

^ inn’d nil In proof,* etc. Wc, 


I do not like Uito dream,— I hale lla ' foresooe conduskm.* And 
am 1 to be thaken by shadow* ? Ay, when Uicjr remind me of— oo 
matter— but, if I dream thusaiain, 1 will iry wbetber ait sleep 
lias the like viuons. Since 1 rose, l ’re been in conisderable b(^ 
dily pain aUo ; but it is gone and over, and now. like Lord Ogleby, 
1 am wound op lor the day.”— 0. Journal, IMS.] 

^ I bjvc Mn (seb-bul tboy o'erlbmr wf oilad.'j 

* f MS.— ** A (boownd fbarpCTMbres waU Ibe worS.''J 

* ( Ms.-“ Bat • lew motBenu-kbe bad boon all Msn.*') 
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She stood as one uho dinmpion’d human fears — 
Pale, statue-like, and stem, she woo'd the blow ; 
And tall beyond ber sex, and their compeers, 

She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A fairer mark ; and with a fix'd eye scann'd 
Her father's face — ^but never stopp'd his hand. 

XLIV. 

He gazed on her, and she on him ; 't was strange 
ilo w ILke.they look’d ! the expression was the same; 
Serenely savage, w itb a little change 

In the large dark eye's mutual-darted flame ; 

For she, too, was as one who could avenge, . 

If cause should be^a lioness, though tame ; 

Her father’s blood before her father’s face 
Boil'd up, and proved her truly of his race. 

XLV. 

I said they were alike, their features and 
Their stature, differing but in sex and years; 

Even to the delicacy of their hand • 

There was resemblance, such as Inie blood wears; 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 
In fix’d ferocity, when joyous tears, 

And sweet sensations, should have welcomed both, 
Show what the passions are in their full growth. 

XLVI. 

The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His weapon, and replaced it; but stood still, 

And looking on her, as to look her through, 

“Not /,”he said, “have sought this stranger's ill ; 
Not I have made this desolation : few 

■Would bear such outrage, and forbtar to kill ; 
But I must do my duty — how tlmu hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for the past* 

xLvn. 

“ Let him disarm j or, by my father’s head. 

His own shall roll before you like a ball!”' • 

He raised his whistle, as the word he said. 

And blew, another answer’d to the call, 

And rushing in disorderly, though led, 

And arm’d from boot to turban, one and ail. 

Some twenty of his train come, rank on rank j 
He gave the word, — “ Arrest or slay the Frank." 

XLVIIf. 

Tlicn, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 
ills daughter; while compress’d within his clasp, 
’Twixt her and Juan interposed the crew; 


74:i’ 

In vain she struggled in her father’s grasp — 

His arms were like a serpent’s coil : then flew * 

Upon their prey, os darts an angry asp. 

The file of pirates; save the foremost, who 

Had fallen, with his right shonldcr half cut Uirough.* 

XLIX. 

The second had his cheek laid open ; but 
The third, a wary, cool old sworder, took 
The blows upon his cutlass, and then put 
I His own well in; so well, ere you could look, 

' His man was floor'd, and helpless at his foot,* 
j ' With the blood running like a little brook 
I From two smart sabre gashes, deep and red— 

One on the arm, the other on the head. 


li. 

And then they bound him where he fell, and bore 
Juan from the apartment : with a sign 
Old Lambro bade them take him to the shore, 

Where lay some ships which were to sail at nine. * 
They laid him in a boat, and plied the oar 
Until they reach’d some galliots, placed in line ; 
On board of one of these, and under liatches, 

They stow'd him, with strict orders to the watches. 


LI. 

The world is full of strange vicissitudes. 

And here was one exceedingly unpleasant : 

A gentleman so rich in the world's goods. 
Handsome and young, eiijoyiag all the present, 
Just at the very time when he least broods 
On such a thing, is suddenly to sea sent, 
W'ounded and chain’d, so that he cannot move, 
And all because a lady fell in love. 


Here I must leave him, for I grow pathetic. 

Moved by Uie Chinese nymph of tears, green teit! 

Than whom Cassandra was not more prophetic;, • • 

For'if my pure libations exceed three, ’ * 

I feel my heart become so sympathetic, • * * < 

That I must have recourse to black Bohea 
’T is pity wine should bo so deleterious, ■ * 

For tea and coffee leave us much more serious. » » 


Unles.s when qualified w ith thee^ Cogniac? ,* 

Sweet Naiad of the Phlcgetlioiillc rill 1 * » ^ • -i » 

Ah ! why the liver willthou thus attack, > 

And make, like other nymphs, thy lovers {11.^'*“ 


• ( TtM readerwill observe a curioos mark of pro(itM]uit7 which 
the pmi Qoiiccs, with rci)HfCl (u ihe hatxls of ihc father and liaiuh* 
ter. Lord Ujttiu, we tuipect, ta tmlcMed for Ilia firot luiit uf thin 
to All Pacha, who, hy tlic hye, U tlie original of Iwtinbm; fur. 
wlirn hit lordthip was introducctl, with his friend llobiRkipc, lu 
that a;tre<‘Ahle>vnatuifml tyrant, (he vizier sani that he kti^ Itc 
waa the Hcgalot Aothrupoa (i. a. ib« lircat Uan), by (he*iiall- 
oecs of hla iiri and bauUs.— GtLT.j 

* f And If / (Ud my «lot) ■* f*oa hMt. 

TbU boor ntr^ tbkiw^tKl Ih) mlalon't Li*l ') 

I np h«ldh«T HITS « KTpenl's (oMt - ttM^n flrn 

■ pull her piw.” 00 - 1 • 


4 AMbrecM, Ua lurtKin iaroucTi.'‘| ' ^ 

s jiiis _«*nuoi»« w*» pr«atri»u-. b-wairn( •» hU . . 

0 ^ u.v._>‘T)ll(urttar orth-rs should bU doom assigo.*')* 

T [MS.- ‘ttiFlltoB, sw«i» fsrf of rUt! 

W«S.r«jon the ll*er • *lf!l wortp nllt*. _ * - • 

‘ Di^tdCa.Itaf prlfrUsomethlttydcorcTslilirl 

•►(**1 have been cou-siU*;rin" wlial c.tii he Uw reason why I 
ilwayi wakfi at a ctrlaiiiboiir in tin' ii»»rni»x. «jil alwtyain vm-y 
bad sidriN— i m.Tt say, in acina! an»J UopnnOcucy, in flil 

raippot*. even of that which pl« av.vJ me over nighL lu abunt an 
buor or two lids fioci oQ, au.l 1 comi u'c cfilicr hi sl-vp a*A*0. ot^ 
r . ■ W ' 
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i would take refuge in weak puncli, but rack 
(In each sense of the word ), whene'er 1 (ill 
My mild and midnight beakers'to the brim. 
Wakes me next morning with its synonym. 


1 leave Don Juan for the present, safe — 

Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wounded ; 
Yet could his corporal pangs amount to half 
Of tliose with w[iich his Uaidee's bosom bouuded ! 
.She was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe. 

And then give way, subdued because surrounded; 
Her mother was a Moorish maid, from Fez, 

Where all is Eden, or u wilderness. 


There the large olive rains its amber store 
In marble fonts; there grain, and (lower, and fruit, 
Gush from the earth until the land runs o'er ; ' 

But there, too, many a poison-tree has root. 

And midnight listens to the lion's roar, 

And long, long deserts scorch the camel's foot, 

Or heaving whelm the helpless caravan ; 

And as the soil is, so the heart of man. 

LVI, 

Afric is all the sun's, and as her earth' 

Her human clay is kindled ; full of power 
For good or evil, burning from its birth, 

Tite Moorish blood partakes the planet’s hour : 
And like the soil beneath it will bring forth ; 

beauty arid love were Haidee's mother’s dower ; 
But her large dark eye show’d deep Passion's force, 
Though sleeping like a lion near a source.’ 


*Ili^r Baughter, tcuipu’d with a milder ray, 

Like 'Summer clouds all sHVery, smooth, and fair, 
TiR slowly. chargU with tbtuidtf they display 
e ' *jernor to aagth, and teapest to the air, 

Ua^ReM, till iipvr her soft and milky way; 

_ .f ^ ^ 

lean, five yfurraao, I had ibe came 

S. ' khMl of.nipoohniidvia, DiinoMmpiited with so vWenl a tfilnt, 

> th.it I have dtimk as luany as Udrtevo boitlrn lA sutta-water in one 
, sllil tUirsly. At havtr 

U4rr{ iiut ihc tteikreyjdtiu'uf »|ilriu U inr Il'm Muleui. 
tin jlpip/ttYr? ( It U all hyftochonilrUi."— It. 

y.flsF?'' 4 * ‘ 

“ At Ai, tlw lnMi»Si-Cf the am] wCalUty Imre, diilihi- 
ictoutf^v>tir&, «iociiC)t wilbrcMrrutjiiiotu rouiUs 


But overwrought with passion and despair. 

The lire burst forth frotp her Numidian veins. 

Even as the Simoom* sweeps the blasted plains. 

LVllU . 

The last sight which she saw was Juan’s gore. 

And he himself o'ermaster’d and cut down; 

His bfood was running on the very floor 
Where late he trod, her beautiful, hef own; 

Thus much she view’d an instant and no, more, — 
Her struggle.^ ceased with one convulsive groan ; 
On her sire’s arm, which until now scarce held 
writlring, fell she like a cedar fell’d. 

LIX. 

A vein had burst, and her sweet lips’ pure dyes * 
Were dabbled with the deep blood which ran o’er; ’ 
And her head droop'd as when the lily lies 
O’crcliarged w ith rain : Iter summon'd handmaids 
bore V 

Tbeir lady to her couch witn gushing eyes ; 

Of herbs and cordials they produced their store, 
But she defied all naeans they could employ, 

Like one life could not Iwld, nor death destroy. 

LX. 

Days lay she in that state unchanged, though chill — 
With nothing livid, still her lips w'ere red; 

She had no pulse, but death seem'd absent still ; 

No hideous sign proclaim’d her surely dead ; 
Corruption came not, in each mind to kill 
All hope ; to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seem’d full of sou) — 

She had so much, eartli could not claim the whole. 


The ruling passion, such as marble shows 
When exquisitely cbisell'd, still lay there, 
But Ih'd as marble's unchanged aspect throws 
O’er the fair Venus, but for ever fair 
O'er the Laoeoon’s ail eternal throes, ? 


’♦ aSfe tfX wiyi fniU, a*mJ'ofliaaiPMU J 

fry sclu;^ aihi mtirf wJunfrruun 

' 

•• ling ‘ 

f *Pl4J*s Ufltt 

• n*n by ji»‘ ■ 



i This is no verf uocominoa eriect of iho violenco of eoBnicUng 
ami diftcrcDl pabaiuos. Tbo [Kicc Fraocla Foscarl. on his depoai- 
(ioD in 1497, liearuiK the belUorsi. MarkanaonnoeUieelecUoaof 
Ills succi'«»ur, ‘‘ mourul snbit'-nient U'liiie hemorraAle causae par 
line vdiieqni n'etbla dans sa poilriae,” (tcc Sisuiondl and Dam, 
Tills i- •iiid 11. t ace also unU, p. 464.^ at the age of eighty years, 
nhcii "/rAo ux)u/rf Aarr thought tho old man had so tnuch 
Afoad in Aim.'" Before 1 wax siitccti years of age. Iwaswitucsa 
to a nieUuchuly loslaneo of the name eliect of mixed jiaasioRs u|K>n 
a young person, who, liuwevrr. did not die in coiiMsqticuce, at tli.nt 
hut fell a victim some years altmvants to a seirure of the 
same kind, arlsiog from causes intimately connecird with agita> 
UouOfmiiMl. 

^ (See ante, pp. tSS. 160. The vinv of the Venus of Mcdicis 
inst.inily MiegrsU the lines in llic ” Seasons, 

— * him iiirprirf:. 

^ .IS it le aarble sirnck, ilciotd of tco>r, 

^ A iiopid moiuooi mollonlns sbeMood : 

So sUnits llM Malue tbal enclunts Ibe world.''— Iloiteottr^ 

4 • ** lUI n^njlDe rerte 

I K^oonU (>cUtiit ; rt primum psrvodnorgin ' % 

Corywru iinloruisivrpeR* omptcsiis, utdrqoe 
lDiplir3l,*'rtr.~Vit6 .Cn. I: II. 

- ilteir destin d w«v (bey lalus. 

And Laucoon mini tii>. cblldren UMke : , 

s,:.l hr^l ;irogij>| llwIrM'tr buiitbc} wind. . 
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And ever-dying Gladiator’s air : ' 

Their energy'like life forms all their fame» , 
Yet looks not life, for they are still the same. ' 


She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake. 

Rather the d(»id, for life seem’d something new, 

A strange sensatioi) which she must partake 
Perforce, since whatsoever met her view 
Struck not on memory, though a heavy ache 
I.ay other heart, whose earliest beat .still true 
Brought back the sense of pain without the cause, 
For, for a while, t!>e furies made a pause. 

LXI1I. 

She look’d on many a face with vacant eye, 

On many a token without knowing what; 

She saw them watch her without asking why,* 

And reck’d not who around her pillow sat ; 

Not speechless, though she spoke not ; not a sigh 
Relieved her thoughts ; dull silence and quick chat 
^Verc tried in vain by those who served ; she gave 
No sign, save brea.tlv, of having left the grave. 

Her handmaids tended, but she heeded not ; 

Her father watch'd, she turn’d her eyes away ; 

She recognised no being, and no spot. 

However dear or cheri^’d in their day ; 

They changed from room to room, but all forgot, • 
Gentle, but without memory she lay; [ing 

At length those eyes, which they would fain l>e wean- 
Back to old thoughts, wax’d full of fearful meaning. 

LXV. 

And then a slave bethought her of a liarp ; * 

Tlie harper came, and tuned his instrument; 

At the first notes, irregular and sharp, 

Ou him her flashing eyes a moment bent, 

Tlieti to the w all she turn’d as if to w arp 

Her thoughts from sorrow’ through Ijcr heart re- 
sent ; 

And he begun a long low island song 
Of ancient days, ere tyranny grew strong. 


LXM. , 

Anon her thin wan fingers beat the wall 
In time to lu's old tune ; he changed the theme. 
And sung of love ; the fierce name struck (hroiigh all 
Her recollection ; on her flash’d the dream 
Of what she was, and is, if ye could call 
To be so being ; in a gushing stream t 

Tlie tears rush’d forth from her o’erclouded brain, 

Uke mountain mists at length dissolved in rain. 

LXVII. 

Short solace, vain relief! — thought came too quick, 
And wlnrl’d lier brain to madness; she arose 
As one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick. 

And flew at all she met, as on her foes 
But no one ever heard her .speak or shriek, 

Although her paroxysm drewlowardS its dose'; — 
Hers was a phrensy which disdain'd to rave, 

F.vcn wl»en they smote her, in the hope to save. 

4 LXTIII. • ^ ^ 

Yet she betray’d at times a gleamof .sense ;* ' ^ 

Nothing could make her meet her father’s face. 
Though on all other things w ilh looks intense ^ 

She gazed, but none she ever could retrace ; 

Food she refused, and raiment ; no pretence 
Avail'd for either; neither change of place, .* 
Nor time, nor skill, nor remedy, could give her ' 
Senses to sleep— the pow er seem’d gone for ever. 

Lxrx. \ ^ 

Twelve days and nights she wither’d thus ; at last,^ 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glapce, to show 
A parting pang, the spirit from her past : ^ ^ 

And they who watch’d her nearest could'not know 
The very instant, till tiie change that cast ^ * 
Her sweet face into shadow , dull and slo»’, 

Glazed o’er her eyes — thebcautiful, the black-^ 

Oh ! to possess such lustre— and then lack ! * *4 | ’ 

• Lxx. * ' 

« w 

She died, hut not alone ; she hold within * 

A second principle of life, which might 
Have dawn’d a fair and sinless clifid of sia; 


uiL'- 


TlMawlili Itkcir»b«rijeii 4t fangi Ihtir limiMiad (MdtesBilad. 

Tbe wrrfrbed fklher, ruunlns lo ibtir ild 

Wllb ptouf bafic, but Tain, Ibn MSI Imnde: 

Tnk* rMind bit Ihrir wlading roltintn roll'd. 

Ao^wlrr •bcioi tali gntping Ibroal Ukt fold.v 

With bolh bl« bands he Uboor* 4t Ibo klMt^ 

UU Ml BUclalbe biae«CDoai blob,'' ctCL-bsrbis.] * 

* f iublioM Dirk of • Krnil wsl abtu« fbnh,in all Ut braui;, 
Ibrough Ibow tlTrcliaK ciprwsluni of pain and AugoUb Ibat appear In iltr 
coonlrnancc of Ibe famnm Laofoua, nnd dlffuae iLclr liorrontbruagb bb 
eooTobtd memUTK. Tbe btbrrne»i of hb lormroi H-riai lo be imprlulrd 
nn *orh mutclr. end to »wdl e«afj itcfrr ; aud II U eiprtwd «tHh peculiar 
mer(tr< by Ibe roolrariloo of the abdomen uud aU Ibe (pnrr pirb of bis 
bodi ; ihU oprrMlon Is to itMi Ibc eiienllvr spcdainr piriaktn, In 
some mc*»or«.oHhcai)«ulvh tl rcprmDis. Tb^ mfferiDBt oflbe thnly iM 
ibrtlTTalloa B( Ibe soul aronpreurd In crerj mvmbrr with rtioal rnm>v, 
and form lb« mwi tnMimr tuiKr»«l luusinnblc. Laoepun <ulhnlU but 
besuffert like Ibe rbtl«cle<r< of Aopbocle*; hl.l<iiueui.':I>leal<uet|»tv|tl««i^ 
Ibe boart. bet filM HUm seme iliaf, wlife an dalfoof bting 

able Jo ImKaie bit tmtUnr) sad ntlgaaolDlljr 1° thefaliM aud^Hlflrrlnst 
iiitt tsMrfantff • 

lo the ^ou|i of (!K> iMKOon, the fldpH of rrllirtfRi 


fSeecNfr, p. HI r 

I -“'nwibcl frwi^ lire, at beioatllll'ib^iiMr ^ 

t V«.-"Bb« tq|k idriyiKTtMM I 

r kl9.-^ At laeltoDottiHi^MvItl llipm ora 
|*'JLO(l Ibrn lie 4fe0 a Ifslfraffi blTf olc, 


•V 


And Inaldotiofill «Ublirb-{a»b'0'«re^^dt »«• , * 

I HT. -“njTtdawrt'dad^ ^^ol)r,tl«ogu of tlti.7], - • 

j bate dlwat irW (l:> Hke « rs^etic AtnmtoioA ^ Ihibcrs cyea: ba U 
seen to Mippma tfnb'*«rM« for b<i cliiMrm ilic|hrfek tor hlrDH'lf-Mt * 
neeArlls wa dram) upward, loespmsIndWnHtion a( unssoiiby snlTrrli^*, 
vtblUl be t* saMal ibosarm lijne to ImpkVT rclrtUal Mp. To IbMuji 
e<!deU tlir irIngctJ eftocit of Ibe A«rp«nt-po)*o% Ibr niVthlitgai ofdbc UmI>. 

I Ueqwsms of tbc Hireinitter : to ih» nilrarulovs or|«nldtiiuS uf aueb et- 
p9!ersi^, Aj’driiiderilbcscnlptar ofjii« lno^oul^ m»» loo nlarfMaf claloi 
’ lfl< fiirui* l<ii rlaaai : It t-bnrarlecifff arcry brailh of.hrllf|t Vbrgink ooafe 
MirprW^, lfN*prlrH^t|jMalhPr are »l«lblr. tml, ab*iirbrd to Ibeindir. mer 
I only In •flaoKr Ibe Ti.ffm of one (l>oa«b {mImtI (•) tb^ 

ftrliidfonM, lo eppli rta cmBpasMo Iha latvof ibe Laocoon ti Wincntnrv 
I .fbr nan> UurtaafliiS bi ibr ; ibh l«t)|>nUOM«Vrouf, Ibis foatiikkbt 
I B<ior, it^ ^D(DCi|ton of llM e][r4,ai>d, above all, that Inog-dfaMo rotmlli. 

I 'rpni^le and iraia of rnbrnl I'D. ft-ifurcs of p«ur% ttradHinr 
i niniUiibepina ofrlralh.*‘-l't4rsi.l • 


.' • * t • 
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But closed its little being without lights 
Aod went down to the grave unborn^ wherein 
Blossom and bough lie witlier'd'w ith one blight ; 
In vain the dews of Heaven descend above 
ITic bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love. 

LX\I. 

TTius lived— thus died she ; never more on her 
Shall sorrow light, or shame. She was not made 
Through years or moons the inner weight to bear, 
Which colder hearts endure till Uiev are laid 
' By age in earth ! her days and pleasure-s were 
Brief, but delightful — such as had not staid 
]x»ng with her destiny; but she sleeps well ' 

By tbe se»>shore, whereon she loved to dwell. ' 
txxii. 

That isle is liow all desolate and bare, 

Its dwellkics down, its tenants pass'd away ; 
None but her own and father's grave is there, 

And nothing outward tells of human clay; 

Ye could not know where lies a thing so fair. 

No stone is there to show,' no tongue to say 
What was ; no dirge, except the hollow sesfs, * 
.MoBrns o’er the beauty of tlip-Cyclades. 

LXXIII. 

But many a Creek rnoid in a loving song 
•^Sighs o'er her name ; and many an islander 
With her sire's story makes the night less long ; 

' Takhir was his, and beauty dwelt with her; 
shu loved rashly, her life paid for wrong 
^ * A heavy price must all pay nbo tbus.crr, 


In some shape; let none think to fly the danger,^ 
For soon or late Love is his Ow n avedger. 

LXXIV. 

But let me change this theme, whi<^ grows too 
sad, 

And lay this sheet of sorrows on Uie shelf ; 

1 don’t much like describing people mad, 

For fear of seeming rather touch'd myself— 
Besides, 1 'vo no more on this head to add; 

And as my Muse is a capricious elf, 

We ’ll put about, and try another tack 
With Juan, left half-kill’d some stanzas back. 

LXXV. 

W’ounded and fetter'd, cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, 
Some days and nights elapsed before that he 
Could altogether call the past to mind ; 

^ And when be did, he found himself at sea, 
i Sailing six knots an hour before the wind ; 

Tlic shores of Ilion lay beneath their Iqc — 

Another tiuie he niiglit ha\e liked to sec ’em. 

But now w as not much pleased with Cape Sigxum.' 

LXXVl. 

Tliere, on the green and villagC'CCtted hill, is 
(Flank'd by the Hellespont, and by tlie sea) 
Entomb’d the bravest of tbe brave, Achilles; 

They say so — (Bryant says the contrary) : 

^nd further downward, tall and towering still, is* 
The tumulus— of whom? Heaven knows; 't may be 
Patroclus, Ajax, or Prolesilaus ; » 

All heroes, who if living still would slay us. 


A«r lUcVDpul fc«cr he BcU.''-ard<teU.1 
« [Wc itUiili lew wUl wilhliulJ Uidr »rnipaUiy from U»U af-' 
feckoR or rcfit9e iir drop a Mr over Ibe tUe ut lUo 
U>r^b' ^att luirortuiiatc anJ tu htJ her 

' ** d(Tp WUl 

^ T If the vrfi'Atiom.vwbercoiiUiK toiiwetl.'' « 

Over thU (lluruiInR cuMtnrc Uie port ha« Uiruvm a beauty amt a 
faicttatCpn, Which wcro .Davcr, >vctli:nk, <nir|jaMed.r laiht*, as 
iitUie furiger eantos, he |NViir« ont a^kin^itlar mlxlaro of pathos, 
^d«)rgrvl, wit, and saUr'er taXiif^ a su-jiipe aiid almost inaiigD.int 
JcliRhl iiiVaAtiit^ Uu' taiighter la- ba'iralM;>i nhh loars, aoU crrKV* 

* in|^ Ills linrst and most ^ccUaj; passages With -tpirlCN|iic iJcaa, 

gainst which h<j,QfWvily is prtk.r.-r^SHpasLL.) ' 

*' ,NA 'lajic i, there la n-.^H,jiur tongno to Mr, 

. • * >oUiii|> .avo Hlteo srUe Ilio »lomiy kc«i.’* ] 

■I (U vyill i»e nUvaiKc-<hCltar her ouiuurs arc objectloaibtp, l>y 
Muue faslidioasfrilir,- • ' ^ , 

• '^‘WbomlKCivIrlac’, onS^oth Ibr howl - R 
. V Ya liKir ar plMfOrc‘vn«wc.*'— f 

If thuloTCf ot ^lati adB lljid^ arc net pure aiut ionoceal, aa>i 
^ (lioUted wlthMiUideiit dclicac}’ atid proprlgty. the Under paaUou 
may as well beotriitk^t once outol the lisl'^ the iioct's Uieutes. 
XV t* mtifttslml our eyes XiDd harden onr hearts aRa^ll^l the laastor* 
pa^'K/rt^f dur rxtstcoce^ and, btjfomiiiR mere cr(:aliir(.'jp, of liy* 
ixtcrky'autl form,- charge cxui JMUoa liiiusdf wlUi folly — 

* * I MS.-'* rhpy imwl, awl «»Ul 3 ^i*<Pat>oc can fly lhnd 4 at!<^ 

Pot soon «H- late Utc,** 

* * dill ootP I 1 b»cjU 1'4. tM'ici^tu* , 

TtiMiiL-) (luuhifoaC 

': [ U c hicl a fullvicW of Xr " ini f 

« * ^W|tere/aiM>unrc-.n^tt ^ ■' 

• ' a AiKl II.D >i^rhl'(iii bUbdu4> 19 Uu ' C- 

. X. y . 1 - ,v 


* ^ • a 


Wc anctmred al Cape Janissary, tbe (sinoua promontory ofSipeuai. 
My curiosity snpplied me with strength to cilinb to ilic tup of it. 
to see the place where Achilles was lKirli-,1, aiul where Alexander 
ran naked round Itis lomb, in honour of him— which no dotibl was 
a great comfort to his ghosl. Farilirr downward we saw tlie pro- 
noDtory famed for the sepulchre of Ajax, white 1 reviewed these 
celebrated lietds aod rivers, 1 admired the rsacl geography o( Ho- 
mer, wUcHii I had in my hand. Almost every epithet lie gives tu a 
rooDUiain or plaiu is still just for it; aud 1 s|ientsereral hours here 
in as agreeable cogllallooa as ever Don yuixole had on Uouut 
Muutesmus.— Lanv M. xv. uontsci}-! 

* [ Proceeding towards the cast, aud round the bay distinctly 
pointed out by Strabo, as the barbmir in which the Greeiaii Oect 
was stationed, we arrived at the sepuUdire vX Ajax, upon the an- 
cient HlurUan promontory. It h one of tbe most Interesting ol>- 
jecta to which the aUeoUoo of the literary traveller can possibly 
be dlrccteil. fn all lliat remains of former ages. 1 know of uothUtg 
likely to affi'ct Um mind by emotions of local rnlbuMasm more 
' powerfully than tliis most interesting tomb. It is Impossihle to 
] view its subUriic And simple form without calling to mind Uie ve- 
j Deration so loog^pald lu It ; wiUiout picturing to the jniaginatioti a 
i succe«»ivu scrii 5 of mariners, ofklngs and heroes, who, from tlm 
I Hellespont, or by the shores of Troas and chersouesus. or on Iho 
I scpnlclire itself, poured forth the trilxite uf their homage; aod, 
I finally, without rvprcsentiug tu the oilnd Ute feelings of a native, 
j or of a traveller, in those times, who, alter viewl^ the cxUling 
•j Dmiiniiu--iir, aud wiijieswiii; U;o of public Mid «.4 privaU! 

' fv^ni so conMantly t>e*tfiwcd «p«m U. should b.xyc 1'ceii l«iM tin; 
I itk'cWJNloaa riwiJilicn tlu! cxifteiicc .»f Troy, ami of :li»r mighty 
d« Jt1 flniomlo'd npun Un plain, wonkl h^euostdtml at having u<» 
foundalkHiInlrulh.— Da. K. I». CLsaathr* ■ 

» ■ TIk- Troad it a fine field ter ami sntpe-slirxdm:;, 

.in.| good sporlaoian and an ingriuot^ sdiukirroay esrrcivc ihnr 
fvi-T.iti(l fjoilies to RTcai ■t‘lvtfUaite the rjiot;— or, if Ibcy 
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utxvu. 

High barrows, without marble, or a name, 

A vast, uotill’d, aud mountain-skirted plain, 
And Ida in the distnnre, still the same, 

And old Scamander (if 't is he), remain ; 

T1)e situation seems still form’d for fame— 

A hundred thousand men miglit tight again 
With ease; but where 1 sought for llion's walls. 
The quiet sheep feeds, and the tortoise crawls; 

Lxxvin. 

Troops of untended horses ; Ijerc and there 
Some little hamlets, with new names uncouth; 
Some shepherds (unlike Paris), led to stare 
A moment at tlie European youth 
Whom to the spot their school-boy feelings bear; ' 

A Turk, with beads in band, and pipe in mouth, 
Extremely taken with his own religion. 

Are what 1 found there— but the devil a Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 

Don Juan, here permitted to emerge 

From his dull cabin, found himself a slave; 
Forlorn, and gazi^ on the deep blue surge, 
O’ershadow’d tlwre by many a hero’s grave; 
Weak still with loss of blood, lie scarce could urge 
A few brief questions ; and the answers gave 
No very satisfactory inforinalion 
About his past or present situation. 

LXXX. 

He saw some fellow captives, who appear’d 
To be Italians, as they were in fact; 

From them, at least, Ihetr destiny he heard, 
tVliich was an odd one; a troop going to act 
111 Sicily— all singers, duly rear'd 
In tiieir vocation— had not been attack’d 
In sailing from Livorno by the pirate. 

But sold by the impresario aX no high rale.* 

LXXXI. • 

By one of tliese, the buffo * of the party, 

Juan was told about their curious c^e ; 


For nIUiough destined to the Turkish mart, he 
Still kept his spirits up — at least his face; 

The little fellow really look’d quite hearty, 

And bore him with some gaiety and grace, 

Shqwing a much more rocoiidled demeanour 
Than did the prima donna < and the tenor.’ 

LXXXII. 

In a few words he told their hapless story, ,• 

Saying, Our Machiavelian impresario, 
bbking a signal off some promoctorv. 

Hail’d a strange brig ; Corpo di Caio Mario ! 

We were Iransferr’d on board her in a burr)’, • 
Without a single scudo of salario ; 

But if the Sultan has a taste for song, ^ 

We will revive our fortunes before long. 

LXXXllI. 

^*The prima donna, though a little old, ' • 

And haggard with a dissipated life, ^ 

And subject, w hen the house is thin, to cold, 

Has some good notes; and then the tenor's wife, 
W'ith no great voice, is pleasing to beliold; • / * 

Last carnival she made a deal of strife 
By carrying off Count Cesarc Cicogna 
From an old Roman princess at Bologna. * 

LXXXIV.. * 

“ And then there are the dancers; there 's the Niut, « 
With more than one profession gains by all ; 

Then there ’s that laughing slut the Pclcgrini, 

She, too, was fortunate last carnival, 

And made at least five hundred good zeccliiiii, 

But spends so fast, she has not now a paul; 

And then there *s the Grotesca— such a d.incer ! 

Where men have souls or bodies she must answer.* ^ 

LXXXT. * 

** As for the figuranti,7 tliey are like ’ . % 

The rest of all that tribe; with here and there 
A pretty person, which perhaps may strike, *' . • 

The rest are hardly filled for a fair; ^ 

There ’s one, though tall and stiffer-lhan a pike, 


prefer rWofu lose ttteir waj, ai I did, ina curtrd quagmire ofilm 
iicamamler. wbo wriggle* about a* i( the Dardaa virgio* »UII 
oCfemI Ibetr wonted trilmUr. The only vesUge blTro}-, or her 
destroyer*, are U»e turruw* supposed to contain the carcasses of 
Achilles, Antilochus, Ajax, cic. i but Muuul Ida is slill in high 
fratber. ihougli it>e abepheids arc now'^ays not much like Go- 
Dymnfe.— A. Letters, tmo.) 

• ( Nothin;; cniiid be more agireable than oar frequent rambles. 
Tbe peasanl* of the numerous vlllagt-s, whmu we fret|ueiiUy e»- 
CouiKcrcd plougliinft with their biifTalue*, or drirluK (heir creaking 
wicker car», l.idco with fagguU from ihe minmUioa, whether 
Greeks or Tnrlu, showed no liidinaUuii to iatvrmpt our jtunuiUi. 
Parties of our cicw might be seen scattered over the plain, col- 
lecting liie toi’tuln's which .swarm mi tbe sibtsof the rlvuleU, and 
are fouwl uDdc|;‘evcry fiu^e-hiul). — iiODBOtsE.] 

■ Tliis is a lad. few years ago a mao eugaged a company for 
p>me foreign Ibeairc, embarked them at an Italian port, and car- 
rjrlng them to Algiers, sold them all. One of the women, retunird 
frvui tier captivity, I hcaiil sing, by a strange cniocideuce. In Ro«^ 
»iui's of l/Katuna in Algeri.” at Venice, In the ■•eginulng 
of 1817.— {\Vc have rcaM>a.lo believe that llic loUowins, whlcli wo 
take from Uto MS, |uitnial of a Mslily res()ecUblc traveller, is a 


• 4 


+ 



more correct account t “ in 1812. a Signor GuarigUa induced «c- * » 
veral pmng persons of both wxes— ngpe of them exccc<liiig Uflecn 
years ut age— to accompany him on an oficratioeaeorslon ; ]>ari to g 
form Ihe opera, and pari the ballet. Hecuntrivt^Io gut Uo-m on « 
board a vew-l, w Inch took them to Jjniiia. where he .sold tliem 
for Ihe basest puiposes. Some died from the rfTect of the diin.vte, 
and some from suffering, Aiiioog the few who reinrned were a 
Signor Mutlnarl. and a female dancer, named Bomliglia, who af- 
terwards became ibe wife of Crnpi, the tenor ringer. The wretch 
who »o basely sold them was, when Lord Ttyruu resided at Venice, 
rmployod as cai>o de' vestar), or head udior. at the Peiiice.'*— * 
CisasM.} h «. 

» [A coQiic linger in Ihe 0 |iera bnffa. The Italians, liowevcp, 
dis(iu;:tmh the liuffb cantanie, whicli reqnirni gii«>d singing, front 
the Imffu cotnini. in which there ti more acWiig.— G.J 

* ^Pirstfeiiutesingcr— G.| „ 

* (The mean Iteiueen biM and treble.— G.] • 

* IMS.-*- H ibe Turks hs%c 1 soot, she Wsuruto nosirtT-T 

7 [The ligiiratili are tiuise dancei-s Af a tiallri who <h; not dance 
but many together, and serve lu till up tbcbarkgrounU diir* ^ 
ii)g ihecxiilbllioii of irhlividiialpcrformcra. They corvc»|>oiid to ' 
tbe cliurus in iltc 0|>cro.— 
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Yet tias sentimental kind of air 
Which might go far* but she don’t dance with vigour; 
The more ’s Uic pity, ^ her face and Cgurc. 


Forsooth, scarce fit for ballads in the street; 
In lovers’ parts his passion more to brcatlie. 
Having no heart to show, he shows his teeth.’* 


As for the men, they are a middling set; 

The musico ' is but a crack’d old basin, 

But being qualified in one way yet, 

Nay the seraglio do to set his face in,* 

And as a servant some preferment get; 

ilis singing I no further trust can place In : 
From ail the Pope ' makes yearly ’t would perplex 
To find three perfect pipes of the third sex.< 


Here Raucoeanti’s eloquent recital 
Was interrupted by the pirate crew, 

Who came at stated moments to invite all 
The captives bark to their sad berths; each^threw 
A rueful glance upon the w'aves, (which bright all 
From the blue skies derived o double blue, 

Dancing all free and happy iir the sun,) 

And then went down the hatdiway one by one. 


“ Tlie tenor’s voic« is spoilt by affectation, 

And for the bass,^ the beast can only bellow; 

In fact, he had no singing education, 

. An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow*. 
But being the prima donna’s near relation. 

Who swore his voice w as very rich and mellow, 
'lliey hired him, though to hear him yon ’d believe 
A i\ass was practising recitative. 


They heard next day, that in the Dardanelles, 

. Waiting for his Sublimity’s firman— 

.The most imperative of sovereign spells, 
Whieli every body does w ithout who can— 

' Tilore to secure them in their naval cells. 

Lady to lady, well as man to man, 

Were to be chain’d and lotted out per couple. 
For the slave market of Constantinople. 


“ ’T would not become myself to dwell upon 
My own merits, and though young— I see, Sir — you 
Have got a travell’d air, whidi speaks you one 
To whom the opera is by no means new : 

You *ve heard of Raucocaiiti?" — 1 ’m the man ; 

The linwinay come when you may hear me too; 
You was not last year at the fsif of Lugo, 

But next, when 1 ’m engaged to sing there— do go. 


It seems when this allotment was made out. 

There dianced to be an odd male, and odd female, 
WIh) (after some discussion and some doubt, 

If the soprano might be deem'd to be male. 

They placed him o’er the women as a scout) 

Were link'd together, and it happen’d the male 
W'as Juan, who,— an awkward tiling at his age,— 
Pair’d off with a Baccliante blooming visage.* 


^^Oui^baritone’ I almost had forgot, 

A pretty lad, but bursting with conceit; 

W ith graceful action, science not a jot, 
t A’volce of no great oimpass, and not sweet. 
He always is complaining of his lot, 


'With Raucocanti lucklessly was chain’d 
The tenor ; these two hated w ith a hate 
Found only on the stage, and each more pain'd 
W’iih this his tuneful neiglibour than his fate; 
Sad strife arose, for they were so cross-grain’d. 


• [Tliecutrato.— URABfcfi.] 

• To bMp Ibe Itiiin In llnttr dr«M and MrlBB.” 

1 It i> Nnnte (hat It be Ute Pope and (he Sultan, who aro 
CiMl chief fneourafen of tWa branch of trade— woiticn belo* pro- 
' hltuted aa sini^er? at Sf. Petcr'a, and not deemed tru»t-worthy u 
guardlaoi of the barotn. 

( on lMiii>mea.'>Rra Roav^ao. '*qoi chaoteni si him. malt 
wiia ebaieor rIbaiB pwion, font, anr Ic lh<7dtre, Jen plus maus« 
«ades actenrs du oiotide ; Ua perdent leur toU d« ti^lxmiie heun*. 
el prennciit un embonpoittl dcRofUanl. Ils paricnt et prononccnl 
pins nfal (ine les^rais bonipies, et U r a rndmo dcs leitre*. (elles 

que S'r. cjn'iU nc peiq^it point ptonooerr tin lonl.'* Of 

Velhitl, the la»t of lhUf*ace that api>eaTrd in this country, wr 
trali'^Uibc t.ord Arlcat^iya jiccoimi i— ** I hare now to record an 
rrdH wh»ch eici(.Ci great ciiriuslly iu the mnalcal wurbl. Ihla 
was Ihe tiiTival of a m»\tjto^ano •Apter, lho/>nly one IcR on Ibc 
Italian slafe. Ho'had bMsnhere sotne iltue before ihe manager 
tUfetl t^limducc db oorel and etlraoAinaTY'*t pcrforiner. ^o 
ai*i:«r’9ll»is description had api>cared here for a i|uai-ter of a 
mifory, so llw the r part of ihnae who formerly were de- 
1ii;htnl with J^^iero^. Marcheal. Me-, were now do more, and 
a .wfifratfon baispnm/ up who had never bcaiU a voki* of the 
»prt, and were stronflly prAndlced o^^st it. ni« first receptluo 
at roBcerta far frooi faToorable, (he scurrllotu ahiue larfibed 
iqMvn hiit^^me Ik was crscl and ttllbcrji ; and it was not ' 
nil a&^iotiR d^likrrattbu, inucii pefauftslon. and assttrana-s of 


Bupiiort. that the manager vcnUiredlo engage him. Hven (ben, 
Ritdi WAS Uie popular prejudice and general cry raiard against 
him, tlut imMstial precaaritms were deemed neemary to M-ciire 
a iomrnhat partial audience, and prevent hla being driven front 
Uie stage on hU very first entry npt>o il, which teemed to be a 
predetermined measure. At length Uie Ant aiqiearam'e of Signor 
Veiloli wa« annoiinceH to lake place, on an uniisnal nighi, for his 
ou'Q bmffit, granted h*m, (I wav said, on accnuol of tlie great 
Iroubte be had taken io getting up (be new opera; wlilch, intleed, 
was imc. for, as he had a perfect knowledge of the stage, he en> 
tirely directed all the perfomiancrs in which he (nokai part. Al 
the moment when he was c*i»ecied Hi appear, the moxi profotrod 
silence reigned in one of the mo«l crowded atidicnrev 1 ever saw, 
broken on hlv advancing by lorn! applause* of encouragement. 
The first note he iiitn-ed gave a sliock of stiquise, almost of dl^ 
gost..to inexp»ricoccd ears, but his pcrfotinance was Ihteiiid to 
with atteuliun and gr^l applaii(>« througbovii, with but few au~ 
iHbir eipreMicins ofdisAppruhailon speedily siipprcMcd. Al the 
cud of iho following season he left F.ugland, nm«v to t« engaged 
against the opqpa.’*— g#sislc/i/ ArnifAlsceacrs,^**?.— L. If. ) 
s (The gravest .ind deepest of the male voices.— T iRsbax.] 

B ( Rauc4>-csnti— may be poMleml hy Hoarst‘-song.] 

1 (a male voice, ihc com(is.<oi of which partakes of tfovie of Ihe 
commou haM and Ihe tenor, but dues not exirnd so far downwards 
as the one. nor to an equal height wiUi the niber.— C.) 

* ’ I Xt.' “ t|(i* Mirr il Io a mast eDrb*niiogvingo.'’| 
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Instead of bearing up without debate, 

Tliey each pulPd di^erent ways w ith many an bath. 
“ Arcades arabo,” id est — blackguards botiv ' 

XCIY. 

Juan's companion was a Romagnole, 

But bred within the March of old Ancona, 

With eyes that look'd into the very soul • 

(And other chief points of a “ bella donna ** ), 
Bright — and as black and burning as a coal 

And through hdl* clear brunette complexion shone a 
Great wish to please^a most attractive dower, 
Especially when added to the power. 

xcv. 

But all that power was wasted upon him, 

For sorrow o’er each sense, held stem command ; 
Her eye might flash on his, but found it dim; 

And though thus chain’d, as natural her hand 
Touch’d his, nor that<-nor any handsome limb 
(And she had some not easy to withstand) 

Could stir his pulse, or make his faith feel brittle; 
Perhaps his recent wounds might help a little. 

xcvi. 

No matter; we should ne’er loo much enquire, 

But facts are facts; no knight could be more 
true, 

And Grmer faith no ladye-Iove desire; 

We will omit the proofs, saw one or two : 

T Is said no one in hand *‘can hold a lire 
By thought of frosty Caucasus ; ” * but few, 

1 r jally tiiink ; yet Juan's then ordeal 
^Vas nH)rc triumphant, and not raucJi less real, 
xcvii. 

Here I might enter on a chaste description, 

Having withstood temptation in iny youth,* 

But hear that several people take exception 
At the first two books having too much truth; 
Therefore I 'll make Don Juan leave the ship soon, 
Because the publisher declares, in sooth, 


Through needles' eyes it easier for the came) is 
To pass, than those two cantos into families. ^ ^ 

XCVIII. 

'T is all the same to me ; I *m fond of yielding. 

And therefore leave Uiein to the purer page 
Of Smollett, Prior, Ariosto, Fielding, 

Who say strange things for so correct an age ; * 

I once had great alacrity in wielding ** 

My pen, and liked poetic war to wage. 

And recollect the time when all this cant 
Would have provoked remarks which now it shan't.’’^ 

xcix. 

As boys love rows, my boyhood liked a sfjuabble; 

But at this hour I w ish to part in peace. 

Leaving such to the literary rabble, ^ 

W’hethcr my verse's fame be doom’d to cease, 
While the right hand which wrote it still is able, 

Or of some centuries to take a lease ; ^ 

The grass upon my grave will grow as long, 

And sigh to midnight w inds, hut not to song. 

c. * 

Of poets who come dow n to us through distance 
Of time and tongues, the foster-babes of Fame, 
Life seems the smallest portion of existence ; 

Where twenty ages gather o’er a name, 

T is as a snowball which derives assistance 
From every flake, and yet rolls on the same, 

Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow; 

But, after all, 't is nothing but cold snow/ 4 • 
ci. 

And so great names arc nothing more than nominal, 
And love of glory 's but antiiry lust, * 

Too often in its fury overcoming all 
Who would as 't were Identify their dust 
From out the wide destruction, w hich, entombing all. 
Leaves nothing till ‘"the coming of the just"— ^ 
Save change : I 've stood upon Achilles' tomb, * 

And heard Troy doubted ; ? time will doubt of Rome. 


■ ( fKti pall'd dlfrcnni wa)i-aod vtulng rM|^. * 

U.»ii ruffd oibor, ool) for Ibe cuff."] 

* Wua cfe> Ibal Mcfn d (o likk you thrMsti (OUI."J 

’ [ “Oh, wbo can bold • Dra In bl< hand, 

By Ibluklnf on lb« lriMt^C«umu«f 

Sattirctx * BfcBord I/.} 

* f MS.-“ natiii|{ hod MOK otperleactf in aty Twilb.'* J 

< ["Don Juiii will be koowii, by and by, lor what it itinlend- 
r«l— a .'aUre on abtuts in ibe of sodciy, ami noi an 

ruio;;jr of vice. It may be mm and ihcn v<)lii[itiiouo 1 — I can't 
hel|p tluL Ariosto ia wurve. SmuiieUface Lord Strulnell in Jto- 
R(indoit%) leii wor>e; ami no better, {fo 

ifiri wilt ever be tmluced by re^dinit IK>u Joan i— No, no; site . 
will go (o LHUtt Fucmi. ami Routscou'i tumuim for that, or 
rvea lo the imiiYaciilale Do Tticy will encourJigc lu-.r, and I 

not Ihe Don, wbo laughv il tliai, ami— anil— mosi other thiug».d 
Bill never mind— pi iral '—Lin'd B. lo Mr. Mwray. 1122.] | 

1 haVe siuoil ii|jon lhc 4 >laio of Troy daily, fur more ihan S*l 
month, in 1810 ; and if uy thing diminished hiy picaaiire, it was . 
that the Uackguard Uryaui bad impugned its veracity."— a. | 
1821.] * 

7 [ it seetUH hardly to admit of donht, iImI the plain of Anatolii. 
watered by Uie Mender, and backed by a moontainom ridge, oI ' 


which Kaadaghy la the summit, offers (he preciae terrliory alimlcd 
to by Ilooier. The tohg coolruveriiy. exelled by Hr. Bryanl's pub- 
licalion, and since no vehemcally agitated, would pri»lubly never 
have existed, had U not been forlheerrooeojus maps of the comitry 
which, even lo this lionr, disgrace o'ur geographical knowledge of 
that p^rt of Asia. — D r. E. D. Cuabk.] 4* 

"Aliliough a real puet is natuMlly amioiit lo av.iil himself of 
ini^esUng and well-known scenery, .iml a story billowed bf Ira- 
dilion, yetil is only so tar as llii-y suit his purpow. that dtber ir.v- 
dltion or topography will be adhered to : and it ia uircly prcposlcr* 
ous to eipecf that ina poem, so long, so varied. ar>d so biii^as *' 
Ibat of iiwier, he, should exactly confBrmlo (he sober rules of ilia 
.imuli«t.i>rllie tviid surveyor, ,4t was tlie geucr.dii|dnk)irofanti- % 
({inly, that fiuroer h*l in many raspects departnl from Ihe irvlli 
af history in ihe acllopbf his poem. ,,Nor caoany ^'asonl>e attigii- 
ed why he should not, by an etpial prfvil^i> have omitted, or 
softened, or alleiTd,'*iieli ^nturcv of the Mvnrry as iolerihred, in 
bis opiniuh, with the efthut or coherence of his narraUon. But; 
whHf a poet himself is seldom thus (tarlkular^il D the prtvlle^gcol 
[loelry^lu beslow even on imaginary toenery the imnuteoeas and * 
UreliDcsa which convoy Ihe idea of accuracy,— gtid if only the ge- 
neral featurdi of his |»fctare are correct Ihciaal ofM.* admirersin * 
aflc^agos will ivbt fail to awigiia kH'a) babilalion lo even Uiewilif- 
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cn. 

Tlx; very generations of the dead 
Are swept awa^, and tomb inherits tomb, 

Until the memory of an age is fled, 

And, buried, sinks beneath its offspring's doom ; 
Where are Uie epitoplis our fathers read ? 

Save a few glean’d from the sepulchral gloom 
Which once*named myriads nameless lie beneath. 
And lose tlieir own in universal death. 

cm. 

I canter by the spot eadi afternoon 
Where perish’d in his fame the hcro-boj', 

Who lived too long for men, but died tcK>80on 
For iHiman vanity— the young Dc ^oix! 

A broken pillar, not uncouthly hewn, ^ 

But which neglect Is hastening to destroy, 

Records Ravenna’s carnage on its face, 

While weeds and ordure rankle round the base. * 
m 

CIV. 

I pass each day where Dante's bones are laid : 

A little cupola, more neat than solemn, 

Protects his dost, but reverence here is paid ’ 

Tothc bard’s tomb, < and not the warrior'seolumn : 
The time must conic, when both alike decay'd, 

The chieftain's trophy, and the poet’s volume, 

Will sink where He the songs and wars of earth, 
Before Pelides' death, or Homer’s birtli. 

cv. 

With human blood lhat column was cemented, 

With human filth that column is defiled, 

As if the peasant’s coarse contempt were vented 
To show hfs loathing of the spot he soil'd c * 

Thus is the trophy used, and thus lamented 
Should ever be those blood*bouods, from whose wild 

A 


Instinct of gore and glory earth has known 
Those sufferings Dante saw in hell alone. ^ 
cvi. 

Tet there will still be bards : though fame is smoke. 
Its fumes are frankincense to human thought; t 
And the unquiet feelings, which first woke 
Song in the world, will seek what then they sought; 
As on the beach the waves at last are broke, 

Tluis to their extreme verge the passions brought 
Dash into poetry, * which is but passion, 

Or at least was so ere it grew a fashion. 

cvu. 

If in the course of such a life as was 
At once adventurous and contemplative. 

Men who partake all passions as they pass. 

Acquire the deep and bitter power to give * 

Tlieir images again as in a glass, 

And in such colours that they seem tp live; 

You may do right forbidding them to show 'em. 

But spoil (1 think) a very pretty poem. 

cviii. 

Oh ! ye, who make the fortunes of all books ! 

Benign Ceruleans of the second sex ! 

Who advertise new poems by yoiir looks, 

Your “ imprimatur” will ye not annex? 

What ! must I go to the oblivious cooks? *“ 

Those Cornish plunderers of Parnassian wrecks ? 
Ah ! inust I then the only minstrel be 
Proscribed from tasting your Castalian tea ! "' 
cu. 

What I can I prove “ a lion ” tlien no more ? 

A ball-room bard, a foolscap, hot-press darling ? 
To bear the compliments of many a bore. 

And sigh, ‘‘I can’t get out,” like Yorick’s starling; 


c»l of his feature*. The icxion of MefroM Iim already begun to 
point out Ike tombofllicliaelScoU, described in Ihe Lay o( the 
« I 4 !)t Uiosirel ; and though the main nudincaof Homer'apionire arc 

probably copied from ualiir*, yet we doubt not that many of Uiose 
ubJecU to wbieb Strabo refers, iustead of aflerding suhiecU for tli* 
krd lo d^ribe, dorired, in attef-days, their name aod dealgua- 
llon rrom hUdescrlplkm.' — B ukop UesKi \ 

• Loa* back wko ilct oalo Uw EoraxT age*.' ^ “f'--, 

^ an«{fall locoum nhatUof Uicn. Uif<*n>e. ® 

Wherebe UKM^rned nlisstidanliqiicsiga ^ 

f Whkli ornil nitdM* lfl)ew llic{»erfrc<»ii«y ^ ’ 

When*«fic.vc Jireai oarriar* whlrh dW 
Ttaanoibi rcB/|M(st ttfiUelr might anri.Bwt*. ^ 

# and made ope niwr ot Uie ranh and of lUek rflBu.**— ^ • 

g * » . s 

* He pUfl^wlueh records theiulUe of Uavemu is .ihoot 
%lui 1 CK Mni Ihu city, on the oppimite skIe of Uie river tn the road 
low ardi Forll, Gaston dr Fell, who gained iBIhlfWe, was UiRd in 
# it j Ihir* fell on Iwth »h 1 ih twenty thousand mcii. The present 
stale of th^ Pillar and Its altc'f* dcJcrilicd in Uie tcit.— (UePnix 
was Diikeof Jlrinours, pnd ne^diew lo LoiBs XU., who gave hiu^ 
ilie gOTcmmenl of M 8 ao, Jmd made hhii general of h« array in 
flaly. The young hero *ij;naiLscd his valour aral abllltle* In va- 
ripua acUous, whiifli ramiluaicH fft the 6 atllc of Uavcoia, fought 
on Kailer-day^^l Via. Afli r he had oblalneil the victory, Ira could 
iM*i J)t tli?iHi.Hlcd froA pursuiug a IwMly of Spanish Irifanlry’, which 
Kircated W oukr. Uaklng a fuHuua charge on ihitVarc 
lltiop, be w iaMirOwii froui his liotH;, .lud despatched by a Ihrusl 
«.f a pura' lie perished in hiilwcitly-fomlh year, and lira kins’* 


affliction for his daalh embittered all ttra Joy arising from bis auc- 
cesi.— Uoaui.] 

3 1 3IS.-‘* Prolccis bU tomb, b«l grealar car* is ptid." ] 

4 {Dante was buried (“in sacra minonimcde*'), at Bavciina, in 
a handsome tomb, which was erected by bis protector. Guido da 
PcilenU, restored by Bemanlo Benibo in 14U, again reolorcd by 
OardiiiJi <;r>rvi Iq igM. and rctdaced by a more magnlHrenl tc- 
pulchrr in 1780. at Ihe eipeny of the Cardinal Lnlgl VtlcQlGoa- 

Vhi- 1 : ircntln^ having In vain and frequently attempled 
‘ to reem er Irt* body, crowned his image In a church, and his pic- 
hire is still one of the idols W their cathedr*!.— Hoanou**.) 

l ( With taomsn ordBreUll mmdraied, 

A. If the pH.snl's irero tbU mode lni«»l*d 
. To show bU lealblns of the tblng he wird."] 

^ Those lufferlqfs once reserted for belt aloDC."] 

A lU inimwerc franklncsass: sod wer* Ibero Bought 

• KTcn of (Ills vspour. silll the fhllUDg yohe 

or silence wobM Bot long be borne by TitOBebl/'l 

a (“TbeBfldeofAbrd“»‘‘'’‘w^'^**®“ “hthts, to distract 

my dreams fr»«m Were It not thus, U h|d never been Com— 

iNtocd; ami bad 1 not donOfomeihing at Uial lime, I most have 
gone mad, by eating ray own hearl—bilierillell”— B.DlorpjaiS.J 
9 I jas.,“ I btve clrnobdoep of pBsrloas as tbey psss, 

^ ■ And desriy bought tbs bIlUT pBlirr Itf gfra." ] 

p‘To psstrytooksnud CDOlb».-«ml lUereoii eud.* ''-Cirrosn ] 

V {!«.-“ 'VliiU must lg« Word) tolbrnwk.? 

•, lii'sd— ucrsji but your fiiandn, other’s lo vet — 

^ ' iiwl M nic i:ol ibe oiijy irlnurol be 
: ' r®i dir nronjlnsttng your CsnslUn U'*.-] ' ^ 
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Why then I *11 swear* as poet Wordy swore** 
(Because the world won’t read him, always Snarling) 
That taste is gone, that fanie is but a lottery. 

Drawn by the blue-coat misses of a coterie.* 
cx. 

Oh ! ^‘darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,** 

As some one somewhere sings about the sky, 

And I, ye learned ladies, say of you \ [why, 

They say your stockings are so^Heaven knows 
1 have examined few pair of that hue) ; 

Blue as the garters which serenely lie 
Round the Patrician left-legs, whicli adorn 
The festal midnight, and the levee morn.* 

CXI. 

Yet some of you are most seraphic creatures— 

But times are alter’d since, a ihyming lover. 

You read my stanzas, and 1 read your features : 

And — but no matter, all those things are over; 
Still I have no dislike to learned natures, 

For sometimes such a world of virtues cover; 

I knew one woman of that purple school. 

The loveliest, chastest, best, but— quite a fool, 
cxii. 

Humboldt, **the first of travellers,” but not 
The last, if late accounts be accurate, 

Invented, by some name-I have forgot, 

As well as tlie sublime discovery's date, 

An airy instrument, with which he sought 
To ascertain the atmospheric state, 


' [ us.—" Wbf tlwa 1 ‘II iwfrir, at molber IVordtworib iwora, 

Baraaaa itw world wen'l read bcr, ew.”] 

* [ “Awaf, then, with the wuadm iteratioo of the wort) popu- 

larilp ! lo every tbhis which U to aeod the aoul to 

be admooiibed of her weaknets, or to bo made coMciraa oHicr 
•trenfth ; wherever life and oatui-e are described as operated opoo 
by the creative or abslncUug virtaeof the Imagioatiooi wbrrever 
the liHtinctive wisdom of antii|aity. and her heroic patslotu, uoll- 
Ing. lo the heart of the Poet, wtib the meditative wisdom of later 
ages, have produced that accord ofeubllmated bnmsnlty, which is 
at oDce a history of the remote past, and a prophetic announce- 
neat of the retoolesl Tulare— lAcre, the Poet must recooclle him- 
self bra seasoD to Tew aod acattcred hearers.'*— W oioswoiti’s 
StfWid prtfacf.] 

* (na.—** net baling look'd si asny or Ibst bue, 

Rorgsrtcrt-«s«c those of ibo ' boat •oU’-ObUb He 
Booad Use ralrlrlso kgs nbirb «tlk slMgl, 

Tba oraoofdls o( levee aod of roat.’*| 
a (The cyiDometer— ao instrument invented for ascertaining 
the inteosily of the blue Colour of the sky. On the summit of biglv 
mountains, elevated above the grosser portions of the atmosfihcre, 
It might be curious to compare experimeuts with those made with 
(be same kind of lostnimeot by M. Saussure on (be Alps; but It is . 
mere ostentaUoQ to talk, as M. de Humboldt does, of such experi- 
menls made at eea with a view of being useful tonaTigaUon. We 
prefer, as more simple and more correct, that natoral diapbaoo- 
meter, which tbr ages has regulated Uie progoosUcs of mariners— 
great palenew of Ibe selling sun, a wan colour, an extraordi- 
nary disfiguralioo of Its disc ;** Ihough we simuld be cautious in ad- 
milUng that these metcorologfcal phenomeoa are the unequivocal 
rigns of a tempest The marine baromeler is fhr more liuportsnt 
to the mariner INm hygrometers or cyanomelers. By this liistru- 
nenl a change of weather never falb lo be Indicated by ilie least 
rialng or blling of the mercury in the lube ; Ibe descent, in tror 
pical latttudes, of an dgbUi of an inch, when at a lUstaocc from 


By measuring Uie iuteutity of kftie : < 

Ob, Lady Daphne! let me measure you! * 

CXIII. 

But to the narrative. — The vessel bound 
W ith slaves to sell off in the capital. 

After the usual process, might be found 
At anchor under the seraglio w all ; 

Her cargo, from tlie plague being safe and sound, 
Were landed in the market,” one and all. 

And there withCeorgians, Russians, and Circassians, 
Bought up for different purposes and passions. 

cxiv. 

Some went off dearly ; fifteen hundred dollars 
For one Circassian, a sweet girl, were given, 
Warranted virgin ; beauty's brightest colours 
Had deck’d her out in all the hues o6 heaven : 

Her sale seut home some disappointed bawlerSj 
Who bade on till tlie hundreds reach'd eleven ; 7 
But when the offer went beyond, they knew 
*T was for the Sultan, and at once withdrew. 

cxv. 

Twelve negrcsscs from Nubia brought a price 
Which the West Indian market scarce would bring ; 
Though Wilberforce, at last, has made it twice 
What *t was ere Abolition ; and tiic thing 
Need not seem very woriderfu^ for vioo 
Is always much more fi^Tendld than a king : « 

The virtues, even the most exalted, (.Itarity, 

Are saving— vice spares nothing for a rarity. 


the Iiod, It Ummcqrilvocal indicallon of an approaching storm. 
Many a ship has destruction by the dtoely notfee 

given by this iblMliflMcit (u prc|>are for a storm ; aod no ship 
should be |)criiiiited to go to sea witbuut one.— Biaaow.) 

* f MS.-*I II hack a Lontl«a ' Am' ogtiBst rCT-u-** 

Of, at 

**I'll bettomepslrprsiocfclegi beat Pern.’* • 

Or, 

** Aodao. oM Sotbebf , wc 1] messurs fou*"] 

V r'*Hwalave<iiurket Isa qoadranglc, surrowided by a covered 
gallery, and ranges of small and .separate apartments. Here ibe 
poor wretches sit iu a melancholy posture. Before Uny cheapen 
them, they tarn them about from this side (d that, survey ibcra 
from ic^ to boitoai. put them to exsrdse whatever they have 
learned, and thiascveral ti/nesaday, wlihouiconiing toanyagre^ 
meat. Such of Ihecn. both men and women, to whom dane Na- 
tnre has been nig^rd of her charms, wre a|( apart tor tlie vUcet 
purpOKs-.batinidtil^UjlI^bawe youfh ted beamy |»ass their Ume 
well enov^ otjCMs are the Jews, w)n> 

lake gw>d‘.careof IHi^ala^ edncril^ (hi^^Uiey may Mil the 
belter » ^k^r cboJcctt.ikr |^dcoe.^nd lner| ygn ropal go, 
iC yoo wbuld have b^ter Uian omtry; tor U is hefe as' in mar- 
kets Tor horses, tite handsomest do not always appear, but are kept 
within doors."— ToiixvroiT.] ■ ^ 

7. {Tlie manner of purchasing slaves is tlius described in the 
plain and una/fveted turralire cf a (ieman mer^juil, **a^Mcb«''* 
says Hr. Tborotuii. ** as i Inve been able lo hpedpln its S<dHRi 
autheoUetty. Bay be rrllcd upon as corrccL" YbbB^weAi in-, 
trodooed to me one after auulhrr. A Circawidlr^^fi^. ejgfatm 
yam old, was the Grsl who presented hersdf : stM was welf*drM- 
ed', apd bet face was covered w Ith a veil. She advanced towards 
me, bowed down and kissed my hand i by order of ber master alie 
walked backwards and forwards, toshuwhershape andIbceasIneM 
other gait and carriage. When abe took off her veil, abcdbplayeit 
a bait of the most altrac live beauly i sbe robbed ber checks ifltb a 

«5 
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CXVT. 

Rut for the destiny of this ypimg iroop» . 

llow some were Imglit by pachas, some by Jews, 
How some to burdens wcre obliged to stoop, 

And others^e to the command of crews 
As renegadoef; while in hapitss grpop, 

Hoping no rtry old viiierfnighl oboose, 

The females stood, as one ty one thc^' pick'd ’em. 
To make a mistress, or fourtli wife, or victim : ' 

cxvn. 

All this must be reserved for further song •, 

Also our hero's lot, howe’er unpleasant 
(Because this Canto has become too long), 

Must be postponed discreetly for the present ; 

I 'm sensible Vedundancy is wrong, 

Bui could not for the mnse of me put less in 't : 
And now delay Jhe progress of Don Juan, 

Till what is call'd in Ossian tt# fifth Duan. 


DON JUAN.* 

CAnTO TOB FIFTH. 

1 . 

When amatory poets sing their loves 
In liquid lines mellifluously bland, 

And pair their rhymes as Venus yokes her doves, 


wel napkin, to prove Ibat she bad nol used art to belsliten ber 
CoapletlOQ : and she opened iii-r bivitins Kps. to show a regular 
set of leelb o( pearly whbeneM. I was permiilvO to fed ber ptibe* 
that I might Iw convinced uf the good slate uT her health and con> 
Blltudoo. She was then ordered to rvUre while we ddjhrrated 
upon the targaio. The price of lhi« iMMiibhil girl was foor thou> 
sand ptastm.‘'~5oe Voyage de N. E. Kieemaji, and aUo Thom- 
toa'i Turkey, pot. b. p. 319.] 

' \ HU,— *’Tbe femsIrsiUMKl, nil cbonraesgh u vktlm 

To Ibeson ortb ot* Aos King ^ tarn r"* 

• (canto V. was begun at It ivt-noa. October ilie I6ib, and 
finisbed November Uie 90lb, tSSO. It nat pitMished, as has been 
already meitlioned, late iaiS31, alona with Cantos 111. aud (V.; 
aud here the Poei meant to sloii-^tnr wbal reason, the sulijolned 
eatracU frpm bU IcUcn will show t 

Febrssrji lA, I83(. **TIm Utlh to so tor froio bdRS Uie tosi of Don Imb, 
llul It to Ssrdly tbe beginning. I nirnat to lake lilui ibo lour at Kurope, 
n|tb • proper mUlnfs of sl<1|c, battto, ■ihI odvrittorr. so«l to make bin 
Onish Its Ansr|urU« CInoli, in ibr Frcarb leTotmloA. To bow auny 
rsnlM lMiB>ay eilrin]. I knoM not, nor wlwltirr wveii If I Ilia) I shall 
coaspieia It; but Uil* was my oodoo. I mrsni to bare loaito biro a Cs<r»> 
l(«r St-cvenle io Italy, and a nuK for a divorte (o tngtsnd, aorf a smit> 
menial ' W'crtbrr-tocwl laao' iDCermsof, mi ts to sbotv K>e differeM 
tidkaloi unite sarteiy in esrb of ibooerounlrtai. and W bale dtoplayed 
blm gradnolly pAto and os Ike grevr «l<lvr, aa Is aalanl. Boi I bad 
not «|altodliedMiclber to make blot end In boll, or to M uuMppr roar- 
rli(C, BOl koonUtgVbkb weuld bo the wrereil i ibwHpanUb ttodliloa 
nysbell: bnl it to probabli only aa ll^gorr ^ ikHShee state. Sou aro 
ton la posgHWilon of ai) poUouroa Uie 

foly e. ten. “AI Ibo parOcaUr rcqnrot ofSe llbrtoMB Aalrdolt, I bare 
prorotsod aet to eontloue Pea Juuo. SoWiplil ibercforo look npe^ Bhm 
tbrmCsBtos oillH last ol|be poeA. 5be bal md ibe Iwe Srst to Ibo 
Frrnab trMallflii,*Md aarce^ecd bmrurbfac too to n rile no more of li. 
Tbe rtotoo ggabulapot at first obWous lu a auporSrial obscrrrr of roaaios 
maaocr*. lA4li^ from tbo nUb of on women to aalt tbomtlmcnt 
of tbe panluas, Bod to keep op Ibe llluilon. whiA to Iheir anplir. Mow. 
Don Joaa sti^ offtMi tuiblan. and Isugbs at Ibst and nsM oUht thlogi. 
I o»T«r knew a woman Wbo dM aof preteM Mnwtii aor oo« wbo dU 
Dot 4bilfc« bo crsmoioui, ell alas. ap iM coaxdy of tbe poailoM. 
n baabmgblout nsturaUf. Sal ‘ilai^s l«Nod aaMbarp ward.' as s«r>«aol 
■otbpiCsafa' 

Srpierobw A. iUl. f read over tbo Josas, wbirb ore rtceltool. Tonr 


They little think what mischief is in hand; 

The greater their success tbe worse It proves. 

As Olid's verse may give to understand; 

Even Petrarch's self, if judged with due severity, 

Is the Platonic pimp of all posterity.* 

II. 

I therefore do denounce all amorous writing, 

Except in such a way as not to attract ; 

Plain — simple— short, and by no means inviting, 

But with a moral to each error tack'd, 

Form’d rather for instructing than delighting, 

And with all passions in their turn attack’d. 

Now, if my Pegasus should not be shod ill, 

This poem will become a moral model. 

ni. 

Tbe European with the Asian shore 
Sprinkled with palaces ; the ocean stream* 

Here and there studded with a seventy*f6ur; 

Sophia's cupola with golden gleam ; * 

The cypress groves ; Olympus high and hoar ; 

The twelve isles, and the more than I could dream, 
Far less describe, present the very view 
Which charm’d the chamiiog Mary Montagu.* 

IV. 

I have a passion for the name of Mary,” r 
For once it was a magic sound to me ; 

iQuad are qolte wrong ; aod n yon will find, by and by. I regret that t do 
Ro oo wlib <1, for 1 bod all tbe plan fer •evcral caoloe, and dlffrrvnt 
cenoulwand cliRMi. Too ny oolblogof tbe nete I vockwed loyim,nblrb 
will apleia wby I agread to dlacontioiie li.” 

Id bladane Goicckili’anole. here refcrred to, ahe had aaid, 
** Retnetnber, my Byron, the promiae you hove made me. Never 
ahall I beaMe Io tell yon the aatlafaclkm I Teel from It; ao ftreat 
are Uie iefiUmrnta of pleanre and ooofidrare with whirb the »• 
crlAee you luvc made bas iruptred me."— B.] 

I [See *'llobhoosr*a Hiaiorical Notea to the Fourth Canto of 
Cfailde HaruliJ," antt, p. 157.) 

* lUcto. Thia expresaton of Uomrr has been roach 
crUiciaed. It hardly aniwen to our AtJaol c ideas of tbe ocean, 
but tv tuIGctrnlly ipitlicahle to the Hcileapuni, and ibe B<Mpborua. 
with Ihc /VsciD intemectrd with iolanda. 

> [ **Lady Mary Worlley em strangely when abe uya, ^Sl.Paol'a 
wouM cut a strange flgnre by St. Suphla.' I have been hi both, 
anrveyed them inside aod out altfnUvriy. Si. SophU'a la undoubt- 
edly the noat iulereating, from iU immense anUqaiiy, and the 
clrcumstaoce of all the Gredt emperen, from Jnaiinian. Iiaving 
been crowned ibere , and several murdered at the altar, beMdea the 
Turkish aulUns who aUended it resniarly. But it la nottobemcn- 
\ liooed In ibe same page with SL PaoTa (I speak like a (kickiiey).’* 
0. LtUtrt, ISIO.) 

* (** The pkaanre of going ht a barge lo Chelsea Is nut compara- 
ble to that of rowing upon the canal u( the aea here, where, for 
twenty miles together, down (he Bosphorua, Ibe moat beautifot 
vfrieiy olprov])ects present themselves. The Avian side la eo- 

; verdAwith frufl irecs, Tillages, and the most deHghtfni landscapes 
in nature too the European stands Couslantinuplc, aitnated on 
seven bills, showing an agreeable mliture uf ganlrna, pine and 
ey^rrsa trees, paLces, mon^ucs, and public buildings, raised one 
above another, with u much heauty and a|i(>earancp of aymmetry 
aa you ever uw in a cabinet'adonied by the moat Mtilfnl hafkda. 
where jm show themselves hbovc jars, miied with canisters, 
babies, and caadlcatteka. TbH ta a very odd compari«oii; bnt U 
girea mean exact idea of ihe thing.'*— L adt M. w. MOutaou.) 

T [ See amU. pp. li, 74.] 
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And stfll it half calls up the realms of fairy. 

Where I beheld what never was to be; 

All feelings changed, but this was last to vary, 

A spell from which even ypt I am not quite free : 
But 1 grow sad — and let a tale grow cold, 

Which must not be pathetically told. 

V. 

The wind swept down the Euxine. and the wave 
Broke foaming o'er the blue Syiuplegades ; 
is a grand si^t from off tbe Giant's Grave " * 
To watdi tbe progress of those rolling seas 
Between the Bosplwrus, as they lash and lave* 
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease ; 

There 's not a sea the passenger e'er pukes in. 

Turns up more dangerous breakers than the Euxine. 

VI. 

*T was a raw day of Autumn's bleak beginning, 

When nights are equal, but not so the days ; 

The Parcec then cut short the further spinning 
Of seamen's fates, and the loud tempests raise * 
The waters, and repentance for post sinning 
In all who o'er the great deep take their ways ; 
They vow to amend their lives, and yet they don't ; 
Because if drown'd, they can’t — if spared, they 
won’t. 

▼II. 

A crowd of shivering slaves of ever)' nation, 

And age, and sex, were in the market ranged ; 
Each bevy with the inercliant in his station : 
Poorcreatures! their good looks were sadly changed! 
All save the blacks seem'd jaded w ith vexation, 

From friends, and home, and freedom far estranged ; 
The negroes more philosophy display’d, — 

Used to it, no doubt, as eels are to be llay'd.* 

VIII. 

Juan was juvenile, and thus was full, 

As most at his age are, of hope, and health; 

Tet I must own he look'd a little dull, 

And now and then a tear stole down by stealth ; 
Perhaps his recent loss of blood might pull 
His spirit down ; and then the loss of wealth, 

A mistress, and suc^ comfortable quarters, 

To be put up for auction amongst Tartars, 

IX. 

Were things to sltake a stoic; ne'ertheless, 

Upon the whole his carriage was serene : 

His figure, and tbe splendour of his dtess. 

Of which some gilded remnants still were seen, 
Drew all eyes on him, giving them to guess 


He was above the vulgar by his mien ; 

And then, though pale, he was so very handsome*. 
And then — the)* calculated on his ransom.* « 

X. 

Like a backgammon board tbe place was dotted 
With whites and blacks, in groups on show for sale, 
Though rather more irregularly spotted : 

Some bought the jet, while others chose the pale. 
It dianced amongst the other people lotted, 

A man of thirty, rather stout and hale,* 

With resolution in his dark gray eye, 

Next Juan stood, till some might choose to buy. 

XI. * 

He had an English look: tliat is, was square 
In make, of a complexion white and ruddy, 

Good teeth, with curling rather dark brown hair, 
And, it might be from thought, or toll, or study, 
An open brow a little mark’d willi care : * ' 

One arm had on a bandage rather bloody ; 

And there he stood with such sang-froid, Uiat greater 
Could scarce be shown even by a mere spectator. 

111 . 

But seeing at his elbow a mere lad. 

Of a high spirit evidently, though * 

At present weigh’d down by a doom which had 
O'erthrown even men, he soon began to show 
A kind of blunt compassion for the sad 
Lot of so young a partner in the woe. 

Which for himself he seem’d to deem no worse 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course. 

xni. 

“ My boy!*’— said he, ** amidst this motley^crcw 
Of Georgians, Russians, Nubians, and what not, 
All ragamuffins differing but in hue, 

With whom it is^our luck to casUour lot, 

The only gentlemen seem I and you ; 

So let us be acquainted, as we ought ; 

If I could yield you any consolation, <{tion?’* 
*T would give me pleasure. — Pray, what is yourna> 
• XIV,, ^ . 

When Juan answer’d—*’ Spanish ! ** he relied, 

** 1 thought, in fact, yqu could not be a Greek ; 
Those servile dogs are not so proudly eyed; 

Fortune has play'd you here a pretty freak, 

But that 's her way with all men, till they *re tried ; 

But never mind, — she 'll turn, perhaps, next week; 
She has served me also much the sauw as you, 

I Except that 1 have found H nothing new.” 


■ The '‘Glant’i Grave'* U ahelslil oaihe .UiaUc iliorcorUie 
Boapbonia, much freqoeoled by holMay parllei ; like Harrow and 
Highgate. In Icm than an hour, wr were on Uie top of (he mtwin- 
lain, and repaired to the '^eb, or Dervitfaea' cliape). wliere wc 
were abowo, In Uw adioiniog garden, a Howrr-bed more tiun finy 
feet toag, rimme«l round with alone, and li.iviug a aepolcliral Uuv 
ban at each end, which preaervea a aniwraUUon aUacbetl to the itpot 
long before tbe lime of ibe Turks, or of the Byzatiline Christiana; 
and wbkb, after having been called Uie tomb of .Aniycua, and Uio 
bed of llercoies, la now known as tbe Giant's Grave.— Honuoasi.] 


■ [ MS.-** Wbleh iMbltwBocphortM. and UrtiinB taTS." J 

J [ M$.— ** For Ibeo Ibe Farneara ommI buy sploutng 

Ibe Mas of ksbkd, end Ibe )ood itod* raW.*'] 
4 [)|4.>-“Froai tue-oe doabl-ai act* are lebt Bay'd.**] 

t (.MS.— •* Tbel bet man of rank and blrtb bad been. 

And Ibcn ibey ralcnlalad on bla raiuoin. 
and laai, not iMt^be waa ao tery baudtoaH." ] 

* I MS.— ** It cbacMcd, lhal DMr blm, KparaMy loltad, 

From OBl ibe groopa of atavM pat ap for aalr, 

A hmg of middle age, aDd,** etc.] 
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XV. 

“ pray, sir,” said Juan, ** if I may presume, [rare— 
What brought you here ? ” — “ Oh ! nothing very 

Six Tartars and a dr^-chaiti ” — “ To this doom 

But what conducted, if the question 's fair, 

Is that which I would learn.”—** I served for some 
Montits with the Russian army here and there, 

And taking lately, bj' Suwarrow’s bidding, 

A town, was ta’en myself instead of W'iddin.” * 

• XVI. 

“Have you no friends?” — “ I had— but, by God’s 
blessing, 

Have not been troubled with them lately. Now 
1 have answer’d all your questions without pressing, 
And yOQ an equal courtesy should show .” 

** Alas!” said Juan, “’t were a tale distressing, 

And long besides.”- “ Oh ! If ’t is really so. 

You ’rt right on both accounts to hold your tongue ; 
A sad talesiddcns doubly, when 't Is long. 

XVII. 

“ But droop not : Fortune at your time of life, 
Although a female moderately tackle, 

Will hardly leave you (as she *s not your wife) 

* For iny length of days in such a pickle. 

To strive, too, with our fate were such a strife 
As if the corn>sbeaf should oppose the sickle : 

Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
The circumstances seem the sport of men.” 

XVIII. 

“ ”r is not,” said Juan, ** for my present doom 
I moorn, but for the past; I loved a maid : ”— 

He paused, and bis dark eye grew full of gloom ; 

A single tear upon his eyelash staid 
A moment, and then dropp’d ; ** but to resume, 

*T is not my pi^csent lot, M I have said, 

Which 1 deplore so imich ; for I bnve borne 
Hardships which have the hardiest overworn,* 

• ' XIX. 

'* On the rough deep. But fhis last blow — ” and here 
He s^p’d again, and turn’d away bis face. * 

“ Ay,” quoth his friend, ** I thought it would appear 
That there had beim a lady in the case ; 

And these are things which’ ask a tender tear,’ 

Such as I, too, would shed if in your place: 

I cried upon my first wife’s dying day, 

And also when my second ran away : 

XX. . • * 

t 

“ My third—” — ** Your third I ” quoth Juan, turn- 
ing round ; 

“ You scarcely can be thirty : have you three?” 

** No— only two at presetat above ground : 

Surely ’t is nothing wonderful to See* 

One person thrice in holy wedlock bound !” 


» [ wUdln !• « eooaidcrible towa in. BolstrU, illuated on the 
right bsnk of the Duiube.) 

* [**•” — "lorl S«re fcn«wn 

Htrrtililpt wlkkli birrif mos bav« offrlbrova.'' ] 


WORKS. 

** Well then, your third,” said Juan ; ** what did she ? 
She did not run away, too,— did she, sir ?” [her.” 
“ No, faith.” — “ What then ? ” — “ I ran away from 

XXI. 

“ You take things coolly, sir,” said Juan. ** Why,” 
Replied the other, ** what can a man do ? 

There still are many rainbows in your sky. 

But mine liave vanish’d: All, when life is new. 
Commence with feelings warm, and prospects high ; 

But time strips our illusions of their hue, 

And one by one in turn, some grand mistake 
Casts off its bright skin yearly like the snake. 

XXII. 

** is true, it gets another bright and fresh, 

Or fresher, brighter ; but, the year gone through, 
Hiis skin must go the way, too, of all flesh, 

. Or sometimes only wear a week or two;— 

Love ’s the first net which spreads its deadly mesh ; 

Ambition, Avarice, Vengeance, Glory, glue 
The glittering lime-twigs of our latter days. 

Where still we flutter on for pence or praise.” 
xxiu. 

** All this is very fine, and may be true,” 

Said Juan ; “ but 1 really don’t see how 
It betters present times with me or you.” 

“ No? ” quoth the other ; ** yet you will allow. 

By setting things in their right point of view. 
Knowledge, at least, is gain’d ; for instance, now. 
We know what slavery is, and our disasters 
May tead) us better to behave when masters.” 

XXIV. 

“ Would we were masters now, if but to try 
Their present lessons on our Pagan friends here,” 
Said Juan — swallowing a heart-burning sigh: * 

** Heaven help the scholar whom bis fortune sends 
** Perhaps we shall be one day, by and by,” (here ! ” 
Rejoi n’d the other, ** when our bad luck mends here ; 
Meantime (yon old black eunuch seems to eye us) 

I wistk to G— d that somebody w ould buy us ! ’ 

XXV. 

** But after all, what is our present state? 

*T is bad, and may be better— all men’s lot : 

Most men are slaves, none more so than the great. 
To their own whims and passions, and what not; 
-Society itself, which should create 

Kindness, destroys what little we had got : 

To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the world’s stoics— men without a heart.” 

XXVI. 

Just now a black old neutral personage 
Of the tliird sex slept up, and, peering over 
The captives, seem’d to mark t\)eir looks, and age. 


i (MS.-** And ibcM an (blog* ibal ofl dtmtnd • lear.J 

* I MS.-** Said Juaa, fwallo*ilBgd«Hii a rUlngilgb.*' 

* f MS.-"”T wonid be j ** ”*** 1 If jonaebodj wonld boj ui.'J 

' (no wont f 
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And capabilities, as to discover 
If they were fitted for the purposed cage t 
No lady e*er is ogled by a lover, 

Horse by a blackleg, broadcloth by a tailor, 

Fee by a counsel, felon by a jailor,* 
xxvii. 

As is a slave by his intended bidder.* 

T is pleasant purchasing our fellow-creatures; 
And all are to be sold, if you consider 

Their passions, and arc dext’rous ; some by features 
Arc bought up, others by a warlike leader, 

Sonae by a place— as tend their years or natures; 
The most by ready cash — but all have prices,* 

From crowns to kicks, according to their vices, 
xxvni. 

The eunuch having eyed them o'er with care. 

Turn'd to the merchant, and begun to bid 
First but for one, and after for the pair; 

They haggled, wrangled, swore, loo — so they did ! 
As though they were in a mere Christian fair 
Cheapening an ox, an ass, a lamb, or kid; 

So that their bargain sounded like a battle 
For this superior yoke of human cattle. 

XXIX. 

At last they settled into simple grumbling, 

And pulling out reluctant purses, and 
Turning each piece of silver o'er, and tumbling 
Some down, and weighing others in their band, 
And by mistake sequins* with paras jumbling, 

Until the sum was accurately scann'd. 

And then the merchant giving change, and signing 
Receipts in full, began to think of dining. 

XXX. 

1 wonder if his appetite was good? 

Or, if it were, if also his digestion ? 


Hethinks at meals some odd thoughts might intrude, 
And conscience ask a curious sort of question, 
About the right divine how far we should 
Sell flesh and blood. When dinner has opprest one, 

I think it is perhaps the gloomiest hour 
Which turns up out of the sad twenty-four. 

XXXT. 

Voltaire says ** No : " he tells you that Candide 
Found life most tolerable after meals ; 

He *8 wrong — unless man were a pig, indeed, 
Repletion rather adds to what he feels. 

Unless he 's drunk, and then no doubt he 's freed 
From his own brain's oppression while it reels. 

Of food I think with Philip’s son,* or rather 
Ammon’s (ill pleased with one world and one father)*; 

XXXTI. 

I think with Alexander, that tlie act 
Of eating, with another act or two, 

Makes us feel our mortality in fact 
Redoubled ; when a roast and a ragout. 

And fish, and soup, by some side-dishes back’d. 

Can give us either pain or pleasure, who 
Would pique himself on intellects, whose use 
Depends so much upon the gastric juice ? ? 

XXXIII. 

The other evening (’t was on Friday last)— 

This is a fact, and no poetic fable — 

Just as my great coat was about me cast. 

My hat and gloves still lying on tlie table, 

I heard a shot — 't was eight o’clock scarce past — 
And, running out as fast as I was able,* 

I found the militar)' commandant 

Stretch’d in tlie street, and able scarce to pant.« 

xxxiv. 

Poor fellow ! for some reason, surely bad, 

They had slainbim with five slugs ; and left him there 


• (Ml.— — brotacioib bf « utlor. 

Pee bf pbrikiau, feloo br a ititoc."] 

• [*‘ The inlended bidden mlnulelp eximioe lb« poor crealara 
mcrelj to uceruio their qaaliUca ai xnlmali, eeleet iheticckoft 
aod b<nt-eooditloDed from U»e dlfTerent groups ; and, besides 
huidllag sod exarainiog their make and sire, luhjoct their moaUis, 
their teeth, and whatever chiefly engages atlentioa, lo a scniUny 
of the most critical deacriptioo.'*— Di Pouquivillv.] 

) ( “Sir Aobert Walpole la Justly blamed for a want of polllkal 
decorum, and for derkling public spirit, to which Pope alludes t— 
* lem bln. I bars, bat lo bU tupplcT boar 
Ofaorlal ptramre, lllcuhaoged tor power; 

Sera Un.anranber'd wUb iba Tonal irlbo, 

Snlie wltboal an, and win wllhout a bribe. 

WooM ba oMIge net M ne oolr Ood 
Dodoaa ■«( iblnkoM, wbai beihlaki aunklod.* 

AUhoogh it is oot possible lo Justify him, yet this part of his eon- 
duet has been greaUy exaggerated. Tta political axiom ge- 
nerally ittrlbuted to him, that all mew hare tkeir price, was 
perverted by leeving oot tbe word those. Flowery oratory be 
dcopised ; he asertbed It to the interested views of tbRnseives or 
their reUllret. the decltralkifts of pretended patrfota, of whom be 
said. *AQ thoae men bare their pcloe,' and in tbe event many of 
them Justified his observaUoo.**— Coxi.) 

• [ Tbe turUsb xeoebino Is a g^d coin, worth about seven 
abilUoga and sixpence. Tbe para is not quite equal to an English 
halfyenny.] 


> See Plutarch lo Alex-, Q. Curt HM. Alexand., and Sir Richard 
Clay ton's “ CrIUcal Inquiry inlo the Lite of Airxander the Great.** 

* {MS.-^Batfar ncrefood, I (btnk wUb rblUp'Moo, 

Or Anmoa'i— for two falbn-i rUlm'd ihUooe.'*] 

T [“Last night. suBrred borribfy from an indigeslloo. f re- 
marked in my illness the complete loerlkw, inaction, anddeilnic- 
Uoo of my chief mental (acuities. 1 tried to rouse ibem, and yet 
could Dot. I shotiM believe that the soul was married in ihe body, 
if they did not sympathise so much with each other. If ibe one 
rose when the other fell. It would be a sign that ibey ktoged for 
the natural state of divorce. But, u it is, they seem to draw 
together like post-horses.**— S. Dlarp, 1S2I.] 

< Tbe assmloaiioo alluded to took place on the SIh ol December, 
IS30, la the tlrecti of Ravenna, not a hundred puces from ihe resi- 
dence of tbe writer. The circiimstaDces were as described.— 
[“December 9, tS90. T open roy letter to lelt you a fact, which 
will show the slate of this country better than l can. The com- 
mandant of tbe troops is worn lying dead in my house. He was 
shot at a liUle past eight o'clock, about two hundred paces from 
my d«nr. 1 was putting on my great coat when 1 heard the shot. 

! On coming Into tbe ball. I found all my servauis on tbe balcony, 
exclaiming that a man was murdered. 1 immedhiiely ran down, 
calling on TUa (tbe bravest of them) lo follow me. Tlie rest 
wanted to hinder as from gotng, as It is the cnsloni for every body 
ben, il seems to run away from (he stricken Uccr."— b. Letters.] 
9 (MS.— “ lost hlU'd. sad tcsrcetycoapstcoMopsat.'* ] 
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To perish on the pavement : so I had 
Him borne into the house and up the stair, 

And stripp’d; ai\d look’d to ' But why should 1 add 

More circumstances? vain was ever}' care; 

The man was gone : in some Italian quarrel 
Kill’d by five bullets from an old gun-barrel.* 

* XXXV. 

I gazed upon him, for 1 knew him well; 

And tliough I have seen many corpses, never 
Saw one, whom such an accident befell, (liver, 

So calm ; though pierced through stomach, heart, and 
He seem’d to sleep,— for you could scarcely tell 
(As be bled inwardly, no hideous river 
Of gore divulged the cause) that he was dead : 

So as I gazed on him, 1 thought or said— 

XXXVI. 

Can this be death ? then wliat is life or death ? 
Speak I ” but he spoke not : wake ! ” but still he 

slept 

But yesteMay and who had mightier breath ? 

A thousand warriors by his word were kept 
In awe : he said, as the centurion saith, 

‘ Go,’ and he goeth ; * come,’ and forth he stepp’d. 
The trump and bugle till he spake were dumt^ 

Amd now nought left him but the muffied drum.”* 

XXXVII. 

And they who waited once and worshlpp’d— they 
With their rough faces throng’d about the bed 
To gaze once more on tlie commanding clay 
Which for the last, though not the first, time 
bled : 

And such an end f that lie who many a day 
Had faced Napoleon’s foes until they fl^,— 

The foremost in Uie charge or in the sally. 

Should now be buteber'd in a civic alley 1 

XXXVIII. 

The scars of his old wounds were near his new, 

Those honourable scars v^iidi brought him fame ; 

And horrid was the contrast to the view ♦ 

But let me quit the theme : as such things claim 


Perhaps even more attention than is due 
From me : I gazed las oft 1 have gazed the same), 

To try if 1 could wrench aught out of death 
Whidi sliould confinn, or shake, or make a faith; 

XXXIX. 

But it was all a mystery. Here we are, 

And there we go but where? five bits of lead, 

Or three, or two, or one, send very far ! 

And is this blood, then, form’d but to be shed ? 

Can every element our elemeuts mar ? 

And air — earth — water — fire, live — and we dead ? 
IKe. whose minds comprehend all things? No more; 
But let us to Uie story as before. 

XL. 

The purchaser of Juan and acquaintance 
Bore off his bargains to a gilded boat, 

Embark’d himself and them, and off they went thence 
As fast as oars could pull and w'ater float; 

Tliey look’d like persons being led to sentence, 
Wondering what next, till the caTque ’ was brought 
Up in a little creek below* a wall 
O'ertopp’d with cypresses, dark-green and tall. 

XLI. 

Here their conductor tapping at the wicket 
Of a small iron door, 't was open’d, and 
He led them onward, first through a low thicket 
Flank'd by large groves, which tower'd on either 
hand : 

Tliey almost lost their way, and had to pick it— 

For night was closing ere they came to land. 

The eunuch made a sign to those on board, 

Who row’d off, leaving them without a word. 

XLII. 

As they were plodding on their w iiiding way 
Through orange bow ers, and jasmine, and so fortli : 
(Of which T might have a good deal to say, 

There being no such profusion in the North 
Of oriental plants, ** et cetera,” 

But that of late your scribblers think it worth 
Their while to rear whole hotbeds in l/wir works. 
Because one poet travell’d 'mongst Uie Turks) : * 


—"Ml bad 

niin home u toon '• I nould, up vTaral pair 
or stain -ADd look'd to- — hut ilMotd I add 

More ctmiDslaorca,'' etc.] 

• [*'We loand him lyinit un his back, almost, Knot quite, dead, 
with five wounds, one in the heart, two in the stomach, one In the 
fioser. and iheuiherin the arm. Some soldiers rocked their guns, 
and wanted to hinder roe from paastn^. However, we passed, and 
1 rtnmd Diego, the adjutant, erring over him like a child— a sur- 
geon, who said nothing ofhisprofesskui—o priest, sobbing a fright- 
ened prayer— and the commandant, all tnls lime, on his back, on 
the hard, cold pavement, without light or assistance, or anyihitig 
around him but confusion and dbinay. As nobody could, or 
would, do any thing but howl and pray, and as no one would stir 
a Unger to move him, for fear of consequences, I lost my patience 
—made my servant and a couple of the mob take up the body- 
sent off two soldiers to the guard— despalched Diego to the Car- 
dinal wUli Uie news, and hid him carried up stairs into my own 
quarters. But it was loo late— he was gone. There was found 
close by him an old gun-barrel, sawn half off; it had Just been dis- 
charged, and was quite Lctlert.} 


) [MS.— * And now wiilSDtissB oostruagdruoi.’'l 

4 [ “ 1 had him partly stripped— made the sorgeon examine him. 
and examined him myaelt. lie had beesi shot by cut balls or 
slags. I fcit one of tbe slugs, which had gone tbrongli him. all 
buttbeskin. lie only said, * O Diorand 'Giesut' twoor three 
Umes, and appeared lo have suffered little. Poor fellow! he was 
a brave nOicer: but had made himscK disliked by Ute people. I 
knew him (personally, and had met him often at cooversailoni 
and elsewhere. My house is full of sokllers, dragoons, doctors, 
priests, and all kinds of persons,— though 1 have now cleared lx 
and clapped tentlDels at the door. T<^ss»orrow the bo»ly ia lo be 
moved. Yoa are to know, that If 1 had not bad the body moved, 
they would have left Mm ibcre UJl iiioniiiig in tbe street, foe frar 
of coDseqoence*. I woutd not choose to let even a dog die In 
soefa a manner, wiibonl socoour;— and, as for consequences, I 
care for none in a dnly."— a. Letters.] , 

* The light and elegant wherries piylng about the qiwys of Coo- 
stantioopk are so caUed. 

« [*' Eastern Sketdiea/* “ Parga," Ptirosyoe," “llderiiD,” etc.] 


““ err-; 


tyTlrTo^Ic 



DON JUAN. 


759 


XLlIl. 

As they were threading on their way, there came 
Into Don Juan’s head a thought, which he 
Whisper’d to his companion : — 't was the same 
Which miglit have then occurr’d to you or me. 

“ Methinks,” — said he, — “it would be no great shame 
If we should strike a stroke to set us free; 

Let *8 knock that old black fellow on the liead, 

And march away>-’t w'ere easier done than said.” 

xuv. 

“Yes,” said the other, “and when done, what then ? 

How get out ? how the devil got we in ? 

And when we once were fairly out, and when 
From Saint Bartholomew' we have saved our skin,' 
To-morrow ’d see us in some other den, 

And worse off than we hitherto have been ; 
Besides, I ’m hungry, and just now would take, 

Like Esau, for my birthright a beef-steak. 

XLV. 

“ We roust be near some place of man’s abode ; — 
For the old n^ro's confldence in creeping, 

W'ith his two captives, by so queer a road, 

Shows that he thinks his friends have not been 
sleeping ; 

A single cr}' would bring them all abroad : 

’T is therefore better looking before leaping — ' 
And there, you see, this turn has brought us through, 
By Jove, a noble palace ! — lighted too.” 

XLVI. 

It was indeed a wide extensive building 
Which open’d on their view, and o’er Uie front 
There seem’d to be besprent a deal of gilding 
And various hues, as is the Turkish wont,-> 

A gaudy taste; for they are little skill’d in 
The arts of which these lands were once the font : 
Each villa on the Bosphorus looks a screen 
New painted, or a pretty opera-scene. 

XLVII. 

And nearer as they came, a genial savour 
Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and pilaus, 
Things which in hungry mortals’ eyes find favour, 
Made Juan in his harsh intentions pause, 

And put himself upon his good behaviour : 

His friend, too, adding a new saving clause,* 

Said, “ In Heaven’s name let ’s get some supper now, 
And then I ’m with you, if you ’re for a row.” 

XLvni. 

Some talk of an appeal unto some passion, 

Some to men’s feelings, others to their reason ; 
Tile last of these was never much the fashion, 


* St. Barthototnew U uid to have been (Uyed alire. 

* [ «m (or ralber lookiag now Iban ktpiog.**] 

) [ MS.—** or tpeerbea, tMooh. flatten- lb«re U DO 

■etbod CDore sore.** etc.] 

4 Guide de* Voyngeurs,'* "Directions for Travelkrj” cie. 
s {"Ahymes, Incidental and HumorutL*.'* "Ahymiog Rentiols* 
ccnces,” “ Effusions in Ahj-me,’* etc. 


For reason thinks all reasoning out of season. 
Some speakers whine, and others lay Uie lash on. 

But more or less continue still to tease on, 

With arguments according to their “ forte; ” 

But no one ever dreams of being short. — 

XLIX. 

But I digress : of all appeals, — although 
I grant the power of patlios, and of gold, 

Of beauty, flattery, threats, a shilling,— no 
Method ’s more sure at moments to take hold ^ 

Of the best feelings of mankind, w hich grow 
More tender, as we every day behold, 

'rhan that all-softening, overpowering knell. 

The tocsin of the soul— the dinner-bell. 

L. 

Turkey contains no bells, and yet men dine ; 

And Juan and his friend, albeit they heard 
No Christian knoll to table, saw no line 
Of lackeys usher to the feast prepared, 

Yet smelt roast-meat, beheld a huge fire ^ine, 

And cooks in motion with their clean arms bared. 
And gazed around them to the left and right 
With the prophetic eye of appetite. 

LI. 

And giving up all notions of resistance, 

I'hey follow’d close behind their sable guide, 

Who little thought that his own crack'd existence 
Was on the point of being set aside : 

He motion'd them to stop at some small distance, 

’ And knocking at tlie gate, ’t was open’d wide, 

And a magnificent large hall display’d 
The Asian pomp of Ottoman parade. 

Lit. 

I won't describe ; description is my forte, 

But every fool describes in these bright days 
His wondrous journey to some foreign court, 

And spawns his quarto, and demands your praise — 
Death to his publisher, to him 't is sport ; 

While Nature, tortured twenty thousand ways. 
Resigns herself with exemplary patience (tions.* 
To guide-books,* rhymes,* tours,* sketches, » illustra- 

LIII. 

Along this hall, and up and down, some, squatted 
Upon their hams, were occupied at chess; 

Otl>ers in monosyllabic talk chatted, [dress. 

And some seem'd much in love with their own 
And divers smoked superb pipes decorated 
With amber mouths of greater price or less ; 

And several strutted, others slept, and some 
Prepared for supper with a glass of rum. > 


^ ["l^ady Morgan '« Tour ia Italy," **Tuur through lilrla, etc.} 
7 [*' Skeicfaeaot Italy," "Skeichei of Modern Greece." etc-] 

* [ A playful allueioo to Mr. HublioDM.''B '* Illu»traU«08 of Chllde 
Harold."] 

9 In Turkey nothing is more common than for the Musnilmaiu 
to take several giiMcs of strong spirlli by way of ippcUzrr. I 
have seen Ihetn take as many as »li of rakl btfore dinoer, ami 
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LIV. 

As the black eunuch enter’d with his brace 
Of purchased Infidels, some raised their eyes 
A moment without slackening from their pace ; 

But those vho sate, ne’er stirr’d in any wise : ' 
One or two stared tbe captives in the tace, 

Just as one views a horse to guess his price ; 

Some nodded to the negro from their station, 

But no one troubled him with conversation. ■ 

LV. 

He leads them through the hall, and, without stopping, 
On through a fartlier range of goodly rooms, 
Splendid but silent, save in one, where, dropping, * 

A marble fountain echoes through the glooms 
Of night, which robe the chamber, or where popping 
Some female bead most curiously presumes 
To thrust its black eyes through the door or lattice. 
As wondering what the devil noise that is. 

LVI. 

Some faint lamps gleaming from the lofty walls 
Gave light enough to hint their farther way, 

But not enough to show the imperial halls 
In all tbe flashing of their full array; 

Perhaps there ’s notliing — 1 ’ll not say appals, 

But saddens more, by night as well as day, 

Than an enormous room without a soul 
To break the lifeless splendour of the whole. 

LVU. 

Two or three seem so little, one seems nothing s 
In deserts, forests, crowds, or by the shore. 
There solitude, we know, has her full growth in 
The spots which were her realms for evermore; 
But in a mighty ball or gallery, both in 
More modern buildings and those built of yore, 

A kind of death comes o’er us all alone, 

Seeing what ’s meant for many with but one. 

LVlll. 

A neat, snug study on a winter’s night,* 

A book, friend, single lady, or a glass 


Of claret, sandwich, and an appetite, 

Are things which make an English evening pass ; 
Though ceries by no means so grand a sight 
As is a theatre lit up by gas. 

I pass roy evenings in long galleries solriy. 

And that ’s the reason I ’m so raelanclmly. 

ux. 

Alas I man makes that great which makes him little : 
I grant you in a church ’t is very well : 

What speaks of Heaven should by no means be brittle. 
But strong and lasting, till no tongue can tell 
Their names who rear’d it; but huge houses lit ill — 
And huge tombs worse— mankind, since Adam fell ; 
Methinks tbe story of the tower of Babel 
Mi^t teach them this much better than I ’m able. 

LX. 

Babel was ?iimrod’s hunting-box, and then 
A town of gardens, walls, and wealth amazing. 
Where ?iabucbadonosor, king of men. 

Reign’d, till one summer’s day he took to grazing. 
And Daniel tamed the lions in their den, 

The people*^ awe and admiration raising; 

*T was famous, too, for Thiabe and for Pyramus, ' 
And the calumniated queen Seroiramis.— * 

LXI. 

That injured Queen, by Chroniclers so coarse 
Has been accused (I doubt not by conspiracy) 

Of an improper friendship for her horse 
(Love, like religion, sometimes runs to heresy): 
This monstrous tale had probably its source 
(For such exaggerations here and there I see) 

In writing “ Courser” by mistake for “ Courier : ” 

I wish the case could come before a jury here.? 

LXII. 

But to resume,— should there be (what may not 
Be in these days?) some infidels, who don’t. 
Because they can’t find out the very spot • 

Of that same Babel, or because they won’t, 
(Though Claudius Rich, Esquire, some bricks has got. 


swear Uut Uicy ilined ihe better (or It * I tried ib<s experiznenl, 
but (aitd like ibc scotchinao, who haviog heard Utat tbe Urda 
called kittiwakes were admirable whets, ale six of them, and 
complained that '‘he was no hungrier Uian when be began." ] 

• ( MS.— "Tbeilltm opter sUrr'd Id aoy wiM." ] 

* [ " Every tiling U a i still in the court of tbe seragUo, that the 
motion ol a Oy might, in a manner, be heard; and If any one 
should presume to raise his voice ever so little, or show the least 
want of respect to the maosioo-place of their emperor, he would 
Instantly have the baailoado by tbe ofScen that go tbe rouoda.”— 
TovaaxPoaT.] 

3 (A common fumitnre. I recollect being recelvedby All Pacha, 
to a large room paved with marble, containing a maitle basin. 
aivi founUin playing in the centre, etc. elc- (See anu, p. 104.— 
'* In nurbte-paved psilllon, wbere s spring 
OMivtng walcr rrom itecanlre rose. 

Whose buhbOns did ■ genii) frrsbDesi fling, 
and son Toluploooi rouebes breoihed repose, 

4u rerUned. s mtn etwsrsnd fton,** eir) 

s { MS.— '"A sowiil.saug ebsmber <ms nliitsr'i nlgbl. 

Well (uiuisb fl vrlibo book, friend, girl, or glass," sir. { 


s (See Ovid's Uctamorpboses, lib. iv. 

“ Id askytoo, N here Bret b«r goosa, ter itsls, 

* gstsed MsUsorbrtek nagnlOctnUy great, 

Ltred ry rimes and Thl>be, lo«cI) pair) 

Be foond ee Rastem yonih bis aqnal there. 

And sbe beyond tbe tsiresi nyrapb was Calr.” Cssti.1 

* Babylon was enlarged by Nimrod, strengthened and beauUOed 
by Nabodtadososor. and rebuilt by Semlrsmis. 

7 { At the time when Lord Byron was writing this Canto, the un- 
fortunate affair of Queen Caroline, charged, among other ononrea, 
with admitting ber chamberlain, Bcrgami. originally a courier , 
to her bed. was occupying much attention In Italy, m to England. 
The allttsions to Ibc domestic troubles of Oeorge IT. in llie text 
are frequent.—E.] 

• [Exccpiing the ruins of some large and lofty turrets, like Ibat 
of Babel or Bclus, the cities of Bibylou and Nineveh arc so com- 
pletely crumbled into dasl. as to be wholly undUUnguishable but 
by a few inequaliUes of the surface on which they once stood. Thr 
humble lent of the Arab now occupies the spot formerly adorned 
with ibe palaces of kings, aud his (locks procure hot a scanty pit- 
tance of food, amidst the fallen fragmenli of ancient maguilioeoco. 
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And written lalcU' two menioffs rf|>oij 
Relieve fli^Jcw s^tliose unliclfe%^»» who 
Must be beflfcvcrf, though Uiej' believe uot^ou ' 


Tet lelr.them think'^at Horace has etprecr 
Shortly and sweetly il»e masonic folly 
Of those, forgetting the great place of rest, 

Who gi\^ tliemielves to arrhltecturc wholly ? 

We know where things end men must end n^best : 
^Vioral (like oil morals) mclanebolyf 
And “Et sepultlirt Iminemor struis doroos - * * 

Shows that^e buildwlten we should but entomb iis* 


At ia^ they reach*d a quarter most retired. 

Where [echo woke as if fhotn a long slobber ; 
Ttiou|li full of «U tlkings whicli-eould bo.fetrcd^ 
Coe wonderM what to do with such a-Buinber 
Of articles whfcfi nobody required; ■ 

Here wealth had done its utmost fb eqruhdter 
With furnittfre an ej^quistte apartmeat, 

Whid) pnz^lod Nature loodi to know what Art meant. 


It seem’d, however, hut to open on , ' 

A range or^soile of furtfter chambers, vluch ^ 
Might lead to heaven kno^vs where; but !n this 
The moveables were prodigally ridi : 

Sofas 't was half a sin to sit upon. 

So costly were tl^fj- ; carpets evyy stitch 
Of workmanship so rare, they made y(M wi^i 
You could glide o'er ^em like a gold|gt (ieh. * » 


The black, however, without hardly deigning ^ 
Afglance at that which wrapt the slaves iu wfcni^er, 
Trampled whaj iliey scarce trod forUnr of sLfluing,* 
As if the r^fllky^way their feet wa# nmlir 
With all Its stiurs; apd with a ffVctrh attaining 
A certain press or capboprilaiiched iq yonder— 

In. that remote recott wlii^ioii ine^' see— 

Or if you don't the uult is not in me, — * 

LXWI!. 

I wish to bepers^ruou^ and the lifcrk, 

^ I ray, imlockioyhe recess^' pull’d - 
A quantity ofdothes fit for the b}ck 

Of dny MussuliMn, ^ hate’er hi's worth ; ^ 

An4 ef variety fhero<w as no lack — 

And ^et, tbougli I have said rtiero was no dearth, — 
He cbosodiiniSelf t(fY<>int\)ut^bat ll^iought 
Moqt prope^or theCbristians heVadrought. 




{ Tfi^iit lie thdu^it most suitali^ to each 
‘Was; fOrqhu elder*biul ^ic st<^tcr, first 
j A Catidfctrffloak, which to the knee miglrt reach, 

I Xnd trousers not so tight thatllfcy would hurst, 
j^Bqt such os fit air Asiatic breech; 

I A shawl, VHofc folds in Cashmirc bad been nurst, 
' Slippe^rs of safCeoii, dagger rich and iiaody ; 

In s|oct, all tilings which form *n Turkish Dandy. 


he wa|drcssing. Haba, their Mack friend, 

I . Hinted the fast advantages which tliey 
I Might frobaUly oiitain both in llic end. 

If Uiev woiil^bot pursue the proper way 
Which Fortunoqilaiuly seein'd to recommend; 
And then he.addcd, that be needs must say, 

T would greatly tend to better tlieir condition. 
If tbev would condescend to circumcision. 


**For hfs own part, he really siwuld rejoice 
To ^e them true believers, but no less 
Would i^ve bis proposition to their choice.' 

Tlie other, thanking him for this excess ^ 
Of goodness,. in thus leaving them a voice jk 
III sUch a trine, scarcely could express 
SufQpicntly” (he said) *Hiis approbation ' 

Of alktbe custdms of this |K>Iish’d nation. 


*^For bitpow'n share — he saw but small objection 
To ^ resppctqble an ancient rite; 

And, after swallowing down a slight refection, 

• For whidi he ovrti'd a present appetite, 

He doubted not a few hours of reflection 
Would reconcile hiyp to the business quite.” 
“Will it?” saidduan, sharply : “Strike nie.depd, 
But they as soon shall ciremndse my head!.!: 


“Cutoff a thousand heads, l>eforc—”—“ .Now, 
Replied the o^er, “ do not interrupl: ‘[pray*" 

You put me out id what I had to sayl\ 

Sir I — as I said, ns .soon as I hove supt, 

1 sliall perpend if your proposal may 
Bo.such as I can properly accept ^ 

Provide always your great goodness still ||| 

Remits the matter to our own free-will.” ^ 

* LXXtll. 

Baba eyed Jiiap, and said) “ Be s« good 
As dress yourself—” and pointed dut’a suit 


The buktof Uk Eu^ihraMMd fiffHN. oifrc to proHtegfwre ik)w, 
for ibe moat pui, coTcr«Hhl|i ta»fWneirtbl« bniihw«Kh and Ibe 
ioleriur of4be whioli wu Iravn^ ^d fcrtBlaed wUh 

ionofiwnblo canau, hdeaUtute cfehlierialiabliviU or vegelitlou. 
— Moataad 

• ( Two Memoira on the Balm of Ballon, by Clattdiiu^nirt 
Rich, Bnq., Rtfsldeni Jor Um* Eu( ladU Company at the Court of 

ll»e P«abaorBasd^.'*] , 

• '*I*‘TBM«aiMiiaMraKM*» 


l.ocaamb Ipma tanm, rt M>f6lc1iri 
taniMmor,ainili 4weM."^oa. 

Day praaw * »n iba Ixwti af day, 

Aa«J meou Incwaia to Ibvtr daray;},^, 

MM laM. m lUi itwucatkai pride rlal^ t 
Uaroaartoa»oMfnp«aiU||f MW, 

CwniDand the pllltr'd doow to rlaa. 

When, lot the l«Bbrorcatie«1l«.''-r»taci4>J 
I That yo« oMid h«i (Itda frr (ban like a hA ~ ) 
( MS.— **ff IbrfthaU nelaiMon nil aff m; hred." | 
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In which a I’rincejs with great pleasure would 
Array l>er limbs; but Juan standing mule, 

As not being in a mlsquerading inotij, 

Gave it a slight kick with his CliriMinn foot; 

And when the old negro told him to “Get ready,’‘ _ 
Replied, “Old gentleman, 1 'm not a lady.” 

LXXIV. 

“ What you may be, I neither know nor care,’,’ 

Said Baba; ‘'but pray do as I desire : 

I have no more time nor many words to spare." 

“ At least," said Juan, “ sure I may enquire 
The cause of tliis odd travesty ? “ Forbear,”. 

Said Baba, “to be curious; 't will transpira, 

No doubt, in proper place, and time, and season 
I have no authority to tell the reason." 

ixxv. 

“Then if Ido,” said Juan, “I’ll be ’’ — “Hold I” 

Rejoin'd the negro, “ pray be not provoking ; 

This spirit ’s well, but it may was too bold, ' 
And you will find us not too fond of joking.”' 
“What, sir! ’’ said Juan, “shall it e’er be told 
That 1 unsex’d my dress? ’’ But Baba, strokivig 
The things down, said, “Incense me, and 1 call 
Those who will leave you of no set at all. 

txxvi. " 

“ I offer von a handsome suit of clothes : , 

A woman’s, true; but then there is' a cause , 

■Why you slmuM wear them.’’— “ Wliat, though my 
soul loathes , 

The effeminate garb?" — Uius, after a short pause. 
Sigh’d Juan, muttering also some sllgiit oaths, 

“ What the devil shall I do with all this gauze? ’’ 
Thus he profanely term’d the finest lace 
Which e’er set off a marriage-mondng face. 

ixxvii.' ■ 

And then he swore ; and, sighing, on he slipp’d 
A pair of trousers of fiesh-colour’d silk ; 

Next with a virgin zone he was equipp'd, < 

Which girt a slight chemise as white as milk ; ■ 

But tugging on his petticoat, he tripp’d. 

Which — as we say — or, as the Scotch say, whilk, 
(The rhyme obliges me to tliis; sometimes 
Monarefas are less imperative than rhymes) — ’ 

LXXVIII. 

Whilk, which (or wliatyou please), was owing to 
Ills garment’s novelty, and his being awl^ward : 
And yet at last he managed to get through 
His toilet, though no donbt a little backward: 

The negro Baba help’d a little too. 

When some untoward part of raiment stuck hard ; 
And, wrestling both his arms into a gown. 

He paused, and took a survey op and down. 


' • . • LXXIX. 

One difTiculty sUtt remnin'd — bis hair 
* Wat hardly long enough; but Bai)a found 
So many false long tresses ail to spare, ^ 

-That soon his liend N%as most oompletely crown'd, 
After the manner then in fashion there; 

And this addition with such gems was bound 
As suited the entmhle of his toilet. 

While Baba made him comb his head and oil it. 

LXXX. 

And now being femininely oil array’d, (twcezer.s, 
>Vjih some small aid from scissors,, paint, .*iiul 
He look'd in almost all re.spects a maid, * 

And Baba smilingly exclaim'd, ‘^You see, sirs, 
jA perfect transformation here di.splay’d; 

Ami now, then, you inustcomealong with me, sirs, 
Tliat is — the Ijidy : ” clapping his hands twice, 

Kour blacks were at his elbow in a trice. 

LXXXl. 

** You, sir,” said Baba, nodding to the one, 

“ Will please to accompany these gentlemen 
To supper; but you, worthy Christian nun. 

Will follow nie : no triding, sir; for when 
I .say a thing, it must at once be done. 

What fear you? think you thisa lion's den? 

Why, 't is a palace, where the truly wise 
Anticipate the Prophet’s paradise. 

Lxxxn. 

You fool ! I tell you no one means you harm.” 

“ So nuioh the hetler,’!!' Juan said, “ for them ; 

KIse they shall A*el the weight of this luy arm, 

\>'hich is not quite so light as you ni«iy deem. 

I yield thus far; but soon will break the cliarm 
If any take me for that which I seem : 

So that I trust. Tor every body's sake, 

Tliat tills disguise may lead to no mistake.” 

LXXXIII. 

“Blockhead! come on, andsee,” quoth Baba; while 
Don Juan, turning to his comrade, who. 

Though somewhat grieve(Kcould scarce forbear a smile 
Upon the nietamorpliosis in view, — « 
“Farewell!” they mutually exclaim'd : “this coil 
Seems fertile in adventures strange and new ; 

One 's turn’d half Mussulman, and one a maid^ 

By this old black enchanter’s misoagbt aid.” 
LXXXIV. 

“ Farewell ! ” said Jua® : “ should we meet no more, 

1 wish you a good .appetite.”—** Farewell!” • 
Replied the other ; “ though it grieves me sore ; 

WhejB we next meet, w fi 'll have a tale to tell ; 

We needs mast follow Wlim-Fate puts from shore. 


* ( ‘*Tbe 6r«( part ofiDf dr<M li a pair of drawrn, verr foil, lhat 

rroch to my and eociccal ihe lega more modeaUy Uian yuur 
Knalbh pellicoati. They are of a ihio roM'Coloure<] damoak. bro- 
cided wlib lUrer flowera. Over (hi* hanga my amock, of a fine 
while Blik gaoze. embroidered wilh gohl. ThU smock hu wide 


alceves, banging half-way down ibeann, and iacloacdat Ihe neck 
Willi a diamond button.*'— LanY M. wr. Hontacc.] 

* ( MS.—** Kiap are noh more imperaiite tbao rhTmaa” 1 

* I Ms.—'* nc look'd In all, safcmodeaty, a man.**! 
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Keep your good name ; tirough Eve herself once 

quoth theniaid, ^*the Sultan's sdfidian’tcarrf 
Unless bis biglmess promises to marry me.*^ [me, 

Li^xxr. 

And thus Hiey parted, eacli by separate doors; 

Baba led Juao onward room by room 
Through glittering galleries, and o'er marble floors, 
Till a gigantic portal through the gloom, 

Haughty and huge, along tho distance lowers; 

And wafted far arose a rich perfume : 

It seem'd as though they came upon a shrine, 

For ail was vast, still, fragrant, and divine. 

txxxvi. 

The giant door was broad, and briglit, and high, 

Of gilded bronze, and carved in cnriousgtiUe; 
Warriors thereon were battling furiously; 

Here stalks Uie victor, there the vanquisUld lies; 
There captives led iu triumph droop the eye. 

And in perspective many a squadron flics: 

It seems the work of times before the Ime 
Of Rome transplanted fell w itli Constantine. 

LXZXVli. 

This massy portal stood at the wide close 
Of a huge haH, and on Its eitlicr side 
Two little dwarfs, Ibe least you could suppose, 
WM'esate, like ugly imps, ^s if allied 
In mockery to the coormuiis gate whiclvrose 
O'er them in almost pyramidic pride > 

The gate so splendid w as in all Its/cotvrrs.' 

You never thought about those little creatures, 

LXXJLVJII. 

Until you nearl)’ trod on them, and then 
You started back in horror to survey 
The wondrous hideousness of those small men. 
Whose colour was not block, nor wdute, nor gray, 
But an cxtraiieons^mixture, which no pen 
Can trace, although ])«rhaps the pencil ma^'; 

The)' were nds-shapen pigmies, deaf and dumb— 
Monsters; who cost a no less monstrous sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their duty was — for they were strong, and tlmugh 
They lookM s(f little, did strong things at times — 
To ope this door, which they could really do, 

Ttie hiuges being as sniootli as Rogers' rhymes; 
And now and then, with tough strings of tlie bow, 
As4s the custom of those Eastern climes. 

To give some rebel Pacha a cravat ; 

For mutes are generally used for that. 

m 

XC. 

They spoke by signs— that is, not s[>okf at ail; 

And looking like two incubi, they glared 
Ag Baba w iUt bis lingers made them fall 
To leaving liack the portal folds : it scared 
Juan a moment^ as this pair so small 
With shrinking ser^jent optics on him stared ; 

]t was as if their little looks roultl poison 
Or fascinate whome’er they Kx’d their eyes on. 

XCI. 

Before they enter'd. Baba paused to iiint 
To Juan some slight lessons as his guide : 

** If toil could 'just contrive,” he said, “to stint 
That somewhat manly majesty of stride, (in *t) 

*T would be as weH, anri«->(though there 's not much * 

To swiril; a little less from side to side, 

Wltich has at times an aspect of the oddest; — 

And also could you look a little modest, 

XCII. 

“*T would be convenient; for these mute have eyes 
T«H('e needles, which may pierce those petticoats; 

And {(.they should discover your disguise, 
f You know how riear-us the deep Bosphorus floats ; 

And you and I ivay cttauco. ere inorniog rise, 

To^nd our way to Marmora without boats. 

Stitch'd np in sacks— a mode of navigation 
A gyvoddeal prictisod here upon occasion.”* 

xctn. 

With this encouragement, lie led the way 
Into a room still nobler than the last; 

A rich confusion foniiM n disarray 
In such sort, that thiweye along it cast 
(^oul^bardly carry any tijing away, 

O^ct on object flail'd so bright and fast; 

A dazzling mass of gems, and gold, and glitter, 
MagriiGccnUy mingled iu a litter. 

xciv. 

Wealth had done w onders— taste not much ; sudi things 
Occur in Orient palaces, and even 
In the more diasten’d domes of Western kings 
(Of which I Iiave also seen some six or seven), 

Wlicre I can't say or gold or diamond flings 
Great lustre, there is much to be forgiven ; 

(iroitps of bad statues, tables, chairs, and pictures. 

On w hich 1 cannot pause to make my strictures, 
xcv- 

In this imperial linll, at distance lay 
Under a canopy, and there reclined 

** >'ealur«« of a gate— a nioiaterlal metaphor i **lhe featurt 
opon which this (luestioii hiugeM." See the '* Fudge Faniiljr,” or 
bear CoUereagh.— { Phil. Fudge, in his letter lo I.ortl CatUereagb, 
Mjrs : 

“As iA«k nooldrt mt, my golde and trarber 
la ihcM gsy nalaptaoric rriogai, 

1 oow embark lolu ibe fenlure 
On vtbicb tbU leUcr liliiges." 

The note adds, “rerbaliin from one of the noble Viaoount'a 
speeches : ^nU now, sir. / must rjn^Ktrk into tk< feature on 

wHith this question chUfty hitiges."’^Fvdge yamily, p. 14.) 

• A few yeura a^o. Ihe wife of Muchtar P^cha complained to hia 
lather uf hie soo'e tuppoeed iofidelitf : be asked wtili whom, and 
elie bad the barberily lo gire in a lial of the twelve luodeomeet 
women hi Yanina. They were eeixed, faetened up in eackt, ami 
drowned in the lake the tame night. One of Ibe guarde who wm 
preeenl informed me. that not one of the vicUme ulUred a cry, or 
iliowed a symptom of terror at so luddeii a “ wrcndi from ail we 
know, from allwokivc." iSecanfc,pp.SI4. S20.] 
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Quite in a confidential queenly 

A lady. Baba stopp’d, and kneeling sign'd 
To Juan, who, though not much used |o pray, • 
Knelt down by instinct, wondering iu hismind 
What all this meant : while Baba bow'd and bended 
Ills head, until the ceremony ended. 

• xcvi. , * 

The bdy, rising up with luch nn air * 

As Venus rose with from the wave, on them 
Bent like on antelo|)e a Papiiian pair* 

Of t^es, which put out each surrounding gem} 
And raising up an arm as moonlight fair, ' 
She sign'd to Buba, who first hiss’d the hem 
Of her deep purple robe, aiu| speaking low,* . 
Pointed to Juan, who remain'd below. 

XCVII. • ^ < 

Her presence was as lofty as her stale; 

Her beauty of that overpowering Kind, 

Whose force description only would abate : 

I 'd rather leave it much to your own mind, 

Than lessen it by what 1 could relate *' . 1 , 

Of forms and features : it would strike you blind 
Could 1 do justice to the full detail » 
So, luckily for both, iny phrases fail. . 

xcviii. , . 

Thus much however I*niay add, — her years 
Were ripe, theymightmake sia-and-tw'enty springs, 
But there are forms which Time to touch forbears, 
And turns aside his scythe to vulgar things,* 

Such nS was Mary's Queen of Scots ; * ttjie — tcari 
And love destroy; and sapping sorrow wrings 
Charms from the charmer, yet some never grow 
Ugly; for instance — Ninon de Lenclos.’ 


Sax.- 

She spake some words to her attendants, who 
Composed a choir of girls, ten nr a dozen, 

And w ere all ^ad alike; * like Juno, too, 

AYbo wore tlieir uniform, by Baba chosen : 

> iThcy form'd a very nymph-like looking crew, 

I Vl'hich might have call'd Diana's diorus ** cousin,*' 
As far as outward show* may correspond; 

I I w oti't be bail for any thing beyond. 

They bow'd (Ibei^ce and withdrew, retiring. 

But not by the same door through which dame in 
Baba and Juan, whidi last stood admiring. 

At suincbinaii distance, all be saw within 
This strange snloon< much fitted for inspiriug 
. Marvel nnd pnlse; for both or none things w in; 
And I must say, I ne'er could see the very 
Great happiness of the “ Nil Aduiirari.” ? 

CT. 

Not to admire is all the art I know [spet'cb) 

(Plain triiUi, dear Murray,® needs few flowers of 
To make men liappy, or to keep tliem so;** 

(So take It in the very words of Creech.) 

Thus llui'iu^ wrote we all know’ long ago; 

And thus Pope » quotes the precept to re-teach 
From his translation; hut had none udmtredp 
YN ojild Pope have sung, or Horace l)ecn inspired? •• 
cii. 

Balia, when all the damsels w ere w itiidrawn. 

Motion'd to Juan to appro*nch,*bnd tlien 
A second time desired liim to ^neeldownf ’ 

I And kiss the lady's fpot; which maxim when 


* ( UQ a sufa. raUed ibrcc steps, and coTO-ed with fine Persiao 
cirpeu, sat ibe kiyiya's lady, Icanlug on cusliiuus of wliitc saUn, 
embroidered,'' etc.— LsDV u. W. Moirricu-] 

* [119.— **A«Veaai roxe From orcen-beat on ibein, 

VFilb a far-resebing glauua, a fapbiao pair."] 

* [MS.— "Bal Iberc are lomsi wbkb Tlioe sdoru. not nears. 

And l» nhkb bcaaty obMluaklr Oloss.'*! 

4 [ With rogard to the qneen's perann, all conlemporar) gutlion 
agree In ascribing io Mary Ibe utmost beauty of countenance, and 
eirgauce of shape, of wliich the human form is capable, tier hair 
was black, thriugU. according to the faabiou of Uiat age, alie fre- 
i|ueQtly wore horrowtcl locks, and of different ootonrs. Her eyes 
were a dark gray ; her cumplexioD nas cxi|uistlely Hue; 4od tier 
haruU and arms remarkably deticale, l>otli as to shape and culonr. 
Her sUlurewasofa tirlglitlhil I'oscio the nuO^stlc. Slie diwced. 
walked, and rode with et|ual grace. Her taste for music was 
Just, and she both sang and played upon the lute with imcwmooti 
skill. No man, says llnmitne, ever betield her penon without 
admiration and tore, or will read her history without sorrow.— 
BoveiTsu.n.) 

> { JIademoiaelle de T.cncKr9, ccdrbralcd fur her beauty, her w|i, 
her gattantry, ^nd, above all,' fur the extraordinary length of time 
tlitring which she preserved her attractions. She Inirlgtied willi 
the yoQQg genUcii«eu of three generations, and is said to have lud 
a grandson of her own among her lovers. See the works of Ha- 
dame de Mrigud, Voltaire, etc. etc. for ooptons particulars of her 
life. The ttiographle b«iipersr//s say*— “ In her old age, her 
lioine was the rendrtvoas of the most distinguished persorn. Scar* 
mn consulted her on his rotnanoos. St. Kvremond on his poems, 
Moii6re on bis comedies. FuntenelJe on iib dkilognus, oml l.a lio* 
rlicfoucault on his maxlnui. Coligiiy, Sc'vignd, cic. were her 


] lovers and friends. At her fleaHr, in titoa, and hi her nbetlctb 
yegr, she bet|ueailied to Voltaire a ednsi^emhUt tnin, to. expend 
tij liooks."— E.] * 

6 [ *' Iter fair maids were Nngcd 'fnluw sofa, and, to the 
number of twenty, were atl dressed in fine llghulartiasks, brOCaded 
with silTcr. .They pat me in mind of the pictures of the aneJeut 
nymphs. 1 did not think all nature conld have fumfsiied tudh « 
scene of beauty, "etc.— Ladv M. W.MoxTscp.) 

7 ( ''Mi admlrari, propc roi ett a^, butbiii, 

Soloqoe qnc possli FSecro et lerripr beatun."-* 

• * UlfS. I. eplsl. <i. J ^ 

* [The “Hurray** o’fpope was the great Earl Mansteld.] 

* [“Not to admlrs, tssll ibssrt 1 kndW 

To make men bsppy. ond to keep IfioOB to, ' • ' • 

( riain truth, doer Murrmy. oeedi no Itolrors of qweeb. 

So L-ikc U In the fcry wonU of Creech." > ] 

'• [ “ t maintained that Horace was wrung In placing liappfneM 
in nff admit'aW, for that t thought admiration one, of the most 
' agreeatdc of all our feelings : and t regretted that 1 liad lost much 
' of my dispodtion to adiiiire, wliich (>eople generally do os they 
' advance in life. “Sir/* said Johnson, "a.* a man advances hi life, 
he gels what b better than admiration— jud^menf, to estimate 
lliJugi at their true value." I stilt imistetl llul admiration wav 
more pleidiig Ihanjndgmcnl. as love is more plotsing Uian friend- 
ship. The feeling of fricndsliip ts like that of i>eing comfortably 
j filled with roast hcefi love, like being eniiveued with diam|Kigm‘. 
' Jouv.^ost, No, Sir) admiration and love are like being intoxicated 
I with champagne; Jmlgmeol and friendship like being enlivened. 

W’allcr has liit upon llic same thought with you ; but I don't ho- 
I lieve you have borrowed from Waller.**— CtoctlB‘8 Boncrl/» 
: vol. iU. p. 236.] , 


— Brni:i2od by Grrt)^. 
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He heard repeated, Juan with a frowa * * 

Drew himself up to his full height again, 

And said, It grieved him, but he could not stoop 
To any shoe, unless it shod the Pope.” 

* cm. 

Baba, indignant at this ilhtimed pride, 

Made fierce remonstr.*mces, and then a threat 
He mutter’d (but the last was given aside) 

About a bow-string — qtiite in vain ; not yet 
AVouid Juan bend, though 't were to Mahomet’s bride : 
There ’s nothing in the world like etiquette 
In kingly chambers or imperial halls, 

As also at the race and county balls.' 

CIV. 

He stood like Atlas, w ith a world of words 
About his ears, and iiathless would not bend ; 

The blood of all his Hue's Castili<in lords 
Boil'd in his veins, and rather than descend 
To stain bis pedigree, a thousand swords 
A thousand times of him bad made an end ; 

At length, perceiving the fool ” could not stand, 
Baba proposed that he should kiss the liaud. 
cv. 

Here was an honourable compromise, 

A hnlf'wcy hou.se of diplomatic rest, 

Where they might meet in much more peaceful guise ; 

And Juan now bis w illingness espreft, 

To use all fit and proper courtesies, 

Adding, that this was commonest and best, 

For througl) the South the custoiastill commands 
The gentleman to kiss Uie lady's hands. ' 

. * cvi. 

And he advanced, though with but a bad grace, 
Though'on more (/ioroM{/A-bred* or fairer fingers 
Ko lips e^er left their transitory trace : 

On such as tbe$c*tiie lip too fondly lingers, 

And for one. kiss w'ould.fain imprint a brace. 

As you will i;ee, if she you love shall bring hers 
In contact; and sometimes even a fair stranger's 
An almost twelvemonth's constancy endangers, 
evil. 

The lady eyed him o'er and o'er, and hade 
Baba retire, which he obey'd in style, 

As if well-used to the retreating trade; 

And taking hints in good part all the while. 

He whisper’d Juan not to be afraid. 

And looking on him with a sort of smile, 

Took leave, w ith such a face of satisfaclion 
As good men wear wlio have done a virtuous action. 

CYIII. 

When he was gone, there was a sudden change : 

I know nut what might be the lady’s thought, 

But o’er her bright brow* fiash'd a tumult strange, 


7G5 

And into her clear cheek the blood was brought, • 
Blood-red as sunset summer clouds which range 
The verge of Heaven ; and in her large eyes w ro^ht 
A mixture of sensations, might be scann’d. 

Of haifToluptuousness and half command, 
cix. 

Her form had all tiie softness of her sex, 

Her features ail the sweetness of the de> ii, 

When he put bn the cherub to perplex * 

Kve, amj paved (God knows how) Urn road to evil ; 
Tlie sun himself was scarce more free from .spec'ka 
Than she from aught at which the eye could cavil j 
Yet, somekpw, there was something somewhere wmit- 
As if she rather order’d than was (jraoting.^ [ing, 
cx. 


Her very smile was haughty, though so sw^et; 

Her very nod was not an inclieatiou ; 

There was a self-will even in her small feet. 

As though they w ere quite conscious of her station — 
They trod as upon necks ; and to complete 
Her state (it is Uie custom of her nation>, 

A poniard deck’d her girdle, as the sign 
She was a sultan’s bride, <thank Heaven, not luln^!) 
exit. 

To hear and to obey” had been from birtli 
'Die law of all around her ; to fulfil 
All phantasies which yielded joy or mirtJi • 
Had be^ her slaves' chief pleasure, as her w ill ^ 
Her blood was high, her beauty scarce of earth : 
Judge, then, if her caprices e’er stood still; * 
Had she but been a Oiristian, I 've a notion ^ ^ . 
We should have found out the “ perpetual motion.” 

'cxiii. 

Wliate’er she saw and coveted was brought ; 

W hate’er she did not see, if she supposed 
It might 1)6 seen, with diligence was sought, 

Ami w hen ’t was found straightway the bargain 
There was no end unto the things she bought, [closed: 
Nor to the trouble w hich her fancies caused ; * 

Yet even her tyranny had such a grace. 

The women pardon’d all, except her face. 


* cxiv. 

Junn, the latest of her whims, had caught 
I ler eye in passing on his way to sale ; 


Somcllung imperial, or imperious, threw * 

A cliain o’er all she did; that is, a cliaio 
Was throw n as 't were about the neck of you,— 
Ami rapture’s self will seem almost a pain * ’ 
With auglit whicli looks like despotism in view ; . 

Our souls at least are freehand *t is in vain 
We Would against them make the flesh ol»ey— 

The spirit in the end will have its way. 

CXI. ** 


» 'r«tt90(ccnltat proviDdal I Ii^nd. It atituuMhc nnly nign ofblood wliicit ari»lucracjr cu 

• There U ui>tl)ing, perhaps more disliaclive of Uriti Uiaii llio | gLiierate. [See ante. p. 7ts.] 
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S!ie order’d liim direcUy to be bought. 

And Babj, who had ne’er been known to fail * 
In any kind of mischief to be wrought, 

At pll such auctions knew how to prevail : 

Site had no prudence, hut he had ; and this 
Explains the garb wliich Juan took amiss. 

cxv. 

Ills yui^th and features favour’d the disguisCf 
And, should yon ask how slie, a snilan's bride, 
Could risk or compass such strange phantasies, 

Hiis I must leave sultanas to decide ; 

Kmperorsare only Im^ands in wives’ eyes. 

And kings and consorts oft are mystili^,' 

As we may ascertain with due prei-isioii, 

Some by experience, others by tradition. 

cxvt. 

But to the mail! point, where wc have been teading:~ 
She now conceived all difficulties past, 

And deem’d herself extremely condescending 
When, being made her property at last. 

Without more preface, In her blue eyes blending 
Passion and power, a glance on him slic cast, 

And merely saying, ** Christian, canst thou love?” 
Conceived that phrase was quite enough to move. 

CXVII. 

And so it was, in proper time and place; 

But Juan, wlio had still iiis mind o’erllowing 
^Vith Haidee’s isle and soft Ionian face, 

Pelt the warm blood, which in his face was glow- 
Hiish back upon his heart, which fill’d apace, [ing. 
And left his chedis as pale as snowdrops blowing : 
These words went tlirough his soul like Arab-spears, 
So tliat he spoke not, but burst into tears. 

cxvtit. 

She was a good deal shock'd ; not shock’d at tears, 
For women died and use them at their liking ; 

But there is something when man’s eVe appears 
« Wet, still more disagreeable and striking : 

A woman’s tear-drop melts, a man’s half sears, 

Tjke molten lead, as if you thrust a pike in 
His heart to force it out, for (to be shorter) 

To them 't is a relief, to us a torture. 

cxix. 

And she would have consoled, but knew not how: 
Having no equals, nothing which had e’er 
Infected her with sympathy till now,* 

And never having dreamt what ’t was to bear 
Auglit of a serious, sorrowing kind, although 
* There might arise .some pouting petty care 
To cross her brow’, slie wonder'd how' so near 
Her eyes another’s eye could shed a tear. 

cxx. 

But nature teaches more tliaii power can spoil,* 


[ And htttbandf not* anil than are mtiliacif.''] 
[ ns.— — — “ nolblng «iMch h*<l t’tr 

Eiactcd a iroa iinpall)) UU ih»w. " } 


And, when a strong although a strange sensation 
Moves — female haorts are such a genial soil 
For kinder feeling.s, whatsoe’er their nation. 
They naturally pour the w ine and oil,” 
Samaritans in every situation ; 

And thus Gulbeyaz, though slie knew not why. 
Felt an od<f glistening moisture in her eye. 

exxi. 

But tears must stop like all things else; and soon 
Juan, who for an instant had been moved 
To such a sorrow by the intrusive tone 
Of one who dared to ask if he had loved,” 
Call’d back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright with (he very weakness he reproved; 
And although sensitive to beauty, be 
Felt most indignant still at not being free. 

cxxii. 

Gulbeyaz, for the first time in her days. 

Was much embarrass’d, never having met 
In all her life with aught save prayers and praise; 

And as she also risk’d her life to get 
Him whom slic meant to tutor in love’s ways. 

Into a comfortable t^te*a-tdte, 

To lose the hour would make her quite a mai tyr, 
And they had wasted now almost a quarter. 

^ CXXIU. • 

I also would suggest the fitting time, 

To geiitieiaen iu any socli like case, 
lliat is to say — in a meridian clime. 

With us there is more law given to the duise, 
But here a small dclay.fonns a great crime : 

So recollect (hat (he extreiiiest grace 
Is just two minutes for your declaration — 

A moment more would iHirt your reiMitation. 

CXXIY. 

Juan’s was good; and might have bech still better, 
But he had got Ilaid^ into his head : 

However strange, he could not yet forget her, 
Wlilch made him seem exceedingly ill-bred. 
Guibevaz, who look’d ‘on him as her dpbior 
For having liad him to her palace led, 

Began to blush up to the eyes, and then 
Grow deadly pale, and then blush back again. 

exxv. 

At length, in an imperial way, she laid 
Her hand on his, and bending on him eyes, 
Which needed not an empire to persuade. 

Look’d into his for love, where none replies : 
Her hrow grew black, but she would not upbraid. 
That being tlie last thing a proud w oman tries ; 
She rose, and pausing one chaste moment, threw 
Herself upon liis breast, and there she grew. 


* [MS,— “But tulure l(•cbc• wbai power caonol cpt.ll, 

Aod, Uioagh il WM • u«w aad ctrengw ccncaUoo, 
VMikS female bearu are »ucb a neiilal aoll 
For kinder feelings, sbe forgot ber clalloo.'* ] 
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’Qiis was an awkward test, as Juan found. 

But he was steel’d by sorrow, wrath, and pride : 
With gentle force her white arms he unwound, 

And seated her all drooping by his side; 

Then rising haughtily he glanced around, 

And looking coldly in her face, he cried, 

“The prison’d eagle will not pair, nor I 
Sene a sultana's sensual phantasy. 

" "cXiVIl. 

“Thou ask’sl, If I can love? be this the proof 
How much I have loved — that 1 love not theet 
In this vile garb, the distaff, web, and woof, 

Were filler for me : Love is for the free ! 

1 am not dazzled by this splendid root ; 

VMiate’er thy power, and great it seems to be, 
Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watclt around a throne, 
And' hands obey^our hearts are still our own.” 

CXXVllI. f ' I 

This was a truth to os extremely.tttte/ ^ ' 

TIot so to her, who ne’er had hbaird such things : 

She deem'd her least command must ytefd delight, ; 

Eartli being only made for queens and kings. 

If hearts lay on the left side or the right 
She hardly knew, to such perfection brings 
Legitimacy its born votaries, when ! 

Aware of their due royal rights o’er men. ' 

cxxix. 

Besides, as has been said, she was so fair 
As even in a much humbler lot had made I 

A kingdom or confusion any where, 

And also, as may be presumed, sbe laid ' 

Some stress on charms, which seldom are, if e’er, 

By their possessors thrown into the shade : 

She thought hers gave a double ’’right divine;” 

And half of that opinion *s also mine. 

exxx. 

Remember, or (if you can not) imagine, 

Yel who have kept your chastity wheti young. 

While some more desperate dowager has been waging 
Love with you, and been in the dog<days stung ' 

By your refusal, recollect her raging \ 

Or recollect all that was said or sung • 

On such a subject; then suppose the face 
Of a young downright beauty in this case, 
cxxxi. 

Suppose,~but you already have supposed, * 




, Thet|Mseof 
'PhadiNi/and all wN^ story hi 

Of good examples; pity tliat so few by 
Poets and private tutors are exposed, 

To educate — ye youth of Kurope — you b> I 
But when you have .supposed the few we know. 
You can't suppose Gulbeyaz’ angry brow. 

CXXXII. 

A tigress robl^d of young, a lioness, 

Or any interesting beast of prey. 

Are similes at hand for the distress , 

Of ladies who can not have their own 
But though my turn will not be served with less. 

'i'hese don’t express one half what I should say ; 
For what is stealing young ones, few or many, 

To cutting short their hopes of having any! 


The love of offspring 's nature’s general law% 

From tigresses and cubs to ducks and ducklings; 
Tliere *a nothing whets the beak, or arms the claw, 
Like an invasion of their babes and sucklings; 

And all who have seen a human nursery, saw 
Ilow mothers love their children’s squalls andcliuck- 
This strong extreme effect (to tire no longer [Hugs ; 
Yourpatience) shows the cause muststill ^ stronger.* 

CXXXIV. 

If I said fire flash’d from Gulbeyaz* eyes, 

•*T were notliing^for her eyes flash’d alwa\s fire; 
Or said her cheeks assumed the deep<^st dyes, 

1 should but bring ditgraee upon the dyer, 

So supernatural was her passion’s rise; 

* For ne’er till now she knew a check’d desire : - 
Kven ye who know what a check'd woman is • 
(Enough, God knows!) would much fall short of this, 
cxxxv. 

Har rage was bat a minute'.s, and 't was well — 
i A moment's more had slain her; but the while 
! It lasted ’t was like a short glimpse of hell : 

I « Nought ’s more .sublime than energetic bile, 
Though horrible to see yet grand to tell. 

Like ocean warring ’gainst a rocky isle; « 

And the deep pa.ssions flashing through her form 
Made her a beautiful embodied storm. 

cxxxvi. 

A vulgar tempest ’t were to a typhoon; . 

To match a common fvy with her rage, , 

And yet she did nut want to reaeb the moon,^ 


(«.- 


‘*Wir wllli T^r b«trt->itboa^o«, infntMl twt« Maaf 
V; ■ rcraHl," elc. ] 

' I In FleMln^'i oorei o( Joxph Aodref ».] 

^ Butif my bor’«lita Tlrloe bcendoM), 

Wtut liarni Mill twaiil)’ (to Vim? >ty, |ooa? 

Stf. nlia( Avaird. of olil. I« ThMcoC mo. 

The ((«rn rcwhrr? Mbit 10 Rrllcrophpn?- « 

0 . th«n did PiMMira nyidcii. lbi*ti her prlda 
Took Ore, to be »o nicdfiUhr denied I 
Then, loo, did SlIfjioobM gldw « iih shaiM, 

And both bant forth with aneillngaiih'd 

Tlte ailTeDltired'orillppoUlus, ibeBonofTbeseus, and Bellerophon 


are welt known. They were acctiaed of (nconilnc^i-r. bj (h<* 
women whoae Inordinate |ias<lon<« ihey had. refused tiraraUry al 
the eipenae of iheir duly, and ^criftced t<» the fatal errdulily of 
the hiubanda of the dlsappoInlH fair ones. It it very probabf& 
that both the tiohea are fcHipdeil on the Seiipiore fKConnt of Joaeph 
and Poiiphar'a wile — GirroaD.] , 

4fllS. — “ And ibU (|roi>(E $*cou4 raote | to lire no longiT 

lonr potlaiirf I ihowf the fint muM be «itn •iroiifcr.*'! 

* I ^ By heaveol meihlDhs ll ware SB May leap. 

To piock bright bononr freoi tba pale* faced ipoea.**— 

Henri fr. ] 
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LiHc moderate Hotspur on the immortal pige; ' 

Her anger pitch’d Into a lower lone, * , 

Perhaps liie fault of her soft »rx and age — 

Her wish was hut to kith kill, kill/' like Lear s/ 
And then her Uilrst ofbluod was queudi’d iu tears. 

CXXXVH. 

A storm it raged, and like the storm it pass'd, 

Pass’d w ithout w ords — in fact she could not speak ; 
And tlien her sex's shame ■ broke in at last, 

A sentiment till then in lier but w eak, 

Rut now' it flow'd in natural and fast, 

As water through an unexpected leak, 

For she felt humbled— and humiliation 
Is sometimes good for people in her station. 

CXXXVHI. 

It teaches them that they are flesh and blood. 

It also gently bints to them that others. 

Although of clay, are yet not quite of mud; 

That urns and pipkins arc but fragile broUicrs^ 

And works of tlic same policy, bad or good, 

Ttiou^ not all born of the same sires and mo- 
thers : 

It teaches — Heaven knows only what it teaches, 

But sometimes it may mend, and often reaches.* 
cxxxix. 

Her first thought was to cut off Juan’s head; 

Her second, to cut only his — acquaintance; 
lier third, to ask him where he had been bred ; ^ 

Her fourth, to rally him into repentance; 

Her fifth, to call her maids and go to bed; ^ 

Her sixth, to slab herself; her seventh, to sentence 
The lash to Uaba : — but her grand resource 
Whs to sit down again, and cry of course. 

CXL. * 

She thought to stab herself, but then she had 
The dagger close at hand, which made it awkward ; 
For Eastern stays are little made to pad, 

So that a poniard pierces if 't is stuck hard : 

She tiiought of killing Juan — but, poor lad! ^ 

Though be deserved it well for being so backward, 
Tlie cutting off his head was not the art 
Most likely to attain her aim — his heart. 

CXLI. ’ 

% . 

Juan was moved : he had made up his niind 
To be impaled, Or quarter'd as a dish * 

For dogs, or tube slain with pangs refined, 

Orthrown to lions, or made baits for fish, * 

And thus heroically stood resign'd, 


Rather tlian sip— except to his own wish : 

Rut all his great preparatives for dying ' 
Dissolved like snow before a woman crying. * 

CXLII. 

As through his palms Bob Acres’ valour oozed,* 

So Jjian’s virtue ebb'd, I know not how; 

And first be wonder'd why he had refused; 

And then, if matters conid be made up now*; 

And next his savage virtue he accused. 

Just as a friar may accuse his vow, 

Or as a dame repents her of her oath, 

^Vhich mostly ends in some small breach of boUi. 
cxi.ni. 

So he began to stammer some excuses; 

But words are not enough in such a matter, 
Aithough you borrow’d all that e’er the muses 
Have sung, or even a Dandy’s dandiest chatter^ 

Or ail the figures Castlereagh abuses.* 

Just as a languid smile began to flatter 
His peace was making, but before be ventured 
Further, old Baba rather briskly enter’d. 

CXLIT. 

“ Bride of the Sun ! and Sister of the Moon! ” 

(’T w’as thus he spake,) “and Empress of the Eartht 
Whose frow’n would put the spheres all out of tune, 
Whose smile makes all the planets dance with mirth. 
Your slave brings tidings— he hopes not too soon — 
W'bich your sublime attention may be worth : ? 
Tlie Sun * himself has sent me like a ray 
To hint that he is coming up this way.” 

CXLV. 

“Is It,” exclaim'd Guibcyaz, “as you say? 

I wish to heaven he w'oiild not shine till morning! 
But bid my women form the milky way. 

Hence, my old comet! give tlie stars due w*arning — 9 
And, Christian! mingle with them as you may. 

And asyou'd have me pardon your past scorning — ” 
Here they were intermpted by a humming 
Sound, and then by a cry^“ The Sultan ’scorning I” 

•' CXLVI. 

First came her damsels, a decorous file, » 

And then bis Highness* ctimichs, black and white; 
The train might reach a quarter of a mile : 

His majesty was always so polite 
As to announce his visits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night; 

For, being the last wife of the Emperor, 

She was of course the favourite of the four. 


' fittariJ Sbik«i*nirf on ibe Immortal ptge.**] ^ 

* C**And itben I ba«e iloteu opon ih«s»«oQ4-ln.|aw, 

% 4 Tbeu bill, kill, kill, Ult, kill. 

) [“A wonuo icora’4 tipliUca u ral^ 

Por, (bert, the dreod o( atiamc adds (lluflit to bale.*'— 

* lMS.'>**rbe inavn meoda more rarely lhao It rearbes.''] 

i in; valour b cerUinly goinff! it i« sneaking oft!— I 

1b«l it oozing, u it Were, at the {taltns of my hands SieaiDiii's 
Atro/s.) 


» [ NS.~.“ Or all ibe atafT nblrb oMer’d by the *Wlacs' la." ] 

^ lUS.- .-—Wli may bo loo anon- 

Boi your loblime allniion they ore wortb.’*)i 
s [Hie public style and liile of the Sultan alioond in Akialic 
byperbolg. He ia called " Governnr of llie IvarUi, Lord of three 
CoDlincnU and Two Seas.*' and very frequently ’'Hunkier, Ihc 
Slayer of Men.'*— DkALswiT.] 

3 I Bui prllbrv-irrt my Woto» tmibe nay, 

That all Uw clan may gleam «*llh due adorning."] 
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Ills Higliness was a man of aolemn ]>ort, 

SbawPd to the noMf and bearded to the eyes. 
Snatcii’d from a prisoh to preside at court. 

nis lately bowstrung brother caused his rise : 

He was as good a sovereign of the sort 
As any mention’d in the histories 
Of Cantemir. or Knoiles. where few shine 
Save Solyman^ the glory of their line.* * 

CXLVIII. 

He went to mosque in state, and said his prayers 
With more than “Oriental scrupulosity; 

He left to his'Vizier all state affairs, 

And ihow'd but little royal curiosity : 

1 know* not if he had domestic cares — 

No process proved connubial animosity; 

Four wives and twice live hundred maids, unseen. 
Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen.* 

CXLIX. 

If now and then there happen'd a slight slip. 

Little was heard of criminal or crime; 

The story scarcely pass’d a single lip-~ 

The sack and sea had settled all in time. 

From whi(d) the secret nobody could rip : 

The Public knew no more than does th(^ rhyn>e : 
No scandals made the daily press a curse~ 

Morals were better, and the fish no worse.* 

CL. 

He saw* with bis own eyes the moon was round, 
Was also certoin that the earth was square. 
Because he had journey’d fifty miles, and found 
No sign that it was circular any where; 

Ills empire also was w iUiout a bound : 

is true, a little troubled here and there. 

By rebel paclias, and encroaching giaours. 

But then they never came to “ the Se\ cn Towers ; * 

CLI. 

Except in shape of envoys, who were sent 
To lodge there when a war broke out, according 
To the true law of nations, which ne'er meant 
Those scoundrels, w ho luave never had a sword in 
Their dirty diplomatic hands, to veot 


Their spjeen in making strife, and safely wording 
Tlieir lies, yclep’d despatches, without risk or 
The singeing of a single inky whisker. 


lie had titty daugliters and lour dozen sons. 

Of whom allNuch as r.’ime of age were stow’d, ' 
Ttie former in a palace, where like nuns 
Thej* lived till some Basliaw was sent abroad, 
When she. whose turn It was, was wed at once, 
Sometimes at six years old thotigh this seems odd. 
T is true; the reason is, that t)ie Bashaw* 

Must make a present to his sire in law. 


His sons were kept in prison, till they grew* 

Of years to fill a bowstring or the tlirone, 

One or the other, but whidi of the two 
Could yet be known unto the fales-nlone ; *♦ 

Meantime the education they went through * 

Was princely, as die proofs have always sbow*n : 
So that die lieir-apparent still was found 
No less deserving to be bang’d than crown’d. 


His Majesty saluted his fourtli spouse < 

With all the ceremonies of his rank. 
Whoclcar’dher sparkling eyes and smooth'dlicrbrow 
As suits a matron who has play’d a prank ; . 

These mu.sl seem doubly mindful of their vowi; 

To save the credit of their breaking bank : 

To no men are such cordial greetings given * 
As those whose wives have made them lit for heaveii^ 


His Highness cast around his great black eyes, u. 

Aud looking, as he always look’d, perceived 
Juan amongst the damsels in disguise, 

At which he secin’diiowhit surprised norgricTed, 
But just ranark’d with air sedate and wise. 

While still a fluttering sigli Gullieyaz heaved. 

ICC you 've bought another girl ; 't is pity 
That a mere Christian should be half so pretty.” • 


This compliment, which drew all eyes upon 


* 4 


1 


hi 

•I? 





* It may imH be unworthy of remarfc. Ilul Bacon, in lib e»uy 
OQ *' Kmplrr,'’ hinb that Sulyman was the bit of hit Ibie; on what 
autiiorilf. I know not. These are hb wonb Tltc dtHtnictkin 
oTUostapha waiao faUl loSolynuu's line, as the sneev^on of the 
Turks fromSolymAa. uotil UiUilay, b au«iiccte(l tohooDlrue. and 
of Mraoxe Uood : for that Seh-mus ihe aeoon J was tlioasht to be 
sdppoiiUitluos.'’ But Bacon, le his hhturicjl authorities, b often 
tuaecarate. 1 couU give half a doien imtaiicea fooiu bb Apoi>h* 
tbegoto only. [ See Apmoix to tbb Canto, p. 770. posLJ 

* (muiion.] 

t Nkn>t thnn wrapt op lo bb riaitt, be 

r<Hir wttes Slid <welt« baodred wbofvs, anssco, 

MkUr Ibsn CbrifiUa kings 
' There saded msoy s bir Snlians's irtp : 

Ttw rohik knew no mere ibtin does Ibb rhyme ; 
iSo priolad araortal* IVrw - itM fl«b. <rf ewirw, 
Wenbetlsr-nbllothe mweb were no MorsV."f 

* 1 The aUto (kfoon of Constantiuofiir, in which (he Poite shuts 


up the mloikien of bortllt powers who are dlblQQ in taking tbefr 
drparture, under prrteaee of prutecimjt Ibein CiwiB (be Insulb of 
the nu'li.— Moet. 

W e aitcnipicd to Tbit the seven Towers, Imt were slnpiicd at the 
mtraiice, and infurmedtiul wliboiit a Orman it wi< inacMMibtc to 
straugcra. It was supposed that Count RutukufT. the RuMian ml* 
nlWcr. would be the last of the jirokasnA''’i inperbl hueUges, . .. 
eonfinod in lUs forirewi Imt dace tlie yt ar ITS*. H. Ruffin and 
many of the French have been fmprboned (a Ihe same place i and 
Ihe dimeeons were saido;. >l sevme, fur the sacred persons uf the 
Renllemon composing his Britannic Uajotyli mbskui, previous 
to the nplura betwceo Great Britain and Uie Porte In IMB,— 
llOMOtSK.] 

* { “ The prineen' (SolU Asms, daughter of Achniet MI.) es> 
claimed against the barbirfty urtbetnstitnlfon which, ai sis yCaVh 
old. had pnl her in llie (lOwcr of a decrepit old man. who. by 
ireaiins Iter like a ciiUd, had only insplrrtl dhSiul.^-^Dv 


h 
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DY^\U^*S WORKS 


The new'botiglil virgin, mndehcrbhish andshake. | 
Her comrades, also, thought tljcrhselves undone : 

Oil, Mulioniel! tlial liis Majesty should lake 
Such notice of a giaour, while scarce to one 
Of them his lips imperial ever spake! 

'Fhere was a general whisper, loss, and w riggle, 

But etiquette forbade them all to giggle. 

CLMI. 

The Turks do well to shut — at least, sometimes — 

The women up — because, in sad reality, ; 

Their chastity in these unhappy climes 
Is not a thing of that astringent quality 
Which in the North prevents precocious crimes, 

And makes our snow loss pure than our morality; 
The sun, which yearly melts the polar ice, 

Has quite Uie contrary effect on vice. 

CLVIII. 

'Flius in the Hast they are extremely strict, 

And Wetilock and a Padlock mean llie same; 
.Excepting only when the former 's pick'd 
It neVf can be replm’ed in proper frame; 

Spoilt, as a pipe of claret is ^lieii prick'd : 

Hut then their own Polygamy 's to blame; 

“Wby don’t they knead two virtuous souls for life 
Into that moral centaur, man and wife?' 

CLIX. 

Thus far our chronicle; and now* we pause, 

Though not for want of matter; but 't is time, 
Accoivling to the ancient epic laws, 

To slacken sail, and anchor w ith our rhyme. 

Let this liAli canto meet with due applause, 

The sixth sliall liave a touch of the sublime; 
Meanwhile, as Homer sometimes sleeps, perhaps 
Tout’ll pardon to my muse a few short naps.* 


• »lani4— wliicfa Lord Byrou compoted bed, Feb. f7, 

4S9I . H not ill tlH* fint ediUou. Uit di«rovrrUi|; the ufnift»ion, he 
l)iu« mnwismted wlih Mr. Utirrajr i— ** Upon'what priud(>le tuve 
yon iiiniUnl <>ne of the ruiiclodiog »lanus m-iiI as au addlUuat— 
becaiM it eudetl, 1 ktiifxiae, with— 

' Ana 4# bM Uak l«o ilrtiwu* touUJor lUt 
Inia Itwt nuo «n4 Mll«r* 

** Now . 1 niiu; lay, unce for all. that 1 will nol perroil any luuinn 
bcins to take amcIi libortlei with my w riim^ brc«iuc I am «bM.<4il. 
1 Uttire tbe umbsiou^o be repiaceJ. 1 bave read over the jKiem 
carefully, and I (ell you, if h poeh y. ibe IIjUs nivimia koot u( 
parMi pueU may cay u hat Uiey picaac i.ffnm wW tMotc that / onc 
« iof| in thU iniUinee, ml£roLr»i.'’j 
■ J&lackwuodKiys in No. for Juar, IC22, “Tlic«c tliree 
CanKM ^111. IV V.)ar(‘, like all Uyroii'i pornu, twl, by the v.ay, 
like every ihin^ to lht» world, parity guud aod partly bad. In lUe 
(larUctiUr drceripUoiu Ibey are iM>t au naughty ia their |>mtrc(«- 
•wn I indeed, tin Inrdatup loa beeu au pretty and well behaved un 
the preacni occauon, that wc ahuuld not be aiirpriaed to hear of 
the work belag dcUcied among the ifarend-caaea, llower-poU, and 
cheap Iracta that Inter the ilrawiog-room tabirs of aoiue of tlie be»l 
regulated tamllle*. by iliove, tiowevcr. who ampeet tiioi of ** a 
aimge tfolgo 

*■ Agalaw tJwcraW tad moralaoribe land, 

And luce H In Ihh portti everf liar,'* 

U Will be CiNJUi] aa bad u ever. Me ab^ws hU knowledge of tiic 
world tou openly: and It U au cxteniuUou of (hia frcedi m ihal be 


appkndix. 



LORD BACON'S APOPHTHEGMS.' 

(Sot «nlr. p. TCi, n»l« l,| 

BACOM’S APOPIITMBGUS. OBSERVATIOXS. 

SI. 

Michael Angelo, the tamouv Tbbwunofiheportraitof 
{ulnter. painUng In the pope's du> a carJinal^ut of ihe pope'a 
pH Ibe portraiture of hell and damn* master of ihc ceremonies, 
od tools, made obo of the damned 
•oulsso like a cankoal that was Ids 
enemy, as every body at firil sight 
knew ft; wherropon the carifeul 
cooiplainrdtoru|>e44rmeal, hum* ^ 

Uy praying it might be deCaced. 

Tbe po|K said to him. w hf: you 
know very wed I have povrer to do* 
liter a soel out of pnrgatury, but 
not out of iielL 

4SS. 

Alexander, after tbe balMe of K was after tbe baiUe of 
Granicnm. had very offers tsnw and dunng the siege of 
made him by Uaiins. Consolting Tyre, and nof ImiuedUtely 
with hu captains concerning them, after tbe passage of the Gra> 
Parmenio said. Sure, 1 wuokJ aiO* nicus, that llils ts said to have 
I cepi of these offers, if 1 were as ocenrred. 

' Atexaniler. Alexander answered. 

So would 1. If 1 were as Parmenio. 
i {58. 

I AnllgoQos,' when It was told him This was not said by aqU* 
tlial (he enemy had inch volleys of gonus, but by a Spartan, 
arrows, that they did bkle the sun, previoualy to the battle of 
said. That falls uutweii, fur It lahot Tbcrmopylc. 
weather, and so we shall In 
Ibe shade. 

1<2. 

There was a philosopher Ihal dis* This happened under An* 
puled with Adrian the Emperor. guslusCxsar, and nof during 
and did It but weakly. One of Us tbe rHgn of Adrian, 
friends Uial by, afterwards 

I said nnfo blm. Mctliioks yon were 
I noi like ymirsclf last day. in argo* 


does it pUyfnlly. Only hilknts can be stsown naked in company i 
but hh lonldiip pulls ibe very robode*t’hanibre from bolh men 
sod women, and goes on wiiti lib esp<»ure as smlrklngly as a 
barrister erassH|iirstioniag a dumber maid in a case of rrim. cow. 
This, as nobody can approve, we omsi confess Is very bod. Slill, 

I it Is lurvh to avcriLe to wicked luofjvev what nsay be owing In the 
I tetnptatiuDS of dicimuuoces.'or ibe headlong ioipulv of pawion. 

! Even Uic worst hsldu should be charitably consldeml. for they ore 
often Ihe result of tbe slow buUmcsisUble force of natnre. over the 
I artiildai manners and dUcipliue of iociciy->*lhe flowing tlresni 
, that wasies away Its eiubaukuirnls. Man towari’s lus fellow man 
' should bo at least com|>as»luiiatet for be can be no ]ndge of the 
ifullncli ami tbe impulses of action, he can only see cfTeeb. 

—— "Trmblp, tiMM) wrMrb,.— 

Tint bsA « Ubla tba un<tHat(od crtcDv, 

tanhlppd erjofUrt . Uid* ibOT. ibouM^r bsod;~ 

I ibeu prrjvmt. ami thou tiuBlar BM» ut Tlrloe. 

rtHio art InmiHveS*. Caltlif, le pieces shale. 

1 hsi endw revm sad caovaBlisii lOTmiac 
] UsM praciiwdoa man’s ilfel-CluOT penl-apgotitn 

I Rive your roatesllag CQOiliKola, an4 rry 

t TlK9cdr««dl(dsuiiu2ionersgracv.~-£4ar.] 

s Ordered Fletcher (at f.iur o'clock thbafttrnoon^ to copy wit 
' seven ur dgbt apophihcgtns of Bacon, to which I have detected 
; viioh bfuudcrs as a tdijolboy might delrcl, railicr than oornoilt. 

' arc Ih? sages ! 't lut mu*t they be. wbcu such an I can stoin* 
ble on their nmi;die> or mi»-»iaicnicnts ? 1 will go to bed, for 1 
' find that I grow e^tiie.vl.“— iMprp, Jau. S, tft2l 
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meal wilh Um 8np«mr : 1 eoaki j 

bavtiDcwcreUbcUermyadr. wby, 
mM the |>hUo* *Oplicr. wauM yoo 
hm me ermtrod wilh blm that 
comouDils thirty leslotu ? 

Iftl. 

There wa« one that found a sreat 
miM o( money digged tindrrK^ural 
lohb gmdCilbcr'* br>u»e, and Iwhig 
tomewlui doabtful of the case, ai- 
gaified it to tho emperor that he 
had foooJ ittcli treawre. Tite em> 
peror made a reacHpl thua t U«e it. 
lie writ back axaio, that the aura 
wa« greater Uian his state or coodl> 

Ifcw could nae. The rmi>eror writ 
a new reacript, thua t Abuae It. 

I7«. 

One of ilie aeveo waa wont to 
aay. that laws were like eotiwrba t 
where the tmall ftlea were caogbt 
and Uw great brake ibroufdi- 

S0». 

An orator of Athena ukl to De> 
noaifacoea. The Atheniana will kill 
yoolftbry waxmad. Denioalhenea 
Rpiied. And they will kill yoa, if 
they be in good acoae. 

Sit. 

There wia a phitoaopher about 
‘nberina that, looking iolo the na> 
tare of cat oa, said of him. That be 
mu mire miogfed ^ilh blood. 

97. 

There waa a king of tiangary 
look a bUhop in bailie, and kept 
him priaonrr ; whereupon the pope 
If ril a monitory to him, for that be 
bad broken the piirilege of holy 
church and taken hU ton i the King 
•ent an erabatsage to him, and aeot 
wbhal the armour wherein the hi" 
ahop waa taken, and ihia only tn 
writing— /'ide wuna hoc til teHU 
UlUtmi? Know now whether Uib 
be ihf aon*« eoat ? 

287. 

Donelrius, kingof Uaeedon, had Tbla did nof happen to De> 
apettUuu otlcred him divert tiroea rnelrius, but to /*Ai/lp King 
by an old woman, and answered he o! Maecdon. 
had DO Idaurci whereupon the 
woman aald alowd, why then, give 
over to be king. 

VOI.TAIhB. 

llavtng ctated that Bacon was frequenily incorrect hi bia cita> 
tbms frutn hiatory, 1 have thought It nocewary la what regards so 


Thk happened to the Ci- 
llier of Hcrudes Atlten^, and 
tbi‘ newer was made by the 
rmperor Serm. wbu draerv* 
ed that hia lunie should have 
been staled by the **grtalrai 
— wleest^meaneai of mftnk- 
lod.” • 


This wasaakl by AnacharvU 
the Scythian, and not by a 
Creek. 


This was not said by De* 
moalhenea. but fo Demos* 
tbenea by PkocUm. 


This was not aakl ot Cains 
(Catignla, 1 presume, is in* 
leoded by Caiua% but uf ri- 
beriua himself. 

This reply waa tiol made 
by a Ring of /7tfnpnrp, bat 
aent by Bichard ttie first. 
Crrur de Lion, of England, to 
Ibe Pope, wilh the breMl- 
plate of the blahop of Bcan- 
vala. 


great A tume (however trifling), to anpport ilie tmxlioo by such 
facU as more immediately ocenr lo me. They arc but Irifloa. and 
yet ftir fticb trifles a schoolboy would be whipped ( if rVf in tlie 
^rihfurm); and Voltaire for half a doxen diitiiar (flrora baa 
boen treated as a aaperficiat writer, nolw hhslanding Ibe testimony 
of Ibe learned Wartoo t— ** Voltaire, a writer of murA deeper re* 
uarck than la Imagined, and the fii *t who has <U^>Iayrd the Uto*- 
rature and cualoma of the dark ag« with any dfgi'tf »f peaeL n- 
Ifon and comprehension.” • For .mother distlngiiUhcil tesllnioay 
to VuUalre's merits In literary research, see aim Lord lloitand'a 
exceJient Account of ihc Life ami Writings of L«i|)cde Vega. vol. L 
p. 215, edUkin of 1817. t 

Voltaire has evi-n been termed “asha'tow fellow,** hy someeT • 
Ihe same school who called Dryden’a Ode ^a drnakni song;*'-^ ^ 
tehooi (iSa it is called, 1 ptcauinc, from ibeir cducailoo being atlfl 
incomplete) Uic whole whose filthy iraili of Epics. Kxcursioos, 
etc. etc. etc., is not worth th'* two wools in Z.itre. “ f'oms p/ev- 
rex,**« ora single speech of Tancred:— • irhool. the apostate Uvea 
of whoso renegadocs. with their tea drinking neutrality of morals, * 
and their convenient treachery in poUtk>— in the record of Iheir 
accnmnlatedpreienceato vlrtoe, canpmduce no ar/kna (were all 
their good da^s drawn up (n array) to eifual or approadi the sole 
defence of the fomily of Galas, by that great and unequalled geoios 
—the universal Voltaire. 

I have ventured to remark on these UlOe loicniranles of Ihe 
greatest genius that England or perhaps any other country ever " ' 
produced,” > merely to show our naH<mal injuriice in coodenm* 
Ing, genn-allg, the grealrst genius of France for such Inadver* 
lencics as these, of which Ihe highest of England has been no Jem 
guilty. Query, was Bac«>n a greater inicllect ihan Newton? 

CAMPBELL.* 

Being In the humour of criticism. I sliall proceed, after bat inf 
Teuiured upon the sttps of Bacon, lo lunch upon one or two as 
trifling in tbeedlHoo of ilt« Bntivh Poets, by the Justly oeirbralcd 
Campbell. But 1 do thb in gDod svUI, and trosl it will be so tattep. 

If any thing conUl add to ray i-pinion of Ihe lalepts and tnie fedtng 
of that gentleman, it would l« his classical, honest, and triumph- 
ant dcfnice of Pope, against the vulgar cant of the day, ami its 
esMiog Cmb-strcel. * 

The inadverrendes to which 1 allude arc,— 

Firstly, in speaking of Afutry, w hoin he accuses of having t ahmi 
** his leading characters from SnoUeU." Aa«tey's Bath Cnule was 
pnbUihed In I7M. flniollett'i linroi hry Clliikrr flh'' unly wort of 
Smollett's bom whlih Tabitha. etc. etc. eould hive been taken) 
waa written during SmoUtU's /esf rfsJdritre at l.'‘ghom iu 1770. 

— "v^rpoi,** If there has been any borrowing, Anstcy must be Ilie 
creditor, and nut the debtor. 1 refer Mr. Caiuptrell to hi* owns^ 
data in bis lives of Smollett and Anstcy. 

Secondly. Mr. Campltell says In ihe life of Cowprr(oole to page 
558. vel. vil.) that he knows not to wham Cowper alliMiei lo ih^ 
Uoes:— 

“hsr t»« who, IWr thslisoe of ilioo soctaborn, 

OoiU Go4 s casrek, sn4 teacti'd hU Msrd lo scero ' 

The Calvinht raeaol Vuilaire, and Ibe clinrch of Feruey. Wiib 
Us Inscrlpitoo. "Ocoerexil VuUaire.” 

Thirdly, in Ihe life of Bums, Mr. Campbell qnotea Shakspearc 
thus j— 


' (** If |wrU ailurt ibse, Iblnk be«t Isrou ililsse, 

Tlw wUcsl, brigbissi, mcsscu ormsnkiiid.— ron.J 

* fdswnsllon I. 

* ( TUI TstUir* sppesmi. (bws wsi no oillon oMre tgooraot of Us 
ssigtlboura* Hlsralure iIwb Ibe FreiKb. Us Orst npoacd. and then <or« 
vseud. Ibis MRltcl IS bl« conalr^mto. There U no writer to wfaoai lbs 
Aabers of otter Bsiloni, owMVitiiy ot EAgteud, ais so Indebiod for Um sa- 
iMsIou of ihclr Mme la rraace, aod, Ihroogb Pranet, In Carope. Tlwro U 
M rrllk whs bst employrtf mors lltiir. wU. tjigrnulty,)lQ'l diUcence In 
fsaonilug ih« llieraoy Inlsrtosrw twlwten couniry atri couniry. sod In 
MtbraUnfi tn oos laagu^ ibe irluiDpha of shoiber Yet. by e sirange 
ftiatUy. be Is wMHumi) r^mmlvd as tbs eoemy of sH lllsrawrr btil bU 
tws ; sod •panlardt. EMibtnacn. aod ttsilaw <tc wIlK each other In Iq- 
fdablog ago lost bit occawonal eugtrtalloo ot fauUy pussg.’s ; ibe jutfeorv 
•f whkb, llUbepwinlsdoul ihstr bsnnUss, wore hardly boowu beyond tbs 
sesolry lo wbirh Ibtk langnsgs wm spotaa. Tbow who (sal soeh ihdl- 

I at bl- mbrsfN-csentatlnnsasd oier>lghls would fled It dlflrtilt lo 


prodiKo a criik In any modern tonctsagr, n bo. to speahisg offarelgn Hie- 
roinre. Is btllsr iotoroMdor oMre raiNlld iban ToUaks; at.d tbey certainly 
Boer wooU bcaMeto dkeossrOM, wbo tn UMsoquallUss unUn •« wmb 
sacacUy and tt«sl(os«>. lUs eoemUs nontd fain pennadi ui ihsl such 
nnhcraacs of wU ImpHaa a want of Inrorraalion . but ibsy only surciad lo 
sbonUxg Ibat a wani of wU by no meaps impUsa oo oaubsraoce of infuiTM" 
lion.— Loan Ususan.) ^ 

4 II rsttmp vrti gtwI'hMiiMar tut i'ordoone, 

Qoe >0 sow ndoral. qua |o vows obandmwe. 
que )S renoort b tooi, qno «otw k dbslra. 
qoe SOBS OSS anirsM .... Estrv. vott nrmtxf 

Iskc, octtir.te. IL 

* PofM, Iu gpeoeTa anecdotsSf P U8. HsUMW'sedUloa. 

« I lend CjtBpbairs Poets, emrrdad Tom s slips of the pen. A good 
work, ibougb-ilyk aKscied-bwt bis dtfewrvof Pope U glsrlout. Tn bs 
sore.UL bis own nnse loo.>b«l no mtiler. It ts very good, and doss him 
great erodlt.- 8. Iksrv, Ian. to, 1121.1 
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7T2 BYKOJi'S 

• , *‘f9 |Ud reSueil ggh). lo polslUtt fMr. 

Or vU /nth pfrrotac lo (M «tulcl.'* 

This TUviM byoo WaDi in^>ruve$ original, «IUdi U tf 
fbikiwi t— 

'* To fiUd rtAoH aoM, (o paliU lb« Mf , 

To Ufoio • rcr/vM* M (be ric.- K im Jmi. 

A sirnt puci quoting anolber ulioukl be correct : lie shnaM alto 
be eccurole, «Iicu lie accwvco t PamoatlMi brotlicr nf llutUaage* 
rouf charge '*bommlnBt*’e port lud biitcr borrow anything 
'.excepting money) than the tltoughU of anuihcr— Uiey are alwayi 
*are to be rceUimed i but U b very hanj, luv big been (be lender, 
to be ilenmmoril ax Ihe debtor, ai Is ibc case of Austcy versus 
MtoUett. 

. As there is“honouramr>ngstlhicTcs,’*lellbrrobcfomeamongil 
pods, and give each Ms doc,— none can adord lo give it more than 
Nr. Canipbdi himsetr, who. wiUi a high repntaliun for origlnalily, 
•ml A Linie which cannoldM »hakcn. U the only {*oet of ilie lirors 
(except IVogi rs) who can be rri»roachid (and in Mm it U lodi.'od 
% a reproach I with luvlng wrilleo too lHUe, 

' A«rt«N«, /n.S, itM. 

PHEt'ACE 

TO CA5T0S Tl., VJI.‘, A:xd VHI. 

* Tbc details of the siege of Ismail In two of the following 
daoios (f. e. the setcnih and eighth), are Ukeo from a 
French Work, entitled "llistolrv de la Nouvelle Russie."* 
Some of the InciileoU auributod to Don Juan really oo 
ctiiTdl. partinilarlj^ the clrromstaoce of hit saving In* 
faiii, which was the actual case of the bio Due do Uicbe- 
lleu,* tbeo a young Tolumeer In tbc Ru»ian service, and 


(“EsmI sar riiUlolrc anoienne et modrme de la >'0ByeIle 
Rnsaie. par le Marqtua CaliricI dc Caileinati." S lom. Paris, 
laxt.) 

• I’^Anoomnicncemrnt de fS 03 . Ic Doede Richelieu hitnooimd 
goqycmeur d'UdctJU. Quand ie Oiicviot cn prendre I'adininis* 
iration. aucimorue o'ydailfonni^, aacuiidUliissemenln’ydUit 
a^ev^. On y compt^U I peine ctoq niillc haMunx > oaee am pins 
Uni, lursqu'il s’en dlolgna. on y cn comptait trcnie<itiq mllle. 
Lex rucadaieni Urdesaueordean. plautOcs d'on double rangd’ar> 
btti; el Ton y voyait lous las clablliaemeok qu'ealgeol le ciitte, 
I'invlruciion, la coininodliO. ct ni^me les |iisislrsdes hablUns. bn 
seal edifice ptiblic avail Ctd utfgHgd i le fJuvcrTunir, dans cel oubll 
^ 1 ^ lucou'tne. ct oalie dmplicito dc racrurs qui disUotiuicnt »oa 
''uractorr. u'avail rieu vunln changer k la nutksle babiiaiion qn'Il 
av^t trouvte en arrivaui. Lc coiniDerce, ddbarraiid d’eotraves, 
avail pris i*e«sor Ic plus rapide k Odena. Uadis qne b sdeorild et 
U iiberU dc conxcieaoo y avakul |trompie|ncnt alUrd la i»opula- 
. lioo."— Wep. t'n/r. 

J (OdeiM is a very intcresUng place ; and being tbc seat of go- 
Tcromrnt. and the only quannlluc allowed except Giffa and 
Tagan^>g. is, tbmtgh of very recent erection, already wealthy luJ 
flourishing. Too niiirh praise cannot he given to (he Duke of Rt> 
dielieu. lo whose adinlniMratiun. nut to any natural advantaget, 
tlih town owes Its prospciiiy.'-DtkOOP lliaii.] 

4 ( Robert, second Marquis of Loodooderry, died, by his own 
hand, at Ms seat at .North Cray, in Kent. In August. ISii. During 
the acMiou of parUament which had Jud closed, his lorddilp i|t- 
paorx to have sunk under the weight of bia Iaboura« and insanity 
was the consopienca. TIte fotluwbig tributes to his emineut qua. 
llUes we lake from tbe leading Tury and vv hig newspajien of the 
day 

* "or bigk honour, turlsH, unAaoniod, and flriu In bis resolm, boeons- 
Maetf, In a rcnurksblc manoar, wllb tbs >rOlrr i« rt tbe lustner <a 
jtodo. To bis polliUsI sdsensrios Isod b« hod i>o otbrr| be waf st OOre 
epM, hank, enessua t at. sod ewMqb^ily eoatUUIonr- He was bapp^ to 
bls.iU'twi wUb s looet amUble cwneorl; tio wasUMptlJoaf • sroeraiod 
ralhdr: and lowsrds • bdoted broltior It migbt traly bo nld he wm m1«« 
aoSHS fnttrne. 

" Wtib rrfsfil 10 bU pobhc cberecter, ill sd«U hie tslnls lo bare bam 
olq.blth urder, im) bU indwtry Is ibo disebazp* of lls oMcUl dalles lo 
bWjAbevo uoreeslulng. rsrl| eolaMM.y ouy qoMloo tbe wUdtm of 
u^Riu to erhlch be was a pvtae pol aeror.io sett its ownrsosbieiHT. 
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afterward tbc fduBder and beoefaclor of Odena. t where* 
^hls name and memory can never coase to be regarded with 
reverence. 

In the. course of these ' cantos, a stanza or two will be 
found relative to tbe late Marquis of Londonderry, but 
wriUen sonic Ume before bis decease. Ilad (bat person'* 
oligarrby died with him, tbe) would have been suppressed ; 
as it is. I am awife^ nothing in the manner of bU death 4 
or of his life to prevent the free eipre&sion of tbe opinlous 
j of all whom bis whole eiistencc was consumed In emlea- 
I vourhig to enslave. That be was an amiable niau in prxoofe 

I life,*Tnay or may not be true ; but wHb thU tbr public have 
nothing to do; and as to lamenting hb death, it will be time 
enough when Ireland bai reased to mourn for bis blrtli. 
As a^inister. I, for one of millions, looked upon him a* 
I tbc most despotic lo InteoUun, and the weakest in intellect, 
ibai ever tyrannised over a country. It is tbc Qrst Ume 
indeed since tbe Normans that England has been Insalled 
b) a wiim'ifrr (at least) who could not speak English, and 
lhat itarliameol permitted Itself to be dictated to In the lan- 
guage of Mrs. Malaprop.s 

Of tbe manner of his death liulc need be said, except that 
if a poor radical, such as Waddington or Watson, had cut 
his Uiroat, he would bare been burled In a efoss-road, with 
the usual appurtchancfs of the stakeand mallei. Rut the 
I minister w as an elegant tonallc— a sentlroenlal suicide— be 
I merely cut the "carotid artery, ".(blessings on ibclr learti- 
j Ing ! ) and lo 1 the pageant, and the Abbey t and " the sy Ra- 
bies of dolour yelled forth " by tbe t^w spapers->and the 
I harangue of the Coroner * In a eulogy over tbc bleeding 


I Mil U dgw a<N dsre to breatbo « doabt ot |m lalcfritr sad IwnoaT. 01 * 

I repaleilon •• • lalaUiar U, hoimer, abownc norti of Mh frl^Ph lad 
enemto*. lt« nu ooi of tbc lowlrrt of Hut mluUliy wbkb prawifvwl Ibe 
reaoif) fran betfig iut>iuf*<cd by • power wblrb wihp>fnlcd >H Ibe ml of 
I orope ' whlcbfmiabl ibeteunlrr «a«tiieicciaibloed C«r«pv,aa<l trlaoipbwl 
— eitd wbtrb wrverticdlbeirtptrvof dootMeo trooi Ibe teotetlBg 

- plot tbai Ibe Freoeb rcroioHoa tpmd ibr>>otb lb« irarld, aad nsund If to 
r JHttao an* boweil) . If to bstr prwwied ibo faUb Md liUrllcoar Fnetood 
froaidi*lrQcUmi-lo bsvtnlNd bertoibeiwotl aagDlOcrol polDtofgroat- 
eioS lo tuve Uberaied • qoarier of ibe slebc froa s dnpoliv wblrb 
bowed down both bodf aadeonl-and lo baveplocod ibo wofld ecilii owdtc m 
U iecomrol oreetloiwi law oadJoMpil'WlpIcf.ywtmaceodnil faiPt-WMb 
faiM bedoafi to ibis mlMltrr; and, of all Us niiilibera, to uou* moSbllMo 
to Ibe Herqule of l.«odoiMtorrr. OWrtnp groai port of ibe'yeir, bo l 3 |l||f 
fnqoawit) tor iwrlta or focniora boon por day el ibe meal rtbaoeUiig of 
all kindiof lebour. for e aatary wblrb. oDtldod by prlralr toriiia^ vooM 
iMl bore soppurlrd blm. lie leboorrd tor Iblrty yeero In IbcMrtIcoof tb« 
rottoiry. lo Ibia srr»ln bo rained n rubwl roMlUallon, brobo e Nk 
iptrit, doairoyed • Orat-rato nadeniandlnf, aod arl no anilaufy itom, 
wlUMBt eddio* n sMtlloc to bb pelrlnwirlat forlnao. Wbat Ibo rDoolry 
intood irofo bln mar <iv«er be raicniatoil- wbal begatnod from IM con try 
watluaerr.eod e martyr'a gre«ei.'’-Aswi riwst. 

Lord Uodooderry weo ■ mao ol ommiidIiii onaDera. of aliBpIn towen. 
•fNl (m tor aa regardod prirtio lilil of Uud aod erornHW dl^oaliloo. 

I Towwda Ibe poor be nna beoiareol: In hta totolly uilld, cowilderato. ewd 
I r<rrbeoHRg. De wti Orm 10 Ibe ooooeiloM aud aaaotUtoeof bla mrlinr 

• da}a.ool only Iboao of cboSor, batoT ocridMl, wbeo not uaHorUiy ; aod to 
' promote tboa. and lo adtaoro Ibctr laimsit. bk efforts wort atiirePt 
' and lodctoltinbie In power be forgot no smk« rradrrod io ttm wbllo 

bo woa io a ptiiato walloR. oor broke any pra^lte. oapraoMd or lmp%d. 
nor abeiMkc^ nay frteod wbo ctalmed end merltod bb oortsUACC.^ 

- Tfwas.J 

i * fSce Sheridju'e comedy of "The Rivole.**) 

1 h ( Lord Byron leetDs to have (ekeo bU noUoru of the proMod- 

* luge of Ihie hyqucst from Cobbett'a Hegutrr. What tbc CorowCr 
. retUy did uy wax ax followi " As a public roan. It I* inipuiifWc 

for mo lo weigh hii character in any icalce lhat t can hold. In 
, private life I bcUevc the world will admit llial a more amiable 
man could out be fouml. W hellicr ihe important dudee of Ibe 
great oIScc widch be beid preened upon hti tnlod, and conduced 
tollic mclaocbuly errnt which yon arc aucoibled to ioveetigatet 
' la a drcunialanee which, in all prvUbiUiy, never can l>c discover- 
I ed. If it iboiild unforlDiialciy ap^icar that there lx not eofftetem 
i evhlcuce to prove nbai is geacraliy cinskiered the ia<liciUoo of 



OOIS JUA^. 


body of (he decet<ed^{ao Anlbony worthy of such a Canar) 
-<tiKl (be naiueoua and atrocious cant of a degraded crew 
of conspirators against all that Is sincere and honourable. 
In his death he was oeressaril^one of two things by the 
law'—* felon or a madmaa— ^ivi In either case no great 
sabject for panegyric.* In bis life he was^whal all (be 
world knows, and half of It will feel yean to come, iinlw 
his death prove a '’ntoral lesson" to the surviving Sejani’ 
of Europe. It may at least serve as some (‘onsolation to the 
nations, that their oppressors are nut happy, and in some 
Instances Judge so justly of their ow n actions as to anticipate 
the mtence of mankind.— Let us bear no more of thU 
BMo : and let Ireland remove (be ashes of her Grattan from 
tbe^ciuary of Westminiler. Shall (be patriot of huma- 
oily repose by the Wertber of politirsi ! 1 
With regard to the objections which have been made on 
Mtotber score to the already published cantos of this poem, 
I shall content myself with two Quotations frum Voltaire : 
— **La pudeur s'est enfuie dcs ccrurs, e( s’est rt^fugl^ sur 

les levies. *’ ’'Plus les mceurs sont di^rav^, plus les 

eipressloos deviennoni mesurdes; on kroU regagner eu Ian* 
gage ce qu'ou a perdu cn vcrtu.V 
ThU U the real fact, as applicable (u the degraded and 
bypadrtttcal mass which leavens the pre«mt English gene- 
ration, and U (be only answer they dcserre. The hackneyed 
and lavUbcd titled of Btaspbemer— which, with Ratlical, 
Liberal. Jaeobln, RefuriDer. etc. are the chaitges which the 
hirelings are daily ringing in the ears of those who wUJ 
listen— sbuuid tfC wdeome to all wbo recollect on whom It 
wu originally bestowpd. Socrates and Jesus Christ were 
pat death publicly as blasphemers, and so have been and 
oa^V many w bo lUre to oppose the most notorious abuses 
sf the oaiue of God and (be mind of man. But persecution 
boot refUlalton. not even triumph : the “ wretched iu- 
Sdel." as be U called. Is probably ba|)pier in his prison than 
th^ proudest of his assailanU. With his opinions 1 have 
nothing to do — they may lie right or wrong— but be has 
htffered for them, ami that very suffering for cousdeace' 
rake wiUniake more proselytes to deism than the eumple 
of heterodox * Prelates to Christianity, suicide statesmen to 
Oppresion. or over-pensioned bomlHdes to (be impious al> 
liaoct which iosults ibe world with the name of Holy I ^ 
I have DO wish to trample on Lite ilishonourcd or tbu dead ; 
hul«Jl would be well If the adherents to the ciassee from 
whence those persons sprung, should altalc a little of the 


can! which U the crying sin of ihls double-dealing and 
false-speaking time of selllsh spoilers, and— but enough for 
Ibe present. 
riM.fuit, 1123 . 
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CA5TO TUB SIXTH. « 


X 


*‘Therc is a tide in the oHfatrs of n>cn 
Which, taken at the Hood,” — you know the rest,* 
And most of us have found it now and then; 

At least we think so, Ihougli but few have guess’d 
The moment, till too late to come again. 

But no doubt every thing is for the bcst~ 

Of whicii the surest sign is in the end : 

When things are at the worst titey sometimes mend, 
n. 

There is a tide in tlie affairs of w omen 
WNfth, taken at the flood, leads — God knows where : 
Those navigators must be able seamen 
Whose cItarU lay down its current to a hair; 

Not all the reveries of Jacob Rehmen ? 

With its strange whirls and eddies can compare : 
Men with their lieads reflect on this and that — 

But women, with their hearts, on heaven know s w hat! 

III. 'd*. 

And yet a headlong, headstrong, dow nright she, 
YoOng, beaiilifui, and daring— who would risk 
A throne, (he world, the universe, to be 
Beloved in her ow n way, and ratiter whisk 
Tlte stars Croin out the sky, than not be free * 
A.s are the billows w hen the breeze is brisk— 
TItougb .such a slie *s a devil (if that tliere be one). 
Yet she would imike full many a Manichcan. 

IV. 

Thrones, worlds, et cetera, are so oft upset 
By commonest ambition, that when passion 
O’erthrows the same, we readily forget, 


* Bordered ruiud, I tnut Ibal (he jury will pay Mine aitentloo 
fa oiy kamble rif>latoB, which la, that no njan can be in his proper 
rausoi at the moment he commity so rash an act as seir-muitler. 
Vy opiuwn Is in ouosuoaooe with every moral sentiment, and ibe 
*®fwaiaiioo which the vtisesl of men have given lo Ibe worW. 
^ Rble deeiares that a man clings lu oulhing so stmogly » bis 
h(e. t therefore view it as ao axiom, aad an abstract prln> 
^pie, that a to an inusl necessarily be out of hb mlod at Ihe mo- 
of destraylng himself.*'— B.f« 

’ * ray by the law of Ihe /oiMf— ihe laws of bumanlly Judge 
*rae gniUy ; bat aa ihe leglUmaies have always tbc law la ibeh- 
•rauih*. I«( them here make the most of it. 

^ ' [ OpoQ lhi« pasMge uoc of the ougazinc* uf the lime obscrveai 
Wd Byruo does nut appear lo liave remembered Uiatit isqnlte 
fur an Engiisb mibleman to be both (in fact ) a telout ami 
l*kil in eommuii parlance ia called) a madman/’} 

Ibis number must bo excepted Caonmg. Cannfng ia a 
almoa a universil uoc, aa oralor, a wli. a poet, a aUles- 
man of talent can lung punne il«! pall» of Ms late 
l.<»rd C. tfever man sated hiieouidry, t:ajuiiug 
'■■‘^tirWbe? I.ftirmw. bopcio. 

* ^'ben Lord saudwicli said **be did not know fhe 'dlfferenrc 


between orthodoxy anti heicrodoxy/* Warhnrlnn. the bhhop, re- 
plied. **Orthodoxy, my lord, is nip rfoory, and helortilnxy i« 
anolker putn’s doxy.*' a prelate of the preseut day baa disco- 
vered, it seems, a third kind of doxy, which has oot greatly 
exa)led iniheeyesof iheeicciUut which Bcuiham calls ‘’Church- 
of-EngloDdbro.** 

I t [Caoloa Vf.. Vil., and VHI.wrrf writlenal Pisa, in 1823. and 
I publikliedby Hr. John Htoit in July.183S. Tbe poet's rcvurepUou 
I of Don Joao is explained in (be following extract Irom hit corres- 
pondeuce:— ’ ^ 

rtss, Jolj t, laSX-*** 11 Is nei Impewible tbSI l mar have Ihm* or foor , 
cagiM ul Dob Juan rvady by aatoOM.or a lUUs lairr,' as I oMalneda pvr-, 
mUilon from ny Jlrlalrew lo cenllnna tl.-aravidre atmoft it wA to be 
mefo HardBJ and dreereoa kU •mUtD«Usl In ibe oMMlnnallnu than In . 
(ha coamroccoienl. Uow rar Ibosa nimNlloM have breo fnlBlM msy be 
Wm* prriiaps, by and by ; bM ibt emberge was eaJy taXao ofT upM lb«M 
tltpalalla«s.'*-E. 1 

a Sec Shakspcarc. Jiilins Cesar, act it. sc. Gi. 

’ (A noted visionary, bore near Uurllu, inCppcr LnsiUa. lu 
(STB. and (oonder of iho sect called Brbmcnltea. lie had ahtno>^ 
ruus loUowers in (lernuny. and lus ool been wilhoul oilmireri id' - 
Ivugland ; one of these, the romuiis vviUiam l.aw, auibor of (be 
**aeriou»Cati;' edited an edition of bti works.) •. • 

^8 
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Or at the leait forgive, Uie loving rash one. 

If Anthony be well remember’d yet, 

T is not his conquests keep his name in fashion; 
But Actium, lost for (Cleopatra's eyes, 

Outbalances all (Caesar's victories;. 

V. 

He died at fifty for a queen of forty; 

1 wish their years had been fifteen and twenty, 

For then wealth, kingdoms, worlds are but a sport — 1 
Remember when, though I had no great plenty 
Of worlds to lose, yet still, to pay my court, I 
Gave what 1 ha<4— a heart : as the world went, I 
Gave wbnt was worth a world ; for w orlds could never 
Restore me those pure feelings, gone for ever. 

VI. 

’T was the boy’s “mite,” and, like th® “ widow *s,”may 
Perhaps be weigh’d hereafter, if not now; 

But whether such tilings do or do not weigh, 

All wIk) have loved, or love, will still allows 
Life lias nought like it. (Jod is love, they say, 

And liOve ’s a God, or was, before tlic brow 
(X earth was wrinkled hy the sins and tears 
Of— liut Chronologr best knows the years. 

VII. 

We left our hero and third heroine in 
A kind of state more awkward than uncommon. 
For gentlemeu must sometimes risk their skin 
For that sad tempter, a forbidden woman : 

.Sultans too much ahhor this sort of sin. 

And don't agree at all with the wi.se Roman, 
llerofc, stoic (^to, tlie sententious, 

Who lent his lady to hi.s friend Hortensius.' 

VIII. 

I know Gulbeyaz was extremely wrong; ’ 

( own it, I deplore it, I condemn it; 

But I detest all fiction, even in song. 

And so must tell the truth, howe’er you blame it. 
Her reason lieing weak, her passions strong, 

She thought that tier lord’shcart< even could she claim 
Was scarce enough; for he bad rirty>nine [it) 
Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine. 

IX. 

I am not. like (^sio, “an arithmetician,” 

But by “ the buokisii thexiric ” * it appears, 

If 'C is sumro’d up with feminine precision. 

That, adding to the aceotint his Uighnou' )'ears, 
The fair Sultana err’d from inanition ; 

For, were the Sultan jugt to oil his dears. 


• Cato gave up hia wife lUrKj to hU (rtent) tfortensiiit ; imt, mi 
the dnih of il>e laller, look lirr back agatn. Tlii* comlnct was 
rUliouM by ibe ftomaiu. who observed, that Marita onUred the 
house of tlonenslua very {xyr. but returned to Ibe bed of Cato 
ioadad with treasures.— 1‘uiTSRai. 

*' t’* rerwsUi. • erwl arlibaMllcisB. 

Oat Uirbitl CsaWo, a lloreollSO. 

Tbu tmrr •#! a Mjuadrvo la Ibe ScU. 

Sortbteiililaosra balUcIneus 
VorellHuasilMItr; «kl«M (be basititi ibemir,' tl( 





site could but claim the fifteen-hundredUi part 
Of witat should be monopoly^tlie heart. 

X. 

It is observed tliat ladiei are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession, 

And not the least so w hen they are religious, 

Which doubles what they think of the transgression : 
With suits and prosecutions they besiege us, 

As the tribunals show through many a session. 
When they sifspect that any one goes shares 
In that to which the law makes tlicm sole heirs. 

XI. 

Now if this holds good in a Christian land, 

Tlie heathen also, though with lesser latitude, 

Are apt to carry things with a high hand, 

And take, what kings c>all “an imposing attitude; ” 
And for their rights connubial make a suod, 

\Yhen their liege husbands tre.atthcni w ith ingrati- 
tude 

And as four wives must have quadruple claims^ 

The Tigris hath its jealousies like Thames. 

XII. 

Gulbevaz was the fourth, and (as 1 said) 

^The favourite; but what 's favour amongst four? 
Polygamy may well he held in draid, 

Not only as a sin, but as a 
Most wise men, with one moderate woman wed, 

Will scarcely find plulosophy for more; 

And ail (rxe^t Mahometans) forbear 
To make tlie nuptial coodi a “ Red of Ware.” * 

Xltl. 

His Highness, the sublinicst of mankind, — 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every monarcli, till they arc consign'd 
To timse sad hungry jacobins the w.-orms,* 

Who on the verv’ loftiest kings have dined, — 

His Highness gated upon Gulbeyaz’ cliarms, 
Kxpecling all the welcome of n lover 
(A “ Highland welcome”* all the wide world over). 

XIV. 

Now here we should distinguish ; for howe'er 
Kisses, sweet words, embraces, .ind all that, 

May look like what is— neither here nor there. 

They are pul on as easily as a hat, 

Or rather bonnet, whicli Uie fair sex wear, 

Trioim'd citlier heads or hearts to decorate, 

Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of tlie heart. 


> ( ** At Ware, ifae Uw koimii by Ihe kigu of the SjnccD't Head 
•till eonisin* tUe fhtooua kmf, meavin^og tWf/M fert t^uarr, 
which in tUiiiioa it mode by Shaktpeare in ' Twelfth 
CLtTTf«M;cs'« ueriftM-dy vol. lit. p. 2sa.) 

4 " Toar worm 1« ymir only emperur (or diet x we fat ail crea- 
toret cbf, to Ul ue; and we fat OurMJvcv ftw uiaggota. Yuor ret 
kina. and iVKir lean bckpr.bbut variable 9ervler ; two Jhliea btil 
to OM tablet that h the end.**— //am/ei. 

» See wa»ertcy 
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A slight blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind 
Of gentle feiniiiine delight, and shown 
More fn the eyelids than the eyes, resign'd 
Rather to hide what pleases roost unknown. 
Are the best tokens (to a modest mind) 

Of lorOi when seated on liis loveliest throne, 
A sincere w Oman's brcast,>^or over>irarm 
Or o^eivrold annihilates tbe charm. 


For over-warmth, if false, is worse than truth ; 

If tru#, 't is no great lease of its own fire ; 

For no one, save in very early youth. 

Would like (I think) to trust all to desire, 
Whicli is but a precarious bond, in sooth. 

And apt to be transferr'd to the flrst buyer 
At a sad discount : while your over-chilly 
Women, on t* other hand, seem somewhat silly. 

XVII. 

That is, we cannot |>ardon their bad taste. 

For so it seems to lorers swift or slow. 

Who fain would have a mutual Oaiiie confess'd, 
And see a sentimental passion glow, 

Even were^t. Francis' paramour their guest, 

In his monastic concubine of snow ; — ' 

In short, the maxim for the amorous tribe is 
Uoratian, Medio tu tulissimus ibis." 


The ** tu" 's too much,— but let it stand,~tbe verse 
Requires it, that 's to say, the English rhyme, 

And not the pink of old hexameters ; 

But, after all, there 's neitlier tune nor time 
In tile lost line, which cannot well be worse. 

And was Uirusl in to close the octave's chime : 

I own no prosody can ever rate it 

As a rule, iHit (rulA may, if you translate it. 

XIX. 

If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part, 

I know not— it succeeded, and success 
Is much in most things, not less in the heart 
Tlinii other articles of female dress. 

Self-love in man, too, lieats all female art; 

They lie, we lie, all lie, but love no less: 

And no one virtue yet. except starvation, 

Could stop that worst of vices— propagation. 

XX. 

We leave this royal couple to repose : 

A bed Is not a tlirone, and they may sleep, 
Whate’er their dreams be, if of joys* of woes : 

Yet disappo^ted Joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep ; 


' Tbe bleaed Fraiidi, beina stronaly tolidletl one diy by ihe 
nnotioas of tbr Anh, iKilied off hts clolhci tod tcourged bitnielf 
Wttiily t being tftcr tbit lafltmed miUi a wooderful fenronr of 
wiod, be plunged bit naked body tatu a grett heap of tnow. The 
being Ofercome, relirnJ immiKltifely, and Ihe hoiy man 


I T is the vild daily drop on drop wbicli wears 
The soul out (like tbe stone) with petty cares. 

XXI. 

A scolding wife, a sullen son, a bill 
To pay, unpaid, protested, or discounted 
At a per-centage ; a child cross, dog ill, 

A favourite horse fallen lame just as tie 's mounted, 
A bad okl woman making a worse will, 

U'hidi leaves you minus of the cash yon counted 
As certain these are pnitr>' things, and yet 
1 *ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. 


I 'm a philosopher; confound them all 1 
Bills, beasts, and men, and — no! nut womankind! 
With one good hearty curse I vent my gall, 

And then iny stoicism leavei nought behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And I can give my whole soul up to mind ; 

Thou^ w hat is soul or mind, their birth or growth, 
Is more than 1 know — the deuce take them both ! 


So, now all thipgs are d — n'd, one feels at ease, 
As after reading Athanasius' curse. 

Which doth your true believer so inudi please : 
1 doubt if any now could make it worse 
O'er his worst ^nemy when at his knees, 

'T is so sentmtiouSf positive, and terse, 

And decorates the book of Common Fra>*er 
As doth a rainbow the just clearing air. 


Gulbeyaz iind her lord were sleeping, or 
At least one of them !— Oh, the heavy night. 
When wicked wives, who love some bachelor, 
lie down in dudgeon to sigh for tiie light 
Of the gray morning, and look vainly for 
Its twinkle through the lattice dusky quite — 
To toss, to tumble, doze, revive, and quake 
Lest their too lawful bedfellow should wake ! 


These are beneath the canopy of heaven, 

Also beneatli Uic canopy of beds 
Four-posted and silk-curUin'd, which are given 
For rich men and their brides to lay their heads 
Upon, in sheets white as wIiaL bards call ^^driven 
Snow.” Well I 't is all liap-hnzard w hen one weds. 
I Gulbeyaz was an empress, but had been 
Perhaps as wretched if a peasant's quean.’ 


Don Juan in his feminine disguise, 

With all the damsels in their long array, 

Uad bow'd themselves before the imperial eyes, 


relumctl rlctorioui ioto bis cell.‘"->8ee BiTut’f Uvtt of Iko 
saMo. 

• [The bmrds of Queea Caroline, to tbe Tiaws newspaper, were 
oonUnually, doriof Ihe period ofber trial, rbigiiip Ihe changes o« 
tbe **driren snow" other parllr.«>E.] ,■ 
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And at the usual signal to’cn their way 
Back to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the seraglio, where ll»e ladies lay 
Their delicate limbs; a thousand bosoms there 
Beating for love, as the caged bird’s for air. 

XXVlt. 

I love the sex, and sometimes would reverse 
The tvranl’s • wish, “ that mankind only had 
One neck, which he withonefell stroke might pierce:” 
My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad, 

And much more tender on the whole than tierce; 

It being (not noir. but only while a lad) 

That womankind had but one rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from North to South, 
xxvni. 

Oh, enviable Briarens ! with thy hands 
And heads, if thou hadst all things multiplied 
Id such proportion !— But my Muse withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titan’s bride, 

Or tMvelling in Patagonian lands ; 

So let us back to Lilliput, and guide 
Our hero through the labyrinlli of love* * 
la which we left him several lines above. 

XXIX. 

He went forth with the lovely Odalisques,* 

At tlie given signal join'd to ilieir array ; 

And though be certainly ran many risks. 

Yet he coaid not at limes keep, by the way, 
(AlllMMigh the consequences of such frisks 
Are worse than the worst damage* men pay 
In moral England, where Uie thing *s a tax,) 

From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 

XXX. 

still he forgot not his disguise along 
The galleries from room to room they walk’d, 

A virgin-like and edifying throng, 

By eunuclis flank'd ; while at their head there stalk d 
A dame who kept up discipline among 
The female ranks, so that none stirr’d or talk'd 
Without her sanction on their she-parades : 

Her title was ** the Mother of the I^ids.” 

XXXI. 

Wliether riie was a “ mother,” I know not, 

Or whether they were ” maids” w ho call’d her 
But this is her seraglio title, got (moUicr 

I know not how, but good as any other ; 

So Cantemir * ciin tell you, or l)c Toll t ♦ 

Her oflice. was, to keep aloof or smother 
All had propensities in Ufleen hundred 
Young women, and correct themw hen Uiey blunder’d. 


XXX11. 

A goodly sinecure, no doubt ! but made 
More easy by the absence of all men— - 
Except his majesty,— who, with her aid. 

And guards, and bolts, and w alls,' and now and then 
A slight example, just to cast a shnde 
Along the rest, contrived to keep this den 
Of l>eauties cool as an Italian convent, 

Where all the passions have, alas! but one vent. 

xxxin. 

And what is that? Devotion, doubtless— how 
Could you ask such a question? — but w'e will 
Continue. As I said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
Of one good man, w ith stately march and slow, 

Like w ater-lilies floating down a rill— 

Or rather lake — for rills do »io< run sloir/y,— 

Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But when they reach’d their own apartments, there, 
Ijke birds , or boys, or bedlamites broke loose. 
Waves at spring-tide, or women any where 
When freed from bonds {which are of no great use 
After all), or like Irish at a fair, 

Their guards being gone, and as it were a truce 
Establish’d between them and bondage, they 
Began to sing, danee, chatter, smile, and play. 

XXXV. 

Their talk, of course, ran most on the new comer; 

Her shai>e, her hair, her air, her every thing ; 

Some thought her dress did not so much become her. 
Or wonder’d at her ears without a ring; 

Some said her years were getting nigh their summer. 
Others contended they were but in spring; 

Some thought her rather masculine in height, 

%Vhile others wish'd that she had been so quite. 

XXXVI. 

But no one doubted on the whole, that slie 
Was what her dress bes|>oke, a damsel fair, 

And fresh, and “ beautiful exceedingly,’** 

Who with the brightest Georgians* might compare : 
They w onder’d how Gulheyaz, too, could be 
So silly as to buy slaves w ho might share 
(If that his Highness wearied of his bride) 

Her throne and power, and every thing beside. 

XXXVII. 

But what was strangest in tliis virgin crew, 
Altlioiigh her beauty was enough to 'cx, 

After the first investigating view, 


• Cjllgula— Softloolm. “ Being In a rage al Ibe penple, for 
ravourlng a party iu Ibe Circ«a«Un ganiea In oppcHlUnn lo him, be 
cried onl, * ( whh the Rotoati people had bat one neck * '* 

* The ladin of the aeragUo. 

iDrwPtriuiCAOtrmlr.aprtnceofUoldavia, whoac“IIW«ryof 
the Growth and Decay of Uic UtUmun Empire" waa IranaUied 
Mo Bofdi*h by Tladal. lie died lo I7TS | 
t llcmolnor the suie of ibc Torkbh Empire, ilSS."] 




r 


a { » I gom*. 't w» rHgbiral iber« le Mt 
k ladr w riebir rt*4 aa Mia— 

iiN«ttrDi cimdlo0y.“ -Ccmio«eiC*rlM«Sr/.l 

« “ It U in iltc adijccnt ctimalr* of Georgia, Mlngrelia. and Ctr- 
caula, Ibal natore liaa placed, at least lo our eyea, Ihe model of 
I bcadly, in the Aape of Uie limln, the colour of the akht. the aym- 
I melry of (be Icalure*. and the eiprraaton of Ibe coontcnaoce i the 
I men are fonacd for aciMi, ihe women for love.’’— GiMoa. 
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They ail found out as few, or fewer, sperks 
In the fair form of their companion new, 

Than is the custom of the gentle sex, 

When they survey, with Christian eyes or Heathen, 
In a new face the ugliest creature breathing.'* 
xxxvtii. 

And yet they had their little jealousies, 
lake all the rest ; hut upon this occasion. 

Whether there are such things as sympathies 
Without our knowledge or our approbation, 
Although tliey could not see through his disguise, 

All felt a soft kind of concatenation, 
like magoetism, or dcvilism, or what 
You please — we w ill not quarrel about that : 

XXXIX. 

But certain *t is they all felt for their new* 
Companion something newer still, as *t were 
A sentimental friendship through and through, 
Extremely pure, wliicli made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, save a few, 

IVho wish'll they had a brother just like her, 
^Vbom, if they were at home in sweet Circassia, 

They would prefer to Pndisha ' or Pacha. 

XL. 

Of those w ho had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were three, 

Lolah, Katinka,»and Dudu; in short 
(To save description), fair as fair can be 
Were they, according to the best report. 

Though dilTering in stature and degree, 

And clime and time, and country and complexion; 
They all alike admired their new connexion. 

XLI. 

Lolah was dusk as India and as warm ; 

Kalinka was a Georgian,* white and red, 

W ith great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm. 

And feet so small they scarce seeni'd made lo tread, 
But rather skim tlie earth ; while Durlu*s form 
Ux>k'd more adapted to he put to bed, 

Being sonrMwhat large, and langnishiog, and lazy. 

Yet of a beauty that would drive you crazy. 

XLII. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem’d Dudu, 

Yet very fit to “ murder sleep” in those 
Who gazed upon her clieek's transcendent hue. 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phidian nose : 

Pew angles were there In her form, ’t is true. 
Thinner slie iniglit have been, and yet scarce lose ; 
Yet, after all, 't would puzzle to say where 
It would not spoil some separate citarin lo pm-e. 

XLIII. 

She was not violently lively, but 

Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking; 

Her eyes were not too sparkling, yet, half-shut, 

Tliey put beholders in a tender taking; 

She look'd (Uiis simile’s quite new) just cut 
From marble, like Pygmalion's statue waking, 

The niortal and the marble still at strife, 

And timidly expanding into life. 

XLIV. 

lA)Iah demanded the new damsel’s name— 

“Juanna.” — Well, a pretty name enough. 

Kalinka ask'd her also whence site came— 

FromSpain.”— “ But where wSpain?”—“ Don’t 
ask sucli stuff, 

^’or sliow your Georgian ignorance— for shame ! ” 

Said Lolah, w ith an accent rather rough. 

To poor Katinka ; ** Spain 's an island near 
MorocGO, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.” 

XLV. 

Dudu said nothing, Init sat down hesida 
Juanna, playing with her veil or hair; ^ 

And looking at her steadfastly, she sigh'd. 

As if she pitied her for being there, 

A pretty stranger without friend or guide, % 

And all abash’d, too, at the general start' 

Which welcomes hapless strangers in all places, 

With kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 

XLVt. 

But here the Mother of the Maids drew near, > 

With, “ Ladies, it is Ifme to go to rest. \ ■ , 

I 'm puzzled what lo do with you, iny dear,** 

She added to Juanna, their new guest : 

“ Your coming has l)een unexpected here, ' A 

And every couch is occupied ; you had best jH 

Partake of miuc; but by to-morrow early ** 

We will have all things settled for you fairly.” 

XLVil. • 

Here Ix)lahinrer|) 0 sed — “ Mamma, >ou know 
You don't sit'ep soundly, and ! cannot bear 
That any body should disturb you; so 
I *11 take Juanna ; we 're a slenderer pair 
Than you would make the half of don’t say no ^ ‘ 

And I of your young charge will take due care.” 

But here Katinka interfered, and said, 

**She also had compassion and a bed.” 
xLnii. 

** Besides, 1 hate to sleep alone,'' quoth she. 

The matron frown'd i “ Why so ? “ For fear of 

Replied Katinka; I am sure I see [gliosts,” 

A pliantum upon each of the four posts; 

And then I have the worst dreams that can be. 

Of Guebres, Giaours, and Ginns, and Gouls in 
hosts.*' 

• Padhtia U liie TorXiib tiUe of Ibr Grand Sl^ior. 

* [KjiUnka WM ibe naoi« of the yotinKeat of the ihn*r girl*, it 
*bo*e bmuc Lord Byroo retMled while at Allwni. in ttlO. See 

SfBWtfi .•rotiett. 

* ! The “ good poiota ** of a Georgian gld <rc a roay or camiiloa 

Hal on her cheek, which they call ntimMcfc. “ ihe »aU of betoty ;** 
ilark hair. Iars« Wm± anlelo^w eye* atxJ arched eyc*brow», • ftnall 
noar and monlh, while Irelli, long neck, dellcalSllmba and froall 
joint*. They arc extremely beauUful, full of anitnalion. grace, and 
elegance.^Uoim.I 
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The dame replied, ‘‘ Between yonr dreams and you, 
1 fear Juanna’s dreams would be but few. 


‘‘You, Lolah, must continue still to lie 
Alone, for reasons which don't matter; you 
The same, Kalinka, until by and by ; 

And I shall place Juanna with Dudu, 

Who ’s quiet, inoffensive, silent, shy, 

And will not loss and chatter the night through. 
•What say you, child ?”— Dudii said nothing, as 
Her talents were of the more .silent class; 

L. 

But she rose up. and kiss’d the matron's brow 
Between the eyes, and I.ola!i on both cheeks, 
Kalinka too; and with a gentle bow 
’ fCurt’sles are neither used by Turks nor Greeks) 
She took Juanna by the hand to show 
Their place of rest, and left to both their piques, 
The others pouting at the matron's preference 
Of Dudu, though Uiey held their tongues from defe- 
rence. 

LI. 

It was a spacious chamber (Odn is 
The Turkish title), and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets— and much more tlian this 
I might describe, as 1 have seen it all, 

But it sufliccs— little was aoiiss; 

T was on the whole a nobly furnish’d hall, 

With all things ladies want, save one or two, 

And even tlwse were nearer than they knew. 

Lll. 

Dudu, is ha.s been said, was a sweet creature, 

Kot very dashing, but extremely winning, * 
Witli the most regulated cliarms of feature. 

Which painters cannot catch like faces sinning 
Against proportion— the wild strokes of nature 
Whicli they hit off at once in llie beginning, 

Fhll of expression, right or wrong, that strike. 

And pleasing, or unpleasing, still are like. 

Lilt. 

But she w as a soft landscape of mild earlli. 

W'hcre all was harmony, and calm, and quiet. 
Luxuriant, budding; cheerful without mirth, 

Which, if not happiness, is mucli more nigh it 
Than are your miglity passions and go forth, 

W'hich some call tlic sublime: ” I wish Uicy *d try it ; 
1 ’ve sef D your stormy seas and stormy women, 

And pity lovers rather more than seamen. 

LIV. 

Ruf she was pensive more tlian melancholy, 

And serious more than |>eii8tve, and serene, 

‘ U may be, more than either — not unholy 

Her thoughts, at least till now , appear to have been. 
The strangest thing was, beauteous, sbewas wholly 


Unconscious, albeit turn'd of quick seventeen, 
Tliat she was fair, or dark, or shorty or tall, 
Shejiever thought about herself at alt. 


And therefore was slie kind and gentle as 
'Fhe Age of Gold (when gold was yet unknown, 
By which its nomenclature came to pass ; 

Thus most appropriately lias been shown 
I..UCU8 h non lucendo,” not what irus. 

But whattras nut; a sort of style that’s grown 
Kxtremely CvOmmon in this age, who.se metal 
The devil may decompose, but never settle : 


1 think it may be of Corinthian Brass,” ' 

Which was a mixture of all metals, but 
The brazen uppermost). Kind reader! pass 
This long parenlliesis : I could not sliut 
It sooner for the soul of me, and class 
My faults even with your own ! w htch meancth, Put 
A kind construction upon them and me : 

But lhai vou won’t — then don't— I am not less free. 


’'r is tune we should return to plain narration. 

And thus iny narrative proceeds Dudii, 

With ex’ery kindness short of ostentation, 

Show'd Juan, or Juanna, through and through 
Tliis labyrinth of females, and each statiort {few : 
Described — what ’s strange— in words extremely 
I have but one simile, and that 's n blunder, 

For wordless woman, whicli is sileui tliunder. 


And next she gave her (I say her, because 
The gender still was epicene, at least 
In outward sliow, which Is a saving clause,) y 
An outline of the co.stoms of the East, 

W'ith all tlieir chaste integrity of laws. 

By which the more a harain Is increased, 

Hie stricter doubtless grow the vestal duties * 
Of any supernumerary beauties. * 

i.ix. 

And then she gave Juanna a chaste kiss : 

Dudu was fondof kissing— which I'm sure i 
That nobody can ever take amiss, * 

Because’t is pleasant, so that it be pure. 

And between females means no more than this — 
That they have nothing belter near, or newer. 
“Kiss" rhymes to “ bliss'* in fact as well as verse- 
I wish it never led to something worse. 

LX. 

In perfect innocence she then unmade ^ 

Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
A cliikl of Nature, carelessly array’d : 

If fond of a chance ogle at her glass. 


• I Hiu brau,*^ bmous InanliQuiir. !«■ tnUttirenlgold,»ilrer, J 9ftlioe Inwlilrii Corititliat«uua(led, when Uwa< sacVeil.- 

■JKI copper, and U ««ppo«H w hrfebcfu pn-loesd by ihe tutlonl I). Bit Hjftrt.r 
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T was like the fawn, which« in the lake display’d^ 
Beholds her own shy, shodowy image pass, 
When first she starts, and then returns to |>eep, 
Admiring this new native of the deepl 


And one by one her articles of dress 
Were laid aside ; but not before she ofTer'd 
Her aid to fair Juanna, whose excess 
Of modesty declined the assistance proffer'd : 
Which pass'd well ofT-— os she could do no less ; 

Though by this poiilesse slie rather suffer'd, 
Pricking her fingers with those cursed pins, 
Which surely were invented for our sins,— 


Making a woman like a porcupine, 

Not to be rashly touch'd. But still more dread, 
(Ml ye! whose fate it is, as once't was mine, 

Id early youth, to turn e lady’s maid 
I did my very boyish best to shine 
In tricking her out for a masquerade ; 

The pins were placed sufficiently, but not 
Stuck all exactly in the proper spot. 


Bat these are foolisii things to all the wise, 

And 1 love wisdom nmre than she loves me; 

My tendency is to philosophise 
On most things, from a tyrant to a tree; 

But still the spouseless virgin /Cnoicledge flies. 

What are we? and whence came we? what shall be 
Our nhimnfe existence? what 'sour present? 

Are questions answerless, and yet incessant. 


There was deep silence in tlie chamber : dim 
And distant from each other burn'd the lights. 
And slumber hovo‘'d o’er each lovely limh 
Of the fair occu(»nt8 : if Uiere be sprites, ' 

Tl»ey should have walk’d there in their sprightliest 
By way of diange from their sepulchral sites, [trim, 
And shown themselves as ghosts of better taste 
Than haunting some old ruin or wild waste 


Many and beautiful lay those around. 

Like flowers of different hue, and clinic, and root, 
Id some exotic garden sometimes found, 

With cost, and care, and warmth induced to shoot. 
One with her auburn tresses lightly bound, 

And fair brows gently drooping, as tlie fruit 
Nods from the tree, was slumbering w ilh soft breath, 
And lips apart, which sltow'd the pearls beneath. 

LXVI. 

One with her Uush'd check laid on her white arm, ' 
And raven ringlets gather'd in dark crowd 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm; 

And smiling through her dream, as through a rloigl 
The moon breaks, half unveil’d eacli further charm, 
As,sligl)tly stirring In her .snowy shroud. 


' Her beauties seized the unconscious hour of night 
j All baslifully to struggle Into light. 





I’his is no bull, although it sounds so; for 
'T was night, hut tliere were lamps, as liath been 
A third's all pallid aspect offer'd more [said. 

The traits of sleeping sorrow, and betray'd 
Through tiie heaved breast the dreamof some far shore 
Beloved and deplored ; while slowly stray'd 
( As night-dew, on a cypress glittering, tinges 
'I1ie black bough ) tear«drops through hereyes' dork 
fringes. 

Lxvni. 

A fourth as marble, statue-like and still, 

Lay In a breathless, hush'd, and stony sleep; 
White, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill, 

Or the snow minaret on an Alpine steep. 

Or Lot’s wife done in salt,— or wliat you will;— 

My similes are gatlier'd in a heap. 

So pick and clioose — perhaps you 'll lie content 
With a carved lady on a inomiinent. 


And lo! a fifth appe^irs ;— and what is she? 

A lady of “a certain age,” which means 
Certainly aged — what her years iiiig|it be 
I know not, never counting past tlieir teens; 
But there she slept, not quite so fair to see, 
Aserc that awful period intervenes 
Which lays both men and wonnm on the shelf. 
To meditate upon their sins and self. 


Bat all this time how slept, or dream'd. Dudii? 

With strict enquiry I could ne’er discover, " ' 
And scorn to add a syllable untrue; ^ 

But ere Hie middle watch was hardly ovcr,;5i3y 
Just when the fading lamps wane<l dim and blue. 
And phantoms hover'd, or might seem to hover. 
To those who like their company, about 
The apartment, on a sudden she scream'd out : 


And tliat so loudly, that upstarted all 
The Oda, in a general commotion: 

Matron and maids, and those w hom you may call 
Neitiicr, came crowding like the w aves of ocean, 
One on the other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, wondering, without the least notion 
More than I have myself uf what could make 
The calm Dtidii so tiirbulently wake. 

LXXII. 

[ But wide awake she was, and round her bed^ J* 

' With noating draperies and with flying liair,^ 

^ WiUi eager eyes, and light but hurried tread, ’ 

And bosoms, arms, and ankles glancing bare. 

And bright as any meteor ever bred * 

By the North Pole,— they sought her causa of care. 
For she seaii'd agitated, flush'd, and frighten'd. 

Her cve dilated and her colour heighten'd. 
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But uliat is slrange^nnd a strong proof liow great 
A blessing is sound ileep— Juanna lay 
As fast as ever husband by his mate 
In holy matrimony snores away. 

Not all the clamour broke her happy state 
Of slumber, ere they shook her, — so tl)ey say 
At least, — and then slie, too, unclosed her eyes, 

And yawn’d a good deal with discreet surprise. 

LX XIV. 

And now commenced a strict invfstieation, 

Which, as all spoke at once, and more than once, 
Conjecturing, wondering, asking a narration, 

Alike might puzzle either wit or dunce 
To answer In a very clear oration. 

Dudu had never pass’d for wanting sense, 

But, being ** no orator as Brutus is,” 

Could not at lirst expound what was amiss. 

LXXV. 

At length slie said, that in a slumber sound • 

She dreain’d a <lream, of walking in a wood~ 

A ** wood obscure,” like that wiierc Dante found ' 
Him.sclf in at the age when all grow good; — 
JLife’sbalf-way house, wheredameswitlivirtuecTOwn’d 
Run inuH) less ri^ of lovers turning nide;'~ 

And that this woo<l w as full of pleasant fraits. 

And trees of goodly growth and spreading roots ; 

LXWI. 

And in the midst a golden apple grew,— 

A most prodigious {Mppin — but it hung 
Rather too high and distant ; that she threw' 

Her glances on it, and then, longing, flung 
Stones and w halcvcr she could pick up, to 
Bringdown the fruit, which still perversely clung 
To its own bough, and dangled yet in sight, 

But always at a most provoking height 

LXXVIl. 

Tliat on a sudden, wiien she least iiad hope, 

It fell down of iU own accord l>efore 
Her feet : that her first movement was to sloop 
And pick it up, and bite it to the core; 

That just as her young lip began to ope 
rpon the golden fruit the vision bore, 

A bee flew out and stung her to tlfc heart. 

And so— she awoke with a great scream and start. 

LXXVIII. 

All this she told with some confu.<tion and 
Dismay, the usual consequence of dreams 
Of the unpleasant kind, with none at hand 
To expound their vain and visionary gleams. 

I ’ve known some odd ones which seem'd really plann’d 
Prophetically, or that whidi one deems 
A “ strange coincidence,” to ii.se a phrase 
Ry which such things arc setUed now.a>days. * 


LXXIX. 

Tl)e damsels, who had thoughts of some great harm, 
Regan, as is>the consequence of fear. 

To scold a little at the false alarm 
'fbat broke for nothing on their Bleeping ear. 

The matron, too, was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she had been obliged to hear. 
And chafed at poor Dudii, who only sigh’d, 

And said, that she was sorry slie had cried. 

LXXX. 

** r ve heard of stories of a codt and bull ; 

But visions of an apple and a bee. 

To take us from our natural rest, and pull 
The whole Oda from their beds at half-past three. 
Would make us think the nmon is at its full. 

You surely arc unwell, child ! we must see 
To-morrow, what his Higlmess's physician 
Will say to this hysteric of a vision. 

LXXXI. 

**And poor Juanna, too, the c4iild's first night 
Within these walls, to be broke in upon 
With such a clamour— I had thought it right 
11iot the young stranger should not lie alone, 

And, as the quietest of all, she might 
W ith you, Dudii, a good night's rest have known; 
But pow' 1 must transfer her to the charge 
Of Lolali — though her couch is not so large.” 

LXSXIl. 

I./>lah’s eyes sparkled at the proposition ; 

But poor Dndii, with large drops in her own, 
Resulting from the scolding or the vision, 

Implored that pre^nt pardon might be shown 
For this first fault, and that on no condition 
(She added in a soft and piteous tone) 

Juanna should be taken frem her, and 
Tier future dreams should all be kept in hand. 

Lxxxm. 

She promised never more to liavc a dream, 

A t least to dream so loudly as just now ; 

Site w ondor'd at herself liow she could .scream— 

*T was foolisli, nervous, as slie must allow, 

A fond bailucinatioD, and a theme 
For laughter — but slie felt her spirits low. 

And hegg’d they would excu.se her; she ’d get over 
This weakness in a few hours, and recover. 

LXXXIV. 

And here Juanna kindly interposed, 

And said she felt herself c.xlremely well 
W here she tlwn was, as her sound sleep disclosed 
W lien all anmnd rang like a tocsin bell : 

SIk did not find herself the least disposed 
To quit lier gentle partner, and to dwell 
Apart from one who had no sin to show. 

Save that of dreaming once mnl-ii-pro|H)s.” 
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LXXXT. 

As thus Juanna spoke, Dudii turnM round 
And hid her face w ithin Juanna's breast : 

Her neck alone was seen, but that was found 
The colour of a budding rose’s crest. 

I can’t tell why she blush'd, nor can expound 
The mystery of thi^nipture of their rest ; 

All that 1 know is, that the facts I slate 
Are true as truth has ever been of late. 

LXXXVI. 

And so good night to them,— or, if you will, 

Good narrow— for the cock had crown, and light 
B^an to clothe each Asiatic hill, 

And the mosque crescent struggled into sight 
Of the long caravan, which in the chill 
Of dewy dawn wound slowly round each height 
That stretclies to the stony belt, which girds 
Asia, where Raff looks down upon the Kurds. 

LXXXVII. 

With the first ray, or rather gray of morn, 

Gulbeyaz rose from restlessness ; and pale 
As Passion rises, with its bosom worn, 

Array'd herself with mantle, gem, and veil. 

The nightingale that sings with the deep thorn, 
Whici) fable places in her breast of wail, 

Is lighter far of lieart and voice than those 
Whose headlong passions form their proper woes. 

LXXXVtll. 

And that 's the moral of this composition, 

If people would but see its real drift *, — 

But ihat they will not do without suspicion, 

Because all gentle readers have the gift 
Of closing 'gainst the light Ihetr orbs of vision ; 

tMiiie gentle writers also love to lift 
Their voices 'gainst each other, wliicli is natural, 

The numbers are too great for them to flatter all. 

LXXXIX. 

Kose tiie sultana from a bed of splendour, 

Softer than the soft Sybarite's, who cried 
Aloud because his feelings were too tender 
To brook a ruffled rosc>leaf by his side,— 

So beautiful that art could little mend her, 

Though pale withcoollicts between loveand pride;— 
So agitated was she with her error, 

Mie did not even look into the mirror. 


Also arose about the self-same time, 

Pcrhafis a little later, her great lord, 
l^lastcr of thirty kingdoms so sublime, 

And of a w ife by whom he was abliorr'd ; 

A thing of much less import in that clime — 
At least to those of incomes which afford 
The lining up their whole connubial cargo— 
'fhaii where two wives are under an embargo. 


He did not tliink much on Ute matter, nor 
Indeed on anv other : as a man 


I He liked to have a handsome paramour 
I At hand, as one may like to have a fan, 

I And therefore of Circassians had good store, 

As an amusement after the Divan ; 

Though an unusual fit of love, or duty, 

Had made him lately bask in bis bride's beauty. 

XCII. 

And now he rose; and after due ablutions 
Kxacted by the customs of the East, 

And prayers and other pious evolutions, 

He drank six cups of coffee at the least, 

And then w ithdrew to hear about the Russians, 
Wljose victories had recently increased 
In Catherine's reign, whom glory still adores 
As greatest of all sovereigns and w s. 

xcni. 

But oh, thou grand legitimate Alexander! 

Her son’s son, let not (his last phrase offend 
Tltine car, iflt should reach— and now rhymes wander 
Almost as far as Petersburgh, and lend 
A dreadful impulse to each loud meander 
Of murmuring Liberty’s wide waves, which blend 
Tlieir roar even with the Baltic’s — so you be 
Your father’s son, ’t is quite enougli for me. 

xciv. 

To call men love-begotten, or proclaim 
Tbeir mothers as the antipodes of Tiinon, 

Tliat hater of mankind, would be a sliame, 

A libel, or whate’er you plea.se to rhyme onr 
Bttt people's ancestors are history’s game ; 

And if one lady's slip could leave a crime on 
All generations, 1 should like to know* 

What pedigree the best would have to show ? 

xcv. 

Uad Catherine and the sultan understood 
Theirown true interests, whicli kings rarely know. 
Until 't is taught by lesson.s rather rude, 

Tliere was a way to end their strife, altho’ 

Perhaps precarious, had they but thought good. 
Without the aid of prince or plenipo : 

She to dismiss her guards and he his haram. 

And for their other matters, meet and sliare ’em. 

xcvi. 

But as it was, his Highness had to hold 
His daily council upon ways ond means 
How to encounter with this martial scold. 

This modern Amazon and queen of queans ; 

And the perplexity could not be told 
Of all the pillars of the state, w hich leans • 

Sometimes a little heavy on the backs 
Of those wIh) cannot lay on a ucw' tax. ’ 

xcvii. 

Meantime Gulbeyaz, when her king was gone, ^ 

' Retired into her boudoir, a sweet place 
, For love or breakfast; private, pleasing, lone, » 
i And ridi w ith all contrivances which grace 
] Tltosc gay recesses :— many a precious stone 
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Sparkled along its roof, and many a vase 
Of porcelain held in Ihc fetter’d flowers, 

Those captive soothers of a captive’s hours. 

\CV!I1. 

Mother of pearl, and porphyry, and marble. 

Vied with each other on Uiis costly spot ; 

And singing birds without were heard to warble ; 

And the stain’d glas4 which lighted this fair grot 
Varied each ray ; — but all descriptions garble 
The true effect, ' and so we iiad better not 
Be too minute ; an outline is the l>est,— 

A lively reader’s fancy does the rest. 

XCITL. 

And here she summon’d Baba, and re<{uired 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had pass’d since all the slaves retired, 

And w hether he had occupied their station ; 

If matters had been managed as desired. 

And his disguise with due consideration 
Kept up ; and above ail, the where and bow 
He had pass’d the night, was what she wish'd to know. 

c. 

Baba, with some embarrassment, replied 
To this long catecliism of questions, ask'd 
l^lore easily than^answer'd,~that he had tried 
His best to obey in what he had been task'd ; 

But there seem'd soii>elhing that he wish'd to hide, 
Which hesitation more betray’d than mask’d ; 

He scratcli’d his ear, the infallible resource 
To wbicli embarrass'd people have recourse. 

Cl. 

Gulbeyas was no model of true patience. 

Nor much disposed to wait in w*ord or deed ; 

She liked quick answers in ail conversations ; 

And when she saw' him stumbling like a steed 
In bis replies, she puzzled him for fresh ones ; 

And as bis speech grew' still more broken*kneed, 
Her clieek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle. 

And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and darkle. 

cii. 

When Baba saw these symptoms, which lie knew 
To bode him no great good, he deprecated 
Her anger, and beseech’d she 'd hear him through — 
lie could not help the thing which he related : 
Then out it came at length, that to Dudii 
Juan was given in charge, as bath been stated ; 
But not by Baba's fault, lie said, and swore on 
The holy camel's hump, bc.sidcs the Koran. 



» -[ Uolrtre, in deurlWng the lulerior u( the Grand Si;n^or'f pa- 
iicc. Inlo which he sained admlMion as the a«taUnt ol a watch- 
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Aewua, eat den pliw richex- i;im luDUino arlificicUe el JaiUiaaaBle, 
diiot'le baalo o< d'uo ptdcicux marbre vert tpii ui'a pom aerpeu- 



cut. 

The chief dame of the Oda, upon w hom 
The discipline of the whole haram bore. 

As soon as they re-enter'd their own room. 

For Baba's function stopt short at the door, 

Had settled all ; nor could he then presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) Just then to do more, 

Without exciting such suspicion as 

Might make the matter still worse than it was. 

CIV. 

He hoped, indeed he thought, he could be sure 
Juan had not betray'd himself ; in fact 
'T was certain titat his conduct bad been pure, 
Because a foolish or imprudent act 
Would not alone liave made him insecure. 

But ended in his licing found out awd sack*d, 

And thrown into Uie sea.*— Thus Baba spoke 
Of all save Dudii’s dream, which was no Joke. 

cv. 

This he discreetly kept in tlie back ground, 

And talk’d away — and might have talk'd till now, 
For any further answer that lie found, 

So deep an anguish wrung Gulbeyaz’ brow ; 

Her dieek turn'd ashes, ears rung, brain whirl'd 
As if she had received a sudden blow, [round, 
And the heart's dew of pain sprang fast and chilly 
O'er lier fair front, like Morning's on a lily. 

cvi. 

Although she was not of the fainting sort. 

Baba thought she would faint, but there lie err'd — 
It was but a convulsion, which though short 
Can never be described ; we all have heard, 

And some of us have felt thus ** all amort.** * 

When things beyond the common liave occurr'd*,— 
Gulbeyaz proved in that brief agony 
W'hat she could ne’er express— then bow should 1? 

evti. 

She stood a moment as a Pythoness 
Stands on her tripod, agonised, and hill 
Of inspiration gather'd from distress, 

When all the heart-strings like wild horses pull 
The heart asunder;— then, as more or less 
Their speed abated or their strength grew dull. 

She sunk dow n on lier seat by slow degrees, 

And bow'd her throbbing head o’er trembling kuees. 

CVllI. 

Her face declined and was unseen; her hair 
Pell in long tresses like the weeping willow. 
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Sweeping the marble tinderne&th her chair. 

Or rather sofa, (for it was all pillow,* 

A low, soft ottoman,) and black despair 
Stirr'd up and down her bosom like a billow, 
Whicli rustics to some shore whose shingles check 
Its fartlier course, but must receive its wrec. 
cix. 

Her liead hung down, and her long hair in stooping 
Conceard her features better than a veil; 

And one band o’er the ottoman lay drooping, 

White, waxen, and as alabaster pale: 

Would that I were a painter ! to be grouping 
All that a poet drags into detail! 

Oh that my words were colours ! but their tints 
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints. 
cit. 

Baba, wbo knew by experience when to talk 
And when to bold his tongue, now held it till 
This passion might blow o’er, nor dared to balk 
Gulbeyaz’ taciturn or speaking will. 

At length she rose up, and began to walk 
Slowly along tlie room, but silent still, 

And her brow clear'd, but not tier troubled eye : 

Tbe wind was down, but still tbe sea ran high. 

CXI. 

She stopp'd, and raised her head to speak — but paused, 
And then moved on again with rapid pace ; 

Then slacken'd it, which is the niari^ most caused 
By deep emotion : — you may sometimes trace 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By Sallust in his Catiline, who, chased 
By all the demons of all passions, show'd 
Their work even by the way in wbicli he trode.' 

cxii. 

Gutbeyaz stopp'd and beckon'd Baba Slave! 

Bring the two slaves! ” she said in a low tone, 

But one whicli Baba did not like to brave. 

And yet he siiudder’d, and seem’d ratlier prone 
To prove reluctant, and begg’d leave to crave 
(ilmugli he well knew the meaning) to be shown 
What slaves her highness w ish'd to indicate, 

For fear of any error, like the late. 

CXIII. 

'^Tlie Georgian and her poramoiir," replied 

imperial bride->and added, T.et the boat 
Be ready by (he secret iiortal's side : 

You know the rest." The words stuck in her throat, 
Despite her inji^d love and fiery pride; 

And of this I^:i willingly took note. 

And begg’d by every hair of Mahomet's beard, 

Slie would revoke the order he liad heard. 

^ CXIV. 

‘^To hear is to ob<w," he said; *^lxit still, 


' r*' HU guilty soul, at eoniily «iih godaaotl mm, could Gmlno 
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I Sultana, think upon the consequence : 

It is not that I shall not all fulfil 
Your orders, even in their severest sense; 

But sudi precipitation may end III, 

Even at your own imperative expense : 

I do not mean destruction and exposure, 

In case of auy premature disclosure ; 

cxv. 

But your own feelings. Even should all the rest * 
Be hidden by the rolling waves, which hide 
Already many a once love«beaten breast 
Deep In the caverns of the deadly tide — 

You love this boyish, new, .seraglio guest, 

And if this violent remedy be tried — 

Excuse my freedom, when I here assure you. 

That killing him is not the way to cure you." 

CXVI. 

“What dost tliou know oflove or feeling? — Wretch! 

Begone!" she cried, with kindling eyes — “ and do 
My bidding!" Baba vanish'd, for to stretch 
Ilis own remonstrance further he well knew 
Might end in acting as his own “Jack Ketch;" 

And thmgh he wish'd extremely to get through 
This awkward business without harm to others, 
j lie still preferr'd his own neck to another's. 

’ cxvn. 

I Away he went then upon his commission, 

) Growling and grumbling in good Turkish phrasO' 
Against all women of whate’er condition, 

Especially sultanas, and their ways; 

Their obstinacy, pride, and indecision. 

Their never knowing their own mind two days, 
The trouble that they gave, their immorality. 

Which made him daily bless his own neutrality. 

CXVIII. 

And then lie call'd his brethren to his aid, 

And sent one on a summons to the pair, 

■ Tliat they must Instantly be well array'd. 

And above all be comb'd even to a hair. 

And brought before the empress, who had made r 
Enquiries after them with kindest care: 

I At which Dudii look'd strange, and Juan silly; 

; But go they must at once, and will I — nill I. 

cxix. 

! And here I leave them at their preparation 
I For the imperial preseoce, wherein whether 
I Gulbeyar. show’d them both commiseration. 

Or got rid of the parties altogether. 

Like other angry ladies of her nation, — 

Are things the turning of a hair or feather 
; May settle; but far be 't from me to anticipate 
> In what way feminine caprice may dissipate. 

^ cxx. 

• 1 leave them for tlie present with good wishes, 


t Shiafly, hla pace uoa while quick, aooiher Alow ; Indeed, iu aU hb 
looks there was an air of (tMracUon.**— Suxvat.] 
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ThougU doubts of their well doing, to arrange 
Another part of history ; for the dislies 
Of this our banquet we must sometimes change } 
v^nd, trusting Juan may escape the fishes, 

Although his situation now seems strange. 

And scarce secure, as such digressions are fair, 

TIh: Muse w ill take a little touch at warfare. 


DON JUAN. 

CAKTO TUK SBTB5TII.' 

I. 

0 Ix)ve1 O Gloiy ! what are j*e who fly 
Around us ever, rarely to alight? 

There 's not a meteor in the polar sky 
Of such transcendent and more fleeting flight. 

Chill, and ciiainM to cold earth, vre lift on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light ; 

A thousand and a thousand colours they 

Assume, then leave us on our freezing way. 

II. 

And such as they are, such my present tale is, 

A non>dcscript and cver^varying rhyme, 

A versiCed Aurora borealis, 

Which flashes o'er a waste and icy clime. 

When we know what all are, we must bewail us, 
But ne'crthcless I hope it is no crime 

To laugh at ail things — for 1 wish to know 

What, after all, are all things>-but a show ? 

III. 

They accuse me — A/e— the present writer of 
The present poem — of— I know not what— - 

A tendency to under-ratc and scoff 
At human power and virtue, and all that; 

And this they say in language rather rough. 

Good God ! 1 wonder what they would be at! 

1 say no more tlian hath been said in Dante's 

Verse, and by Solomon and by Cervantes; 

IV. 

By Swift, by itfachiavcl, by Rochefoucault, 

By Pension, by Luther, and by Plato; 


• t*‘ThewTeoihuid.fllshibcurtcHcontateaA)lldeiAU(l(kathe i 
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t C A short Ume before his death, he uttered this fleemnrable sen- 
Ument i— VI do not know what 1 may appear to the world ; bnlto 


By Tillotson, and Wesley, and Rousseau, 

Who knew this life was not worth a poUilo. 

*T is not their fault, nor mine, if this ^ so— 

For my part, I pretend not to be Cato, 

>or even Diogenes. — We li\e and die. 

But which is best, you know no more than I. 

V. 

Socrates said, our only knowledge was* 

To know that nothingcoiild beknow n ; " a pleasant 
Science enough, which levels to on ass 
Eacli man of wisdom, future, past, or present. 
Newton (that proverb of the mind), alas ! 

Declared, with all his grand discoveries recent, 
Tliat he himself felt only ‘‘ like a youth 
Picking up shells by the great ocean— Truth ." ' 

VI. 

Ecclesiastes said, that all is vanity 
Most modern preadiers say the same, or show it 
By their fjcamples of true Christianity : 

In short, all know, or very soon may know it; 
And in this scene of atl-confess’d inanity. 

By saint, by sage, by preacher, and by |>oet. 

Must I restrain me, through the fear of strife. 

From holding up the nothingness of life? 

vlf. 

Dogs, or men !— for I flatter you < in saying 
Tljal ye are dogs— your betters far— ye may 
Read, or rend not, what I am now essaying 
To show ye w hat ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops for the baying 
Of wolves, w ill tiie^right muse withdraw one ray 
From out her skies— then howl your idle wrath! 
While she still silvers o'er your gloomy path. 

VIII. 

“ Fierce loves and faithless wars" — I am not sure 
If this be the right reading— 't is no matter ; 

*The fact's about the same, I am secure; 

1 sing them both, and am about to batter 
A town which did a famous siege endure. 

And was beleaguer'd both by land and water 
By Soiivaroff, or AngUce Suwarrow, 

Who loved blood as an alderman loves marrow. 


I njrself t teem to hive been onljr tike « bof pUflog on tbe 
I sliore, ifxl ilivcrllng myteU in now and tlirn finfUng i xmoorher 
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IX. 

The fortress is call’d Isinail, and is pifeed 
Upon the Danube’s left hranoit and left bank, * 
With buildings in the Oriental taste, 

But still a fortress of the foremost rank, 

Or was at least, unless ’t is since defaced, 

Which w ith your conquerors is a common prank : 
It stands some eighty versts from the high sea, 

And measures round of toises Uiousands three. * . 

X. 

Within the extent of this fortitication 
A borough is comprised along the height 
Upon tlie left, which from its loftier station 
Commnnds the city, and upon its site 
A Greek had raised around this elevation 
A quantity of palisades upright. 

So placed as to impede the tire of those 
Who held the place, and to assist the foe’s. * 

XI. 

This circumstance may serve to give a notion 
Of the high talents of this new Vauhan : 

But the town ditch below was deep as oceau. 

The rampart higher than you *d w ish to hang : 

But then there was a great want of precaution 
(PriUiec, excuse this engineering slang). 

Nor work advanced, nor cover’d way was tlicre,< 

To hint at least “ Here is no thoroughfare.” 

XII. 

But a stone bastion, with a narrow gorge, 

And walls as thick as most skulls born as yet 
Two batteries, cap-a-pie, as'ourSt. George, 
Case-mated* one, and t’ other “a barbette,”* 

Of Danube’s bank took formidable cliarge; 

While two and twenty cannon duly set 
Rose over the town’s right side, in bristling tier, 
Forty feet high, upon a Citvalier.J 

\m. 

But from the river, the town ’s open quite,* * 

Because the Turks could never be persuaded 
A Russian vessel e’er would heave in sight;** 

And such their creed was, till they wen: invaded, 


' [*‘ bmaei e«l tltuC wr U rive gauche do bru faacbe da 
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Mint. 
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W heu it grew rather late to set things right. 

But as the Danube cou}d^)ot w ell be waded, 

They look'd upon the Mu>ro\iW notilla, 

And only shouted, ** Alluli !” anil ‘*Bis Millali!” 

XIV. 

The Russians now were ready to allock 
But oil, ye goddesses of war and glory ! 

How shall l.6i»ell tlic name of t^ch Ctrssucqne 
Who were immortal, could one tell their story? 
Alas ! what to their nieincry can lack ? . 

Achilles’ liclf was not more grim and gory 
'Flian thousands of this new and polish'd nation, 
WTiose names want nothing but — pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still I ’ll record a few, if but to increase 
Our euphony ; there was Strongenoff, and Sltoko- 
noff, ' ^ 

Meknop, Serge t,w ow, Arsm'ew' of modern Greece, 
AndTsclutsshako£f,aiid Rogiienoff, and Ghokenoff, 
And others of twelve consonants apiece; 

And mure might be fdund out, if I could poke enough 
Into gaseltes; but Fame (capricious strumpet), 

U seems, has got an ear as well as trumpet, 

\u. 

And cannot tune those discords of narratiun, ^ 
Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme;,' 

Tet there were several worth coimiiemoralion^ 

As e'er w as virgin of a nuptial chime ;* \ ' •' 

Soft words, too, litlcd for the peroration ^ 

Of Londonderry drawling against time, * 

Endingin“ischskin,”*‘ouskin,” ‘*iff8kchy,”‘*4»uski," 
Of whom w e can insert but Rousamouski, * * • 

.WII. 

Sdierematoff and ClirdDiatoff, Koklopliti, 

Koclobski, Kour.akin, and MoilSkin Pousktn, 

All proper men of weapons, as e'er scoff’d high 
Against a fo«, or ran a sabre tlirpugh sk'in : 

Little cared they for Mahomet or Mnfti, ^ . 

Unless to make their kettle-drums a new skin 
Out of their hides, if parchment had grow n dear, 

And no more handy i^istitute been near. 



Ilic guns may IiTweiv it without licitig oblis«.iI to nuke etnbra- 
sores, the gons aro iaul (flfirc (0 bdHtet.— .VifM.'ilJfrf.)' 

*T fn bositou lie pierfes, oirrert par bne gorge trCs-^froile. ct 
tes murailles soni furl s. a ddc hattede eascmaiec cl one 
k barlicite: il la rive ditdUanubc.w ihi cut^ droit dc l^vUle 

cit nn cavalkr de qu.irante pieds d'lH^vatlon k pic, garni de'viiigi- 
dcus pieces de cauon, ctqui defriid la ^lic gauche.”— //bt. dc 
fafv. A. p. Mi.} • 

• [ V Du edt^ du fleuve, la viUc cstabsolument ouvwle i lea Turrs 
ne cruyaieot pas qtie les fUu%r« hutseni }amaU avoir une floUlltc 
dans le Daoubo.”— p. MS-} 

» ( ** La premiere aUaquc etatt compo^ de Irois colooocs, com. 
mand^spar lea ItcuteDaiw-gcHeranffaul PoUi’niUa, Ser^te l.won , 
lea geuerauz-cnalors Lascy, Iti^odore .Mc-knoj). Troi« autres to- 
fonnes avaleot pour cbciblecotnie satnuRow. IcsgOiicratix Kliedc 
Bezborodko, Michel Koulomow ; les brigMlkrs Orlow, Platour, 
Rlbaupierre. La trobiciuc alUque par eau n'avait quedeux cif- 
Iodoe%.s0us leaordres dos generauwiiajors Ribas el ArttoicM , ties 
brigadJeri Markoff el Tcb^tega,” p. MV.} '* 
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xtm. • 

Then there wer® ■foreigners of mudi renown, 

Of various oaUinSt^nd aU vohinteers ; 

Not lighting for their countr)' or its crown, 

Hut w ishing to be one day brigadiers : 
l^lso to luvol^thc Hckiiig of a town ; 

A pleasant thing to young men at their years. 
*MongAti|em were several Englishmen of pith, 
Sixteen cairUTbomion, ami nineteen named Smith. 
\!X. 

3aek Thomson and Bill Tliomson; — all the rest • 
IlaiTbec;;! call’d “ Jemniy,” after the great bard; 
l.donHinow whether they had arms or crest, 

^ fiuf stidt a godfather ’s as good a card. 

Throe of the Smiths were Peters ; but the best 
Amodgst them all, hard blows to inflict or ward, 
AVas he. since so renown’d “ in country quarters 
, At UnUftx ; ” ' but now he served the Tartars. 

t • 

XX. 

The rest were Jacks and Gbls nhd tyills and fiilis; 

But when 1 N*e added that tbCelder Jack Smith 
tVas bom in Cumberland among Uic hills, 
i^nd that his-fathcr was an honest blacksmith, 

I ’ve said at] I know of ahame that lilis [smith,” 
ThrA lines of the despatcli in taking “Sclimack- 
A vH^e of Moldavia’s waste, wherein 
Bedell, immortal in a bulletin. . ^ 

^ ^ '• XV. - 

I wonder (aUhongli Mars no doubt ’s a god 1 
^ pfaise) ifu man’s name in a bulletin 
May mifeke up for a 6nl/e( in his body? 

I fiope this iitlie question is no sin, 

Bemuse, though 1 am bnt a simple noddy, 
lAhlak one Shakspeare puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some one in hist>lays so doting, 

Which many people pass for wits by quoting. 

XXII. 

Then there weret''rend}mcn, gallant, young, andgav •. 

1 'lu too great aipatriot to ree^ 

Their Gallic names upon a klprinns d^'; 

1 ’d rather:tell ten lies than aoy-a word 
Of truth;— such truths a?fe |n^a|oa ; they betray 
country ; and ag tral^rs are ubhorr'd 
Who namie tl)e Frm^Jn Engli^ atfo# show [foe. 
IIow Peace^^uld inahe John Bull fhe Frenebaiau's 
ixiii. *• 

The Russians, having Jud.lt two batteries on 

An isle near IsiAO, had two ends in view; 

- • 

- V- ■ 

• [,Secihelarceof'*LoTeLatighaaM.ockt^th«.’'j 
» [ “ On b«ls ^galcroonl arantigenx, par 

cooilrnstk^ de drux bahniet avnUinc IrtniSl t le 

pftBkr7dc bonUidtcr U pUerf^m abalire ka pdocip^ 61i> 
ficai aveC do caomi ^araiUe-bui>, ellet d ‘aouol plos’preh^hlp, 
Ifkic la villc Slanl hflle rn aniphithtilrv, proaque oueun coup bc 
derail tifiu m 

second* d^.ce moa)«it)ttpnne 
poiu- que M'fkdtaiJUflaAl en^^e tcraps, pfttddlnilrc Ootlcac* 


The flrst was to bombard it, and knock down 
The public and tbe private too, 

No matter jshlfvhdlfuls might be undone. 

The eify’s shape su^ested this, ’t is true; 

Form’d like an aiuphitlieatre, eadi dwellii^ 

Presented a fine mark to throw a shellln. * 

XXIV. 

'Fhc second object w as to profit by 
The moment of the general consternation. 

To attack the Turk’s flotilla, which lay nigh 
Extremely tranquil, anchor'd at its station : 

Rut a third motive was as probably 
To frighten them into cnpituUition ; ’ 

A phantasy which sometimes sei/.e-s warriors, 

Unless they are game as buil-dogs and fox-terriers. 

XXV. 

A habit rather blamable, wliich is 
That of despising those w’c combat with. 

Common in many case.s, was in this 
The cause * of killing Tchitchitzkolf and Smith; 
One of the valorous Smiths” whom w e sluill miss 
Out of those uineteeu who late ibyrucd to '' pith;” 
But 't is a name so spread o’er Sir” and Madam,” 
That one would think the first who bore it ** Adam.” 

XXVI. 

The Russian batteries were incomplete, 

Because they were constructed in a hurry;* 

Thus the same cause w hich makes a verse want feet. 
And throwsp cloud o’er Longman and John Murray, 
When tlie sale of new books Is not so fleet 
As they who print th^m think Is necessary, 

May likewise put off for a time w hat story 
Sometimes calls “murder,” and at others “glory.” 
• xxvii. 

Whether it was their engineer’s stupidity, 

Their haste, or waste, I neither know nor care. 

Or some contractor's personal cupidity, 

Saving-Ms soul by clieating in the ware 
Of iiomicide, but there was no solidity 
In tl)p new* batteries erected tliere ; 

They either'iiijss'd, or they were iiQvcr miss’d, 

And added greatly to the missing list. 

t XXVIII. 

A sad miscalculation about distance 
Made all their naval matters incorrect ; 

Tliree fireshif^ lost their amiable existence 
Before they reach’d a spot to take effect : 

The Blanch was lit too soon, and no assistance 


•• 

Turc*. Uf IroUeme tnolil. d vraii«finb!al>lenicnt Ic pUi.plii^ 
eidH deleter la conslcruiKin partnUn TiMC»,et ik In cu- 
geR^4 capiiiikr.*'~^kl. de la W. A. 

' « U'One-habltuikbQmsble.MlkikmSpiiMr eon enneiui, fcK 

k CAase.*'— p. 20},] 

« *^ (*'* dp decide perlectloB il«i»k qomtnKlkM tkpjMMIcrlcs t 
a;;ir prornttleinrat. et m dooner euxou- 

I.Tr^cAie &otk)lte qu’lU exigrairiiL''— /Mrf. V* ^*1 

I, • 
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Gould remedy this lubberly defect ; ^ 

They blew up in Uie middle of the river, fever.* 
While, though ’t was dawn, the Turks slept fast os 


At seven they rose, however, and survey’d 
The Russ flotilla getting under way ; 

*T was nine, when $tiil advancing undisinay’d, 
Within a cable’s length their vessels lay 
Off Ismail, and commenced a cannonade, 

Which was return'd with interest, 1 may say. 

And by a Are of musketry and grape. 

And shells and shot of every size and siiape. *' 

XXX. 

For six hours bore they without Intermission 
The Turkish Are, and, aided by their own 
I.aud batteries, work'd their guns with great preci- 
sion : 

At length they found mere cannonade alone 
By DO means would produce the town’s submission. 
And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up, a second near the works 
Running aground, was taken by the Turks. * 


The Moslem, too, had lost both ships and men ; 

But when they saw the enemy retire, 

Their DeUiis< nionn'd some boats, and sail'd 
And gall’d the Russians with a heavy fire, 

And tried to make a landing on the main ; 

But here the effect fell short of their desire : 
Count Dainas drove them back into the water 
Pell-mell, and with a whole gazette of slaughter.* 


“ If” (says the historian here) “ I could report 
I All titat ti)e Russians did upon this da^', 

' I think that several volumes vfoutd fall short, 
And I should still h^ve many things to .say ; ** * 
And so he says no more — but pays his court 
To ebme distinguish'd strangers in that fray ; 


* (“On calniMnnat dUUDce ; |e fit 

Tcffet de tn>is brOtotf; on tc prrau d'allnmcr U ni^chr, 

lireot au milku du Ilcare, et, qDoiqti’il fnt «x henrei du maUn, les 
Tiirei, f Dcore conc!i(%, n’ln prirentanctiDomlrt|igc."— IVW. de la 
y.R.p.Vfi.] , V 

* [*' 1 er D^c. I|p0. ta flouiltd pv>^Y«rancarrn|,ies sept 
keurei: Ueo tflait^ifloi^ti'tKc se tmnva^S fin(}nar).^’lo||r« de 
la Tille d'lAma^l t elie MmfTrit. avec line .coostance calme. on leu 

• * ( M. ** Pris de hii jfenrcs"t lea baiterfn diyfln^ aeromUient la 
OolUUr ; mail on rccopnut alort qnc lea canoifnad^Bc sufRuient* 
pas pour rdduire la place Dl la ref^U; i iiiAtieurM L^lancon 

sauia pcodaul I'acUon, uo autre dt^rfVa par la force dti eburaot, ct 
fm prl» par Ics Torcs.‘*-^wrf. p. 204.1 

* ["Properly tiiadatco : a species ot trd()pf w)k>. in (hcTurkUb 
army, act as ilic Idrluni bu[io.''— D‘flcaBn.nT.1 • * 

’ [ ** be« Tuna perdirent beaucoup de muode et plaaiears vais> 
waux# IpeiDO UTetraile dcsHusses hit-elie romaniudb. qkfe les 
plus braves d^trato enoctiija se Jcter^^daifsde jietitrt -tnniucv 
et eAayerent npdu&cHitfl i ^ corote de Dai'nas lOs Out m luiteftt 
leur tna plutdettn olfiders et grtvl dc soldals .*'— de 

la N. n. p. 204.] 


The Prbicd'de Ugne, and Iiangeron, and Damns, 
Names great as any that the rot) of Fai^M^os.' 


Tliis being the case, m^ |j^w us what^\i(Tie *r: 

For but of tliese tli^^ *^e»r eftr txrfle'js.*’ hotf ^ 
Many of common reat)^ give a guess 
That such existed? (and they may JH^uiavt 
For aught we know.) Renown ’sail Idt or mlsff' * 

There fortune even in fame, w’e mBStHllow. 

T is true, the Memoirs* of the Prince*de Ligne* 

Have half withdrawn from him oblivion's screen. 

XXXIV. , ^ . 

But here are men who fotigbt in gallant action^ ^ ^ 

As gallantly as evi^r heroesibugbt, ^ , 

But, buried in the hei^) of radt transactions, 

Their hames are parely fotifll), nor often sought. 

Thus even good Tame may suffer sadcontraeiiotis, 

And IS cVlingulsird sooner thall sba ought : V ] 

Of all our modern battles,*! will bet ‘ 

You can't repeat* nine names fro^n each Gazette. ‘ 


In short, this last attack, thoug|) rich jn^glpry, 
Show'dlhatsomrirhere^sniiiffioic, therp was !y f;ailt, 

And Admiral Ribas (known h Russian stpry) v. 

Most strongly rrcenmiendcd an assault ; 

In which he was opposed by.yoa^ and hoaqi^/f' 

Which mode a long d^ate; bdt I must liidt, 

Tor if I wrote dbwn o#ery warrior’s speecli, 

I doubt few feeders e'er wouJthuount.'the breach. 

#• 

« * X.WVI. . 

*•’ * * ^ i •' 

There was a mdn, if>that he was a man, - 
Not that his manhood could be 'cail’d m (^sUow, 

For had he not been licrcifles, his Sfian 
Had been as short,in,vgutli indigestion 
Made his lastillnc^, w hen, all worn and woir, 

He died beneath a tre^ as miicli uublsbt on ' 

The soil of fhe green proVuice hcJiac! wasted, 

As e’er was lo^st on the land it blasted. v^Jjt ^ 

^ 

4 ( " On ne t^i^t pu 41 uo vobUR npporUr (oM c« qne 
RuM«8 UHt Re Ri^ortblr cclteioamSc; ponr^nter *. 

hams faMid’afine$,pciny»artltiiUri*ir tonic# IC8*ctiaDfU*4dal,|r^ 
fandrait cninpoaer dea de la if. Ji- pj 

\ f**Pannl les etraniwn. It pribcede LlsnctedUftn^iidd** 
niiere 4 meriter rrsilme ^^^rale ; de vrals cheraUerf 
brf# mr Taroonr de Ioit9*''Vf ^ jpimlftrcni clones i les]lwi 
it Jeune du^f li'fliiUry, Ciia.bx 4c Ijrogc. 

roo’erdkOamas.’^/Md. p.iwiy 
I ["nttenand Iti-nectioi^tW AiiUri|ftFi(’l(J‘Marsh.it|4[Mrle« 

Prince dcL^ae.edllcdlify tlKBartncrsde SU^Wstcin.** 
Svob.lSOS.] ♦y-' 

! < (Ctetrs Ju>-eph,ComleddU(pic. wliborn aiBrusaateh^i;, 

• in by the Emperor Joseph II. o#t miwimila Calhcrinc, 

! be bcd|mc a sreat tarourile with her. sM^appointud bim field- 
^ manf^ and gave Iiim an estate In-lhc cK rom .fn 1798, lie 
«as sent to assist Potemkin at the aiege of O cd l^flL ‘ 


"io (• L amlral Ribasddfilfc-.i,en liUfatii^niHl.qtte c« Q*<laItqa'co 
Uoniuari;A.wial qu*^! utafRnarail U place i cel avb parulhardi ; 
on iuioppfilklfti)lcraisoiu. aiuqiiellcsii r#pondtlivirdeBieillearcs.‘' 
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X\XVII. 

This was ^ing in dars 

^Vhen homicide andiiarlotry made great ; 
Ifstars'and tilles could entail long praise, 

His ^ory. migh^half e<|ual his estate. 

Tl)h fellow^ bchgsix foot high. couM raise 
A kind of jdvflintasy proportionate * 

lit the tiftiv^v^ign of (be Russian people, 
WhoHReas]^red men as you would do a steeple. 


While were to abeyance, Ribas sent 
to the prince, and he succeeded 
In ord^ing matters after his own bent; 

t caftnoMeil the way ^ which he ple^tded, 

Rub shortMie had'^nti^e be content. r 
In the mean tibie, %; batteries proceeded. 

And foursf^ore cannon on tlirDabube's busder 
Were bfiskly l^r<i(«aDd answer'd in due order. * 

But on the thirteenth, when already part 
Of the troops wer^ embark'd the siege to raise, 

A courier on the spur inspired new heart 
Intb all*‘panters ^or newspaper praise. 

As well as dilettanti in war^s art, 

By his despatches couch'd in pithy plirasc; 
Annoni^og the appointment of that lover of ^ 
Battles to the comnftnd, l:>c}d>MarshaI .Spuraroff. * 


I he IcHtcr of the prince to the same marshal 
Was worthy of^ SparfaiT, had the pause 
Been one to w pgood heart could be. partial — 
TJHenceof freeilom, country, or of laws; 

But as it was mere Inshof' power to o'er>arcli all 
With its proud brow, it fnecit^slight applause. 
Save for its style, whicli said, all in a trice, 

“ Yoii will fokeismaii at wUalever prlce.^’*' 


• ttlie fbltowlna rbaracter of prince Polemkin l< from lh{ pen 
O(4l0nt^ Sdpir, who llv(J io )nbit« of IntinMCf with him " in 
collKicd ibc toiMl opp^^ir %lvaoUiKc$ 

. ailricrow and ArhlanuiB. (t4fmUc ami 

npiHns^liUc aoil cunSdln^, fieenUoua ami tuiwntl'iooii, boM ‘ 
»(kt^ •1. 'amhmoiifand indltcreei; i.i«bh ofhU ^uiilci to hiH 
aug bh favoiirlttr. ycl fWpieiiUy payinft 
riMther htMlknwhuld nor hii civlitoi^’ ili» oom<<<]m-nce always 
d^AiledtoawORiaii, andhawaa alwayhkinfatihriil lohrr. No- 
thing uonid equal aelhffr ufliyimlikr, Aor iheimlolpi^ofhis 
body. «p|>al.bi^ CDuroar, (lifllcuiNfr fbree 

Inn) (y.alnmiifm Niccew of an^fiiicrprUc 

always hrenitht un dli^t. with him was drmifofy ; 

bidnMtT'pllUpirf, triDpg|^ coiinge. Ills praAmce was a restraint 
od^;y titMUianjr. U<nrai inuruicloall that stood in ivooflUm, 
all «itch o^ccosled him with fanilbarity. lihM had 
read less ili^hc: frw people were Iwtler infonueil. One while he 
formed llic ff J^becrunln^ Duke of CourlaiNl at andUi^r he 
thoi»g1^fb^iw|i^ on hlmselfUie crown ofPoiand. lleCrequriitly 
t;iyn-}Afni3iJao oran intenilun to make himself a hidtop. or even .1 
fticQfde monk. Be built ^^upr-rb i^l^, and wantctl to fell it be* 
fore It WM finUhed. In jjpitJj he bad plcijol Calhenuc by the 
arthhir of h s passion, by his valour, and by fits masculine beauty. 
Decoruc the rival of OstDlf, he performed for hU^v^Hitn whaf- 
f ver the most romantic passion could inspire. He put out an eye. 


" XLI. 

** Let there be light! said God, and there was light I ** 
** Let there be blood ! ” says man, and there *s a sea ! 
The fiat of this spoil’d child of the Night 
(For Day ne’er saw his merits) could decree 
More evil in an hour, than thirty bright 
Sununers could renovate, though they should i>c 
Lovely as those which ripen’d Fxten’s fruit ; 

For war cuts up not only branch, but root. 

XLK. 

Our friends the Turks, who with loud “Allahs” now 
Began to signalise the Russ retreat, * 

Were damnably mistaken ; few are slow 
In thinking that their enemy is beat, 

(Or bfoten. if t/uu insist on grammar, though 
I never think about it in a heat ;} 

But lierc I say the Turks were much mistaken, 

Who, hating hogs, yet wish’d to save their bacon. 

XLllI. 

For, on the sixteenth, at full gallop, drew [sacques 
In sight two horsemen, who were deem’d Cos- 
For some time, till they came in nearer view. 

They had but little baggage at their backs, 

For there were but t/iree shirts between the two ; 

But on they rode upon two Ckraiiie liacks, 

TUI, in approaching, were at length descried 
In this plain pair, Suwarrow and bis guide.* 

XLIV. 

“ Great joy to London now ! ” says some great fool. 
When London had a grand illumination, 

Which to that bottle-coi\juror, John Bull, 

Is of all dreams the first hallucination ; 

So lliat the streets of colour'd lamps are full, 

That Sag0(*flid John) surrendars at diwretion 
His purse, his sou), his sense, and even his nonsense. 
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense. 


to free It from 1 blcnibh which iliminhhcd hW beauty. Baubbed 
I 7 hh rival, he ran |u meet death, in bailie, and rctaroed with 
Ktury.* lie died in ITBl. at the age of fifly^wo^') 

• f ** Ce pr<^t, remfi i uh autre jour. Cprotiva encore les p1*n 

(tr^deadifOcuIl^: Ic courage de Ribas les siirmuiita t il no a'agis- 
aaltqnc Ue <Wtmmfncr,Jc prince Potemkin; il y rduaill. Tandia 
qn'll sc d<’in'‘oalt boor I’eiiei^pon dn grojcl agr<t', on conslnitsalt 
dc nouvcllei balleriea ;.on coinptah, U* 12 dccctabrr, ipiitre-vinRts 
pifieea illNanon stir Ic bonWu Uanubr, ft ro«a Jaurnrfe ae pa«a 
cn vI¥p8 cknounadet.'*' — //isfoire de la Awireffe Bustte, tom. 11 . 
p. SOS F ■ • k 

’ [“MiU lc*»ss imeJ()arU« dcs Ironpe^^lait c»harqiiOcj on 
( allalt lever ic iiCgc\ un eonrrkr arrive ; cc courrier annwice, do 
la pirl fill pythce. «pic le mari'chal Souwarow va prendre Ic coni- 
mandcfntni de* forces lenities sous Ismafl."— /Wd. p. 20S.] 

< (“ La Icltrc du pripce Potemkin Iw-^touwarow est trOs-courlc ; 
ellc pelnl Ic CiiractCi^ dc ceidoot persfimpR®** La vidcl dans tunte 
sa teoeur : '/'owa prnidrez ismafl d queltiue prix que ee$ott.“' 
—Ibid. p. ans.) 

' 4** Lc foiirrler e*t tdmqindcs crUdefole (Allalw) du Turc, qui 
IC croy. 3 t( a h fin so* main.*'— fWd. p. 205.] 

• ( “ Le 16. on volt v'enir de Inin^riix hompip coorani k tnute 
f?hde t on les prit pour des Kouks i4;un (Halt Suiiwaruw, et I’aiitro 
son guttle, poriant nn paqnct gros romme le poing, cl rcnleriiMut 

Ic bagage du gdo^ral.'*— /bid. p. 205.} 
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XLV. 

T isstraDgethat lie should farther “ damn his eyes,’* 
For they are. damn'd; that onre nil-famous oath 
Is lo the devil no\^ no farther prize, 

Since John has lately lost the use of both. 

Debt he calls wealth, and taxes Paradise; 

And Famine, with her gaunt and bony growth, 
Which stare him in the face, he won't examine, 

Or swears that Ceres hath begotten Famine. 

\LVI. 

Rut to the tale. Great joy unto the camp ! 

To Russian, Tartar, Knglish, Ftcncli, Cossacqiie, 
O'er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas lamp, 
Presaging a most luminous attack ; 

Or like a w isp along tli£ marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk. 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light, 

Which all who saw it follow'd, wrong or right. 
XLVII. 

But certes matters took a different face ; 

There was enthusiasm and much applause. 

The fleet and camp saluted with great grace, 

And all presaged good fortune to their cause. 
Within a cannon-shot length of tlie place 
They drew, constnicled ladders, repair’d flaws 
In former works, made hew\ prepared fascines,' 

And all kinds of benevolent machines. 

XLvm. 

T is thus the spirit of a single mind 
Makes that of multitudes take one direction, 

As roll the waters to the breathing wind. 

Or roams the herd lienentli the hull’s protection; 
Or as a little dog will lead the blind. 

Or a bell-wether form the flock’s connection 
By tinkling sounds, w hen they go forth ti^ctual : 
Such is the sway of your great men o'er little. 

XLIX. ' 

The wbolccamp rung withjoy ; you would have thought 
That they were going to a marriage feast , 

(This metaphor, I think, holds good as aught, ^ 
Since there is discord after both at least) : 

There was not now a luggage-boy but sought 
Danger and spoil with ardour much increased ;* 
And why ? because a little — odd — old man, 

Stript to his shirt, was come lead the van. 


• [ " Les (incce« mnltiplli^ ilc So««|^row, sa bravonre k ton(e 

eprruTe, la confiance qiic le arail rn lui, pruiliiUirent nn 
enifioutlatm^ :,nno lalve baUcrick dh camp cl de U 

flottecOiebrercni son arriVec, el I’cspoirdu suites ranltna Ic« cs- 
prits. I.o< _cbo‘es pretmcnl le memej’mr one aulrc lfnjnmr<* ; le 
Camp rapproclic ct «'ei.iblit X I4 portae da canon deja place : on 
|>n'[)?re fasclaeji^i) omlmit des <k^hcllc5, od eublit dc« bat- 
Icries nonvcnca.‘*—//i*t. de lit .V. ft. p. JM.] 

* ['*t.‘.inleurde Sonw.miff, ann locmfaiqe actiTite. son nu'prla 
«Jci (L-in;(rm, *a prcaipir certiiudf! df'*reii!i|ir, *00 Sme enfio a'cit 
cmomuukfin'c iT.irm*';'; U pa» Jiisqii'aii dernier ^onjai 
qiil nc dCsIrc obicnir I'hnniicur de monter S I’aasaiit.”— 

p. 406.1 

J ( “f.s preniiOrcaUa<picelailconipotve dclruiacolonnet—lroia 


L. 

But so it was; and every preparation 
Was made with all alacrity : the flrst 
Detachment of three columns took its st.ation. 

And waited but the signal’s voice to burst 
Upon the foe: the second's ordination 
Was also in three columns, with a thirst 
For glory gaping o'er a sea of slauchter : 

The^hird, in columns two, attack'd by water.* 

LI. 

New batteries were erected, and was held 
A general council, in which unanimity, 

That Stranger to most councils, here prevail’d,) 

As sometimes happens in a great extremity 
And every difficulty being dispell'd, 

Glory began to dawn with due sublimity, 

While Souvaroff, determined to obtain it, 

Was teadiing his reciuits to use the bayonet. « 

Lit. 

It is an actual fact, that he, commander ^ 

In chief, in proper person deign’d to drill 
The awkward squad, and could afford to squander 
..His time, a corporal's duty to fulfil ; 

Just as you ’d break a sucking salamander 
To swallow flame, and never take it ill ; 

He show'd them how to mount a ladder {which 
Was not like Jacob's), or to cross a ditch.* 

LUI. 

Also he dress'd up, for the nonce, fascines 
Like men with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 

And made them cliarge with bayonet these machines, 
By way of lesson against actual Turks ; ? 

And when well practised in these mimic scenes, 

He judged them proper to assail the works ; 

At which ytmr wise men sneer'd in phrases w llty : 
He ma^e no answer; but he took the city'. 

LIV. 

Most thinfs were in this posture on the eve 
Of tire assault, add all the camp was in 
A stern repose; wliich you would scarce conceive; 

Yet men resolved fo daMi through thick and thin 
Are very ^silent ♦hen they once believe 
That all is settled : — there was little din. 

For some wbre* thinking of 4beir home and friends, 
And others of them|^ves and latter ends. 


anirc* coftnn^, I la alUqap, aTMcnl ch( f*. 

clc.—la irfd-b'iue ailaque par ait rpic dciu 

Hist. de. la S. B. p. J07.) «r 

4 1“nn de nrHiveHr'^bstterio le IS. On Uot 

de ItneTre. on jr ciaNuua lc» filaivi pattr i'AHuml ; iH r^u- 
nimilVu; ktt p. 20K.] > 

4 Fici I SnwavtfirdKi ll>U in per$oB. 

« [■* Souvvjrow Wter^S le* ■olUaU; 

nioniM ‘ ^ prendre pdur ew^idrrl d cn^fpn 

aiix rf'cnic’ ii^SfiRfcdc.dyniicrte conp <lc bVkqjtidk*.’*— 

rfF/n .V. 

I [ •» I'vtir c*-4 ^errit « (Vid» nonre in il se servll de faaef* 

nes disposecj 4e k rqiirdmiter uu nfre MiiL p. | 


“ ' Dl^tized by Coogle 
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IV. 

Suwarrow chiefly was on the alert* 

Surveying, drilling* ordering* jesting* pondering; 
For the man was* we safely may assert, 

A thing to wonder at beyond most wondering ; 
Hero, buffoon* half-demon* and half-dirt. 

Fraying, instructing, desolating, plunderisg; 

^’ow Mars* now Moinua; and when ^nt to storm 
A fortress* Harlequin in>uniform. 

LVI. 

The day before the assault, while upon drill— 

For this great conqueror play'd the corpofal — 
Some Cossacqnes, hovering like hawks round a hiH* 
Had met a. party towards the twilight's fall* 

One of whom spoke their tongue— ror well or ill, 

'T was niueh that he was understood at all ; 

But whether from his voice, or speech, or nianner, 
They found that he had fought beneath their banner. 

Lvri. 

Whereon immediately at his request [ters; 

They brought him and his comrades to bead-quar- 
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have guegs'd 
That these were merely inasqueradiog Tartars, 
And that benCath each Turkisii-fashion'd vest 
I.urk’d Christianity ; wiiich sometimes barters 
Her inward graceTor outward show* and makes 
It diffleult to shun ^ome strange mistakes. 

Lvm. 

Suw'arrow, who was standing in his shirt 
Before a compr^y of Cal mucks* drilling, 
Kxclaiming, fooling; swearing at the inert, 

And leoturmg on the 'noble .art of killing* — 

For* deeming human riny but common dirt, 

This great philosopher was thus instilling 
His maxims, whici) to martial coinprehea^n 
Proved death in battle equal to a pension * ' 


I “ I did.”—** What next ? I really hardly know.” 

I ** You w ere the first i* the breach ? ’* — ** f wa« not slack 
At least to follow those who might be so.” 

“What follow’d ? ” — “ A shot laid uic on roy back. 
And I becaoie a primer to the foe.” 

“You shall have vengeance, for the town surrounded 
Is twice as strong os tiiat wliere you were wounded. 
LXII. 

“Where will you serve?” — “Where’er you please.” 
— “I know 

You like to be the hope of the forlorn* 

And doubtless would be feremost on the foe 
After the HardMlips yon ’ve already borne. 

And this young fellow — say what can he do? 

He with the beardless chin and garments torn.’ 
“Why, general, if he hath no greater fault 
In war than love, he had better lead the assault.” 

L3llll. 

**He shall if that he dare.” Here Juan bow’d 
Low as the compliment deserved. Suwarrow 
Continued : ** Your old regiment ’s allow’d, 

By special providence, to lead to-morrow, 

Or it may be to-night, the assault ; I have vow’d 
To several saints, that shortly plough or harrow 
Shall pass o’er what was Ismail, and its tusk 
Be unimpeded by the proudest mosque; 

LXtV. 

“ So now, my lads, for glory ! ’’—Here he turn’d 
And drill'd away in the most classic Russian, 

Until each high, heroic bosom burn’d 
For cash and conquest, as if from a cushion 
A preacher had held forth <who1»o5ly spurn’d 
Allearthlygoods savetithes), and bade them push on 
To slay the lagans who resisted, bq.ttering 
The armies of the Christian Empress Catherine. 


tix. 

Suwarrow, whn^ Iv^saw th|g|dMRpany 
Of C0ssacqUMl|l^eir pcQ|%rtt’d ronSld 
Upon them ms sfiw brow and ^ifilirnJ'Oye " 

** Wh^nde come yd ?” — *|Frotn Con6tanli||^e last* 
Captives just now«scap6d;” was'the reply.^P' ^ 

“ What are ye?’Vj-**\VH«t*y^ leeghi;* Brtefly 
Tlii.s dlaloji^ie; for lie who answer’d knew [pass’d 
To whom Ite spoke, artd iiiude his wov’ds but few. 


“ Vour names'?” — “ Mine 's Johnson* and my com- 
rade's Juan jV * 

TIic other two are ^'ihen, and the llnrd 
Is ntillvcr man ijor woman.” The ohief-lhrew on 
The |wrtyw slight glahre, tlion said, "‘I havclieard 
Jour name before, the second is a r^w one 
To, bring the other |hrce hergf 
But let that ptss think I Ita^ 

In the Nikqiarew- reginient?”-*f*?*‘ 


• LXt4 

'nfoa served at*^Viddin?”— 
atl.ick ?’* 



name 


■-1 - 
* (Ml led the 


Johnson*^ho knew by this long colloqiiy 
Himself a favourite^ ventured to address 
Su>%'arrow, thohgh Engaged with accents hi^ 

. In his resumed amusement. “I confess 
My debt in being tints allow'd to die 
Among the foremost ; but if you ’d express 
ExpKciHy our several posts* n^^fidcnd 
And self would know what duty to attend.” » 

LXVI. 

** Rightl I was busy, dhd forgot. Why, you 
* Will join your former regiment* w liii^ shoiitd be 
Now under arnfs. Hod Ratskoff, take him to— 
(Here be call’d up a j^olish orderly) — » • 

His post, 1 m|nn the regiment Nikolidcw-a 
Tlic stranger stripling may remajn with me ; 

He ’s a fipc boy. The wqnHsn may be seiif 
Tq the otherbaggagc^.dr to the siql-tent.^' * 

r . 

But here a sort of^cehe beg^n to cnsqe>: 

The ladies, -^who by no means had been bred 
To be disposed of in a way so new* 

Although their harain education led 
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Doubtless to that of doctrines the most true, 

Passive obedience, — now raised up the head 
With fli'ishing^oves and starktog tears, and 
Tlieir arms, as Itens their Wings about their 

Lxvnif ^ * 

O’er the promoted couple of brave men ^ , 

Wlio were thus honour’d by the greatest chief 
That ever peopled tMdl with heroes slain, 

Or plunged a province or a realm in grief. 

Oh, foolish mortals! always taught in vain! 

Oh, glorious laurel I since for one sole leaf 
Of thine imaginary doelMiss tree, 

Of blood and'teats must flow tbe unebbing §•»! 

LXIX. 

Suwarrow, wIk) bad small regard for tears. 

And not much syiitpalhy Tor blood, survey'd 
The women with their hair about their ears, 

And natural agouies, with a slight shade 
Of feeling : for however habit soars 
Men's liearts against whole millions, when their 
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow [trade 

Will touch even heroes — and such was Suwarrow. 

LXX. 

Ilesald,~and in tlie kindest Calmuck tone, — 

Why, Johnson, what the devil do you mean ■ 

By bringing women liere ? 1 hey shall be shown 
All the attention possible, and seen 
In safety to the waggons, where alone 
In fact thw can be safe. You should have been 
Aware this kind of baggage never thrives : 

Save wed a vear, I hate recruits with wives.** 


For every thing seem'd resting on his nod, 

As they could ^ead in aU eyes. Now* to them, 
Who were accustom’d, as a sort of god. 

To seethe sulrau, rich in many a gem, 

Like an imperial peacock stalk abroad * 

(That royal bird, whose tail ’s a diadem,) 

With all tbe pomp of powxr, it. was a doubt 
ilow power could coiid^seend to do without. 

LXXV. 

John Johnson, teeing their extreme dismay, , 

Though little versed in feeHngs orieutal. 

Suggested somhsUght comfort in his way ; 

Don Juan, wIh) was much more sentimental, 

Sw ore they should see him by tbe daw n of day, « 

Or that theKussian army should repent all : 

And, strange to Say, the)* found some consolation 
III this— for females like exnggwation. 

And then with tears, and sighs, and spuie sliglit kisses, 
They parted for tbe present— fliaie to await, 
Acooriling to the artilffr,/8 hits oy uiisaes. 

What sages call Chanre, Providmee, or Fetf^ 
(Um^ertainty is one of many blisses, 

A mortgage on Humanity’s estate)— 

While their belov'rd frwnd:> began to arm, 

To burn a town which rtever did them harm. 


Suwarrow, — wbo but saw thiugs in die gross, 
Beihg Hiucli too^ross to- see them in detail, 
Who calculated hfe os so «uudi dross, 

And as the wiiid a widow'd naUou's wail, 
And^ared as little fw his army’s loss .. 

(ho that, their efforts should at length prevan*) 
As wife and friends di8 for the liolls of Job,— 
What was ’t to iiini to liear two woVnen sob? 


“ May it please your excellency,” tlms replied 
Our British friend, *Mhese are the wives of othc/5. 

And not our own. I am too qualified 
By service with mj ntilHarv brothers /• 

To break the rules by bringing one's own.bride 
Into the camp : I know that nought so bothers 
The hearts of Uie heroic on a diarge, 

As leaving a snialk famil/ at large. 

^ txxii. ' : 

“But these are but two.Turkish ladlcs^wlio 
M'itli tlieir attentfant aided our escl^pe, 

And afterwards acronipaniad us through^ 

A thousand perils in lliis du^ioqs sliape. 

To me thi^AindofYlfe is r\ot so new*; 

To them, p6or think.s, it is.an awkward scrape : 

I tlierefipcc*, ify>ou wish me to ligll^freely. 

Request lhat they ma^boUi^ usedgeiiteertxt** 

*tX 3 UU. ^ 

„ . 1^1 • ><' AriiiiflH^lkkbifft^will liircr more resort, 

i Jjnicss «uT.pr.»d<r wuUl be 1b«ud to hahi 
Look d on M rfin d>n,bfM the^ooill^trusj, 1*^ llun'isX l.q^of every court, 

The.r own pro^«^ ; S«ir .urpeise , ,, „ , 

t,e* than tbeir (and.trtily l«..iu«J. , ■. ^ibkely a Troy 

T«j^j» (^ld«tou,raU»er wikfthimv^ . | ,• * ■ ^ . 

clad, ’ t»xx. 

11 ^ tood«m,^ .OB, thou eternal Uoiper 1 1 hay^m#''*' 

Mori fpar‘d;ttarf a|k-llit!rMltahk ‘‘ * ^ Ttf |^t atfiega, wfas^n nioreimen were slain. 


^XVITI. 

Notliing. — Tlic woyk tit glory sWU weiit on 
In prep^ratiqugfor Qcauiionadie 
As tcrriUe-M~$^yiA^f IMoii, 

If Homer badXoimd workers ready made; 

Rut now,iNsUcad of slayii^ ^rigm’s son, 

Wee fi^ly can but talk of.esc^de, [bullets; 

Romhs^ drums, guns, bartidi^ batteries, bayonets, 
llard'W'Xds, wliieb stick in Uie sqft Muses' gullets. 

LXXlX. 

Oil, thou eternal HonAer! wltocould^t charm 
I ^ Alflkears, thaiq^h loo^f dl agCs, though so short, 
‘^nner^ wteldiiigwilb arm 
' HfAdwili umer piore resort. 
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With deadlier engines and a speedier blow, 

Thau in thy Greek gazette of that campaign ; 

And yet, like all men else, I inust allow. 

To vie with thee would be about as vain 
As for a brook to cope with ocean’s flood v 
Uut sHIl we moderns equal you in blood; 

LXXXI. 

If not in poetry) at least in fact; 

And fact is truUi, the grand desideratum! 

Of which, howe’er the Muse describes each act, 

There should be ne’erthcless a slight substratum. 
But now the town is going to be attack'd ; 

Great deeds are doing^ow shall 1 relate 'cm ? 
Souls of immortal generals I Pluebus watdies 
To colour up his roys from your despatches. 

LXXXH. 

Oh, ye great bulletins of Bonaparte ! 

Oh, ye less grand idpg lis^s of kill'd and wounded! 
Sliade of Leonidas, who fought so hearty, 

W hen my poor Greece was once, as now, surrounded! 
Oh, Ca.*sar’s CooiineiitariesI now impart, ye 
Shadows of glory ! (lest I bf confounded) 

A portion of your fading twilight hues, 

So beautiful, so fleeting, to the Muse. 

LXXXlll. 

Wliin 1 call fading " martial immortality, 

I mean, that every age and every year. 

And almost every day, in sad reality, 

Some sucking hero is compell'd to rear. 

Who, when we come to sum up tl|e totality 
Of deeds to human happiness inosVilear, 

Turns out to be a biitehcr.la great business. 

Afflicting young fgiks with a sort of dizzintes.^ 

LXXXIV. 

Medals, rank, ribatids, lace, embrdldery, scarlet, 

Are things immortal to immortal man, 

As purple to tl>e Baby loinaud&r lot : 

An uniform-to boys is like a fan 
To women ; Uisre is scarce a crimson varies 
But deems himself the- first in Gloiif^Tan. 

But Glory *s glory ; and if you would find 
^^ hat that is— ^isk the pig who sees the wind! 

•*4.XXXV. * 

At least he feel$‘it», and some say he $ets, ^ • 
Because he rims befuM it like a pig ; 

Or, if that simple sentence should displease. 

Say that he scuds b^forejt like a brig, 

A schooner, or — but it is lime to ease 
This Canto, ere my Muke peijcdves fatigy^.. 

The nexl| 0 hall rin^ p^l to sliMiib all ))C^kv 
Like a bob-major frofff a viUag^ceple. ^ • 


* (This Canto'b alnoat entirely ilkd with ibe lakuir of ImuH • 
by ftoriD. U wo«kl be abeurd lottlempl. In prow, evi o a CeArfe 
ouUloe of the varied borruco wbt4> ni*cke<l Ibat cekbratnl e^ene* 
of nab (cm and latlftcrlAHu^le carbJBtv: the ttoble wHlertAi 
|4cled them wiUi lU that vivid Md^appollios fidelity,' wMch, oo: 


LXXXVI. 

Hark! through the silence of the cold, dull night, 
Xliobum of aiitiles gaUicring rank 6h rank ! 

Ld ! dusky masses steal in dubious sight 
Along the leaguer'd wall artd bristling bank 
Of the arm’d river, while w itli straggling light 
Tlie stars peep through Uic vapours dim and dank. 
Which curl incurious wrratbs how soon the smoke 
Of Hell shall pall tliein in a deeper cloak ! 

LXX^YII. 

Here pause we for tlie presusi-t-as even tlien 
That aw fu) pause, dividing lifar froip death, 

Struck for an instant on the hearts of men, 
Tliousands of whom were drawing their last breath ! 
A moment — and all w iH be life again ! 

The march! the char^e^ the shoots of either 
faith! 

Hurra! and Allah! and— one moment more— 

The death-cry drowning in the battle's roar. 


my Ji AN. 

CAXTO Tlie II6HTU. • 

I. 

Oh blood and tliunderf and oh blood and wounds! 

These arc but vulgar uadis, as you may deem. 

Too gentle reader ! and most sliocking sounds : 

And so they are; yet thus is Glory's dream 
Unriddled, and as my true Muse expounds 
At present such things, since tlie^ are lier theme. 
So be they herfnspirers ! Call them Mars, 

Belloua, wbat you will— they mean but wars. 

II. 

All ttas prepared — tbe liri, thc^sword, the men 
To w'Md them ia their terrible array. 

The army, like a lion from bis den, 
ftlarch'd forth w*ith nerve and sindws bent to slay,— 
A hujnan Hydra, issuing from its fen 
To brealiie dcalnictioQ ou ils^rtding way. 

Whose heads were heroes, which, cutolT iovain, 
Immediat(fl>*1rT<otbcrs grew* again. 

k*- • HI. 

HisUiry can only takothings in th^grossf 
But could w e know ihem iu/irtoll, pfl'dwnce ’ 

, In bai^acing the ^fit am] tlicdoss, 

War's.merlt |t by no means migiil enhance^ 

To w n^ie so ^u^ gold for n Mtle dross, *. 

As*b\lH^becii'aonc, mere d&nquest to advance. 

^Thc lip a single tear lias more * 

01 honest fame, thin shedding.seas of gore. 


•acb a lhSm*f be frum hif |>utktrlal ; a^d, if 

any Ibinz caa-.iijd^ lu ibc dnsJUrrliiit ^’Oiaibklfny'aftpvt^ioiM la 
> rtadinj; fiiW llu tbe coiMrAUqA ibH poottf .[jn 

'1hoJi^aa#.imlradbf .(l^4ti^'fbUiDu mkid fttdkaaMf rWaie 
a lUe (hat fatb cd'the4M«t?i.uJCM«HX.V^ 


DON JI:aN. 


7!r» 


IV. 

And why? — because it brings self-approbation ; 

Whereas the otl)er, after ail its glare, 

Shouts, bridges, arches, |K.‘nsions from a nation, 
Which (it may be) has not much left to spare, 

A higher title, or a loftier station, 

Tliouglt they may make Corruption gape or stare. 
Yet, in the end, except in Freedom’s battles, 

Are nothin^mt a child of Murder's rattles. 

V. 

And sucli they are — and such they will be found : 
Not so Leonidas and Washington, 

Whose every battle-field is holy ground. 

Which breathes of nations saved, not worlds undone, 
now sweetly on the ear such echoes sound ! 

W'hile tlie mere victor's may appal or stun 
The senile and the vain, such names will be 
A watchword till the future shall be free. 

VI. 

The night was dark, and the thick mist allow’d 
Nought to be seen save the artillery’s flame. 

Which arch’d the horizon like a fiery cloud, 

And io the Danube’s waters shone the same — ' 

A mirror’d hell ! the volleying roar, and loud 
Long booming of each peal on peal, o’ercame 
The car far more tlian thunder ; for Heaven’s flashes 
Spare, or smite rarely— man’s make millions ashesi 

VII. 

The column order’d on the assault scarce pass’d 
Beyond the RiLSsian batteries a few toises, 

When up the bristling Moslem rose at last. 

Answering the Christian timnders w ith like voices : 
Then one vast fire, air, earth, and stream embraced, 
^Vhich rock'd as ’t were bf*neath the miglity noises; 
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna, when 
The restless Titan hiccups in his den. * 

VHI, 

And one enormous shout of ** Allah !'* ’’ rose 
In the same moment, loud as even the roar 
Of war’s most mortal engines, to their foes 
Hurling defiance : city, stream, and shore 


I Resounded ** Allah I” and the clouds which close 
With thick'ning canopy the conflict o’er, 

Vibrate to the Eternal name. Hark! through 
All sounds it pierceth, ** Aliali! Allah! Hu!”* 

IX. 

The columns were in moveiiK'nt one and all. 

But of the portion which attack’d by water, 
Thicker than leaves the lives began to fall,* 

Though led by Arseniew, that great son of slaughter, 
As brave as ever faced both bomb and ball. 

“ Carnage” (so Wordsworth tells you) “ is God’s 
daughter 

If he speak truth, she is Christ's sister, and 
Just now behaved as in the Holy lond. 

X. 

Tlie Prince de Ligne was wounded in the knee ; 

Count Chapeau-Bras, too, had a ball between 
His cap and head,? which proves the he.ad to be 
Aristocratic as was ever seen, 

Because it then received no injury 
< More than the cap ; in fact, the ball could mean 

I No harm unto a right legitimate head : 

; “ Ashes to ashes”— why not lead to lead? 

I XI. 

' Also the General Markow, Brigadier, 

! Insisting on removal of the prince 
I Amid.st some groaning thousands dying near,— 
i All common fellow s, who might w rilhe and wince, 
I And shriek for water into a deaf ear, — 

' The General Markow, who could thus evince 
1 His sympathy for rank, by the same token, 

To teach him greater, had his ow n leg broken. • 

I xir. 

I Three hundred cannon threw up their emetic. 

I And thirty thousand muskets flung their pills 
Like hail, to moke a bloody diuretic. ’ 

I Mortality ! thou hast thy monthly bills ; 

I Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet tick, 

\ Like the death-watch, within our ears the ills 
I Past, present, and to come ; — hurt all juay yield 
i To the true portrait of one battle-field. 


* p*La null ^Uil ol>«cur«; an broailltrU ^paU oe noui permet- 
tait de dliUnsuer autre cho«e qtie le feu de notre arUilrrie, doni 
ITioriion tftail rmbrasd de (oni : ce feu. jiarUnl du milieu du 
Danube, ae ren^hiasait aur lea eaox. et offrail uo cou|f d'oeil Irt*- 
ainsiilier."— //i»t. dt la youcelte Suaale. torn. 111. p. 2W.) 

* [ ** A peine eut'Oii parcouni respace de quelqiie< lolaea au.<Ma 
dea balteriey, qne let Turca, qui n'avaleot point lire petulant toule 
la null, aapercerant de nos moavemcna, commenoerent de Icnr 
cOid un (eu trea-vlf. quI einbrau le rette d«? I'bcMizon : mala cc fut 
bien autre chose lor»|ue, avaneda daranUj^e, le feu de U mousqiie- 
lertecomiBen^adanatoaterdtendaednrempartqtu: noos aperce- 
rtons. Ce fnt alora que la place panit k no* yeux comme on rol- 
can dont Ic fru wtrtail dc toutca parti."— ./Md. p. 209.] 

s ( “ Uo cri unireraci ii'y4llah ! qui »e rdpdiail UMl aulour de la 
Tilie, vlnt encore rcodre plo» extraordinaire eel insUnt, dont II rat 
impoMible de le foire une Idde." — /bid, p. 309.] 

4 Allah flu! is properijr the war cry of Uhj Mu.s»ti|cnaa.<, and they 
dwell on the last lyllable, whioh gives it a wild aod |nculUr ef- 
fect. 

* £ " Too tea lei colon nn duient cn mouvemcol ; Cellcs qui atta- 


qnalcnt par ean, commaoddci par le gdodral Aracnlew, ensuydrrnt 
an feu d[.uMTantabIc, cl (icrdirent avant le jour un tiers de leurs 
officiers. *— de la y. a. tom. Ifi- p. 909-]^ 

S ** Bal r*a ' ao«t dre«d«d limronwol 

lu norktng out a pure Inlenl, 

If mtn amy d tor otutaal klautfbier; 

Tea. Carnoft h thg dauskirr t " 

WoaD<iroBni’l TkMtilitgIrins Ode. 

, T [ '* Le prince de Ligne fot bleasd au genou ; le due de nichellrii 
eiit une ballc entre le foal de ion bonnet et aa tdle.’*— Mat. de la 
youeelle Kuuie, tom. ill. p. 210.] 

• ['*Le brigadier Markon, indiLmt pour qu’on emportit le 
prtnee blcssd, rc^ul un coup dc fmll qui lui fracassa le pled."— /Md. 
p. 2t0.) 

9 TroU cents boiichet k Tea vomlssalent sam inlemiptioD, et 
trente mHle fnslU alimentaient sans rclkche une grdle de ballcs." 
—Ibid. p. ffO.] 

* To vtil, ia« UcUy's: ihU U parbapf m praHy a podi«rt« lor mardcr at 
ever waf toood oot by Carter Ktug at armi.- Wlui noald bate been lalil, 
bad any froe-»pokeo people dlarovcrod sticb a llamige i 
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XIII. 

There the slill varying pangs, wliich multiply 
Until tlieir very number makes meir hard 
By the infinities of agony, 

Whidi meet the gaze, whate’er It may regard — 

The groan, the roll In dust, the all-while eye 
Turn’d back within Its socket,— llicse reward 
Your rank and lile by thousands, while the rest 
May win perhaps a riband at the breast ! 

XIV. 

Yet I love glory;— glory *8 a great thing 
Think what it is to be in your old age ^ 

Maintain’d at the expense of your good king; 

A moderate pension shakes full many a sage, 

And heroes are but made for bards to sing, 

\Vhich is still better; thus inverse to wage 
Your wars eternally, besides enjoying 
Half-pay for life, make mankind worth destroying. 

XV. 

The troops, already disembark’d, push’d on 
TO take a battery on the riglit ; the others, 

Who landed lower dow n, their landing done. 

Had set to work as briskly as their broUiers : 
Being grenadiers, they mounted one by one, 

Cheerful as children climb the breasts of mothers, 
O’er llie entrenchment and the palisade,* 

Quite orderly, as if upon parade. 

XVI. 

And this was admirable; for so hot 
The fire was, that were red Vesuvius loaded, 
Besides its lava, w ith all sorts of shot 
And shells or hells, it could not more have goaded. 
Of officers a tliird fell on the spot, 

A thing which victory by no means boded 
To gentlemen engaged in the assault i 
Hounds, when tbe huntsman tumbles, are at fault. 

XVII. 

But beje 1 leave the general concern, 

To track our hero oo his path of fame : 

He must his laurels separately earn; 

For fifty thousand heroes, name by name, 

Though all deserving equally to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim, 

Would form a lengthy lexicon of glory, 

And what is wohe still, a much longer story : 

XVIII. 

And therefore we must give the greater number 
To the Gazette — whicli doubtless fairly dealt 
By the deceased, who lie in famous slumber 
In ditches, fields, or w heresoe’er they felt 
Their clay for the last time tlieir souls encumber;— 


Tlirice happy he whose name has been well spelt 
In the despatch : I knew a man whose loss 
^Vas printed drove, although his name was Grose. * 

XIX. 

Juan and Johnson join’d a certain corps, 

Andfoiight away with might and main, not knowing 
The way which they had never trod before. 

And still less guessing where they midit be going; 
But on they march’d, dead bodies trampling o’er, 
Firing, and thrusting, slashing, sweating, glowing. 
But fighting thoughtlessly enough to w in, 

To their tiro selves, one w hole bright bulletin. 

XX. 

Thus on they wallow ’d in the bloody mire 
Of dead and dying thousands,— sometimes gaining 
A yard or two of ground, which brought them nigher 
To sonic odd angle for w hidi all were straining ; 

At other times, repulsed by the close fire, 

N^'hich really pour’d as if all hell were raining, 
Instead of heaven, they stumbled backwards o’er 
A wounded comrade, sprawling in his gore. 

XXI. 

Tliough 't was Don Juan's first of fields, and though 
The nightly muster and the silent marrii 
In the chill dark, when courage does not glow 
So much as under a triumphal arch. 

Perhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw 
' A glance on the dull clouds (os thick as starch, 
Whidi stiffen’d heaven) as if he wish’d for day ; — 
Yet for all this he did not run away. 

XXII. 

Indeed he could not. But what if he had ? 

There have been and are heroes who begun 
AVith something not much better, or as bad : 

Frederic llie Great from Molwilz deign’d to run. 
For the first and last time; for, like a pad. 

Or hawk, or bride, most mortals after one 
Warm bout are broken into their new tricks, 

And fight like fiends for pay or politics. 

xxiii. 

He was what Erin calls, in her sublime 
Old Erse or Irish, or it may be PuhIc 
j (The antiquarians, * who can settle time, 

' Wiiicli settles all things, Roman, Greek, or Runic, 
Sweat: th^ Pat’s language sprung from the same dime 
With Hannibal, and wears the Tyrian tunic 
Of Dido’s alphabet ; and this is rational 
As any other notion, and not national); — 

XXIV. 

But Juan was quite a broth of a boy,” 

A thing of impulse and a diild of song ; 


t ( *' Les troapes <lebari|U^ *c |ioit^rrnt k droUe pour 
•'emparer d'ufte luUcric, ct celles d^barquCcs pla< bas, priodpaie- 
moot cotnposect dot ($rcaad»cra de Fanagorie, cM^tadaient le re- 
imnchet^cDl U (>aUsMde.“— //ul. tie la NoutKlh /ruMie, (om. 

Id. p. aio.] 

• A l»ci I ICC the WaierJiKJ Giicettes. l recollect remarking at 


(be time to a frieud There U fame*, a mao is killed, hU name 
U Grose, and they print ll liroTc.” I was at conege with ilie 
dicea^d.-wt^i) was a >'cr 7 amiable and clever man, and his society 
in great request for bu wU, gaiety, and **CbaoMtns i boire." 

1 See Ceoeral Valancey aod Sir Lawrence Parsoos. 
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DUi\ n xy. 


Now swimming in the sentiment of joy, 

Or the seiLSoiioii (if that phrase seem wrong), 

And afterword, if he must needs destroy, 

In such good company as always tlirong 
To battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure, 

No less delighted to employ his leisure; 

XXV. 

But always without malice : if he warr'd 
Or loved, it was witli what we call *Mhe best 
Intentions,*’ which form all mankind's trump card, 
To be produced when brought up to the test. 

The sLatesman, hero, harlot, lawyer — ward 
Off each attack, when people are in quest 
Of their designs, by saying they inemtl mcll : 

’T is pity ** that such meanings should pave hell.” * 

XXVI. 

1 almost lately have begun to doubt ^ 

Whether hell’s pavement — If it be so paced — 

Must not have latterly been quite worn out, 

Not by the numbers good intent hath saved, 

But by the mass who go below without 
Those ancient good intentions, which once shaved 
And smooth'd the brimstone of that street of hell 
Which bears the greatest likeness to Pall Mali. 

XXVII. 

Juan, by some strange chance, whidi oft divides 
Warrior from w arrior in their grim career, 

Like chastest wives from constant husl>ands’ sides 
Just at the close of the first bridal year, 

By one of those odd turns of Fortune’s tides, 

Was on a sudden rather puzzled here, 

When, after a good deal Of heavy firing, 

He found himself alone, and friends retiring. 

XXVIII. 

I don’t know how the thing occurr’d — it might 
Be that the greater part were kill’d or wounded, 
And that the rest had faced unto the right 
About; a circumstance which has confounded 
Cssar himself, who in the verv' sight 
Of his w hole army, which so much abounded 
In courage, was obliged to snatch a shield, 

And rally back his Romans to the field. * 

XXIX. 

Juan, who had no shield to snatch, and was 
No Cxsar, biita fine young lad, who fought 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass, 

Stopp’d for a minute, as perhaps he ought 
For a much longer time ; then, like' an ass — 


7:)3 

(Start not, kind reader, since great Homer thought 
This simile enough for Ajax, Juan 
Perhaps may find it better than a new one) ; 

XXX. 

Tlien, like an ass, he w ent upon his way. 

And, what was stranger, never look’d behind; 

Rut seeing, flashing forward, like the day 
Over the hills, a fire enough to blind 
Tliose who dislike to look upon a fray. 

He stumbled on, to try if he could find 
A path, to add his ow n slight arm and forces 
To corps, the greater part of which w ere oprses. 

XXXf. 

Perceiving then no more the commandant 
Of his own corps, nor even the corps, which had 
Quite disappear’d — the gods know how ! (t can’t 
Account for every thing which may look had 
In history; but weal least may grant 
K was not marvellous that a mere lad. 

In search of glory, should look on before, 

I Nor care a pinch of snuff about his corps : >— 

1 

XXXII. '■ 

Perceiving nor commander nor commanded, 

And left at large, like a young heir, to make 
His way to— where he knew not — single-handed ; 

As travellers follow over bog and brake 
An *rigm$ fatuus; ” or as sailors stranded 
Unto the nearest hut themselves betake; 

So Juan, following honour and his nose, 

Rush’d where the thickest fire announced most foes.* 
xxxni. 

He knew not where he was, nor greatly cared, 

For he was dizzy, busy, and bis veins 
Fill’d as with lightning — for his spirit shared 
The hour, as is the case with lively brains; 

And where the hottest fire w as seen and heard. 

And the loud cannon peal’d his hoarsest strains. 

He rush’d, while earth and air were sadly shaken 
By thy humane discovery, Friar Bacon 
xxxiv. 

And as he rush’d along, It came to pass he 
Fell in with what was late the second column, 
Under the orders of the General Lascy, 

But now reduced, as is a bulky volume 
i Into an elegant extract (much less massy) 

Of heroism, and took his place with solemn 
Air ’midst the rest, wlio kept their valiant faces 
. And levell'd weapons still against the glaeis. 


» The Por(Dgue»e proveit Myt that “ heU b paved with good 
iDteoUons.'* 

» [“The Nervii marched to ihc number nfdxly (housand, and 
fcll upon Cx«ar. as he was rurlifyiug Uis camp, and had not the 
icaat iiotiuu of so sudden an attack. Tliey first rooted his cavalry, 
and then surrounded tl>e twelfth and the seventh Iraions. and 
killed all the officers. Hail not Cirsav snatched a huckicr fruui 
one of hi« own men, forced blswajr Ihrougli the combatants Iwrforc 
him, and riulied upon the barbarlansj or had mil Uie linlli le- 
gion, seeing hb danger, ran from the heights where they were 


posted, and mowed down the enemy’s rankf; not one Roman 
would have survived ihebaUle.”— Plitshch. 

) [** N'aiiercevaat pins le commaisdani du corps doiil je fiiiMb 
partle. et ignorant ou je devais porter mev p 2 <, je crus reconnaltro 
Ic lleti oil Ir reropart ^taii situd : on y fauail uii feu awes vif, quo 
I Jejugejl^treceluidu gdiidral-inajor de Lascy." — I/Ut. de la ff. 
R. p. SIO.} 

I 4 Uuopowder Is said to have been dboovered by IbisfrUr. {X. R. 

Though Pgiar Bacon scenu tohavedbeovered gunpowder, he ItaiHlio. 
I Atsmaitify not to record bu discovery io iatelligible lauguage.^R.J 
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XXXY. 

Just at this crisis up came Johnson loo, 

Who had “ retreated,” as the phrase is wtien j 
Men run away much rather than go through I 

Destruction’s jaws into the devil’s den ; ^ 

But Johnson was a clever fellow, who | 

Kr.ew when and how “ to cut and come again,” ; 
And never ran away, except when running i 

Was nothing but a valorous kind of cunning. ^ 

XXXVI. I 

And so, when all his edrps were dead or dying, ^ 

Except Don Juan, a mere novice, whose | 

More virgin valour never dreamt of flying. | 

From ignorance of danger, which indues 
Its votaries, like innocence relying [thews, — 

On its own strength, with careless nerves and | 
Johnson retired a little, just to rally { 

Those who catcli cold in “shadows of Death’s valley.” ; 

XXXYII. ' 

And toere, a little shelter’d from the shot, 1 

^Vhlch rain’d from bastion, battery, parapet, j 

Rampart, wall, casement, house — for there was not 
In this extensive city, sore bt^set 
By Christian soldiery, a single spot 
Whicli did not combat like the devil, as yet,— 

He found a number of Chasseurs, all scatter'd 
By the resistance of the chase they batter’d. 

XXXYllI. 

And these he call’d on ; and, w hat ’s strange, they came 
Unto bis call, unlike “ the spirits from 
The vasty deep,” to w hom you may exclaim, 

Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave their home.' 
Tlieir reasons were uncertainty, or shame 
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb. 

And that odd impulse, which in wars or creeds 
Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. 

XXXIX. 

By Jove t he was a noble fellow, Johnson, 

And though his name, than Ajax or Achilles, 
Sounds less harmonious, underneath the sun soon 
We shall not sec his likeness : he coold kill bis 
Man quite as quietly as blows the monsoon 
Her steady breath (which some months the same 
Seldom he varied feature, hue, or muscle, [xfi/l is) : 
And could be very busy without bustle. 

XX. 

And therefore, when he ran away, he did so 
Upon reflection, knowing that bdiind 
He would find others who would fain be rid so 


Of idle apprehensions, whicli like wind 
Trouble heroic stomachs. Though their lids so 
Oft are soon closed, all heroes ace not blind, 

But when they light upon immediate death. 

Retire a little, merely to take breath. 

XU. 

But Johnson only ran off, to return 
» Ith many other warriors, as we said, 

Unto that rather somewhat misiy bourn, 

W hich Hamlet tells us is a pass oTdread. • 

To Jack howe’er this gave but slight concern : 

His soul (like galvanism upon the dead) 

Acted upon the living as on wire, 

And led them back into the heaviest fire. 

XLII. 

Egad! they found tlie second time what they 
The first time thought quite terrible enough 
To fly from, malgre all w hich people say 
Of glory, and all that immortal stuff 
Which fills a regiment {besides their pay. 

That daily slulUng which makes warriors tough) — 
They found on their return the sclfrsame welcome, 
W’hicli made some think, and others fcnou', a hell come. 

XLllI. 

They fell as thick as harvests beneath hail, 

Grass before scythes, or corn below the sickle. 
Proving that trite old truth, that life ’s as frail 
As any other boon for which men stickle. 

The Turkish batteries thrash'd them like a flail, 

Or a good boxer, into a sad pickle 
Putting the very bravest, who were knock’d 
Upon the head, before their guns were cock’d. 

XLIV. 

The Turks behind the traverses and flanks 
Of the next bastion, fired aw ay like dex ils. 

And swept, as gales sweep foam away, whole ranks : 
However, Heaven knows how, the Fate who levels 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pranks, 

So order’d it, amidst these sulphury revels, 

Tliat Johnson and some few who had not scamper’d, 
Reach’d the interior talus * of the rampart. * 

XLV. 

First one or two, then five, six, and a dozen 
Came mounting quickly up, for it was now 
All neck or nothing, as, like pilch or rosin, 

Flame was shower’d forth above, as well ’s below. 
So that you scarce could say who best had chosen, 
The gentlemen that were the first to show 
Their martial faces on the parapet, 

Or those who thought it brave to wait as yet. 


* } Olmiover. ** 1 ctn call iptriU rrom (be vasty deep. 

EoUpur. so can I, or to c«o idt ouo : 

Bui nlil llscy come wbeo you do call for ibem?"-- 
Oeur]/ IV.} 

* [ --‘Mbe dreed of sorotlliloa »nrr dcalh,-. 

Tbe undlseover d cooniry, from nCMse bonm 

No iraveUer 

> t*' rolHi, .-the elope or iDcUiuUoq of ■ well, whereby, re> 
cllnkug «t ibe lop w) u to rail wllhiu lU base, tlie UUckBfsM b rra* 
dually lesaeueii according to the height.'*— Wl/ir. Diet.] 


* [ “Appelant ceui dea cJiasaeun giil ^Ulent autoar de mol «i 
aaaez grand nombre, Je ra'aTincal d rcconnui nc m 6tre point 
tronip^ dans mon calcut; c’dtalt en etfet ceUe colonnc qui & 1 lo- 
sUnt parvonait au lommei du retoparL Lea Tiirca de derrlCre lea 
travera el Ics Bancn des baMlom TtMsins faiMiMJl aur cUc no fni 
Iri^Tir de canon clde mousquetcrie. Jc grarli, avec lesgena t[ui 
ni'aTalcntmivl, te talus iDlWcnrdu reroparl."— dt la A’./!, 
p. 111.] 
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XLYI. 

But those who sealed found out that their advance 
■\Yas favour’d by an accident or blunder : 

The Creek or Turkish Cohorn’s ittnorance 
llad pallisado'd in a way you ’d wonder 
To see in forts of Netherlands or France — 

(Though these to our Gibraltar must knock under)->- 
Right iu the middle of the parapet 
Just named, these palisades were primly set : * 

XLva. 

So that on either side some nine or ten 
Paces were left, whereon you could contrive 
To march; a great convenience to our men, 

At least to all those who were left alive, 

Who thus could form a line and tight again ; 

And that which farther aided them to strive 
Was, that they could kick down the palisades, 

Whicli scarcely rose much higher than grass blades.* 

XLVIII. 

Among the first,— I will not say the first, 

For such precedence upon such occasions 
Will oftentimes make deadly quarrels burst 
Out between friends as well as allied nations : 

The Briton must be bold who really durst 
Put to such trial John Bull’s partial patience, 

As say that Wellington at W'atcrioo 

Was beaten,— though the Prussians say so too; — 

XLIX. 

And that if Blucber, Bulow, Gneisenau, 

And God knows who besides in “ au ” and “ ou,” 
Uad not come up in time to cast an awe* 

Into the hearts of Uiosc who fought till now 
As tigers combat with an empty craw, 

The Duke of Wellington had ceased to show 
His orders, also to receive his pensions, 

Which are the heaviest that our history mentions. 

L. 

But never mind;— “ God save the king! ” and kings ! 

For if he don’t, I doubt if men will longer — 

I think I hear a little bird, who sings 
The people by and by will be the stronger : 

The veriest jade will wince whose harness wrings 
So much into the raw as quite to wrong her 
Beyond the rules of posting,— and the mob 
At last fall sick of imitating Job. 

u. 

At first it grumbles, then it swears, and then, 

Like David, flings smooth pebbles ’gainst a giant; 


At last it takes to weapons such as men 
Snatch when despair makes human hearts lesspliant. 
Then comes “ the lug of war ; ” — ’t w ill come again, 

I rather doubt : and I would fain say “0e on ’l,’* 
If 1 bad not perceived that revolution 
Alone can save the eartli from hell’s pollution. 

LII. 

But to continue : — I say not the first. 

But of the first, our little friend Don Juan 
Walk’d o’er the walls of Ismail, as if nursed [one 
Amidst such scenes — though this was quite a new 
To him, and I should hope to most. The thirst 
Of glory, which so pierces through and through one, 
Pervaded him — although a generous creature, 

As warm in heart as feminine iu feature. 

Lilt. 

And here he was — who upon woman’s breast, 

Even from a child, felt like a child ; howe’er 
The man in all the rest might be confest. 

To him it was Elysium to be there ; 

And he could even withstand that awkward test 
Which Rousseau points out to the dubious fair, 

“ Observe your lover when he leaves your arms; ” 
But Juan never left them, while tlieyhad charms, 

LIV. 

Unless compell’d by fate, or wave, or wind, 

Or near relations, who are much the same. 

But here he was!— where each tie that can bind 
Humanity must yield to steel and flame : 

And he whose very body was all mind, 

Flung here by fate or circumstance, which tame 
The loftiest, hurried by the time and place, 

Dash’d on like a spurr’d blood-horse in a race. 

IV. 

So was his blood slirr’d while he found resistance. 

As is the hunter’s at the five-bar gate, 

Or double post and rail, where the existence 
Of Britain’s youth depends upon their weight, 

The lightest being the safest : at a distance 
He hated cruelty, as all men hate 
Blood, until heated— and even then his own 
At times would curdle o’er some heavy groan. - 

LVI. 

The General Lascy, who had been hard press'd, 

Seeing arrive an aid so opportune 
As were some hundred youngsters all abreast, 

Who came as if just dropp’d down from the moon, 
To Juan, who was nearest him, address’d 
His thanks, and hopes to take the city soon, 


* ['* Ce DC fnt que dans cet Instant qoe je reconnns combicn 
I’i^orance du construcleur des palissadea ^lait inrportanle ponr 
nous; car. comtne eUra <Maicntpiac4fcs in milieu du parapet," etc. 

de la n. n. p. 2H.J 

* [ ** II y avail de cheque edt^ oeuf k dix pieds sur lesqftela on 
pouvait marcher; et les sotdats, apr6s itre months, avaient pu se 
raD^er coniitsod^meot aur Tespace ext^rinir, qoi oc a’^Icrait qnc 
d‘a peu pris deux pfeds au-dcasus du niveau de la icrre.**— /Wd. 
P- 8*1.) 


I 3 [It has been a ravonrite averrion wiUi almost all the Fnncli. 

, and some English writers, that the Engllih were on the poioi of 
being defeated, when tbc Prussian force came up. The conirar; 

’ is the truth. Baron lluffllng has given (he most expMcll leati- 
j mooy, "that the battle coukl have afforded no favourable result 
I to Uic enemy, even iftlie Pntssians had uever come up." The 
j laurels of Waterloo must be divided— the Brillsli woo the battle, 
I the Pnissiaiis achieved iihI rendered available the vlclory.— Stn 
1 WAiTia Scott.) 
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Not reckoning him to be a *^base Bezonian ” * 

(As Pistol calls it)^ but a young Livonian.* 

LTIl. 

Juan^ to whom he ^pokc in German, knew 
As much of German as of Sanscrit, and 
In answer made an inclination to 
The general who held him in command ; 

For seeing one with ribands, black and blue, 

Stars, medals, and a bloody sword in hand, 
Addressing him in tones which seem'd to thank, 

Ue recognised an officer of rank. 

LTIII. 

Short speeches pass between two men who speak 
No common language; and besides, in time 
Of war and taking tow ns, when many a stiriek 
Rings o'er the dialogue, and many a crime 
Is perpetrated ere a word can break 
Upon the ear, and sounds of horror chime 
In, likecliurcii-bellsjwitbsigb, howl, groan, yell, prayer, 
lliere cannot be much conversation there. 

LIX. 

And therefore all w'e have related in 
Two long octaves, pass'd in a little minute; 

But in the same small minute, every siti 
Contrived to gel itself comprised within it. 

The very cannon, deafened by the din. 

Grew dumb, for you might almost hear a linnet, 
As soon as thunder ’midst the general noise 
Of human nature’s agonising voice! 

LX. 

Tlie town was enter’d. Oh eternity! — 

“Cod made the country, and man mode the town,*’ 
So Cowper says — and I begin to be 
Of his opinion, wlien 1 see cast down 
Rome, Babylon, Tyre, Carthage, Nineveh, 

All walls men know, and many never known; 

And pondering on the present and the past, 

To deem tlic woods slinll be our home at last : — 

LXI. 

Of all men, saving Sylla* the man*slayer, 

Who passes for In life and death most lucky. 

Of the great names which in our faces stare, 

The General Boon, back- woodsman of Kentucky, 
Was happiest amongst mortals any where : 

For killing nothing but a bear or buck, he 


» [PistoT* “BKontoft" U a comiptlon of needy 

man— Tnclaphorically (at (eaiM) a acoiino'reL] 

* {" Lo gener d Lascy. royaut arrher tm coipi si k propos i son 
aeconr*. ■’avanca rcra Tofficicr qui Taraii conduit, er, le prcnaoi 
ponr on Livonieti. lai flt. en illemand, lea ctmiplirocns lea plus 
ftalteun ; le jeune railttaire (ie due dc lllcheliuu:'. qui partait par- 
fiitemcDt cell'* lan|ue, y r^pondit avec sa inodeMio ordinaire.” 
—Hitt, de In R. p. 211.] 

3 [See ante, p. 263.J 

4 [ ” Tlw wildest sotitmles are to tlie taste of some pc<^)Ic. Ge- 
neral Boon, who was chielly inslnirocnttfl in llic first setUemeui 
of Kentucky, Is of this turn. It is said, tiiat he is now (IBIS;, at 
tlw age seventy, pursuing the daily chase two hundred iiiHes to 
Uie westward of the last atMxle of ciriliseJ man. He had rclired 


Enjoy’d the lonely, vigorous, harmless days 
Of his old age in wilds of deepest maze.< 

LXII. 

Crime came not near him— she is not the child 
Of solitude; Health shrank not from him— for 
Her home is in the rarely trodden wild, 

^^ here if men seek her not, and death be more 
Hicir choice than life, forgive tliem, as beguiled 
By habit to what their own hearts abhor — 

In cities caged. The present rase in point I 
Cite is, Uiat Boon lived bunting up to ninety; - 

LXIII. 

' And what ’s still stranger, left liehiud a name 
I For which men vainly decimate the tlirong, 

! Not only famous, but of that good fame, ' 

I Without which glory *s but a tavern song — 

I Simple, serene, the antipodes of shame, 

I Which hate nor envy e>r could tinge with wrong; 

An active hermit, even in age the child 
I Of Nature, or the man of Ross run wild. 

LXIV. 

T is true he shrank from men even of his notion, 
tVhen they built up unto his darling trees, — 

Ue moved some hundred miles off, for a station 
Where there were fewer houses and more ease ; * 
The inconvenience of civilisation 
Is, that you neither can be pleased nor please ; 

But where be met the individual man, 

He sbow’d himself as kind as mortal can. 

LXV. 

He was not all alone : around him grew 
A sylvan tribe of cliildren of the chase, 

Whose young, un waken’d world was ever new. 

Nor sword nor sorrow yet had left a trace 
On her unwrinkled brow, nor could you view 
A frown on Nature’s or on human face; — 

Tlie free-born forest found and kept them free. 

And fresh as is a torrent or a tree. 

LXVI. 

And tall, and strong, and swift of foot were they, 
Beyond the dwarling city’s pale abortions, 

Because their thoughts had never been the prey 
Of care or gain : the green woods were their portions : 
No sinking spirits told them they grew gray. 

No fashion made them apes of her distortions ; 


lo a choseo spot, Im* ynTid ihc Mistouri, which, after him. Is named 
Boon's Lick, ooiirf the reach, as he (lattered himself, of Intrusion; 
but while men, even there, cucroached upon him, and. two years 
ago, ho went back two hundred miles farther.**— Btrki>rrk'a Aofea 
on America,] 

< ["Such is the restless ditpoailinn of (hese l>ack-wuodMucn, 
and so averse are Ihelr habits from Uioie of.a civilised neighbour- 
hood, that iiolhing short of the salt, sandy desert can stop Uiciu. 
The nutorloui l)ar?icl Boon, who about fifty different timea has 
shifted his abode westward, as civilisation approached Iiii dwelling, 
when asked the cause of lib ficqiitmi change, replied. ‘ 1 ihiuk it 
time lo reibov e, when 1 can no longer fell a Iree for fuel, so tiul 
lU lO]> w ill Uc within a few yards of my cabin.'*'— /tee. 
vol. xiU. p. U.] 
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Simple they were> not savage; and their rifles, 
Though very true, were not yet used for trifles. 

• 

LXVII. 

Motion was in their days, rest in their slumbers, 
And cheerfulness the handmaid of their toh ; 

^or yet loo many nor too few their numbers ; 

Corruption could not make their hearts her soil ; 
Thelusl which stings, the splendour w hich encumbers, 
AVith the free foresters divide no spoil : 

Serene, not sullen, were the solitudes 
Of this unsighing people of the woods. 

LXVUI. 

So much for Nature by way of variety, 

Now back to thy great joys, Civilisation ! 

And the sweet consequence of large society, 

War, pestilence, the despot’s desolation. 

The kingly scourge, the lust of notoriety, ' 

The millions slain by soldiers for their ration. 

The scenes like Catherine’s boudoir at threescore, 
With Ismail’s storm to soften it the more. 

LXIX. 

Tlie town was enter’d: flrstone column made 
Its sanguinary way good—then another; 

The reeking bayonet and the flashing blade 
Clash’d ’gainst the scimitar, and babe and mother 
With distant shrieks w ere heard Heaven to upbraid ; — 
Still closer^ulphury clouds began to smother 
Ttie breath of morn and man, where foot by foot 
The madden’d Turks their city still dispute. 

LXX. 

Koutousow, he who afterward beat back 

(With some assistance from the frost and snow) 
Napoleon on his bold and bloody track, 

It happen'd was himself beat back Just nov^ : 

He was a jolly fellow, and could crack 
His jest alike in face of friend or foe, 

Though life, and death, and victory were at stake ; ' 
But here it seem’d his jokes had ceased to take : 

LXXI. 

For having thrown himself into a ditch, 

Follow’d in haste by various grenadiers, 

Whose blood the puddle greatly did enrich, 

He climb’d to where the parapet appears ; 


But there his project reach’d its utnwst pitdi 
(’Mongst other deaths the General Ribaupierre's 
Was much regretted), for the Moslem men 
Threw Uiem all down into the ditch again. * 

Lxxn. 

And had it not been for some stray troops landing 
l^ey knew not where, being carried by the stream 
To some spot, where they lost their understanding, 
And wander’d up and down as in a dream, 

Until they reach’d, as daybreak was expanding, 

That which a portal to their eyes did seem, — 

The great and gay Koutousow might have lain 
Where three parts of his column yet remain.' 

LXXIII. 

And scrambling round the rampart, these same troops, 
After the taking of the Cavalier,”* 

Just as Koutousow’s most “ forlorn” of “ hopes” 
Took, like cliameleons, some slight tinge of fear, 
Open’d the gate call’d ^^Kilia,” to the groups’ 

Of baffled heroes, who stood shyly near, 

Sliding knee*deep in lately frozen mud, 

Now thaw'd into a marsh of human blood. 

LXXIV. 

The Kozacks, or, if so you please, Cossneques — ' 
(I don't much pique myself upon orthography. 

So that ! do not grossly err in tracts, 

Statistics, tactics, politics, and geography) — 
Having been used to serve on horses’ hacks, 

And no great dilettanti in topography 
Of fortresses, but lighting where it pleases 
Their chiefs to order, — were all cut to pieces.^ 

LXXV. 

Their column, though the Turkish batteries thunder’d 
Upon them, ne'ertheiess had reach'd the rampart,? 
And naturally thought they could have plunder’d 
The city, without being farther hamper’d ; 

But as it happens to brave men, they blunder’d — 

The Turks at flrst pretended to have scamper'd, 
Only to draw them ’twixt two bastion corners,* 
From whence tiiey sailieddn those Christian scorners. 

LXVVI. 

Then being taken by the tail — a taking 
Fatal to bishops as to soldiers— these 


* [“Pannl let coIonDct, uiic tie ceiln qut toufTrlrent le pins 

etait commandee par le Kouluuxow (.tujourd'bui prince 

de Smdlemko). Ce brave miUtairc rintr^pidiU k un grand 
nombre de coonaissances acquUes ; ii marche au fen avec la mdtne 
gaicie qu'll va fc tine f^e; U uU commauder avec aulaol dc aang- 
froid d^ploie iTesprit el d'amabdiie dans le commerce habl- 
tuel de la vie.”— //ial. de la A', fi. lom. IH. p. 211.] 

* brave Kouloiuow «c jeU dans le fuud. fut suivl det 
Siena, ct ne pi^n^tra Jusqn'aa haul da parapet qu'aprea avoir 
Cprouvd dcs dsrficult^ locroyables. ( Le brigadier Bibaupierre 
perdu la vie dans ceile occasion > il avail 6x6 I'esUme g6it6rde, el 
■<u mort occaslona beaucoup de regreU.) Lea Turev acconrureai 
cn grand nombret ccLte mullitude repuiitsa deux foU le gOodral 
Jtuqu'ai) fosse.”— /Sid. p. *12.] 

' { guelqiies troupes nuses. emi>orl6es par k ctiuraol. u'ayani 
l>u ddbaniuer sur le terrain qu'oa ieur avail present stc-”— jMd. 
p. 215 ] 


* [A ** Cavalier” is an eleviilon of earth, liliuled ordinirUj In 
the gorge of a toslion, bordered with a parapet and cut into more 
or fewer embrasures, according (u Us ca])acUf.— iiri/U. Did.]' 

longCrenl le rempart, apr6s la prise du cavalier, el 

I ouvrirenl la porie dile de A'i/hi aux soldals du g6a6ral Koutou- 
zow.’'— f/ift de la A*. A. t ill. p. 213.] 

^ II 6UU r6serv6 aux Kozaki de combler de kurs corps la 
parlie du fosad ou Us combaiialcnl; leiir coloone avail 6l6 divistk 
i entre MM. Plaluw et d'Orkiw. . /Md. p. 21S.] 

T “ La premkiT parlie, devant sejuhidre k la gauche dn 
g6ikra] Ars6nku. fill fondroy6e |>ar le frti ties batteries, ct par- 
vlnl n6aiimoins aa haut du remparl.”— /bid. p.aiS.] 

* t**Les Turcs la laiwereiit un pen s'avanoer dana la ville, et 
fireni detut sorties par ks angles saillans de$ hasth>as.'‘— /Md. 
p. SIS. 
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Cossacques were all cut 60 as day was breaking. 
And found their lives were let at a short leas«» 
But perish'd without shivering or shaking, 
heaving as ladders their heap'd carcasses, 

O’er which Lieuteuant-Colonel Yesouskoi 
March'd with the brave battalion of Polouzki ' 

Lxxvn. 

This valiant man kill'd all the Turks he met, 

But could not eat tliem, being in his turn 
Slain by sonie Mussulmans* who would not yet. 
Without resistance, see their city bum. 

Tlie walls were won, but 't was an even bet 
Which of the armies would have cause to mourn : 
T was blow for blow, disputing inch by inch, 

For one would not retreat, nor t’ otlicr flinch. 

LXXVIII. 

Another column also suffer’d much : — 

And here we may renrark with the historian. 

You should but give few cartridges to such 
Troops as are meant to march with greatest glory 
on : 

When matters must be carried by the touch 
Of the bright bayonet, and they all should hurry on, 
They sometimes, with a hankering for existence, 
Keep merely flring at a foolish distance..* 

LXXIX. 

A junction of the General Mcknop’s men 
(Without the General, who had fallen some time 
Before, being badly seconded just then) 

Was made at length with those who dared to climb 
The death-disgorging rampart once again; 

And though the Turk’s resistance was suUime, 
They took the bastion, whicji the Seraskier 
Defended at a price extremely dear. * 

LXXX. 

Juan and Johnson, and some volunteers. 

Among the foremost, o0er'd him good quarter, 

A word which little suits with Sernskiers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Tartar. 

He died, deserving w*ell his country's tears, 

A savage sort of military martyr. 

An English naval oBicer, who w ish'd 
To make him prisoner, was also dish’d : 


< 1 "Alon, K troavant pri«e en qaeoe, elle fot dena^.; cepen* 
claut le lieiitenant-cokmcl YeMutkut. qol coiuniaDdaU U r^aenre, 
compoa^o d'Dii balaiiloa <lu regimcol de PuluaA. U-arena k fgasd 
sur lea cadavrei dca Koxaka. . Uiti. d« la N. Jt. lom. Ui. 
P.2I5.J 

• [. . . et eitermfna toua lea Torca qii'il eut co k(e > cc bravo 
liouuic fut tiui pendaut racUoa.’*—'/frid. p- 213.] 

a “ L'autre partie des Koaaks, qirorlow comroaodait. aoiifTrit 
do la maokre la plua'cruelle t elle aUaqua k maintca rcpdact, fat 
auuveot repouii»6.\ el pcrdil lea deux lien de aoa monJe. E( 
G cal Id le lieu de placer aoe ohaervatiuo. que noua prcQ(»n« daua 
lea m^moirca qul Doua guldeot; cllc fail remarquer comblea II 
eat iiul vu de doaoer beaucoup de cartoiichca aux aoldala qui doi- 
vent emporter uo puatc dc vivo force, ct par coa«fqiieDt ou la 
lialufioeUe doit priocipalcmctit agirt iU penient ne devoir le 
aervlr de celte demlCre anne que loraque lea cartoucbca aont 
^puiato t dons celte |)enaaakn), ila rclordcnt leur marclic, et 


LXXXl. 

For all the answer to his proposition 
Was from a pistol-shot tlfht laid him dead 
On which the rest, without more intermission. 

Began to lay about with steel and lead — 

The pious metals most in requisition 
On such occasions : not a single head 
Was spared three thousand Moslems perish’d licrc. 
And sixteen bayonets pierced Uic Seraskier. * 

Lxxxn. 

Tlic city *s taken — only pari by part— 

And Death is drunk with gore : there 's not a street 
Where fights not to the last some desperate heart 
For those for whom it soon shall cease to beat.7 
Uere W'ar forgot his own destructive art 
In more destroying Nature ; and the beat 
Of carnage, like the Nile's sun-sodden slime, 
Engender'd monstrous shapes of every crime. 

LXXXIII. 

A Russian officer, in martial tread 
Over a heap of bodies, felt his heel 
Seized fast, as if ’t were by the serpent's head 
AVhose fangs Eve taught her human seed to feel : 

In vain he kick’d, and swore, and writhed, and bled, 
And howl'd for help as wolves do for a meal — 

The teeth still kept their gratifying hold. 

As do the subtle snakes described of old. 

LXXXIV. 

A dying Moslem, who had felt the foot 
Of a foe o'er him, snatch'd at it, -and bit 
The very tendon which is most acute — 

(Tliat whicli some ancient Muse or modern wit 
Named aRer tjicc, Achilles) and quite through 't 
He made tlw teeth meet, nor relinquish’d it 
Even w ith his ife— for (but they lie) *t is said 
To the live leg still clung the sever'd head. 

LXXXV. 

However this may be, ’t is pretty sure 
The Russian officer for life was lamed. 

For the Turk’s teeth struck faster than a skewer. 
And left him ’midst the invalid and maim’d : 

The regimental surgeon could not cure 
Uis patient, and perhaps w'as to be blamed 


rettent plus long>kmpi exposes su canon et k la milrallle de I’en- 
oemi.'*— //lit. dt la A’, n. p. 2U.] 

4 [''LajoDctloDtle U cf^unoc de Mckoop^k general etant 
nial seconde fpi lue 1— s’etani cITectuee avee celk qul 1‘avotsinait. 
ces colooDCs atUquerenl u:i bsstjun, vl eprouvereot une re«i»> 
lance opioidtre ; mais bientut des cris dc victoire sc font entCDdrc 
de laules parts, et le basliun esl cmporie t k seraskier defcndalt 
celte parlie."— p. SU. 

Un ofiicier de marine anglais vent k faire prlsonnler. 
el revolt uu coup de plslokt qul leienil raidc mort.**— 
p. SU.) 

* [ Les Russes passent trou milk Turcs ati 01 de l epde ; seize 
baTuDiictles*perccnt k la fols k seraskier."— /Aid. p. 214.] 

7 t*‘La vilie est einportee; rimage de la n>orl et dc la destruc- 
tion se rcpresnite dc tous lescOtesi lesoldal (urieux n'ecoute plus 
la vuix de scs orOciers, Une respire qne le carnage; aUerdde sanft, 
tout est indifferent pour lui.'*— p. 2U.) 
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More than the head of the inveterate foe, 

Which was cut off, and scarce even then let go. 

LXXXVI. 

But then the fact 's a fact--and *t is the part 
Of a true poet to escape from fiction 
Whene'er he can ; for tliere is little art 
In leaving verse more free from the restriction 
Of truth than prose, unless to suit the mart 
For what is sometimes call'd poetic diction, 

And that outrageous appetite for lies 
Which Satan angles witli for souls, like flies. 

LXXXVll. 

The city ’s taken, but not render'd !^No ! • 

There's not a Moslen) that hatli yielded sword : 
The blood may gush out, as the Danube’s flow 
Rolls by the city wall ; but deed nor word 
AdmowMge aught of dread of death or foe : 

In vain the yell of victor}' is roar'd 
By the advancing Muscovite — the groan 
Of the last foe is echoed by his own. 

Lxxxvin. 

The bayonet pierces and the sabre tleaves, 

And human lives are lavish’d every where, 

As the year closing whirls the scarlet leaves 
When the stripp’d forest bows to the bleak air, 
And groans ; and thus the peopled city grieves, 

Shorn of its best and loveliest, and left bare ; 

But still it falls with vast and awful splinters, 

As oaks blown down with all tlieir thousand winters. 

LXXXIX. 

It fs an awful topic— -but ’t is not 
My cue for any time to be terrific : 

For checker'd as is seen our human lot 
With good, and bad, and worse, alike prolific 
Of melancholy merriment, to quote 
Too much of one sort would be soporific ; 

W’ ithout, or with, offence to friends or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly as it goes. 

xc. 

An4 one good action m the midst of crimes 
Is quite refreshing,” in the affected phrase 
Of tltese ambrosial, Pharisaic times, 

V\ ilh all their pretty milk-and-water ways. 

And may serve therefore to bedew these rh}'mes, 

A little scorch’d at present with the blaze 
Of conquest and its consequences, which 
Make epic poesy so rare and rich. 


xci. 

Upon a taken bastion, where there lay 
Thousands of slaughter’d men, a yet warm group 
Of murder’d women, who had found their way 
To this vain refuge, made the good heart droop 
And shudder;— w'hilc, ns beautiful as May, 

A female dhld of ten years tried to stoop 
And hide her little palpitating breast 
Amidst the bodies lull’d in bloody rest. ’ 
xcii. 

Two villanous Cossacques pursued the child [them. 
With flashing eyes and weapons : match’d with 
The rudest brute that roams .Siberia's wild. 

Has feelings pure and polish’d as a gem, — 

The bear is civilised, the wolf is mild ; 

And whom for this at last must we condemn ? 
Their natures? or their sovereigns, who employ 
All arts to teach their subjects to destroy ? 

XCIII. 

Their sabres glitter’d o'er her little head, 

Wh«mce her fair hair rose twining witli affright, 
Her hidden face was plunged amidst the dead ; 

When Juan caught a glimpse of this sad sight, 

I shall not say exactly what he said. 

Because it might not solace “ears polite;”* 

But what he did. was to lay on their backs, 

The readiest way of reasoning with €k)ssacques. 
xciv. 

One’s hip he slash’d, and split the other's shoulder. 
And drove them with their brutal yells to seek 
If there might be chirurgeons who could solder 
The wounds they riclily merited, * and shriek 
Their baflied rage and pain ; while waxing colder 
As he turn'd o’er each pale and gory cheek, 

Don Juan raised his little captive from 
The heap a moment more had made her tomb, 
xcv. 

And she was chill as they, and on her face 
A slender streak of blood announced how near 
Her fate had been to that of all her race ; 

For the same blow which laid her mother here 
Had scarr’d her brow, and left its crimson trace 
As the last link with all she had held dear ; * 

But else unhurt, she open'd her large eyes, 

And gazed on Juan with a wild surprise. 

xcvi. 

Just at this instant, while their eyes were fix’d 
Upon each other, with dilated glance. 


* ( Je caiival U vie k une fiHe de dlx am. doot rinnocence et 
U C4iKlfur forinaieut un coatrasle blca frappaut avec U rage de 
tout ce qtii in'roviroDuait £q arrlvaiil lur le baatioo oil Ic coru- 
bat cesaa et oil comtoen^a le carnage, J’aper^m un groupr de 
quatre remtnea egorg^, rntre leaqiirllea cet eiitint, d’une Ugure 
chartnanlo, chercliiK un aaile contre la fureur dc dc-ux Kofaka 
qui i^Uient aur le point de la maiaacrer.**— Utc dr HiCHruRU. 
Sec nut. de la n. b. tom. i(l. p. XI7.} 

• ( ** Bat never mention hell to ears polite.”— f*orR.} 

3 {Cefpectaclem’atUrablcniat, et je n'beaitai pas, comme oa 


peut tc croirc. k pmidrc coire mes bras celte inforlnn^, qae les 
barbares voulalent y potirsuivre encore. J'eus bien de la pelue k 
me rctenir cl k ue pa» pcrcer ce« rahilrablcj du sabre que jc lenals 
su»|K-ndu sur Icur tCte s— Je me conlentai ceiicndanl de !« iqol- 
gfer, non sana leur prodiguer lea coupi et let injures qu'Us tndri* 
Uieot nic«Et.iEU.J 

*[**.. . . J'eui le plaUird'apercevcirqueroapelileprisottoi^ 
o'avait d'auire mal qu'unc coiipure Itlgirequc lui avail failc au 
vUage le ra^tne fer qui avail per^ aa mire.”— 

m 
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In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, bope^ mix’d 1 
With joy to save, and dread of some mischance 
Unto his protegee ; while hers, translU’d 
With infant terrors, glared as from a trance, 

A pure, transparent, pale, yet radiant face, 

Like to a lighted alabaster vase;— 
xcvii. 

Up came John Johnson (I will not say “Jack,” 

For that were vulgar, cold, and common-place 
On great occasions, such as an attack 
On cities, as hath been the present case) : 

Up Johnson came, with hundreds at his back. 
Exclaiming “ Juan ! Juan ! On, boy ! brace 
Your arm, and I 'll bet Moscow to a dollar 
That you and I will win St. George’s collar.' 
xcYin. 

“ The Seraskler is knock’d upon the head, 

But the stone bastion still remains, wherein 
The old Pacha sits among some hundreds dead, 
Smoking his pipe quite calmly ’midst the din 
Of our artillery and his own : *t is said 
Our kill’d, already piled up to the cltin. 

Lie round the battery ; but still it baiters, 

And grape in volleys, like a vineyard, scatters. 

XCIX. 

“ Then up with me !”— But Juan answer’d, “ Look » 
Upon this child— 1 saved her— must not leave 
Her life to chance ; but point me out some nook 
Of safely, where she less may shrink and grieve, 
And I am w ilh you.”— Whereon Johnson took (sleeve 
A glance around — and shrugg’d — and twitch’d his 
And black silk neckclolh — and replied, “You’re right; 
Poor thing! what ’s to be done? I ’m puzzled quite.” 
c. 

Said Juan— “ Whatsoever is to be 
Done, I ’ll not quit her till she seems secure 
Of present life a good deal more than we.”— 

Quoth Johnson— “ lYcitfter will I quite ensure ; 

But at the least you nwy die gloriously.” — 

Juah replied— “ At least I w ill endure 
Whate'er is to be borne— but not resign 
This child, who is parentless, and therefore mine.” 
ci. 

Johnson said — “Juan, we ’ve no time to lose; 

The child ’s a pretty cliild — a very pretty— 

1 never saw such eyes — but hark ! now choose 
Between your fame and feelings, pride and pity; — 
Hark ! how the roar increases !— no excuse 
Will serve when there is plunder in a city 
I slmuld be loath to inardi witliout you, but. 

By God! we ’ll be too late for the first cut.” 


• A Rufalm mHtUry order. 

• Le mlUD pMt (]an« i'action eo brare liomme, tligite d'vn 
meiUnir dfftiDs cc fut lui qui rallia lea Tores li>r»que rroucnil 
pdndira dam la place i ce aulian, d’une valenr dprou% ic, sorpas- 
>ait en gdudrarttd lea plaa ciTtUsda de aa naUon ; dnq de aea f*!a 
cnnibaitaifot k aea cOidat U lo coeoaraRMitparaonezemple."— 
iyial. dt la A', a. tom. iU. p. 3IS.] 


cn. 

But Juan was immoveable; until 
Johnson, who really loved him in his way, 

Pick’d out amongst his followers with some skill 
Such as he thought the. least given up to prey ; 

And sw earing if the infant c.ime to ill 
That they should all be shot on the next day t 
But if she were deliver’d safe and sound. 

They should at least have fifty rubles round, 
cm. 

And all allowances besides of plunder 
In fair pro[>ortion with their comrades; — then 
Juan r.onsented to march on through thunder, 

Which thinn’d at every step their ranks of men ? 
And yet the rest rush’d eagerly— no wonder, 

For they were heated by the hope of gain, 

A thing which happens every w here each day— 

No hero trustetli wholly to half pay. 

crv. 

And^uch Is victor}', and such Is m;m ! 

At least nine tenths of what wc call so ; — God 
Blay have another name for half w e scan 
As human beings, or his ways are odd. 

But to our subject : a brave Tartar khan — 

Or “sultan,” as the author (to whose nod 
In prose I bend my humble verse) doth call 
This chieftain — somehow would not yield at all : 

CT. 

But flank’d by fite brave sons, (such is polygamy, 
Tliat she spawns warriors by the score, where none 
Are prosecuted for that false crime bigamy), 

He never would believe the city won 
1 While courage clung but to a single twig. — Am I 
j Describing Priam’s, Peleus’, or Jove’s son ? 

' Neither— but a good, plain, old, temperate man, 

! Who fought wiUi his five children in the van. * 
cvi. 

, To take him was the point. The tnily brava, 

[ When they behold the brave oppress’d with odds, 

! Are touch’d with a desire to shield and save; — 
j A mixture of wild beasts and demi-gods 
' Are they — now furious as the sweeping wave, 

\ Now moved with pity : even as sometimes nods 
' The rugged tree unto the summer wind, 

I Compassion breathes along the savage mind. 

evil. 

I But he would not be taken, and replied 
I To all the propositions of surrender 
By mowing Christians down on every side, 

I As obstinate as Swedish Charles at Bender.’ 


I s [*'A( Bender, aher Ihe Tatal battle otPuMawi. Cbartea gave a 
; proof of Uiat unrcaaonablc obtUuacy. wliich occoaiuncd ail hi* 
ruUfortimei Ui Turkcf. When adviicd lo write to Ihe $rantl vizir, 
j acoordiog to the cu»tora of the Turks, he aaid it was beneath bi< 
dlftoitf . The tame ohatinacr placed him neceaMrUy at variance 
I with ail the niaisten of the Porte.”— voltaibi.] 
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iiis five brave boys do less the foe defied; 

Whereon the Russian pathos grew less tender, 

As being a virtue, like terrestrial |>atience, 

Apt to wear out on trifliirg provocations. 

CVIII. 

And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who 
Expanded all their Eastern phraseology 
In begging him, for God's sake, just to show 
So much less fight os might form an apology 
For fftepi in saving such a desperate foe — 
lie hew 'd away, like doctors of theology 
When they dispute with sceptics ; and with curses 
Struck at his friends, as babies beat their nurses, 
cix. 

Nay, he had wounded, though but slightly, both 
Juan and Jolinson ; whereupon they fell, 

The first with sighs, the second with an oath, 

Upon his angry sultanship, pell-mell, 

And ail around w ere grown exceeding wroth 
At sue!) a pertinacious infidel, 

And pour'd upon him and his sons like rain, 

Which they resisted like a sandy plain 
cx. 

That drinks and still is dry. At last they perish'd — 
His second son was levell'd by a shot; 

His third was sabred; and the fourth, most cherish'd 
Of all the five, on bayonets met his lot ; 

The fifth, who, by a Christian mother nourish’d, 

Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not, 
Because deform'd, yet died all game and bottom, 

To save a sire who blush'd that he begot him. 

CXI. 

The eldest was a true and tameless Tartar, 

As great a soorner of the Nazarene 
As ever Mahomet pick'd out for a martyr. 

Who only saw the black-eyed girls in green, 

Who make the beds of those wbo w*on’t take quarter 
On earth, in Paradise; and when once seen. 

Those houris, like all other pretty creatures, 

Do just wbate’er they please, by dint of features, 
cut. 

And what they pleased to do with the young khan 
In heaven 1 know not, nor pretend to guess ; 

But doubtless they prefer a fine young man 
To tough old heroes, and can do no less; 

And that 's the cause no doubt why, if w e scan 
A field of battle’s ghastly wilderness, 

For one rough, weather-beaten, veteran body, 

You ’ll find ten thousand handsome coxcombs bloody. 
CXIII. 

Your houris also have a natural pleasure 
In lopping off your lately married men, 

Before the bridal hours have danced their measure, 


And the sad, second moon grows dim again. 

Or dull repentance bath had dreary leisure 
To w ish him back a bachelor now and then. 

And thus your hour! (it may be) disputes 
I Of these brief blossoms the immediate fruits. 

I CXIV, 

Thus the young khan, with houris in his sight, 
Thought not upon the diarms of four young brides,. 
But bravely rush’d on his first heavenly night. 

In short, howe'er o«r better faith derides. 

These blm^k-eyed virgins make the Moslems light. 

As though there were onelieaven and none besides 
Whereas, if all be true we bear of heaven 
And bell, there must at least be six or seven, 
cxv. 

So fully flash’d the phantom on his eyes. 

That when the very lance was in his heart, 

He shouted Allah!" and saw Paradise 
W'ith all its veil of mystery drawn apart, 

And bright eternity without disguise 
On his soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart 
With prophets, houris, angels, saints, descried 
In one voluptuous blaze, — and then lie died : 
cxvi. 

But with a heavenly rapture on his faee. 

The good old khan, who long bad ceased to see 
Houris, or aught except his florid race. 

Who grew like cedars round him gloriously— 
When he beheld his latest hero grace 
The earth, which he became like a fell'd tree. 
Paused for a moment from the fight, and cast 
A glance on that slain son, his first and last. 

CXTII. 

The soldiers, who beheld him drop his point. 

Stopp’d as if once more w illing to concede 
Quarter, in cate he bade them uot aroynt ! " 

As he before had done. He did not heed 
Their pause nor signs : bis heart was out of joint. 

And shook (till now unshaken) like a reed, 

As he look'd down upon his children gone. 

And felt — though done with life — he was alone.' 

CXVIII. ^ 

But ’t was a transient tremor with a spring 
Upon tl)e Russian steel his breast he flung; 

As carelessly as hurls the moth her wing 
Against tlie light wherein she dies : he clung 
Closer, that all the deadlier they might wring, 

Unto the bayonets which had pierced his young ; 
And throwing back a dim look on his sons, 

In one w ide wound pour’d forth his soul at once. 

cxix. 

'T is strange enough— the rough, tough soldiers, w ho 
Spared neither sex nor age in their career 


* cinq nu furent toiu «xi> Mt yriix : U ne cesu pulul I Uo u m)in boaucotip Kozaks cics plus actu.*ui‘i i sa prK* ; 
dc ae bjlirc, par Uci coups do sabre aui |wop<i>iUon!» rc$l« ik sa troupe ful tiiassaore.'*— i/ut cU la A. B. p. a(.1.1 

se rendre. ct m; tut alleiut Uu coup inoricl tpi'aprvs avoir alultu I . 
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Of carnage, when this old man was pierced through, 
And lay before them with his children near, 
Touch’d by the heroism of him they slew, 

Were melted for a moment ; Umugh no tear 
Flow'd from their bloodshot eyes, all red with strife, 
They honour’d sucli determined scorn of life, 
cxx. 

But the stone bastion still kept up its Gre, 

Where the chief pacha calmly held his post : 

Some twenty limes he made the Russ retire. 

And baflled the assaults of all their host ; . 

At length he condescended to enquire 
If yet the city’s rest were won or lost; 

And being told tlie latter, sent a bey 
To answer Ribas’ summons to give way. • 

CXXI. 

In the mean time, cross-legg’d, with great sang-froid, 
Among the scorching ruins he sat smoking 
Tobacco on a little carpet ;—Troy 
Saw nothing like the scene around; — ^yct looking 
With martial stoicism, nought seem’d to annoy 
His stern philosophy ; but gently stroking 
Ilis beard, he puff'd his pipe’s ambrosia! gales, 

As if he had three lives, as well as tails. * 

CXXII. 

The town was token— whether he might yield 
Himself or bastion, little matter’d now : 

His stubborn valour was no future shield. 

Ismail ’s no more 1 The crescent’s silver bow 
Sunk, and the crimson cross glared o’er the Geld, 

But red with no redeeming gore : the glow 
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the w ater, 
Was imaged back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 

CXXIII. 

All that the mind would shrink from of excesses ; 

All that the body perpetrates of bad ; 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s distresses ; 

All that the devil w ould do if run stark mad ; 

All that deGes the worst which pen expresses; 

All by which hell is peopled, or as sad 


As hell — mere mortals who their power abuse-^ 

Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. * 

exxiv. 

If here and there some transient trait of pity 
Was shown, and some more noble heart broke 
through 

Its bloody bond, and saved, perhaps, some pretty 
Child, or an aged, helpless man or two— 

What ’s this in one annHiilated city, 

Where thousand loves, and ties, and duties grow ? 
Cockneys of London ! Muscadins of Paris ! 

Just ponder what a pious pastime war is. 

exxv. 

Think how the joys of reading a Gazette 
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes r 
Or if these do not move you, don't forget 
Such doom may be your own in after-times. 
Meantime tlie Taxes, Castlereagh, and Debt, 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 

Read your own hearts and Ireland’s present story. 
Then feed her fan)ine fat with Wellesley's glory. 

exxvi. 

But still there is unto a patriot nation, 

Which loves so well its country and its king, 

A subject of subliniest exultation — 

Bear it, yc Muses, on your brightest wing ! 
Howe’er the mighty locust, Desolation, 

Strip your green Gelds, and to your harvests cli^ig. 
Gaunt famine never shall approach the tliroiie — 
Though Ireland starve, great George weighs twenty 
stone. 

CXXVII. 

But let me put an end unto my theme : 

There was an end of Ismajl — hapless town ! 

Far Gash'd her burning towers o’er Danube's stream. 
And redly ran his blushing waters down. 

The horrid war-whoop and the shriller scream 
Rose still ; but fainter were the thunders grown : 
Of forty thousand who had maim’d the wall, 

Some hundreds breathed — the rest were silent all ! * 


» ( Qaoique les Runet funcut ri-paiuluR dans li tIUc, le bastioo 
de pierre rCdiUU encore : II euUd<^fcndti par an vielllanl, pacha 
k troll queues, cl commandant Ici forces rCantei k IsmaO. On 
\ui pro|) 0 »a one capitulation; II demanda at k restc dc la vllle 
etait conquls ; inr cette r^ponic. II aulurua qnelquca-uni dcies of* 
6cicni k capUuIcr avec M. de Rlbaa.**— WUt. <ie la y. F. p. 2ts.] 

• t*‘lkndant oe colloqne. II reata etoidu !iur del tapis placds 
Mir lee ruioci de la forlercase, Rimant sa pipe avec la mime tran- 
qulllite et la mime iudiffdrcncc que a'U eiU etc eirauscr k tout cc 
qui te paseait.*'— p. SIS.] 

3 ( No man could describe, nor, if it were possible, could huma- 
nity bear the recital of, the horrors which ensued. The ferocious 
viclurs. Instead of being struck with admiration or respect by tlw 
noble (kTence of the brave garrison, were so enraged at the great 
slaugbler of ibeir fellows which had taken place, that no bounds 
cuukl be prescribed to the excess of their fury, nor did itseemihat 
any amount of destruction, or any quantity of human blood. could 
Mtialo Ibeir revenge. The uuditlinguishcd carnage wbicli then 
took place was rendered more dreadful by the continual heavy 
tiring, the darkness of the night the groans of the dying, and the 
lamentable shrieks of the women attd cliiidrcu. All order and 


command seem to have been entirely at an cod during the horrors 
of that terrible night > the officers conld neither restrain the 
slaugbler, nor prevent the general plunder, made by the iawicss 
and ferociotis soldiers. Thousands of the Turks, incaiuble of ro- 
during the sight of the horrid scenes of desinictlun (n which all 
that was dear to them was involved, nnhed desperately upon ihe 
bayonets of llte enemy, In order to shorten Ibeir misery ; while 
those who conld reach the Danube, threw themselves headlong 
Into it for Ihe same purpose. The streets and passages were so 
choked by the heaps of dead and dying bodies which lay in them, 
as conridcrably to Impede the progress of Uic victors in their eager 
search (or plnnder.— Dt. LacBitict, in Ann. Feg. for I7M.] 

* ['*On (‘gorges indbiinctement, on saccagea la place; el la 
rage du vainqueur se ifpandit comme un torrent furi(mx qui a 
renversd les digues qui lo retenaient > personuc n obtint dc grace, 
ci trrnlc-A«if miUe kuit cent toixanle Turcs ikrirciit dans CcUc 
Jounide dc sang." — Ilitl. de la JV. R. tom. Ui. p. 3U-) 

"Among those who feil were a number of the bravest, most ex- 
perienced. and renowned commanders in the Turkish armies. .Six 
or Xeven Tartar princes, of the illustrious line of Gheral, likewise 
l>crhbed wUh the rest. A tew hundreds of prboners were i>rc- 
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exwiii. 

In one tiling nevertheless H is fit to praise 
The Russian army upon this occasion, 

A virtue much in fashion now-u-days, 

And therefore worthy of commemoration : 

The topic ’s tender, so shall be my phrase — 

Perhaps the season’s chill, and their long station 
In winter's depth, or w^t of rest and victual, 

Had made them chaste ; — they ravish'd very little. 

cxxix. 

Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there occur some violation 
In the other line; — but not to sucli excess 
As when the Frendi, that dissipated nation, 

Take towns by storm : no causes can I guess, 

>Uccpt cold weather and commiseration; 

But ail the ladies, save smne twenty score, 

»'ere almost as much virgins as before. 

exxx. 

Some odd mistakes, too, happen'd in the dark, 

"Which show’d a want of tanterns, or of taste— 
Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could mark 
Their friends from foes,— besides, such things from 
Occur, though rarely, when there is a spark [haste 
Of ligiit to save the venerably chaste : , 

But six old damsels, each of seventy years, 

"Were all deflower’d by different grenadiers, 
cxxxi. 

But on the whole their continence was great ; 

So that some disappointment there ensued 
To those who had felt the inconvenient state 
Of ** single blessedness,” and thought it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate. 

To bear these crosses) for each waning prude 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding, 

Without the expense and the saspense of bedding. 

cxxxn. 

Some voices of the buxom middle-ag^ 

Were also heard to wonder in the din 
(Widows of forty were these birds long caged) 
WTierefore the ravishing did not begin ! ” 

But while the thirst for gore and plunder raged. 
There was small leisure for superfluous sin; 

But whether they escaped or no, lies hid 
Id darkness — I can only hope they did. 


CXXXIfl. 

Suwarrow now was conqueror — a match 
For Timour or for Zinghis in his trade. [thatWi 
While mosques and streets, beneath his, eyes, like 
Blazed, and the cannon's roar was scarce allay’d, 
With bloody hands he wrote his first despatch ; 

And here exactly follows what he said 
“ Glory to God and to the Empre.ss !” (Ponerx 
Eternal! such names mingled!) Ismail *s ours.” ' 

CXXXIV. 

Methinks these are tlie most tremendous words, 

' Since “Mene, Mcne, Tekel,” and “Upharsin,” 
Which hands or pens have ever traced of swords. 

Heaven help me! I ’ni but little of a parson t 
What Daniel read was short-hand of the T.ord’s, 
Severe, sublime; the prophet wrote no farce on 
The fate of nations;— but this Russ so witty . . 
Could rhyme, Hke Nero, o’er a burning city.* 

cxxxv. 

He wrote this Polar melody, and set it, 

Duly accompanied by shrieks and groans, 

Which few will sing, I trust, but none forget it — 
For I will teach, if possible, the stones 
To rise against earth's tyrants. Never let it 
Be said that we still truckle unto thrones; — 

But ye — our children’s children! think how we 
Show’d it'hai things were before the world was free ! 

CXXXYI. 

That hour is not for us, but 't is for you : 

And as, in the great joy of your millennium. 

You hardly w ill believe such things were true 
As now occur, I thought that I would pen you ’em ; 
But may their very memory perish too !— 

Yet if perchance remember'd, still disdain you 'em 
More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

Who painted their bare limbs, but iiof with gore. 

CXXXVIl. 

And when you bear historians talk of thrones, 

And tliose that sate upon them, let it be 
As we now gaze upon the'mainmoth’s bones, 

And wonder what bid world such things could see, 
Or hieroglyphics on Egyptian stones, 

The pleasant riddles of futurity — 

(Uiessing at what shall happily be hid, 

As the real purpose of a pyramid. 


•crTcd. to Mrve as roctancholy rccnnlcnt aiwl witneuea of the 
dcslructioD which they had beheld. In coiiiyeqncacc uf an accoralc 
enquiry act on foot by an OUoinan commander of rank^il apprara 
that the whole miinbrr ofTurks who (lerUhed in (he slaughter of 
Ismail, amounted to iliirty-cigbt thousand ciftht hnndred and sis- 
teen.*'— D b. Lidrcxcb.] 

' In the original Rusdan t 

sort bo(rn! Slavs vamf 
Krpposi ViaU y la tim ;** 
a kind of couplet ; for he was a puet. 

* [Sir. TweddHI. who metwitii Suwarrow tn t!ie Ukraine, says 
— “ He Is a most cxlraonlinary characirr. He diiien every morn- 
ing about Dine. lie sleeps almost naked ; he alTccts a perfect In- 

I 




I difference to heat and colds and quits his chamber, which ap- 
proaches to surfucation. In order to review his iroo(>v, in a Ihin 
I linen Jacket, while Ihc tbermomcler of Reaumur is at ten degrees 
below frenlng. ills manners correspond with his hnmiiurs. 1 
dined with him this morning. He cried to me across the tahlc,— 
‘Tweddell!' (he generally addressed me by my snmame, without 
adilitioa)' the French have taken Portsmouth— I bavcjiKl reer-ired 
a courier from England. The King is in the Tower; and Sheridan. 
Prptector.' A great deal of his whimsical inanoer is affected : he 
finds that it suits Ills troops, and the people he has to deal with. 
I asked him, if, after the massacre at Ismail, he was perfec tly sa- 
tisfied with the conduct of tlie day. Ho said he went home and 
wept in his p. 4311.) 
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CXXXVllI. 

Reader ! I have kept my word, — at least so far 
As the first Canto promised. You have now 
Hod sketches of love, tempest, travel, war— 

All very accurate, you must allow, 

And epic, if plain truth should prove no har ; 

For Ibave drawn much less with a long bow 
'Hian my forerunners. Carelessly I sing. 

But Phcebus lends me now and then a string, 
cxxxtx. 

With which I still can harp, and carp, and Addle. 

>Vhat farther bath befallen or may befall 
'fhe hero of this grand poetic riddle, 

1 by and by may tell you, if at all ; 

But now 1 choose to break off iu the middle, 

\Vorn out with battering Ismail’s stubborn wall, 
While Juan is sent off with the despatch, 

For which all Petersburgh is on the watch.* 

CXL. 

This special honour was conferr’d, because 
He had behaved with courage and humanity — • 
Which /flsf men like, when they have time to pause 
From their ferocities produced by vanity. 

His little captive gain’d him some applause 
For saving her amidst the wild insanity 
Of carnage,— and I think he was more glad In her 
Safety, tlian his new order ef St. Vladimir. 

CXLI. 

The Moslem orphan went willi her protector, 

For she was homeless, houseless, helpless; all 
Her friends, like the sad fapiily of Hector,* 


Had perish’d in the fleld or by the wall : 

Her very place.of birth waa but a spectre 
Of what It. had been ; there the Muezzin’s call » 
To prayer was heard no more! — and Juan wept. 
And made a vow to shield her, which he kept.* 


, DON JUAN. 

j CANTO TKB NINTH. * 

i 

I Oh, Wellington ! (or ** Vilainton ’’•—for Fame 
I Sounds the heroic syllables both ways; 

France could not even conquer your great name, 

I But punn'd it down to this facetious phrase— 
Beating or beaten she will laugh the same,) 

You have obtain’d .great pensions and much praise: 
1 Glory like yours should any dare gainsay. 

Humanity would rise, and thunder “ ?»3y ! 

!T. 

I don't think that you used Kinnaird quite well 
In Marine’s affair •— in fact, ’t was shabby, 

And, like some other things, won’t do to teH 
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old abbey. 

I Upon the rest 't is not worth while to dwell. 

Such tales being for the tea-hours of some tabby ; 
But though your years as man tend fast to zero, 

In fact your grace is still but a young hero. 

HI. 

Though Britain o.wes (and pays you too) so much, 

I Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly more : 


• [”T\ie MtenUlioiu and bnliattc display of Uto bloody trophic* | 

lakcD at lunall, wtUcIi were aome Unie after eibibited at Peler*- i 
burgh, watODW«>rlbrihc greatneu, the magnanimity, and the high , 
character of the Empress Catherine. The tragedy should have 
closed at the eoncimion of the last act on the 9|>ui. It wa^ altri- | 
bolcd more to a desire of graUtylng the excessive ranily of Prince | 
Puteinkio. which was not easily satiated, than that of the cmpreai ^ 
herself "—Db. Lsi bbscb.] ! 

• See Iliad, b. xxii. 

a [see ante, p. 401.) 

4(CantoBVl., VII., and VIII., if we except some parts of the 
assault of Ismail, contain a cemiiderably leu proporilon of Uie 
higher class of poetry, than waa to be- fuiiod In those which pre- 
ceded them. But In the keen and pervading satire, the biller and 
biting irony, which consliiiite ilie peculiar (uric of Lord Byron, 
we perceive no falllDg off in these present canto*. Nor are they 
deficient In that vela of playful humour, and that felicilCH^ transl. . 
lion “ from grave to gay, from lively to severe," so conspicuous in 
their preilrcesMwa. Tbc execution, on the whole, wfC tidiik quite 
e«|ual to that displayed in the earlier parts the poem.— Ctnr- 
•nx.) 

’ V ^Cantos I.T.. X.. and XL were written at Pl.«a, and published 
In London, by tfr. John HunL in August. 4833. We exUact the 
following specimens of contemivorary critlcUm «— 

'* Thai there Is a great deti of wtul U ohJcciliKiable la these three caaloi. 
mIw can deny? Wbai ran be more ao than to aUark the King, wUh low. 
vile, p*T*oagl burfooDerlcs— liotlomed to utter falwbood, and eiprcssH to 
crawling mallre? What cen he more eiqubllcly narthv of roniempl then 
itte laeage Imhedltlf of these eternel llredesagalosUhe tiukeof WrlUngioii? 
What mere plUahte than lha aUlcof mind Ibetcao find any grallOcailon In 
vallloc *hcb a man ai .Soother hr atefenamea that one would be ashamed or 
applying to a coal'hcpvrr; What can be leablect na this eternal Uamplirtg 
upon ihcduri of Casllcrcagh? Lent Bjrofi ought to know that ail ncu, of 


alt partiee, unite la regarding ell Iheia (btafa. bul erporlalir the Sral cod 
tbe last ,as laaulls to ibeotaelTai. and as most miserable defradattoas ot him. 

■'Bui siiU 1)00 Juan ts. wliboaC euyptioa, tbe Orst ol Lord Oyrea'sworfck 
II li by far tbc rouet ortglBai to potnl of cencepf'M. It ts decidedly origi- 
nal In point or tone. It ranlaliu the fincil spociOMai of (irktua poetry be 
has ever wrtilea ; and it tonlalns tbe Uueat sperlmeits of ludicrous poetry 
tbsi oar age has witnessed. Prere may have wriltea (he slauta earOer ; be 
may have wrlllco U mure carefully, more musically, if yoo wllf: hot what 
It be to ByroQ t Where is the sweep, the pith, the tnurlog pinion, the lafl>b 
luiury of genius rcTelllog In strength. No : no . Doa fuan. say the cautiog 
world what U will. It destined to hold a permanent rank In the Uloretwre 
of oor country . It will alwaja bo referred lo as fUrnlkhlug the moat pow- 
erful picture of that nln of Ihoughi [no matter how false and bad | w blch 
dUtInguUbes a great portion of the IhlnJUng pM^lc of our lim*."— BLset- 
WOOt).] 

0 [** Faut qo'lord Vlllalolon all tout prls. 

M'y a plos d'argeol dam c'goeoi d’raris." ete.-Dtasseta.l 

J Query— iVrp? Prinier'i Devil. 

• [The Ule Lord Klunalrd wis received In Paris, in 4814, with 
great civility by ihe Duke nf Wellington aod ihe royal family n( 
France, but bo had Itimself preaenled lo Buonaparte daring the 
hundred days, and inirigncd on with Ihoae of that [action, in spite 
of life Duke’s remimstraiicos, until Ihe re-reslorcd government 
ordered biro out of the French territory in 1816. In 4817, lie 
became sequaiuted at Brussels with one Jtfnrfnef, an adventurer 
mixed uj> in a conspiracy to asaasainate the Duke in Ihe streets of 
Paris. This fellow st first promised to discover Ihe man who 
actually shot at his Grace, bin, un reaching Paris, shuffli'd ami 
would say nolhing; and l.ortl Kmnaird't artnrrrf cause ofeom- 
: plaint against the Duke was. lhat he did not protect ihis crealnre 
from Ehe French police, who. not dmibliiig that he had hvenone 
of Uie conspirators agalnit his Grace’s life, arrested lUin acconl- 
ingly. lie was tried along with tbc aciual assassin, and both were 
aoiuittcd by the Parisian Jury.— E.] 
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You have repair’d Legitimacy’s crutcli, 

A prop not quite so certain as before : 

The Spanisti, and the French, as well as Dutch, 

Have seen, and felt, how strongly you restore; 
And Waterloo has made the world your debtor 
(1 wish your bards would sing it rather better). 

IV. 

You are “ the best of cut-throats : ” ' — do not start ; 

The phrase is Shakspeare's, and not misapplied : — 
War *s a brain-spattering, windpipe-slitting art, 
Unless her cause by right be sanctified. 

If you have acted once a generous part, 

The world, not llie world’s masters, will decide, 
And I shall be delighted to learn who, 

Save you and yours, have gain'd by Waterloo ? 

V. 

I am no flatterer — you ’ve supp’d ftill of flattery : 
Tliey say you like it too — *l is no great wonder. 
He whose wirale life has been assault and Lattery, 

At last may get a little tired of thunder ; 

And swallowing eulogy much more than .satire, he 
May like being praised for every lucky blunder, 
Call’d ** Saviour o( the Nations”-^nOt yet saved, 

And Europe’s Liberator” — still enslaved.* 

VI. 

I ’ve done. Kow' go and dine from off the plate 
Presented by the Prince of tlie Brazils, 

And send the sentinel before your gate* 

A slice qr two from your luxurious n>eals; 

He fought, but lia.s not fed so well of late. 

Some hunger, too, they say the people feels : — 
There is no doubt that you d^rveyour ration. 

But pray give back a little to the nation. 

VII. 

I don’t mean to reflect — a man so great as 
You, my lord duke I is far above reflection : 

The high Roman fashion, too,, of Cincinnatus, 

With modern history has but small connection : 
Though as an irishman you love potatoes, 

You need not take tliem under, your direction ; 

And half a million for your Sabine farm 
Is rather dear ! — 1 *m sure 1 mean no harm, 
vm. 

Great men have alwajis scorn'd great recompenses : 
Epaminondas saved bis Tlicbcs, and died, 


> (**Thou art ibe be$t o' Uie.cai'thi'oats.”— XaefrrU, act Ul. 
M. tli.) 

* Tl>lri S}>e<t-hca in Pariiammt, after the baUle of Waterloo. 

> [ M Ibis time got a poat. being lor fbUguc, with lt)or oihen. 

W'e were sent to break biscuit, awl nuke a ucm fior Lord We^ 
llci^tun's bounds. 1 was rrry liuuRry, and IhoiiRht it a gixiU j<»b ai 
the lime, as we got onrowii fill while we broke Ihe biscuit,— a 
thin; 1 had twi got for some days. W hen thus engaged, the Pro- 
digal Son was nerer once out of ruy mind ; aud I sighed, as I fnl 
the dogs, ovrr my humliie situation aod'my ruined hopes.''— 
Joumatoftmtdierofiheliillteglment durttig the ^f’ar in 
.fpofii.l * ^ 

* 1*' Id other iliusirious men you will olwerve ihatcacbpossemnl 
some one shining qnality, which was Ibe foundaUon of his hrtte : 


Not leaving even his funeral expenses : * 

George Washington had thanks and nought beside. 
Except the all-cloudless glory (which few men’s is) 
To free bis country : Pitt too had his pride, 

And, as a high-soul’d minister of state, is 
Renown’d for ruining Great Britain gratis.’ 

IX. 

Never had mortal man such opportunity. 

Except Napoleon, or abused it more : 

You might have freed fallen Europe from the unity 
Of tyrants, and been blest from shore to shore : 
i And Hotr— what iv your fame ?Shall theMuse tnneit ye? 
< Aoic — that the rabble’s first vain shouts are o’er ? 
Go! hear it in your famish’d country’s cries! 

Behold the world ! and curse j*our victories! 

X. 

As these new cantos touch on warlike feats. 

To you the unflattering Muse deigns to inscribe 
Truths, that you will not read in the Gazelles, 

But whicli *t is time to leach the hireling tribe 
Who fatten on their country’s gore and debts, 

Afust be recited, and — without a bribe. 

You didffreat dungs; but not being yreat in mind, 

: Have left undone the greofesf— and mankind. 

I XT. 

j Death laughs— Go ponder o’er the skeleton 
I With which men image out the unknown thing 
I That hides (he past world, like to a set sun 
! Whichstill elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring — 

I Death laughs at all you weep for : — look upon 
This hourly dread of all ! whose threaten'd efiitg 
Turns life to terror, even though in Its sheath : 
Mark! how its'lipless mouth grins 'without breath! 
xir. 

Mark ! how it laughs and scorns at all you are I 
And yet teas what you are : from ear to ear 
It lavffhs not— there is mm no fleshy bar 
So c.aird ; the Antic fong hath ceased to bear. 

But still be smtfes ; and wlieUier near or far 
lie strips from man that mantle (far more dear 
Than even the tailor’s), bis incarnate skin, 

^Vhite, black, or copper — the dead bones wQI grin. 

XIII. 

And thus Death laughs it is sad merriment. 

But still it ts SO ; and w itli sucii example, 


In Epaminondas aU the virtues ate found united ; force of body, 
elotpO-nce of cxprwjifMi. vigour of mind, coateni|n of riches."— 

DlOtX- .iilC. lib. XT. 

• ( ** Those perscos who roprsoeat our tuicwnen m UtIos and 
fauening upon the public spoil, nuistelibcr t*c grossly Igouranl, 
or wicked enough to employ argumenu which they know lo f»c 
TaUe. The emolitinenu of office, ainiost Ui every departuicat of 
Ihe slate, and especially in all the highest, arc noloriously inade- 
quate to Ihe ex|tendhore which (he sitnalMD requires. Mr. PIh. 
who was DO garaMer, no prodigal, and too mack a man ofbasioess 
lo tUTO expensive habits of any kind, died la debt ; and the na- 
lioh dischargad hisAebts, not Ms as a mark of respect, tkau as-aa 
ectotjtMUet fotntT.] 
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Why should not Life be ecfually content 
With his superior^ in a smile to trample 
Upon the nothings which are daily spent 
Like bubbles on an ocean much less ample 
Than the eternal deluge^ which devours 
Suns as rays— worlds like atoms — years like hours ? 

XIV. 

“ To be, or not to be? that is the question,” 
SaysShakspeare, who just now is mud) in fashion. 

I am neither Alexander nor Hepho^stion, 

^or ever hod for abstract fame much passion ; 

But would much rather have a sound digestion 
Than Buonaparte's cancer : — could I dash on 
Through lifty victories to shame or fame, 

Without a stomach — what.were a good name ? 

XV. 

“ Oh, dura ilia messorum! ” * — “ Oli, 

Ye rigid guts of reapers !” I translate 
For the great benelil of those who know 
W hat indigestion is— that inward fate 
Which makes all Styx through one small liver flow. 

A peasant’s sweat is worth his lord's estate : 

Let this one toil for bread— fhal rack for rent. 

He who sleej)s best may be the most content. 

XVI. 

“To be, or not to be ? ” — Ere I decide, 

I should be glad to know that w hich is being ? 

'T is true we speculate both far and wide, 

And deem, because we see, we are all-seeing : 

For my part, I ’ll enlist on neither side, 

Until I see both sides for once agreeing. 

For me, I sometimes think that life is death, 

Rather tlum life a mere affair of breath. 

XVII. 

“ Que scais-je? ”* was the motto of Montaigne, 

As also of the first academicians v 
That all is dubious which inan may attain, 

Was one of llieir most favourite positions. 

There 's no sneh thihg as certainty, that ’s plain 
As any of mortality’s conditions I 
So little do we know what wc ’re about in 
This world, 1 doubt if doubt itself be doubting. 

XVIll. 

It is a pleasant voyage perhaps to float. 

Like P) rrho,* on a sea of speculation ; 

But what if carrying sail capsize the boat? 

Your wise men don't know much of navigation j 
And sw imniing long in the abyss of thought 
Is apt to tire : a calm and shallow station [gathers 
Well nigh the shore, wliere one stoops down and 
Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. 


XIX. 

“ But heaven,” as Cassio says, “ is above all — « 

>0 more of this, then, — let us pray ! ” We have 
Souls to save, since Eve's slip and Adam's fall, 

Which tumbled all mankind into the grave, 

Besides ?sh, beasts, and birds. “The sparrow’s fall 
Is special providence,” * though how it gave 
Offence, we know not j probably It perch'd 
■Upon llie tree which Eve so fondly search’d. 

XX. 

Oh ! ye immortal Gods ! what is theogony ? 

Oh ! thou, too, mortal man! what is philanthropy? 
Oh ! world, which w as and is, what is cosmogony ? 

Some people have accused me of misanthropy ; 

And yet I know no more than the mahogany 
That forms this desk, of what they mean: lykan- 
I compreliend ; for, w ithout transformation, Ithropt/ 
Men become wolves on any slight occasion. 

XXI. 

But I, the mildest, meekest of mankind, 

Like Moses, or Meiancthon, who liave ne’er 
Done any thing exceedingly unkind,— 

And (though 1 could not now and then forbear 
Following the bent of body or of mind) 

Have always had a tendency to spare, — 

Why do they call me misanthrope ? Because 
They hate tne, not / them : — and here we ’ll pause. 

xxn. 

’T is time w e should proceed with our good poem, — 
For 1 maintain that it is really good, 

Not only in the body but the proem, 

However little both are understood 
Just now, — but by and by the Truth will show ’em 
Herself in her sublimest attitude : 

And till she doth, I fain must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 

XXill. 

Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader ! yours — ) 

Was left upon his way to the chief city 
Of the immortal Peter’s polish’d boors, [witty. 

W ho still have shown themselves more brave than 
I know its mighty empire now alhires 
Much flattery— even Voltaire’s, and that ’a a pity. 
For me, 1 deem an absolute autocrat 
Xot a barbarian, but much worse than that.’ 

XXIV. 

And I will war, at least in words (and — should 
My chance so happen — deeds) with all who war 
With Thought ; — and of Thought’s foes by far most 
Tyrants and sycophants have been and arc. [rude, 
I 1 know not who may conquer : if I could 


* t*^0, duri meno m m UUt"eic.-Do«.] 

• (See Biographki Unlvcrtelle, todi. xxtx. p. 

> tfyrriiu, (lie plukHO{>hCM»r Bii», «« Id cooUoual>ufpeiue of 
JudgiueUt 1 ho tlouhltfd (rfirrery Uilog; never made uy condusico ; 
anU when he hed carclully examined a subject, and InTeaUgated alt 
iU)K>lDU, he concluded by aUU doubling olits evideDCC.—ArL. Gil.] 


4 [Sec Oibello.] 

* defy ao|urr-: (bare ii • socelai 
rmWeace In (be toll of mgperrQ«[."--U«i»/r(. J 

* [ “A kind of madnen, in which men bate Uic qualiUee of wild 
beBsIa.“— TooD.) 
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Have such a prescience, it should be no bar 
To tins mv plain^ &worn, downright detestation 
Of ererr despotism in every nation. 

x\y. 

It is no{ that I adulate tbe people ;• 

Without me, there are demagogues enougli, 

And infidels, to pull down every steeple,* 

And set up in tlifiir stead some proper ihiff. 
Whether theyjnnjjiow scepticism to reap hell, . 

As is the Ctvistian dogma rather rough, 

1 do not know; — 1 wish men to be/ree 
As much from mobs as kings — from you as me. 

x^vi. 

•>> 

The conse^enee |s, bi^ng of no party, 

I shall offend all panics ; — never mind! 

My words, at least, are more sincere and hearty 
Than i& I sought to sail before th$ wind. 

He who has nought to gain can ha^e small art : he 
Who neither wishes to be bound or bind, ‘ 

May still expatiate freely, as vrill I, 

give my voice to slavery’s jackall cry. 

xxvii. 

Thafi an appropriate simile, Il\at jackall 

I ’ve heard them in the Ephesian ruins howl ' . 

By night, as do that mercenary pack all« 

Power’s base purveyors, who for pickings prpwl, 
And scent the prey their jnasters would attack all. 

However, the poor jackalls ate less foul 
(As being the brave lions’ keen providers) 
ilian human insects, catering for spiders. 

XXYlll. 

Raise but an arm! U will buish their web away. 

And without Ihat, their poison and their claws 
Arc useless. Mind, good people ! what 1 say— 

(Or Mther peoples] — on without pause! . 
The web of tliese tarantulas each day 

Increases, lill you shall make common cause : 
None, save the Spanish lly and Attic bee, 

As yet are strongly stinging to be free. 

XXIX. 

Don Juan, who had shone in the late slaughter, 

Was left upon his way with the despatch. 

Where blood was talk’d of as we would of water; 

And carcasses tliat by as thick as thatch 
O’er silenced cities, merely served to natlci* 

Fair Catherine’s pastime — who look’d on the match 
Between these nations as a main of cocks, 

>Vherein she liked her own to stand like rocks. 

XXX. 

And there in a HriMlilra he roll’d on, 

(A cursed sort of carriage witJiout springs, 


Which on rougli roads leaves scarcely a whole bone,) 
•Pondering on glory, cliivalry, and kings, 

And orders, and on all that lie had done— 

And wishing that post-horses had the wings 
Of Pegasus, or at the least post-chaises 
Had featliCrs, when a traveller on deej) ways is. 

XXXI. 

At every jolt — and they were many— still 
He turn'd his eyes upon his little charge, ^ 

As if he wish’d that she should fare less ill 
Than he, in these sad highwa>s left at large 
To ruts, and flints, and lovely Nature's skill, 

Wlio is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On her canals, where God takes sea and land, 

Fishery and farm, both into his ow'd hand. 

XXXII. 

At least be pays no rent, and has best right 
To be the first of what we used to call 
“ Gentlemen farmers ” — a race worn out quite, 

.Since lately there have been no rents at all, 

And “gent|emcn” are in a piteous plight, 

And ** farmers ’’ can’t raise Ceres from her fall : 
She fell with Buonaparte — What strange thoughts 
Arise, when we See emperors fall withoats! 

XXXIII. 

But Juan turn’d his eyes on the sweet child 
Whom he had-saved from slaughter— wliat a trophy ! 
Oh! ye who build up monuments, defiled 

With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive sophy, 
Who, a^ter leaving Hindosthn a wild, 

And scarce to tiie Mogul a cup of coffee 
To soothe his woes withal, was slain, the sinner ! 
Because he could no more digest his dinner * 

XXXIV. 

Oh ye ! or we 1 or he ! or she ! reflect, 

That mie life saved, especially if young 
Or pretty, is a thing to recollect 
Far sweeter than the greenest laurels sprung 
From the manure of human clay, though dock'd 
With all the praises ever said or sung : * 

Though hymn’d by every liarp, unless within 
Vour heart Joins chorus, Fame is but a din. 

XXXV. S 

Oh ! ye great authors luminous, voluminous f 
Ye twice ten hundred thousand daily scribes ! 
Whose pamphlets, volumes, newspapers, illumine us! 

Whether you ’re paid by government In bribes, 

To prove the public debt is not consuming us — 

Or, roughlj- treading on the ** courtier’s kibes ” 
With clownish hccl,< your |Mipubr circublion 
•Feeds you by printing half the realm’s sta’rvation; — 


< to Greece I never saw of heard thr^ animals; hut .vnionc Ote 
ruiua of Kplic»us I have heard Ihem by k'nuIrciU. ante, 
p. 709.] 

• He was killed in k coiHpiracy, aArr his irmjirr haal hern rxas- 
periled hy his ckircme anUnty lo a decree of in&juily. 


* { ooe tlrleouf, or « mrre ((ood-oatdrvd dnd, 

Dow ail dourrl lo ickfic** wowl."-Sotfrifio ] 

I [ ^ The agi* ia ^mwn sn piCkMl, that Ihr to.' of tl>e 
comesw ni'of the hvcl of ihc coorllcr, he gaU> his kUic.**— //nwi- 
f<11 ' 

Uh2 
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XXXVI. I 

Oh, ye great authors !— ** A propos dc bottes,”— | 
I have forgotten what I meant to say. 

As sometimes have been greater sages' lots ' 
'T was something calculated to allay 
All wrath in Iwrracks, pal&ces, or cots ; 

Certes it would have been but thrown away, ! 
And that ’s one comfort for my lost advice, 

Altliough no doubt it was beyond all price. 

' XXXVll. 

But let it go: — it will one day be found 
"With other relics of “a former world,” 

When tliis world shall be former, underground, 
llirown topsy-turvy, twisted, crisp’d, and curl’d. 
Baked, fried, or burnt, turn’d insidc-oul, or drown’d, 
Like all the worlds before, wliich have been hurl’d 
First out of, and then back again to chaos, 

The superstratum wliieh will overlay us. 

xxxviii. 

So Cuvier says ; — and then shall come again 
Unto thetiew creation, rising out 
Frou» our old crash, some mystic, ancient strain 
Of things destrdy’d and left in airy doubt : 

Like to the notions we now entertain 
Of Titans, giants, fellows of about 
Some himdrcd feet In height, not to say wi/es. 

A?id inainmolhs, and your winged crocodiles. 

XXXIX. 

Tliiuk if tlieii George the Fourth should be dug up ! 

How the new w:orldlihgs of the then hew East 
Will wonder where such animals mild sup! 

(For they themselves will be but of the least : 

Even worlds miscarry, when too oft they pup, 

And every new creation hath decreased 
In size, from overworking the material — 

Men are but maggots of some huge Earth's burial.) 

XI.. 

How will — to these young people, just thrust out 
From some fresh Paradise, and set to plough, 

And dig, and sweat, and turn themselves about, 

And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and 
sow, 

Till all the arts at length are brought about, 
F.specially of war and taxing.— how, 

1 say, will these great relics, when they see ’em. 
Look like the monsters of a new museum ? 

XU. 


They write, and for what end ; but, note or text, 

I never know the w ord which will come next. 

XLII. 

Soon I ramble, now and then narrating, 

Now pondering ll is time we Miould narrate. 

I I left Don Juan with his liorses baiting — 

I Now we ’ll get o’er the ground at a great rate. 

‘ I shall not be particular in stating 

His journey, we 've so many tours of late: 

Suppose him then at Petersburgh; suppose 
I That pleasant eapltal of painted snows; 

I XLIII. 

( Suppose him in a liandsomc uniform ; 
i A scarlet coat, black facings, a fong plume, 
Waving, like sails new shiver'd in a storm, 

I Over a cock’d hat in a crowded room, 

* And brilliant breeches, bright as a Cairn Oorme, ? 
i Of yellow casimire we may pre.sume, 

! While stockings drawn uncurdled as new milk 
I O’er limbs whose symmetry set off the silk ; 

XLIV. 

Suppose him sword by side, and hat in hand. 

Made up by youth, fame, and an army tailor — 

That great cnclianter, at whose'rod’s command 
Beauty springs forth, and Nature’s self turns paler, 

! Seeing how Art can make her work more grand 
i (When she don’t pin men’s limbs in like a gaoler), — 

; Behold him placed as if upon a pillnrl He 
' Seems Love turn’d a lieutenant of artillery! 

XLV. 

Ilis bandage slipp’d down into a cravat; 

His wings subdued to,cpaulettes ; his quiver 
Shnmk to a scabbard, with his arrows at 

• His side as a small sword, but sharp as ever; 

His bow converted into a cock’d hat; 

i But still so like, that Psyche were more clever 
! Than sotne wives (who make blunders no less stupid}, 
1 If she had not mistaken him for Cupid. 

I XLVI. 

^ The courtiers stared, the ladies whisper’d, and 

TheempresssmiledtlhereigqingfaYoaritc frown’d ~ 

I I quite forget which of them was in hand, 

I Just then ; as they are rather numerous found, 
^Vho took by turns that dillicult command 
I Since first her majesty was singly crown'd : 

But they were mostly nervous six-foot fellows. 

All lit to make a Patagonian jealous. 


But I am apt to grow too metaphysical : xlvii. 

“ The time is out of joint,” •— and so am I ; ' Juan was none of these, but sligjit and slim, 

1 quite forget this poem 's merely quizzical, Blushing and beardless ; and yet iie’ertheless 

And deviate into matters rather dry. There was a something in his turn of liinh, 

I ne’er decide what I shall say, and this I call And still more in his eye, wHiich seem'd to express, 

Much too poetical : men should know why ^ That thougii he look’d one of the seraphim, 


' I “Tbc lime i« out itT joint :-0 curMd tpittl 

Ttiiil ,rw 1 nw born to k< ll rl^bt. ".-Aa»U((.] 

* (A jrellow-roiuiircf) cr)*«tal. d<-nornirMict) frotn a hiH in Tnver- 


netS'ihin*, whm> It b found. This has been f^rnoraily callH the 
.scollUli topax : but M now fiivos place to another cryMal uf a Car 
haitlcr i|iuliir, foniKl iwar tmcrcaold.— JAMtnov.} 
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There lurk’d a man beneatli the spirit’s dress. 
Besides^ theempress sometimes liked n boy, 

And bad just buried the inir>faced Lanskoi. ‘ 

XLvin. 

Ao wonder then that Yermoloff, or Momonoff, • 

Or Scherbaloff, or any otlier off 
Or on. might dread her majesty liad not room enough. 
Within her bosom (whicl) was not too tough) 

For a new flame; a thought to cast of gloom enough 
Along the aspect, w4ietber smooth or rough. 

Of him who, in the language of his station. 

Then held that.'* high ofUcial situation.** 
xux. 

O, gentle ladies! slioiild you seek to know 
TIte import of this di|domalic plirase, 

Bid Ireland’s Londonderry's Marquess* show 
His parts of speech; and iu the strange displays 
Of that odd string of words, all in a row, 

Whidi none divine, and every, one obeys, 

Perhaps you may pitk out some queer no meaning, 
Of that weak wordy liarvest the sole gleaning. 

L. 

I think 1 can explain myself without 
That sad inexplicable beast of prey — 

That Sphinx, whose words would ever i>e a doubt. 
Did not his deeds unriddle them each day— 

That monslrous liieroglyphic— fbal long spout 
Of blood and water, leaden Casllereagh ! 

And here I must an anecdote relate. 

But luckily of no great length or weight. 

LI. 

An English lady ask’d of an Italian, 

What were the actual and official duties 
Of the strange thing some women set a value on, 
^Vhicli hovers oft about some married beauties, ' 
('ailed “ Cavalier servente ?*’ * a Pygmalion 

Whose statues warm (I fear, alas! too true *t is) * 
Bei'.eath his aft. The dame, press'd to tiisclose them, 
Said — I beseech you to suppose them.** 

LII. I 

And thus I supplicate your supposition, 

And mildest, matrondike interpretation, 

Of tlic imperial favourite’s condition. 

'T w as a high place, the highest in the nation 
In fact, if not in rank ; and the suspicion ■ 

Of any one's attaining to his station. 

No doubt gave pain, where each new pair of shoulders, 
If rattier broad, made stocks rise and their IToldcrs. 


■ lie waa the gronde pot^fon ofUie grande Catherine. See her 
Live* under ihc head of “Ijintkui.”— [** Laotkok waa a fiMith of 
a« line and inlrroiiiig a fl.enrc an the ima^^inalkon can Of 

ail Caiberine'a favouritra, he waa the man whom ahe loved the 
moal. HU education having been neglected, die look tho care of 
Ilia Improveiiirtit upon hrrseir. In 17M, he waa attacked with a 
Sever, ami prrUhed In the Itower of hU age. In Ihe arm* of her 
majeaty. when be wka no more, Callwrlno gave lieraelf np to Ihc 
moat poignant irlef, and remained Uiree motitha wiihotit going 
o«l of her inlaee of Taarsko-aeJo> She afterwkrda railed a aupei b 


I • ■ 

1 Juan, I .said, w'os a most beauteous boy, 

I And had retain’d his boyish took beyond 
I The usual hirsute seasons which (tesiroy, 
j With beards and wliUkers, ami the like, the fond 
|‘ Parisiun aspect which upset old Troy 
I And founded Doctors* Commons I have conn'd 
i The history’ of divorces, w hidi, though cliequer’d, 

I Calls llion's tlie first damages on record. 

I LIV. 

1 

[ And Gifhcrine, w ho' loved all Hiings (save her lord, 

; Who w as gone to his place), and pass’d for mucli . 

• Admiring those (by dainty dames abhorr’d) 

; Gigantic gentlemen, yet had a toucli 
i Of sentiment; and he she most adored 
5 Was llie lamented Lanskoi, who was such 
: A lover as had cost her many a tear, 
j And yet but made a middling grenadier. 

I . LV. 

Ob, thou “telcrrima causa” of all belli”— * 

! Thou gate o( life amf death — thou nondescript ! 

I Whence is our exit and our entrance,— well I 
< May pause in pondering how’ all souls are dipt 
In thy perennial fountain : — how man fell, I 
Know not, since knowledge saw her branches stript 
Of her first fruit; but how he falls and rises 
Since, tbuu liast settled beyond ail sunnises. 

LVI. 

'Some call thee **lhe worst cause of war,” bull 
Maintain thou art the best : for after all, 

From thee we come, to thee wc go, and why 
j To get at thee not batter dow n a wall, 

I Or waste a world? since no one can deny 

Thou dost replenish worlds lioth great and small : 
With, or without thee, all things at a stand 
I Are, or would be, tiMu sea of litre's dry land! 

1 LVII. 

Catherine, who was the grand epitome 
' Of tiiat great cause of war, or peace, or xvhat 
You please (it'causes all the things w hich be, 

So you may take your choice of this or that) — 
j Catherine, I say, was very M. to see 
j The handsome herald, on whose plumage sat 
i Victory ; and, pausing as she saw* him kneel 
With his despatcli, forgot to break the seal.* 

LVIII. 

I Then recollecting the w hole empress, nor 
1 Forgetting quite the woman (which composed 


I tnonomriu to hb ineroory, In U>^ garUeta of Uut imperial arai. 
I i.an<ko< '« furiime wai LMiiinale<l al Uirre millioo rubles. He be- 
I qiiPAlhed il to Ihe rmprrw, wtio retnrned It to the sbim of th ii 
favourite, mervinn only to herself the right of (Kirchashig the 
picinres, mcilab, and library ."—Tooks.] 

• TYih was written |rn« before the soidde of that penon. 

> [see ante. p. SCS-.VM.1 
^ llur. Rat. lib. i. «dt. Mi. 

< (Ttie Quion of debauchery ami ferocity wbirli cbaraclerlscil 
Catherine, arc admirably drpicied*in her maimer of feeding her 
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At least three parts of this grea't v hole), site tore 
The letter open with an air pose4 
The court, that watcli’d each look her visage wore, 
Until a royal smile at length diseiusrtf 
Fair weather for the day. Though rather spacious, 
Her face was noble, her eyes fine, mouth gracious.' 

LIX. 

Great joy was hers, or rather joys : the first 
Was a ta’en city, thirty thousand slain. 

Glory and triumph o’er her aspect burst. 

As an Hast Indian sunrise on the main. 

These quench'd a moment her ajubitipn’s thirst — 

So Arab deserts drink in sunimer’s rain ; 

In vain! — As fall the dews on quenchle.ss .sands, 
Blood only serves to wash Amhitiou's hands! 

LX. 

Her next amusement was more fanciful ; 

She smiled at mad Suwarrow's rhymes, who threw 
Into a Russian couplet rather dull 
The w hole gazette of thousands whom he slew.* 
Her thiyd was feminine enough to annul 
The shudder which runs naturally through 
Our veins, when things call'd sovereigns think it best 
To kill, and generals turn it into Jest. 

LXI. 

Tlie two first feeliogs ran tlieir course complete, 
And lighted first her eye, and then her mouth : 
The whole court look'd immediately most sweet. 
Like flowefs well water’d after a long .droufli : — 
But when on the lieutenant at her feet 
Her majesty, who liked to gaze on youth. 

Almost as much as on a new despatch^ 

Glanced mildly, all the world was on the watcii. 

LXII. 

Though somewhat large, exuberant, and. truculent, 
Whentrrofk — whilc^/fused, she w as as fine a figure 
As those who like things rosy, ripe, and succulent, 
Would wish to look on, v^bile they are in. vigour. 
Site could repay eadi aniatory look you lent 
With interest, and in turn was wont with rigour 
To exact of Cupid's bills the full amount 
At sight, nor would j^mit you to discount. 

■ Lxni. 

With her the latter, though at limes convenient, 
Was not so necessary ; for they tell 


That she was hand^mc, and, though fierce, look'd 
And always used her favourites too well. [lenient, 
If once beyoHd iier boudoir’s precincts in ye went, 
Vour “fortune’' was^in a fair way “to swell 
.\ ma n ” (as (ii les gave) ; ‘ for though she would w idow all 
Nations, she liked man as an individual. 

LMV. 

V^ hat a strange thing is man! and what a stranger 
Is woman I What a whirlwind is lier head. 

And what a whirlpool full of^ep.th and daflger 
Is ail the rest about her! V^hcther wed, 

Or widow, maid or molher, she can change her 
Mind like the wind : whatever she has said 
Or done, is light to what she ’ll say or do;— * 

The oldest thing on record, and yet new! 

LXV^’ 

Oh, Catherine! (for of all interjections, 

To tliee both oh! and ak>! beluog of right 
In love and war) h<rw' ddd are connections 
Of luiman tlioiights w4iich jnsMe in their flight! 
Just now yours were cut out in different sections : 
First Isiiiaii's capture caught your fancy quite; 
ArTf. of new knights the fresh and'glorioiis batch; 
And ihiidltj, he who brought yoif Hic despatch ! 

LXV(. » 

Shakspeare talks of the herald Mercury 
Aevv lighted on a he.aven*kwsing hiR; ” * 

And some such visions cross'd her majesty, 

While lier young4terald knelt l)eforc l»cr still. 

'T is very true the hill seem'd rotlier high, 

For a lieutenant to climb up : but skill [blessing, 
Smooth’d even the Simplon’s steep, and, by God’s 
With youth undhealthall kisses are “heaven<kissing.” 

LX VII. 

Her majesty look’d down, the youth look'd up — 

And so they fell in love; — she witl^his face, 

; His grace, his God>knnws-\vhat : for Cupid’s cup 
I • With the first draught intoxicates afface, 

A quintessential laudanum or “block drop,” 

Which makes one drunk at once, without the base 
Expedient of full bumpers; for the eye 
In love drinks all Life’s fountains (save tears) dry. 

Lxvin. ‘ . 

He, on tlie other hand, if not in love, 

Fell into that no less imperious passion, 


ambitioD wtUi Ihe penial of ibe <Jisi>aicli. and graUffing licr rUln^ . 
pasiiua wlUi Ibe contemplaltnit of Joan; wlio. in npitc of ibe 
Jraluuir and rDormorijigs of rival pipecUnL* and candidates. U 
fairly la>Ulicd into the '‘higli ofl)ci.kl »iiuati<>n*' of (^ailicrioe's i 
favuurile.-^CAHPiiLL.] I 

• [ ^ CaibcriiM liMl b<!i'n hatidsgine in iicr youib. and »be pre> ' 
served •iracetuloeia aod nujeaty to Ibe last period 'of tier Ufc. | 
She was of a modrralc suture, but well propurtiouetlt and as she ' 
carrifHl tier heed very high, slic apiicartd rather Uil. slw bad an 
open front, an aquiline nose, an agreeable mouth, aud her chin, | 
though long, was not lubchapeu. Her hair was auburn, ! 
eyebrows black and raiber thick, and her blue eyes bad a gen- | 
licncsi which was oUco affected, but ofteoer still a mixture of I 
pride. Her phyatosnornywas^l deficient in expression; hut Ihu | 


cipressio^iiCTcr di«cuTcrcd what was parsing in the lAnI ufCa* 
llKTine. or ralhrril served her the belter to disguise it.'*— TOOEC.] 

• [“Suwarruw U as siugolar fur ibebreVUy of hU style as for 
Ihe rapidity of his cudquetls. On. the lacking Tuurlourkaya. in 
VuJsaria. he actually wrote no more to Uie empres Ibaa two 
lines of Kuss poetry i— ' 

'SUno Pofun, Slano how am, 

Tcmnourfci«)B avlata. is lain ' 

*Ck»fy 10 CoJ, glory to 'you, 

Tourtourftoya U Idkeu. tH-ro am I.' Toost.] 

i forlune swells him, it i< rank, he's married.*'— .Vn* GUe4 
Orrrj-Mck.‘Ma&siactB'E fj ay io pay old P^bU." 

* I Hamlet, act ill. sc. iv.] 
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Self-love — which, **iien some sort of thing above | 
Ourselves, a singer, dancef, mtirh in fashion, I 
Or duc4)ess, princess, empress, “deigns to prove” ' 1 

(*T is Pope’s phrase) a great longing, though a rash 
For one especial person oiit of ijiany, (one, 

Makes us believe ourselves as good as any. 

LXix; 

Besides, he was of thjit delighted age 
Which vnakes all female ages equal — when 
We don't much care with whom we may engage, 

As bold as Daniel'fh tbe'lion’s den, 

So that we can our native sun assuage 
In the next ocean, whioli may flow just tlien, 

To make a twilight in, just as Sol’s heat is 
Quench’d in the lap of the salt sea, or Thetis. 

LXX 

And Catherine (we must say thus much for Catlierine), 
Tliough lK>]d andbloiKly, wa^ the kind of thing 
^>11056 temporary passion was quite ffaltering. 

Because each lover look’d a sort of king, 

Made up upon an amatory pattern, 

A royal husband in all'save the'rin^ — 

W hich, being the damn’dest part of matrimony, 
Seem’d taking out the sting to leave the honey. 

' » LXXI. •' 

And when you add to this, her womanhood 
In it^ meridian, her blue eyes* or gray— > 

(The last, if tliey have soul, are quite as good, 

Or better, as the best examples say : 

Napoleon’s, Clary’s* (queen of Scotiuiid), should 
Lend to that <x)lour a tran^endent ray ; 

And Pallas also sanctions the same hue, 

Too wise to look through 0 |rtics black or blue) — 
LXXII. 

Her sweet smile, and her then majestic figure. 

Her plumpness, her iro{)erial coudescension, 

Her preference of a boy So men niueh bigger 
(Fellows whom Messalina’s self would pension), 

Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour^ 

With other extras, which we need not mention, — 
All these, or any one of these, explain 
Fnougb to make a stripling very vain. 

LXXIU. 

And iliat *s enough, for love is wmity, 

Selfish in its beginning as its end. 

Except where ’t is a niere irtsanity, 

A maddening spirit which would strive to blend 
Itself with beauty’s frail inanity, 

On which the passion’s self seems to depend : 

And hence some heathenish philosophers • 

Make love the main spring of the universe. 


LXXIV. 

Besides Platonic lox e, besides the love 
Of God, the love of sentiment, Uie^foving 
Of faithful pairs — (I needs rtmst rhyme with dove, 
That good old stean}-lK)at which keeps verses nmving 
’Gainst rttison — Reason ne’er was l\and-bnd-glo>e 
With rhyme, but always leant leSsto improving 
The sound than sense)— besides all these pretences. 
To love, there are those things whidt words name 
senses ; • 

LXXV. 

Those inovemeiits, those improvements in our bodies 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of their own sand-pits, to mix with a goddess. 

For such all women are at first no doubt. 

How beautiful that mon}entl a^ how' pdd is 
That fever wlueh precedes the larvguj]d rOut 
Of our sensations! What a curiops way . , ' • 

I The whole tiling is of clothing sools in cfay ! 

LXXVI. 

The noblest kind of love is love Platonical, 

To end or to begin with ; the next grand 
Is that w hidi may be christen'([ love canonical. 
Because the ctergj^Jake the thing in hand; 

The third sort to l)e noted in our chronicle, 

As flourishing in every Chrisliaa land. 

Is, when chaste matrons to their oflier ties 
Add what may be^c^iird, marriage in disguise. 

LXXVII. 

Well, wc won’t analyse — our story must 
Tell for itself : the sovereign was smitten, 

Juan much flpt|pr’d by her love, or lust < 

I cannot stop to alter words once written, 

And the two are so mix’d with human dust, 

Tliat he whojiumrs oii>. both perchance may hit on ; 
But in such matters Russia’s mighty cinprcs/ 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 

Lxxvin. 

The whole court melted into one wide whisper. 

And all lips were applied unto all ears ! 

The elder ladies’ wrinkles curl’d much crisper 
As they beheld ; the younger cast some leers 
On one another, and each lovely lisper ’’ 

Smiled as she talk’d the pwllt^r o’er; but tears 
Of rivalship rose in each clouded eye 
Of all Hie standing army w ho stood by. 

LXXIX. 

All the Ambassadors of all the powers 
> Enquired, Who was this very new young man, 

I Who premised to be great in some few hours ? 

W hich is full soon (though life iS but a span); ' ’ 

I Already they l>ehe)d the silver^hmvers 


Ccur'f coprew would I drl|{D loprote: 
do I make tue ul>tre«a to lb« roau I rou : ir/e/fo.J 

* f “ Scverat (tenotia Who Kved at Uic (iburt affirm that Calhe- 
had »ery Wiie eyes, and not gray, at M. Hulhieres hat ttated.!* 
-Toota.) 


' [Sec p. 78*.] 


[“ liwl, throuffli mltlniiraloer* »HI rrtJfwd, 
ItfriMio Knt, and ettarou all womaaklnd^-roFr.] 
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Of rubles rain, as fast as specie can, | 

rpon liis cabinet,- besides tbe presents < 

Of several ribands, and some thousand peasants.' i 

LXXX. I 

Catherine was generous, — all such ladies arc i 
Love, that great opener of the heart and ail 
The ways that lead tliere, be they near or far, 

Alwve, below, by turnpikes great or small, — 
jx>ve — (though she had a cursed taste for war, 

And was not the best w ife,* unless wc call i 

Such Clytcmuestra, though perhaps ’t is better i 

That one should die, than two drag on the fetter)— j 

LXXXI. j 

l^ve had made Catheruic make each lover's fortune, { 
Unlike oiir own half-chaste Elizabeth, 

Whose awtricc all disbursements did importune, 

If history, the grand liar, ever saith 
The truth; and tlmugh grief her old age might shorten, ' 
Tlecause she put a favourite to death, | 

Her vile, ambiguous method of flirtation, > 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station. | 

LXXMI. I 

Hut when the levee rose, and all was bustle i 

In the dissolving circle, all the nations' I 

Ambassadors began as H w ere to hustle j 

Hound tlie young man w iih their congratulations. ' 
Also the softer silks were heard to rustle 
Of gentle dames, among w-hosc recreations ! 

It is to speculate on handsome faces, > 

l^specialiy when sttch Jead to high places. 

LXXXTII. 

Juan, who found himself, he knew not how, 

A general object of attention, made 
His answers w itli a very graceful bow, 

As if born fur the ministerial trade. 

Though modest, on his unembarrass'd brow 
Nature had written gentleman.** He said 
Little, but to the purpose; and his manner 
Flung hovering graces o'er him like a banner. 

LXXXl.V. 

An order from her majesty consign’d 
Our young lieutenant to the genial rare 
Of those in oHice : all the w orld look'd kind, 

(As it will look sometimes with the first stare, 
Which youth would not act ill to keep in mind,) 

As also did Miss Protasoff then there, 



• A Rnasiaa esUite It always valitcO by ihc number of (lie slaves 
upon fl. 

* [ ** Pe(er the Third died in July. <762. Just one week after hit 
depotllloH. Tbereal manner in which be came by hUdeath is one 
nf those events over whlcl^ It U probable, there will be for ever a 
veil impenetrable to humas eyes, and known only lo that Being 
to whom the heart is Oficn. and from whom no secrets arc con- 
cealed. The parliMns that mi;;ht have retained their attachment 
lolihn aflrr his fall'; tbe murmurs of the populace, whoqiiieUy [ 
permit revolnUona to be effected, and afterwards lament those who 
have fallen their victims; the difficulUcs arising from keeping in* 
custody a priaoner of such conaniococe: all these mollves In con- ! 
JimcUon tend to give credit to the opinion, (hat aome hand of | 


Named from her mystic office “ FEprouveuse,’* 
A term inexplicable to the &luse. 

tXXXT. 

Wjlh her then, as in humble duty bound, 

Jifau retired, — and so will 1, until 
My Pegasus shall tire of touching ground. 

W'e have just lit on a “heaven-kissing hill," 
So lofty that I feel my brain turn round, 

And all my fancies whirling like a mill; 
Which is a signal to my nerves and brain, 

To take a quiet ride in some green lane. 


DON JCAN. 

c A TO THE TENTH. 

When New ton saw an apple falh he found 
In that slight startle from his contemplation — 

'T Is said (for I 'll not answer above ground 
For any sage’s creed or calculation) — 

A mode of proving that the earth turn’d round 
In amost natural whirl, called “gravitation;’* 
And this is the sole mortal who could grapple. 

Since Adam, with a fail, or w ith an apple. * 

ir. 

Man fell with apples, and with apples rose, 

If this be true; for we must deem tl>e mode 
In which .Sir Isaac Newton could disclose 
Through llie then unpav«»d stars the turnjuke road. 
A thing tocounterbalnnee human woes : 

For ever since immortal man hath glow'd 
With all kinds of mechanic^;, and full soon 
Steam-engines will Conduct him to the moon; 

III. 

And wherefore this exordium? — Why, just now, 

In taking up this paltry sheet of paper. 

My bosom underwent a glorious glow, , . 

And my internal spirit cut a caper : 

And though so much inferior, as I know, 

To those w ho, by the dint of glass and vaponr. 
Discover stars, and sail in tiie wind’s eye, 

I w isb to do as much by poesy. 

IV. 

In the wind's eye 1 have sail'd, and sail ; but for 
The stars, I owmny telescope is dim; 


UDCODtn>U.ilAe aatborily aliortonrd bU Uay*. Hut llie conduct of 
CatberiDc b<*lbre that event, and c^fCdally for four and thirty 
yean U»at »hc aflerwanU reigned. Iv of ltieir.ilooe a «uf5cient rc- 
fiitatiorwofao atrociouaa calamoy.aa would fix ibe guilt of it on 
btr."— TonxK,} 

3 [**Tbe cHebraied apple tree. lhe<fa1l Of one of Uic appitrs of 
wbidi U uld to have turned the aitrniioa of Newtoo lo tbe subject 
of gravity, was destroyed by w ind about four years ago. Tbe auec- 
dote of (lie falihig apple U njeniioned neittirr by Or. Slukcley nor 
by Nr.Comlull. sod, ts I have not been able to find any auUiority 
for It whatever, 1 did O0t feel niyaeif at liberty lo u-c it.'*— H rew- 
BTti's Lift of Sarton, p..34J.) 
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But at the least I have shunnM the eommon shore, 
And, leaving land far out of sight, would skim 
The ocean of eternity : the roar 
Of breakers has not daunted my slight, trim, 

But sti/1 sea-worthy skiff -, and she may float 
Where ships have founder’d, as doth many a boat. 

V. 

We left our hero, Juan, in tlie bloom 
Of favouritism, but not yet in the blush ; 

And far be it from my Muses to presume 
(For I have more than one Muse at a push) 

To follow him beyond the drawing-room : 

It is enough tliat Fortune found him flush 
Of youth, and vigour, beauty, and those things 
Which for an instant clip enjoyment's wings. 

VI. 

But soon they grow again and leave their nest. 

“Oh!” saitli the Psalmist, “that I had a dove’s 
Pinions, to flee away and be at rest !” ’ 

And who that recollects young years and loves, — * 
Though hoary now, and with a w ilhering breast, 

And p«alsied fancy, which no longer roves 
Beyond its dimm’d eye's sphere, — but would much 
rather 

Sigh like his son, than cough like his grandfather? 

VII. 

But sighs subside, aiHl te^rs (even widows') shrink, 
Like Arno in. the summer, to a shallow, 

So narrow as to shame tKcir wintry brink. 

Which threatens inundations deep and yellow! 

Such difference doth a few months make. You’d think 
Grief a rich field which never would lie fallow; 

No more it doth, its pkntghs but change their boys, 
Who furrow some new soil to sow for joys. 

VIII. 

But coughs wilf come when sighs depart — and now 
And then before sighs cease; lor oft the one 
ill bring the other, ere tlie lake-like brow 
Is ruffled by a wrinkle, or the sun 
Df life teacli'd ten o’clock : and wliile a glow, 

Hectic and brief as summer's day nigh done, 
G’erspreads the dicek which seems loo-pure for clay, 
Thousands blaze, love, hope, die, — how iiappy they ! — 

IX. 

®ut Juan was not meant to die so soon. 

'Ve left him in the focus of such glQry 
As may be Won by favour of the moon 
Dr ladies’ fancies— rather transitory 
Periiaps ; but who would scorn the month of June, 
Because December, w ith his breath so hoary, 

Must come ? Much rather sliould he court the ray, • 
^0 hoard up warmth against a wintry day. 

* (Sec llic A|>ppndU.— “Ilurr read iLe recent arUcIn Of JefTrejr. 
ihv and Hie ihort of it it, that he wishes lo pro- ' 
me lo reply, but I won’i. for I i>wr him i swxl turn «till 
kfmInpM Indeed, I presuhje dial the- preteiit 

oI aitackinit me Sji^aiu was jrT>-»L<ilblci and I can't 


X* , 

Besides, he had some qualities w hieJt fix 
Middle-aged ladies even more tlian young: [chicks 
The former know what ’s what; while new-nedged 
Know little more of love than what is sung 
In rhymes, or dreamt (for fancy will play tricks) 

In visions of those skies from w hence T.x»ve sprtmg. 
Some reckon w omen by their suns or years, 

I rather think the moon should date the dear.s. 

,xi. 

And why? because she ’s changeable and chaste. 

1 know no other reason, whatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, who find fault in haste. 

May choose to tax me with; which is not foir^ 

Nor flattering to “their temper or tlieir taste,” 

As my friend Jeffrey writes with such an air ; ■ 
However, I forgfvc him, and I trust 
He w ill forgive himself;— if not, I must. 

'xir. 

Old enemies who have become new- friends 
Should so continue — 't is a point of honour ; 

And I know nothing which could make amends 
For a return to hatred : I would shun her . 

Like gaHic, howsoever she extends 
Her hundred arms and legs, and fain outrun iier. 
Old flames, new wives, become our bitterest foes — 
Converted foes should scorn to join with tiiose. ^ • 
xin. 

This were the worst desertion : renegadocs. 

Even shuffling Southey, that incarnate lie, 

Would scarcelyjoin again the “ reformadocs,”' 

Whom he forsook to fill tlie laureate's sty : 

And honest inen, from Iceland to Barbadoes, 

Whether in Caledon or Italy, 

Should not veer round with every breatli, nof seize. 

To pain, the moment when you cease to please. 

XIV. 

The lawyer and tlie critic hut behold 
Tfic baser sides of literature ami life. 

And nought remains unseen, hut much untold. 

By those w ho scour those double vales of strife 
While common men grow igjiorautly old, 

The lawyer’s brief is like tlie surgeon’s knife. 
Dissecting the w hole inside of a question. 

And with it all the process of digestion. 

XV. 

A legal broom 's a moral chimney-sweeper, 

And that ’s the reason he himself *s so dirty; 

The endless soot * bestows a tint far dwper 
Than can be hid by alt(!nng his shirt; he 
Retains the sable stains of the dark creeper, 

At least some twenty-nine do out of thirty, 

hUme him. kiiuwing what htiinaii luturo ii.”— 0. teUfis, June, 

ma ) 

• “ Uelormers.'* or rather ** Refortiiwl.’* The Baron Bra'Iwar- 
d>oe, in Warprlcy, if authority for the wool. • 

1 Query, «ufir—Prinirf‘a llerii. 
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In all tlieir habits;— not so you. 1 own ; 

As Cjcsar wore his robe yott wear your gown. ' 

. XVI. 

And all our little feuds, at least all 
Dear Jeffrflji’, oncfe ray most redoubted foe 
(As far as rhycne and criticism cothbinc 
To make such puppets of us, things b<4ow^, 

Are over : Here *s health tOs“ Auld Lang Synel” 

I do not know you, and may never know ' , 

Your face — but you have acted on the whole 
Most nobly, and I own it from my soul.' 

XVII. 

And when I use the phrase of “Auld Lang S>Tie! ” 
"T is not address’d to you— the mere *s the pity 
Vor me, for I would rather take my wine < 

\Vith you, than aught (save Scott) in yourproud city. 
But soradiow, — it may seem a schoolboy’s whine, 
And yet I seek not to he grand nor witty, 

But I am half a .Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one, and my heart flies to my head, — * 

xvin. 

As ‘‘ AuW Laog Sjiie” brings Scotland, one and all, 
Scotch plaids, Scotch snoods, tliebluehills, and clear 
streains, 

The Dee; the Don, Balgounie’s brig’s black vail,* 

All my boy feelmgs, all iny gentler dreams 
^)f what 1 then dreamt, clothed in their own |rtill, 
Like Baiiquo's offspring ; — floating past me seems 
My childhood in this clnldishncss of mine : 

I care not^'t is a glimpse of “ Auld Lang Syne.” 

XIX. •’ . 

And though, as you remember, in a fit 
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly, 
t rail'd at Scots to show iny wrath and wit, 

Which must be own’d was sensitive and surly, 
Vet’t is in vain such sallies to permit, 

They cannot quench young feelings fresh and early : 
1 “jrote/j'd, not kill’d,” the Scotchman in my blood, 
And love the land of “ mountain and of flood.” ♦ 

XX. 

Don )uan, w1k> was real, or ideal, — 

For both are much the same, since what men think 
Exists when the once thinkers are less real 
'Hiaii what they thought, for mind can never sink. 


And ’gainst the body makes a strong appeal; 

AuU yet *t is very puzzling on the brink 
Of what is call’d eteniitv, to stare. 

And know no inoreof what is here than there;— 

•» 

- • XXI. 

I Don Juan grew a very polish'd BKissia'h — 

I II(m> w’e won’t mention, why we need not say : 

, Few youtliful minds can stand the strong concussion 
I Of any slight temptation in their way; 

I But /its Just DOW were spread as is a cushion 
I Smooth'd for a monarcli’s seat of honour : gay 
Damsels, and ^nces, rcvele, ready nipncy, 

Made ice seem paradise, and winter sunny* 

I xxm ** 

The favour of the empress w as agreeable ; 

And though the duty wax'd a liule hard. 

Young people at Jils time of life should be able 
To come off iiandsomely in that regard,,, 
lie was now grow ing up like a green tree, able 
For love, war, or ambition, wliich reward 
'fheir luckier votaries, till, old age's tedium 
Make some prefer the circulating medium. 

XXIII. 

About Uiis time, as might have been anticipated. 
Seduced by youth and dangerous examples, 

Don Juan grew, I fear, a little dissipated ; 
j >Yhich is a sad thing, and not only tramples 
, On our fresh feelings, but — as being participated 
>Vith all kinds of iucorngible samples 
Of frail humanity — must make us sellish. 

And shut our souls Up in us like a shell-flsb. 

)KXIV.r 

This we pass over. We will also pass 
The usual progress of intrigues between 
Unequal matches, such as arc, aias! 

A young lieutenant's with a nuf oUl queen, 

But one who is not so youthful as she was 
In all the royalty of sweet seventeen. 

Sovereigns may sway materials, but not matter, 

And wrinkles, the d d democrats, won’t flutter. 

XXV. 

And Death, the sovereign’s sovereign, though the great 
Gracchus of all mortality, who levels, 

Willi his Agrarian laws,^ tlie liigh estate 


• [ ThU Irllnitc to a former anUi^oaUt Uf^plars m much frank- 
ness, generoatty, and manly feeling, that It must eradicate all latent 
rematiu of aiiiiiiodtjr from the hpsom of any bat the meat ran- 
curou.« and vindictive. In addition to these mcfl.ls, the reliciioua 
Inirodiicllon of the i>oet’s rccoilccUona of Ida boybh days l enders 
thia |>a!«agc oiual In poetical beauty to any that lias proceidcd 
from IiU 

• ("1 don't like to boro you about the Scotch noveta (as they call 

tlieiii, though two of them arc Engllih. aiul the rest half »o) ; but 
nuUiiiig can or could ever persuade me, aince I woa the fimt ten 
Mibiuica in yo^ir company, that you are not llte nuu ; in me llicse 
novcU have so much ot'^uld it tvasbrrU acauuy Scot 

Ull ten years old), that 1 never move without thefn.*’— /.otvf ft. lo 
.V/r /f .Vroil, Jan. II, ISM.) 

1 The brig lit l> > 11 , near the “auld tnun*'uf .tbcrJcun, with iU 


one arch, and ita black deep aalmou atream below, is In itiy me- 
mory as yesterday. I stilt remember, Ihougti psThaps 1 may mis- 
c]uote, the awful proverb which made me pause lo cross it, and 
yet lean over it wUhacblUliU) delight, being an only son, at least 
by IhctnoUier'sside. Tlie saying as recollected by me was this, 
but 1 hare never heard or seen It since I was nine years of ago ' 
" Brig of BalcoDnte, blaeh 'ayoar ra‘, 

WT a wife', ac tom, tnd a mear'a as /os/. 

Doan yeiiiull fa' t~ 

4 (“ Land of bnmn bcaita and stiaggy nood. 

{.andorttie/DOUDUtu aod IIm- IKhmJ," elC-— £syo/fAr Luf JUsi/rc/.t 
> Tiberius Gracchus, bciog tribune of ilie people, deiuanded in 
their name tliueioculionof the Agrarian law; by which all 
(AtaessiBg above a certain number of. vf res were to he div^vcd of 
the Mirplua fur the U'lwTit^f the poor citizraa. 
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H\7 ■ 


Of him wlpo feasts^ and ngljts«4nd rnars^and rev els, 
Tu ont>JliK)llp;ra$s-grown patch (wbidv 
Corrugtiou for iU crop) witlvj|>mpoor dedlr 
T^’ho oM'er had a foot' of land xYif now^ 

Death % a reformer^ all men im^t aUpw ; ^ 

x^tvi. 

He IWod (not Death, lurt Juan^ iVa h^jk^' * 4. • 

Of w^te^a^h^r^^d glare, aad gloss, and^lter, 
In this cay cliBi^of^ar*«Vi^^ ^nd 
Whiai (thoiighlhatoto soy a tbiog that'a hitter) 
Peep out soinetfines, v^heo things are ii»a 
Throu^i af^tbe purple and Hue linen, " fittei^ 

For Babylon'i tU^ iUissia's royal barto#^ 

And neutralise hdr oi^ard |h<tw qf scarlet. 

^ xxvn. 

And thi%same state wp won't describe : we would 
Perhaps from hCbrsay, or from^ecqjlection ; 

But getting*!)]'^ grim Dante’s obscure wood;"' 

That horrid etpjinox, tliat hoteful section * 

Of human years, tha| half-way house, that rude' 

Hut, whence wise travellers drive with circumspec- 
Lifr'i sad gost-ho^e^ o’«r the dreary frontier [ tion 
Of age, and looking|^ck to yoptb,' give one tear ; — 

. ^ XXVIII. 

I wonH describe, — that Is, if I can help ^ 
Description; and I won’treneot,— dwt is. 

If I ran stave ofT thouf^^ w hich — as a whelp * 
Clings to its teat— sticks to me through the abyss 
Of this odd labyrinth ; or as the kelp 
Holds by the rock ; or^ aJover's kiss 
Drains its first draught of lips t— but, as I said; 

1 uon'i phitosoplifle, and mil be read. 

XXIX. 

Juan, instead of courting courts, was courted,— 

A thing which happens rarely : this he owed 
Much to bis youth, and' much to bis reported 
Velour ; much also to ttie blood lie sitow'd, 

Like a race-horse; much to each dress he sported, 
Which set the beauty off in whici) he glow'd, 

As purple clouds befringe the sun ; but most. 

He owed to an old womoA and his post. ^ , 

' • , xxi- 

He wrote to Spain apd all his near relations, 
Perceiving he w'as in a handsome way > 

Of getting on himself,' and finding stations 
For cousins also, answer'd the same day. 

Several pre{Kired themselves for emigrations ; 

And eating ioes, were o'erheard to say, 

'Diat with the addition of a slight pelisse, 

Madrid’s and Moscow’s climes w ere of a piece. 

' XXXI. 

His mother, Donna Ine?;, finding, too, • 


That in tlie lieu of drawing on his banker, 

Where his assets were waxing ratlier few',* 

Ho had br«ngbt his spending to a handsome an- 
w " * dior^;- 

‘Replied', " that she w as glad to see him through 
'fliosopleasures after wbidi wild youth will banker; 
As tho^olc jign* of man's being in bis senses 
Is, learning to reduce his past ev|)euses. 

j ^ ‘C XXXII. 

, She also rcd)mmended him to God, 
i And no les^tiftjod's Son„as wed as Mother, 

I Wani’dliimag;yQfi)Greekwor&lup, w hich looks odd 
I In Catholio eyes'; but told him, too, lu^moUier 
j Ott/rrord dislike, don't Ipok well abroad ; 

I Inform'd him tliat he had a little brotluT 
I Born in s second wedlock ; and above 
All, praised the empress's maternal love. 

XXXIIll 

'' She could not too much give her approbation 
Unto an empress, who preferr'd young men 
Whose age, aiid w hat w asdietter still, wboM nation 
' And climate, stopp'd all scandal (now and then) . 
At home it might have given her some vexation ; 

But where thermometers sunk.down to ten. 

Or live, or one, or tero, she could never 
Believe that virtue thaw'd before the river.’* 


Oh for a fbrtf’parsQn ponaer » to chant 
^Tliy praise. Hypocrisy! . Oh for a hymn 
loud as the viitues (hou dost loudly vaunt. 

Not practise ! Oh for trumps of clicrubim ! 

Or tlm ear-trumpet of my good old aunt, ' 

Who, though her spectacles at last grew dim, 
Drew quiet consolation through its hint, 

When she no more could read tlie pious print. 

XXXV. 

She was no li)‘pocrile «t least, poor soul, 

But went to heaven in as sincere a w ay 
As any body bn the clec^ roll. 

Which portions out upon the judgment day ' 
Heaven's freeholds, in* a sort of doomsday scroll. 
Such as the, conqqerof William did repay 
His knights with>lottiDg others' properties 
Into some slxty thousand new knights’ fees. 

XXXYI. ’ ^ 

Ji can't complain, whoso ancestors arc there, 

Erneis, lUdUlphus— right-apd-forty manors 
(If that my memory doth not greatly err) 

» Wc^e their reward for following Billy’s banners ; * 
And tboiigh l can’t help thiqking 't was scarce fair 
To strip'the Saxons of their kyrfei.* fike tannns. 
Yet, as tliey founded church« with the produce, .. 
You ’ll deem, no doubt, ^they put it to a good use. 


^ ' **Ui reiroval per tincelTa*osmra.'’->/ii/ 0 rNo. 0141(0/. 

• A meCapbor lakeirfrom Ibe ‘‘ forty-horse |)oner ” of a itearq, 
VASloe. That nad UieVerercnd Sydney Smith, duing by a 
^voUier clergyman at dhloer^ otnorved aHeivrards that bl$ dull 


.neighbour hid a •* nveltf-pnr$<m pottfr" of coBveraatioa! 

i [See CoUin'a Peerage, vol. Til. p. 71.) 

* 4 •* HyilR.”^! briiere a hyde of land (o be a l^limitc Word, 
at>d, aa such, subject to the Ui of a ifiAbble'. 

m 
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XXXVII. > , . ■ • 

The gentle Juon nourished, thoagh at tlihcs ’ ' 

He felf like other pWmls called scnsitfte*. triiy.tnes, 
AMiich shrink from touch, as inonvdis do frttu 
Save such as Soiilhcfcan affwd to'give. ^ 
Perhaps he long'd in bitter fronts /oc Climes 
In ^khicli Ihe Neva’sice would Tiease to^Iire ' * , . j 

lieforc May-day : perhaps, (kspitc hfs doty, . 

In royalty’s vast arms he sigh'd fbr beauty. j- . ' 
xxxviu. 

Perhaps — but, sails perhaps, wt ifeed not sedt * 

, Fof causes young or old : lhe cdMkfr-.w'orm • 
Will feed h|)Oo the fairest, freshest cheek, ^ " * 

As well as further drain the winter’d form : ^ 

Care, like a housekeeper, brings dver^ week' ^ . 
' Hi j bills in, and however wc may stdrin, • • * 

They must be paid : thoifgh six day« smoothly rUn, 
Tlie seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 


^ \ r ' d Xllll. % 4,. . ^ J 

Ju^n demUTT’d ptthis first notice to \ *''''* 

Quit ; and thoughadcath had tlireaten'd an^jectioo, 
'His youth and^consiiuition bore him th»oughJ> 

And sent t^edocltrs in a new direction. 

But still his state was delicate : tlie hue 
^ Ofliealth botMickfr’i w ith 0 faint sellection 
Along bis wasted gbeek, and seem’d to gravel 
The faculty— wWo^soid thai he must,travel. ** 

: . • . * . xuv. \ ; 

ThctiBraate was too cold, Uiey said, fopdiim, 
Meridian-born, fo bloonFin. This Opinion 
.I^de the chaste Catherine look'nlitMegrim, 

Who did not lii&nt first to lose her minion : 

But when sh%saw his dazzling eye ^ax dim, 

' And drooping like au eagle’s with cl^t pi|km, 

She then resolved send 'him on a' mission. 

But in ^ style becoming his coudition. o 


I don’t know how it was, bhl he grew %ick 
The empress waS alarm’d, and her fliysician 
(Tlic same who ph) sick’d Peter) found tlie tick • 

Of his fierce pulse lietoken a condition 
Which augur’d of thfe dead, however ^ulck 
Itself, and show *d a feverish disposition ; 

At wiiich the whole court was extremely troubled, 
The sovereign shock'd, and all his medicines doubled. 

XL. . ' * • . ^ 

Low were the whispers, manifold the rumours — 
Some said he bad been poison’d by ^olcnlKiD ; 
Others talk’d learnedly of certain tumours, , 

, ExltftuStioh, or disorders of the same kin ; ' 

Sdme said 't wds a concoction of tlie humours. 
Which with the blood too readily will cbiin kin; 
Others again were ready «lo maintain, 

“ *T was only the fatigue of last campaign.” 

XLI, •* 

But here is one prescription out of many :* . < 

“ Sodx sulphat. 3'j. 3f^- Mannai optiin. ■ > 
Aq. fervent, f. ^ifs. 3ij* lincti Senn® [him). 

Haustus" (Artd here the surgeon can>e and cupp’d 
“B|1 Pulv. Corn. gr. uj. Ipecawianh®” , • 

(With more beside if Juan had not slopp’d ’em,) 
’‘Bolus Potass® Sulplniret. sumendus, ‘ i' 
Et haustus ter in die capiendus.” 

XLII., 

This is the way physicians mend or end us, 

. Secunduui artem : but although We sneer 
In health— when ill, we call iligni to atU^qd tISv 
Without the least propensity to j(!cri * 

While that “ hiatus maxime dellendus,” * ‘ 

To be fill’d up by spade or mMlock, ’suear, ' 
Instead of gilding graciously tlown Lethe, " ' 

We tease mild Baiilie, ’ or soft Abernethyv* > ,, 


There was ju|t then a kind of a discussion, 

A sort of treaty or negotiatiop 
\Between the piitish cabinefand Russian,*^ 

Maintain’d with allthe due prevarication [on ; 
Witli which great states such things are^ apt to push 
Sofiiething about the Baltic’s navigation, ♦. 
Hides, train-oil, taUow, and the riglits of Thetis, . 
Which tfritons deem their « uti possidetis, ’’ 

^ , • 

So Catherine, who had a handsome way , 

Of fitting out her favourifeSi conferr’d 
This Secret charge on Juan, to'dUglay 
At once her foyal TipIcnSour, opd reward 
His services. Ho kiss’d hands thd next day, 

I Received instructions how to play his card, 

Was iarfen'with aU kinds bf gifts and honours, [nor's. 
Which show’d what great discernment^ Was thedo- 
^ ‘ XLvn. . . 

But she wtis lucky, and luck ’i all. Yourqueens • 

; 'Arc generally prosperous in reigning ; ► 

Which puzzjcS us to know wliat Fortune means. 

* fUft to conrhiue : though iWr years wer^ waning. 
Her climacteric teased her like her teens ; ^ 

And though her dignity brook’d no complaining, 
\So much did Juan’s setting off distress her, ^ 

She ebutd not find at first a fit snccessor.- 

XLvni. , ' 

But time, the comforler, wlircome atJastj 
And four-and»twenty hours, and twice thnt numl>er 
Of oandidaics requesting to be placed. 

Made Catherine taste next night a quiet slumber : — 
Ko that ^e meant to fix again in haste, 

Nor did she find the qiiantityenciihiber, 

But always choosing with deliberation, * ^ . 
Kept the place open^or their^emulation. . ; • 


• [ Pov an account of nr. Pailiic's visit Brrun.seconfi*, | 

p. W5.) ■ 1 


• [n«.ih br. llrrfnte Jifvl J hn Abcmclhy.JhC' ercal sargeoo, 
*orc rcmariiibp; far pioinnft* of apcccb.— E.] 
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• ‘ • xlW. *’ • . r ' 

While thUhi'^li post of horMur ’s in abeyance, • 

For one or^two days, reader, we request’ ♦ ’ 
You *11 mount with our young hero^e c<^nveyancc 
Whicit uMltd him fromTfteitsbui^h : Ui^ bitflT 
Barouihe, wh[ckrhad the gjorV to once * 
The faiV czarina's autocratic ere%t, « * 

When, a nev Iphigene, she went to Tauris, • 
Was gi\en,to her favourite,' and now bore his. • 

• I p 


And still less^wa^ it seimual ; for besides 
That he was not an ancient tkbaudiee, 

.Who like 60 ur/ruit,to stir their. veinV salt tides, ’ ' 

As acids reu99a dormant » 

AlthpughX't will happen as our planet guides) 

^is youth was not the diastest that might be, 
Thefe was lh% purest Platovisni at bottom • 

Of all his feelings— only he forgot ’em. 


A bull-dog, and a bullfinch, and ap erinyie. 

All private favourites' of Don Juan for 
(Let deeper sages the true ^use-determine) 

He had a kind of indination, or « ^ 

Weakness, for what maH people deem iycro*vermin, — 
Live anhnals : an'oliynaid of Uireescure'. ^ 
For cat»and birds i»oiepenchagt«c*e^ display’d,* 
Although be wa9 hot Md, nor even a inaid.— ^ • .« w 


• • * . • *-3 

Just now there M as no pcpil^of tetyptation ; 

He loved Ibe infant orphan he had saved, 
i\s patriots (now and t^n) may love a nation ; 

His pride/too, felt that she was not enslaved 
X)wing to him asiiJs<slier«alvatiou, 

'nironghhismeansd^thechurph's, might be pau'd. . 
Bui one thing ’s odd, w bid) here mukt be inserted, 

Tlic little Turk refused to be converted. .. 


The animal^^ijore^|[^Tijpic(] • ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Their station ; there were valets, secretaries, 

In otherwehicies I but at hirside 
Set little who Buryii^bd die (urrics 
Hemad^’gaioslCpMecquesabres.iulhrwide,^ ** 
Slaughter c^lsinail. «'rhough my wild Musc.varies; 
iler note, slie don’t forg^ the infavC girl , > 
Whom he priservedf a pure and living pearl. 

• • • •xii.* • • * 


LVl. , • . • 

\ ' 

’T wasstrange^ noughilie^hould retain the itnprcssioi) 
'rbrough such la scene of change, and dread, ami 
^ slaughter, * ’ ' 

Rut though Hireelpsliops told.lierthe transgrcssioi^. 
She show'd a great dislike to holy water.: . 

She also had no passion for oonfessiops 
Perhaps she bad nothing to confess : — no matter ; 
Whote'er Uie cause, the clmrch made little of Ur^ 
She^Ull held out that Malmmet was a proplict. 


Poor. little thing!^ She was as fair as docil<^ 

Arid with that gentle, serious cliafactcr, , , * 

As rare in living beings as a (pssUe (vier ! ” 

Man, 'midst- thy inonldy nianimotbs, ^^grond Cu- 
til /Ittbd was her ignorance to jostle ' • • . 

With this O'er whelming world, where all muslcpr : 
Bui she- was yet but ten years.old, and therefore - 
Was tranquh, though she knew not why or therefore. 

’ **4*, . LlII. ^ 


- * t'l*. , / ' 

In fact, the only Christian she could bear » 

,* *>Vas 'Juan;. whom she seem’d iphave selected 
In place of w hat bef home and friends once Krrc. 

He imiuroily loved wfiat he protected : 

And thus they form’d a ratlter curious pair, 

A gtiardkm greerkln years^a ward coqnected"^ 

In neitlier clime, time, blood, witli berdefentJer; 

' An;l yet this want of tibs made Uieirs more tender. 


Don'Juan love^ her, and she loved biin, as 
.^or brother, father, sister, daughter love.- 
I canMt fell exactly what it wasi . • 

He was not yetxpjite old enough to proVo \ 
Parental feelings; and tl)e othei: otbss, « 

^ll’d brotherly affection, could not OKtve • ^ 
liis^som, — for he neves hid a ^ister : 

Ahlif he had, how much he would have missMher! 


, tTin. 

They journey'd on through Poland and through ^ 
Warsaw, . 

Famous fpr mines Of salt and yokes of iron; 
Through Courland also, ^hicbthattainousfarce saw 
■ Whief) gave her dukes tlie gra^^t’less nam^f ** Bi- 
} ron.”* 

. 'T is the same landscape wliid) tls^moderiiMars saw, 


• Tbe^mprCu wiciit lo Ihc drirnoi.'sccompanied by Ibe Empe- 
ror Jg^h»>iQ the yror—1 r<Tgcl wblel*^[Tlie Vrince ^ Lbtne, 
Hho BCcoBipanied Catherine Lo her proKre* Ihrottgh her •oiiUicrn 
pruvkice*. in 4^, f^ree the fuUnwInff parUdiUrs v-t* W'e Itare 

been trarersini, darinR ecver:ilitay<.*aD tirfhipDne (ractof Ucaerls 
tormerijr Inhabited by bdiUl* Tartar brlKJos, bid ircoVfn'O by the 
^rms of her Slaji »ty, ami af prp<«- nlornami'nlrdfrom rtaRe toslage 
wilb magaificeat ienU, where we ar« supplied with hre.ik(Jst^cui> 
laiiim, din|KT. MippCr. anil kidAiiig^ and our racampiwnU, deco- * 
riled wi(h alPihe pomp of Asiatic sple^lonr, |•r^'>«Mlt'a noble ml- 
blary q»ecUclc. Tjie einprew ha« leh, 1u each Jown. preM*iiu lo 
the amnuot offOO.SOO runMc«. EacHday of rr>l b iiwrked by lly; 
A>ft of Mfi^ diamoiiil^ by balla, by lin'wqrksaml byniuiuinaUous 
esiemliii!| lor Icafpiw iu every dlrccioJO. .Ihiriim the last two' 


*rg niht 1 have been dally cropWytHi in Uimwinirinobey out of oar 
carrUs^wiudows, and have thus dbirlbuicd ibe value of eome 

mlllioas onifrw.' -^Zellrca W rtpidea.) ^ 

•,Ip the Erepreea Aimo'e Une. niieopher favonrilf . avnmesl ifti* 
name and arms of the •• WJtmv ’ f'f Frttsco, which rjm»iie> arc yet 
•eaiattlwlUiJIiSlof EugUud. There arc *1111 Ibedaogblersofoour- 
lind of thii name : one uf ihem 1 rtoeniber teeing in EnarJiiJ in 
the b)e»cd year of ibe Allice'tSIII-thcUucbrasor whom 

Uib Euslial' INJcheu pf Somersul preaented me aa a iiamesalu^.-> 
[’‘Ernest Jidin Blrem bevooie ao famous by liissrcaf^dvaooo- 
in^b.amlbb n*»i exIraonHrtary n voixjsof forlujie. wal b-irn 

iu^pirbmd.of n family of roeBu rxii^icUan. lib graudfailicr bail 
been licail-srdnm lo James, ifin third ^ube of CourtauU, and ob- 
uipcd fruia tus nsa^icr the prueiii of a small ctkiic in latid. . . 
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Who march’d to Moscow, led by J'ame, the siren! 
To lose by one month's frosty some twicpty years 
Of conquest, and his guard of grenadiers. 

• LIS. • fc* . 

Let this not seem an aati-cliraax “Oh ! (cby. 
My guard! my old guard!”' exclaim’d that god of 
' Think of the Thunderer’s falling down below 
' Garotid-artery-cutting'Castlereaglil * 

Alas! that glory sliould be chill'd by snow ! 

But should we wish to warm U8 on ourVay 
Tlifough Poland, there fs Kosciusko’s nnnfe 
Might scatter fire tlirou^ ice, like Heck’s flame.* 

From Poland they came on through Prussia Proper, 
And Khnigsberg the capUal. whose vaunt, 

Besides some veins of iron, lead, or a>ppcr, 

Has lately been tlie great Professor Kant. ^ . 
Juanvwho cared not a tobacco*stopper 
•Abeut philosophy, pursued his jaunt 
To Germany, whose somewhat tardy millions ^ 
nave princes who sptfr more than thcIT postilions. 

• * LXI. » 

And thence Ihrougti Berlin, Dresden, and the like, 
Until He reach’d the castellated Rhine : — 

Ye glorious Gothic scenes! hpw much ye strike^ 

Ail phantasies, not even excepting mine ; . 

A gray w*ail, a green ruin, rusty pike, 

Make my soul pass the equinoctial line . * 

Between the present and pa^t worlds, and hover 
UpOD their airy coDfuie, half'SeaS‘Ovcr. * 

. . ixn. ^ 

But Juan posted on througii Jllanlieim, Bonn, 

Which Dradicqfels^ frowns overlikea spe(nre , * 
Of the good feudal times for ever gone, . 

On which I luve not time jo.stt]ow to loctifrc.- 
From tbenCe he was drawn onwards to Cologne, 

A city which presents to the iospeotor 
Eleven thousand maidenheads of bone, •• 

The gr^test number flesh hath ever known.*'* 

’ LXIII. ' 

Front thence to Uolland’s Hagiic and HeWoetstuys, 
That water-land of Dutchmen and 'of ditches,* ■ 
'Wher^^niper expresses its best juiep^ ; , 

The poor man’s sparkling sqbstitute for riches. 
Senates and sages have condemn’d its use— 


WOBKS. . ' * 

Biit^tddeny the mdb a hofdialVwHidiis ‘ 

J'oo often all flic clothing, meat, or fud, 

Good government has left them/ seems hdt cruel. > 

• » * ' ■ 

Uere he eoRhark’d, nn4,with a flowing /all 
iVrnt bounding for the island of th#free, * 
Towards w hich tiK impatient wind blew' half a gale: 
High dash’d the spray, the bows dipped in the «en, 
And sea-sick passengers turn’d soiiieidiat pale; 

Rut Juan, season’d, kshe well mif^ht 
By fomiOr voyages, stood to watc^i the skiffs 
Which pass’d, or catch the first glimpse of UiecHfl's. <> 
•> .liv. 

At length Jhef rose, like a k-hitc wall along 
The blue sea’s border; and Don Juan — . 

\that emi young strangers leel k little strong 
At the first sight of Albion's dialky belt— 

A kind of pridt that he should be among . 

•Those haughty sliopkeejlers, who'^stcrnly dealt , 
Their ^oods and edicts out from pdfe l(^ole;» * 

And made file ve^'iiiricrws pay them toll. 

, Mtvi. . * • 

1 ’vc no great canse to love tliat spot flfeifrth, , 
WTilch holdsVhat Imrs ban thendblMl nation; 

But Uiougfa Towe it little but my birth, 

' I fdbl a mix’d r#gret andwoneration ’ 

For its decaying fame and former worth. 

Seven yeart (the uflidl tenfr of transportation) 

Of absence lay one’s old ’rfseiUments level, i * ■ 
WTien a maft’s^coulttry ’s going to the devil. 

LXVII. ’ ■ 

Alas ! eould she but fully, truly, know « 

CoW her great name is now throughout abborr’d ; 
How eager ‘all the earth is for the blow 
• Whicli shall lay ban? her bosom to Ih'e sw ord ; 

How all the nations deem her their worst foe, 

' That worSe than worst of foes, dtp %0ce-adored 
False friend, who held out freedom to mankind, « 
And now w ould chain them, 'to the vfry mind ;— 

' • Lxvin. , ‘ i 

Would she be prOud, or boast herself the free, 
llVho is but jlrst'of slaves) the nations arc 
In prison,— but the gaoler, what ishe? 

No less a victim'to tlie bbll and bar. ^ 

Ls the pbor privilege to turn the key ^ ^ ^ 


IQ 1714, be iMdc tu< appearaiyx K St. PeCenbarsh. and mTIcU^ ■ 
the place of page to the Princess Charloilr, wife of tbp Tzarotftch 
Aleicf; bat, being cuntempinotnir rcjec04 ^ a person of mean 
xitracUon, reUred to MUtaa, witcre he chanced to ingratiate blm* 
neirwttb CoOnt Bealncherr, maKcrof (he boteehnid to tone, widow 
of Frederic XVUliam iiQke of ConHand. who rrsiae«tal Mlirau. 
Being' of a handaotne figore and poihe addreas, be soon gatued ilte 
good'WiU of (be diichcae, and Ix^me her secretary and diief fa* 
vonrlta. On her being deefa^ sorereigD of Rowia^AnDe called 
Birento Peteasbargli, and theKcretaryaooD became DiAcof Coot' 
l.ind,*and first niinialer or rather drtpot of, Rowia. On (he deaUi 
of Anno, which hapi>eiied in (740, Biren,^ing dectartd rogral, 
conUniied daily increasing JtU xcsatlons and cmcitiet. fill l>e was 
arrested, on the iSth of December, only Twenty days after be (|*d 


been ^pointed tp ttie regency ;and at ibe res^utlon that eoiued 
be was •died to the frozen shores orthc Oby.*~rootV.,]. , 

* [ KapotcooS exolaidatlon at iheClyseeBourbop^Jane lIic3SrcI, 

i»'»- • ’ ' , . - ' 

* f *' Rope for a msenebt ludeshe world farvWefi. 

And freedom ibriek'd « beii4(oK<U(ao fvt^^Csvnuu] 

y ^Itainamiel Kant, (lie celebraied founder of a dc^ philosopU- 
tal secT waa-born at Rdnigybj^rg. He died in 1604.} ^ 

* (** Tbf ro«tlod frajr orDrarMnMs 

I'rewn^oer ibo aide eud Mta<nog 

See Pvsn] > 

s -•* • , * 

A St. Urania and her clcrcf thotisami virgloa were still extant in 
IMS, andtuay be ao }et,bsmuc{/ asjever. , . . r 
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Upon tht captive, freedom? He *8 as far 
Frorf) the enjoyment of»the earth and air « 

Who watches o’eKlhe cliaii, »6 they who wear. • 

. txix. 

Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties, 

Thy cliffs, dear f)over! harboiA^'and hotel ^ 

Thy custom-hou^ ndth all its drHca^e duties ; 

Tby Waiters runlling miicKS at every bell; 

Diy pa^lCets,*aH Whos^paslbif^s Ire booties 
To tlioss whotipon1and or'w*t^tet dwell; 

And^last, not Irlst, to Strangers uninstructed, 
Thi’^nf, long Lifts, %iience botfain j is deducted. 

LXX. 

Juan, though careless, yobng, and magniflquc, 

And rich in nrl)le6, diamodos, oash, and credit. 
Who did not limitrfini^ his bills per.w^^i 
Yet dbred at \/)is a ntlle, tbodgh V paid — * 

(Uis Maggior Duomo^a smart; subtle Greek, 

Before him sumnT*d awful scroll and read it :) 
But doubtless, as thC oir, thou^ scldani suitny, 

Is free, tl»e Aspiration b worth <he iiioiJey. * ' 

LXXl. , 

On with the horse?! Off to Canterbury ! [pud^e ; 

Tramp, trampo'er petfbfe, ^ splash, spfnsb through 
Hurrah! how swiftly s|>^sjlhejftst so hifruyf 
^’ot like slow Gavniany, wiierik) thef ftnfddle 
Along the road, os if they wenl to* bury , 

Their fate ; and also pause &>sides, to fuddle 
WiUi “Schaapps” — sad dog^! whom.**‘fiundilbt,'’ or 
“ Verflucter,’* ' 

Affect 00 more than lightning a conductor. 

' • txxir." 

Now there is nothing gives a mah^ubb, spirits, 
Leavening bid blood as Coteiine doth a curry, 

As gofng at full specib— no matter where its- 
Direction be, so ’t is but ih dhurry, ^ 

And rfferely Ar the sake otfts Ovvn merits; 

FoFthe less caiiseXhire. is fbrall this flurry, 

Die greater is. the pleasure in arriving * 

At the great end of traveb-^whicb*is drivingr 

• VXXIIl. 

lliey saw at Canterbur)’ the^athedral ; « 

Black Edward's h^Iin,'* and Bccket's bloody«sU>De,* 
Were pointed out as usuhl bf ibe'b^ai, 

1b the samo quaint, uninterested tpne!-^ 

Tliere 's glory again Ibr you, gehlle reader f All ‘ 


\ ( Oo*lhe tomb of Ibe prttiCe lies a wboieienirh brns fl^rc of 
hhn. Ills jrmour wHhX hOod of ma(i. and a acuU-cap enriched 
wiitfa fbronet. wjiich haaOecnoococtoddcd with^cwels^iftooIx 
Ibecollelf now redtalii.) • , - ^ 

'•[Brckct was aswft^naled indie caftiedral.dn nri4 ^ 

1 fTbe FreoclilBKripiUui on the niscj^hlfcoe's raonumeot Is 
thus Iraoslaled lollie HMprf of 

'*WbOMtbeoV IbiiA^^'Albr * 

'wbwnibyyrfi intayit He^ ^ 

Sn^entand M7.* 

' , AssttbUllnwiMb iMf 

Sorhtf tbaBail7MB>rilrd|«wV t 

^liipttio.taAr^li liKKite' , • 


Ends in a rusty casque and dubious bc)pe,’ 
Half-solved iiUo those sdlas'or magnesiaks 
Whicn form that bitter drau^t, flic*huihan^p^ies. 

tltxiv. , ' w 

Tlidefferton Juan.wdibf coff!X?iubliiife : w 
’ He HrAtlicd a IhoMSJtmTCressys, as ho'driw * 
Tlial cflbqtlb, wUlcIt rfever st^lTp'd cxccpl ft) Time.* 
X\fTi the 6bM ilWrainian>tomb netted awe, 
Who died^n the tken ^at attempt to dimb * 
Corking, %ho * moic at l{^i . 

Before th^ biitcber. ' Little l>ila gnrtd. * * . 

And asked why suebV strOctutp bnd been raised : ^ 

^xxv. 

And beinif told’it win Gpd's tioj^se,” s|{e said 
He has wellflodgr^t but on^woncier'tyiow * 
He%uffcr'^nfidHs in his hAtjBedft, ' 

■ The*miel Na/ai*eiiiJ7*bo litTobM 

Hi's {eioples ih^lhe lands whicU.b|^^ • 
'n^Tme Believers j—aandlt^ iiiBm' [bfo'r ' 

Was bAt with grief that M^orbet fli^d resigQ - . 
A mosque gohontc, flUng iiltl f^rlsdo ^hcf 

* '••f.XXVI. . . » 

On ] On ! tlirough injaDJoi|;s, di<''nagh^1ike ^garden, 
A paradia^ of hops 2 (nd hi^ p^tmiani I 
Foroftcr^ors of trt^dTWjtlierd in • w 
Countr^ of gr^tdr heat, buyessA* sdrtioA 
A geeen fiefd is a sight whidt malM him narwn 
Tbeqbsencb ofthtt more sdldii^ cofi^|bHiti^,' 
WlqrlFniixcs ap ftnA, Wives, precipices, . 

Glaciers, volcanos, oranges, antVlccs. 

• Lxxvur . ■ *., 

And when I tj^in]^ upon a pot of beef;— I 
But I won’t ^eep so dyiv^ ojiaposisftSitsf 
As the smart boys spurr’iTfjisTin th«tr carcdr^^*^ 
Juaii admired tiieschtghw ^s of /ree miljic)|)l; 

A countr)**in oil seifses tlie iitqiUdp? * 

To foreigner ef qatues sowe sUly ones, 

■Who ** kick agnipst.the pricJi^jyiist aC tlt^ jpicture, 
lyxSilNili puncture.' 


And for tbeir pains gel only^ 


Wlial a Jelightful tlikig ’s ^turn^A’roodl.' * 
So"smootb, sojetrfi such a nuA^of iTlfcng ^ * 
Tlie earth^s scarqMhe eagle in Ili&broHd 

can accbmplisl^ith his wide w'f^svniling. 
Ha’d sttch b'An cut in pliarton's fime," the cod* 

Had told sbn fo sat^y his craving ^ 

■ .. - . , ' . 
~ ^ • , " _ ~ t ^ * r * * . , 

l^latbo<i(bl MlbcJBar ' 

So loot M I ttcolh ; * -• 

Craol nH I * T- I 

WbFP«D(lb*<tes^ * 

' niwd go(^Mi<*. , 

‘flrMitfvMTw. bAnaOMiooiw, UoC 9V* ^ 

**. R«(no«i.acalUITpol|MBL4A ■ 9 . 

. V^Ma»ia.UM croMoMM^gnU ; ‘ ^ 

.• MyaBBUWMIflJlont^Vnf ^ 

* ■ . * tbiok biSysd «o<iA uj, *tflLL 

t\ *m>fl bid.nrw fc*qfr*i its, »* • 
i M mOeb iHtr'd oow l «D.* I * 


Oi: •^‘^by 
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M iththeywk inail!— bat onward as we tolli 

‘‘Surgit ainari aliquid’’— life toll! ’ 

^ . r . ■ ■ 

. " , mxjx. . 

Alas! how deeiri}' painful is all pigment! , tpijrsra. 

Take lives, take *tfes, take' aught except mdh s 

As MachiaveUltows those in iferptc raiment,': ^ 

Such is the Sliorlcst way to penerarcumre. * ‘ 

They hate a murderer tnucA less iliarf a clait#^ . • 
Oh that sweet ore wtiich eVfcry body huftes— ; 
Kill a imn'g fmdly, and.he inay.broojt it. 
;Bot*lteep,)’Our hands out of hiS breeches’ pocket. 

. * '• *’ LXXX. - ‘ 

.So said' the Florentine : ye rtonayclts, hearken . 

To-yout ipetruetpr/ Juan n^ was horde, 
just as tliedavbega^o'wane and darken, * 

O'er die high liili,^rdi looks wfth pride or s*rn 
Toward the drcafcily.— Yd who have a spark jn , 
Your ^nejf'Cockney spirit^ smile or mourn, ' . 
Accordi^hs^tftjkg thing* well or illr-t . , ' 

flold Jtritons, w e'are' now dq Shdoter’s Hill P 

■ ’ , ■ Lxxxi. r ■ 

Tile sUn went down, the smoke rose up, as Irom . ' 

■ AJialPtioqueneli'd vrJeaub; o’er a Space, 
yVhiHi well heseemSl the " Devil’s drawdngwooin,’ 

‘ AesoBie have'qualtllcd that wondrous place ’ 

Jlut Jdan felt, thpu^ not apprbaeliing hmf . , - 

'.As one who, though be were not of the race,' . 
s Revered the soil, of those true shnS the mother, 
t vyho botclicr’(t,half the eartit, ahdYiullied t’ other.’ 

■> • , ' IXXXIl. , , ’ I ■ 

m2 ^ ^ ^ * i' 

* A miihty inass of brick, andf smoke. and.sluftpi^l 
Dirty and dusky, but 5s wide hS es| • : 

Could reach, with hore^anlk there a lainust skipping 
Tn light, theiiJojI^wlst the’foresfry^ , 

Of masts -, a wiplerheatof steeples peeping 
On tiptoe through' their sea-coal wnepy ; 

\ huge, nuntaipola, like a-fitolscap crown. 

OnafoA’ndiead^andittereisIamtionTown.! , ' 

" * ^\xxui- . ' ■ 

Rut Juan S’aw not this : each wreath of Smopc 
AppSab’d fo hinf but aa the h|h^c vkpdnr , 
of some alchyinie hirnacc, fromVIience bioke 
The weaith of- worlds (a wea^ of tax and paper) \ 

’■nieglooihvclojidsr which o’er jt as a yoke - , 

Are bow’d, and pot the hun out like a taper’, 

Wgie qqtjiing’hut me natural attno^here, ^ v* 
Extrchieiy wholesome, though bnt rarqly clear. . 

■ ■ I ^ a’- DDilwhls J»T«ja KirWT lh< tWyMe*. , ' 

‘ • nijcf leiteklb a hill iWMrt*. 

Wl.oiP sUtCrsiU i%cfD«d. 

.'5«ai ilthU «fcl»Qfebyl atJurkef dOtnJ, 
krpl lx. • him x»ha rfibUt ‘hlnCf e*l<arm«, 

■; "50 Mber In M ^ 

’ >■ «»ys,HV«rr«n. 

m 10 Md ma*to iic 

Arc em-h lhtfNfc*rd_^U •••< ' . 

» [Roil; unerir-iv) ■ S . 

• » JiV Uily, wlj-.jte bcncTolcnl vxMl-W hi>ft dJeck'U 


I ' ' ^ LXkXIV. • 

Ue paused— and so will 1 ; gp ddlha crow 
Before they give tkeft- broadsider By andliy, " 
kly gentle countrymen, weabill renew 
> Our old acquaintance; andat legst 1 Mftry • ' 

To tell you truths bpu witi not take as Jrdk, , 
BecauXe they arc so;— a raaig Mrs. Fry,* , , 

With a soft bosom wilkl sweep y^ur balls, . . 

And. brush a web otvyworfronsoff fhe walls* # 

. ' ixxxv? • . 

’**• f*. .*• - V# 

0 Mrs. Fry! \\hy go toFicwgale/ Why , 
Preach topoOr rogues » And whorefort not Begin 

Wth Carlton, -dt With other lionses? Try 
YOur hand at harden’d qfid imperial sip. . ' 

To mend the people ’sXus absurdity,.# *,*- 

A jargon,* mere pliilaiithropie din, « • 

ynless youanako their hetvent befte^ Fy W 

1 tbou(jiit you had more religion, jps>Frjv. 

t ' Lxxxfi.'* ' ’ " 

, . s ■*. 

Teach, tfieni tHcdejencies ptgood thr^|core; ^ 

' Chre them' of tours, hussat and nighland aresses; 
Tell them that youth once gone teturnsjK) more. 
That' hired huxAls redeem ho tand’s disticsses; . 
Tell them .Str.WillUm Curti*' is a bore, 

' Too dull espn for thedullealof'cxcesses. 

The witlpsi^alstaffpf if hoary Hu), 

A -fool whose bells have ceased to ringat all. 

. Lxxxvii. ■* ^ 

T«U^ th’ent, though it. may be perhaps too Jgte 
On life’s worn coniine, jaded, bloqted, sated,^ 

To set up vain pretences of being great, 

"T Is hot so to ^e godd ; •■uid be it statpd, 

■fhe worthiest •kings have ever loved least state-; 

And tell theitf— S-But^ won’t, ajid I h»« prated 
Just now enou^ ; .but 1^' and by I 'Ifpraltlc 
Like Boland's bom* in Roncesyallfs’ battle. ; . 


• ' DQNJUAN. ,* ■ 

» • » * CAPyO^’TH* -ftBTBWIH. 

'■ . ^ ■ t. . 

\Vheh Biishop Berkeley said ‘‘there was no matter,” 
And proved ity-’t'was no, matter what he said *■ 

'niey.say h'ts sysfcni 't is'in vain to hotter, 

T <)0 suptle foe the afriestbuimn hca* ; , > 

And yet whp can believe H ?' 1 would sballct 
• . Gladljl h|l mailers dowh to Mope or (ead, . 


■S'' ’ 


fto gryla cliang* Ju the i;i^ltioabt Jh? female prisoocn l/i fjew- 
ijate.fj V 

1 [ThUyrortfjy 4hferm9B<lie(Mnlf)t9.] 

s. . l'*<)ror .Q tostxiMbat drad twrep S.' * 

On FtbUrkUlkn Ccl>OcMMIfI>fa « 
..Thal'tolliipfhftrlMtJlilcofpc, "" 

• ■ When lowlcnii •ndOllYlic. 

pflftlo ftmr, 

, On y iMniU« IMm. ' - . 1 

; < f Tlw cclebralcd iN ifi^ciihnitDi^hpp ol^poxac. in hi* l*rin- 
cipteB pr Hainan Kaowfedgi'.’ ecremuor. the 
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Oc'adamant, to fipd th^world a spirit, ^ 

And ifeai mj'4»ead, dcjiying that ! wear it^ 

♦ • * ' ■ H. * . • ' .. 

S’^il^nn^diseqyery 'I was toj^iake the 
Universe universal egotism, • 

Thaf lilt’s ideal— rt/l.imrsi fves : 1 ’ll staKe ftie • 
World (be it what’you will^^lhat t/iat 's .nfiscHism, 
Oh Doubt {—if thoa be’st^)yubt, for whiotf some take 
’ thee, ■ ■ .'*1 

But yhtch I doubt extremtly'-^thou sole pfiftn 
Of the TVuth's Ays, spoil fiat my dradgtit of ejirKT 
Hearen’s brandy, though'our bra!n caif hardly bear*U. 

’ tr . * * 

, .9 ni. . .... 

For ever andanon^comea Indigestion, 

(Not the most “daiDty'^riel”)* and pcrpleaess • 
Our soaringt with anotliej^ sort df question : 

And that which after all my spirtt re.xes. 

Is, that,! ftod no spot where iftan can* iVsl eye on, 
W^tliout confasion of the sorts and sexes. 

Of beings, stars, and thi^ iiftriddled W'onder^ 

Tlie world, wrli|d) at the' worst 's a glorious blunder— 

. . , ■ .»; * • . • •* 

If it be chance ; or if it be according . 

To the old text, still better lest k should * - * 
Turnoqtsd, we 'H-sa}’ nothing. *gdinst*the wording, 
As several people think such hazards rudp. > 
They ’rh right; our days at|i‘^oo brief for afTording 
Space to dispute what no one ever could ^ • 
Dedd^i and ^rsrp ^p/ue day V^'in ^ 

Know very clearfv—orxit least lie still. . • 


And therefore w HI I leave off metaphysical ' ) *• 
DiSi'-Ussion, which is neither l>dre. nor there ; 

If I agree thpt wtut U, is ; then this I cad 
heitig’quily perspicuous and rxtrcipely fair ; 

The truth is, 1 've grown lately rather* phthisical . 

I donTknow'what the r^soi) is-^ie air 
Prrhaps; bill as I suffer from the shocks* 

Of jllness, I grow mudi more orthodox. ‘ ' 

. VI. , : ■) . ' ‘ ^ 

• • • *'■ ''.f ’ 

The first attack at once proved the Divinity 
(But that J never doubted, nor the Devil) 

The.next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity ; 

The third, the usual Origin of Evil ; 

The fourth at once estahlislied the whole Trinity 
On so uncontrovertible a level, 


^xitt^icc of every ktod of matwTWIijreTrr: nor Uoetht tbhik this 
coQClosian one Ibat ooeU. in an/tlri^rec, su^gcr llie incredulous!. 
"Some iniihs there are," siys he. “so near abd ohrhMs to tb& 
B:od, that a man nei^d only open his eyes to sec them. Such I 
this irnportani one to he, (hjt all Ibe choir of hearea. and 
tumiiure of c^rib-.-in a wort}, ab (hose boiHrswhicft corlTpose ibe 
*Bifbly Irame of._tfae wortd-ANve not any subsi'lcnce without a 
‘Bhkd.’^* This (Mnetioo, bQwever slnttular, was rtailiiy made 
Innn the theory of pur pcrcrjllidna laid down by Descartes and 
he L(xrkc, and at Hiat time geotraJly ^dTcd la the world, 
Aeconl^ng In that theory, wc prrceh'O ooiliing hot Wcas wbicb trn- 
Pn:wtq In ihewiind^ and which have no dependence wtuteVCr I 


that I devoutly wish’d tb’e^hree'Wtjre'four, , ’ • 

On luirposfr to believe io-fnucli the moru. *% '. #* 

■ . / *. . i 

To our theme. — The. man wltoTias stood on tl» Acro- 
'I'Ahd look’d down*orer Attica ; or he fpnUs,. 

vyholiJs sail’d wliere {iicturesq'uo Con^slautinopl^is, 

• Or seen Tinibuctoo, of hath taUniTea ^ ■ 

In small-eyed XJ)ina’8*rrofkery-wjre laetropolis, , 
Or sat ardidsh the bricks of Nineveh, “ * * 

May not tbinkr much of Loadob’s first appeargpoc — 

* But ask him whqt l)e thiaks of it a year Itence; 

* ''J*- “ ' • I.’ 

.Don Juan ha^ pot^out on Jibooler’sJliM ; * * ' 

Sunset th^ time, the place Jthe seme declivity ■ 

vVhich looks along ttiat vale of g<^ and ill * 

^ ' TVbeA Lohdou streets ferment in ful^ activity v 
VYhHd ^\ery thing around w^as cajm and still, 

* Except th^ creak of wheels, which on their pivot he 
Heard,-yand that bee-liko,'^|)bling, twsy hum 

Of cities, that boil pver with their scum : — ' 

■ -I' ■ 

1 say, Don Juan, wrapt in coi^templation, 

Walk’d on behind his carriage, o’er the sumjiiit,* 
And lost in wqp^ler of'so'^reat a nation, 
fiA'c way to 't, since he could not overcome IV. 

“ And here,” he cried, “ is Freedom’sVboien station; 

Here peals the pmple’s .voice, nor can entomb it 
Racks, prisOds, inquisitions ;«resurrecUon 
Awaits it, each new meeting or election. 

X. , - 

s' . ■ .* 

** Qerrare chaste wives, pure lives ; here ped|di pay 
But vhalAhey plfbs^ ; and if that tilings hf doar,« 
’T is* only that they love to throw away . • 

^ Tlteir cash, to show h^w Web they have a-year. 
Here laws are ail |fi\ioiate ; none lay 
Traps for the traveller ; every higliway ’s clear : 
Here-*-” be was interrupted by'^a knifcy 
With,— '‘DomhvouTfivas! your mofievor 3 ' 0 tirlife!”-r* 

. 

Thes^ freeborn sounds proceeded from four pads 
In ambush laid, who iiad perceived him loiter ' 
Behihd his carriage; and. like handy lads, . 

Had seized the idrky hour to recoimoitre,* 
lir wfaich’lhe heedless gentleman who gads 
Upon the road, iinihss he prove a lighter, ^ 
May find himself wfthiii tliat isle of riches 
Exposed to lose his life as well as breedies. . ^ 

— r— 

upon extern jt thiniii ; to that we have do ex Uience ol (Ite, cxiilence 
of any |hioa extenial to our inlndr. Berkeley wptiean t* liavc 
beeo alfogevher fti eamcal. In maintaining hit ««e|>ticUm concern- 
ing the.exbteaoo of anaiier ; and liie more so. a.i be conedvrU 
this lystem to. be bighiy lavuurable to the Uoctrinae of religloii. 
.stooe U reipoved matter from the world, which had airaady been 
the ft'mgtkild of ibo atheUts.— siK David UntwsTn.] ■' 
i 1^ l“r»ip. Wtif. that '$ cDf dalniT JUirl : I thall mUxU>c«: 

* ' Out jatlbea tbali bare rrevdorn."- rmpcsi.} 

* (“Fr^ the tiiiamll of Shooter’s Hill, which is cishl nilr* 
rVom UmthiD, on the road to Dover, there is a dctiRbtfii) view of- 
iheindlropoHe, and iheshipidnson tbeThaiuev.**— Xeni roiitfsf-) 
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■,r.. . 

Juan, unkrstaD^ajronl > 

, . or E^i^.sa\T^tbeir'sUbboljtir,.'‘ Gfd dwn ! " 
Aud dvul^^t Be y> raiely hrard, 

He aAaAd|ttlh(Hig)i( 'ItWdi dnljr U^r^*' Salam," 
•Oi‘‘‘ QWfeS& you!^— «u4't ^iiPUalKurd 
think «o ;I^J}l|||K^sluis ijta 
(To my aniiTortuiieh oiKr I say ' 

1 heard them Cod ^jrh you,’’ sate that war,— 
_ * .*' ' 1 
• , 

Juan yet qqi<^y umlfrstoo^ tbeir gesture^ 

• And, bein| sQmew^ai d>o)cric and sudden, ^ * 
Drew forth stp<K:ket-'p)sM from,hjjs resCufe,' 

And 6r«d it ft 4 (>'One assailaiiVs puddings 
Whoteifs as roils dh ox o'er iiwttis pasture, 

And roar '4 out, as he yrrilhed hil native mud in, 
Unto Ids n|aresC follower or henebmao, ' 'tioan 
“Oh Jack! I ’m floor’d 4 »>* lhiit’’crc blwdy* French; 

■ . xjy. ' 

Oo vbi(^ iaek and bil tfQin set off at speed, * 

And Juan’s sul$e, late ssatter'd^^ at a distance, 
Ctunc Up, all- marvelling at su^] ^deed, > 

And otTerini, as usual, late assistance.* 

Jtian^who saviF the moon’s late midion ' bleed 
As if his. veins would ^ur out bi^ existence, ' * . 
Stodd cfilUn^ out for bandages and Uiit, 

And wish’d he bod been liss hasty witii bis Hint. 


“ Perhaps,.” thought hp, “it ig tlie country’s -vont 
Tq Welcome foreigners In thia way :.jaow 
i recoUcct some innkeepers who don't 
.DiOtfu', except in robbing with a bow, ' 

Ip licu^a bare blade and bra^^front. i./ * ’ 
• But \vi)pt is to be done? 1 can^aHoW ‘ ^ 
The fellow to lie groaning the road : , *' 

So take him up ^ I ’ll help you with the load.’* 

But ere they cDuld perform this pious duty,' . 


The dying man cried, “ UoJdl I 've^oUnj' gruelj 
Ob ! for a glass of mnxt ■ We ’ye n^s^d our hwty ? 

Let wherci am!” And os thefuol 
Of itfe sl^unb iu bis heart, *apd ^ick gud 
The drops fell 7 roin deatl^ot^, apd,Ee drew 
ffisifgeth,— he from life sw^ing t^oat oiilied' 

A kcrchicT, crying, “Give r'— -and 

■ : ‘'"■S • 

The craval^in’d wil^ Idoody drops tell down 
Befqrc Boii Juan’s feet : he could not tcU 
Exactly why it was befijH-bihi' thrown, ^ 
jiar what the idcaning of^ie m*an^s forqw^.- 
Po<^ tom was oncp a kiddjt> up«n town, 

- A thorough vanning ai^ a swell, * 

Fti|( flash, V^l) taucy, untij fpirly.diddled, 

Bis pockets lirst and then hfo body.riddied. 

• xvpi.^ * ' 

Pon Juan, fiayipg^one the best be could - 
’ In all the circupistances of tiie case, « 

As soon as “ Crowner’s gue|t”. • tfllow'd, piystied 
His traxels to the capUal space;— 

Esteenhngit k liulwhardhe should 
Id twefTe hours’ time, and very little space/ 

Hs0e been obliged to^ay i freeborn hattve ■ ^ 

in self-deTence : this made him n^Hetive. 

* * ’ ' 

Ue from the wprld^ad cist off a great man, 

'Who in.his time hadf heroic bustle. 

Who in a jow like Tom pould lead the van, 

. Boose in the ken, abjfiiCapellkenl huslfe ? * 
\^o queer a flat ?» Who (sgite of Bow-sWeei's bain) 
OaThe high toby-spi^e **> so flash the muzzle 
Who on a lsfk,“ wii]^ black -ey^d Sal (his blowing)^** 
'Sq*pHine,'so swell, nutty,'* and ^ knowing? 

. ■ .XX. 

But Tom *8 no ipore?— and so no more o^Tobi. ** 
Ueroes Ihusf die ; and by God’s blessing *t is . 
•Not long before the most of them go horoe,? * 

■) ' , V**' 


• 1 *• FaUtaff, Uttna'flMeBtcri, p^nUemcn of cheth^e. cpiolauf 
Of Uie motKi ; uul iei Oifn saf, «r« be men of good RovenuBeoi } 
hc^ ^vemed, as Oic •cr-U, bjr onr noble ind dtafte mbtress Uie 
R}ooQ. wider whoM conaicoance we— ttcal.’’— ifeiwy IF.] • . 

'r * ( Gin or HoHuhU.) . ‘ . J ' 

^ [AUklefoTUi^lowermtler, who, when be U breeched bjr « 

• conr»e of •ucoeMhU dfgrrdaiion, drcCsei in the extreme uf Tufgar 
genUlitf , tncl afTecu t kn<miiignm in ‘hU *lr and amrcrKltkni, 
nhidh rendm him in rraMran o^ect of rUkule.— Vitx.] 

* 4 {Any yrclbdrrAed per^ b cpiphadeanT caU^ Aswell, or a, 
I’Mf swell— P. Eesa.] 

, « (A feRow who atfecis any pdrticnlar hahlgw tweSHoR. dreu- 
i(ij{ ib afurtlcnlar madaer, ukfug $apS, ete., dnkfT noticed, 
is said to dftJt ml of /lath^— B gak-)' . • 

* cWifB. SuttoiMilfwl . , 

III ctoiM. if. Burn U croifoePs (lord l•w-*'-’Sssl/er.) 

1 1. A boN<ie that harbours Qikrres b called 
a ken. \ . 

■ * [Ttie pl^’^^otne* 

« (To puzzle or coofouod a gull, or siUf 


frituyf. 

{ Rfrblict^ on horseback. 
x’(Ponos*porrofiBy kind. 
*• La picfc-pockcl's UQli. 


(Slenf DicUonorp.) 


’ *v{Sog«flUemBd>y.-%v/a«^^tto»<iry.) ' 

*1 L To be i4M/a apoo, b. to l>e very mucli pleased or sniified 
wflh aof Uifug i Ibus, a penop wbo obDcefvef » tdroas iiicliDa< 
tioia kiranoUier of tb'e opposite sex b vaid to be qaile nur/p opon 
liltQ or'htt.^/iiemt] ^ 

•s The adrance ^adebce and language hM rendered it imoe- 
i cemry to trSnaHto ihe above good god true English, spoken In Rs 
orlgiaal porPy br the select mebildy and their patroos. The fdl- 
losflng U a staoia of a sung which was very popular, at least bi 
my early days i— ■ . * 

y ^00 toSklgb tDbf'Sitln flash tbc aussk, * ' . • 

lB«i)Ueore»rt> piIIowscMkooI; 

Ir )OB at Ibr spdJgrfl caaT boslte, , ^ 

»• Teviibe bobWvd iuMkiDg a cieot. 

•• TbeWyoUr ttewlnk hIII wax gallows baafbty, 

* Wteo the bears of four ml) BUlaka, < 

• ab» 'll sordr turn snlirhrartB* tony-' 

' T|at bw Mk day be bsgubr freight.’' t ^ ' 

If there be anl getnnuB so ioiorapt as to rctpiire a traducUoo. 
i I refer htiii towny old friend ai^ corpor^t l>astor Ifid mazier, Jokii 
I JacksOQ, Eir|.. Protmor of PugKu|ij whu,'l tru^, sltU leiaias 
I Ihflitdnsni and syimimli^dfhbinoddl of a form, Ipgciher w-i)lt 
4 hb good humoiir, anf sthleilc as well as uicbul accoaSplldi- 
J dienis.' t 


j?tjd ‘cv v—’" 



1X)N JUAN. 


H2.'i 


Hail ! ThamiSt hail ! Upon thy verpe it is 
That Juan's chariot, rolling like a drujn 
In thunder, liblds tlie way it can’t well miss, 
Through Kennington and all tlie other “ tons,” 
Which make us wish ourselves’in town at once 

XXI. 

Througli groves, so call’d as being void of trees 
(Like luni* from no light) ; through prospects 
named 

Mount Pleasant, as containing nought to please, 

^'or mud) to climb ; through little boxes framed 
Of bricks, to let the dust in at your ease, 

With “To be let,” upon their doors proclaim’d; 
Through “ rows” most modestly call’d “ Paradise,” 
Wbicb Eve might quit without much sacrihce; — 

XXII. 

Through coaches, drays, choked turnpikes, and a whirl 
Of wheels, and roar of voices, and eoniusion; 

Here taverns wooing to a pint of “ purl,” * 

There mails fast Hying off like a delusion; 

There barbers’ blocks ^vith periwigs in curl 
In windows; here the lamplighter’s infusion 
Slowly distill’d into the glimmering glass 
(For in those days wc had not got to gas—) ; • ^ 

XXIII. 

Through this, and much, and more, is the approach 
Of travellers to mighty Babylon: 

Whether they come by horse, or chaise, or coach, 
With slight exceptions, all the ways seem one. 

I could say more,, but do not choose to encroach 
Upon the Guide-book's privilege. The sun 
Had set some time, and nigtit was on the ridge 
Of twilight, as the party cross’d tlie bridge. 

xXiv. 

That ’s rather fine, the gentle sound of Thainis— 

Who vindicates a moment, too, his stream— 
Thoughhardly heard through inultifarious“damme’s.” 
The lamps of Westminster’s more regular gleam, 
The breadth of pavement, andyon shrine where faraeis 
A spectral resident — whose pallid beam 
In shape ofTnoonsInne hovers o’er the pile— 

Make this a sacred part of Albion’s isle.* 

XXV. 

The Druids’ groves are gone — so much the better : , 


' [A kind of medicated malt IIqiim’, in which wor/nwood and 
aronaUcf are InfuseU.^ToDD.) 

* [TheslreeUof London were firtt re^larljr llghled willi gas 
iolSlS.) ' 

* (“1 rerjr oflen,- says Addboc, “walk by myself In XVest- 
ninster Abbey. I know that entertainments of this nature are apt 
to raiae dark and dismal tbongbls in limoruoa niinda. aod giuomy 
imaginations : but for niy own r»art, though 1 are always serious. 
1 do not know what It it to be iiielaDcIioly; aod can, titereforr, 
lake a view of rutnre. in her deep and solemn scenes, w lih ihr 
lame pleasure as In her most gay and delightful ones. By this 
means I can improve myself with iho«c objeci-s, which oilicrs coii- 
•Iderwlih Icrror. When 1 look upon the tombs of the great. CTcry 
rtnoOoQ of eoey dies in me; when I rcail the epitaphs of the 
heauUful, every ioordXoale desire goes out; when 1 tpect wi«li the 


Stone-llenge is not— but what ii)c devil is it?— 
But Bedlam still exists with its sage feller, 

That madmen may not bile you oh a visit ; 

The Bench too seats or suits full many a debtor ; 

The Mansion House loo (though sonie people quiz it) 
To me appears a stiff yet grand erection; 

But then the Abbey ’s w orth the whole collection. 
Xxvi. 

Tlie line of lights too up to Glaring Cross, 

Pall Mall, and so forth, have a coruscation 
Like gold as in comparison to dross. 

Match’d with tlie Continent’s illumination. 

Whose cities Kiglit by no me.ins deigns to gloss. 

The French were not yet a lamp-lighting nation, 
And when they grew so— on their new-found lan- 
tern. 

Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man turn.< 
xxvii. 

A row of gentlemen along the streets 
Suspended may illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made of country seats ; 

But the old way is best fur the purblind ; 

The other looks like phosphorus on slieets, 

A sort of ignis fatuus to the mind, 

Which, though ’t is certain to perplex and frighten, 
Must burn more mildly ere it can enlighten. 

XXVIII. 

But London ’s so well lit, that if Diogenes 
Could recommence to hunt his honest man, 

And found him not amidst the various progenies . 

Of this enormous city's spreading spawn, 

’T were not for xvant of lamps to aid his dodging his 
Yet undi^ver’d treasure. What / can, 

I ’ve done to Und the same througliout life's journey, 
But see the world is only one attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over the stones still rattling, up Pall Mall, 

Through crowds and carriages, but waxing thinner 
As thunder’d knockers broke the long-seal’d spell 
Of doors 'gainst duns, and to an early dinner 
Admitted a small party as night fell, — 

Don Juan, our young diplomatic sinner, 

Pursued his path, and drove past some hotels, 

St. James’s Palace and St. James’s “ Hells.” * 


[ grfpf of parmU upon a tomhiUnue, my heart metis wiih compaa- 
1 cion; when I see the tomb of the parents themselves, 1 consider 
the vanity of grieviuj ftir'iliose whom we imisl ijuickly follow. 
When I sec ktOKS by Umse who deposed ihcm ; when I con- 
sider rival wits placet! ride by side, or ibe boly men that divided 
the world with their conlesla and dUpulesj 1 reflect with sorrow 
and astonishment on the lilUe competilions. betioos, and debales 
of mankind. When 1 read Uic several dales of Ihc luhibs, ofsome 
that died yesterday, aud some six hundred years ago, I cimridcr 
lhai great day. when we shall all of ns l>e contemporaries, and 
make onr appearance together.** ) 

* (Camille Desroonllns jocularly styled hiiiwlf, ''Anoroer- 
Geocral to Iho luilhorn.*’ ) 

s “ IIHU,'* gaming-houses. What llieir number may now be in 
Uib ille. I know uot. Before 1 was of age 1 knew them pretty ac- 

HM 
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XIX. 

They reacli’d the hotel : forth stream’d from the front 
A tide of well'Clad waiters, and around (door 
The mob stood, and as usual several 'score 
Of those pedestrian Papluans who abound 
In decent London when the daylight ’s O’er; 

Commodious but immoral, tliey are found 
Useful, like Mallhus, in promoting marriage.— 

But Juan now is stepping from his carriage 

XXXI. 

Into one of the sweetest of hotels, 

Rspecially for foreigners— and mostly 
For those whom favour or whom fortune swells, 

And cannot find a bill's small items co.stly. 

There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells 
(Tlie den of many a diplomatic lost Ue), 

Until to some conspicuous square they pass, 

And blazon o’er the door their names in brass. ' 

xxxiu 

Juan, w hose was a delicate commission. 

Private, though publicly important, bore 
No title to point out wHh due precision 
The exact affair on wlii^h he was sent o’er, 

*T was merely known, that on a secret mission 
A foreigner of rank had graced our shore, 

Young, handsome, and accomplish’d, who was said 
(In whispers) to have turn’d Ids sovereign’s head. 

XXXIII. 

Some rumour also of some strange adventures 
Uad gone before him, and his w'ars and loves ; 

And as romantic beads are pretty painters, 

And, above all, an Englisiiwoman's roves 
Into the excursive, breaking the indentures 
Of sober reasou, wheresoe’er It moves. 

He found himself extremely in the fashion. 

Which serves our thinking people for a passion. 

XXXIV. 

I don’t mean tliat they are passionless, but quite 
Tiie contrary; but then ’t is in the head; 

Yet ns the consequences are as bright 
As if they acted with the heart instead, 

W’hat after all can signify the site 
Of ladies’ lucubrations? So they lead 
In safety to the place for which you start) 

What matters if the road be head or heart? 

xxxY. 

iuan presented in the proper place, 

To proper placemen^ every Russ credential ; 

And was received with all tlie due grimace, 

By those who govern in the mood potential, 

Who, seeing a handsome stripling with smooth face, 
'fhought (what in state affairs is most esseutiaf) 
That they as easily might do the youngster, 

As hawks may pounce upon a woodland songster. 


XXXVI. 

They err’d, as aged mnV^ ill do; but by 
And by wc ’ll talk of that; and if we don’t, 

’T will be because ouriootion is not liigh 
Of politicians.and their double front. 

Who live by ii^s, ^et dare not boldly Ue 
Now w hat I love in women is, t^ey won’t 
Or can't do otberwi^ than lie, but do it 
So well, the very truth seems falsehood to it. 
xxxvri. 

j And, after all, w hat is a lie? JTisbut 
I The truth in masquerade ; and 1 defy 
i Historians, heroes, lawyers, priests, to put 
j A* fact without some leaven of a He. 

‘ The verrshadow of true Truth would shut 
j Up annals, rc^■elation», poesy, 

; And prophecy — except it should be dated 
f Some years before the incidents related. 

I xxxviii. 

' Praised be oil liars and all lies! Who now 
i Can tax my mild Muse with misanthropy? 

She rings the world’s Te Deum,” and her brow 
Blushes for those who will not : — but to sigh 
Is idle ; let us like most Others bow, 

Kiss hands, feel, any part of majesty, 

After the good example of Green Rrin,”* 

Whose shamrock now seems rather worse for wearing. 

xxxix^ 

Don Juan was presented, and his dress 
And mien excited general admiraflon— 

I don’t know wiiich was more admired or less : 

One monstrous diaurand drew much observation, 
Which Catherincin a moment of “ivresse” 

(In love or brandy’s fervent fermentation) 

Bestow’d lipon him, as the public leam’d; 

And, to say truth, it bad been fairly earn’d. 

XL. 

I Besides the ministers and underlings, 

I Who must be courteous to the accredited 
' Diplomatists of ratlier w avering kings, 

1 Until their royal riddle ’s fully read, 

I The very clerks,— those somewhat dirty springs 
j Of office, or the house of office, fed 
I By fpul corruption into streams,— even tliey 
! Were hardly rude enough to earn their pay ; 

1 XLI. 

i And insolence no doubt is what they are 
I Employ’d for, since it is their daily la|)our, 
j In the dear offices of peace or war; [hour, 

And should you doabt, pray ask of your next neigh* 
When for a passport, or some other bar 
To freedom, he applied (a grief and a bore), 

If he found not this spawn of taxborn riches, 

Like lap-dogs, the least civil sons of b s. 


curaiely. Iwlli “gour* ami “hllver. * I was once ni-arlf caltc4 f thmijitii ilml hi« aoul would l»e to«i»d hcreanw, 1 anawered, *‘ln 
Mtt bjr aa aafiiainunce, bocanae when h<> aak<>d me where I > Silver • (Sec Ihc IrUti Avaiar, onte, p. 407.] 





DUN JUAN. 


• xui. 

But JUan was received with much ^*empresseroent : ’'-r- 
These phrases of refinement I must borrow [man, 
From our next neighbours* land, \«1iere, like a che^s* 
There is a m^ve set down for joy or sorrow, 

Not only in mere talking, but the press. Man 
In islands is, it seems, downright and thorough, 
More than on rontineuts — as if the sea 
(See Billingsgate) made even the tongue more free. 

, XLIII. 

And yet the British “ Damme ” ’s rather Attic : 

Your conthicrital oaths are but incontinent, 

And turn on things %bicli no aristocratic [anent* 
Spirit wbuld name, and therefore even 1 won't 
This subject quote; as it woufd be schismatic 
In politesse, and hd\ea sound affrdnting in *t : — 
But “Dwnme” *s quite. ethereal, though too daring— 
Platonic blasphemy, the soul of swearing. 

XLIV. 

For downright rudeness, ye may stay at home; 

For tritf or false politeness, tand scarce t/mf 
.Voir) you may cross ll»e blue deep and white foam— 
The first the emblem (rarely though) of what 
You leave behind, the next of much you come ' 

To meet. However, ’t is no time to chat 
On general topics : poems must confine 
Themselves to unity, like this of inin^. 

XLV. 

In the great world, — which, being interpreted, 
Meaneth the west or worst end of a city, ~ 

And about twice two thousand |>eople bred 
By no means to be very wise or witty, 

But to sit up while others lie In bed, 

And look down on the universe with pity,— 

Juan, as an inveterate patrician. 

Was well received by persons of condition. 

» - XLVI. 

He was a bachelor, whicli is a matter ' 

Of import both to virgin knd to bride, * 

The former’s hymeneal hopes to flatter ; 

And ( should she not hold fast by love or pride) 

’T is also of some moment to the latter : 

A rib 's a thorn in a wed gallant’s side, 

Requires decorum, and is apt to double 

The horrid sin— and what 's still worse, the trouble. 

XLTn. 

But Juan was a bachelor— of arts, 


K^7 

And parts, and hearts : be danced and sung, and had 
All air as sentimental as Mozart's 
. Softest ofmelbdics; and could be' sad 
Or clieerfu}, without any flaws or starts,*^* 

Just at the proper time ; and, though a lad. 

Had seen the world— which is a curious' sight, 

And very much unlike what people write. 

XLVIII. 

Fair'virgins blush’d upon him; wedded dames 
Bloom’d also in less transitory hues ; 

For both cotqmoditics dwell b\' the Thames, 

The painting and the painted ; youth, ceruse, 
Against Ins heart preferr'd theif usual claims, 

Such as no gentleman can quite refuse : 

Daughters admired his dress, and pious mothers 
Enquired his income, and if he had brothers. 

■XUX. 

' The milliners who furnish “drapery Misses’* * 
Tliroughout th« season, upou speculation 
Of payment ^ the honey-moon’s last kisses 
Have waned into a crescent's coruscation, 

Thought such an opportunity as this is, . 

Of a rich forefgner’s initii^ion, 

Not to be overlook’d— and gave such credit, [it. 
Tliat future bridegrooms swore, and sigh’d, and paid 

L. 

The Blues, that tender tribe, who sigh o'er sonneU, 
And with the pages of the last Review* 

Line the interior of their heads or bonnets, 

Advanced in all their azure’s highest hue; 

They talk’d bad French or Sparash, and upon its 
Late authors ask’d bim^for a liint or two ; 

And tvhich was softest, Russian or Castilian ? 

And w’hellierin his travels he saw llion? 

Juan, who was a little superficial, 

And notin literature a gfeat Drawcansir, 
Examined 6^' this learned and especial 
Jury of matrons, scarce knew what to answer : 
His duties warlike, loving, or official, 

His steady application as a dancer, 

! Had keptliim from the brink of Hippocrene, 

Which now be found was blue instead of green, 

Lll. 

However, he replied at hazard, with 

A modest confidence and calm assurance, 

\Yhich lent his learned lucubrations pith, 


* **ADenr' was a Scotch (ilirase, meaniog ‘'coQCcratiig."— " wilb 
regard io < ** it hat been tnaJe EDglidi by ihc Scotch Dureli ; amJ, 
as the PraocbiuaD said, " If It be not, ought to be BoglUli.'* 

• Ob. Ibete fltwi. and ilarla, 

( impoMvri lalrue r««r,i would well bfcraie 
A. aromao'f «lorr, JfocA/fA. ) 

3 ** Drapery MHum.”— T hts term {« prt»b.ib1y any rww bnl 
a my»tet-y. II was, however, almoat so 10 me when r Qrtl re- 
turned tepm the East in l8U-*fSI3. It means a prctly. a high- 
born. a t^kmaUe young lemalc. wrll iiisimclnd by l>er friend*, 
and furnished by her milliner with a wardrdbo upon credit, to be 


repaid, when inarrietl, by the kutbnnd, Tiiu rkidte waa first read 
Ip me by a young and pretty heirew, on my prabin^ the '‘dra|icry'' 
ofUic “nntocArred'* but *‘t^tly Tirgluitica*' (like Mn. Anne 
page) pf the lArn day, which ban now been some years ycitlcrday i 
she assurtd me that the thing was common in l.uii'loii ; inJ as licr 
own tWmsan«U. and blooming luoln, aifiUich MiiiidicUy of array. 
|)Ut any tii<pirion ki Iter own ca>c out of itie tpicsiiou, I coufesa I 
gave some cretin to (he allcfiitioD. Ifneceseary. aiifhoriiies might 
be eked; in which Case t could i(uute both ‘‘drapery’* and ilm 
wearers. Let in Ik>|ic. however, Uiat II is now obsolete. 
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And pass’d for arguments of good endurance. 
lltM prodigy, Miss Araminta Smith 
(Who at sixteen translated “Hercules Furens” 
Into as furious English), with her best look, 

Set down his sayings in her common-place book. 

Lin. 

Juan knew several languages — as well 
He might-^nd brought them up with skill, in time 
To save his fame with each accomplish’d belle, 

WTio still regretted that he did not riiyme. 

There wanted but this requisite to swell 
His qualities (with them) into sublime : 

Lady Fitz-Frisky, and Miss Msevia Mannish, 

Both long’d extremely to be sung in Spanish. ^ 

LIV. 

However, he did pretty well, and was 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
Tbe coteries, and, as in Banquo's glass, 

At great assemblies or in parties small, 
lie saw ten thousand living authors pass, 

That being about their average numeral ; 

Also the ei^ty “greatest living poets,” 

As every paltry magazine can 8how'’irs. 

LV. 

In twice live years the “ greatest living poet,” 

Like to the champion in the fisty ring, 

H call’d on to support his claim, or show it, 
Although 't is an imagihary thing. 

Even I — albeit I ’insure I did not know it, 

> or sought of foolscap subjects to be king, — 

Was reckon’d, a considerable time, 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyme. 

LVI. 

But Juan was iny Moscow, and Faliero 
My Leipsic, and my Mont Saint Jean seenisCain : ’ 
“ La Belle Alliance ” of dunces dow n at zero, . 

Now that the Lion ’s'fali’n, may rise again : 

But I will fail at least as fell my hero ; 

Nor reign at all, or as a monarch reign; 

Or to some lonely isle of gaolers go, 

With turncoat Southey for my turnkey Ix>we. 

Lvir. 

Sir Walter reign’d before me ; Moore and Campbell 
Before and after; but now, grown more holy, 

Tbe Muses upon Sion’s hill must ramble 
■ With poets almost clergymen, or wholly ; 

And Pegasus hath a psalmodic amble 
Beneath the very Reverend Rowley Powley, 

Who shoes the glorious animal with stilts, 

A modern Ancient Pistol—By the hilts 1 



» p. 8S5.] 


• [A »Unza is left blank jn this place In the printed copies. Ur. 
Marrsf posseues no MS.' of this Canto.] 

5 ( Some RcTiewer has }»esluwci) the title ol “a Moral Byron •* 
on Mr. Bryan Procter, .luihor of * Oramatic sketches,* etc., etc. 
all piibtiibed omlcr the name of ‘ Harry Cornwall. J 
« {Sec onfe, p. a?©.] 

» (Tbe Biognplilal DicUooa«7 Myi,-“ Bclna in delicate hrallh. 


Lvin.* 

Then there 's my gentle Euphucs; who, they say. 

Sets up for being a sort of moral me; * 

He ’ll And it rather difficult some 4ny 
To turn out both, or either, it may be. , 

Some persons think that Coleridge bath the swqy ; 

And Wordsworth has supporters, two or three; 
And that deep-mouth *d Boeotian “ Savage I.andor’’^ 
Has taken for a sw;ih rogue Southey's gander. 

LIX. • 

John Keats, who was kill'd off by one critique, 

Just as he really promised something great, 

If not intelligible, without Grc^ 

Contrived to talk about the gods of late, 

Much as they might have been supposed to speak.’ 
Poor fellow ! His was an untoward fate; 

’T is strange the mind, that very Aery particle, * 
Should let itself be snuffd out by an article. 

LX. 

Tlielist grows long of live and dead pretenders 
To tliaL which none will gain— or none will know 
The conqueror at leas^; whd, ere Time renders 
His last award, will have the long grass grow 
Above his burnt-out brain, and sapless cinders. 

If I might augur, I should rate but low 
Their ehanccs; — they 're too numerous, like the thirty 
Mock tyranls,^when Rome’s annals wax’d but dirty. 

LXI. 

This is the literary lower empire. 

Where the pratorian bands lake up the matter ; — 
A“ dreadful trade,” like his who “ gatberssamphire,” ? 

The insolent soldiery to soothe and Aatter, 

With the same feelings as you ’d coax a vampire. 

Nowf were I once at home, and in good satire, 

I ’d try conclusions with those Janizaries, 

And show them whai an intellectual war is. 

LXU. 

I think I know a trick or two would turn 
Their flanks; — but it is hardly Worth my while 
With such small gear to give myself concern : 

Indeed I ’ve not the necessary bile ; 

My natural temper ’s really aught but stern, 

And even my Muse’s worst reproof’s a smile ; ^ 
And then she drops a brief and modern curtsy. 

And glides away, assured she never hurts ye. 

LXIII. 

My Juan, whom I left in deadly peril 
Amongst live poets and blue ladies, past 
With some small proAt Through tiiat Aeld so sterile. 
'' Being tired in time, and, neither least nor last, 



he was iDiluced to trf Uie olunale of where he arrived in 
XoTember, 189©, and died in the following December. HU death 
has been attributed To tbe attacks of criflcs; but (t was, in fact, 
owing to a cuuiumpUrc comiUaiiil of long tlaoding.'' Sec Ihc 
A|H>cr.di|,.] ^ 

'* nivinc lurliculum aurc." 

^ “ Halt-wav il«n a 

llaii){s ORctbat s«lbersuiD|>tiiru ; dreadtul UadeF"— trar.J 





DON JUAN. 


m 


I^eft it before be bdd been treated very ill ; 

And henceforth found himself more gaily class'd 
Amongst tbt higher spirits of the day, 

The sun’s true son, no vapour, but a ray. 

LXIV. 

His morns he pass’d in business — ^wbicb, dissected, 
Was like all business, a laborious nothing. 

That leads to lassitude, the mos^ infected 
And Centaur Nessus garb of ntortal clothing, ' 

And on our sofas makes us lie dejected 
And talk in tender horrors of our loathing 
All kinds of toll, save for our country’s good — 
Which grows no better, though t is time it sliould. 

LXV. 

His afternoons he pass'd in Visits, luncheons, 
Lounging, and boxing ; and the tviliglit hour 
In riding round those vej^table puncheons [flower 
Call’d “Parks,” where there is neither fruit nor 
Enough to gratify a bee's slight inuncliiogs; 

But after all it is the only “ bower,” * 

(In Moore's phrase) where the fashionable fair 
Can form a slight acquaintance with fresh air. 

LXVI. 

Tlien dress, then dinner, then awakes the world! 
Then glare the lamps; tlien whirl the wheels, then 
roar 

Through streetand square fast'flashing chariots, hurl'd 
Like harness'd ibeteors; then along the floor 
Chalk mimics painting ; then festoons are twirl’d 
Then roll the brazen thunders of Uie door, 

Which 0(>ens to the thousand happy few 
An earthly Paradise of “Or Molu.” 

LXVII. 

There stands the'noble hostess, nor ehall sink. 

With the three*thousandth curtsy; there the waltz, 
The only dance whicli teaches girls to think,* 

Makes one in Jove even witli its very faults: 
Saloon, room, hall, o’erflow beyond llieir brink. 

And long the latest of arrivals halts, 

’Midst royal dukes and dames condemn'd to climb, 
And gaih an iQch of staircase at a time; 

LXTlII. 

Thrice happy be who, after a survey 
Of the good company, can win a. corner,' 

A door that 's tii or boudoir out of the way, 

Where hemayfixhimself like small “Jack Horner,” 
And let the Babel round run os it may, 

And look on as a mourner, or a scorncr; 

Or an approver, or a mere spectator^ 

Yawning a little as the night grows later. 

. LXIX. 


ButHhiS won't do, save by and by; and he 



‘MlliU eo UbJ l«tU ««nrno.‘'~OTi». EpiM. Ii. 
troonie io me, Tw? far. 

Tte |dm 1 khr proailsi'^l boar ; 


Who, Uke Don Juan, fakes'an active share, 

Must. steer witli care through all that glittering sea 
Of gems and plumes and pearls and silks, to wiiere 
Ho dedns it is his proper place to be; , 

Dissolving in the waltz fo ^ome soft air, 

Or proudlier prancing with mercurial skill 
Where Science marshals forth her own quadrifte. 
i.yx. 

Or, if he dance not, but hath higher vie;ws .. . 

Upon an heiress oV bis neighbour’s bride, 

Let him take care that that which he pursue 
Is not at once too palpably descried. 

Fnll many an eager gentleman oft rues *■ ‘ 

His haste: impatience is a blundering guide 
Amongst a people famous for reflection, 

Who like to play the fool with circumspection. 

« LXXI.» » * . • 

But, if you can contrive, ‘get next at supper; ^ 

Or, it forestall'd, get oppoBite and o|^ :r- 
Ob, ye ambrosial moments! always upp^r 
In mind, a sort of sentimental bugle, * 

Which sits for ever upon memor)^s crujiper; 

The ghost of vanish'd pleasures. once in vogue! Ill 
Can tender souls relate the rise and fbN 4 
Of hopes and fears which shake a.singlc ba^Il.’ 

LXXH. • , 

But these precautionary bints can touch * 

Only the common run, who must pursue, 

And watch, and ward;' whose plans a word too much 
Or littfe overturns; and not the few*^ 

Or many (for the number ’s sometimes such) 

Whom a good mien, especially if new, 

Or fame, or name, for wit, war, sense, or nonsense, 
Permits wbate'er they please, or dtd pot long Since. 

LXXIII..''*^ ^ J 

Our hero, as a hero, young andJiaPdsopie, 

, Noble, rich, celebrated, and a »tranger,v 
Like other slaves, of course, must pay Ins ransom 
Before he can escape from so mndrdangei ^ 

As w'ill environ a conspicuous man. Some ’* 

’ Talk about pOetry, and rack and manger,” 

And ugliness, disease, as toil and trouble ; — 

I wish they knew the lifc of a yout^ noW<\ ^ 

LXXIV. 

Ihey are young, but know not yoirth— it is'anltd- 
pated; ^ , k* 

Handsome but wasted, rial) withouta'sou: ' 
Their vigoi/V in a thousand arms is dissipated; * . 

Thdr cash comes from, their w^ealth goes /o, a Jaw ; 
Both senates sec tlieir nightly votes participated 
Between the lyraiil’a and the tribune’s ertuw 
And having voted, dined, drank, gume'il, and whored, 
The family-vault receives anot^ lord.** f 
^ 

CdiDCte mo, (be tMlIIgbt tur 1 ^ • 

• guide tb<«lo my bjpnrr.*; dnAftr.) ' 

I ■ ) (Xce ttiiP’, p. SiO.] 4 Sculdi for goblin., * 
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BYROJH’S. 

LXXV. 

“Where if the world?” cries Yourig, at eijfcry— ' 
^‘^Vhere, /• *' 

The world in which a man was bom?” Albs! ’ 
Wlujrelsihe world of ?i^/if \'€ar8 past? ’Ttras there — 

1 look for it — 't is gooer a globe of glass ! 

Crac)^« shiver'd, vanish’d, scarcely gazed on, ere 
A sllein diange dissolves the glittering mass. 
Statesmen, Hiicfs, ora^rs, queenst |iatriol», kjngs,- 
Apd dandies all arc gone on the. wind's, wings.^ 
i.x>vi. 

Where is Napoleon lliK4!frand ? God knows : . 

Where lUtIc CastJereagh? 'flie devil can tell : 
Wl>ere Grattan^ Curran, Sheridan, all tiiose 
W'ho lK>und the bar or senate in their spell? 

Where is the uii)\appy Queen^ wHIi all lier woes ? 

And where the Daughter, whom the Isles loved 

Veil?' * * 

Where {?r^ hwse mdrtyr’d saints the Fiveper Cents ?• 
And wbese-vjoli, whereth^ ijevil are the rents? 

• ' SjXXVII. ^ 

Where ^ Brummel? - Dish'd. Where *s Long Pole 
Wellesley? Diddled, 

Where ’s Mihitbread? Romilly? W' here 's George 

* • the 'dlird ? ^ . 

Where ijhis will?* (Ttiat 'snot so soon unriddled.) 
And where' is “Furtt” the Fourth, our “ roval 

* bird?''* 

Gono^down, it teems, to Scotland, to be hddled 
tJnto by Saw iie>^<i vioRn, de have heard ; 

“Caw pie, thee”~>for six months hath been 
hatching 

This scene of royal itch and lo)al scratching. ^ 

' Lxivin; 

Where is Lord Tliis ? ^n<)‘ where my Lady Tlial ? 

l^be Uonoiipble B^i^treises and Misses ? 

Some laid aside hbe an old Opera hat, « 

Married, unnaarci^, and remarried : (Hiis is 
An evolution ufi perXorm'd of laJk.) 

Whcfeare the D^ilin shout^— -and London hisses? 
\Vhereare theXIre^^illes? Turn'd, as lisuaL Where 
My friends^thd W'higs? Exactly where they were. 

LXXtX. 

Wbere^are the Stady Carolines and Franceses? 

TKvorced or d<^ng thereaneht. Y^nnnls 
Sd hritn»U, whpr.e the list of riiuls and dfnees is,— 
Thou Morning Post, sole rec6rd- of the panels 
Rroken'in rarri.^cs, and all the phantasies (pels? 

- of ftshibn’,— ^ny what streams now (1^ those cliao' 

* . • „ ^ “ 

* • (Voun^ ««• nu)nv4dio di;f)Iy' yean old when he puMUhed | 

his poem f^ntided *■ R{v<giu4u)i»,*' 

• (“t'Mii ready io"afrep( iliai or atrooit any moHaase. any 
i1th% (o get Ikii of Uio tramulous Fubds of lh«coKlllalory lioiei. I 
Diet) wHI he a war vjiiiewherr, no doubt— and wlierever U may ' 
Ue, Uie Kiinda will lie aflrcled morv or teas : so pray get us out of 
-tami wRb alto*op^ ripediUon. U has been ilw burthen u( my 
fniOHtoyou.lhni yean and heller, and about a> useful as better 
domiads.’* Lord A ttrith’. Klnnalrd, Jan. IS, IS^.] 


WORKS. 

Some die, some Ry, some languish on tlie Continent, 
Because the times have hardly left them one tenant. 

LXXX. 

Some who once set their caps at cautions dukes, 
Have taken up at length with younger brothers : 
Some heiresses have bit at sharpers’ liooks : 

Some maids have b^en made wives, some merely 
mothers;. 

Others Irave tost their fresh and fain' looks : * 

In short, the list of alterations bothers. 

There 's lilllestrange^in this, hut something strange is 
The unusual Xjdickness of these common changes. 

LXXXl. 

Talk not of s'eventy years as age; in seven * 

I have seen more changes, down from monarchs to 
The humblest individual under heaven, 

Tlian might suffice a moderate century through. 

I knew that hoiight was loiting, but now even 
Change grows too changeable, without being new : 
IN'ought 's permanent among tlie human race. 

Except the Whigs pof getting into place. 

LXXXU. 

I lm*c S(^n Napoleon, who seem'd quite a Jupiter, 
Shrink to a Saturn. I have<8cen a Duke 
(No matter whicli) turn politician stupider, 

If that can well be, than his wooden look. 

But it is time that I should hoist my “blue Peter,” 
And sail for a new theme : — I have seen — and shock 
To see it— Uie king hiss’d, and thcn*cnrest; 

But don’t pretend to settle whicli was best; 

LXlXlll. 

I have seen the landholders without a rap— 

I have seen Joanna Soutbeote — 1 have seen 
The House of Conimons turn’d t,o a tax-trap— 

I have seen that Sad affnir^of the late Queen — 

I haVeween crowns 'worn instead (»f a fool’s cap— 

I have seen a Congress* doing all that ’$ mean— 

I have' seen some nations, like o’crl^dcd asses. 

Kick offulieir butthens — rneamng the high classes. 

LXXXIV. 

I havq seen smaH poets^ and great prosers, and 
Interminable — »of eiernal — speakers — 

I have seen the funds at war with house and land — 

I have seen the country gentlemen turn squeakers— 
I have sebn the people ridden o'er like sand 
By slaves on horseback — I have sqen malt liquors 
Exchanged for “thin potations”* by John Bull — 
f have seen John half delect himself a fool. — 


V (The old stwry of iho will -of Geor)^ ■I., ukl Id bavehepode- 
slroyed by lieorge II. Xo sucli calumny wu ever heard of as to 
that of George III.] 

4 (See Moore's *'Fum and llam, the. Two Birds of Royally,’*. 
ap(>eDded lohU "Fudge Family."] ' •« 

4 ^he C(xigri'-.i^al Ybruoa, lu ISiS. Soe ttnie, p. 657.] 

4 (" jr I bada lliousand sons, the flr«t human priodplv I would 
leach tisetn ahouid be to forswear tliiq potalkuia, and to addict 
tbeoiseUcs to sack."— Suia^. tfenry iS'.] 
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LXXXV. 

But“carpc diem/’ Jiian, carpe, carpel”' 
To-morrow sees another race as gay 
And transient^ and devour’d by the same harpy. 

“ Lift ’s a poor player,” — then “ ploy out the play,* 
Ye villains!” and above all keep a sharp eye 
Much less on what you do than^ what say : 

Be hypocritical, be cautious, be 

Not v^at you seem, bat always what you see. 

♦ LXXXVI. ' 

» 

But how' shall I r.elate in other cantos 
Of what befell our hero in the land, 

Which *t is the common cry and lie to vaunt as 
A moral country? BirtT hold my hand— 

For I disdain 'to write an Atalands; ' 

But/t is as well at once to understand 
You are nol a nioraf people, and you knotv it 
Without Uie aid of too sincere a podt. 

LXXXVII. 

What Juan saw and underwent shall be 
My topic, with of course the due restriction 
Winch is required by proper courtesy ; 

And recollect the work is only fiction, 

And that I sing of neither mine nor me. 

Though every scribe, in some slight turn of diction, 
Will hint allusions- nevermemif. ' Ne'er doubt 
r/iis— when I speak, I don’t hint, but speak out. 
Lxx;LYin. 

Whether he married with the third or fourth 
Offspring of some sage husband-hunting countess, 
Or whether with some virgin of more worth 
(I mean in fortune's matrimonial bounties) 

He took to regularly peoplitq; Earth, 

Of which your lawful awful wedlock fount is, — 

Or whether he w'as taken in for damages, 

For being too excursive in his homages,— 


Lxmx. 

Is yet within the unread events of time. 

Thus far, go forth, thou !ay,*whlcli I will back 
Againsf the same given quantity of rhjiuiev « • , 

For being as much the subject oXattack 
A's.ever yet was any work sublime, ‘ 

By tliose who love to say tliat white blacky 
So much tlie better!— I may stand alone. 

But would not change my free thoughts for a throne. 


DON JUAN. 

CAWTO TUE TWELPTU.< 

■ * f . * 

I. 

Of all the barbarous middle ages, that 
Which is most barbarous is the middle age 
Of man; it is — 1 really scarce know what; 

But when wc hover between fool and sage. 

And don't know' justly what we would be at—, 

. A period something like a printed page. 

Black letter upon foolscap, while otir hair 
Grows griz^M, and we are not what we were:— 

II . 

Too old for youth,— too young, at tliirty-flve, 

To herd with boys, or board with good threescore — 
I wonder pdople should be left aKve; 

But since they are, that epodi is a bore : 

Love lingers still, although ’t were late to wive; 

And as for other love, the illusion *s o’er; 

And money, that most pure imagination, / 
Gleams only through the dawn qf its creation.’ 

111 . 

O Gold 1 Why call we misers miserable ? * 

Theirs is the pleasure that can. never pall ; 

Theirs is the best bower-anchor, the chain-cable 


* Carpediem. Qaaqi nlnlmufD crcdnli iwstero'-Hoi.} 

* [‘‘Out, yoo roffOe! P<ar out (be 9(aT."'>V«arjr ;r.] 

> [Sm (Itc "New AUUnli<i, or kiem4;tir9 and Mannera ofteTrral 
Persons of Q(ialU]r,‘*»a work in wlfich ibeanihoress, Mrs. Hanley, 
makefl very froe with many distini^iiishcd ctiaraclri^ of her day. 
Warburloa calls U "a f-jcnous book, ftitl of court and party scan- 
dal, and Wi iUenin a loose effeminacy of style and senUment which 
well sailed the debauched taste of the better vulgar Pupeabo ' 
alludes ti it In tbo " Itape of the Lock,*— 

“ At loDR at iMtatli shall he rcid, 

Or (be small pillow trace alady't bed, 

WblK nymphs taka ireslt or aMlgaailoot ft Vs. 

So loiijt roy boDour, osnie, and praise iball lire," 

And SwlTi, in jib ballad on "Corinua t"— 

" Brr coamion'plate booh aU fatiam b ; 

Ofscamisinowacornooopla— 

Sbe poun H out In * 

- Or memoirs of tbe Mew UiopU.'* ] ' 

< [Cantos Nfl , Xlll., and XIV appeared In Lomlon, in No- 
temler; 182*,] 

* [In an unpabliaheil letter to Mr. Kinoaird, dated Genoa, Jan. 
18. 482S, we Cad the following passage:— ‘*I udif-ectuionise and 
ih*, as I have psrUy proved to you by my sur|ilus revenue b( 1889, 
wbidi almost equals (be ditto of Uie United States of America {vide 
Preskletit's report lo Cougress) ; ancNo you second my |)arsiioo(iy 
by JiiUlelous dbbursefneots ofwbat b requbite, and a moderate 


liqqidaUon. Abo nakc an iorestment of any spare moneys as 
may render some usance to tl|e owner; because, however llttl'-, 

' every Htlle makes a mickle ' — as we of the north say, with more 
reason than rhyme. 1 hope that you have all receipts, elc.,tlq., 
etc., and acknovrledgmeiits of moneys paid inllqukJsliun of debts, 
lo prevcDlexlortiun, and tiimkr the fcllowsYrom coming Ivrice. of 
which Uiey w ould bo capable, particularly « my absence wouki 
lend a pretext to (ho preten^kin.— You will perhaps wotidor at ibis 
recent and furious Hi of accumolalioo aud reircnclinirut; hA it is 
not so unnaioral. I am not tialurally usteaiaUous, allfauush once 
careless, and expensive b-eausc careless x and my most exirsva^ 
gant passions have pretty wcJf subsided, as U Is time ibey sbuuid 
on the very verge of lhir(y-0ve. I always looked to about Ihirly 
as the barrier of any real or llerce delight In the passMns, and de- 
termined (o work llicm out In the younger ore and tkUer veins 
of the mine ; and I flatter myself (perhaps) that I have pretty well 
done lo, and now the dross b coming, and 1 loves lucre : ^ wc 
must love {omethiDg. At any rate, iheti, I have a paulon the 
mofe. and thus a feeling. However, H Is not for n^welf; but I 
should like, God willing, to leave something to my rrlatlves more 
than a mere name ; and besides that, to be able to do good to 
others to a greaier extent, if nothing else. will do. I must try 
itread and water : wliich, by the way, are very Doorbhing and * 
snfHcirnt, if good of Uieir kind.*'] 

* (Boswbll. I have heard old Mr. Stierklan maintain, will; 
much ingenuity, tlial a complete mUer Is a happy man i a miH-r 
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Which holds fast otiier pleasures great and small. 
Ye who bnt see the Baving man at table, 

And scorn his temperate board, as none at all, 

And wonder how' the wealthy can be sparing, 

Know not what visions spring from eacli^eese-paring. 

* . *' • 

Love or lust makes man sick, and wine much sicker; 

Ambition rends, and gaming gains a loss; 

But making money, slowly first, t|ien quicker, 

And adding still a little through each cross 
(Which will come over thiugs), heats love or liquor, 
The gamester’s counter, or the statesman’s dross. I 
O Gold ! 1 still prefer thee unto paper, 

Which makes bank credit like a bark of vapour. 

V. 

Who hold the balance of the world? Who reign 
O'er congress, whether royalist or liberal? ' 

\Vho rouse die shirtless patriots of Spain ? ' (all,) 
rrhat make old Europe’s journals squeak and gibber 
VViio keep the world, lioth old and new, iu pain 
Or pleasure? Who make politics run glibber all? 
The shade of Bonaparte’s noble daring?— 

Jew Rothschild, and bis fellow^Christian, Baring. 

VI. 

Those, and the truly liberal LafiGtte, 

Are the true lords of Europe. Every loan 
Is not a merely speculative hit, ‘ 

But seats a nation or upsets a throne. 

Republics also get involved a bit ; 

Columbia's stock hath holders not unknown ' 

On 'Change ; and even thy silver soil, Peru, 

Must get itself discounted by a Jew. 

VII. 

Why call the miser miserable? as 
I said before t the frugal life is his. 

Which in a saint or cynic ever w as 
The theme of praise : a hermit would not miss 
Canoni;u)tion for the self-same cause, 

And wherefore blame gaunt wealth’s austerities ? ' 
Because, you ’ll say, nought calls for such a trial: — 
Then there ’s more merit in his self>denial. 

Viii. 

He is your only poet ; — passion, pure 
And sparkling on from heap to heap, displays, i 
Possess’d, the ore, of which mne hopes allure | 

Nations athwart the deep : the golden rays 
Flash np in ingots from theminc obscure ; 

On him the diamond pours its briDiapt blaze ; 
While the mild emerald’s beam shades dow n the dyes I 
Of other stones, to soothe the miser’s eyes. | 


whogirea lijmaelf wholly U>Uic one i>«sfuoof taving.*'— Job^isoh. 

Thi( H flying in Uic face of all Uie world, who have called an 
ararioioDa man | miaer, because he li miserable. .No; air ; a mao 
who tK>lh apcqda aod saves money (s (he happiest mao, because be 
has botti co]oyroeoU.“— CaoiKB'a Domceil, vul. iv. p. 482.) 

• Tlie Ucscaroitados- 

■ I China.] 

J ['* Dk. nd endow a college, or a cat.’*— Pops.] 


IX. 

The lands on either side are his : the ship 
From Ceylon, Inde, or far Cathay, * unloads 
Foi^ him the fragrant produce of each trip ; 

Beneath his cars of Ceres groan the roads, 

And the vine bluslies Hke'Aurora’s lip; 

His ver^ cellars might be kings’ ab^es; 

While he, despising every sensual call, 

Commands— the iotcllcctual lord of all. 

. * 

Perhaps he hath -great projects in his mind, 

To build a college, or to found a race,* 

: A hospital, a church,— and leave behind 
j Some dome surmounted by Ins meagre face : 
Periiaps he fain w'ould liberate mankind 
Even with the Very ore which makes them base; 

I Perhaps lie would bv wealthiest T)f his nation, 

Or revel in the joys 6f calculation. 

' XI. 

But whether all, or each, or none of these 
May he the hoarder's principle of action, 

Tlie fool will call such mania a disease ; 

\Miat is Ills ou'» ? Go — look at each transaction, 
Wars, revels, loves— do these bring men more ease 
Than Uie mere plodding through each vulgar frac- 
Or do they heneUt mankind? Lean miser! [tion?'* 
Let spendthrifts' beirsenquireof yours — wlw’s wiser? 

I XII. 

How beauteous are rouleaus ! how charming chests 
Containing ingots, bags of dollars, coins 
(Not of old victors, all whose heads and crests 
'Weigh not the thin ore where their visage shines. 
Hut) of fine unclipt gold, where dully rests 
Some likeness; w liidi the glittering cir<|ue conGnes, 
Of modern, reigning, sterling, stupid stamp : — 

Yes! r^dy money 15 Aladdin’s lamp.. ' 

•xin. 

. “Love rules the camp, the court , the grove,”— ^Tor love 
Is heaven, and heaven is love;”*— so sings the 
Which it were rather difTicult to prove [bard ; 

(A thing with poetry in general hard). 

Perhaps there may he something in “the grovej” 

At least it rhymes to “ loye : ” but I ’in prepared 
To doubt (no less than landlords of their rental) 

If “ courts” and “camps” be quite so sentimental. 

XIV. 

But if Love don’t, Cash does, and Cash alone : 

Cash rules the grove, and fells it too besides; 
Without cash, camps werethin,aiid courts were none; 
Without cash,MaIUms tcllsyou— “takenobridcs.”* 


* [ “ love nitM Ibe rmirl, tbe ramp, the f rova, 

ind iDco teloM. anJ Mist, tbo.a, 

And l«*« U (>eaTro, and bcavrn U 

Xa}! o/ (At iu( Jnoafrr/. ] 

* ( Mr. Malibuf lelbi m. Uul (he way lo reduce our poor- rales U 
lo pertuAdc the lower orders lo continence ; lo discmvage (hem, 
at tmicli at powiblc. fnHn marryiiigs lo preach wedding •acrmoiiv 
lo litem, if ibey will marry, upon ibe tmmonillly ol breodihs.— 
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So Cash rules Love the ruler^ on his own 
Higlv gfouod, as virgin (^ nthin sways the tides : 
And as for “ lidaven^)eing L^ve,” wlw.not say honey 
Is wax? HeiJven isjioi: Ix)ve, is^AIutrimOBy. 

f 

- XV. 

Is not all love prohibited whatevejr. 

Excepting marriage ? which is love^ no doubt. 

After a sort| but somehow people n^ver 
With the same' thought the two \vordshave help'd 
out - V 


.XV III. 

That suit in Chancery, — which some 'persons plead 
In an appeal to the unborn, whom thej', 

In the faith of their procreative creed, 

Baptize posterity, or future clay,— 

[ To me seems but a dubious kind of reed 
' To lean on for support in any way; 

Since odds are that posterity will know 
No mbte of them, than they of her, I trow. 

‘ XIX. 


Love maiAexist wit\ marriage, mdshottld ever, 

And maiViags also may exist 'Without ; 

But love sans bans is both ^ sin and shame, 

An ought to go by qifite another name. 

XVI., 

Now if thp “ court,” and “ camp,’* and ** grove,” be 1 
Recruited ail with constant married men, [not 
Who never coveted tlieir neighbour’s lot, 1 

I say that line 's a lapsus of tlie pen 4 

Strange too in my ” buon camerado ” Scott, 

So celebrated for his morals, when 
My Jeffrey held him up as an example ^ 

To me of which these morals are a sample, 
xvii. 

Well, if I don’t succeed, 1 Anre succeeded, • 

And that ’s enough; succeeded in my youth, 

The only time when much success is needed : I 

And my success produced what I, in sootli« > 

Cared most about ; it need not now be pleaded— | 
Whate'er it was, ’t was mine; I ’ve.paid, iu truth, ^ 
Of late, tlie penalty of such success, i 

But have not learn’d to wish it any less. | 



\Tliy, I ’m posterity — and so are you ; 

And whom, do we remember? Not a hundred. 
Were every memory written down all true, 

The tenth or twentieth name would be but blunder’d; 
Even Plutarch’s Lives have but pick'd out a few, 
And ’gainstthosefewyournnnalists havethundcr’d ; 
And Mitford * in tl|p nineteenth century ' 

Gives, witit Greek truth, the good old Greek the lie.' 

- XX. 

Good people all, of ever)' degree, 

Ye gentle readers and ungentle writers, 

In this twelfth Canto ’i is my wish to be 
As serious as if] had for inditerS 
Malthas and Wilberforce : — the la.st set free 
The Negroes, and is worth a million fighters ; 
White Weliington has but enslaved the Whites, 

And Malthusdocs the thing ’gainst which he writes, 
x.xi. 

I ’m serious— so are all men upon paper ; 

And why should I not form my speculation, 

And hold up to the sun'my little taper?^' 

Mankind just now seem wrapt in meditation , 


ilial a luxury reserved only lor tliosc who cao afford it; ami 
if ibey will |M^r9i»t lo so improper ajul limnoral a praciicc, after 
»o tolcmti aod wclMimeil a wamia^, to leave them to IhepunUli* 
mentof aevere want, ai»d rigidly dyoy ali parish assistance. No 
public relief ia to he ^iv<^ to the sLirving iufaiil; it ia worth no- 
thing to aociely,fdrlt<!|iUce wiN beprcarntIysop|)l[ed,and society, 
therefore, has no furUicr business than lo hang Ibe niuUier, if ahe 
should sborlen the lufferlngs of her babe ralliW than see it die of 
want. The rich are to be called upoo for no sacrificea ; nothing 
more ia reqnlred of Uiem. Uiao that they should harden their 
hearts. That we may notl)esii&pecletl of exaggerating thcdetcstaJde 
bard-hcartednessothissystem,wo present it in hbuwn langoagc.’* 
■“SoUTBfT.} ' ■ 

' (W'ehavc DO nulion Uiat Lord Byron bad any inisclikTOUs in- 
tcniioQ.in these publicatiuM. and readily acpiit hiinef any wifh 
Iu corrupt the roorala, or impah' Uic happiness of hf^ reideraj hut 
it U ouralnly to say, ifaat much of what he has priblulicd apjiears 
to us to have tills tendency. How oppo>ite'(o this is Uic syitein, 
or ihc temper, of the great author orvVaverlcy! With all bb 
unHTalled power of Invention .iqd Jodguieiil, of pathos and plua- 
»anlry, ibe tenour i/ his sentiments Is uniformly geoiorons, Indril - '] 
geni, and good-humoured; and lO remote from (he bitlemcss of 
mUantliropy, that he never Indnlges in sareasio. aod .scarcely, in 
any case, carries his merriment so far as dorUion. Bui the pecn- 
liarity by which he slamis. most broadly and proudly dislitigtiished 
from Lord Byron is. that liegtnning, as he rrei|oetilly dues, with 
aopie ludicrous or satirical IheiTK', he never fails id raise osit of it 
a«iine ftelings of a generous or gentle kiml, and to end by exoiling 
our tender pity, or deep rc^speci. for those very iodividuals or 
ctasaca of persons who seemed at finl to be brought on the stage 
fur oar mere a|)prt and amusement t—lhua making the ludicrotu 
itself subservient lo the cauM of benevolence— and inculcating, at 


every turn, and as the true end and result of all Ida trials and ex- 
' periroenU, the love of uur kind, and the duty and delight ef a 
cordial and genuine sympathy wiih the joys and sorrows of every 
condition of men.— JErraxT, in the Edini/urgh Aerrnc for 1822.] 
» Sec Mllftatl's Greece, **Gr*cia t'erax." Ills grc.il pleasure 
consists iu praising tyranta. abusing Plutarch, spelling oddly, and 
writing quaintly; and what Is strange, after all, his is the best 
modem history Greece in any language, and he Is perhaps the 
best of all rawlem historians whatsoever. Having named JiU 
sins, it is but blr to slate hb virtues — learning, labour, research, 
wrath, and partiality. I call ll>e latter virtues in a writer, because 
they make him write in raruest.. 

a [It has been, injuriously for him, too extensively held among 
modem writers, Uiat Plutarch was lo be comidefcd as an historian 
whose aulborUy mrght he (pmted for mailers of fact with the same 
confidence as thatof Thucydides or Xenophon, or Ca»aror Tacitds. 
Soroeiimcp, indeed, he uoderlakes tUstorical discuasitAi, or. relai- 
iug ililfcrcut reports, leaves Judgment on them lo his reader. 
XVlien truth thus appears hhohji'cl, his mailer is valuable for the 
hialorlan. But generally, to do Ja<uice to hb great work, his Lives, 
apparently it should he considered that, next at least lb panegyric 
of bis nalion, example, |toliUcal and moral, was bis purpose, more 
than historical information. Litile acrapulous aa be has shown 
hhuaelf about transactions the iimmI public, concerning which be 
ufteu conlriKlicta, without reserve or apology, not only tliehigbesl 
aiithoriiie*, but even himself, it can hardly be supposed that he 
would scrutinise with great Mdicilude the lestimooies lu private 
anecdotes, if even he docs not sometimes indulge his inveotion/'— 
MlTVOaD.J 

^ [*‘TbQ9 romiornliton eseb dark psMaer >tioa. 

And bohl Ihekr rarlhiag rstuncs to line mo."— T oesa.] 
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On coDStiUitions an() atcam-boats of vapour; 

While sages write against all procreation, 

Unless a man can calculate his means 
Of feeding brats the moment his wife weans. . 

XXII. 

That ’s noble ! That ’s romantic ! For ray part, 

I think that “Philo-genitivcncss” is— 

(Now here ’s a word quite after my own heart, • 
Though there ’s a shorter a good deal lhai) this, 

If that politeness set it not apart; ^ 

But I 'm resolved to say nouglit that ’s amiss) — 

I say, methitiks that *‘Pbilo-geniliveness’* • * 

Might meet from men a little more forgiveness. 

XXIII. 

And now- to business. — O my gentle Juan ! 

Ttiou art in London— in that plsasant p|ace 
Where every kind of mischief's daily brewing, 

Which can await warm youth in its wild race. 

’iTis true, that thy career is not a new one ; 

ThoU art no novice in the headlong chase 
Of early life; but this is a netv land, 

Which foreigners can never understand. 

XXIV. ' . 

What with a small diversity of climate. 

Of hot or cold, mercurial or sedate, 

1 could send forth my mandate like a primate 
Upon the rest of Europe's social state; 

But thou art the most difficult to rhyme at, 

Great Britain, which the Muse may penetrate.^ 

All countries have their Lions," but iu thee 
There is but one superb menagerie. 

XXV. 

But I am sick of politics, ^gin - 
**Pauk) majors." Juan, undecided 
Amongst the paths of being ** taken in," « 
Above the ice had like a skater glided : 

When tired of play, he flirted without sin 

With some of those fair creatures Who have prided 
Themselves on innocent tantalisatioD^ . 

And hate all vice except its reputation. 

XXVI. 

But these are few, and in the end they make 
Some devilish escapade or stir, which shows 
That even the purest people may mistake 
Their way through virtue's primrose patbsof snows ; 
And then men stare, as if a new ass spake 
To Balaam, and from tongue to ear o’erflows 
Quicksilver small talk, ending <if you note it) 

With th6 kind world’s amau— ^'.Wbo would have 
thought it?”; 

XXVII- 

The little Leila, with her orient eyes, 

And taciturn Asiatic disposition, 


(Which saw oir western things with small snrpcise. 

To the surprise of people of conditioq, ♦ ' 

Who think that {lovellies are ^terflfes 
V To be pursued as fpod for inaoilidn,)* ' 

Her diarmiitg figure and romantic History 
j Became a kind of fashionable mystery. 

xsvnu • 

The w omen muc^dlvided— as is usual ^ 

Amongst the sex in little things-of grealj: *4all— 
Tliink not, fai/ creatures, Ujat I to abuse you 
1 have always liked you better than I stat| : 

Since I 've grown moral, still 1 must accuse you all 
Of being apt to talk at a great rate ; 

And now there was a general seW^tion 
Amongst you, about Lqjla's education. 

XXIX. ■ 

In one point only were )t>u settled — and 
You had reason ; 't was that a young child of grace, 
As beautiful as her om-q native land. 

And far away, the last bud'of her race. 

Howe'er our (rfend Don Juan might comn^nd 
Himself for five, four, three, or two years’ space, 
Would be much better taught beneath the eye 
Of peeresses whose follies had run dry. 

XXX. 

So first there was a generous emulation,. 

And then there was a general competition 
To undertake the orphan's education. 

As Juan was a person of condition. 

It had been an affront on this occasion 
To talk of a subscription or petition; 

But sixteen dowagers, (on unwed she sages, 

Whose tale belongs to “ ilallam’s Middle Ages," 

XXXI. 

And one or two sad, separate wives, without 
A fruit to bloom upoi^tlieir withering bough— 
Begged to bring vp the little girl, and “on/,"—- 
For that 's the phrase that settles all things now, 
Mcanibg a virgin's first blush at a rout, 

And all her points as^thorough-bred to simw : 

And 1 assure you,* that like virgin honey 

Tastes their first season (mostly if they have money). 

xxxii. 

How all the needy honourable misters, 

E4ch out-at*ell)Ow. j)eer, or desperate dandy. 

The watchful nwthers, and Uie careful sisters, 

(Who; by the by, when clever, are more handy 
At making matches, where “’t is gold tliat glisters,*' 
Tlian their he relatives,) like flies o’er candy 
Buzz round “ the Fortune" with their busy battery, 
To turn her head with waltzing and with flattery ! 

XXXIII. 

Each aunt, each cousin, hath her speculatiou ; 
i Nay, married dames will now and then discover • 


* (Philo-progenitlTeneii. Spurtheim and Gall dbeoTfr Ihc orsao of ihla name In a Uiinp bebind Ihe ears, and sty It Is remark tWy 

deveinped in ihe bull.} 
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Such pure disinterestedness of passion, 

I Ve known them court an lieiress for their lover. 
“Tantaene ! ” ' Such tlie virtues of high station, 
Even in the h^j^ful Isle, whose outlet ’s “Dover!'* 
» bile the poor rich wretch, object of these cares. 

Has cause to wish her sire had had male heirs. 

, IXXIV. 

Some ore soon bagg'd, and some reject three dozen. 

*T is fine to see tliein scattering refusals 
And wild dismay o*cr every angry cousin 
(Friends of the party), w ho-begin accusals ' 

Such as~“ Unless Miss (Blank) n\eant to have chosen 
Poor Frederick, why did she accord perusals 
To his billets? BVjy waltzViih him? Why^ I pray, 
Look yes last night, and yet say MO to-day? , . 

xxxv.* 

• 

“Why? — Why?— 'Besides, Fred really was ai/ucA’d: 

T was not ber fortune — be lias enough without : 
The time will come she ’ll wish that she had snatch'd 
So good an opportunity, no doubt : — 

But the old marchioness some plaahad hatch'd 
As I ’ll tell Aurea at to-morrow’s rout : 

And after all poor Frederick may do better — 

Pray did you see her answer to his letter ? ** 

XXXVl. 

Smart uniforms and sparkling coronets 
Are spurn’d In turn, until her turn arrives. 

After male loss of time, and hearts, and bets 
Upon the sweepstakes for substantial wives; 

And when at last the pretty creature gets 
Some gentleman, who fights, or writes, or drives, ' 
It soothes the awkward squad of the rejected ' 

To find how. very badly she selected. ' ' 
xxxvir. • 

For sometimes they accept some long pursuer, 

Worn out with importunity; or fall 
(But here perhaps the instances are fewer) 

To the lot of him who sc.arce pursued at all. 

A hazy widower turn’d of forty ’s. sure’ 

(If *t is not vain examples to recall) 

To draw a high prize : now, howe'er he got her, I 
See nought more strange in this than t’other lottery. . 

XXXYIII. . » . 

I, for my part— (one “ modern instance” more, 
“True, ’I is a pity— pity 't is, ’I is true”) 

Was chosen from out an amatory score, 

Albeit luy years were less discreet tlian few ; 

But thougli 1 also had reform’d before 
Those became one who soon were to be two, 

1 ’ll not gainsay the generous public’s voice, • 

That the young lady made a monstrous choice. 

XXXIX. 

Oh, pardon my digression — or at least | 

Peruse! ’T is always with a moral end \ \ 


JUAN, 85;, 

That I dissert, like grace before a feast : - 

For like an aged aunt, or tiresome friend, 

A rigid guardian, or a zealous priest, 

My Muse by exliortation means to mend 
AU people, at all times, and in most places, 

W'bich puts my Pegasus to these grave paces. 

' XL. 

But now I ’m going to'be immoral ; now 
I mean to show things really as they are, 

Kot as they ought t6 be : for I avow. 

That till we sec what *s w hat in fact, we *rc far 
From mucli improvement with that virtuous plough 
Which skims the surface, leaving scarce a scar 
Upon the black loath fong'manured by Vice, 

Only to keep its corn at the old price. 

XLI. 

V 

But fifst of little Leila wc Ml dispose ; 

For like a day-dawn she was young and pure, 

Or like the old comparison of snowS, 

Which are more pure ihan pleasant, lo he sure. 
Like many people every body knows, 

Don Juan was delighted to secure 
A goodly guardian for his infant charge, 

Who might not profit much by being at large. 

XLll. 

Besides, He had found out he was no tutor 
(1 wish that others would find out the same); - 
And rather- wish’d in such things to stand neuter,- 
For silly wards wHl bring their guardians blame ; 

^ when be saw each ancient dame o suitor 
To make his little wHd Asiatic tame, 

Consulting “ (he Society for Vice 
Suppression,” Lady Pinchbedi was his choice. 

XLIII. 

Olden she was— but had been very young ; 

Virtuous she was— and had been, I believe; 
Although the world has such an evil tongue 

That but my chaster ear will not recjjive 

An echo of a syllable that *s wrong : 

In fact, tliere ’s nothing makes me so muob grieve, 
As that abominable tittle-tattle. 

Which is the cud eschew’d by human cattle. 

XLIV. 

Moreover I ’ve remark’d (and I was once 
A slight-observer in a modest way), 

And so may. every one except a dunce, > 

That ladies in their youth a little gay, 

Besides tiieir knowledge of the world, and sense 
Of the sad consequence of going astray, 

Are wiser in their warnings 'gaiost the woe 
Which the QKre passionless can never know. 

XLV. 

While the harsh prude indemnifies her virtue 
By railing at tl»e unknown and eavied passion, 


(“T«oicoe •ntmbcatestiSuiirr ]’'-v'iiic. | < Tiiu line may pimic Uic comincoUtoTi moTC thill the |>ruKni 

^ i geiKTjUuO. 
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Seeking far less to save you than to hurt you, 

Or, what ’s still worse, to put j*ou.outof fashion,-^ 
Tlie kinder veteran with calm words wHl court you. 
Entreating you to pause before you dash on; 
Expounding and illustrating the riddle 
Of epic Love's beginning, end, and middle. 

xtvi. 

!NOw whether it be Uuis. or Uwt they arc stricter, 

As belter knowing why Ihcy should he so, 

3 tlnnk you'll lind, from many a family picture, 

'Chat daiigljtcrs of such mothers as may know 
The world by experience rather than hy lecture, 

Turn out much bettiT for tiie Siuithheld show 
Of Tostals brought into the marriage mart,. 

Thtn tiiO$C bred up by pnides without a heaCt. 

xi.vjd. 

I safdtbat Jjdy Pinchbeck liad been talk’d about— 
As who has not, if fmnale, young, and pretty? 

But now no more the gbost of Scandal stalk’d about; 

She merely was'deem’d amiable and xvitty. 

And several of her best bonS-inots vrere hawk’d about : 
Then she was given to charity and pity. 

And pass’d (at least the latter years of life) 

For being a most exemplary wife. 

XLvni. 

High in high circles, gentle in her own. 

She was the mild reprover of tbe young 
tVhenever— wbidi means every day — they ’d shown 
An awkward inclination to go wr<mg. 

Tlie quantity of good sh&did 's unknown, 

Or at the least would lengthen out my song : 

In brief, the little orphan of tbe East 

Had raised an interest in her, which increased. 

XLIX. 

Juan, too, was a sort of favourite with he*. 

Because she thought him a- good heart at bottom, 

A little spolPd, but not so altogelhOr; . 

Which was a wonder, if you think who got him, 
And how be had been toss'd, he scarce knew whitlter . 

Thongh this might ruin others, it did nof him. 

At least entirely — for he bad seen too many 
Changes in youUi, to be surprised at any. ' 

L. 

And these vicissitudes tell best in youth ; 

For when they hap]>en at a riper age, 

People are apt to blame the Fates, forsooth, 

.And wonder Providence is not more sage. 
Adversity is the first path to truth : 

He who hath proved war, storm, or woman’s rage, 
Whether his winters be eighteen or eighty, 

Hath won the experience which is deeni’d so weighty. 

> l"Thc »aiDC feoUi^ tlial niakea ihe people uf Prance wbh to 
keep tbe pictures aix) stato&i ot oilier oaUoas, must MturaJly 
make other oationk wbh, now (hat Ticlory U on ibeirXhlc, to re- 
turn tliose articles to Ihe lawful owscr^. Acconllug to my reel- 
ings, it would not only be unjust in the Allied Sovereigns logralify 


■ tr.. 

How far it profits is another matter. — 

Our hero gladly saw his little cliai^e 
Safe w ith a lady, whose last growl5-up daughter 
Being long married, and thus set at large, 

Had left all the aceonitdishments she taught her 
To be transmitted, like tlie Lord Mayor’s barge, 
Totbe next comer; or— as It will tell 
More Musedike— like to Cytberea’s shell. 

* Lit. 

I call such things transmission ; for there is 
A floating balance pf accomplishment 
AVhich forms a pedigrecfroiq Miss to Miss, 

According as their minds or backs arel>ent. 

Some waltz; some draax j^omc fathom the abyss 
or metaphysics; otliers ar^qontent 
With music; the most moderate sltine as wits; 

While others bavp a genius ttrrn'd for fits. 

' un. 

But whether fits; or wits, or harpsichords, 

Theology, tine arts, or finer stays, 

May be the baits for gentlemen or lords 
With regular descent, in these our days, 

TIte last year to -the new transfers its boards ; 

New vestals claim men’s eyes with the same praise 
Of “ elegant ” et eatera. in fresh batches — 

All matchless creatures, and yet bent on matches. 

LIV. 

But now I will begin my poem. ’T is 
Pbrbaps a little strange, if not quite new. 

That from the first of Cantos up to this 
1 've not begun wbat we have to go through. 

These first twelve lx>oks are merely flourishes, 
PreludioS, trying just a string or two .. 

Upon my lyre, or making tlie pegs sure; 

And when so, jou shall have tbe overture. 

. LV. 

My Muses do not care a pinch of rosin 
About what ’s called success, or not succepding : 
Such thoughts are quite below tbe strain they have 
chosen ; 

'T is a great moral lesson”' they arc reading. 

1 thought, at setting off, about two dozen 
Cantos would do; but at Apollo's pleading, 

If that my Pegosu^ should not be founder’d, 

I think to canter gently through a hundred. 

LVI, 

Pop Juan saw that microcosm on stilts, . 

■ Yclept tbe Great World; for it is tl»e least. 
Allhough tbe highest ; but as swords have hilts 
By which their power of mischief is Increased, 


Uic Frcoch people, but tbe Mcrlflce Uiey would makd would he 
Impolitic, cu, U would deprive them of the opportunity of giving 
Jite' French nalum a great mortti /(rron.*'— Wkuixuro.x. J'utif. . 
ISIftJ. 


“DigitlTBa by^i 



DON JUAN. 


837 


When ninn in battle or in quarrd tilts, 

Thus the low world, north, south, oc west, or east, 
Must still obey the high'^whiuh is their handle, 
Their moon, their sun, their gas, their farthing candle. 

LVII. 

He had many friends who had many wives, and was'' 
AVell look’d upon by both, to that extent ' 

Of friendship which you may accept or pass, 

It does nor good nor harm; being merely meant 
To keep the wheels going of the higher class, 

And draw them nightly when a ticket’s sdnt :■ 

And what with masquerades, and f^tes, and balls, 

For the first season such a life scarce palls. 

LVIII. 

A young unmarried man, with a good name 
And fortune, has ah awkward part to play^, t 
For good socictyis but a game, 

** The royal gome of Goose” % as I may say. 

Where every body has some separate aim, 

An end to answer, or a plan to lay— 

The single ladies w ishing to be double, 

The married ones to save tbe virgins trouble. 

LIX. 

1 don’t mean this as general, but particular 
Examples may be found of such pursuits : 

Though several also keep tbelr perpendicular 
Like poplars, with good principles for roots; 

Yet many have a method more reticular— , 

Fishers for men,” like sirens with soft Jutes ; 

For talk six times witJi the same single lady, 

And you may get the wedding dresses ready. 

LX. 

Perhaps you ’ll have a letter from the mother, 

To say her daughter’s feelings are trepann’d ; 
Perhaps you ’ll have a visit from the brother, 

AU strut, and stays; and whiskers, to demand 
What “your intentions are? Dne way or other 
It seems the virgin's heart expects your hand : 

And between pity for her case and yours, 

You ’ll add to Matrimony’s list of cures. 

Lxr. 

1 ’ve known a dozen weddings made even thus. 

And some of them Jiigh names : 1 have also known 
Young men who— though they hated to discuss 
Pretensions which tliey never dreant’d to have ' 
Yet, neither frighten’d by a female fuss, [shown— ' 
Nor by'mustaphios moved, were let ahme, ' 

And lived, as did the broken-hearted fair,. 

In liappier plight than if they form’d a pair. 

l!xh. 

There ’s also nightlyv to the uninitiated, 

A peril— not indeed like love or marriage, 


But not the less for this to be depreciated : 

It is — 1 meant and mean not to disparage 
Tlic show of virtue even in the vitiated— 

' It adds an outward grace unto their carriage— 

But to denounce the amphibious sort of liarlot, 
Couleur de rose,” who *s neither white nor scarlet. 

LXIII. 

Such is your cold coquette, who caii’t say “ No,” 

And won'tsay “ Yes,” and keeps you on andoff-ing 
On a Ice-shore, till it begins to blow — 

Then sees your bearl wreck’d, with an inward 
. scoffing. 

This works a world of sentimental woe, 

And sends new Werters yearly to their coffin ; 

But yet is merely innocent flirtalion, 

Not quite adulteryj but adulteration. 

LXIV. 

“Ye gods, I grow q talker ! ” Let us prate. 

The next of perils, though I place It sternest. 

Is w hen, without regard to “ church or stale,” 

A wife makes or takes love in upright kirnest. 
Abroad, such things decide few women’s fate— 
(Such, early traveller! is the truth thou'learnesl) — 
But hi old England, when a young bride errs. 

Poor thing! Eve’s was a trifling case to hers. 

LXV. 

For ’t is a low, newspaper, humdrum, lawsuit ^ 
Country,, where a young couple of the same ages 
Can’^ form a friendship, but tbe world o’erawes it. 

, Then Uiere ’s the vulgar trick of those d— d damages ! 
A verdict— rgrievous foe to those who cause it ! — 
Forms a sad climax to romantic homages ; 

Besides those sootliing s{)oechcs of the pleaders, 

And evidences which regale nil readers. 

IXVl. 

But they who blunder thus arc raw beginners ; 

A little genial sprinkling of hypocrisy 
Has saved the fame of thousand splendid sinners, 

The loveliest oligarclis of our gynocracy; 

You may see such at all the balls and dinners, 

Among the proudest of our aristocracy, 

So gentle, charming, charitable, chaste— 

Xnd ail by having tact as well as taste. 

LXVIl. 

Juan, who did not stand m th^ predicament 
Of a mere novice, had one safeguard more; 

For he was sick no, ’I was not tlie w ord sick 1 

meant — , 

But he had seen so much goud love before, 

Tliat he was not In heart so very weak I riK'anl 
But thus much, and no sneer a.gainst the slior^? 

Of white cliffs, whitenecks, blue eyes, bluer stockings, 
1 Tithes, taxes, duns, and doors with double knockings. 


' p’Knfinpartoal U bonne loci^U toat.^— VoLTiiiB.> ■ 

■ [ ThU ancient (tune ortgiiuted, I believe, in Germany, and U 
wdl caicnlatcd to make young (>eraon4 ready alrcckoniaf; the pro* 
■kico of two siven numbers. It is called the game of Uie goose, 


became at every fourth and fifth compartment of the table in sne- 
cession a goose U dipitted; and if the cast llirowo hy the player 
falls upon. a gou^. tic moves forward dimlile tlic nuiobcr ofhis 
throw.— STtuTT.) 
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LIVIII. 

But coming pnng from lahds and accnes romantic, 
Where lives, not lawsuits, mustberish'd forTasaiOn, 
And Passion's ^If must have a spioe of frantic, 

Into a country where 't is half a fashion, 

Seem'd tp him half commercial, half pedantic,' 
Howe'er he might esteem this moral nation : 
Besides-(al^s ! his taste— forgive and pity 1) 

At first be did not think the women pretty. 

i*xrx. 

I soy at /irsi— for Ik* found out at Iasi, 

But by tlegreCvS, that they were fairer far 
’J'han the marc glowifjg (jorues vvijose lot is cast 
Beneath the infliieuw of the eastern star. 

A flirthcr proof we sliould not judge in liaste; • ' 

Yet inexperience could not be bis bar 
To taale: — the truth Is, if men would confess, 
lliat novelties please less iJian they impress. 

xxx. 

Though travell’d, I have never had the luck to 
Trace op those shufUing negroes, Nile or Niger, 

To that impracticable place Timbuctoo, 

Where Geography findano one to oblige her 
With such a chart as may be safely stuck to— 

For Europe ploughs in Afric like ^*bos piger:” 

But if I had been at Timbuctoo, there 
No doubt I should be told that black is fair.’ 

LXXI. 

It is. I will not swear that black is white; 

But Tsospect in fact that wliite is black, 

And the whole matter rests upon cyc-sight. 

Ask a blind man, tlie best Judge. You ’ll attack 
Perhaps this new position — but I 'm right ; 

Or if I 'm wrong, I Ml not be ta'en aback 
He hath no moin nor night, but all is dark 
Within; and what seest thou? A dubious spark. 

, LXXII.. 

But I 'm relapsing into metaphysics, 

That labyrinth, w hose clue is of the same 
.Construction as ydur cures for bectio pbthisics. 
Those bright moths fluttering round a dying flame; 
And this reflection brings me to plain physicss 

And to the beauties of a, foreign dame. 

Compared with those of our pure pearls of price, 
Those polar summers^ all sun, and some ice. 

. LXXIII. 

Or say they are like virtuous mermaidsf whose 
. Beginnings are fair faces, ends mere fishes ; — 

Not that there 's not a (juantity. of those 
Who hare a due respect for tlieir own wishes. 


I IJke Russians rushing from hot baths to snow s * 

I Are they, at bottom virtuous even when vicious ; 
Tliey warm info a scrape, but keep of course, 

As a reserve; a plunge into remorse. 

LXXIV. 

But this has nought to do with their outsides. 

1 said that Juan did not think them pretty 
At the first blush ; for a fair Briton hides 
Half her attractions— probably from pity — 

And rather calmly into the hearts glides, 

Than storms it as a foe would take a city; 

But once there (if you doubt this, prithee try) 

She keeps it for yon like a true ally. 

LXXV. 

She cannot step as does an Arab barb, 

Or Andalusian girl from mass returning, 

Nor wear as gracefully as Gauls her garb, 

Nor in her eye Aiisonia's glance is burning; 

Her voice, though sweet, is not so fit to warb- 
le those bravuras (which 1 still am learning 
To like, though I have been seven years in Italy, 

And have, or had, an ear Uiat served me prettily) ; — 

.i.xxvi. 

She cannot do theM things, nor one or two 
Odiers, in tliat off-hand and dashing. style 
Which takes so much— to give die devil his due : 
Nor is she quite so reedy with her smile, 

Nor settles all things in one inteniew 
(A thing approv^ aa.saving time and toil);— 

But though the soil may give you time and trouble. 
Well cultivated, it will render double. 

LXXVU. 

And if in fact she takes to a grande passion," 

It is a very serious thing indeed : 

Nine times in ten H is but caprice or fashion, 
Coquetry, or a wish to take the lead, 

The pride of a mere child with a new sash on, 

Or wish to make a rival’s bosom bleed : 

But the tenth instance will be a tornado. 

For there 's no saying what they will or may do. 

LXXVllI. 

The reason 's obvious ; if there > an ^lat, 

They lose their caste at once, as do the Parias : 
And when the delicacies of the law 
Have fill’d their papers with their comments va- 
rious. 

Society, that china without flaw, 

(The hypocrite!) will banish them like Marius, 

To sit amidst the ruins of their guilt : ’ 

For Faroe ’s a .Cortbage not so soon rebuilt. 


■ ( mjor Deoh^ Mfs, ihai wfiea he flrst $iw Kirrupran wooien 
ttler bU travels In Africa, they appeared to him lo have imnatiiril 
•Ickly couQteiunces.— Ik] 

• The Biwians, as U well known, ran out frpm iheir imt baths 
to plunge Ibio Um Neva, a pleasant praeUeal antithesis, which U 
soenu flues thein Ou harm. , ' 

I “A Caoilsb or Umoon soldier, sent to arrest hint, overawed 


by hlsaspret. teooUed trom the task.; and the people of the place, 
as if moved by miracle, cdocurfetl in aiding his escape. The 
presence of such an exile on the ground .where Carthage had stood 
was supposed to increase the majesty and the nelaodmly of the 
aceoe*. ‘Go,' he sakl to Uie Uctor who brought |tlw the orders of 
ibe |ti»tor to dqsxrt, ' leU Idhi llsat you liave seen Mgiina sttUiig 
ou the ruiiu of canhage.^*'-<-Bta<iuson.j 
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tXXIX. ■ • • 

Perlgps this is as it sliAuld be,^it is 
A ronin)ent on the Gospel’s “ Sin no more, 

And be iby sins forgiven : ” — but upon this 
Heave the saints to settle their own score. 
Abroad, though doubtless they do much amiss, 

An efring w'onian lin^ an 6pen door 
For her return to Virtue — as they call 
That lady who should be at home to all. 

LXXX. 

For me, I leave thclnatter where I bnd it. 

Knowing that such lyieasy virtue leads 
People, ^nlc teq,tim^ les^ in fact to mind it, 

And rare Mi^fhr discoveries and not deeds. 

And os for chastity, you ’ll never ^>ind it 
Ry*all tlnwiaw^ the strictest lawyer pleads, 

But agglev^e the<Ti*ftie you hav^tibt prevented, 

By rendering desp^at; those wiio had else repented. 

LXX^I. 

But Juarv,was no 'casuist, ndr had ponder’d 
Upon thrf moral l^s^df^of>nankind ; 

Besides, he not ^n of several hundred 
A lad^ altogether to lus mind. « 

A little4‘hfase’Cr’t is not to be wonder'd 
At, that bis htjart had got a Rougher rind : 

And tlipugh lot vainer from his past success, 

No doubt his sensibilities were less. 

j 

LXXXII. 

He also had been busy seeing sights**- 
The Parliament and all the other houses; 

Had bcnca*th the gallerv* at nights, 

To hear debars whose thunder roused (not rouses) 
The world to gaze upon those northern lights 
Whichflash’d asfaras where the mask-bull browses;' 
He had also stood at times behind the throne— 

But Grey * was yot arrived, and Chatham gone. * 

’ IXXXIII. 

He saw, however, at the closing session. 

That noble sight, when really i'ree the nation, 


' Foe * OcMripUoD and print of tiUa iohabiUnt of the peJar re- 
jioo anil nalWa coi»oiry.of the Aurora: Borealet, aec Parry 'a 
Voyage la search of a Norlh-wc»l Pai«dge. [See anle, p. 4^.1 

• [Cbaricf, second Earl Orey, siiCfcceibd to the peerage In 1807. 

> ( WiUiani Pill, first ICarl of mtatbain, died in May, 1778. sber 

liariog been carried home Iruoi ibc floiiK of Lords, where be bad 
faiolcd away at the close of a rviuarlable speech on ibe American 
war.] 

4 ( .Natore had Iwitowed uncommon graces on his figure and 
person. Conrivial as well as social in his lempcr. destitute of all 
merve, aoci affable eren te familiariry in his rccepUon of every . 
person who had the honour to api^wach him'; endued with all the 
aptitudes to profit of instruction, hK m:nd had been cultivated 
with great care ; and he was probably the only prince in Europe. 
Mr to a powerful monarchy, competent to peruse the Greek as 
well as the Koman poets ai^d historians tn Ihdr own laagu.ige. 
Humane and compaaakmate, his purae was open to evfryappm 
cation of dbtrea ; nor was It ever shut against gctiitu or merit.” 
— WtaxaiL, f783.] 

* ( “ Waving myself, let me talk to yon of the Prince Regent 
He ordered mo to bd presented to him at a ball ; and after some 


A king in ^constitutional possession 
Of such a throne as is the proudest station, 

Though despots know it not — till the progression 
Of freedom shall complete their education. 

'T is not mere splendour makes the show augusL 
To eye or Iieart—it is the people's trust. 

% 

LXXXIV. 

There, too, he sait- (whale’er he may be now) 

A Prince, the prince of princes at-the time,* 
Wlth-fascination in his very bow, 

And full of protni.se, as tiie spring of prime. 
Though royalty was written on his brow. 

He had that the grace, too, rare in every clime. 

Of being, without Mloy of fop or beau, 

A finished gcntlcmau from top to toe.* 

LXXXV. 

And Juan was r^eived, os hath been said. 

Into the best society : and 4here 
Occufr’d what often liappens, I ’m afraid, 

However disciplined and debonnaire i — 

The talent and good humour he dispby’d. 

Besides the mark'd distinction of his air, 

Exposed him, as was natuftil, to temptation'. 

Even though himself avoided the occasion. 

LX.VXVl. 

But what, and where, with w hom, and when, and why. 
Is not to be put hastily together; 

And as my object is morality 
(Whatever people say), I don’t know whether 
I ’ll leave a single rider’s eyeliddry, 

But harrow up his feelings till tlicv wither, 

And hew, out a huge monument of pathos, 

Astliilip’s SOD proposed to do wiUi Athos.* 

LXXXVII. 

Here the twelfth Canto of our introduction 
Ends. When the body of the book ’s begun, 

Yoir ’ll And U of a different construction 
From w hat ^me people say ’t will he when done : 
The plan at present 's simply in concoction. 
i can't oblige you, reader, to read on; 



«aylng^ {>cciilUrly |)lea<ing from royjl lt(a. a$ to my own altcmpls, 
he Ulkod to meof^u and your immorullUo < he profcrreil you 
to every other bard pa^t ami prraent lie apoke alternately ol 
Homer anil youru'lf. ami aeciued wcllaciluaiiiicil with both. AU 
thii was convi-yed la language which wouiil only auftcr by my at- 
templing to transcribe it, ami with a tone ami Uste which gave roe 
a very hi^ klea of his abilities and accompUibments, which I bad 
hitherto conslderetl os confined to manners certainly superior to 
those of. aoy living gentleman."— Lord B. to Sir tyalter seoH. 
July, 1812.) 

* A scn]j)tor projected to hew Uonot Aihoa into a statue of 
Alexander, with a city iit one hand, and, 1 believe, a river In his 
pocket, with various other simitar devices. But Alexander's gune. 
and Athos remains, 1 trust ere long to look, over a nation of tree- 
meo.— I “ Straslcrates, an eugideer in tbg service of Alexander, 
offered to convert the whole roouBUln into a statue of Uiat prince. 
The enonnons figure was to bold a dly in Its left band, containing 
ten Ihoosand InbaMianU, and tn the right, an iromeiise basin, 
whence ibe collected torrents of the mountain sltookl isHie in a 
mighty river. But the pro^t was thought to be too extravagant, 
even by Alexander.’*— BtLOf.) 
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That ’s your affair, hot mine : a real spirit 
Should neither court neglect, nor dread to bear it. 

Lxx-xvin. 

And if my thunderbolt not always rattles, 
Remember, reader I you have had before 
The worst of tempests and the best of battles 
That e'er were brew’d from elements or gore, 
Besides the most sublime of— Heaven knows whatelse: 
An usurer could scarce expect much more— 

But my best canto, save one on astronomy, 

\V!ll*turn upon “political economy.” 

LXXXIX. 

That is your present theme for popularity : 

Now that the public hedge hath scarce a stake. 

It grow’s an act of patriotic oliarity, 

To show the people the best way to break. 

^flJ plan (but I, if but for singularity. 

Reserve it) will be ver>' sure to take. 

Meantime, read all the national debt-sinkers, 

And tell me what you think of your great thinkers. 


, DON JU.VN; 

CA.HT 9 THE TUIBTEBnTlI. 

I no^ mean to bc.serious;— it is time, 

.Since laughter nbw-a*days is deem’d too serious. 

A jest at Vice by Virtue ’s call’d a crime, 

And critically held as deleterious : 

Besides, tiie sad ’s a source of the sublime, 

Although when long a little apt to weary us; 

And therefore shall my lay .soar high hnd solemn, ^ 
As an old temple dw indled to a column. 

II. 

The Lady Adeline Amundetille . » 

■(’T is an old Norman name, and to be fQund * 

In pedigrees by those who wander still 
Along the last fields of that Gothic ground) 

AVas high-born, wealthy by her father’s will, 

And beauteous, even where beauties most abound, 
In BriUiin— which of course true patriots find 
The goodliest soil of body and of mind. 

III. 

1 ’ll not gainsay them ; it is not my cue ; . 

I ’ll leave them to their taste, no doubt the best : 
An eye ’s an eye, and whether black or blue, . 

Is no great matter, so ’t is in request; 



* “Sir, I love a gooJ baler."— see B oswsll’s Johnion. 

• [Mq)hi«topbeles U ihe name ot the Devil to Goeibe's Fautl.] 

1 [ “ Mr. Spence, the author of Uic late ingenious Tour in Spain, 
Neems to believe, vtbal 1 should have supposed was eOtirelj ex- 
pluded, Ibat Cervantes wrolc Ids book for Ihc purpose of ridicul- 
ing kniglit-crranlrr: and that, unfortunate!)' fur bis countrf, bis. 
satire pul out of fashion, not merely Ibc absurd niisdlrcelion of 
the spirit of heroism, but Ibai sacred spirit Uself. feut Ibp pracUcc 
of knlRht-errtnlry, if ever there was such a thing, had. it Is well 
known, been out ofiUtcloug before Uic age in which Don Quixote 


’T is nonsense to dispute about a huo— 

The kindest may be taken as a test: 

The fair se.x should be always fair v and no man. 

Till thirty, should perceive there ’sa plain woman. 

IV. 

And after that serene and som^bnt dull 
Epoch, that awkward corur turn’d tdr dajfS 
More quiet, when our moon s no more at full. 

We may presume to criticise or praise ; 

Because indifference begins to lull 
Our passions, and we walk in wisdom’s ways; 

Also b^usc the. figure and the fdre 

Hint, that ’t is time to give the younger place. . 

\i ' • ^ • 

I know that some w ould fain postpond ^lis era^ 
Reluctant as all placemen to resign 
Their post; but Ul|^rsis mcrcl^a chimera, p *> 

For tiicy have pass’d life's e*quinoctial line : 

But then they have their claret 'an^I Madeira 
To irrigate the. dryness of decline; 

And county meetings, and thft parliament, ^ 

And debt, and what nol^ for^icl^ solace sent. 

W * * . ji» 

. * V- ' ^ 

And is there not religion, and refotsi; - * 

Peaces war, the taxes, and what^s ca4,'d Ae “na- 
Thc struggle to bc^il^s in a storm?* [tion?” 

The landed and tlic monied spcculntioh ? • <» 

The joys of mutual hate to keep them warm. 

Instead of love, that mere hallucination? 

Now hatred is by far the longest pleasure; 

Men love iu haslc^ but they detest at leisure. 

VII. ' 

Rough Johnson, the great moralist, profess’d. 

Right honestly, “he likcif an bones( hater ' 

The only truth that yet has been confess’d 
Within these latest tliousand years or Inter. 
Perhaps the fine old fellow spoke in jest 
For my part, I am but a mere spectator. 

And gaze where’er the palace or the hovel is, 

Much in the mode of Goethe’s MepUistophcles ; • 

v.n. . ' 

But neither Ipve nor bate in uiuch excess ; 

Though ’t was not once so. . If I sneer sofnetimes. 
It is because I cannot well do less,'; ■ 

And now and then it also suits my rhymes. 

I should be very willing to redress 
Men’s wrongs, and rather clieck.lhanponish crimes, 
Had not Cervantes, in that too true tale 
Of Quixote,* sliowD how all such efforts fail. 


appeared ; and as for Itie spirit uf heroism, 1 tblak few will tym- 
pathbe with (he crlUc who deems it possible that an individual, 
to say notbing of a nalinu, sliould have imbibed any contempt, 
either for that or any oilier elevating principle of our natiicc, 
from llie manly pa^ea of Cervantes. One uf U>e greatest triumplis 
u( his skiilin tlic success witli wfiicli lie conlinually prevents ns 
from confounding tlie BbsurJities'of tlic knight-sTraot with the 
XencrouB a»;ilr:ilions of the cav^Ut-r. For Uic last, even iu the 
midst of madness, we respect Don Quixote hituself.'—I.oCKaxETi 
prefaee to [>on ttSS.) 
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JX. 

Of all tales ’Us the saddest— and more sad. 

Because it makcfe us smile ; his hero ’s right, 

And still pursues the right ; — to curb the bad, 

His only object, and ’gainst odds to figlit. 

His guerdon : ’t is his virtue makes him mad !' 

But his adventures form a sorry sight; — 

A sorrier still is tlic great moral taught 
By that real epic unto all who have Uiought. 

X. 

Redressing injury, revenging wrong, 

' To aid the damsel aud destroy the caitiff; 

Opposing singly the united strong, 

From foreign yoke to free the helpless native;— 
Alas! must noblest viewsj like an old song, 

Be for mere fancy’s sport a theme creative? 

A jest, a riddle, Fame through thin and tliick sought ? 
And Socrates himself but ^V^sdom’s Quixote? 

XI. 

Cervantes smiled Spain’s rhivnlry^away'; 

A single laugh demolish'd the right arm 
Of his own country ; — seldom since that day [charm. 
Has Spain had heroes. While Romance could 
The world gave ground before her bright array; 

And therefore liave his volumes done such harm, 
That all their glory, as a eomposition, 

Was dearly purchased by his land’s perdition. 

* XII. 

1 ’m my old tunes” ' — digression, and forget 
The Lady Adeline Amundevitle; 

Tlie fairmost fatal Juan ever met, 

Although she was not evil nor meant ill; 

But Destiny and Passion spread the net 
(Fate is a good excuse for our own will), 

And caught them; what do they not catch, methinks? 
But 1 ’m not OEdipus, and life ’s a sphinx. 

xm. . 

I tell the tale as it is told, nor dare 
To venture a solution : Davus sum I 

And nowl will proceed upon the jiair. 

Sweet Adeline, amidst the gay world’s hum^ 

Was the queen>bee, the glass of all ttiat ’s fair; 

Whose charms made all men speak, and women 
'Hie last ’s a miracle, and such was reckon'd, [dumb. 
And since that time there has not been a second. 

XIV. 

Chaste was she, to detraction’s desperation. 

And wedded unto one she had loved well— 

A man known in the councils of the nation, 

Cool,. and quite English, imperturbable, 

'Hiough apt to act with fire upon occasion, 

Proud of himself and her ; the w orld could tell 
Nought against either, and both seem’d seeure — 
in her virtue, he in bis hauteur. 


(“TMr botband b Id bb okl hiB<« •ipiln.'* 

Mttrji Wwti o/tfind*«r.\ 

■ [‘'Davos sum. nnn CBdlpna "—Tki ] 


XV. ' 

It chanced some diplomatical relations. 

Arising out of business, often brought 
Him.self and Juan in their mutual stations 
Into close contact. Though reserved, nor caught 
By specious seeming, Juan’s youth, and patiepce, 
And talent, on his iiaughty spirit wrought, 

And form'd a bo^is of esteem, which ends ' 

In making men w hat courtesy calls friends. 

XVI. 

And thus Lord Henry, who was cautious as 
Reserve and pride csuld make him, and full slow 
In judging men — when once bis judgment was ' 
Determined, right or wrong, on friend or foe, 

Had all the pertinacity pride has, 

Which knows no fbb to its imperious flow. 

And loves orhates, disdaining to be guided. 

Because its own good pleasure hath decided. 

XVII. 

His friendships, therefore, and no less aversions, 
Though oft well founded, which confirm’d but more 
His prepossessions, like the bws of Persians 
And Medes, would ne’er revoke what went before. 
His feelings had not those strange (its, like tertians, 
Of common likings, which oiake some deplore 
What tlicy should laugh at — the mere ague still 
Of men’s regard, the fever or the chill. 

XVIII. 

is not in mortals to command success : 

But do you more, Semproniusr-dou’t deserve it,” 
And take my word, you won’t have any less. 

Be wary, watdi the time, and always serve it; 

Give gently way, when there ’s too great a press ; 

And for your conscience, only learn to nerve it, 
For, like a racer ora bpxer training, 

*T will make, if proved, vast efforts without paining. 

xiy. 

Lord Henry also liked to be superior, 

As most men do, the little or tlie great; 

The very lowest And out an inferior, 

At least they Uiink so, to exert their state 
Upon : for there are very few things wearier 
Than solitary Pride’s oppressive weight, 

Which mortals generously would divide, 

By bidding others carry while they ride. . 

XX. 

In birth, in rank, in- fortune likewise equal, 

O'er. Juan he could no distinction claim; 

In years he had the advantage of time's sequel ; 

And, as he thought, in country much the same^ 
Because bold Britons have a tongue and free quill. 

At w hich all modem nations vainly aim ; 

And the Lord Henry was a great debater, 

So that few members kept the house up later. 


S I** 'T ii ^ In otoriaU loromciMOd nccM; 

fiat m* II do morv, <anpronl«#-»i*'ll«k**r»e It," 
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XXI. , 
These were advantages ; and then he thought— 

It was his foibic, but by no means slnisler— 

That few or none niorC than himself had cauzIU 
Court mysteries, having been himself a minister : 
He liked to Icadi tliat which he liad bepn taught,- 
And greatly shone whenever there had been a stir ; 
And reconciled all qualities which grace man, 

Always a patriot^ and sometimes a placeman. 

XXII. 

Ile'liked the gentle Spaniard for his gravity ; 

He almost honour'd him for his docility,. . 

Because, though young, he acquiesced with suavity, 
Or contradicted but with proud humility. 

He knew the world, and would not see depravity 
In faults which sometimes show the soil’s fcrtiHty, 
If that the weeds o’erlive not the first crop — 

For then they ace very difTicult to stop. 

XXIIT. 

And then he talk’d with him about Madrid, 
Constantinople, and such distant places; 

Where people always did as they were bid, 

' Or did what they should not with foreign graces. 

Of coursers alio spake they ; Henry rid 
Well, like most Englishmen, and lovTd the races; 
And Juan, like a true-born Andalusian, 

Gould back a horse, as despots ride a Rifsslan. 

XXIV, 

And thus, acquaintance grew, at noble routs, 

And diplomatic dinners, or al other — , 

For Juan stood well both w iiti Ins and Outs, 

As in freemasonry a' higher brother. 

Upon bis talent Henry bad no doubts; 

His manner slio w'd liim sprung from a high mother ; 
And all men like to show their hospitality 
To him whose breeding matehes with his quality.^ 
x;tv. 

At Blank-Blank Square ; — for we will break no squares 
By naming streets : since men arc so censorious, 
And apt to sow .in author’s wheat with tares, 

Reaping allusions private and inglorious, 

Where none were dreamt of unto love’s affairs, 

Which w^e, or are, or arc to I>e notorious, ' 
That therefore do 4 previously declare, . 

Lord HenryU mansion was in Bbuk^Blank Square. 

XXVI. 

Also there bin ‘ another pious reason 
For making squares ^nd streets anonymous; 

Wind) is, that there is scarce a single season . 

Which doth not shake some very splendid house 
With some slight heart^uake of domestic treason— 
A topic scandal (^oth delight to rouse : 

Sucli I might stumble over Unawares, 

Unless I knew the very chastest squares. . 


WORKS. 

XXVII. , 

’T is true, I might have chosen Piccadilly, 

A pl.ue where peccadillos are unknown; 

But I havfe motives, whether w iseCr silly, 

For letting that pure sanctuary .alone. 

Therefore I name nut square, street, place, until I 
Find one w here nothing naughty can be sliown, 

A vestal sltrine of innocence of lieart : 

Such ar c - - ■ but 1 bavc lost the London chart. 

XXVIII. 

At Henry’s mansion then, in Blank-Blank Square, 
Was Juan a recherche, welcome guest, 

As many other noble scions w ere ; ' 

And some who had but (aieot for their crest; 

Or wealth, which is a passport every where; 

Or even mere tashioR, which indeed ’s the best 
Recommendation ; and to be w'ell drest 
Will very often supersede the rest. 

XXIX. 

And since there 's safety in a multitude 
Of counsellors,” as Solomon ha»said,j 
Or some one for him, in some sage, grave mood;-* 
Indeed we see the daily proof display'd 
In senates, at the bar, in Wordy feud. 

Where'er collective wisdom con parade. 

Which is (he only cause that we can guess 
Of Britain's present wealth and iiappincss;— 

XXX. 

But as “ there ’s safety ” grafted In the number 
*‘Of counsellors ’* for men, — thus for the sex 
A large acquaintance lets not Virtue slumberl 
Or should it sli.ike, theclioice will more perplex— 
Variety itself will morq encumber. 

’Midst many rocks w e guard more against wrecks; 
And thus with women :howspe’er it shocks some’s 
Self-love, there ’s safety in a crowd of coxcombs. 
XXII. 

But Adeline had not the least occasion 
For such a shield, which leaves but little merit 
To virtue proper, or good education. ' 

' Her chief resource was in her own high spirit, 
Which judged mankind at their due estimation; 

And for coquetry, she disdain’d to wear it : 
Secure of admirulioo, its impression 
Was faint, as of an every-day 'possession. 

XXXII. 

To all she was polite without parade; 

To some she show’d attention of that kind 
Wliidi Hatters, but is llallery convey’d 
.In such a sort as cannot leavehehind 
A4raie unwortlw either wife or maid ; 

A gcutle, genial courtesy of mind, ' 

To those who were, or pass'd for meritorious, 

Just to console sad glory for being glorious ; 


Wtlb «««-T ihal pr*U; kin. 
Ml IaiJt *wict, ail a Sa4(iM»ai- 
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xxxni. 

Which Is in all respects, save now and then, • * 
A dull and desolate appendage. Gaze 
Upon the shades of those distinguish'd men, 

W'iio were or are the puppet-shows of praise, 

The praise of persecution. Gaze again • 

On the most favour’d ; and amidst ti)e blaze 
Of sunset halos o’er the laurel-brow’d,' > 

What can ye cecognlse ? — a gilded cloud. 

XX^IT. ' 

Hierc also was of course in Adeline 
That calm patrician polish in the address,- 
Which ne'er can pass the equinoctial line 
- Of any thing. which nature would express; , 
Just as a mandarin finds noth|ng Gne, — 

At least his manner suffers not to guess ' 

That any thing he views can greatly please. 

Perhaps we have borrow'd this from Uie Chinese^ 

XXXV. 

Perhaps from Horace : his “ A'il admirari ** * ' 

Was w hat he call'd the “ Arr pf Happiness ; ” 

An art on which Uie artisb greatly vary. 

And hare not yet attain'd to much success. 
However, 'I is expedient to be wary : 

Indifference certes don’t produce distress; 

And rash enthusiasm in good society 
Were nothing but a pioral inebriety. 

XXXYI. s' 

But Adeline was not indifferent : for . 

(A'oir fpr a common-place ! ) beneath the snow, 

As a volcano holds the lava more 
Within— c«/era. Sitalllgoon? — No! 

I hate to hunt down a tired metaphor. 

So let the often-used volcano go. 

Poor thigg I How frequently, by rtie and others, • 

It hath been sUrr'd up till its smoke quite smothers! 

xxxvii. * 

1 ’ll have another figure in a trice 
What say you to a bottle of champagne ? 

Frozen into a very vinous ice, ^ 

Whidi leaves few drops of that immortal rain. 

Yet in the very centre, past all price,* 

About a liquid glassful will remain ; 

And this is stronger than the strongest grape 
Could e’er express in its eotpanded shap| : 

XXXVIII. 

'T is the whole spirit brought to a quintessence;'’ 
And thus the cliilliest aspects may concentre 


A hidden nectar under a cold presence. 

And such are many— though I ohly meant her 
From whom 1 now deduce these moral lessons. 

On which the ^!use has always sought to enter.' 

And youc cold people are beyond all price, 

' When once you have broken their confounded Icel 
XXXIX. 

But after all .they are a North-West Passage 
Unto the glowing India of the soul^ 

.And as the good ships s^nt upon that message 
• Have hot exactly ascertain'd the Pole 
(Though Parry’s efforts look a lucky presage). 

Thus gentlemen may run upon a shoal; 

For if the Pole 's not open, but all frost 
(A chance still), 't is a voyage. or vessel lost. 

XL. • 

And young beginners may as well commence 
With quiet cruising o’er the ocean ’woman; 

While those who are not beginners should have sense 
Enough to make for port, ere time shall summon 
With his gray signal-fl^; and the past tenSe, 

The dreary. Fvimds " orall things liumon, 

Must be declined, while life’s thin thread 's spun out 
Between the gaping heir aud gnawing gout. 

XU. 

But heaven nnist be diverted ; its diversion 
Is sometimes truculent — but never mind : 

The world upon the whole is worth the assertion 
(If but for comfort) that all things are kind : 

And that same devilish doctrine of the Persian,' 

Of the two principles, but leaves behind 
As many doubts as any uther doctrine 
Has ever puzzleAFaitb withal, or yoked her in. 

XLIl'. 

The English winter— ending in July, 

To recommence in August— now was done. 

*T is the postilion's paradise : wheels fly; 

On roads, east, south, north, west, there is a ran. 

But for post-horses who finds sympathy.^ 

Man’s pity *s for himself, or for his son. 

Always premising that said son at college 

Has not contracted much more debt than knowledge. 

XUII. 

The London xvinter '6 ended in July — 

Sometimes a little later. I don’t err 
I Id this.: whatever other blunders lie 
I Upon my ^pulders, here I nnist aver 
I My Muse a gloss of weathcrology ; 


• [Seefln/e. p. 764.] i 

* (The creed of Zuruasier. wblch naturallr Qccun to onaariftted I 
reajon aa a mode of accoiintiiig; for the mingled cxiatenceuf 

and evil in th^ vi«lUe world,— ihat belief which, in one modlficj- 
UoQ or another. su|>i>o*os ihc cr>-exUlrnce of a beaevolent and j 
maJerulriitynnciple, Which comcii J fo;;elht‘rwilhuuleiibrr ltdnx ‘ 
able dedtivRlf lo prevail over bia anUgonUI.— 'teada tbe fear and 
awetleeidyimpcT!^ oo ihe human mkidtoUte worabip aa well of 
Um aolhorofevil, so (remcodoiia In all tbe eifecta of which credo- < 


my acoouDls him the primary can^, as to that of hla great Of^- 
nenl, who U loved aqd adorml as the tiiher of all that b good and 
bountilul. nay, aacli b'lbe timid servility of liumaii nalare, that 
the vvurihlpitcra will neglect the altar of the Author ofgood, ralber 
than thatofArimaiica; trusting wHhindiit'rciice to IhCwrll-hnowa 
mriry of Uieone, while they aliriiii from the idu of irrlialing (he 
Tcngiful Jealouay of U»e awful fallier of evil.— Sit W»i,Tt«ScoTt » 
DtmoHology, p. S8.] 
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For, parliament is our barometer ; 

Let radicals its other acts attack^ 

Its sessions form our only almanack. 

XLIV. 

^\1>en its quicksilver *s down at zerot— lo ! ’ . 

Coacfat chariot, luggage, baggage, equipage! 

Wheels whirl from Carlton Palace to Soho, 

And happiest they who horses can engage; 

The turnpikes glow with dust; and Rott^ Row 
. Sleeps from the chivalry of this bright age ; 

And tradesmen, with long bills aud longer faces, 
Sigh— as the postboys fasten on the traces. 

XLY. 

They and their bills, “Arcadians both,** * are left 
To the Greek kalends of another session. 

Alas! to them of ready cash bereft, 

What hope remains? Of hope the full possession, 
Or generous draft, conceded as a gift, 

At a long date — till they can get a fresh one— 

Haw k*d about at a discount , sinall or large ; 

Also, the solace of an overchai^e. 

XLVl. ’>• 

But these are trifles. Dow nward flies my lord 
Pfodding beside my Indy in his ckrriuge. ^ 
Away! away! “Fresh horses!’* are the word, 

And changed as quickly as hearts after marriage^ 
The obsequious landlord hath the change restored; 

The postboys have no reason to disparage 
Their fee; but ere the water’d wheels may hiss hence, 
The ostler pleads too for a reminiscence. 

XLVU. 

*T Is granted ; and the valet mounts the 4ickey'— 
That gentleman of lords and gentlemen; 

Also my lady's gentlewoman, tricky, 

Trick’d out, but modest more than poet’s pen 
Can paint.— “C’o*li'iag0i«»o i rirrklf”* 

(Excuse a foreign slipslop now and then. 

If but to show 1 *ve travell’d ; and what *s travel, 
Unless it teaches one to quote and cavil?) 

XLVIII. 

The London winter and the country sumn^er 
Were well nigh over. ’T is perhaps a pity. 

When nature wears tlie gown that doth become her, 
To lose those best months in a sweaty city. 

And wait until the nightingale grows dumber. 
Listening debates not very wise or witty, 

Ere patriots their true eounlry can remember; — 

But there *s no shooting (save grouse) till September. 

XLIX. 

I *ve done with my tirade. The world w’as gone ; - 
The twice two thotisand, for whom earth was made, 
Were vanish'd to be what they call alone— 

Tliat is, with thirty servants for parade. 


As many guests, or more; before whom groan 
As many covers, duly, daily laid. 

Let none accuse old England’s hospitality— 

Its quantity is but condensed to quality. 

L. 

Lord Henry and the Lady Adeline 
Departed like the rest of their compeers, 

The peerage, to a mansion very fluq; 

Tlie Gothic Babel of a thousand years, 
r^one than themselves could boast a longer line, 
Where time through heroes and through beauties 
And oaks as olden as their pedigree (steers; 

Told of their sires, a tomb in every tree. 

, LI. 

A paragraph in every ppper told 
Of thi*ir departure ; such is modern fame t 
*T is pity that it takes no farther hold 
Than an advertisemeut, or muph the same; 
-When, ere the ink be dry, the sound grows cold. 

The Morning Post -was foremost to proclaim— 

“ Departure , for his counlrj-scat, to-day, . 

Lord H. Araundeville and Lady A. 

LH. 

' “ We understand the splendid host intends 
To entertain, this autumn, a select 
And numerous party of his noble friends; [correct, 
Midst^whom we iiave heard, from sources quite 

The Duke of D the shooting season spends 

With many more by.rank and fashion deck’d ; 
Also a foreigner of high condition, 

The envoy of the secret Russian mission.” * . 

LIU. 

And thus we see— who doubts the Morning Post? 

(Whose articles arc like the “Thirty-nine,” 
Which those most sWear to who believe theirimost)— 
Our gay Huss-Spaniard was ordain'd to shine. 
Deck’d by the rays reflected from his host, [dine.* — 
With those who’, Pope says, “greatly daring 
*T is odd, but true, — last war the-news al>ounded 
More with these dinners than the kill’d or w ounded;— 

• ' LIV. 

As thus 5 “ On Thursday there was a grand dinner; 

Present, l.ords X. B. C,” — Earls, dukes, by name 
Announced with no jess pomp than victory’s winner: 
Then underneath, and in Ihd very same [kcf* 
Column: da^,’“ Falmouth. There has lately bcc» 
The Slap-dash regiment^ so w'ell known to fame; 
Whose loss in the late action we regret : 

The vacancies are fiird-ui) — sec Gazelle.” 

LV, 

To Norman Abbey whirl’d the noble pair, — 

An bid, old monastery once, and now 
Still older mansion, of a rich aud rare ' 


♦ “Arcadei iiioho.'* I be could not drain ihc blood of Oie cavatiert ool of bH 

» t*’Thu» Uic rich trayel."] | could oot cover ihe coronet iU over wiih the red ni*ln-eap-"' 

* j '* Byroo WM ^ good by oaturc for what he wished to | hcoce that ielf>reproacblog mdancholy wbkfa wjaeieroally crow* 
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MU'4 Gothic, such as artists all allow 
Few specimens yet left us can compare 
Withal : ' it lies perhaps a little low. 

Because the monKs preferr'il a hill behind^ 

To shelter their devotion from the wind.* 

• LVI. 

It Stood embosom’d in a happy valley. 

Crown'd by high woodlands, where the Druid oak 
Stood like Caractacus in act to rally fstroke; 

His host, witii broad arms 'gainst tl^ tlmnder- 
And from beneath his boughs were seen to sally 
Ibe dappled foresters — as day awoke. 

The branching stag swept down wiili all his herd. 

To quaff o brook w hich murmur'd like a bird. * 

LVII. * 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake, < 

Broad as transparent, deep, and freshly fed 
By a river, which its koften’d way did take « 

In currents through, the calmer water spread 
Around : tiie wildfowl nestled in the brake 
And sedges, brooding in tlieir liquid bed -: • - 

The woods sloped downwards to its brink, and stood 
With Uieir green faces lu’d upon tlie Hood. 

LVIII. 

Its outlet dash"d into a deep cascade, 

Sparkling with foam, until again subsiding. 

Its shriller echoes— :like an infant made 
Quiet — sank into softer ripples, gliding 
Into a rivulet, and thus allay'd. 

Pursued its course, now gleaming, and now hiding 
Us windings through the woods; now clear, now blue, 
According as the skies their sbudoVs threw. 

LIX. 

A glorious remnant of the Gothic pile ' 

(While yet the church. was Rome's) stood half apart 
In a grand arch, which once screen’d many an aisle. 

These -last had disappear'd— a loss- to art : * ' 

The first yet frown'd superbly o'er the soil, * 
And kindled feelings in the roughest heart. 

Which nnourn'd the po werof time's or tempest’s march, 
In gazing on that venerable.arch. 


IX. , 

Within a niche, nigh to its pinnacle. 

Twelve saints had once stood sanctified Id stone; 
But these had faljen, not when the friars feil^ 

But in the war whicli struck Charlesfrom his throne, 
Wlien each house was a fortalice— as tell *' 
The annals of full many a fine undone,— 

Ilie gallant cavaliers, who fought in vain 
For Uiose who knew not to resign or reign. ’ 

LlJ. •' 

But in a higher niche, alone, but crown'd. 

The Virgin Mother of the<jod<borri Child, • 

With ber Son in her blessed.arms, look'd round, 
Spared by soinechaiic* when ail beside was spoil'd. 
She made the earth below seem holy ground. 

This "may be superstition, weak or wjld. 

But even the faintest relics of a shrine 
Of any worship woke some thouglus divine. 

' Lxn. 

A mighty window, hbllow in the centre, 

Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings, 

Through which tlie deepen'd glories ooqc could enter. 
Streaming from off the sun like seraph's wings, 
Now yawns all desolate t now loud, now fainter. 

The gale sweeps through its fretwork, and oft sings 
The owl his anthem, where the silenced quire 
l.ie with their hallelujahs quench'd like fire. 

LXlll. 

But in the noontide of tlie moon, and when 
The wind is winged from one point of lieaven,. 
There moans a strange uueorthly sound, which then 
Is musi(X!l— a dying accent driven 
Through the huge arch, whicli soars and sinks again. 

Some deem it but the distant echo given 
Back to the night wind by the waterfall. 

And baraioiiiM'd by the old choral wall : 

I.XIV. 

Others, that some original shape, or form 
Shaped by decay perchance, batli given the power 
. (Though less than that of Menmon’s statue, r warm 
la Egypt's ra>'s, to harp at u fix’d hour) 


*DB sikI nonervin; him,— hence the dtrk hearioR of loul «i(h 
wlik^i lie muathavcwrilieii. in h sIUUjn finivBijiiira. ihisglo-' 
>1outdescri|<liun ofhU uwn lost ancestral leaL”— LncmtaT, 4SU.] 

* [“The Iruni ofnewstvaU Ahbey has a mo«( noble audanajesUc 

an^araiiues being built itiUie funu of the west end ofacaiheilral, 
sdorned with rich carvings and loflr plooacies.'*— Art. ft’twUad, 
h) beauties of England, vdl. xii.] * 

* (flow sweeUy in front l<iukr-d,’thG Iranspareurwater, and the 
hghiiif religious remahs (equalled by nu arcMlectui'ocarcely in 
the ktugUoni, except Itial of Yurk ca.biHlral), bicke.l by the inu*l 
■pICQdid held beaiiUcs, UiverMhed by Uie awcllt of the earth on 
•bkb they were routed!'*— luuiOTua'e KoUtnghanuhire,] 

* C'Tlie beautiful park or^cw»Irtle...wh(ch.ollce Was richly or> 
Mtheiited with two iltdurand seven hundred head of deer, and 
numb^rleas hne^preadilig oaks, la now divided and Hibdividrd 
fKitlinghttmthiie.] 

*{beefl.tfe.p 5t0.— ' 

** I dtd reniiiwl ibeeafoar onn dear Lake, 

Uw old fUit, wbieb may b« mine jm mo^ > 

LroMO '• U fstr ; bat Iblok not 1 fvrwk* 


Tb« nvtel remtmbranre of • dmrer ibore ; 

Sad baVue Tliuk « lib fuj uiniiur) nuke, 

£re Ikal or Men can ted« iboM ejee before. "— 

EpnUt t» iajruda.; 

• (see ante. p. 4^ 

* (" In Uie liow-window ofMhe Hall there are yet the arms of 

Kewkiede Priory, vii. Kiiglaiid, with a chief axure, in the iuklple 
whereoNslhe Virgin Slary with Babcur."— Tnoaorun.] . 

7 ( The history of Utis wohdrrfi:l hl.itiie u-enu lu bo Kiiii|ity this i 
— Herodotii*, « brii he went inbt Egi pi, was shown ilie lr.ignienla 
of a coloMua, IhroVvii down some years befurv liy Cainhysos. This 
he calU kieimiuo ; but says not a syllable ceRpc-clitig its rmiilihg g 
vocal sound ; a prutllg^ which appears lii hat e lieenaiiiflcr-tlHHigfal 
of the prints of Thebes. The iip{>er part qnhis nUtue has been 
covered by the «and for many ages ; it is thki which yet remaim on 
lU pedestal which performs the wouden mention^ by, so many 
travellers.— lu a word, the whole appears to have bees a trick, 
not 111 adapted to such a place as Egypt, where men went, and atlll 
gi>, with a face of foolish wonderroeni, predisposed to swallow Ibe 
grossest abfurdiUes. The sound (for suave sound Uiere was), 1 In- 
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■'I -u - 

*T ■ 

f To this gray ruin, with a voice to charm. 

. bi^t serene, it sweeps o’ef tree or to^er ; 

The cauM 1 Know not, nor can solve; but such 
The fact .'—“I 've heard it» — once perhaps too much.' 

LXV. 

Amidst the court a Gothic fountain play’d,* •' 
S^nimetriral, but deck'd w ith carvings quaint-- 
Strange faces, like to nien in masquerade, 

And here |>erhaps n monster, there a. saint : 

The* spring gush’d through grim moutlts of granite 
And sparkled into basins, where spent [made, 
Its little torrent in a' thousand bubbles, , . 

Like nian's vain glory, and his vainer troubles. 

I.XVI. 

The mansion’s self was vast and venerable, - 
W ith more of the monastic than has been ^ 
Elsewhere preserved : the cloisters still were stable, 
The cells, too, and refectory,. I ween : 

An exquisite small chape! had been able, 

Still, unimpalr'd, to deroral^ the scene,; ^ 

' The rest had beep reform'd, replaced, or sunk, 

And spoke more of the baron than tliC monk. 

• ■ LXYIl. 

Huge halls, long galleries, spacious chambers, join’d 
». By no quite layv fql, marriage of the arts, 

'Migiit shock a connoisseur; but when cmiibined, 
Form’d a w’hole whicli, irregular in parts; 

X,ct left a grand Impression on the mind, 

" ’At least of those whose eyes are in tiicir hearts. 
We gaze upon a giant for his stature, 

?ior judge at first if all be true to nature. 

LXVIII. 

Steel barons, molten the n^xt generation 
To silken rows of gay and garter’d earl^ 

Glanced from the walls in goodly presen'Otion : 

And Lady Marys blooming into girls. 

With fair long locks, had nlso'ke()t their station : 

And countesses mature in robes and pearls : 

Also some beauties of $ir Peter Lely, 

Whose drapery hints w e may admire them frefely. 

LXIX. 

Judges in very formidable ermine 
Were there, with brows that did notmuch invite 
The accused to think their lordships ivoulddet^niine 
His cause by leanihg much from might to right : 


Bishops, who bad not left a single sermon ; . 

Attorneys-gencrol, awful to the sigbt, ^ .. 

As hinting more (unless our judgments warp us) 

Of the Star chamber ” than of Habeas Corpus.** 

LXX. 

Generals, some alt in armour, of the old 
■And iron time, ere lead had ta’enthe lead; 

Others in wigs of Marlborough's martial fold. 

Huger than twelve of our degencrale breed : 
LordIings,'with staves of white or keys of gold: 
Mmrods, whose canvass scarce contain’d the steed. 
And here and there some stern high patriot stood, 
Who could not get the place lor which he sued. 

LXXI. 

But ever and anon, to soothe yotir vision. 

Fatigued with these hereditary glories, 

There rose a Carlo Dolce or a Titian, 

Or w ilder group of savage Salvatore’s : * 

Here danced Albano's boys, and here tive sea shone 
In Vernet’s ocean lights; and iherjethe stories 
Of mart.vrs awed, as Spagnoletto tainted 
His brush with all the blood of all the sainted. 

LXXII. 

Here sweetly spread a landscape of Lorraine; 

There Rembrandt made hisdarkness equal light. 

Or gloomy Caravaggio’s gloomier stain * 

Bronzed o'er some lean and stoic anchorite ; 

But, lo I a Teniers woos, and not in vain. 

Your eyes to revel in a livelier sight : • • 

His belbrnoutird goblet mokes me feel quite Danish* 
Or Dutch with thirst — What, ho! a flask of Rheoiih. 

LXXIII. 

0 reader !.if that thoi; canst read, — and know 
’T is Dot enou^ to-spcl), or even to read, • 

To constitute a reader; there must go 
Virtues of which both you and 1 have need. 

Firstly, begin with the beginning — (though 
fhat clause is hard) ; and secondly, proceed ; 
Thirdly, conrmencenot with theepd— or, sinning 
In this sort, end at least with the beginning 

LXXIV. 

But, reader, thou hast potient been of late, 

While I, without remorse of rhyme, or fear, 

Have built and laid out ground at such a rate, 

Dan nuebus takes me for an auctioneer. 


cl^ fo th\nk, wiili Dc Padw, proccHled Trom so excavation near 
*Ute plUtUi. the •id*'* of which might tie »(niok, at a prcconcrrled 
DUMiicul, with a bar ol annorodc meial Eren SJTary, who saw 
nolhjtijt hul prodigies to Egfpl, treats this foolish 'affair as an artj- 
Rce.of the pr>e»ts. Sq much for ilic harp of Uemnon.— Girroao. 
See aUoSir Datkl Drew^ter's ffiHural itogie, p. 331.] ' 

' [ ‘*^elt lo the apartment called K mg Ed.tranI the ThfitTs room, 
on acconut ol lliat nwimrefa having slept there, is Ibc sounding gal* 
lery, — so called from a very rrmarkabte ecluj \»liich it posscsse*." 
—Aft. !^ac*Uaii, in Beatillcs of Cugland, val. ill.] 

• l“Fiooi the windows of (lie gallery over tlic cloisters, we see 
liie cloister court, with a basio iu the centre, used u a stew tor 
fish,” etc.— /MJ.] 


s [ f he ciniftera exactly mcrnblolliosc of Wntmlruler Abbey, 
only on a soiallrr scale; but possessing, if (kissiblc, a more vene- 
rable appearance, These were the cloisters fit, the aocient abbey, 
and many of iU anciciil lenanls now ife jo silent repose under ilie 
flagged pavenifnl. The anrieni chafiel. too. is soil entire; ill 
ceiliml is a ve/y handsome s|>erimeii of the Gothic style ol spring* 
liig arches.**— Art yewUeid, in Beauties yf England, vol. xU.] 

* baivalor Rosa— 

[ ** Wbate'er Xorrilpe llgitl lourb'd wlih sotlSnIng hoe. 

Or sasojis A(wa dasbil, or learned routsJo dr««.'* 

Tmisos ■ Cdiltr /iide/eflet.l 

* tf I err not, -"your Dane.” is one of lago'a catalogue of oaUooa 
**cxquiaUe In Ihetr drinking." 
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That poets wereso frorathcirearliest dati 
By Homer's “ Catalogue of ships is clear j 
But a mere modern must be inoderate— 

1 spare you then the furniture and plate. 

* LXXVk 

The mellow aututnn came, and with it «ame 
The promised party, to enjoy its sweets. 

Tlie corn is cut, the manor full of game; 

The pointer ranges, and the sportsman beats 
In russet jacket lynx-like is his aim ; 

Full grows his bag, and wohder/W his feats,' 

Ah, nutbrown partridges! Ah, brilliant pheasants! 
And ah, ye poachers !f—'T is no sport for peasants. 

LXXVI. 

An English autumn,' though it hath no vines, 
filu^iing with Bacchant coronals along- 
The paths, o'er which the far festoon entwines 
The red grap^ in the sunny lands of song,. 

Hath yet a purchased choice of ciioicest wines; ■ 
The claret light,' and the Madeira strong. 

If Britain mourn her bleakness, we Can tell her, 

The very best of vineyards is the cellar. 

, £xxvu. ' 

Then, if she hath not that serene decline 

Which makes the soutliern autumn's day appear 
As if 't would to a second spring resign- 
The season, rather than tq winter drear,-— 

Of in-door comforts still she hath a mine,— . 

Tlie sea-coal fires, the “ earlie-st of the year; ’* • 
Without doors, too, slie may compete in mellow, 

As what is lost in green is gain’d in yellow. 

LXXVltl. « . 

And for the effeminate vHleggiatura— ^ 

Rife .with more horns than Itounds — she bath the 
Chase, . ' 

So animated that it might allure a 
Saint from his beads to join the jocund race; 

Even Nimrod's self might leave the plains of Dura,* 
And wear tlie Melton jacket 1 for a space : 

If site hath no wild boars, she hath a tame 
Preserve of bores, wbo ought to be qiade game. 

LXXIX. 

The noble guests, assembled at the Abbey,. 

Consisted of— we give tlie sex the pas— • 

The Duchess of Fitz-Fuike; the Countess Cr^by ; 

The Ladies Scilly, Busey ; — .Miss Eclat, 

Miss Bombazeen, Miss Mackstay. Miss O'Tabb'y, 

And Mrs. Rabbi, the rich banker’s squaw; 

Also the hoiiopr.ible Mrs. Sleep, 

Who look’d a while lamb, yet was a black sheep : 


LXXX. 

"With other Countesses of Blank— but rank f ' 

At once the “lie" and the **elfle'’ of crowds; 

WJio pass like water filter'd in a tank. 

All purged aiql pious from their native clouds; 

Or paper turn'd to money by the Bank 
No matter how or why,. the passport shrouds ^ 
The pass^e ” and the past ; Cor good society 
b no less famed for tolerance than piety, — 
txxxi. 

That IS, up to a certain point ; which point 
Forms the most difficult m punctuation. *' 
Appearances appear to form tl^ joint 
On which it hinges in a higher station; 

And so fhat no explosion cry ** Aroint 
Thee, witchi" t or each Medea has her Jason; 

Or (to the point with Horace and with Pulci) 

**Omue titlil puiictum. quae mUevit utile dulei,** 

LXxxn. 

I can't exactly trace their rule of right, * 

‘Which bath a little leaning.to a lottery. 

. I 've £^n a virtuous woman put down quite '' 
By the mere combination of 3 coterie; , 

Also a so-so matron boldly'fight 4;^, 

Her way back to the world by dint of plottery, ; 
Andshine the very Siria * of tlie, spheres, 

^ Escaping with a few slight, scarless sn^rs; 

LXXXIII. 

I have seen more tlian I 'll say : — but we will see 
ilow our v>f/r^(/iaturn will get On. 

Tlie parly might consist of Uiirty-three 
■ . Of bigtrest caste — the Brahmins of the ton. 

I have uanird a few, not foremost in degree, 

But ta'en at hazard as the rhyme may run. 

By way of sprinkling, scatter'd amongst these 
There also were some Irish abseuteei. 

LXXXIV. 

liiere was ParoIIcs, too, the legal bully, 

Who limits all his battles to the bar 
And senate ; wlien incited elsewhere, truly. 

He shows mbre appetite for words than war. 

There was theVoung bard /tpckrhYine. who had newly 
Come out and glimmer’d as a six weeks' star. 

There was Lord Pyrrho, toO. the gr&it freethinker; 
And Sir Jo^h Pottledeep, the mighty drinker. 

, • LXXXV. > 

There was the Dtike of Dash, who wasA-^nke, 
“Ay, every inch a” duke; there were twelve peers 
Like Charlemagne's — and Ml such peers in juok 
> And intellect, that neither eyes oor ears 


* (*'Gra]r*aQmiffrrf»tanM— 

j *nereKaUrr d ofl. ih* nr/vii oflht 9t«f, 

l>y bandf anwen, •rv»honrr>or iWcU roQDil: 

Tbr rcdbrrul Iomn io IhiIM aii<Vnart)ia here, 

Aad lUik fooUlrp* IlfbUy pfiul tbe gnmad/ 
UMlncZaaorln tli« Elcgf. 1 wonder lbs 1 he coukl liave-Uie 
iiearl lo omittL''— a. Diary, Feli.lSil.] 


• In Aaiyria. 

J [ For 4 i;raplilc ictauni of Mellon Mowbray, Ihr liead-iiuartcM 
of the ciiase. ace yutrtcrly henew, »ol. ilvU. p. ^I6.J 

* r *' irvial Iket, mlckl Ibt raiup-M ronroo crtaa.“« 


*' Siria. I. «• Ulch-tlar. 
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For commoners had ever them mistook. 

Tlieoe »ere lh« six Miss Rawbolds— pretty dears! 
All song and sentiment ; whose hearts were set 
l 4 ss OD a conveiU tlian o coronet. 

LXXXVI. 

There were four Honourable Slisters, whose 
Honour was more before their names than after ; 
Tlicre was the preux Chevalier de La Ruse, [here, 
Whom France and Fortune lately deign’d to waft 
Whose chieOy harmless talent waslo amuse; 

But the dobs found it rather serious laughter, 
Because— such was his magic power to please— 

The dice seem’d charm’d, too, with his repartees. 

LXXXVll. 

' . . • I 

There was Dick Dubious, the metaphysician, 

Who loved philosophy and a good dinner; ' . 
Angle, the soi-disant malhematieian ; .1 

Sir Henry Sitvercup, the great race-winoer. 

There was the Reverend Rodomont Precisian, 

Who did not hate so much the sin as sinner ; 

And Lord Augustus Fitz-Planlagej»et, . 

Good at all tilings, but better at a bet. 

Lxxxvnt. 

There was Jack Jargon, the gigantic guardsman ; 

And General FirefaCe, famous in the field, 

A great tactician, and no less a swordsman, * 
Who ate, last war, more Yankees than he kill’d. 
There was the waggish Welsh Judge, Jefferies 
Hardsinan,' 

In his grave office so completely skill’d, 

Tlmt when a ctilprit came for condernnation, 

He had his judge's joke for consolation. . 

IXXXIX. 

Good company ’s a chess-board— there are kings. 
Queens, hishops, knights, rooks, pawns; the world *s 
a game; 

Save that the puppets pull at their own strings, 
Methinks gay Punch hath something of the same. 
My Muse, the ^tterfly hath but her wings, 
fiot stings, and Hits through ether w ithout aim. 
Alighting rarely : — were ahe hut a hornet, 

Pcrliaps there might be vices which would ifioum it. 
xc. 

I had forgotten— but must not forget — 

An orator, the latest of the session, * 

Who had deliver'd well a very set 
Smooth speech, his first and maidenly tran^ression 
Upon debate : the papers echoed yet 
With his d^hut, which made a strong impression. 
And rank’d with what is every day display’d— 

*‘^e b^t first speech that ever yet was made.” 

xci. 

Proud of his Hear hims ! ” proud, too, of Ills vote 


And lost Tirginity oforotoiy, 

Proud of his learning (just enough to quote). 

He revell’/J in his Ciceronian glbr>' : 

With memory excellent to get by rote, 

’.With wk to hatch a pun or tell a story. 

Graced with some merit, and with niore eff^^ntery, 

“ His country’s pride,” he came down to the country. 

XCII. 

Tliere also were two wits by acclamation, 
Longbowfrom Ireland, Strongbow from the Tweed,* 
Both bwyers and both men of education; 

But Strongbow’s wit was nf more polish’d breed : 
Longbow was rich in an imagination 
As beautiful and bounding as a steed, 

But sometimes stumbling over a potato,— [Cato. 
While Strongbow’s best things might have come from 
' xcui. 

Strongbpw was like a new-tuned baqpsicbord; 

But Longbow wild as an .£olian harp. 

With which the winds of heaven can .clajm accord. 
And make a music, whether flat or sliarp. 

Of 8tronglK>w's talk you would not change a word : 
At Longbow's phrases you might sometimes carp : 
Both wits— one born so, and the otlier bred. 

This by his heart— iiis rival by his head. 

xciv. 

If all these seem an heterogeneous mass ' 

To^be assembled at a country seat, 

Yet think, a specimen of every class 
Is better than a huiiulrum tdte-a-t^te. 

The days of Comedy are gone, alas! 

When Congrete’s /ool could vie with Moli^’t 
bHe : 

Society is smoothed to that excess. 

That manners hardly dift'er more tlian dress. 

XCT. 

Our ridicules are kept in the back-ground— 
Ridiculous enough, but also dull; 

Professions, too, are no more to be found, 
Professional ; and there is nought to cull 
Of folly’s fruit :.tor though your fools abound. 

They Ve barren, and not w6rth tiie paioS to pull. 
Society is now one polish’d horde, 

ForuCd of two mighty tribes, the Bores and Bared. 

xcvi. 

But from being farmers, we turn gleaners, gleaning 
The scanty but right-well thresh’d ears of truth; 
And, gentle reader I when you gather meaning. 

You may be Boaz, and I — modest Ruth. 

Farther 1 ’d quote, but Scripture intervening 
Forbids. A great impression in my youth 
Was made by Mrs. Adams, where she cries 
** That Scriptures out of cliuych are blasphemies.” * 


* [George iUrdlage. Bm|., M. P.. ooe ot Uie Webfi JiMges. died { * *' Ure. AtUms answered Mr. Adams, Ibal it was bUsphcmoos lo 

lo tSI6. Ilts works were collected, in tStS, by Mr. Mdiuis.) UlkxrfScripfiireoatnrcburch.'*. Tbisdogma was broached tOber 

■ [Ciirrao and Ertkluc.J I imnband— U>e betl ChriiMlaa In any bo^k.— «ee Joufth AndmcA. 
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XCVII. 

But what W(y can we glean in this vUe age 
Of chaff, although our gleanings be not grist. 

I iDUSt not quite omit the talking sage, 

Kit-Cot, the famous conversationist, • 

Who, in his common-place book, had a page 
Prepared each morn for evenings. “List, oh list!’! — 
“Alas, poor ghost!” — What unexpected woes 
Await those who have studied Iheirbous-mots! 

xcviii. . : 

Firstly, they mu.st allure the conversation 
By many windings to their clever clinch ; 

And secondly, must let slip no occasion, ' 

Nor 6nte (abate) their hearers of an iiifh, 

But Lake an ell — and make a great sensation, 

If possible ; and thirdly, never Hinch 
When some smart talker puts them to the test, 

But seize the last word, which no doubt ’s the best. 

XCIX. 

Lord Henry and his lady were the hosts; 

The party we have touch'd on were the guests ! 
Their table was a board to tempt even ghosts 
Tq pass the Styx for more substantial feasts. 

I will not dwell upon ragodts Or roasts, 

All)eit all human history attests ^ 

That happiness for man — the hungry sinner!— 

Since Eve ate apples, much depends on dinner.' 

C. “ r 

Witness thelands whidi “flow’d with milk and honcy>** 
Held out unto the hungr}' Israelites : 

To this we have added since, the love of money, 

Ute only sort of pleasure which requites. 

Youth fades, and leaves our days no longer sunny; 

We tire of mistresses and parasites; 

But oh, ambrosial cash! Ah! who would lose 
thee ? 

When we no more can use, or even abuse thee ! 
ci. 

The gentlemen got up betimes to shoot, 

Or hunt : the young, because they liked the sport— 
The first thing boys like, after play and fruitj 
* The middle-aged, to make the day more short; 

For fHiiui is a growth of English root. 

Though nameless in our language : — we retort 
The fact for word, and let (he French translate 
That awful yawn which sleep can not abate. 


JUAN. m 

[ CII. 

The elderly walk’d through the librar)', 

[ ’’ And tunubled books, or criticised the pictures, 

I Or saunter'd through the gardens piteously, 
i And made upon the lK)t-house several strictures, 

'.i Or rode a nag which trotted not too high, 

^ Or on tlie morning papers read their lectures. 

Or on the watch their longing eyes would fix, 

; Longing at sixty for the hour of six, 

I cni, 

I But none were “g^ne.*”the great hour of union 
Was rung by dinner’s knell; till then all were 
, Masters of their own lime— or in communion, 

I Or solitary, as they chose to bear 
' The hours,- which how to pass is but to few known, 
i Each rose up at his own, and had to spare >* 

' What tin>e he chose for dress, and broke his fast 

• When, where, and how he chose for that repost. 

V 

CIV. 

I The ladies— some rouged, some a little pale — 
f Mel the morn as they might. If fine, they rode, 

I Or walk'd ; if foul, they read, or told a talc, 

' Sung, or rehearsed the last dance from abroad ; 

I Discuss'd the fashion w’hich might next prevail, 

I And settled bonnets by the newest code, 

! Or cramm’d twelve sheets Into one littlq letter, 
i To make each correspondent a new debtor. 

1 cv. 

For some had absent lovers, all had friends. 

' Tbe earth has nothing like a she epistle, 

I And hardly heaven— bcc.ausc it never ends. 

• I love the mystery of a female missal, 

i Which, like a creed, ne’er says all it intends, 

But full of canning as Ulysses* w histle, 

I When he allured poor Dolon : — you had better 
i Take care what you.reply to such a letter. 

I tvi. 

Then there were billiards ; cards, too, but no dice;— 
Save in the clubs, no man of honour plays;— 
i Boats, when 't was water, skating when *t was ice, 
i And the hard frost destroy'd the scenting days : 
And angling, too, that solitary vice, 
j Whatever Izaak Walloo sings or says'; 

I The quaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in his. gullet 
{ Should have a hook, and a small trout to pul) it. • 


< [A fiiin Mldom lliinkf with more cameulnru of aojr than . 
he <k>ea of hts cUnuer ; ami it he cannot get lliai well Urmetl, he 
abould be ftinpecled of inaccuracy In oUicr ihinss.— Jonvoif .] 

* It wuiild have taught him humanity at leaM. This sentimental 
savage, whom it Ua mode to quote <ainong«tUie novdisUj lothow 
their symtiathy ftjr innocent sports ami old spngt, leadics how to 
sew up frugfi, and break their Irgs by way of experiioenl, in addi- 
Uon lo (he artol angling, —ttie cruricsl, the coldest, and the stu- 
pidest of pretended. sports. They may talk about the beauties of 
future, but the angler merely thinks of his diih of Sah; be has i>o 
leisure to take bis eyes from off the streams, aod a single biU is 
worth to him more (bao alt the sceoecy around. Besides, some 


fiih bite best ona rainy day. The whale, the shark- aqd ibetiimiy 
fishery have somewhat of noble and perihms in ibemi even u«-t 
fishing, trawling, etc. are mure humane and usefiil. But angling! 
—No angler can br a good man. 

“One of the best men I ever knew.— .as humane, delicate- 
roindcrl, generuos, aod excellent a creature as any in the world,— 
was an angler t true, he angled wiih |iajnted lUei. and would have 
been Incapable of Uie extravagancies of 1. WallOD.*' 

Tbe above adiUliun was made by a friend in reading over the 
US.— '‘Audi alteram partem.*'— 1 leave it lo counterbsicooe my 
own obsenraiioD. 
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evil. 

with evening came Uie baifquet and the wine; 

The conversazione ; the duet, 

Attuned by voices more or less divine 
(My heart or head aches with the memory yet). 
The four Miss B^wbolds iu a glee would shine; 

But the Jtwo youngest loved more to be set 
Down to the harp— because to music’s charms 
They added graceful necks, while hands and arms. 

CVIII. / 

Sometimes a dance (Uiough rarely on field days, 

For then the gentlemen were rather tired) 
Display’d some sylph-like figures in its maze; 

Then there was small-talk ready when required ; 
Flirtation— but decorous; the mere praise 
Of clrarms that should or should not be admired. 
The hunters fought their fox-hunt o’er again, 

And then retreated soberly— at ten. 

cix. 

The politicians, in a nook apart. 

Discuss'd the world, and settled all the spheres ; 
The w its watch’d every loop-hole for their art, 

To introduce a bon-mot head and ears ; 

Small is the rest of those w ho would be smart, 

A moment’s good thing may have cost them years 
Before they find an hour to introduce it, 

And then, even (/len. some bore may make them lose it. 
cx. 

But all was gentle and aristocratic 
In this our party ; polish’d, smooth, and cold, 

As l^iidian forms cut out of marble Attic. 

There now arc no Squire Westerns as of old; 

And pur Sophias are not so einjihatic, 

But fair as then, or fairer to behold. 

We haveno accomplish'd blackguards, like Tom Jones, 
Bui gentlemen iu stays, as stiff as stones. 

CXI. 

They separated at on early hour ; 

That i$, ere midnight — which is London’s noon : 
But in the country, ladies seek their bower 
A little earlier than the waning moon. 

Peace to the slumbers of each folded flower — 

May the rose call back its (rue colour soon ! ' 
Good hours of fair cheeks are the fairest tiuters, 

And lower the price of rouge — at least some winters. 


DON JUAN. 

CANTO TDK roCBTCRNTU. 

I. 

If from great nature's or our own abyss 
Of thought we could but snatch a certainty, 
Perhaps mankind might And the path tliey miss— 
But then ’t would spoil much good philosophy. 
One system eats another up, and this 
Much as old Saturn ate his progeny; 


For when his pious consort gave him stones 
In lieu of sons, of these he made no bones. 

' It. 

But System doth reverse the Titan's breakfast. 

And eats her parents, albeit the digestion 
Is difficult. Pray tell me, can you make fast, 

After due search, your faith to any question? 
Look hack o'er ages, ere unto the slake fast 
V ou bind yourself, and call some mode the best one. 
NoUitng more true than not to trust your senses; 
And yet wliat are your other evidences? 

HI. 

For me, I know nought ; nothing I deriy, 

Admit, reject, contemn ; and wliat know you. 
Except perhaps that you were born to die? 

And both may after all turn out untrue. 

An age imiy conic, Foul of Elerriily, 

When nothing shall be cither old or new. 

Death, so call'd, is a thing which makes men weep, 
And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep. 

IV. 

A sleep without dreams, after a rough day 
Of toil, is what we covet most; and yet 
How clay shrinks back from more quiescent clay 
The very Suicide lliat pays his debt 
At once without instalments Can old'way 
Of paying debts, which creditors regret) 

Lets out impatiently his rushing breath, 

Less from disgust of life than dread of death. 

V. 

'T is round him, near him, here, there, every where; 

And there ’s a courage which grows out of fear. 
Perhaps of all most desperate, which will dare 
The worst to Arnoir it ; — when the mountains rear 
Their peaks beneath your human foot, and there 
You look dow n o’er the precipice, and drear 
The gulf of rock yawrts,— you can't gaze a raiuutc 
Without an awful wish to plunge within it. 

VI. 

’Tis true, you don't — but, pale and struck with terror, 
Retire,: but look into your past impression! 

And you will find, though shuddering at the mirror 
Of your own thoughts, in all their self-confession. 
The lurking bias, be it truth or error, 

To the nnknoirn ; a secret prepossession. 

To plunge with all your fears — but where? You know 
nbt, 

And that 's the reason why you do — or do not. 

VII. 

But w hat 's this to the purpose ? you will say. 

Gent, reader, nothing ; a mere specdlation, 

For which my sole excuse is— 't is my way, 
Sometimes n ith and sometimes without occasion, 
i I write what 's uppermost,^ without delay; 

I This narrative is not meant fo^ narration, 

I But a mere airy and fantastic basis, 

; To build up common things with common -places. 
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yiii. 

You know, or don’t know, that great Bacon salth,. 
Fling up a Straw, 't will show the way the wind 
blows;” 

And such a straw, borne on by human breath, 

Is poesy, according as the mind glows ; 

A paper kite which flies 'tw ixt life nud death, 

A shadow which the onward soul bidiind throws : 
And mine 's a bubble, nut blown up for praise, 

But just to play with, as an infant plays. 

IX. 

The world is all before me — or behind ; 

For I have seen a portion of that same, 

And fluite enough for me to keep in mind ; — ’ 

Of passions, too, I have proved enough to blame. 
To the great pleasure of our friends, mankind, 

Who like to mix some slight alloy vrith fame; 

For I was rather famous in my time, 

Until I fairly knock’d it up with rhyme. 

X. 

I hare brought this world about my ears, and eke 
The other; that ’sto say, the clergy — who 
Upon my head have bid their thunders break 
In pious libels by no means a few. 

And yet I can't help scribbling once a week, 

Tiring old. readers, nor discovering new. * 

In youth I wrote because my mind was full, 

And now because 1 feel it growing dull. 

■ XI. 

But “ why then publish ? *’ ' — There are no rewards 
Of fame or profit when the world grows weary. 

1 ask in turn, — Why do you play at cards? 

Why drink? Why read?— To make some hour 
less dreary. 

It occupies me to turn back regards 
On what I *ve seen or ponder’d, sad or cheery ; 

And what 1 write I cast upon the stream, 

To swim or sink — I have had at least my dream. 

XII. 

I think that were I certain of success, 

I hardly could compose another line : 

So long 1 ’ve battled either more or less, 

That no defeat can drive me from the Mine. 

This feeling *t is not easy to express, 

And yet 't is not affected, I opine. 

In play, there are tx^ pleasure.s for your choosing — 
The one is winning, and the otlier losing. 

XIII. 

Asides, my Muse by no means deals in fiction : 

She gathers a repertory of facts, 

Of course with some reserve and slight restriction, 
But mostly sings of human things and acts — 

And that ’s one cause she meets witli contradiction ; 
Tor too much truth, at first sight, ne'er attracts ; 


I And were lier object only what ’s call’d glory, 

I WfUi more ease too she’d tell a difierent story. 

I XIV. 

j Love, war, a tempest — surely there ’s variety ; 

Also a seasoning slight of lucubration; 

I A bird's eye view’, too, of that wild, Society; 

A slight gbnee thrown op men of every station. 

I If you have nought else, here 's at least satiety 
Both in performance and in preparation; 

And though these lines should only line portmanteaus, 
Trade will be all the better for these Cantos. 

XV. 

The portion of tills world which I at present 
Have taken up to fill the following sermon, 

I Is one of which there’s no description recent : 

The reason why, is easy to determine: 

Although it seems both prominent and pleasant, « 
There is a sameness in its gems and ermine, 

A dull and family likeness through all ages, ' 

Of DO great proniise for poetic pages. 

XVI. 

With much to excite, there ’s little to exalt; 

>’othing that speaks to alt men and all times ; 

A sort of varnish over every fault; 

A kind of common-place, even in their crimes; 
Factitious passions, wit without much salt, 

A want of that true nature which sublimes 
Whate’er it show’s with tnith; a smooth monotony 
Of character, in those at least who have got any. 

XVII. t 

Sometimes, indeed, like soldiers off parade, 

They. break their ranks and gladly leave the drill; 
But then the roll-call draws them back afraid, 

And they must be or seem what they were : still 
Doubtless it is a brilliant masquerade ; 

But when of the first sight you have had your fill, 

It palls — at least it did so upon me, 

This paradise of pleasure and ennui. 

xviii. 

When we have made our love, and gamed oar gaming, 
Drest, voted, shone, and, may he, something more; 
With dandies dined; heard senators declaiming; 

Seen beauties brought to market by the score, 

Sad rakes to sadder husbands chastely taming; 

Tliere ’s little left but to be bored or bore. 

Witness those “c»-derant jeuwes Aomm«” w’ho stem 
The stream, nor leave the world whicli leaveth them. 

XIX. 

’T is said— indeed a general complaint— 

That no one has succeeded in describing 
The monde, exactly as they ought to paint : 

Some say, tliat authors only snatch, by bribing 
' The porter, some slight scandals strange and quaint, 
I To furnish platter for their moral gibing; 


' I Bat puMUb Grauf lUe, IIk pollle, 

' uid kuonlog WaUlt, would tell IM I Could wHir."— fort.] 
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And that theirbooas nave but one style in common— 
My lady’s prattle, filter’d through her woman. 

XX. 

But this can’t well be true, just now ; for writers 
Are grown of the l)eau inonde a part potential : . 

I ’\*e seen them l>alance even tlie scale w ith fighters, 
Especially w hen young, for tliat ’s essential. 

■\Vhy do their sketches fail them as inditefs 
Of what they dean themselves most consequential, 
The real portrait of the highest tribe? 

’T is that, in fact, there *s little to describe. 

XXI. 

“*i/aud t^Hara loqttorj*" these are A'twya, “guarum 
' Pars parva /‘ui,” bift still art and part. 

Now 1 could piuch more easily sketch a harem, 

A battle, wreck, or history of the heart, 

Than these things; and besides, I wish to spare 'em, 
For reasons w hich I choose to keep apt^t. 

“ »/a6o Cereris sacrum tjui vulgariV * — • 

Which means, that vulgar people must not share it. 

XXII. 

And therefore what I throw off is ideal — 

Lower’d, leaven’d, like a history of freemasons; 
Winch bears the same relation to the real, 

As Captain Parry’s voyage may do to Jason's. 
Thc’grarid arcanum 's not for men to see all ; 

.My imlsicJias some mystic diapasons; 

And there is much which could not be appreciated 
In any manner by the uninitiated. 

^ • . XXIII. 

Alas! worlds fall — and woman, since she fell'd 
The world (as, since that history, less polite 
Tlian true, hath been a creed so strictly held). 

Has not yet given up the practice quite. 

Poor thing of usages! coerced, compell'd, 

Victim when wrong, and martyr oft when right, 
Condemn’d to child-bed, as men for theit* sins 
Uaveilbaving too entail’d upon their chins, — 

XXIV. 

A daily plague, which in the aggregate 
May uverage on the whole with pahurition. 

But as to women, who can penetrate 
The real sufferings of their she condition? 

Man’s very sympathy with llieir estate 
Has much of selfishness, and more suspicion. 

Their love, their virtue, beauty, education. 

But form good housekeepers, to breed a nation. 

XXV. 

All this were very well, and can’t be better; 

But even this is difficult, Heaven knows! 

So many troubles from her birth beset her. 

Such small distinction between friends and foes, 
The gilding Wears so soon from off her fetter, 
That— '-but ask any woman if she ’d choose - 


' (Take l>er at thirty, that is) to have been 
Female or male? a schoolboy or a queen? 

. XXVI. 

. “ Petticoat inlluence” is a great reproach, 

Which even those who obey would fain be thoogbt 
To fly fronv, as from hungry pikes a roach ; 

But since beneath it upon earth we are brought. 
By various joltings of life’s hackney coach,' 

I for one venerate a petticoat— 

A garment of a mystical sublimity, 

No matter wliether russet, silk, or dimity. ^ 

XXTII. 

Much 1 respect, and much I have adored, 

In my young days, that chaste and goodly veil. 
Which holds a treasure, like a miser's hoard, 

Arid more attracts by all it doth conceal — 

A golden scabbard on a Damasque sword, 

A loving letter with a mystic seal, 

A cure for grief — for w hat can ever rankle 
Before a petticoat and peeping ankle? 

XXVIII. 

And when upon a silent, sullen day, 

With a sirocco, for example, blowing. 

When even the sea looks dim with ail its spray, 

And sulkily the river’s ripple 's flowing, 

And the sky shows that very ancient gray. 

The sober, sad antithesis to glow ing, — 

’Tis pleasant, if then any tiling is pleasant 
To catch a glimpse even of a pretty* peasant. 

- . XXIX. 

We left our heroes and our heroines 
In that fair clime which dori’t depend on climate, 
Quite independent of the Zodiac's signs, 

Though certainly more difficult to rhyme at. 
Because the sun and stars, and aught that shines, 
Mountains, and all we can be most sublime aU 
Are there oft dull and dreary as a dim— 

Whether a sky’s or tradesman's is all one. 

XXX. 

An in-doolr life is less poetical; 

And out of door hath showers, and mists, and sleet, 
With which I could not brew a pastoral. 

But be it as it may, a bard must meet 
All difficulties, whether great or small. 

To spoil his undertaking or complete, 

And work aw'ay like spirit upon hiattcr. 
Embarrass’d somewhat both with fire and water. 

. ^ XXXI. . 

Juaa— in this respect, at least, like saints — 

Was all tilings unto people of all sorts, 

And lived contentedly, without complaints, 
Iivcamps, in ships, in cottages, or courts, — 

Born w ith that happy soul which seldom faints. 

And mingling modestly in toils or sports. 


* I Hot. Carm. I. iii. ud. S.J 
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He likewise conld be roost things to all women, 
Without the coxcombry of certain she men. 

XX\1I. 

A fox-hunt to a foreigner is strange; 

*T is also Subject to the double danger 
Of tumbling first, and having in exchange 
Some pleasant jesting at the awkward stranger 
But Juan had been early tauglit to range 
The wilds, as doth an Arab turn'd nvejigcr, 

So that his horse, or charger, hunter, hack, 

Knew that he had a rider on his badi. , . 

XXX11I. 

And now in this new field, with some applause, 

He clear'd hedge, ditch, and double post, and fail. 
And never craned,' and made but few “/auT pas,” 
And only fretted when the scent 'gan fail. 

He broke, 't is true, some statutes of the laws 
Of hunting — for the sagost youth is frail . 

Rode o'er the hounds, H may be, now and then, 

And once o'er several country gentlemen.* 
xxxiv. 

But on the whole, to general admiration 
He acquitted both himself and horse the squires 
Marvell’d at merit of another nation; 

The boors cried ** Dang it ! who *d have thought 
it?”— Sires, 

The iS’estors of the sporting generation, 

Swore praises, and recall’d their former fires ; 

The huntsman's self relented to a grin, ' 

And rated him almost a whipper-in. 

, V * XXXV. 

Such were his trophies— not of spear and shield, 

But leaps, and bursts, *nnd sometimes fores' brushes ; 
Yet I must own, — although in this I yield 
To patriot sympathy a Briton’s |ilushes, — 

He thought at heart like courtly Chesterfield, 

Who, after a long cliasc o’er hills, dales, bushes. 
And what not, though he rode beyond all price. 

Ask’d next day, ” If men ever hunted twice ? ” ■ 

XX-i^VI. 

He also had a quality uncommoQ 
To early risers after a long chase, 

Who wake in w inter ere the cock can summon 
December's drow sy day to his dpll race, — 

A quality agreeable to woman. 

When her soft, liquid words run on apace, 

Who likes a listener, whether sain^ or sinner,— 

Be did not fall asleep just after dinner ; 


XXXVH. 

But, light and airy, stood on the alert, 

And shone in the best part of dialogue, 

By humouring always what they might assert. 

And listening to the topics most in vogue; 

Now grave, now gay, but never dull or pert; 

And smiling but in secret — cunning rogue! 

He p^’er presumed to make an error clearer 
In shor^, there never was a belter hearer. 

xxxvin. 

And then he danced; — all foreigners excel 
The serious Angles in the eloquence 
Of pantomime;— he danced, I say, right well,’ 

With emphasis, and also with good sense— ^ 

A thing in footing indispensable : 

He (lanced without theatrical pretence. 

Not like a ballet-master in tlie van 

Of his drill’d nymphs, but like a gentleman. 

XXXIX. 

Chaste were his steps, each kept within due bound, 
And elegance was sprinkled o'er his figure; 

Like swift Camilla, he scarce skimm'd the ground, * 
..And rather held in than put forth his vigour; 

And then he had an ear for music's ^ound, 

Which might defy a crotchet-critic's rigour. 

Sudi classic pas— sans flaws — set off our hero. 

He glanced like a personified Bolero; < 

XL. 

Or like a flying Hour beJore Aurora, 

In Guido's famous fresco, ' which alone 
Is worth a tour to Rome, although no more a 
Remnant were there of the old world’s sole throne. 
The “ tout, ensemble'*, of his movements wore a 
Grace of the soft ideal, seldom shown, 

And ne’er to be described; for to the dolour 
Of bards and prosers, words are void of colour. 

XLl. 

No marvel then he was a favourite; 

A full-grown Cupid, very much admired; 

A little spoilt, but by no means so quite; 

At least he kept his vanity retired. 

Such was his tact, he could alike delight 
The chaste, and those who arc not so much inspired. 
The Duchess of Fitz-Fulke, who loved ** tracasserie." 
Began to treat him with some small “agacerie.” 

XLII. 

She was a Gne and somewhat fuii-blown blonde^ 
Desirable, distinguish'd, celebrated 


• Cre/niKy.— To crane *’is. or was, aa eipressioo tuod to ileoolo 
a getitlcimn’s ttrclchibg out his neck over a hetige, " to look be- 
fore he leaped >*'— a pause in his ‘'vaulting smbltiUQ,“ which in 
the field doth occasion Some delay and execration In those who 
may be immediately behind the «t)uestiiaa sceptic. “Sir, if you 
don't cAtooae to lake the leap, let me was » phrase which gene- 
rally «nt the aspirant on again ; and to good purpuee : fur though 

fhe horse and rider" might tall, theynnade a gap, through which, 
and over him and his steed, the field might follow. 


• Sec bis Letters to his Son. 

a t — “ M »bf (lliDin'd ilong, 

n«r tirlog Tw( UBbsfti'd oa blUowi tmog.'*-DsitDu'i ttrfU ] 

4 [A Spanish dance noted for Us liveliness.] 

* ( Uutdo's ranal celebrated work, in the palaces of Home, is hb 
fresco of the \urora, in the Palaato ftosptglkisi.— H itaiit.] 
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For several winters in the grand* grand tnonde. 

] ’d rather not say what might be related 
Of l>er exploits, for this were licklish ground; 

Besides there might be falsehood in w hat ’s slated : 
Her late performance had been a dead set 
At Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet. 

^ XLIII. * 

This noble personage began to look 
A little black upon this new flirtation ; * 

Rut such small licences must lovers brook, 

Mere freedoms of the fetnalc corporation. . 

Woe to the man who ventures a rebuke! 

*T will but precipitate a situation 
Kxtrcnicly disagreeable, but common 
To calculators when they count on woman. 

XLIV.'' 

The circle smiled, then whisper’d, and then sneer'd ; 

The Misses bridled, and the matrons frown'd; 
Some hoped tilings might not turn out as they fear’d ; 

Some would not deem such women could be found; 
Some ne'er believed one half of what they heard; 

Some look’d perplex’d, and others look’d profound; 
And several pitied w ith sincere regret 
Poor Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet. 

XLV. 

But wh.it is odd, none ever named the duke, 

Who, one might think, was something in the affair : 
True, he was absent, and ’t was rumour'd, took 
But small concern about the when, or where, 

Or what his consort did : if he could brook 
Her gaieties, none had a right to stare : 

Theirs was tliat best of unions, past all doubt, 

Which never meets, and therefore cau’t fall out. 

XLVI. 

But, oh! that I should ever pen so sad a line! 

Fired with an abstract love of virtue, she, 

My Diait of the Ephesians, Lady Adeline, 

Began to think the duchess' conduct free; 
Regretting mucli that she had chosen so bad a line, 
And waxing duller in her courtesy, 

Look'd grave and pale to see l>er friend’s fragilily. 
For which most friends reserve their sensibility. 

XLVIT. 

There 's nought in this bad world like sympathy 
'T is so becoming to the soul and face, 

Sets to soft music the harmonious sigh. 

And robes sweet friendship in a Brussels bee. 
WTthout a friend, what were humanity. 

To hunt our errors up w jth a good grace ? 
Consoling us w ilh — “ Would you had thought twice! 
Ah ! if you had but follow'd my advice! ** . 


• IQ Swifl’« or Horace xvilpole'a letters 1 Uilok U U mentioDed 
tlial aomrlHMly, regrvUniK Uie U»u of a tricml, vraK aiMwerctI by an 
univerral Pyladeit ** W'heo I lu>« one, 1 go to (he saint Janio's 

rA)(Tce-hoUae, and take another. '* I recollect !i.XTing heard an 
anecdote of the *rme kind— Sir XV. D. was a great gamester. 


XLTTIT. 

0 Job ! you had two friends i one ’s quite enough. 
Especially when we are ill at ease ; 

They are but ba«l pilots when the weather 's rnngh^ 
Doctors less famous for their cures than fees. 

Let no man grumble when his friends fall -off. 

As they will do like leaves at the flrst breeze : 
When your affairs rome round, one way or t’ other, 
Go to the coffee-liouse, and lake another.' 

XI.IX. 

But this is not my maxim had it been, {not — 

Some heart-aches had been spared me : yet I care 

1 would not be a tortoise in liis screen [not. 

Of stubbohi shell, which waves and weather wear 

*T is better cm the whole to have felt and seen 
That which humanity may bear, or bear not : 

'T will teach discernment to the sensitive, 

And not to pour their ocean in a sieve. 

L. 

Of all the horrid, hideous notes of woe. 

Sadder than owl-songs or the midnight blast. 

Is tliat portentous phrase, told you so,’* 

Utter’d by friends, Uiose prophets of the past, 
Who, ’stead of saying w hat you now should do, 

Own they foresaw that you would fail at last. 

And solace your slight lapse ’gainst mores/* 

With a long memorandum of old stories. 

LI. 

The Lady Adeline's serene severity 
Was not confined to feeling for her friend, 

Whose fame she father doubted with posterity, / , 
Unless her habits should l>egin to mend : 

But Juan also shared in her austerity, 

Rut mix’d with pity, pure as e’er was penn’d : 

His inexperience moved her gentle ruth, 

And (as her junior by six weeks) his youth. 

III. 

Tliese forty days* advantage of hee years — 

And hers were those which can fac? calculation, 
Boldly referring to the list of peers 
And noble births, nor dread the enumeration — 
Gave her a right to have maternal fears 
For a young gentleman’s fit education, 

Tliough she w as far from that leap-year, whose leap, 
In female dates, strikes Time all of a heap. 

till. 

This may be fix'd qt somewhere before thirty— 

Say scven-and-lxvenly ; for I never knew 
Tlie strictest in clironolugy and virtue 
Advance beyond, while tliey could pass for new. 

O Time! why dost not pause? Thy scytlie, so dirty 


Cotnins Jn one ilay to the dub of «blcfi lie w>i ■ member, he wii 
oberrTcd to look nielmcholy. "xvlut I* the maucr. Sir W il- 
liam?*’ cried Hare, of faccllous memory. "Ah!” replied Sir XV., 
"1 hare Just fw< |Air Lady D."— "/.oal/ What at? ^afuse or 
ncaardV' waa the conaolatery rcjoincicf of the querM. 
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^V^th rust, should surely cease to hack and hew. 
Reset it; siiave more smootlily, also slower, 

If but to keep thy credit as a ino>s er. 

LIV. 

But Adeline was far from that ripe age, 

Whose ripeness is hut bitter at the best ; 

’T was rather her experience made her sage, 

For she had seen Uie world and stood its test. 

As I have said in— I forget what page; 

My Muse despises references as you have guess'd 
By tins time;— but strike six from seven-and-twenty, 
And you will find her sum of years in plenty. 

LV. 

At sixteen she came out; presented, vaunt^. 

She put all coronets into commotion: 

At seventeen, too, the world was still enchanted 
With the new Venus of their brilliant ocean : 

At eighteen, though below her feet still panted 
A hecatomb of suitors with devotion, ' 

She had consented to create again 

That Adam, called “The happiest of men.*' 

LTI. 

Since then she had sparkled through three glowing 
winters, 

Admired, adored ; but also so correct, 

That she had puzzled all the acutest hinters, 

Without the apparel of being circumspect : 

They could not even glean the slightest splinters 
From off the marble, which had no defect. 

She had also snatch'd a moment since her marriage 
To bear a son and heir — and one miscarriage. 

LVII. 

Fondly the wheeling Gre-flies flew around her, 

Those little glittcrers of the London night ; 

But none of tiicse possess'd a sting to wound her — 

She was a pitch beyond a coxcomb's flight. 

Perhaps she wish’d an aspirant profounder; 

But whatsoe’er she wish'd, she acted right; 

And whether coldness, pride, or virtue, dignify 
A woman, so she ’s good, w hat docs it signify ? 

Lvni. 

I hate a motive, like a lingering bottle 
W hich w ith the landlord makes too long a stand, 
Leaving all-claretless the unmoisten’d throttle, 
Especially with politics on hand; 

I hate it, as 1 hate a drove of cattle, 

Who whirl the dust as simooms whirl the sand ; 

1 hate it, as I hate an argument, 

A laureate's ode, or servile peer’s ^‘content.” 

LIX. 

*T is sad to liack into the roots of things, 

• The fammii Chancellor DxemUern sail) to his son. on the lalier i 

expresung hia surprise uiwn the grrat effects arising from |)Cliy 
caoses in the presumed mjrsicry of poliUc* i “ Vou see by Uib, my ' 
ooQ. With huw liulc wisdom ibe kingdoms of the woild are go- ! 
vented.”— fTbe Uue story is:— young OxcDsUem. on being told j 


JUAN. 

They are so much intertwisted w iih the earth; 
So that the branch a goodly verdure flings, 

I reck not if an acorn gave it birth. 

To trace all actions to their secret springs 
W'oiild make indeed some jnclancholy mirth; 
But this is iiot at present my concern, 

And I refer yoU to wise Oxciistiern.' * . 

LX. 

With the kind view of saving an eclat, 

Both to the duchess and diplomatist, 

The I.ady Adeline, as soon 's she saw , 

That Juan was unlikely to resist 

( For foreigners don’t know that a faux pas 
In England ranks quite on a different list 
From those of other lands unblest w ith juries, 
Whose verdict for such sin a certain cure is;— j 

LXI. 

The Lady Adeline resolved to take 
Such measures as she Ihoiiglu might best imfiede 
The farther progress of this sad mistake. 

She thought wiH) $on>e simplicity indeed; 

But innocence is Imid even at the stake, . 

And simple in the world, and doth not need 
Nor use those palisades by dames erected. 

Whose virtue lies in never Iwiiig detected. 

LMI. 

It was not that she fear’d the very worst ; 

His Grace was an enduring, married man, 

And was not likely all at once to burst 
Into a scene, and swell the clients’ clan 
Of Doctors’ Commons : but she dreaded first 
The magic of her Grace’s talisman, 

And next a quarrel (as he seem'd to fret) 

With Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet. 

LXIII. 

Her Grace, too, pass’d for being an intrigante, 

And somewhat m^chaute in her amorous sphere; 
One of those pretty, precious plagues, w hich haunt 
A lover with caprices soft and dear, 

That like to maAe a quarrel, when they can’t 
Find one, each day of the delightful year; 
Bewitching, torturing, as they freeze or glow, 
And— what is worst of all— won’t let }ou go : 

LXIV. 

The sort of thing to turn a young man’s head, 

.Or make a Werter of him in the end. 

No wonder then a purer soul should dread 
This sort of chaste hatson for a friend: ' 

It were much better to be wed or dead, 

Than wear a heart a woman loves to rend, 
is best to pause, and think, ere you rush on, 

If that a ** boime fortune ” be really “ bonne.** 


be waa to proceed on Mime diplomalic nUuum, ex|ire«Md hi.< 
doubts or his own Atness fur such an office. The ok! CliaaceUor, 
laughing, ansneretl.— *‘bc«ciB, mi fUi, quauluU Kieulil guber- 
natur mumlus.”— 
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And first, in the o’erfiowlng of hrr heart, 

WJiich really knew or thoiight it knew no guile, 
She callM her husband now and then apart. 

And hade him. counsel Juan. With a ^mile 
Lord Henry heard her plans of artless arf ' 

To wean Don Juan from the siren’s wile;. 

And answer'd, like a statesman or a prophet, 

In such guise that she could make nothing of it. 

IX VI. ^ j 

Firstly, he said, “he never interfered 
In any body’s business but the king’s 
Kcxl, that “he never judged from what appear'd, 
Without strong reason, of those sort of things 
Thirdly, that “ Juan had more brain than l)card. 

And was not to be held in leading-strings;” 

And fourlhly, what need hardly be .said twice, 

“That good but rarely came from good advice.” 

ixvii. 

And, therefore, doubtless to approve the truUi 
Of the la^ axiom, he advised his spouse 
To leave the parties to themselves, forsooth — 

At least as far as Mens^^aHce.allows : 

That time would temper Juan’s faults of youth ; 

That young men rarely made monastic yow’s, 

That opposition only mdre attaches—— 

Hut here a messenger brought in despatches : 

LXVIII. 

And being of the council call'd “ the Privy,” 

Lord Henry walk’d into his cabinet. 

To furnish matter for some future Livy 
To tell how he reduced the nation’s debt; 

And if their full contents I do not gi\-c ye, 

It is because I do not know them yet; 

But I shall add them in a brief appendix, 

To come between mine epic and its index. 

LXIX. 

But ere he went, he added a slight hint, ' 

Jinother gentle cominon-plac^ or two, 

Such as are coin’d in conversation’s mint, 

And pass, for want of belter, though not new : 
Theu broke his packet, to see what was in ’t, 

And having casually glanced it tifrougli. 

Retired ; and, as he w cut out, calmly kiss’d hcr^ 
Less like a young wife than an aged sister. . , 

LXX. 

He w as a cold, good, honourable man. 

Proud of his birth, and proud of every tiling; , 

A goodly spirit for a state divan, 

A figure lit to walk before a king ; 

Tall, stalely, form’d to lead the courtly van 
On birthdays, glorious with a star and string; 

The very model of a chamberlain— 

And sudi I mean to make him when I reign. 


LXXI. 

But there was something wanting on the whole— 

I don’t know what, and therefore cannot tell — 
Which pretty women— the sweet souls !— call soul. 

C fries it was not Imdy; he was well 
, Proportion’d, as a poplar or a pole, '■ 

I A Imndsome man, that human miracle ; 

I And in each circumstance of love or w ar 
Had still preserved his perpendicular. 

IXXII. 

Still there was something wanting, as I ’ve said— 
That undefinable “Je we snis r/woL” 

Wlucli, for w hat I know, may of yore have led 
. To Homer’s Iliad, since it drew to Troy 
The Greek Eve, Helen, from the Spartan’s l>ed; 

Tliough on the whole, no doubt, the Dardan boy 
W’as much inferior to Ring Menelaiis 
But thus it is some women w ill betray us. 

LXXIII. 

There is an awkward thing which much perplexes. 
Unless like wise Tircsias we had proved 
By turns tho difference of the several sexes; 

Neither can show quite how they would be loved. 
The sensual for a short time hut connects us— 

The sentimental boasts to be unmoved ; 

But both together form a kind of centaur. 

Upon whose back ’t is better not to venture. 

IXXIV. 

A something all-sufficient for the heart 
Is that for which the sex are always seeking : 

But how to fill up that same vacant part ? 

lliere lies the rub — and this they are but weak In. 
Trail mariners afloat without a chart, [in?i 

They run before the wind through high seas bre^k* 
And when they have made the shore through every 
’T is odd, or odds, it moy turn out a rock, [shock, 

LXXV. 

Tliere is a flower call’d “Love in Idleness,” 

For which sec Shakspearc’s ever blooming garden;— 
I will not make his great description less, 

And beg his British godship’s humble pardon, 

If in niy extremity of rhyme’s distress, 

I touch a single leaf where he is warden 
But though the flower is different, with the French 
Or Swiss Rousseau, cry “ VoilA la Pervenche !*^ ' 

LXXVl. 

Eureka! I have found it! ‘What I mean 
To say is, not that love is idleness, 

But that in love such idleness has been 
An accessory, as I have cause to guess. 

Hard labour ’s an indifferent go-between; 

Your men of business are not apt to express 
Much passion, since the hicrchant-ship, the Argo.. 
Convey’d Medea as her supercargo. 



• S(c “La Xotivdle iieiolio.’* 
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**Beatus iUeprhcHtif (rom ’*yipgqtiL<t'/* * 

Saith Roroce; Ihf ^rcat Jitlle poff's wrmig; 

His other maxim, ** .Vosfittir w'sarilj.” . . 

Is much mpre'tQjItf. purpose ofhi.s song; 

Though eveu that wm*, sometimes, too ferocious, 
Uiitcss gooil eoinpany be'kept too'Idog’; • 

But, in hfs teclht yhale'eV^hcir state or' station, 
Thrice happy they who hare ao occu^ialion ! » 

LXXVIU. 

* I 

Adam exchanged Jiis Baradise for ploiiclring, 

Eve foade up millinenr' with leaves-r 
Tlie earliest knowledge from Uie tcuf so'knowing, 
As far as I kuow,- that the church receives - 
And since that time ifnee<1 not cost'mucji showing 
That many oftlie ills o’er wlucli inah, grieves. 
And still inore wotnen, spring from not employing 
Some hohi^ to ftiake the remnant worth enjoying. 


And hence high life is oft a dreary void, 

A rack of pk^asnrdSi \difre we must invent 
A something wlierewithal fo be annoy'd. 

Bards may sing tvhat tivey please about Coulent: 
CoHiettifU, when translated, means but clay’d; 

And l>rnce ari^ the whes of Sentiment, . 

Blue devils, and blpe^stockings, and romances 
Reduced to pradice, add perform’d like dances. 

Lxx'x. 

I do declare, upon an affidavit, 

Romances I ne’er read like tl>osc I have seen; 
Nor, if unto the w orld 1 ever gave it, 

Would some believe that such a tale had been : 
But such intent I never hml, nor have ft 
Some truths are better kept behind'a screen, 
Especially when they would hook like lies; 

1 tberefare deal in gooeralities. 

Lxxxr. ^ * 

“An oyster may be cross’d in love,” *— and why? 

Because he mopeth idly in his shell, 

And heaves a lonely subterroqueous sigh,:. 

Much as a mouk may do within *bis cell : 

And a-profMH of monks, their piety ' ; 

With slothhnth foumUti'difHcuU tadwell; 
Those vegetables of the Catholic creed 
Are apt exceedingly to run to seed. 

LXXXIi; 

O Wilberforce! thou mgiyofblack rrnpwn; 

"Whose merit none enougji can'tihfor say, . 
Thou hast struck on^ immense Colossus down. 
Thou moral AVashington of Africa I 
But there 's anol^ier little thing, 1 awn. 


• Hot. Kpod. €ld. H. ' ■ ri 

•*[8««Sl>eriiIao'S**CriU<;.‘*] , ' 

) [The tNiltf<ool U « eraatl bird «f prey io hnr>l>es. The Fm- 
peror Alexander «a* baldiih.] 

* [The Kios'« pcUccal fin^htoo ] 


I Which you should perpetrate some sunp^r’s day, 
j And set the other ^alf of earth td'rigbts : S'fw'hiies. 

I You have freed Uie 6 iari;^— now.pray shut up the 
I . Lxxxni- 

’ Shut up the bald-coot * bully Alexander ! 

! Ship off the Holy Three to Senegal ; 

■ Teaclithemthat“sauceforgooseissaiiceforgander,” 

I And aak them how fAry like to be in thrall? 

; Shut up each-high heroic salamander, 

I Wlio eats fire grails (since the pay 'slwrt small ) ; 

Shut up— no. Hot the King, but tlie Pavilion, * 

, Or else ’t will c^t us all anotheiipuilion. 

\ LXXXIV. T 

! Shut up tpe world at large, let Bedlam out ; ' 

! And you will l>e perhaps surprised to find 
All things pursue exactly the same route. 

As now with those of so^-dtsA»^soun<f'ln^Dd. 

This I could prove beyond a single doubt,'' < 

Were flierc a jot of sense among mankind ; 

But till that point (fappui"^ found, alas! 

Like Archimedes, 1 leave earth ijk ’t^was. 

LXXXT. • . 

Our gentle Adeline had one Refect— H 
Jler heart was vocaiit, thougli a splendid mansion; 
Her conduct had been perfectly corritet, , 

As sho^had seen nought claiming its expansion. 

A wavering spirit may be easier wreck’d, 

Because ’t is frailer, doubtless, than a stanch one; 
But when the latter works its own undoing, ^ > 

I Its inner crash is like an eartbquake^s ruin. 


She loved her lord, or thought so ; boT that love 
. Cost her an effort, w hicli is a sad toil, m 4 
The Slone of Sisyphus, * if once we nwve 
Our feelings 'gainst the i»atui<e of the soil.. 

She had nothing to complain (rf, or«prove, 

. Nabickerings, no connubial turmoil : ■ 

Their union was a m 6 del to-behold, ^ 

Serene and noble,— conjugal, but cold 

Vixxyj^. ' .1 • 

There was no great dispayily^of years, \ — 

Though much in temper; but they i^gr clasoxl ; 
They moved likeotars united ip tkeir-spheref, 

Or like the Rhone by Leman's wa^s wash’d,^ 
Where mingled and yet separate 4 p]Sihgs 
The rive^ from Uic lake, all bluely dash’d ^ , t 
Through the serepe add placid gjaa^eep, 

Which fain would lull its river-^u tqfSieep, ^ 

LXXXVm.. '** 

Now when she once hd(l ta’en an'lntei^t * 4 
In any thing, however She might flatter 


* [*; vnih fotnyA Mnry Iwl niMT • sroiin, 

tp Ibv blab bill be bravn ibe huge rouiKl MMt t 
Tb« ruaBd Hun«, rcMitliif ntlb« bound, 

Tbuodrr* ImpMooui dom, aod >OMfeM aloag lb« grp’JtlS.*' 

.• fort * a««w I 

* [Sec anU, p. I3#.J • 
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Herself that her intentions were the best. 

Intense' intentionsare a dangcrous-niatter : 
Impressions were mach stronger than she guess'd, 
And gather'd as tlk'y run like growing water 
XJpon her mind ; the more so, asber breast 
Was not at lirst loo Ireadily impress'd. 

LX>XIX. 

But when it w«s, she had that lurking demon 
Of double nature, and thus doubly named — 
Firmnesb yclept in heroes, kings, and seamen. 

That is, when they sunreed ; but greatly blamed 
As ofesliuory. both and women, 

Whene'er llieir triumph pales, or star is tamed 
And 't will pcrplev the casuist in morality 
To fix the due bounds of this dangerous quality, 
xc. 

Had liuonaf^rte won at Waterloo, 

It had been firmness; now 'l is pertinacity : 

Must tile er^nt decide betw’eon the two? 

I leave it to your people of sagacity 
To draw the linelietwcen the false and true, 
If^uchcan e'er he drawn by man’s capacity : 

My business is with I.ndy Adeline, 

Who in hhr way IQO was a heroine. , 

, ■ xci. « 

She knew tiol her own lirart ; then how slmUld I ? 

I think not she was t/ien in love w ith Juan : 

If so, she would have had the strength to ITy 
V The wild sensation, unto hrra new one : 

She merely felt n common sym{ttithy 
(1 will not say it w'as a false or true one) 

In him, l>?cause she thought he was in danger, — 

Her husband'sfriend,herown, young, and a stranger, 
xcil. 

Slic was, or thought slie was, his friend— and this 
tVilhout the farce of friendship, or romance 
Of Platonism, w hich le.ids so oft amiss 
Ladies w ho have studied friendship but in France, 
Or Gcrimmy, whcre'peopic purely kiss. 

To thus inudi Adeline would .not advance; 

Bdt of sndi ArletitMup as man's may to man be 
She Y> AS as capable as w pinap can be. 

, XCIII. 

No iloubi the secret iiifiuenrcofjhc sex 
Will there, as also in the ties of blood, ^ • 

An innocent predominance annex. 

And tunc tiiccouchrd to a liner. mood. 

IffreeJroin passion, which all frimldship checks, 

And your trnc feelings fully undersiooif, • ' 

No. friend like to a woman earth discovers, 

So that you have not been nor.li'ill be lovers, 
xciv. 

Love bears w ilhin its breast the vci^ germ 
Of diange;.and how should this be otherwise? 


l" That violent things more quickly find a term 

I Is sliown tln'ougb nature's wlu>le analogies ; ' 

j And how sitould the most fierce of all be firm? 

I AVouId you have endless ligblniog in the skies ? 

; Mclhinks Love’s very title says enougli : 

I How siioukl the tender passion ** e'er be tough ? 

xfcv. '■ . 

. ^ ^ . 

I Alas! by all experience, seldom yet,| » 

I (1 merely quote, what i have heard from many) 

Had lovers not some reason to regret , 

I Tlie passion which mhde Solomon a zany. 

I ’ve also Seen some wives (not To forget 

The marriage slate, Uio best or worst of any)' 

I >Yho were tlie very paragons of wives, 

Yet made the misery of at least tw*o lives. 

t " .../•• ‘ 

xcvf. 

I 've also 'seen some female friends (’t is o<td, 

But true— as, if expedient, I could prove) 

That faithful were througli thick and thin, abroad, 
At home, far more than ever yet was Love — 

Who did hut quit me when Oppression (rod 
Upon me ; whom no scandal could remove ; 

Who fought, and fight, in absence, too, my battles, 
Despite the suake Society’s loud rattles. 

xevti. 

Whether Don J6an and chaste Adeline 
I Grew friends in Ihi? or any other sense 
Will he discuss’d herealler, I opine : 

At present I am glad 6f.a pretence 
To leave them hovering, as the effect is fine. 

And keeps the atrocious teuder in su^ense; 

The surest way for ladles and for books 
To bait their tender or their tenter hooks. 

• . • . xcvm. - . 

Whether they rode, or walk'd, or studied .Spanish 
To read Don Quixote in the original, 

A pleasure before which all others vanish ; ’• 

W hether their tdik was of the kindeaH'd small,'* 
Or serious, are the topics I must banish 
I To llie next Canto, where perhaps 1 shall 
! Say something to the purpose, and display 
Considerable talent ip my way. 

I ■ x<;ix. 

j Above all, I beg all men to forbear 
I Anticipating aught alKMit (lie matter : 

' They 'll only make mistakes about the fair, 

I And Juan too, especially the latter. 

) And 1 shall fake a much m<tre serious air 
I Than I have yet ifone, in this epic satire. 

; It is not clear that Adeline and Auan 
Will fall ; but if lliey do, 't will be their ruin. 

M ' - . c. >. 

But great lliings.sprjngfroinlittlei—Wouldyou think, 
1 That in ouf youth, as dangerous a passion 


[*'Tbn* tkdleiUiMlctits bate «o4li, 

AptJ in ibeir <dk.*— antf JuUtl ] 
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As e’er brought man and woman to the brinlt ’ 

Of ruin, rose from such a slight occasion. 

As few would ever dream could form the liah 
Of such a sentimental situation? . ' 

You ’ll never guess, I ’ll bet you millions, milliards— 
It all sprung from a harmless game at billiards. 

"r . 

’Tis strangg, — but true; for truth is always strange; 

Stranger than fiction it could be told, 

How mucJi would nereis gain by the exchange I 
How differently the world would men behold! 
How oft would vice and virtue places change! 

The new world would be nothing to the old, 

If some Columbus of the moral seas 
Would show mankind their souls' antipodes. 

What “antres vast »nd deserts idle ” ’ then 
Would be discover'd in the human soul! ' 

What icebergs in the hearts of mighty men, 

With self-love in the centre as their pole ! 

What Anthropophagi arc nine of ten 
Of those who hold the kingdoms in control! 

Were things but only call’d by tlieir right name, 
Cssar himself would be ashamed of fame. 


DON JLAN. 

C4RT0 TOE riFTEEHTO.* 

. ' - ■ , . 
^1— .What should follow slips from my reflection; 

Whatever follows ne’ertheless may be 
As &-propo8 of hope or rctrcsj>ection, ' 

As though tire lurking thought had follow’d free. 
All present life is but an interjection, 

An “Oh !“ or “ Ah ! ” of joy or misery, 

Or a “ IlaHia !’’ or ‘*Bah!”— ‘a yawn, or “Pooh I ’’ 
Of which perhaps iho latter is most true.. 

u. 

But, more or less, the whole ’s a ^cope 
Or a singultus — emblems of emotion,' 

Tire grand antithesis to great ennui, 

Wherewith we break our bubbles on the ocean, 
That watery outline of eternity, 

Or miniature at least, as Is my notion. 

Which ministers unto the soul’s delight, , 

Imseeing matters which arfe out of sight. 

III. 

But oll.are better than tlie sigh supprest, 

Corroding in llib caver* of the heart, 

Making the countenance a masque of rest, 

And turning human flftUu'e lo an art.. 

Few men dare show tjreir thoughts of worst or •best ; 


' Dissimulation always sets apart 

A corner for herself: and therefore fiction 

Is that which passes with least contradiction. ' 

IV. 

Ah ! who c.an tell ? ^Or ratlier, who can not 
Remember, without telling, passion’s errors? * 
The drainer of oblivion, tire sot, 

. Hath got blue devils for his inoniing mirrors : 
What though on Lethe's stream he seem to float, . 

He cannot sink his tremors or his terrors ; ' 

The ruby glass that shakes Vi ilhin his hand 
Leaves a sad sediment of Time's w or^t sand. 

V. • • ' . ' 

And as for love — O love! — Wc will proceed. 

The Lady Adeline Amuiideville, ' 

A pretty name as one would wish to tend, 

Must perch harmonious on my tuneful quill. 

There ’s music in the siglhng of a reed ; 

There ’8 music in the gushing of a rill; 

There ’s music in all things, if men hadenrs : 

Tlieii: earth is but an echo of the sphqfes. . • . 

VI. ^ , 

The Lady Adeline, riglit honowrablcj - 
And honour'd, ran a risk of’growing less so ; . 

For few of the soft sex are very st.ible 
In their resolves— alas! that 1 should say so! 

They differ os wine differs from its label, 

When once decanted ; — I presume lo guess so, 

But will not swear : yet botli upon occasion,. 

Till old, may undergo adulteration. . 

But Adeline was of thc'jnircst vintage, * 

Tire unmingled essence of the ^ape; and yet s 
Urigbtas a new Napoleon from its mintage, 

Or glorious ns a. diamond richly set; 

A page w here Time shoulA hesitate to print age, 

And for whiqli Nature might forego Irer d»jbl — 
Sole-creditor whose process doth involve in 't 
Tire luck o£ finding every body solvent. 

Till. 

0 Death T thou dunnest of all duns ! Uiou daily ' 
KnocKest at doers, at first w ith modest tap. 

Like a meek tradesman when, approaching palely. 
Some splendid debtor he would take by sap : 

But oft denied, as patience ’giua to fail, he 
Ativances with exasperated rap. 

And (if let in') insists, in terms unhandsome. 

On yeady money or “a draft on Ransom.** * 

.IX. ^ 

Whate’er thou takest, spare a while poor Beauty ! 

She is so rare, and thou hast so much prey. 

What though she now and then may slip from duty. 
The more ’s the reason why you ought to stay. 
Gaunt gourmand I with whole nations for your booty. 


I iOUiW/o..Ael r- sc. Hl-J ' X«ntiair4l*.aDd CO. were Lord pynm‘rfl>a«tcfs.l 

* (CauUn XV. atii) XVI. were pr.Ui«Jicd lu Loudoa. in March, * 

MM-1 ■ , • 
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You should be civil in a modest way ; 
Suppress, then, some slight feminine diseases, 
And take as many heroes as Beaycn pleases. 


• Fair Adeline, more tngcni^s 

Where she was interested (as was safdh ’ 
Because she was not a|)t, like some of us, 
to like too readily, or to thigh bred • 
To showtt-^ppinls \<‘e need not now discuss)— 
Would give up artlessly botli heart and bead 
Unto such feelings as seem'd innocent. 

For objects worthy of the sentiment. 


Some parts of Juan’s history which Rumour, 

That live gazette, had scatter'd to disGgufe, 

She had heard; but'women'hear with more good hu- 
mour 

Such aberrations than W(^men of rigour : 

Besides, his <;pnduct, since in England, grew more 
Strict, and his mind assumed a manlier vigour ; 
Because he liilfl, like A Icibiades, 

The artiif liviil^ in all climes yvith ease. ' 

His m^nnfr vas perhaps the biore seductive, 

Because he ne'er s^m’d anxious to seduce; 
iNothing ^fected, sttKiicd, or eonstructivo 
01 coxcombry' or conquest : no abuse ' 

Of his attractions marr'd tlie fair perspective,. 

To .Iterate a Cupidon broke loose, | 

And seem to say,/^Resist us if you can”— 

AViiidi tgiakcs a dandy whUoNt spoMs’a man. 

I-* • XIII. * 

They are wrong — that *t not the way to set about it; 

As;-if they told the truth, could well be shown. 
But, right or wrong, tAm Juan was without it; 

In fact, his manner wasjiis own alone : 

Sincere he. was — at least you could hot doubt it. 

In listening merely to his voice’s tone. 

The dev[l hath not in all his quiver’s choice 
An arrow for the heart like a sweet voice. 


By nature soft, his w hole address hcld*<>fr 
Suspicion ; though not timid, his regard 
Was such as ratlier seem’d to kecp)ltoof, 

To shield himself than put you oh ypur guprd : 
Perhaps ’t was hardly quite assured enough, 

But modesty *8 at limes its own reward*' 

Like virtue; and the absence of pretension 
Will go much farther tlian there '8 need to mention. 

XV. 

Serene, accompBsh'd, cheerful but not loud ; 


Insinuating without insinuation ; 

Observant qf the foi^es of the crowd, 

Yet D^r^r betr^'ing.thU in conversali^ ; 

Proud with the proud, ye&^yt^ou^ljUwoud, 

So as to maji^e them feelXe knew hfs station 
And theii^ ilpwUbout a,strviggle for-priprity^ 

He neither brook’d nor claim'd' Superiority, 

• ••■ - i|vr.* . ' - 

That is, with ipen : with women iid was what 
They pleased to make orlaHp hfm for; and their 
Imagination ’s quite enough for that i 
So that the outline 's tolerably fair, / , 

They GIJ the caixvass up— ani *;,v€AtHim Sat.” 

If once their phaQtasips;bc brought to bear 
Upon an object, whether sad or playful, 

They can.transtigure brighter Uipn a Raphael. * 

' * xvii.* ' * . 

AdcHne, no deep judgirof character, ^ ^ • 

Was apt to add a colouring from h^r own : 

’T is thus the good w iH amiaply err. 

And eke the wise, as has been often shown. 
Experience Ts the chief pliilosophcr, 

But saddest i\hcn his science is well known : 
And persecuted sagos teach the schools . 

Tbcir folly in forgetting there are f<wis. 


Was it not so, great Locke? dnd greater Bacon? 

Great Socrates ?’ And thou, Diviner stUI,* 
Whose lot it is by man tq]>e mistaken. 

And thy pure cr^ed made sanction of all ill? 
Redeeuiing w'orlds to be bv bigots shaken, 

‘'How was thy toil royarded? We might fill. 
Volumes with similar pad illustrations. 

But leave them to tlic conscience of the nations. 


I perch upon an Immhler promontoty, . . 

Amidst life’s infinite variety : 

With no gmt care for what is nicknamed glory 
But speculating as 1 ca;^ mine rye 
On what may sqi^ or may not suit my story, 

And never straining hard to versify, 

I rattle on exactly as I ,M talk . 

With any body in a xidc br^walk. 

XX. ^ ^ 

I don’t know that there may be much ability 
Shown- in this sort of desultofy riiyine; 

But there ’s a conversational facility, . ^ 

Whidi may round off an hour upon a-tiine. 

Of this 1 ’m.sure at least, there 's no servility 
In mine irregularity of.^hime, ^ 

^^'hich rings what *s uppermost of new or hoary. 
Just as 1 feci the linprov\iftatore.”« 


• [S«e |litrord*a Crc^. vol. Ui.] ; 

• iaa«teri>ieee it called the TramfiKimUoD.) 

• At, It !■ oecrtujjr ill Uiete liikes to a>oid aiubl^uiir. 1 uy that 
liucan; by “Diviner 1111), *’ Christ, ffever God was man— or 
man God— he w«i bo(h. 1 never arraigned his creed, but Ihc ute 


—or abut^inade of U. '^Rr. Canning <>oe day qiioled ChrUtiaaiiy 
In sancUou lugro slavery, and »lr>wntKrforee had lUHe to tay in 
reply. And was Christ cru|;qp^, that liMck men might be 
aciKirged? If to, he had IniMer l»>en liorn a Slufatib, to gire both 
coloort an equal chance of freedom, or at IcM ulratkin. 
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“ Oninijfiiik Math© diCere— <Hr aliquando 
, EC 6 p||, dl«ffryf<«ni. dicTaiiqttando'fhnTf/** 

Th« fipflt is fothqf nlWr j^tian ifferM can tfo ; 

Tliq second may be sWiy done orally; • 

The third is still more drfticiiH th stand 1o ; 

Ii»p fotirrti we hear, aird set, Xhd^ay loo, daily 
TljcVhQle togetbe> m could, wish 
To serve in this conundruiu of a diaii.. 

A modest hope— buljnotjesty *s mj fort^ 

And pfide rny feelje :-*-let us ramble on. 

I meant to*^akc tbis po^ iferj short,’ 

But now I can't tell wfiere it may not run. 

No doubt, if I had wish’d to pay my court 
To or io bail tbe setUug-t^n 

Of. tyranny of>olIJiiudsi n\y coiicUiou 
Were i^ore;— but 1 was born for opposition. 

XXIII. 

But then *l Is molUy oh the wtakcr’tidfc f 
So ih^I verify believe 'iflhcy • 

Who n/^aVe basking irr their fiilf-bl^n pride 
Were shaken down, and “dogs haUliofl their day,’* 
Though at the first I fnfpht perchanee deride 
Their tumble, I should turn tbe otlier 4i-ay, 

And wax an ultra-royalist in Iqplty, 

Bci'ause 1 liate even democratic i;pyaUy. 

XXIV. . 

1 think I should have made a decent spouse, 

If I had never provifd the soft conditibn; 

1 lliink I should have made monastic vows, 

But for my own pecuHar superstition : 

’Gainst rhyme t never should have knock'd my brows, 
N'or broken my ow;n head, nor that of Prisclan, 
Nor worn the motleyWiille of a' poet, 

If someone had not toW me to forego It.* 

j XXV. 

But “laissezoUqq^’— Ipights and dames I sing. 

Such as llie t *T is a Oighl 

Which seems aMn^lbto occd.iijo.loSty.vjng, 

Plumed by Longinns of the Stagyrite ; T 
The difficulty lie&inc.oloprihg • 

(Keeping the due proport^nS still in sight) . •, 

With nature inanlters w hich are arlificial. 

And rendering general that' whii^ is especial. 



• f-Trtoo na«ir yovUfiMaUN sii «f w«u>i»ii i«ii: 

toy *«aMblpc R ib«.bcll.’’-^uaiiifToi. ] 

> [The rf»(i«r M;«dr;Ken la wluUftyle the Edmbtifjih 
Hevlejrr^ WA lord 

p. *7. — ihe efiirl tkit crflichni prfdil^l «n him at Uie 

lime (aa/r. p, SS.)— ar^ huW'tie fell ibe mure Tavouf^hle treat- 
mcne wbuli he receded froin,ib« Munibly Htttew anie. p.’ «,) 
WeAuMld^t.^wcrer. in the pane la»i refwr^ lo^lwre for- 
gouAi to oWrrr, thM the rouns |K>el- wm iioi iim courteuasir 
and enruuragiDyty welcomed in auuiber poblh^aUmw We allude 
10 an article on Ihe liour^f Idlenest,'' by J. U. Marhlaod. £«}., 
Ibe learned Editor of the faster MgfttrUt, which Moctaded to 
lb«w lermai-** We betrUly hope, that ibeUloea and depreMion 


j XXVI. 

■ The difiercrtjip i9, >bat In'^ Ay • 

’ Iffen m^ men — 

Pinn'd like a ftoHd hrtd 

I At least 'n1ne;^(}7i nfntliJiekrdoSf.t^^^ 

" Now this at all evcnb.mURt render colil 
Your writers, w1m> must either draw again 
Days bftt^f drawn or^eke qwume 
The wlji^iMrccu^pi^^cb ^ume. 

We Ml March! 

j March, my »tus^! *#yri3 ithiVtiM fly, jcl 
' And whert joU WKiy llh a^,-' 

( Or stairh, as UK lfK,rdiC.»^^t^nen Mlc r. 
j We surely nuy finil somrlhitij.wortli rcsearcli ; 

I Columhus foijnd a new world in a cirtter, 

I Or br^aiitine, or (tfeal tonnage. 

While yet America Was in her n«n-age.< 

• When AdoKne,.ui aH Iwr nr^ikli sense 
I Of4ojm’s|neyiUMid)H»w(hHtl9n... 

I Felt.oq t{ir qnHiWrrest iptense,-,- 
Paetly (lertiw* bf«»iw a /reali scosaiion, 

Or tliat he, had dn aiy. pT^becnee, 

Which is foHnnoWpttfa^jd tepipiation,— 

As woinetrharehelfinejM)^, on the whole, 

I -She 'gan to perklcPlioW’ to save his soul. 

. ■_* '■> ■ 

i > . r . .-.•...f**?*- V •• 

■I W-4 podd optn^n (rf,^vic^,.i^^ - 

Like aUsrtw^vs and i^erocaiyhflgr^ . 

t ■ jP,l> ihyli^hsfjM >re.stiU.^p)arket price, 

I ^RCcn wbe*c. tlw arliiW.«,Wgliest4yty.^a.i 
She lliou^if lipoii the sdfifrot twiee 6? thiice. 

And morally decidt<r, the best slate is 
For morals, miirrijgc; afid this question carried, 

Slie seriously adviaoj him, to gel married. 

.i,- ■' W. 

Juan replies with all be^mlng^dqfn'aiice, 

Ilohad a^rsifteertm foVdliiir im; . 

But that;- ijt pwfen|, Arith immediate reihrence 
To Ida qhfti-hlMiflnsMnces, there Wht lie 
: Sonmdifncbltie^-asWW^own imeCiBfi'ce, 

I Or that of her Jo whomdii* might apply : 

Tliat still he 'd wed with speh or sudi a lady, 

1 If that^the^iffre not inarefed all already. . 



j of hUrUsf WHth rrldynUr tome. UwjpealiT p»rt of dlcw «mi- 
1 '¥•”,1. aiM*neU: anU am^jliilior Uial ^croian 

■ Gonloa Lort^ Uyhm; ^IHiaoea compknOtu niche in every l.torv 
etUtioo op' B.,ya I , and >oW« Author..''— See Criaieman'i Slaa. 

■ Toi. fgsM 'y. mtly. 

i tjiyWWeiinrf^wlheiiWere etswrenDrall Ihil lajtnnibm hod 
j requlml. Two ol Ihem were li|hl han|flr.. ailed car.>eli, hot 
j leparior to ri.er and coaaUda craft ot mure raodtrn day..* Thai 
Hicli hwe-and iiehluii. npedltion.diittJinUiiiown aea.. .huiild he 
iinderiMiVn In lei^ wllhoiil deCka. aAd Ih.l Ilier diould lien 
Ihrouab the Tioleul Innpeeia hr which Ihcf were freeuehllr ai- 
, .ailed, remain amoog ilih alnanlar dreumflaacea of thoae daring 
voyager— HaaeiscTOS li.i.e.] 


m . BYRON S WORKS. 


XXXI. • 

NeUto the makiilg»ial«A* 5 'f(?r bewelf. 

And jrtihor Wn, 

Arrnngkig tbno iijte hMlt« dn the inme bbelf, 

Tliere ’s n^tW^g wemen Idrctoldabble in • 

More <Iike a sto'ek-boldef iQ growing pelf) ‘ 

ThSn inateh-nxnking in Rrticrol : ’I is no sin 
Certes, but a pretentalive, and.thcfeli^re 
That is, no -doubt,' the oility rraion wherefore/- ^ 

: » ' , . * Y • ' ■< 

• •. •; xxxii. 

But never yet (eicepl flf course A-iniss - 
I nwed, or mistress »c»rt to be •wed. 

Or we'd Alfcpdjr, -wbb objfH to tins> 

Wds ilicft ctoiaieTOiibe'^io had not in her bead 
4 Soine drama of the marriage unitie's. 

Observed aa.strictiy, both a'l board and bed, 

As those of Aristotle ; though sometimes 
Tliey turn out melodratnes of pantomimes. 

Tljey generally hate some only son. 

Some heir to a large j^oi>city,, some Triend . 

Of an old family, some Sir ^bn, [end 

Or grave Lord George, with whom- 4 )crhap 8 might 
A line, and leave posterity wn^ooe,- 
Unless a marriage wab «b^fed .to mend 
The prospect and thdr inbr^sf ond besides, 

Tlu'v hnveal haiufa bh)diA)mg ^ot ofbrides. 
xxxiv. 

t ) • 

From these they w ill be carefu) to select, 

For this on hdiress, aud for that a beauty i 
For one a songstress who hath no- dnect, ■ ^ 

For I’ other one wlm promises inucl/diily j- ' , . 
For this a lady wo one cau'rejcrt, ^ 

Wiiosc sole aecotnplislmrrtits were quite a booty; 

A second for her excellent connections; 

A third, because there can be no o^petiems. 
xxxv.^ 

When Rapp the H;(nhpRist embargo'd marriage ' 

In his harmonious aettlement^whkh flourisiies, \ 
Strangely enough, as yet witliout miscarriage, ! 

Because itbreedano moremoutits tlian it nounsbes. ' 
Without iliose sadexpenses which disparage I 

What >ature natfOrally most encourages)— I 

Why call'd he ^Mlarmouy*' a state sans wedlock? 

Now here I have got the preacher at a Afadlock. 
xxx\i. 

Because he cither meant to sneer at harnicoy' • 

Or marriage, by divorcing them thus 



/ ThbctiraordicMrraw! OoorUhiiig Cemuiiccil^y in America \ 
doec Del rutirely rxclmlc nufriuKtu)', u (he " do ; but ' 

UrwMicb resiriciluot ufKM) R u pirrml more Uiaii « errttUi 
([cuntuoi olbirdMwiUtiDa ceriiin number of yetrt; wlijch btrllw 
{u Mr. ihilmc obtervci} siracr^tly irrlve 'Mn • link gock ilba 
tboee of a 'iiirmcr^ Umbt, all Miihhi Ike tame mouth fii-rliapa.'*' 
Tbcae llarmooltl* (to ullctl from the name of tbelr ae(Ucnieot) 
ore re|Me*entrtl u a miurkably flourhhlng, ploiit, Sod i|ulet 
people. See the variotu recent wrilem on America. ' 

* JacobTouson. accordins to Ur. Pupc, waiicciislomcd to call 


But whether reverend Rapp tearn*d this, in Germany 
Or no, is said bis sect is rich aod g^lyl" ' 

Pious and pure, beyond w bat I can term an^ . ^ 

Of ours', although tbry propagate’ more broadly.. 
My.ob|eiiion '$ to his title, riot hfsnlual, 

Although 1 wonder bow it grew habitual. 

^ XTtXtll. ^ 

But R.ipp is the ireversc of /.calops matrons, » 

. Who favour, mblgr^ Malllms, generation— > ^ n 

(Professors of tbot genial- art, antf patrons 
Of all the modest part of propagstion ; 

Which after b!l at such a desperate rate runs, 

I That half its prodQCc tends to emigration, * •.' 

I That sad result of passions and potatoes — ' 

I Two weeds w Inch pose our economic Catos. 

xxxvm. . , 

* Had Adeline read Malthusf I can't tell; [ment, 

I wish she bad : his book 's the eleventh conimend- 
Wliich says, “Thou shall not marry,”' unless «W/; 

IbU he (asfarws 1 can understand} meant. 

’T is not my purpose on ins views to dwell, ' 

Nor canvass what ** so einiocnt a hand ** Otoant ; * 

But certes' it conducts ta lives ascetic ^ 

Or turning marrbgc into arithmetic. 

xxxtx. 

But Adeline, who probably presumed 
That Jugn had enough of maintenance. 

Or separate ihaintcnancc, in case T was doom’d — 

As on Uie whole it is an e\cn chance 
Tlial bridegrooms, after, they are fairly groom*d. 

May retrograde a little in tlie dance. 

Of marriage— (which might form a painter’s fame, . 
Like Holbcin'b Dance of Death” * — buf.'t is the 
same);— 

XL. t'. 

But Adeline determineil Juan’b wedding 
In her own mind, and that *s cfiough for woman : 
But then, with wliom? There was the sage. .Miss 
Reading, < v . [Knowinan, 

Miss Raw, Miss Flaw, Miss Show man, and Miss 
And the two fair I'c-liciresses Cntbedding. 

Siic deem’d Ips merits something more than com- 
All these were unobjectionable matehes, [mon : 
Aud might go on, jf well wound up^ like watdics. 

XI.I. 

There was Miss Millpond, smooth as sumoier’s sea, 
Tint usual paragon, an only daughter, 

XVbo seem’d the cream of cquau^iity, (water 

Till skimm’(f—;Bnd tiirn them was>« some milk aod 


bU wnim “abta |>oeB.’* “porwM of ltc>og«r.'* «iul e«peci4ltr 
“eminfiil hinU*.T Aidd Corro^iuaJcDce. etc., «lc.— (*' Fcrlups 
I rtiould my»plf be mneb betlrr pleated. If I were fold you called 
me your klUc friend, ibtn If yon cooipliineoled roe with Ibe title 
of I 'sre»t' Reuiu*.''or aii 'eDioetithiDd.'ai Jacob does all hi* 
author*.**—/’^’ to .itreir J 

) (See O'iwjeir* Cariwitke ol Ulerattrre, Nrw-Serlcs, vid. iL 
p. sot., and the Pieterianon iirrAied ta Mr. Dpuce'a valuable cdl* 
lion of rtollar a l>aoec o( Heath } 
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With a slight shade of blue too, it might be, - 
Beneath the rorfdc^; bat what did it matter? 
Love riotous/l«it marriage should have quiet, 
And, being consumptive, live on a milk diet. 


And then there was tbe^tUss Audacia Shoestring, 

A dashing demoisetle of good estate, 

Whose heart was fix'd upon a star or blue string; 

But whether English dukes grew- rare of late, 

Or that she had not harp'd upon the true string, 

By which such sirens can-attr^ct our great. 

She took up with $omo foreign younger brother, . 

A Russ or Turk — the one ’s as good as t' other. 

XLIII. • • . 

And then there was — but why should 1 go on, 
Unless the ladies should go oft ? — there was 
Indeed a certain fair and fairy one, 

Of the best clas^ and heller than her class-* 
Aurora Rabf, a young star who shone 
O'er life, too sw eet an image for stich glass, 

A lovely being,' scarcely form'd or moulded, 

A rose with all its sw cetest leaves yet folded ; • 

XLIV. 

Rich, noble, but an orphan ; left an only 
Child to the care of guardians goOd and kind; 

But still her aspect had an air so lonely! 

Blood ia not water ; and w here shall we find 
Feelings of youth like those which overthrown He . 

. By death, when we are left; alas I behind, 

To feel, in friendless palaces, a home 
Is wanting, and our best ties in the tomb? . 

XLV. V 

Early in years, ahdyet more infantine 
In figtnre', she had something of strblime 
lo eyes whicli sadly shone, as seraphs’ shine. 

All youth— but with an aspect beyond time; 
Radiant and grave— as pitying man's decline; 

Mournful — but mournful of another's crime, 

She look’d as if she sat by Eden's door. 

And grieved for those who could, return no more. 

" ILVI. ' 

She was Q Catholic, too, sincere, austere, 

As far as her ow*n gentle heart allow’d, 

And deem’d that fallen worship far more dear 
Perhaps because 't was fallen : her sir^s were proud 
Of deeds and days when they had fill’d the ear * 
Of nations, «od had nuver bent or bow’d 
To novel power ; and as* she was the last, 

She held their oid/ftitlfand old feelings fast. 

• ILVII, V 

She gazed upon a world she scarcely knew, 

As seeking not to know it ;^ilent, lone, 

Asgrows a fiovucr, thus quietly she grew. 

And kept her heart serene within Us^one. 

There was we in the homage which’ she drew; 


Her spirit seem’d as seated m a throne 
Apart from the siirrcMiiidlc world, imi strong i 
In its own strengtli-^^if^itrange in one so ymingl 
• itsiu. 

Now it so happen'd,*!*!) the^ra'talogue 
Of Adeline, Aurora .wt>s omitfeUV 
Although her birth qpd wealth had given her vogue 
Beyond' ^le e^rmers we liS!ve already ette^ ; 

Her beauty pLso se^'d to forfp no clog 
Against heV. beuiV.f>)e^Moh'd as Well fitted, 

. B)i’ man/ virtues, t(abe w(u‘tb tire trouble * 

I Of single gentie^n p bo woulddie double. 


.'-v XUX/4« 


And this omission, Ifke-lharof the thUt 
Of Brutus at the pagp^ifl of Tiberhis, • ; 

Made Juan wonder, as no doubt he must. 

This he expj^ss'd Ifalf sniiling-an^lialf sek-ibus; 
When AdelinVrcpbcd with sohtf djiiist. 

And wi'lhuoir,' to sa/ tllc1^tft«i|n^(d-ihus. 

She roarveird '^hat he tae^fh Vudi a |M)y 
As that pri^, silent, cold Au^fa Raby^ 

Juan rqoln’d— She wao a Catholic,*^ >. 

. And therefore fittest, as 6f his persiOsMn ;, / 
Since he was st^e his mother would fall sick. 

And the Pope tliAndcr cxcommunicalioh, 

If ” But here* AdeUue, .who s^ci^’d to pique 

Herself cxtrcmel/*oh the.inoc^ti<m. 

Of othert' with her own' opinions, w^ted*^ 

As usuaf-^UKTsainc reason whlelistiO Iktc dk). 


And wherefore not ? A reasonable irakou, 

If good, js none the w’orse for repetition ; 

If bad, the best way *s certainly tp t^^sc gn. 

And amplify : you lose much fay condipron, 
Whereas insisting in or out of seaeoA ' 

Convinces all oien, even k politiriarf?* . • 

Or — whal Is just the sfime— it wrarice out* 

So tbeeiid ’s gaih’d, wli^'t signifies the routed 

H’hy Adeline had this slight prejudice-^ . , . 

For'prejudioe it was— assinst a creauirc , 

As pure as sanctity itself from vice, > 

tVith all the added diarni ofTo'rm and feature, . 
For me Jippcars a queMion far too nice. ' ' 

.Since AdeKne Wgs liberal by nature; 

But natur^ ’s'hkture^and has more caprices 
Tlian I havNime,-or will, to take to pieecs. 

! **‘- LI1I. 

, •» 

Pcrhvps she did not, Hke the quiet w ay 
I Wiht'which Aurora on tb^c baubles look'd, 
Whi^fbdrm mnstpOoplein thefrearlierday : 

I Fdr there ar»fe>v-things by mankind iesS brook’d, 
I And womankind fodv-jf we so -umy say, 

I' Than finding thus their genius stapd rebuked. 


I See Tacilm. t. »1. " 
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bybOn s works. . 


Like “ AntlimV* b» ' 

Who look iipein th^»B 


by Ibe few 
It tonlo. 


n was not envy— 

llerjdacc wasfarJ^eTonfl^l^*anfl ■ • 

jl was not scorn-^wJli’h.l* 0 |flA not 11^*1 op one 


„ One ; 

la her itiind. 


to fUd. 


jl was not scorn-»wnirn.rvant »iw\ 113 * 1 ^ v 
Whosf CTSatapt/dU/j^*^^*^PS#^ 
it was not jealoAy, I ihwk ;M)ut stmiT 
FoIIq^ii^ Ihc “ ignp*^ui''’.o^wekiod." 

It was not-:^ — ^ul *l ijt fito? aloe I' 

To say what ft wa6,not,lhkfr wha#H wm. 

>■ ?. otv.v . ^ - . 

I.ittle Aiirora tom’esfie was-tfic tlleme 
Of such tIiscoMlon. way there a guest ; _ 

A beauteous ripple of Ute btiSiaiit stream 
Of rank and youth, though purerAhap the rest, 
Which^ow'd oqjfor a mujiignt >? 

Time slii^ jfij)opj^t olgp jHP 1» sjufkljeg crest. 
Had slie^w|ftjil*,ttoKOuld bav^CiJinly smiled— 
She had io^J^, or n(tfc, of the cld|>*- ^ 

'• 

The da.shing an^ proud a jji-of Adeline 
luipoardh^pjiitjtef 

Much as she woulii lia»e awn a gl«u!r-*orm shine, 
Tlien turn'tjunlo the Mar* for Wlier, rays. 

Juan w as someJbiB)! she could p9tdh‘«f- •.■«t. 

Being no-sto f"jl»e.'tf»’ ’V>rld’i wpys j, . ^ 
Yctshew'wmiWngdMdl'^byth® •< 

Because pinjier jaiUi on t^uljf., 

tvii. 

His fame too,l-efor he had that kind of fame 
tv hich moeliUies plays the deuce wiftiwomnnkind, 

A hctcrogm^rutmais ofgloribnjlilanie, 

Half .vjr»ues.»n(V»holg«iices.heins rombihed ; 
Faulu wdiWsUrwt l^aUsf.tliey are not um'o; 

Follies ,triS5a oht go l^^ thCT blind : 

These stsi^ upon her «ai,ifii^)',*au|Pi;r,s*b>''' 

Such was her col^nessto^ hj^^flfrjipisMsiojB 

. '• ,ivm. ■ c ■ ;*•< 

Juan knew nought of and) A.hhafacter-y ' » » 

High( j-rt resembling «»»t,l>H.lii»t HaW^l 
Yet e.nch.was radiant fa her proper s|diOr«t 
Tlie islaiid girl, bred up lone aea, 
hUirc warm, as lovely, and i>p( 1^ sincere, 

Was fiaiurc’s ail ; Aurora,c^ulil,not bg, . • ' , 

Norwould.bothus:— Ihediflplmc^Io ptgo ,v ' 

Was such as lies between q flowe? ^ 

LIX. . 

Usving wound up with this sublime 
Metbii^ wc may proceed upoi»9’^r '* A, 

And, M my Wend Scott ‘:lSP®d ^ 

\ ^ ^ ' 

Ih M ffliMbi . < 

• tt arUon-cti ^ |werrt-note oWtoftlt— ^ 

•• iu^ m»l*t nktbln lIiM 
T^Sootfnd of BIT toMfUr t ^oW«*i * 


Scott, the snperlalivgofmycon^rativ'e— • ‘ 

Scott, wlio edn pdB»ryo«K*iri5tjo1iMtlglrtWSa>aeen, 
Serf, lord, man, wirii such skill o»«olte«S>ulll share 
it, if ' '• 

There liad not been one Shgkspeare and Voltaire,'' 

Of one or both of w hom lie sce^s the heir. 

LX. 

1 say, in my slight way I fnny prdeert 
To play upon the surface ofhumaiiity. 

I write tlie world, nor <wrr1f llie world beeiji 
At least foe t)<i$ 1 oeimo^pare its vanity.' . 

My Muse halli infd, aiid^l perhaps maj||iirced, 

More foes by this ss4Se scroll : Vhen I tiHgan it, I 
Thouglit that it iniglil turnout sd— nor 1 Jiior ij. 

But still I am, or was, a pretty [fobt. 

"1 |h • 

W LXl. 

The conference or congress ( for it ended' . . 

' As congresses of laledo) of the l.kdy^ , 

Adeline and Don Jdan rather Wendeif 
Some acids vkith.tlie sweets— for she was heady; 
But, ere the matter could be marr’d or mended, 

* Tlie silvery bell rang, not for,“_dliilier ready,” 

But for that hour, call’d half-hour, given th dress, 
Tliougli ladies’ robes seem scant enotigh for less. 
LXn. 

Great things were now; to be achieved at table, . 

WiUi massy plale for armour, knives anif forl\S 
P’op weapons; but what Muse since Homer ’s nble 
( His feasts are not tlie worst part of liis workp ) 
To draw up in array a single d. 1 y-bill 
Of modern dinners? where moVe mystery lurks, 

In soups or sauces, o»*a sole ragoUt, 

Than witclies, h— dies, os physicians, brewi 

* . - lim. 


There was a'gapdly ‘‘■soupe’a la koiuir /’smme,” ■ , 
Tliough Cod knows, whence •il'Came: front; tlu re 
A turbot ftir rclictof tliose’ wjiocroin, ^ ( was, h'O, 
Relieved with "dindoit ii la Periginus;” .. 

Tlierealso .wag tlie pinner that I ani! 

How shall I get tliis gourmand st^ina lliroagh ! 

“ Soupe ii la Bea'uveau,” w hose relief w as dory . 
Relieved itself by pork, foe 'grater glory 

LtflT. 

But I siiMst crowd all into grand mess ^ 

Or mass ; for sliauld I stretch hilo detiit. 

My Muse wbUlda-un much ^re into,^’css. 

Than whep.some squeamish peoJile_,dee!ii her frail. 
But Ihougli fi “ bonue vivanteT’ C'E*'** oaiifess 
Ha stomach ’s not her peccanf part; this tale 
Jlowcver doth require Sdiiie'sliglit Afection, 
just to relievo her spirits frdin dejertioa/' 

' kT - \. tA r- 

1 1 S« Almiiwchtoioari^ code Qou’nnmd, -k Cuiwuler 
Royal, elc., etc,] • ?> ^ ' • . 
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LIV. 

Fowls “a la Cond^/' slices eke of salmon, 

With “ sauces Genevoises,” and haunch of Tcnison ; 
Wines too, which might again have slam young Am- 
mon — 

A man like whom I hope we sha'n't see many soon ; 
They also set a glazed Westphalian ham on,* 
Whereon Apicius would bestow his benison ; 

And then there was champagne with foaming whirls, 
As white as Cleopatra's melted pearls. 

LXVI. » 

'Ihen there was God knows what **a I'Allemande,” 
“A rBspagnole,” ‘‘ timbolle,” and “salpicon,” — 
With things I can't withstand or understand, 
Yhough swallow'd with much zest upon the whole ; 
And ** entremets’* to piddle with at hand. 

Gently to lull down the subsiding soul ; 

While great Luculius* Robe triomphale muffles — 

( Then *s fame ) — young partridge lillets,. deck'd with 
truffles. ' 

LXVII. 

What arc the fiUeU on the victor’s brow 
To these ? They arc rags or dust. Where is the 
Which nodded to the nation's spoils below? { arch 
Where the triumphal chariots' haughty march? • 
Gone to where victories must like dinners go. 

Farther 1 shall not follow the research ; 

But ohi ye modern heroes with your cartridges, 
When will your names lend lustre e'en to partridges ? 

IXVIII. 

Those truffles too arc no bad accessories, 

Follow’d by ** pelits puits d'amour’* — a dish 
Of which perhaps the cookery rather varies, 

So every one may dress it to his wish, 

According to the best of dictionaries, 

Which encyclopedize both flesh and fish ; 

But even sans ** confitures,'* it no less true is, 

There 's pretty picking in those **petits puits.** ■ 
txix. 

The mind is lost in mighty conteinplatlon 
Of intellect expanded on two courses ; 

And indigestion's grand multiplication 
Requires arithmetic beyond my forces. 

Who would suppose, from Adam's simple ration, > 
"Hiat cookery could have call’d forth such resources 
As form a science and a nomenclature 
From out the commonest demumis of nature ? 

LXX. 

The glasses jingled, and the palates tingled ; 

The diners of celebrity dined well; 

The ladies with more moderation mingled 
In the feast, pecking less tJian I can tell ; 


Also the younger men too t for a springald 
Can't, like ripe age, in gormandize excel. 

But tiunkslefs of good eating than tlte whisper' 
(When seated next him) of some pretty lisper. 

LXXI. 

Alas! I most leave undescribed the gibier, 

The salmi, the consomm^, the purde. 

All which I useto makemy rhymes run glibber 
Than could roast beef in our rough John Bull way; 
1 must not introduce even a spare rib here, 

** Bubble and squeak** would spoil my liquii| lay : 
But 1 luive dined, and must forego, alas! 

The cliaste description even of a **b^sse;*^ 

LXXII. 

And fruits, and ice, and all that art refines 
From nature for the service of the goi^t— 

Taste or the gout , — pronounce il as inclines 
Your stomacli ! Ere you dine, the French will do.-. 
But after, there are sometimes certain signs 
Which prove plain English truer of the two. 

Hast ever had die gout ? 1 have not had it — 

But I may liave, and you too, reader, dread it. 

LXXII1. 

The simple olives, best allies of wine, 

Must I pass over in my bill of fare ? ^ 

I must, although a favourite ** plat '* of mine 
III Spain, and Lucca, Athens, every where : 

On them and bread 't w'as oft my luck to dine, ' . 

The grass my table-cloth, in open air, 

On Sunium or llymettus, like Diogenes, 

Of whom half my philosophy the progeny is. * 

LXXIV, 

Amidst this tumult of fish, flesh, and fowl. 

And vegetables, all in masquerade, 

The guests were placed according to their roll. 

But various as the various meats display'd : 

Don Juan sat next an.**k I'EspagnoIc **— 

No damsel, but a disli, as hath been said ; 

But so far like a lady, that *t was drest 
Superbly, and contain'd a world of zest. 

LXXV. 

By some odd chance, too, he was placed between . 

Aurora and the Lady Adeline — 

A situation difficult, I ween, * 

For man therein, with eyes and heart, to dine. 
Also the conference which we have seen 
' Was not such as to encourage him to shine; 

For Adeline, addressing few words to him, [him. 
With two transcendent eyes seem'd to look through 

LXXVI. 

1 sometimes almost think that eyes have ears : 

This much is sure, tbati out of earshot, things 


' < A diih *' k U LdcuIIus.” This hero, who conqi>e«^ the East, 
has left his more exletHled celebrity to the IrtnsplaoUihiu of che^ 
lies (which he first brou(tbt into Europcy. ami the Domeocialurv 
of some very good dishes ;<^and I am not sure ihat ( b.vrins iiirti.. 
Sesttoa) he has not done more Krvice ir> mankind hy hi* cookery 


tlisn by his conqiievt*. A cherry-tree may wdah a^aian a bloody 
laurel < besfda, he has cootrlved to earn celehriiy from l>oth. 

* ** Pettis pnUad’amour.^iamls de ci>afiitirrs.“->-a ciassicaJ and 
w eil-known dish (or |art of ibe fiank of a second course. 

» ( Sec Moure's .Notloea .] 
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Ar< somrliow ochocd lo the pretty dears, [springs. 

Of .which I can’l tell whence tl)cir knowledge 
Like that same mystic music of the spheres, . 

Which ru> one heats, so loudly though it rings, 

’T is wonderful how oft the sex have heard 
I.ong dialogues — which pass'd without a word! 
LXJLTII. 

Aurora sat With that indilTerenco 
Which piques a prcuxclievalier—as.it ought : 
Of^all offences that *8 tlie worst offence, ^ 
Which seems to hint you are not worth a thought. 
Now Juan, though no coxcomb in pretence. 

Was not exactly pleased to be so caught; 

Like a good ship entangled among ice, 

And after so^mucli excellent adtioe. 

LXXVlIt. 

To his gay nothings, nothing was replied. 

Or something which was nothing, as urbanity 
Required. Aurora scarcely look’d aside. 

Nor even smiletl enough for any vanity. 

The devil was in the girl ! Could it be pride? 

Or modesty; or absence, or inanity ? 

Heaven knows ! Rut Adeline's malicious eyes 
Sparkled with her successful prophecies, 

' LXXtX. 

And look'd as much as if to say, I said it ; " 

A kind of triumph 1 'll not recommend, 

Recause it sometimes, as I tiave seen or read it, 

Roth in the case of lover and of friend. 

Will pique a gentleman, for his own credit, 

To bring what was a jest to a serious end : 

For all men prophesy what i.v or teas. 

And hate those who won't let them come to pass. 

LXXX. 

Juan was drawn thus into solne attentions, 

Slight but select, and just enough to express, 

To females of perspicuous comprehensions, 

'fhat he would rather make them more than less. 
Aurora at the last (so history mentions, 

Tliough probably much less a fact than guess) 

So far relax'd her thoughts from their sweet prison, 
As once or twice to smile, if not to listen. 

LXXXI. 

From answering she began to question : this 
With her was rare; and Adeline, who as yet 
Thought her predictions went not much amiss, 

Regan to dread ^e *d thaw to a coquette— 

So very diflicult, they say, it is 
To keep ext reniM from meeting, when once set 
In motion ; but she here loo much refined — 

Aurora's spirit was not of that kind. 

Lxxxn. 

But Juan had a sort of winning way, 

A proud humility, if such there be. 


Which sho w'd such deference to .what females say, 

As if each charming word were a decree. 

Hjs tact, too, temper'd him from grave to gay , 

• And taught him when to be reserved or free : 

He had the art of drawing people out, • 

Without their seeing what he was aboitt. 

• LXXXllt. 

Aurora, who in her indifTerence 
Confounded him in common with the crov^ 

Of natterers, though she deem'd he had more sense 
Than whispering foplings, or than witlings loud— 
Commenced (from such slight tilings will great com- 
mence) 

• To feel that flattery which attracts the prCKid 
Rather by deference than compliment, 

And wins even by a delicate dissent. 

LXXXIV. 

And then he had good looks; — that point was carried 
Arm. CON. amongst the women, which I grieve 
To say leads oft to fritn. con. witli the married— 

A case v^hich to the juries we may leave, 

Since with digressions we too long have tarried. 

Now tliough vve kno^' of old that looks deceive. 
And always have done, somehow these good looks 
Make more' impression than the best of books 

LXXXV. 

Aurora, who look'd more ou liooks than faces. 

Was very young, although so very sage. 

Admiring more Minerva than the Graces, 

Especially upon a printed page. 

But Virtue's self, with all her tightest laces, 

Has not the natural stays of strict old age; 

And Socrates, that model of all duty, 

Own'd to a pendiant, though discreet, for beauty. 

LXXXVI.. 

And girls of sixteen are thus far Socratic, 

But innoccnlfy so, as Socrates; 

And really, if the sage sublime and Attic 
At seventy years had phantasies like these, 

'Which Plato in his dialogues dramatic 

Has shown, 1 know not why they should displease 
In virgins — always in a modest way, 

Observe; for that with me ^s a “sine qud."* 

’ Lxxxvn. 

Also observe, that, like the great I.ord Coke , 

(See Littleton), whene’er I havq express'd 
Opinions two, which at first right may look 
Twin opposites, the second the best. - 
Perhaps I have a third too, in a nook,* 

Or none at all— w hich seems a sorry jest : * 

But if'a writer should be quite consistent, 

Uowr could be possibly show things existent? 

, LXXXVIII. 

If people'contradict themselves, can 1 * 


• Subsiidilur '‘ non ; *' omiltcd lor ibe sake of euplaNiT* 
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Help contradicting Uiem, and every body/ ' 

Kven my veracious self tfaat 's a lie ; 

I never did so, never will — how should 1 ? 

He who doubts all things nothing can deny : [muddvi 
Truth’s fountains may be clear — her streams are 
And cut through such canals of contradiction, 

That she must often navigate o’er Dction. 

LXXXIX. 

Apologue, fable, poesy, and parable. 

Are false, byt may be render’d also true 
By those who sow them in a land that ’s arable.. 

*T is wonderful what fable will not do! 

*T is said it makc$ reality more bearable : , 

But what "s reality? Who has its due? 
Philosophy? No : she too much reiects. 

Religion? Tes; but which of all her sects? 
xc. 

^me millions roust be wrong, that’s pretty dear; 

Perhaps it may turn out that all were right. 

God help us !* Since we have need on onr career 
To keep our holy beacons alw'ays bright, 

'T is time that some new prophet should appear, 

Or old indulge man with a second sight. 

Opinions wear out in some thousand years, . 
Without a small refreshment trom the spheres, 
xci. 

But here again, why will 1 thus entangle 
Mysclt with metaphysics? None can hate 
So much as I do any kind of wrangle; 

And yet, such is my folly, or my fate, 

1 always knock my head against some angle 
About the present, past, or future state : 

Yet I wish well to Trojan and to Tyrian, 

For 1 was bred a moderdte Presbyterian. 

xcn. 

But though I am a temperate theologian, 

And also meek as a metaphysician. 

Impartial between Tyrian and Trojan, 

As KIdon ' on a lunatic commission, — 

In politics my duly is to show John ** 

Bull something of the lower world's condition. 

It makes my blood boil like the springs of Recl^,* 

To see men let these scoundrel sovereigns break law. 
xcui. 

But politics, and policy, and piety, 

Are topics which 1 spinetimes introduce, • 
Not only for the sake of their variety. 

But as subservient to a moral use; 

Because my business is to dress society, 

And stuf^f with sage that very verdant goose. * 

And now, that we may furnish with some matter all 
Tastes, we are going to try the supernatural. 


•' XCIV. 

And now I will give up all argument; 

And positively henceforth no temptation 
Shall “fopl me to Uie top up of my bent: * 

Yes, I ’ll begin a thorough reformation, • 

Indeed, I never Knew what people meant 
By deeming that n)y Muse’s conversation’ 

Was dangerous ;-rI think she Is as harmless 
As some Vho labour more and yet may charm less, 
xcv. 

Grim reader I did you ever see a ghost I ‘ 

No; but you have heard— I understand— be dumb! 
And don’t regret the time you may have lost, 

For you have got that pleasure still to come : . - 
And dq not think I mean to sneer at most • « 
Of these things, or by ridicule henpmb 
That source of the sublime and the mysterious : — 
For certain reasons, my belief is serious. '' 
xcvi. 

Serious? , You laugh;— you may : that will ] not; 

• My smiles must be sincere, or not at ail. 

I say I do believe a haunted spot 
. Exists— and where ? That shall I not recall, 
Because I ’d rather it should be forgot, 

“Shadows the soul of Richard may appal. 

In short, upon that subject I 've seme qualms very 
Like those of the philosopher of Malnisbury *.■ 
xevn. 

The night— (I sing by night- sometimes an owl. 
And now and then a nightingale) — is dim. 

And the loud shriek of sage Minerva’s fowl 
Rattles around me her discordant hymn : 

Old portraits from old walls upon me .scowl—, 

I wish to heaven they would not look so grim; 

The dying embers dwindle in the grate— 

I think too that 1 have sate up too late : 
xcviii. 

And therefore, though *t Is by no means my way , 

To rhyme at noon — when 1 have other things 
To think of, if 1 ever think — Isay *' 

I feel some chilly midnight shudderings,' 

And prudently postpone, until mid-day, 

Treating a topic which, alas ! but brings 
Shadows;— but you must be in my condition 
Before you learn to call this superstition. 

xcix. 

Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 

’Twlxt night and morn, upon the horizon’s verge. 
How little do we know that which wc are ! 

How less what we may be! The eternal surge 
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar 


* (John Scott, Earl of Eldoo. ChMicdlor of England (wllh ibe 
InlerrupUon o( fuurie«o ntonlhi) from ISOl to 4 S 80 .] 

* Heda in a iaminu lioHpriog lo IcclUKl. 

^ Hamlet, Atft ill. Sc. ii. • * 

* f **lr’ibe lipoMla rial, tlwdoift lo-a1(tbt 

Uansimck nior* (error la ibc mwI «r lUcturd 


Ti»o CIO Ibe nbctai^ of ise (tieaaa^ Midler*,' Mr. 

UtUri III ] 

’ Hobbei :’Wbo. doubling of bU own eonl, paid Uial complimeot 
lo the aouU of other people as lu decline Itaclr vlsiU, of wbicb he 
had eome apprebemioa. 
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Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge, 

Lash’d from the foam of ages ; while the graves 
Of empires heave but like some passing waves. ■ 


DON JUAN. 

CknTQ TIIR SIXTBBUTH. 

' I 

The antique Persians taught three useful things— 
To draw the bow, to ride, and speak the truth. • 
This was the mode of Cyrus, best of kings— 

A mode adopted since by modern youth. 

Bows have they, generally wilh two strings; 

Horses they ride without remorse or ruth; 

' At speaking truth perhaps they are less clever. 

But draw tlie long bow better now than ever, 

n. 

Tlie cause of this effect, or this defect, — 

“ For this effect defective comes by cause,"— ■ 

Is » hat I have not leisure to inspect ; 

But this I must say in my own applause. 

Of all the Muses that I recollect, 

Whate’er may be her follies or her flaws 
In some things, mine ’s beyond all contradiction 
The most sincere tJtat ever dealt in fiction. 

III. , 

And as slip treats all things, and ne'er retreats 
From any thing, tliis epic will contain 
A wilderness of the most rare conceits, 

Which you might elsewhere hope to find in vain. 
T is true there be some bitters with the sweets. 
Yet mix’d so slightly, that you can't complain. 

But wonder they so few are, since my tale is 
“ De rebus cunctis et quibusdam olijs.” 

IT. 

But of all truths which she has told, the most 
True is that which she is about to tell. 

I said it wai a story of a ghost — 

What then? 1 only know it so befell. 

Have you explored the limits of the coast. 

Where all Uiedwellers of the earth must dwell? 
T is time to strike such puny doubters dumb as 
The sceptics who would not believe Columbus. 


• [•'Xan'i lir« i« nte • ac»rr9W-nlBbiy klBfl 

Tb*i. MmIIdc Io wbltc by lh« art ycM «1(, 

' n«i9Hi«Ubr4otr<Bffntna«.UwMlamt 

iteft frooi IlM tionn . <■ ramforl urrylaf . 

R«rt dtd U M 

nict Mi. p«*Mi on rroB (ntdtecoM; 

Hat whtimi M eano wt knsw a«(, Bor Mi*M 
* WhlttacrUfOM. emi Uutlr*oal«Bliblng 
The bnoMR aoul : not BtMtr OBtBbw* 

White 10 Ibe body loflffd. ber wMW 
* toi fr«MD wheMforM ibeniiK, «b>t no or w«il 

(M bar d«b*riBre wtite. m belb »b*w it." 

WflBMWOlTa. 1 

• Xraophon.CfTOt). 

) llamlel. Actll.So. ii. 

i (”That ilie dead *re »een no mM IidUc. “ I «Hl jiol 

uodrrUbe to ziulDtaln. aKiinst (he coo current and unraried teali- 


WORKS. . 

' * V. 

Some people would impose now with authority, 
Turpii^s or Monmouth Geoffry’a Chronicle; 

Men whose historical superiority 
Is always greatest at a miracle. 

But Saint Augustine has the great priority. 

Who bids all men believe the impossible, 

, Because ’t is so. Who nibble, scribble, quibble, be 
I (^iets at once with impossibiie.** 

VI. 

And tlierefore, mortals, cavil not at all; 

Believe : — >lf *t is improbable, you mus4; 

Arid if it is impossible, you sAall : 

*T*ts always best to take things upon trust. 

1 do pot speak profanely, to recall 
Those holier mysteries which the wise and just 
Receive as gospel, and which grow more rooted. 
As all truths must, the more they are disputed : 

VII. 

I merely mean to say what Johnson said, 

' That in the course of some six thousand years, 
i All n&tiops have believed that from tiie dead 
i A visitant at intervals appears^ * 
i And what is strangest upon this strange head, 

Is, that whatever bar; the reason rears 
'Gainst such belief, there 's something stronger still 
In its behalf, let those deny who will. 

VIII. 

The dinner and the soir^ too were done, 

The supper too discuss'd, the dames admired, 

The banqueteers had dropp’d off one by one — 

The song was silent, and the dance expired : 

The last thin petticoats were vanish’d, gone 
Like fleecy clouds into Uic sky retired, 

And notliing brighter gleam’d through the saloon 
Tlian dying tapers— and the peeping moon. 

rx. 

The evaporation of a joyous day 
Is like the last glass of chiarapagne, without 
The foam wbicli made it| virgio bumper gay ; 

Or likd a system coupled with a doubt : 

Or like a soda bottle when its spray 
Has sparkled and let half its spirit out ; 

Or like a billow left by storms behind. 

Without the animation of the wind; 


roony ot ill jtod of ili nallon*. Tbm i« no people, nide ot 
learned, amonf^ whom appeHtioos of Uio dead are not related ami 
beJteved. Titit optirionT which prerdiU as far as human nature 
ia dirrused, could become anivcrsal only by iU Irulb; * those that 
never heard of one another, would not have attrecd in a tale wbicii 
Dothinft but Mpertrnce can <n|Jte rrcdiblc. That It ia doubted liy 
aiogle cavUJera, can very IKlIc weaken tbk? gcnerllevldenwj; and 
gome, who deny it with their tonguea, coafm II wUh Uidr fears.” 
I —fiattelat. 

* TbU U a reere wpbltirT : all ngw ftiMi all nsllwia are m( aarrod m HiH 
pBlot, thoosb ittcit a heltrf nuf base «lst«l In jfwswif. In all 

Bin ab 4 an mUaiu. Da as wtii base util tbat fasaiufy wa« Um o»- 
• (ural and iroe aUte ol the bomsa isIim), becaosc U b«* ast^ad to aU 
tndallagw.-ClMsa.l , 
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. X. 

Or like an opiate, which brings tronbIM rest, 

Or none; or like— like nothing that I know 
Except itself;— such is Hie. human breast ; 

A thing, of which similitudes can show 
No real likeness, — like tlie old Tyrian vest 
Dyed purple, none at present can tell how, 

If from a shell-fish or from cochineal. ' 

So perish every tyrant’s robe piece-meal ! 

XI. 

But next to dressing for a rout or ball, 

Undressing is a woe ; our robe de chambre 
May sit like that of Nessus, ' and recall 
Thougtits quite as yellow, but less clear than amber. 
Titus exclaim’d, “1 ’ve lost a day!” Of all 
The nights and days most people can remember, 

( I have had of both, some not to be disdain'd, ) 

I wish they ’d stale how many they have gain’d. 

Xlf. 

And Juan, on retiring for the night, 

Felt restless, and perplex’jJ, and compromised : 
He thouglit Aurora Baby’s ey es more bright 
Tlian Adeline (such is advice) advised : 

If he had known exactly his own plight, 
lie probably would have philosophised; 

A great resource to all, and ne'er denied 
Till wanted; therefore Juan only sigh'd. 

XIII. 

He sigh'd ;— the next resource is the full moon, 
■Where all sighs are deposited; and now 
It happen’d luckily, the chaste orb shone 
As clear as such a climate-will allow; 

And Juan’s mind was in the proper tone 
To hail her with the apostrophe— “O thou!” 

Of amatory egotism the Tuism, . 

Which furtlier to explain would be a truism. 

XIV. 

But lover, poet, or astronomer, 

Shepherd, or swain, whoever may behold, 

Feel some abstraction when t}iey gaze on her : 

Great thoughts wecatch from thence ( besidesa cold 
Sometimes, unless my feelings rather err); 

Deep secrets to her rolling light are told; 

The ocean's tides and mortals' brains she sways, 

And also liearts, if there be truth in lays. 

XV. 

Juan felt somew hat pensive, and disposed 
For contemplation rather than bis pillow : 

The Gothic chamber, where he was enclosed, 

Let in the rippling sound of the lake's billow, 

With all the mystery by midnight caused : 

Below his window waved (of course) a willow; 

And he stood gazing out on the cascade 
That flash'd and after darken'd in the shade. 


• The eompoiiltiOD of Iheold Tyrian pm pic, whether from a 
aheU«lbh« or from cochineal, or troni kenrra, U »i|ll an article of 
(Ikpnie: and eveoilV colonr— eome oy purple, otbwr scartet 1 1 
wy nothing. * 


I t-' • • • .. I'T- 

t^n his table or his toilet,— irAtch 
Of these is not exactly ascertained,— 

(I state this, for I am cantious to a pitch 
Of nicety, where a fact is to be gain'd, ) . 

A lamp bnrn'd high, while he I<*snt from a niche. 
Where many a Gothic umainent remain’d. 

In chisell'd stone and painted glass, and .1II 
That time lias left our fathers of their hajl. 

XVII. 

Then, as the night was dear tliough cold, he threw 
His chamber door w ide open — and w^t forth 
Into a gallery, of a sombre hue, ' 

Long, furnish'd with ’Old pictures of great worth, 
Of knights and dames heroic and dKist^ too. 

As doubtless should be peoptc.of high birth. 

But by dim lights the portraits of the dead 
Have something ghastly, desolate, and dread. 

XVIIT. 

The forms of the grim knight and pictured saint 
Look living in the moon ; and as you turn 
Backward and forward to the eclioes faint * 

Of your own footsteps — voices from the urn 
Appear to wake, and shallows wild and quaint * 

^ Start from the frames w bicli fence their aspects 
As if to ask how you cah.dare to keep [stern, 

A vigil Uiere, where all but death sliould sle^p. 

XIX. 

And tlic pale smile of beauties in the gravf, . 

The cliarms of other days, in starlight gleams, 
Glimmer pii high ; their Ixiried locks still wave 
Along the canvass; their eyes glance tike dreams 
On ours, or spars within sonje dusky cave, 

But death is imaged in their sliadowy beams. 

A picture is the past ; even ere its frame- 
Be gilt, who sate hath ceased to be the same. 

XX. 

As Juan mused on mutability, <. 

Or on his mistress — terms synonymous — 

No sound except the echo of his sigh 
Or step ran sadly through tliat antique house ; . 
When suddenly be heard, or thought so, nigb, 

A supernatural agent — or a mouse, 

Whose little nibbling rustle w'ill ethbarrass 
Most people as it plays along the' arras. ' 

XXI. 

It was DO mouse, but lo! a monk, array'd 
In cowl and beads, and dusky garb, appear'd, 

Now in l(ie moonlight, and now lapsed in shade, 
With steps tliat trod as heavy, yet unheard ; 

His garments only a sliglit murmur made; 

He moved as shadowy as the sisters weird, * . 

But slowly ; and as he passed Juan hy, 

Glanced, w iihout pausing, on him a bright eye. 


, ■ (See OtM. BpUt. lx.] 

* bli rye*, •nri cripf« III* b«art ; 

III* itiedewi. M (ta|Mri. *— JfMbeU.] 
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xxn. 

Juan waspetriOcd; he had heard a hint /' 

Of sucl» -a spirit in these lialls of old, . 

But tlioiiulit,'like most men, ll»er«^ was nothing in ’t : 
Beyond the rumour whirJi suci» spots unfold, • 
Coin’d front surviving superstition’s mint, 

^Vhich passcs'ghosts in currency like gold, 

But rarely seen, like gold compared with paj)er. 

And did he see this ? or was it a -vapour? 

, XXllI. 

Once, twice, thrice pass’d, repass’d— the thing of air, 
Of earth beneath, or heaven, or l' oilier place ; / 

And Juan gazed upon it with a stare. 

Yet could not Sjjeak or move; but on its base 
As stands a gtalue, stood : he felt his hair 
Twine like a knot of snakes around his face; 

He tax’d his tougiie for words, which were not grunted, 
To ask llie reverend person what be wanted. 

XXIV. 

The third time, after a still longer pause, 

’ The shadow pass’d away — but where? the hall 
Was long, and thus far there was no great cause 
Td think his vanishing Unnatural : 

Doors there w£re many, through whifch I 9 the laws 
Of physics, bodies wbether short or tall 
Might oome or go ; but Juan could not stale 
Througli which the spectre seem'd to evaporate. 

XXV. 

He stood— how long he knew not, but it seem’d 
An age— expectant, powerless, with his eyes- 
Strain'd on the spot where first the figure gleam’d; 

Then by degrees recall’d his energies. 

And would have pass’d the whole off as a dream, 

But could<not wake; he was, he did surmise, 
Waking already, and return'd at length 
Back to his diamber, shorn of half bis strength. 

XXVI. 

All there was as he left it : still his taper 
Biirut, and not blue, as modest tapers use, 
Ret^eivfng sprites with sympatheiic vapour; 

He/ubb’d his eyes, and they did not refuse 
Their ofGce; be took up an old newspaper; 

The paper was right easy to peruse ; 
read an article the king attacking. 

And a long eulogy of “patent blacking.” 

XXVll. 

This savour'd of this w orld ; but his hand shook — 

He shut his door, and after having read , 

A paragraph, 1 think about Horne Tooke, 

Undrest, and rather slowly went to bed. 

There, couch’d all snugly on -his pillow’s nook, 

With what he had seen his phantasy he fed; 

And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept. 

XXVIH. 

He woke betimes ; and, as may be supposed, 

Ponder’d upon bis visitant or vision, 


^ And whether it ought not to be disclosed. 

At risk of being quizz’d for superstition. 

The more he thought, the more his mind was posod : 
In the mesm time, his valet, whose precision. 

Was great, because his masier brook’d no less, 
KnocR'd to infonn him it was time to dress. 

XXIX. 

He dress’d ; and, like young people, he was wont 
To take some trouble with his toilet, but 
This morning rattier spent less time upon 't ; 

Aside his very mirror soon was put ; 

His curls fell negligently o’er his front. 

His clothes were not curb’d to their usual cut, 

His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot was tied 
Alnx)st an hair’s breadth too much on one ;side. 

XXX. 

And when he walk’d dow n into the saloon. 

He sale him pensive o’er a dish of tea,. 

Which he perhaps had not discover'd soon. 

Had it not happen'd scalding hot to he, 

Which made him have recourse unto his spoon ; 

So much distrait he was, that all could see 
That sometiiing was the matter — Adeline 
The first — but tthai she could not well divine. 

XXXI. 

She look’d, and saw him pale, and turn'd as pale 
Herself; then hastily look’d down, and mutter'd 
Something, but what ’s not staled in my tale. 

' Lord Henry said, his muffin was ill butter'd; 

The Duchess of Filz-Fulkc play’d w ith lier veil, 

I And look’d at Juan hard, but nothing utter’d, 
j Aurora Raby with her large dark eyes 
Survey'd him witli a kind of calm surprise. 

XXXII. 

But seeing him all cold and silent still, 

And ever)' body wondering more or less, 

Fair Adeline enquired, “ If he were ill ? ” 

He started, and said, “ Yes— no— rather— yes.” 
The family physician had great skill, 

And being present, now began to express 
His readiness to feci his pulse and tell 
The cause, but Juan said, “ He was quite well.” 

XXXIII. 

“ Quite well ; yes, — no.”— These answers were mys- 
terious, 

And yet his looks appear’d lo sanction both, 
However they might savour of delirious ; - 
Something like illness of a sudden growth 
Weigh'd on his spirit, though by no means serious : 
But for the rest, as he himself seem’d loth 
To sUte the case, it might be ta’en for granted 
It was not the physician that he wanted. 

XXXIV. 

Lord Henry, who had now discuss’d his chocolate. 
Also the mufBn whereof he complain’d^ 

Said, Juan had not got his usual look elate, 

At which he marvcll'd, since it ha4 not join'd ; 
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Then ask’d h<;r Grace ^haVncws were of <hc duke of 
late^? 

Htr Grace replied* his Grace was rather paio>U 
With some slight* light, hereditary twinges.-, 

Of gout, which rusts aristocratic hinges. 

XXXT. 

Then Henry turn’d to Juan, and address’d 
A few words of condolence on-his state : 

** You look,” quoth he, as if you had had your rest 
Broke in upon by the Black Friar of late.” 

Wliat friar ? ” said Juan ; and he did his best 
To put the question with an air sedate, 

Or careless; but the effort was not valid 
To hinder him from growing still more pallid; 

XXX>'I. 

“ Oh ! ha'e you never heard of the Black Friar? ' 

The spirit of these walls? ” — “ In truth not I.” 
“Why Fame — but Faineyouknow'ssomeliiuesa liar— 
Tells an odd stoK, of w hich by and by ; 

Whether with time the spectre has grown sliyer. 

Or that our sires had a more gifted eye 
For such sights, though the tale is half believed, 

The friar of late bus not been oft perceived. 

XXXVII. 

“Tlie last time was ” — “ 1 pray,” said Adeline— 

(\^ ho watch’d the changes of Don Juan's brow. 
And (rum its context tlioiight she could divine 
Connexions stronger than he chose to avow 
With this same legend)— “ if you but design 
To jest, you ’ll choose some other theme Just now, 
Because the present tale has oft been told, 

And Is not much improved by growing. old.” 

xxxvtii. 

“Jest!” quoth Milor; “why, Adeline, you know 
That we ourselves — ’t was in the honey moon — 

Saw ’’—“Well; no matter, ’I was so long ago; 

But, come, 1 ’ll set your story to a tune.” 

Graceful as Dian, when she draws her bow, 

She seized her harp, whose strings were kindled 
soon 

As touch’d, and plaintively began to play 
The air of “ ’T was q Friar of Orders Gray.” 

XXXIX. 

“But add the words,” cried Henry, “which you mades 
For Adeline is half a poetess,” . 

Turning round to the rest, he smiling said. 

Of course the others could not but express 
In courtesy their wish to see dispby'd 
By one three talents, for there were no less— 

The voice, the iords, the harper's skill, at once 
Could hardly be United by a dunce. 


'(Oiinng a vMt L> Xcw»tead. la ISI4, toni Byron actually 
taocieil be saw Uft; ghost of the BIsck FrUr. which was supposed 
to hare baiioled the Abbey (rum Ibc Utnc of Ibe dissululion ol the 
iDouasleriea.— UOORI.] 

* [**Of ibeteaiiing supersliUoni. one o( the most beautiful iailie 
IrtiL Qelioo, vrblch aaiigoa to certaiu faraiUes of aucieut desceut 


XL. . 

After some fascinating licsitation,— * * 

Tlie charming of these charmers, who seem bound, 
I canTtell why, to this di.<5simulalion, — 

Fair Adeline, w ith eyes Ox'd on the ground 
At first,' tlien kindling into animation, / 

Added her sweet voice to the lyric sound, 

And sang with much simplicity,— a merit ^ 

Not the less precious, litat we seldom hear it. ‘ 

Beware! beware! of the Black Friar, 

Whositteth b>' Norman stone, *■ •' 

For lie mutters his prayer in the midnight air, 

And his ma.ss of the days that are gone. 

When the Ixird of the Hill, Anmndeville, • 
Made Norinan Church his pr^', ' ^ 

And expell'd the friars, one friar still 
Would not be driven away. 

a. . 

Though he came in his might, with King Henry’s right. 
To turn church lauds to lay, 

W'ith sword in haifd, and torch to light 
Their walls, i( the)- .said nay ; 

A monk r^ain'd, niichased, unchain’d, 

And he not seem form’d of clay. 

For he ’s s#en in the porch, and he's seen in the dmreh,* 
Though he is not seen by day. 

5. 

And whether for good, or whether for ill, 

It is not mine to say ; 

But still with the house of Amundeville , 

Heabideth night and day. 

By the marriagC'bed of their lords, 't is said, ' 

He llit.s on the bridal eve; 

And ’t is held as faith, to their bed of death . . 
lie comes— but not to grieve. , 

4 

When an heir is born, he 's heard to mourn, 

And when might is to befall 
That ancient line, in the pale moonshine 
He walks from hall to liall. * 

His form you may trace, but not bis face, 

*T is shadow’d by the' cowl ; 

But his eyes may be seen from the folds between, 

And they seem of a parted soul. ' » 

8. 

But beware! beware of the Black Friar, 

He still retains his sway, 

For he is yet tlie cliurch’s heir, 

Whoever may be the lay. 

Amundeville is lord by day. 

But the mOnk is lord by night ; 


and dUUoguUhtd rank, ihc privilege of a Baiwhie, whoM office 
U lo appear, seemingly tiiuurniuK, while >be •do ounces tnc ap- 
proaching death of some one of Uie desUned race. The subject 
has been lately, and beauilfuUy, investigated by Mr. Crolhm 
CroXer, inhisi'airy Legends.''— Si> W. Scott, 1829.] 
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?(or wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question that friar's right. 

8 . 

Say nought to him as i)c walks the haJ], 

And lie ’ll say nought to you-, , 

Re sweeps along in his dusky pdll, 

As o’er ihe gross the dew. 

Tlien grahimercy ! for tlie Black Friar 
Heaven sain him ! fair or foul, • 

And whatwe'er may be his prayer, 

Let ours be for bis soul. 

' XLL 

The lady’s voice ceased, and the thrilling wires 
Died frOih the touch that kindled them to sound ; 
And the pause follow’d, whicli'whcti song expires 
Pefvades a moment those who listen round; 
AiKl.then of course Uie circle much admires, 

Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound, 

The tones, the feeling, and the execution, 

To the performer’s difSdent confusion. 

XLII. 

Fair, Adeline, thougli in a careless way, 

As if she rated sue)) accximplishment 
As the mere pastime of an idle day, % 

> Pursued an instaut for her own content,* 

"Would BOW and then as *t were without display. 

Yet tctlh display in fact, at times relent 
To such performances with haughty smile. 

To show sVie oouid, if it were worth her while. 
xLni. 

Now this (but we will whisper it aside) 

Wa£— pardon the pedantic illustration— > 
Tran)pling on Plato’s pride with greater pride, 

As did tlie Cynic on some like occasion; 

Deeming the sage would be much mortilied, 

Or thrown into a philosophic passion, 

For a s|)oilt carpet— but the ** Attic Bee” 

. Was much consoled by his owu repartee. ‘ 

. XLIV. 

Thus' Adeline would throw into the shade 
(By doing easily, whene’er she chose, 

Wliat dilettanti do with vast parade) 

Their sort of half profession; for it grows 
To«omething like this when too oft display’d; 

And tliat it is so, every body knows, 

Who liave heard Miss That or This, or Lady T'other, 
Show oil— to please their company or mother. 


> I Ihink that It uvu a carpet on which niogn^ca (rod, with- 
in Thus Uratiipic uD the prUc of Plato!**— “ Wiib grealer pride,** 
as the other replieO., Bat aa carpets are meant to be-tn>dden 
upon»niy nieinof7 protubly missives me, abd il might be a rube, 
or ia|K*stry, or a iahle«cJoUi, or some enher expeasive anii uucy- 
ttical piece n( furniture. 

• { Fur two traosUtlooa of ibts Portuguese song, Sec onie, 
p. m.J 

> 1 remember that ibe mayoress of a prorincial town, somewhat 
sarfellcd wUb a similar display froni foreign parts, did ratlter in* 
Jocuroutly break ibruugh (he applauses of an intelligent audience 
— InielUgrat. 1 mean, aa to nmsio — (or the words, besides being in 


' ' XtV. 

Oh ! the long evenings of duets and trios! 

The admirations and the S()eculatiou8; 

The Mamma Mia’s ! and the “ Amor Mio’s ! ” 

The **Tanti palpiti's” on such occasions : 

The ^^Lasciami’s,” and quavering ’^Addio’s I ” 
Amongst our own most musical of nations ; 

With ** Tu mi chainas's” from Portingale,* 

To soothe our ears, lest Italy should fail. ' 

XLVI. 

I In Babylon's bravuras-;-as the home 

Heart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray nighlands. 
That bring LocJiaber back to eyes that roam 
O'er far Atlantic continents or islands, 

I The calentures of music which o'crcome [lands, 
All mountaineers with dreams that they are nigli 
. No more to be beheld but in such visions — 

Was Adeline well versed, as compositions. 

XLVIl. 

She also had a twilight tinge of “Bine.” [wroto; 

Could write rhymes, and compose more than slie 
Made epigr^ams occasionally too 
Upon her friends, as every body ought. 

But still from that sublimer azure hue, 

So much the present dye, she was remote ; 

Was weak enougli to deem Pope a great poet, 

And, wliat was worse, was not ashamed to show it. 

XLVlil. 

Aurora— since we arc touching upon taste, 

Which Dow-a-days is the thermometer 
By whose degrees all characters arc class’d — 

Was more Sbakspearian, if I do not err. 

The worlds beyond this world’s perplexing waste 
Had more of her existence, for in her 
There was a depth of feeling to embrace 
Thoughts, boundless, deep, but silent too as Space. 

* XLIX. 

Not so her gracious, graceful, graceless Grace, 

The full-grown Hebe of Fitz-Fulke, wliose mind. 
If she had any* was upon her face. 

And Utat was of a fascinating kind. 

A little turn for mischief you might trace 
Also thereon, — but that ’s not much; we find 
Few females without some sucli gentle leaven, 

For fear we should sUppose us quite in heaven. 

L. 

I 1 have not heard slie was at all poetic; 


recoiulile Itngnage* (U wat aomc yeira before the peace, ere all the 
« orld had travelled, aud while 1 was a colleglaa), were aorely iUe< 
guiaed by (he |>er(orniera i-:-lhui mayoreaa, 1 aay, broke out with, 
— Kolyoar lUliantM! for my part, 1 iovcaaaiaiple ballal!** Ronini 
will go a good way lo bring most people to lltetame uplohM, aome 
day. Who would imagine that he was to tie the sucieuor of Uo> 
zart? However. 1 state thiv with difiVieucc. as a Hege aod loyai 
admirer of Italian music in general, and of much of Bovslnl’a ; but 
we may say, as the connoisseur did of painting, in ** The Vicar of 
w akefiekl,*’ '* That ibc picture would be better painted U the 
painter had taken dhstc pains.” 
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Though oacc slie w.is seen reading ihc /^alh 
Guide,” 

And “ Havley*s TTiumpIi8,”whieh slie deem'd pathetic. 

Because she sahi her temper had been tried 
.So much, the horij W r^jk been prophetic 
Of what she lia^Spjne thWiuh witli— since a bride. 
Hut of all ven^whdf^nodt ensun d her pr: 

Were sonnets to herself, or “ b^ls rime 


’T were difficult to say what was the object 
Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay 
To Iwaron what appear'd to her the subject 
^ Juan's nenoiis feelings on 4y. 

PiWap^he merely had the simjpppoject 
To laugh him out of lu.s supp^pM^^smay; 
Arhaps*li* Ou'ght,^wish togjwKriff^in’in it, 

Though why I Cannot saytSfl leasRjJiis minute.' 

Ml. 5^ 

^^o far the immediate effect '. "f 

^was th restore him to his scjf-jj^prjety, 

A thing quite necessary to the ci«tl. 

Who w-ish to mke the tone of their society : 

In dijkcb you cannot be too cirihimspect, _ ' 
Wh?ther the mode be persina'((fc or piety, " 

But wear the newest mantle of hy|»ocrisy. 

On pain of ntuch dlspleasipg the ^ nocracy. . 

>s ■ 

Ami lliercfore Juan now begs^ td rally 
riis spirits, and, without more 
To jest ii^n such themes in imnya m'IIj. * 

Her prare, too, also seized the sdj(^ocasioo, 
W'ilhNarious similar reinarki> to't^j,'-’'' , . 

But w'i hfi'd monj.tletmTjLharralion 

Of this same myslftfwalj| furious doin^iR, . 
About the present familjS (kaUiS and ^ 

ut. • % ■ 

Of.tlifM f»w could luy more than has been sal^ 
The)' tliibgs do,, for supcrslition 

With sufie, «^}fIetKhfrs who hadaitr9.«fi^fead 
Tbe Uieoiv, b.'df'ercdllPd thc~strgmc tradition j 
fe*rrchf wM oij^arhcad*; 

^tut- whmwosM|i«6iion.‘d ,on'Ah« vtslpti, ' 
yrtSth^oth* su)»pofi<^ li he not ayd^d it) 

ffad aUfftd him, ans*^d id a.w.iyjo cloud it. 

\i;L ' 

Ani^cn," the nfld-d^ iut¥ii|^TOrti to one, . 
'kjiK.company pr«|>ar^ WJfeparMc; 

' ^neio4hayt«oyi}al iwiiiM^r to nonf^ 

iJotiderrng iQi#arJyi sotuo^ latt. 

..'S.. - • - 


There w.is^ goodly m*alcli, too, to be tun 
Between some greyhounds on my lord’s estate, 

And a young rarc-horsc of old pedigree. 

Match’d for the spring, whonj .several went to sec. 

LVl. 

There was a pict,ure>dealcr who bad brought 
A special Titian, warranted original, 

So itrecious that it was not to lx; bought. 

Though princes the possessor w ere besieging all. 
The kiuR himself had cheapen'd it, but thought 
The civil list he deigns. to accept, (obliging all 
His subjects by his gracious acceptation ) — 

Too scanty, in Qtese times of low taxation.r 

^ LVII. 

But as Lord IIcdMw^s a connoisseur, — 

Tito friendiMHt^f not arts,— the ow ner. 

Will) motivesJiM tnost cl^sical aud pure, 

So that hc^Aild lutvc been the yerj* donor, 

Ratlier than sellejv frills wants bc^ fewer, 
So;;/buch be de<^*d l^patrnaage S^lujnour,' 

Had tiAmght Uic c^’ inara, ' not sale. 

But his judgmeut— n^er.koosrir to fail. 

Tberc.wasa mod||fi Goth. I tpean a Qofluc 
Bricklayer/Of fiabeljAIW<OQ architect, [thick, 
Brought to sursey ib^r gray wafis, which thbdgh so 
Might l1l^^e from tim«yicquircd some slight defect ; 
Who aQfr rummaging me abliey tlvrough thick 
A.nd (hlifi^cMueed a plan whereby to er^t . 

New bm'Idhigs if coroj^td'st conformation, 

And thsow dowai^ wliieh be call’d rcslorafioii. 

/*• ' * 

. . • V ■ ' ***** 

Tlic^st would ^ rfri^o — an ‘told sOng/* 

Set to' some tbourands 't is the usual burden 
Of tliaMune tunc, when peqilc bum it long) — * 

^Im! price yopid f]>e<4iiy rep.iydts wort!) in 
An edilfce no less sublime tbau^trong, , 

to! licli I.Ot)dUiHif)^00(l taile would go forlii in 
Hs through all ages shining sunny, .< 
^dVotlii^ datiog ihow u in Knglisl) money.* 

'^re.wefCt^MwvcrsB^v4ff o mortgage 

Ileurt^sh’J to rai« fo|^»iew purchase; *. 
tenures' burga^, 

^ ^ Andoii/witlics, whivlisureareDrstflKl'slojrches, 
Kindling' Iv^fon' till slie throw^ do>vin^ ga^ 
Cutying” s([uires *^o fight agiinst thejturc-hes;”* 
There was a prize ox, a prize gig^ud^Ibuglttnan* 
lAwman.' 


For'Hcury was a sorfof Sabine I 


T" or iliyrn«i WanrfSfcr or ven^ si«B lo^ 
' t<>eftoacfiUrJ »jw-^o*>o'4 -'v' t\ 

' • ( PMUcuA pW^e.-rTOOD.] • *‘f * 

* {jOapo d'ojyr«t^>rf-i Wufy -ma*lct*piece.]' 

4 ••AUMsItuntaru), Irre VBHPto UieinkCnptioaCanclwHJio- 
MTlMVthWintUnuyl^f^W^wJiUs bct«e<>ii Uip Adriatic jnd 
Vci^e. Tb« watlfc WV1T l^pubnun worli'g>tb0*VrucUahi: Uic 
ltc)fs’dit tnipbria): and ioiCribcd bf Na[H>leuD llir 
Pint' It b Utoe to hmUocic Ui bim Ibat uUc— Ibcr^ vrUl be a le- 


cond bi^nd by, aHera muiHli,'’i/'Ar<*t#:l«ltiip»iM»de* 

Icat tUe iMVIaOier. Bui. lu enf caae/lie will be prcleraWc 
IndfclMu TbfV'r h a slwUxu liM^r liim, U hA ktiov 1 k^ 
cuiMkte It.^im^toon. ndke Ot Rcklwtiill. Vic«W‘ 

fSU— to the (ll)apf*H»Ui>^UMh4ny pro|ihft».— K-] ^ 

} y [“ I rwianffoa. bytlMl »blcti yuv prakM. 

J ll««c«Nr Tfi cdKM Ig kMW mr : 

Tboutfb ye tMOOiM vrMidi, atw M tbciB tgbt 
i|aiBtl*d|e fMrckaa. '-'JNcaaU. ** 

41U 
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There were two poachers caugiit in a rteel irap, 
Beady for gaol, their place of convalesceoce ; 
There was a country girl in a close cap 
And scarlet clook ( I hote the sjght to see, sinco- 
.Siiiiy— since— in youth, I had the sad mishap— 

But luckily I have paid few parish fees since) ; 
That scarlet cloak, alas! unclad with rigour. 
Presents the problem of a double figure. 

LXII. 

A reel within .a bottle is a mystery, . ' ' 

One can’t tell how it e’er got in or out; 

Thcrrlorc the present piece of natural history 
l,leaic to those wlu) arc fond of solving doubtt 
And merely state, thoogh not for tlie consistory, 
lord Henry was a justice, and tlut Scout 
llie constable, Itencalh a warrant’s banner, 

)fad bagg'd this |ioaeher upon Nature’* manor. 
lAin. 

Now justices of peace must jtplgc all pieces 
01 mischief of all hinds, and keep tlie game 
And morals of tlie country from caprices 
Of those who have not a licence for the $anie; 

■ And of all things, escepting titlics and leases. 
Perhaps these are most difficult to tamo : 
Preserving partridges and pretty wenclies 
Arc puzzles to the most prccautious benches. 

1.XIV. 

The present culprit was estrcmcly pale. 

Pale as if painted so ; her civeek being red 
Bj^nature, as in higher dames less hale 

f is white, at least when they just rise from bev' 
Perhaps she was ashamed of seeming frail. 

Poor soul I for she was coiintry born and bred. 
And knew no better in her immorality * 

Than to wax white — for blushes are for quality. 

ixv, , 

Her black, bright, downcast, yet espiSgle eye. 

Had gather'd a large tear into Its corner, ’ ' 
Which the poor thing at times essay’d to dry, ' 

_ Foe site was not a sentimental mourner, * 
Parading all her sensibility. 


A mighty mug of inorol double ale. - . 

She waited until Justice could recall ' * . 

Its kind attentions to tlieir proper pale. 

To name a thing in nomenclature rather 
Perplexing for most virgins— a diild’s father. 
Lxvin. 

Yod sec liere vs*as enough of occupation 
, For the lord Henry, link’d with dogs and horses. 
.There was much bustle loo, and preparalioii 
Below stairs on the score of second courses; 
Bscanse, .as suits their rank and .situation. 

Those who in counties have great land resonrees 
Have “ jiiihlic days,” when all men niav carouye, 
Tliough not exactly what ’s called “open liousc,” 

Lxtx. .' , 

But once a week or fortnight, uiiInTiicd 

(Thus we translate a general iiirilulion) 
Allcountry gentlemen, c.<<piircd or knighted, 
klay drop in without cards, and take their station 
At Hie full bo.ird, and sit alike delighted 
W itii fa.shionable wines ajidconversation; 

And, as the isthmus of the grand connection, 

■fajk o’er themselves the past and next elcetioq.'f'- 


Fior'insolent enough to scorn tlic scorner, 
But stood in trembling, patient tribulation. 

To be call'd up for lier c.xamination.' t # 


..V, 


Of course these groups were scatter’d here and there. 
Not nigh the g.ayrsaloon of ladies gent. 

The lawyers in the study; and in air 

The prize pig, plou^inan, poacliers ; the men sent 
From town, viz. architect and denier, were 
Both busy (as-a general in his tent , 

Writing despatohoe ) in their several stations, 

txultiug in thgir brilliant lucubrations. ■ * ■ 

txvn. ' . , 

But this poor girl was left in the great hall. 

While Scout, the parish guardian of the frail, 
Wscuss’d c be hated beer yclept the •! small ") 


i Ixird Henry was a great ciectioneerer, 

I Burrowjiq! for boroughs like a ral or rabbit. 

But county contests cost iiini rather di ar«f,». 

Because the neighbouring Scotih Earl of Giftgabbit 
Had English influcucc, in the self-same sphere here; 

His son, the llonournhie Dick- Dicedrabbit, 

Was member for die “other interest” (meaning 
The same acif-interest, with * dill^Teut leaning ). 

LXXI. 

Oiurleius and cautious thenforc in his county, 

“He was’SII Ihings.to all ificn, .‘ind dispensed ' 

. To some civility, to others bounty, 

, And promises to all— which last connnenced ’ ' 

* To gather to OtSOmewhat large amouifl, he ’ ’ 

Not calcinating how mneh they condensed ; ' 

Bqt what .with keiyiing some, and breaking others, 

I His word had the saine.vame as anuflier’s. •• -W' 

■ ■ ^ 

A friend to freedom and frecholders-tyet . 

No less a friend lo gswrimiint— he held, ' 

, That he exactly the ju*f!nedhim.|nt, 

I ’Twixtpl.awnnd'patriotiSnr-albcitcompell’^r ■ 

; Such was his sovereigp'spltgsupe^thobgh^unlit,’ '’: 

I He added inodeslly, w1hm'rcbel.s'liifrd,>e . y’ 
j To Jiold some sinccuircs he wfcli'd abolish’d; 

But that with them aHiiaw would be dcmolidtld, ' 

! . . LXXlIt. 

Ilewas “free to confess”— ..(whence d^ies tfiisptirase ? 

Is i English ? No — ’l is only p^iamentarv )— a 

That innovation’s spirit now^a.dais ’ 

llad.made more progress than for the last century 
He would nol Zrgad a factious path t6 praiSe, ( 

' Thoughforjhc public weal disiwscd lo venture high • 

F . -fw’ 
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As for his pla^e, he coulii but say this of it, 

Tfiat the fatigue was greater than the profit. 

/ LXXIV. 

Heaven, and his friends, knew that a private life 
, Had ever been his sole and whole amhitloii .r 
But could he quit his king in times of strife, 

Which threaten'dthe wholcrountry with|>erdition? 
When demagogues would with a butcher's knife 
Cut through and through (oh! damnable incision!) 
The Gordian or the Geordi'an knot, whose strings 
Have tied together commons, lords, and kings. ' ^ 

LXXV. 

Sooner “come plqcB into the civil list ['keep iV, 
. And champion 1nm to the utmost — he would 
Till duly disappointed or dismiss’d : 

Profit he cared not for, let others reap it; 

But should the day coine when place ceased to exist, 
The country would have far more cause to weep it : 
For how could it go on? Explain who can! 
tie gloried in the name of Englishman. 

LXXVl. 

He was as independent— ay, much more— 

Tl)an those who were not paid for independence, 

As common soldiers, or a common shore^ ' 

Have in their several arts or parts ascendance 
O'er the irregulars in lust or gore, 

>VIm do not give professional attendance. 

Thus on the mob all statesmen are as eager 
To prove their pride, as footmen to a beggar. 

I.XXVII. 

All this ( save the last stanza ) Henry said, 

And thought. I say no more— I ’ve said loo mych ; 
For all of us have either heard or read — 

Off — or vpoH the hustings — some slight such 
Hints from the independent heart or bead * 

Of the ofllcial candidate. 1 ’ll touch 
No more on this — the dinner-bell hath rung, ' ** 

And grace is said; the grace 1 should have sti»g — 

LXXVIII. 

But I 'in too late, and therefore must make play. 

'T was a great banquet, such as Albion old 
Was wont to boast— as if a glutton's tray 
Were something very glorious to bchold- 
But 't was a public feast and public day,— 

Quite full, right dull, guests hot, and dishes cold, 
Great plenty, much formality, small cheer, 

And every body out of their ow n sphere. 

• LXXIX. 

Tlie squires familiarly formal, and 
My lords ami ladies proudly condescending; 

The very servants puzzling how to hand [<ng ^ 

Their plates— without, it' might be, loo much bend- I 



- From their high places by Uie sirlel>oard's stand — 
Vet, like their masters; fearfulof ulTciiding, 

For any deviation from the graces 
. Might cost botli man and master too — tbeir’pififcv.. 

I Lx\x, 

Tliere were some hunters bold, and coursers keen, 

; ^^'hose bounds ne'er err’d, -nor grcyliounds deign'd 
to lurch; . ' 

^ Some deadly shots too, Septeirtbrizers, seen ' 

I ' Earliest to rise, and last to quit the search. 

^ Of the poor partridge through his stubble screen. 

There w ere some massy inembers.of tlw church, 

' Takers of tithes, and makers of good matches, 

And several who sung fewer psalms than catches. ,*■ 

i LXXXI. 

’ There were some country wags, too — and, alas! 

Some exiles from the town, who had been driven 
' To g.aze, instead of pavement, upon grass, > 

' And rise at nine in lieu 9 f long eleven. 

; And lo! upon that day it came to pass, 

I sate next that o'erwhelming son of heaven, 

The very powerful parson, Peter Pith, • 

Tl>e loudest wit I e’er was deafen'd wlt^. 

LXXXII. 

I knew him in his livelier London days, 

A brilliant diner-out, -Uiougli but a curate ; 

And not a joke be cut but earn’d its praise, 

Until preferment, coming at a sure rate, ‘ 

(O Providence ! how wondrous are thy ways? 

Who would suppose thy gifts sometimes obdurqtci^ 
Gave him, to lay the devil w ho looks o’er Lincoln, 

A fat fen vicarage, and nought to thiuk on. 

LXXXIU. 

His jokes were sermons, and his sermons jokes;* 

But both were thrown away amongst tlie fens;* 

For wit hath no great friend in aguish folks. 

No longer ready ears and short-hand pens 
Imbibed U)e gay bon-mot, or happy hoax ; 

The poor priest-was reduced to common sense, 

Or to coarse efforts very loud and long, 

To hammer a hoarse laugh from the thick throng. 

XXXXIV. 

Tl)cre is a difference, says the song, “between 
A beggar and a queen,” * or vas (of late 
The latter worse used of the two we ’ve seeir — 

But we ’ll say nothing of affairs of slate; — 

A difference “'twixt a bishop and a dean,” 

A difference between crockery' ware and plate, 

As between English l>eef aud Spartan broth — 

And yet great heroes have been bred by both. ' 

LXXXV. 

But of all nature’s discrepancies, none 


^ holbrr llunw. come, fatt. Into tbe ll»l, . 

Ai»)trbiim|)lou me lo lb« uUeroiK« "-ilaeStth. 

"‘{Qui'ty, S'iihii'f 'Smith ttillior of rictfr riltulcy's Letter*?— • 
I’SINTU'S Ulviu] 


) ' ["Tbere ‘la aurerroce brgj^ar anti ■ queea; 

iiHl I 'll l«tl TOB ibe reoton wby ; 

A nucci> dociooi ivdKtcirr.tooriiaidmBli Iliea bc^ar, 
.'w»r 1ft Uair IV morri ai I," etc.] 
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llpon 111? whole is greater Ilian llie difference 
Beheld between the copntry and tl)C town, 

Of w hich the latter merits every preference 
Ftom tliose wIm) have few resources of their own, 
And only think, or act, or feel, with reference 
To some small plan of interest or ambition — 

Both wbicli are limited to no condition. 

LXXXVI. 

But ^‘enavant!” The light loves languish o’er 
Long haiHpiets and too many guests; although ^ 
A slight repast makes people love much more, 
Bacchus and Ceres being, as we know, 

Kven from our grammar upwards, ft^ends of yore 
With vivifying Venus, ' who doth owe 
To these the iDventioh of champagne and truffles : 
Temperance delights her, but long fasting rullles. 

LXXXYII. 

Dully past o’er the dinner of the day; 

And Juan took his place, ho knew not where. 
Confused, hi U>e confusion, and distrait, 

And sitting as if nail'd upon Ins cliair : 

Though knives and forks clang'd round as in a fray, 
He seem’d unconscious of all passing there, 

‘Till someone, with a groan; evprcst a wish- 
( Unheeded twice) to have a fin of fish. 

LXXXVIlf. 

On which, at the third asking of the bans, 

He started; and perceiving smiles abound 
Broadening to grins, he colour’d more than once. 

And hastily — as nothing can confound 
A .wise man more than laugliter from a dunce— 
Inflicted on the dish a deadly wound, 

And with sucli liurry, that ere be could curb it. 

He had paid his ncighl)Our’s prayer with batfaturbot. 

LXXXIX. 

Tills was no bad mistake, as it occurr’d, 

The siipplicator being an amateur; 

But others, who were left with scarce a third, 

Were angry — as they well might, to be sure. 

They wonder’d how a young man so absurd 
Lord Henry at his table should endure ; > 

And this, and his not knowing how much oats 
Had fallen last market, cost his host three votes, 
xc. 

They little knew, or might have sympathised, 

That be lhc night before had seen a ghost, 

A prologue which but slightly harmonised 
* With 1lie substantial cxjnipany engross’d 
By matter, and so much maieriaii.sed, 

T*!iat one scarce knew at what to marvel most 
Of two things— how (the question rather odd is) 

Sud) bodies could have souls, or souls such bodies, 
xci. 

But wiial confused him more than smile or stare 
From all the 'squires and 'squiresses around, 

I bilk; C«rerc cl BJee 


WORKS.* 

{ Who w onder" d at the abstraction of his air, 
Especiallv^as he liad been renown’d 
. For some wivaclly among the fair, 

Even in l4ie country ■cioclc’s harrow bound — 

(For little things upon my lord’s eslptc 
Were good small talk for others still less great)— 
xcii. 

I Was, that he caught Aurora's eye on his, 

I And something like a smile U|Km her cheek, 
i Now this he really rather took amiss : 

I fn those who rarely smile, their smile bespeoks 
! A strong external motive; and in tins 
^ Siilllc of Aurora’s there was nought to pique 
; Or hope, or love, with any of the wiles 
; W hich some pretend to trace in ladies’ smiles. 

I XCIII. 

T was a mere quiet smile of contemplation, 
Indicative of some surprise and pity ; 

And Juan grew carnation w ith vexation. 

Which was not very wise, and still l^s witty, 
Since he had gain’d at least her o bservation, 

< A most important outwork of thc<city— 

^ As Juan sliould have known, had not hik senses 
' By last pigbt's ghost been driven from their defence*. 
' xciv. 

But what was bad, she did not blush in turn, 

I N'or seem embarrass’d — quite the contrary; 

Her aspect was as usual, still— imf stern — 

J And she wilh'drcw, but cast^oot dow n, her eye, 
Yet grew a little pale — with. what? concern? 

' 1 know not ; but her colour ne'er was liigh— 

' Tliougb sometimes faintly flush'd — and always dear, 

I As deep seas in a sunny atmosphere. 

xcv. 

I But Adeline was occupied by fame 

^Xliiisday ; and watching, witching, condescending 
I To flit* consumers of fish, fowj, and game, 

I Aud dignity with courtesy so blending, 

I As ail must blend whose part it is to aim 
(Especially as the sixth year is endiiig) 

; Atlhcir lord’s, son's orsimilar connection’s 
i Safe conduct through the rocks of re*eIections. 

! xcvi. 

Though this was most expedient on tlic whole, 

I And usual — Juan, when he cast a glance 
j On Adeline while playing her grand role, 

W hicli she went Uirougli as though it were a danc*i 
I Betraying only now and then her 
By a look scarce perceptibly askance 
‘ (Of weariness or scorn), began to feci 
1 Some doubt how much of Adeline was real; 

V 

! ‘xevu. 

! So well slie acted all and every part 

By turns— with that vivacious versalilhy, 

: Which many people take for want of heart. 
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'llicy err— ’t is merely what Is call’d mobility,' 

A thine of temperament and not of art, 

Tlioneh seeming so, from its suj^osed facility *, 

And false— though true; for surely they Ve sin- i 
ccrest 

Who are strongly acted on by m hat is nearest. | 

XCTIII. ‘ I 

This makes your actors, artists, and romancers, • 1 

Heroes somelin>es, titough seldom — sages never ; 
But speakers, bards, diplomatists, and dancers. 

Little that ’s great, but much of what is clever; 
Most orators, but very few financiers, 

Though all Exchequer chancellors endeavour, ! 
Of late years, to dispense w iili Cocker’s rigoUrs, 

And grow quite figurative with their figures. 

XCIX. 

The poets of arithmetic are they 
Who, though Uiey prove not two and two to be 
Five, as they might do in a modest way, 

Have plainly made it out that four are tliree, 
Judging by wlint they take, and what they pay. 

Tlic Sinking Fund’s unfathomable sea. 

That most unlupiidating liquid, leaves 
Tlie debt unsunk, yet sinks all it receives. 

c. 

While Adeline dispensed her airs and graces," • 
iTbc fair Fitz-Fulke seem’d very' much at ease; 
Though too well bred to quiz men to their faces, ' 

' Her laughing blue eyes with a glance could seize 
The ridicules of ]>eoj)lc in all jdaces — 

That honey of your fashionable bees — 

And store It up for mischievous enjoyment; 

And Uiis at present was her kind employment, 
ci. 

However, the day closed, as days must close; 

The e^tning also waned— and coffee came. 

Each carriage was announced, and ladies rose. 

And curtsying off, as curtsies country dame, 
Eetired : with most unfashionable bows 
Hieir docile esquires also did the same, 

Delighted with their dinner and their host, 

But with the Lady Adeline the most. 

ClI. 

Some praised her beauty : others her great grace; 

The warmth of her politeness, whose sincerity 
"Was obvious in each feature of her face. 

Whose traits were radiant with the rays of verity. 
Tes; she wa^ truly worthy her high place I 


No one could envy her dcsened prosperity. 

And then her dress — what lieadtiful simplicity 
Draperied her form with curious felicity! • 
cm. 

Meanwhile sweet Adeline deserved tiieir praises, 

By an impartial indemiiilication 
For all her -past exertion and soft phrases, 

In a must edifying conversation, 

Which turn'd upon their late guests’ miens aiidfaccs, 
And families, c\en to ttie last relation; 

Their hideous wives, their horrid selves and dresses. 


I True, she said little— ’t was the rest that broke 
j Forth into universal epigram? 

' But then ’t was to the purpose what she s|>oke: 
Like Addison's'“ faint praise,” * so wont to damn. 
Her own but served to set off every joke, 

As music chimes in with a melodrame. 

How sw’cet the task to shield an absent friend I 
' I. ask but this of mine, to— -not defend. 

cv,' '•* 

Tliere were but two exceptions to tliis keen 
Skirmish of wits o’er the departed ; one 
Aurora, with her pure and placid ihien ; , • 

And Juan, too, in general behind none 
In gay remark on what he bad licard or seen, 

Sate silent now, his usual spirits gohe : 

In vain he heard the others rail or rally, 

He would not join them ill a single sally. * 

cvi. 

*T is true he saw Aurora look as though 
She approved his silence ; she perhaps mistook 
Its motive for that charity wc owe, 

But seldom pay the absent, nor w ould loo^ ‘ 
Farther; it might or it might nut be so. 

But Juan sitting silent in his nook, 

Observing little in his reverie, 

Yet saw this much, which he was glad to see. 
evil. 

The ghost at least had done him this much good. 

In making him as silent as a ghost, • 

If in tbe circumstances which ensued 
He gain'd esteem where it was worth the most. 
And certainly Aprora had renew’d * 

In him some feelings be had lately lost, 

Or ha^en'd ; feelings which, perhaps ideal, 

Are so divine, that I mbst deem them real ' 


And truculent distortion of their tresses. 

CIV. 


< la Preach ''mobUUe.'' I am tmt sore tlut mobility’ i\PnKii-<h; 
bat It El cipreuive of « qaality which rather belong* to other ct^ 
roale^, thoosh K b aomeUmes seen tu a ftreai eiirnl'in our own. 
It tipy be tlcfliied a» ao ciccuive tuaceptibUUy of Aimiediatn hn- 
preaBioru— at tltViuime lime without fortny Uic past ami b, llious;li 
•oaieUme* apparmliy u«criil to Uie ;lO«M^«M>r, a tno«l painful outl 
unhappy atUihulc.— 'That Lord Uyrun waft fully aw,irc luit utily of 
the abtindaoce of tbii quality tii hb own nature, but of the daui;<T 
in which it placed coitxblciicy and aloKtencMof chararlcr, di<t not 
r«-quire this noleio a?snrc u<. The coo*cif>u*nc!«, hitlccd, of hi* 


own natural tendency to yield thus to every chance iaiprrwun. 
and chanjtc with every pvssinft hnpuUe. was tiul only for rverprr- 
' sent in his mind, hut had Uto effect of kcepiog him In Ibat ttrncr^i 
line of coo«i8lcDcy, on certain xreal pihjccta, which he coollnucd 
tu preMrve iliroutthuat lUe.— U ooik.]. 

« "cciHusa felicius.”— Frriomi'S AiBiTta.i • 

1 I **' Uama «klh faint pratoe. aaseni ntibtUII Irrr, 

Aud Mlibotil toreriitg. teach llM raat 10 tMvr.** 

Fore m idditoa | 
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cvin. • 

The Jove of hi^licr things and belter days ; 

Tlje unl>oundcd t»q)e, and heavenly ignorance 
Of what is calf’d the worJd, and the world's waysj 
The inuinents w hen w e gather from a glance 
More joy tlwn from all future (iride or praise, 

•Which kindle manhood, hut can iic’cr entrance 
Tl»e heart'iti an existence of its own, 

Of which another‘'s jwsom is the zone, 

' cix. 

ho would not sigh rxv &v9i4(iKy * 

'IIkH hath a ineiuory, or that had a heart? 

AlasI /ter star must fade like that of Dian ; 

Hay f.fdes on ray, as years on years depart. 
Anai'/eon only had the soul to tie an 
I'nwithering myrtle round the uiiblunted dart 
Of Hros t ^ut though thoo hast play'd us many 
tricks, 

StUI we respect thee, “ Alma Venqs Genetrix! ”• 

• , , cx. 

And full of sentiments, sublime as billows , 

Heaving betv«een this world and worlds beyond, 
Don Jif<m, wheu the midnight hour of piRows 
Ai'rived, retired to his; but to des{K>nd 
Rather than rest. Instead of poppies, w lllows 
Waved o’er hiS couch; he meditated, fond 
Of those sweet bitter thoughts wliicli banish sleep, 
And make the. worldling snecr« the youngling weep. 

CXI. 

The night was as before : be was uodrest, 

Saving his night-gown, which is an undress ; 
Completely “ sans culolte,’* and without vest ; 

In short, he hardly could be clothed with less ; 

But, appruhensiv'e of his spectral gticst, 

He sate w ith feelings awkward to express 
(By those who have not had such visitations), 
Expectant of the ghost's fresh operations. 

exit. 

And not in vain hc'listen'd;~Hush! what ’s that? 

I see — I see— Ah, no! — T is not— yet T is— 
y c powers ! it is the— the— the— Hooh ! the cal ! 

1 lie devil may take that stealthy pace of bis I 
So like-a spiritual pit-a-pat. 

Or tiptoe of an amatory Miss, 

Gliding the first time to a rendezvous, 

And dreading the chaste echoes of her shoe. 

cxiii. . » 

Again— what is *t ? The wind? No,<ciO, — thiVtime 
It is tlic sable friar as before, 

With awful footsteps regular as rhyme, 

Or (as rhymes may be in these days) mucli more. 
Again througli shallows of the night sublime, I 

When deep sleep fell on men, and the world wore ! 


WORKS. 

The starry. darkness round her like a girdle 
Spangled with gems— the monk uiadelus blood curdle. 

■ cxiv. 

A noise like to wet fingers draw non glass,* 
j Whiqh sets the teeth oiiedgeranda slight clatter 
Like showers wliicIi on the midnight gusts will pass^ 
' Sounding like very supernatural water, 

, Came over Juan's cor, Vhich throbb’d, alas! 

I l^or ihmiaterialism *$ a serious inaltcrj 
So that even those whose faith is the most great 
In souls immortal, shun them t^te-a>tdtc. 

cxv. , 

Were his eyes open? — Yes! and his mouth too. 

( .Surprise has this cflect— to make one dumb, 

Yetlea\T the gate which eloquence slips Uirougli 

• As wide as if a long s|iecch were to come. 

Mgh and more nigh the awful echoes drew, 

Treinendbtis to a mortal tympanum : 

His eyes were open, and (as was before 

• Stated) bis mouth. What open'd next? Uie door. 

CXVI. 

I It opoi'd with a most infernal creak, 

! Like tliat of hell. ** Lasciate ogni speranza, 

Voi dieentratel” The hinge seem’d to speak. 
Dreadful as Dante’s rhima, or this stanza; 

Or— ^but all words upon such Uieincs are weak : 

A single shade ’s sufficient to entrance a 
Hero— for what is substance to a spirit? 

Or bow is ’t maHer trembles to come near it? 

I cxvn. 

The door flew wide, not swiftly,— but, as fly 
{ Tlie sea-gulls, with a steady, sober flight — 

: And then swung back ;jior ciose—but stood awry, 

I Half letting in long shadows on the light, 

U'hich still in Juan's candlesticks burn’d high, 

For he had two, boUi tolerably tiright, 

And in the door-way, darkening darkness, stood 
The sable friar in bis solemn hood. 

! exvm. 

Don Juan shook, as erst he had been shaken 
: The night before ; but being sick of shaking, 

I He first inclined to think he had been mistaken; 

•And then to be ashamed of such mistaking; 

His own internal ghost began to aw aken ■ 

Within him, and to quell his corporal quaking — 

! Hinting tliat soul and body on the whole 
{ Were odds against a disembodied soul. 

extx. 

And then his dread grew wrath, and his wrath fierce. 
And he arose, advanced — the sh^e retreated; 

But )uan, eager now the truth.to pierce. 

Follow ’d, his veins ho longer cold, but heated. 
Resolved to thrust the mystery carte and tierce, 


• (--"ScnHrlt bomijiuai.'dhacuiiMMtriapUf, Sitony, rai»ed by Scbroc;>fcr— " Kari— Karl— WM wvH*l <in uul 

Aiixu VcQM I*— Locitt. US. i. J ' niicb?’* 

• Ilk Accuuia of Uic gliu»t of Uk; uncle of I'riuce Cltorloa of 
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At whatsoever risk of bejhg defeated ; ' 

'flic ghost slopp'd^ nKnaced', Mien retired, until 
He reach'd the undent wall, then stood stone still. 

cxx. 

Juan put forth one arm — Eternal powers! 

• It touch’d DO soul, nor body, but Uic wall. 

On which the moonbeams fell in silvery slmwers. 
Chequer’d with all the traecry of the ball; 
lie shudder’d, as no doubt the l>ravest cowers 
^ hen he can’t tell what *t is tiurt doth appal. 

How odd, a single hobgoblin’s iiOn-entity 
Should cause more fear than a whole host's ideiUily.’ 

CXXI. 

But still. the shade remain'd : the blue eyes glared. 
And rather variably for stony death : 
t et one thing rather good the grave had spared, 

The ghost had a remark^iljly sweet breath. 

A sfraggling curl show’d he liad been fair^hair'd; 

A rediip, with two rows of pearls befveatli. 
Gleam'd forth, as Uirough the casement's ivy shroud 
The moon peep’d, jdst escaped from a gray cloud. 

CXXII. 

And Juan, puzzled, but still curious, thrpst 
His other arm forth — ondcr upon v onjer ! 

U press’d u|K)n a hard but glowing bust, 

. Which beat as if there was a warm heart under, 

Ue found, ns people on most trials must, 

Tliat he had made at first 6 silly blunder. 

And that in his confusion he liad caught 
Only the wall, instead of what he sought. 

GXXIIt: * 

The ghost, if ghost it were, seem’d a sweet soul 
As ever lurk’d beiiealli a holy llood i 
A dimpled chin, a neck of ivory, stole 
Forth Into something much fike flesli and blood ; 
Back fell the sable fro<'k and dreary cowl, 

. And they reveaVd— jHasl that cVr.tlrey should ! 

In full, voluptuous, but iiofo’ergfown bulk, • ■ 
The plianlom of her frolp:. Grace— FilZ-Fulkef 


APPENDL\. ■ 

We nave been miicb ;»iizzle(i haw in pnl Ihe reailpr, who doc* 
noi recoiled ibc iu9k()ffiLi of 1819, iopoucisuin ofany Uiios like 
*i» ade«|uaie tltw of Uie n.ilHre awl c&ietit of ibc animadversion 
called forih by the firfi puMicaiton ot Don Juan. 

Cantui I. aiul if. appeared in London, in Jlily, |«I9, wfihoni 
ihe Daitie either of author or bixiksclicc. in a ihin quarto: and 
IhepcrtoJical press Immodiilely jeeroi>d wilirUie •• Judlda dor- 
tomm — necNon aiiorum.'* It lu* occurred lo us, that on UiU oc- 
caaioa we mixht do worse than adopt the rtamplc set ii*hi the 
l‘reface to the first complete ciiUion of die OinciAD. We tlierc ' 
read at fbllpvrs :— ** Hi'fore w’e pn^sent thee with »tqr cvrrciU* 
UoiM oA this most defcctabk' Poem tdrawn from the uiaoy volmm-s 
of oqr Adversaria on modern Authors}, we shaii here, arcoedinc 


\ to the laudable uaage of cdiioca. collect (he variont pidgments ot 
i the learned concerning bar Poet r various, iAdi cd— not on.ty Of 
(JifTemit authors, but uf Ihe uiije anHiorat diirercut season*. Xor 
shaft we glada-r only llte Teslitmmk'^ of such eaiineot Wits as 
would course ikscend to posterity, and con-MrqncnUy be read 
without our collection; biit <tc shall likewise, with ioofediblc- la- 
bour, seek out fur divers others, w hich, bhl fur iliis uur diligence, 
could 'never, at the distance of a few munibs, appear to tlic eye of 
the most curious.*' In like manner, Uicrclor^, let ns now gratify 
oiir readers, by selecting, in reference to Don Juan, 'a fewi of Ibe 
. chief 

j TESTIMOMES OF AFTUORS, 

I bt^inniiig with tlie most courtly, and dccorons, and high-tpiiited 
of news^iapers, • ‘ , 

I ■ I. TOE MORM.V6 tOST. 

j *'Theerc*(a( aDiittf hsilog been excited tiUb rwpeci to the spp«rai,rt 
I ollbli I'oen, we ihall Uv a (cw iianut befure pur rrsder*. ntHvly .pU- 
I M-rting. liisU wIiaicTM- Uscbarencr. report basbi-en cumptneiT rrfo^iu 

; rcfpecling,il. If it Is ooi lead iruib ronpek u* to •doiU It is not Mbe 

I uiMl prixIurUuu in (be worM, but more to ibc ‘keppo' Mjle, j(t it 
Uwn; uvtt4iug of Itip sort wbicU Sceudel lihli bor buiidrvd Ungues nbl*- 
|>ercd iibrusd. »nd Maiiiiiti) iojlHlJy bcne«ed sDd repeated, roolalited In ft. 
1U sliupty a tale and r.irAte wrrrio eo»Mi{, mebiT. wild, extravagant— 
Inimordl too. It ruuvt be couroKoil. but no artowa are ktt-lM at liiuoiciit 
buMiU. no sacred family peace Invaded; and they omit lM>r. Indeed, a 
ilraiiKeMtf-euitKiouroena, «*bo can discover Ibeir o«n poriraii in atij piri 
of it. Thus uiutb, tbuugb wucaituot adtucaiv the bouF, trntb Siid-Jiu4ke 
ordain lu 10 declare.'' [ iuly, 18)9. ] 

1 bren more couifiiinieiitary. on this occaikfu, was Uiu sober, 

! tuaUcr-oMact 7’Au'ulfraUiu uf the 

It. aiOS.MVG UEBALD. 

“ It 1* tisrdly safe or dltcreel to speak of Dim Jnsn, that irtMtU ofttprloft 
of Lord Byrun a luuse. It may be Hid. honever, that, m hb slj tia alus, the 
coplousiww and OeilktiUr «f >b« kuglUb tansuage were never belure m 
irluoipbunUy approved- that lUe Miue rotupass of ial«Af.^'lbc grave, the 
pay, the gieaUllje smull,' comic force, humour, nietapliysti*. and o^rva- 
lion — {MMimflesafsacf eadelltcreal bcouty.audcui loos know l«i.'ge,mrlouaJy 
applied, bate never been blended «iib ibeuuie taUrliy many oiber po<-:u." 

.Next cunips a harsher vnice, from— )>fOb.ibly L«*rs Oiffard, K>i{., 
LL. I) aiali rretiLv, from tha^ staiincli antt’wutlcviatliig nrgm 
dl litghToryUin, Uic “St, Jamca's Uiroiilclc/-' sull lloirrblilii/^ 

I but now bcllrr'l^wu to Luiuluu readers by 1u duiJy Ulic, uf 
I' *'Tlie Siamlard.** 

I • III. ST. UMKS's CIICO.MCLE. ' 

[. "onadlreci lesllmoiiy. that Ihe poem come* from ihr.pen of Lord Byroo. 

I (here la uiouith to enforce cvnvicllun. Tbe same (uJ romitfluiil of opr isri- 
. guage, tbe same tburpugli koowlMtK'e of all that is evil In our Aaiure, Kk 
I runtknwd enrigy of seuUmrnt. Slid (he Mriklug JsoldiM-H of Imeccry - all 
I i^e I'lMrsrlertslIui bj'w hkk Childv Harold, die Gllaur. aud tie CorMir, are 
j dl>iiir](uUb«i|-*blB« with kludrod kpk'udour in Hun JuiUi. HouMneliad 
' out to add auotber puliil wf re>cnitilaiirv, in Ibr uisir atMoore of mural 
I tceMna, add Ibe bokilltiy to ^eUg1ul^ nbkh betray ItiAWiielieii in ahiimt 
L every pmMer.ot Ibe new poem! But Uooiiian (<.atav ' tbe inuatticeoiluus 
' poem ivbtcb ba*fur many years IsMied froih the EuKlUtt pre»«. ' Ibere If, 

; It ifliue, uuUiltip au rarutiinp In It* plot as Ktc slorloi of MoiHred'Mid ra* 

I rlslws; Ot liber la the hero so repuUUely liuiiiurat os Cbltde liaroid. or tbe 
I tiluour : bbl, iviih equal laxHy of ueoihusoi, ibevc is murk m<H'« of voiup- 
I iuoua dncriptloo, Bna|iuade>l.'1n ibe present faw. by ibe retilbuthr safr 
I feriug andy«naf remorse wbicteca-t llie veil of tlielr daik studoWv over 
ibegro«« acusujlily of Lord Byron's blbet- iMoes. ' * 

j The fourth on our list is “ The X*w Times.** owKlucled in iriose ' 
days by a worthy ami tcanjeil man, Sfr John biiKldart. LL. I). 
nuvi (.liii-r Jmticc of .Malta, 

i • , IV. MkW TllltA. 

I “Tbepopularhyoftbeoperaor- II Don Giovanni,' 4n all pfebablllly. visa- - 
gysted tbiv |MH^. Tito hero If Ibe utoe, and tbereU jioobvloas Intpitive^ 
meol in blemoraJfly. tie has live Mine aplrlt oMnlilgor, and tbe Same 
I unrtsirtcivdvori'uf. Tbs work iactever and pnngrnt, somriiutSi recufud- 
log us of tbe paclier and* OWre iuspiivd day of Ibe w liitT, but > hicfly rba* 
raclerlMid by kb latter ilyJecf sr-aticivd vct>IOcoUun and arfidenial po^. 

} Ubeglot wiib a few easy pretaiory tlsnxaa retalivy to tbe cbolreafa hero; 
'.apd then detail v tbe learned aiMlcirrususpcrt rdurailonof Don Itiao. under 
tils iPoibcr's qr. Lord Byron kitowsibe addliioaai vigour to be found 
111 drawing from Ibolile. and bb poriraiiurs of itie ilierary mairun, who 


•' -^Sksdors lo-nigbt 
Kara struck' more iirrsir to the soul of Uf taar>l. 

Than could Ibc m^ffanrs of IcrMbouMOd saldiirs,'’ etc,— B(rk,/fl, 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


t«. Itic MMimJ CMla,4 ftrMi MlllimMlcUp. wne loiKt»e> ou tbe (oHj of 
(eui«lr MwJIrt, inii « UiiMUi o*rr )hr tH'nprrkvkJ bucbattdt K bo «re Unk« i 
to‘l«iMo liitcUcctuai,' aicobiiuu^l) Iticrteulu ordoinO^ilc hraUvrtioo*. " 

I 4 )ril Burletgh hioiM-lf never »ho<A hit bead metre Mgclf ibau 

Y. TUK smf<SI*N. 

“TM. It ■ »«y Ur*« bock, •ftcciSne manT tnjrirt1«». but po«r«iJnR lerf 
. •»^u[nln 9 Riufb ortt^iiMlHr. ibougb U tutU It not :fbc «Klwr U 
ttfwimtu puf»«Hr U< et«fllrtc » mtbl. It U too ■riUUIal; il *« Wjitueb 
tike Ibe piilprcriirwr troruR; and bU d<-<ltnailoR. vr.at morale, lliatof bit 
biiuk. Mtn be M r*t>ld, If not u dluairoiu, as ibe fabloii luoiblc of tbal Ul> 
tiarredjuuih.*' > 

Wc “Tbe Uterary Cakcue,** edited then, as now^ by 

William Jenian, fstj.. of<iruYe House. Broniplous wloia anre o( 
Iteins remcmliered horcaller for hit gaJUiit sdiure of BellinRlrtm, 
tlie a>Bj«>itiVf Pcrceral, in die k>bby of the JIoiim! ofComiuirtis. 
oi» Uie liibuf May, lbl2| and rticc>ialj|uhiiient «>fUielirstWdtkJy 
Journal irf Crtticlsm and Belles Lcilrea in togland. 

VI. UTEB*M dliKTTE. 

‘’TIiCTB U fieliUiT authwr'i DOT pubtbbei'* mme lo IhU book; and llid 
larsc .juarlo lltlrt>»«« bM>kt cjuflc pure. «Ubonl> tetfnleen wordt iraitercd 
o«er lUturrace: perbnp* MecauiMlM) iltal Ibcrc It c<iutl purUvibrougb- 
oul i but ibnVo la nut iuucb of ao <ippu»Ue klod, to offend e»en fa»iWtOB» 
crLb iMO. or tour murallir. That Ufd BjToil U Ibe author there It Internal 
proof- IbrpobUc mind. to •cHoO'd by tbe firtu£r auaouurrnhfnl of Ibh 
airai>i|rf.4il il* iwwtpaper ad-nHilNTmcnla, niaj mpote In «|olet; »Id« «r 
can awiiiT our reedrrt Ibal tbe aralar m dreaded tulttKt relert lo Uic re- 
luiii>u! Uuvnnperic. nor to itre evtoina of any other grrat aalloual ra:anitiy. 
but >1mplj to IlK publlt:ailMi of utt cic«edli>|1t ciew cod colrrUiulbs 
(mem. t:«rn « lieu « e blnate Uh; toe sreat leiil|' of Uiv poet. «o ranuit but 
rerl a Mi|b ndiutriliuo of bit lalrol. far tupriiur lo Ibe librnlor be ptliiu. 
faiKifubiesd and tfowir gild Llt^orat trrwt. and im brute force l» em- 
pb>)cil to urrriliion iuBoceoce. fUrernaa bn^lltb f(*tuwue>l Inio more 
lutmlaiil tUiii* Utah lu Don iuen. Uke Ibe dolphin tpuritHd id iU na- 
tive watet, at r«rry turn, howeicr groietque.illaplayliiK a iKW hue and a 

sen brjoty. Ibe aobk aulbor ba> abuuu ao abwtoie conifol over bl« 
unaatit ; and el eiary ca>in>re, rbyioK orconatruriiuti, buHe»cr Hbltovli.t . 
ilcilKbied ut Nbb uotcl aiui ntafitcai ataoeiaiiaru. Tbe alyld and naiore <■! 
tbit puv’in appear tv Ut tv be a .lagular mitiure ofburletqua aud patbb>. 
of buiuuiuui obamailvu ^nd tbe bl(ber eleOH’iitt of poeikal ceiuptbitiuH. 
Iliiiovi eury tUnu )lil4|«4‘rooi >bi*; «» »»T are to coualiuctv'l. lba> 
flie.drtl tli Hots aoil ir« IjU imu utiiaily alleroaie nlib icntleinets or 
nbbM. in illtaldry ai«t drvllcrf, Itir aulbor It turpataad by many wrlleri 
nbo liaic.b«d tfieir day end aunk fiilo obllOuo , bot In blghly «ruii|lit 
Inicri'ft. and ovrrwheliDiDfi paolon. be la alone. Here It tbe 

tta>u ol bit fame ; apd we rvold »t>b that the ktruitbre «ood uiirbiiiaial- 
naiol wlUiibot leitiy and prorli-nn wbkb tbcTett tcrapuluua may Uoith 
at lo-day. but wbirb bat no ctiilm to ihe oppljute of Judiciuaa or moral 
oiuteiupururiea. orof IdpshIdI piwterlty.'* 

As (be B^litur of (he Jutirtul alM>ve ^unteU tiMiiglit fit to insert, 
toon dlUT, cerUiin tatraclp (niina wurk then— >iinJ prubaidjr alitr 
— iuSJS.. enUlleU “ LonJ Bj-run s |‘|j|iari»ms.' l«(llic Killton will 
iKitlhink it In^ruroiis In ns Urn* to apiwnd a s|)ecimen of the 
>ai<l is known lo have proceeded froia no lcs« a }>cti 

Ibuuihuluf 

YII. U-ABIC A. wmss esjj. 


II may and muat bearralgoAt , abd sRalott tbdprocesi la^ dcrrm oMIwI 
ruori. ilie eublnfuget >ippr«ir«i lo tylll beoo pretertioa. Olber nriian.la 
Ibidr aliarbt upon wbalorr tiunkliid may vr uugbl to reterenrv. make 
iltrlr adTanrea la partial detail, l.ord Byron piureedi by grneral aoaauli 
Sume. n bV>e ibey war againtt rdlghin.pay hoouce to morellly .aedelUtt, 
while they aiibtcrt all tn«r«ls. nnt atwui feitglun . lord Byron dUplayi il 
onre ait itie forte aod ntergy of bU (bculiln, all Ibe powrra of pOKry. 
tbe mK-ile» of wit and ridicule, agaiuti wboleter la reHteruMe la eltbrr. 
Tbcra is, of coora(, a good deel of lotMebaoevaa metier ditperted ihioaet 
Ibe two aantos .^nd Ibougb. In Ibote parti whlrb affect to bralllrat, tba 
wantonneMof wfl la toiiMHluiet more apparent ibau (he aedateiWM oMiu- 
partial Judgnirnir aod Iboogh Ibe pofitica oeratlontily aatoor mvrv at 
eautilcmltanihropy. Run of tbit ardent palriotlr ehlbutUmi whlrb roe- 
■iliuiea ilM rbarm of Ibal aubjert-upon both tbrw; topict, ou the wtivlt 
we Hod moeb more to rotunteDd Ibart lo ri-omre.'* 

Among lh« Monililjr critics, the first pUce U due (u tbe veoc- 
r^hle SyUanua Urban. 

IX. COTLEMAN S MAOAZINB 

' *■ Don Juan Uobrlooaly toteoJed aas aalire opon aomeof (iMCiHHpIraMa 
rbarsetm of (be day. Tbe be>( frieoda of Ibc'pori oiutl, with ooneba, 
lameol to obaerre abllllkt of to high an order hniHertO aub<«tilenl to the 
aplril of infidelity and'iibertlitUio. Ttte noble bard, by nuployLog bben 
liiua on a wurlby aubjert. inlBbi drllgbl and Imirocl nuuklnd. hot ibv 
preteol work, though wrlilee wttb rate and aplril, sod rontainlec iwer 
Irnl) peetkal (uMagA^ r.*iuooi be read by pertoat of morvl aod rcil^ooi 
reeling* without Ibe luott derided rcprobatloo.*' [Aug. ISIS.] 

Wc ocU hare -Ibe 

X. KONTQU liKTieV. 

** Don Josh it a poem, which. If orlRtnallly and rarlHy be Htfnreu tM 
ofgeniut, baa certainty (lu blgbe>l (hlta lo Hr ai>d wbirb, wt ibioA. wmiM 
bare ponied Arltiolle, with all bt* atreoglh of poelira. lo riptiia.br! 
anlmiitrd longioot with tntiM of it* pawjgea. hiu drligblcd iriiMptusw. 
and baTectiuked Aoaerron wiihjoy Instead of with a grape. Wcmg*-l 
sliuot Imagine that tbr atnbitiun bad trlasS tl*e author to plcate awl la 
dUpkaae lt>c wWld at Ibe aatne lime, but we can ararcely ibink IImI he 
druTTca Iho fate of Ibe oM Qian and hi* ton siul (be a*a. iu ibe fabte,- »r 
(bathe will pleu« nobody. -bow airoogty aorver we nay (oadrnia ikr 
more thaw pw«r Ur* me of bl* luute. Ue bat here csBIbIte't that wowdw- 
fol teraa'lllly of Mylo and Ihonght, whkii ipiHin almoH InnNupthUe 
wllblo tbe trope of a tingle aiihJiTl ; and M*e familiar and ttw t««naietuii. 
(be witty and (be ttiblloM. Ibe aurcaaiic and (he palheUe. Ibe glOMoy nd 
(tw droll, am ail loucliwl wllb ao happ* an art. and miughd together >uk 
aucb a power of nulen, yrt tiirli a dlwYlmlnalton ef style. Itiai a perawt »( 
the poem appears' more Uke a ptaeflug and tudicroot dream, than ikeaaWr 
fretliig Of reelliy. It itjcrlalhly one of Ibe slrangral. though not Ibr kwi. 
of ilreemti and 111* on^ to be w Ubed that Ibe aulboe. before be bydaea 
to alcep. had tniuked. tike SkaktpeJre't I ycander. some good tagH I* prw 
led him agoitiMlbe wicked aplril oftlurobcri UTc hope, bowner. tkiika 
reedrra baieltwrocd to admire bUgenliia wlihout Uiug In danger frvislu 
Inllomce; aod we muil not be aurprttAdlf a poet will not always wrtU '■» 
inatmri oi neli a* lo plraee w«. SlUl we ma>.i cipilcUly rondrma aad n~ 
prolMtr faalout paasagrs aod ripreulont In ibe |w<iu, whitb wr (haO "Ot 
tntuinbcundmiandlng. Ibe ta»le, orlbe feeling of our reader* t^peleih'l 
out ; endeeiourliig raiber, like artful rbemltla. to ciirarl an naewer 
Ibe maa*. nhUh, Maenibiing ibe hooay Rom pvlMinou* flowrn.mH! T<s> 
aweet and pure. " 't ikg 1»I3 J . 

To which Aild 3 mltcelUiay tKlrtch, In 8|iitc of prtH 0CCJsl?tul 
merit. U now tlcfuocl— l(tc • t* 


*' A great detl baa beea-sald, at tarloot tlmrc. abotil (be orlginsTHy o( 
f.i>rd Byron a runreptioo. as It rnpucti Ihe rharaeters ef the heroes and 
itduiun utbii poetry. Wr are; huwe«cr.d|*(Mw«*l lo bedeTc. that htsdra* 
niai'i p«<i>witr are moaUy Ibe property bf oUter «x*il><(«rs, alfbougti he 
inny toftirtlnwa furnUb Ihrm wi.b nfn dm«n and drcweltoiH. — with 
* sable balr,'*uneerlbly *cawU,'*a tiiaiarudi'orall bc^ldelbelnMH*cs.-BOd 
tsirb addUlonat Imprcretuenic as he may roniider ocdtoary. In order lo 
citikble Ihrm te make their appeiirance with M|l*faciton to bimtelf, and 
pinlil. or at h>a»l aniuaeiDenl. fn the putdfo. ^Ib to say. ibtre are few 
|ie»ple be()«r ad<ip>nl to play Ibr part of a Corsair than hi* lunlOilp ; for lie 
I* iHstilitaly uoecjnalird by aoy maiauder wce*er iperwlib or heard ayf. In 
kbresteui aiRl tarlrly of bis tlirrar} plrrdea. and ooerkuowirdged ebliga- 
Vliotpila *8rluu»lP<’al men - ay. aud Moioeu loo - living aa We.l eadeceated. 
The nexl Weekly JournalHl whom wti hultl H proper lo quote 
it “Tl*c Cltampion'*— lu other woc«K TIXJH1.M mil, Es<j.,.thi- 
Kcnerolit urin’iiul yutron of Kirke Whticami Robed Hlooiiiliehi. 
ao elixitienUy Umled by Soulhey fu h>s Ihc lormcr of Uie<4.‘ 
jwcu-*lhdt proprietor of 

. vni. TUE CUAUriON. > 

*' Hon Joan is undoubtedly from tbe pm of lord Byron rand llie mystery 
hi Uw) publhation acem* (a be nOtbiog but a baobarilrr * Iritfc to c-wlie cu< 
rto4iy and enlianic the aale : fur slih<KUb Ibr IhkA I* inBulielj mute Im- 
tnucal tbau llir puliiiaikuia sgBliul wtikb the pmsnuiluns of the Sociwy 
lor Ibe $apprr»*lon of Vice are dfrcctrd. we find nolfittig lo II that cvahl U. 
likely to be regarded a* aalooatle. At Ibe bar of mora) alllclan. Indeed. 


XI. LorgBoN JCACAXivk. 

fcord Byron'S poem of Don Juan. UioOgh a wondrrful proof of Ibe «r- 
aalllliy of IU* powers. U arowedly llcopilooa. ll t* a satire on demory. •* 
flnefevling. Ihe rules of conduct nuftwaary te tbecotwcctallooofaacIrtT. 
' and on <ome of hu own oeer cowierUoni Vlaadoua alluUon* » wri*'' 
1 prarttcal Irrrgularitlw arc (bluga whkh It l« to be wppoaed Inoeortr* I* 
I strong eiiougb lo rAUt : hni Ibe ijtiicb altrrnaiiun ot patbo* aod prolanr' 

I nr«s. ol>rrlooaaodmo*lnga«illiDrn(andln«frrinltlbaWry.-ofaf1lif'ls<- 

I saut-rending plclun* of human fliatresa. reodeaed been bv lb* m*»*t f*” 
I and hallowed sympaibles of ihb liuinao bresil. and absoioia Jerrlol 
humau nature, amt-gmcral morkcry of creallon, rireiloy, and heosin I' 

- this Isa sort Of *lolet*ce. (he elfect of wUkh U rlttsrf lo »rar or lodugad 
(be mlud of Ibe reader, and whkh nimol be fairly tbararterl**d.boiasan 
insult sod outrage.*' 

TliCjounul acvUolfC cited is slau now dcftmcli hut |hc Uif« 
i)3s Itccii ruVired. 

XII. BRlTl^d M.1GAZ1NE. 

1 “Byn*n, sTer haslngVblerel a rapid and glurivu* f»mc.fth*.bf 
i tkatloO of Ibis porm, ool only disgu«i»t ctrry wcM-repnloied inlnd, 

I afUkted all WfM* r«>paiied him for hi* cilraoi llnary latent*, but 

{ graded lils-persofial tbarocier loper lUan e*eo blsei.eicl«*lo(»boin 

J ataiiy 1 rould ba»e wUUrd U» see K reduced. Xo gr.iiulto*». su 
^ aodeapirabtea proaUtuliuo of geolua wa* or*er, (a-i^jpa, b«lere wlLP**’^ 
; tHi*b a* we dfsplai' laul. wa should despise onr*rl*rs Mill more. *^'**j^ 
not eipcM eooieoipt and indlgwailon for (he l»earile»* pewtHgset * 



DON iU.\N. 


mark* ike voJaiDe betorr o*.' We n bh we were 4be peel't ani af ktn : it 
•liould fo hera bai ibaf a writ tit /ei^f/re ImqMirtntIo »(>«ul<1 haue. )n (h* 
nwao ilftie w« kn«v bin. praylnR for bio. wUk ike ctowo lo Twellih 
!^igb( Thy wHa Iktf keaveharcetoreteadcivour IbyielMoalccp. and in re 
tky eelu kliible>l)ebble i"* ' 

Another ugc, lOog iJqcc ilcad sod forgotten, was entitled tlie 
llil. EDINRIiBCIJ HONTRLT MAgUINK. 

** Don Juan pAvenU lo ua the nelanrboly apeclorle of Ibe freeleat |ioei of 
the age lending Ibe aurhantornl of hb fiaiitu> lo ibrnM upon Hblcb' we 
lro»l ibaU for Ibe beneOI of manhlual, ihc cbirra of lb penerted lii*plra> 
Kofi wlllfonwerbetatemdcdlo tain. Tbis la by far ihe on>»l offenaUc of 
nil Lord Djron'aperforuiaotra. We ba«o here, foe ibe Oral iloie In Uw hia- 
lory ofoor Itleralure.aBreal work, of which ibe rery bo‘L» b iolWeUij ao#! 
licvnlloQtneu. and the most obiru»l«e omamcnlt are iBjpure lippiMcialion 
end bbapbeTDooaaoerra. The worh renool perlih ; for It baa In i|, lull and 
overflow imr. llieelefi>.ttlaonoieli«elual vigour. and beara upon li ibcaiaotp 
of »urpaa»lng power. Tbe poet b, lodced, ‘ damnad lo e'erUallni faaw "* 
I S^'pl. IRItf. ] ^ 

Tbe MoDtIiJj organ of rriUciuu itusscuing njoat away among 
cerUUn etricUy religlout circles, wai. in tS19, aa now, the 
XIV. F.CLECTIC tEVlEW. 

*' he'* followed Lord lyroo ibu far In hb career; we cere not lo 
color funlirr Into bh aecrel. We here bad enough oMbM blih nbicb hb 
poetry U replete-hlmaeir. The Deccaury progroM of ekarecter, ei deve- 
loped In bl« bait repated produrtion. baecoadoctod Bln to a point at which 
it la no longer aefe lo fallow bln even In tbangbl. for fear we abould be 
bcgulted of any portloo of the deicataiion due lo ibU buM outrage, foetry 
wbicb U U loipoaalble not lo reed wtiboul adnil.-ailoo. yet which H b 
equally ImpoafiWe lo admire wllboOl Joeing aome degree of aeif-rcapecl, 
can Ite nfeiy dealt wlib only lo one way.-by peMlof It over In allrace. 
There ere cimb la wbicb ll b equally Impoaaible lo raldl Into laughler, or 
to eorien into plqr. "Kkotil fediog that an imnorel cooccaaloo la made to 
Tice. Tbe aulbor of tbe folJonlog Uaniaa mlgbl K«tu to Invite our cooi- 
peaelonale aympaihy : - ' 

* Me more-- DO Bore»Ob I never more on OM 

Tbe fretbncai o( iba bean ran fall ilka dew, 

Wbirb ant of all tbe lovely ibings we aee 
Exiracb emoitooa baiatlful and new. 

Dived In oyir boMou like Iba bag e’ Ibe boa : 

Tblok'at Ibou the be^ wlib tboac objects grew t 
Alaa I M wea ool In tbem, btil in iby power 
To doable etm Iba iwcetoem of a flower. 

•Mo more-no more-Oh! never more, my heart, 

Canal iboo be my tole wortd, my uolvcrag I 
Once aH In aU. but now e Iblog apart, 

Tbou ranic not be my bleaelug or my coree; 

Tbe lihulon'a gone for ever, and Iboo art 

tiMcuitblc, I inut. but none tbe worw. 

And In ihy Mead I ‘ve got a deal of Judgmcnl, • 

Tboagh heaven knowi bow It ever found a lodgmeoi.' 

Tbem Hoc* are eiroedingly lonchiug, and ibey bevr ibaj character of tniiu 
wlib dtatingulitaea Lord Byron’a poetry. He wriloa iUe a mao who baa 
• ibai deer percepilon of ibe iniih of iblnga, wbicb iatOe result oftkr gulUy 
know ledge of good aud evil ; and w bo. by tbe light of that knowledge, baa 
ddlberetely preferred the evil, with o prood mallgnliy of piirpoae wbtrb 
would aeem to leave UlUe for tbe la*i conaummaiing change to arcemplUh, 
Wbro be nlculalea Ibai Iba reader La on ibe verge of pliylog bio. he tak« 
care lo Ibrow blm bitch IbedeUaocc of laughter, ap If to let blm know ibaf 
■11 Ibe Toct’a palboa la bet tbe aenilinoiilalUm of Ibe drunkard belwreo bli 
rupf, or tbe relenUng avflocm of Ibe courteion. who the oeil luomenl re- 
•umee Ibe lN»d boldncaa of ber degraded character. WUk luch a man. wbo 
w ould « Uh lo Uogb or lo Weep ? And joi, w bo (bat reads blm can refrain ' 
Bliorualely rromeUber}" ' 

Another now silent oracle was 

XT. TUB BBITISD CBITIC. 

■* A mtlre wea aenoaoced, in terms to happily ibyatarloua, m ^srt Iba 
town on the very Uploe of cspeciailon. A ibouuod low and poricntuns 
murmurs preceded Ua Wrib. ai one lime il was dec^rad lo be to Inloie- 
rably aeTure, that an alarming Incrc-ire was lo be apprebeoded la ibe raU- 
logua of our osilonal aolcldea, at another, U waa staled to be of a rom- 
plcilon ID blanphcmoua, ea, eren In ttw»c doia of llUralliy. to endanger Ibe 
persoosi mcurliy of ibe bonkwRer. Tbe trade. It wet wbiapered Itad 
Shruok berk, one by one.ftom all ihCspleudH lemplailous wbicb allcmlrd 
ibepubUc^on. Nierooslrr-row was paralited. Aiiht lime of lu birth 
drew amr. wonders mnJilpUod ; and, aaal that of old Owen Cleodoner- 
*Ai lia uilvKy 

Tbe frooi of Twaven was full of ilpry atiapcs 
Of burning nesaeta.' 

Fearful lodccd wesibc predlgy-a book wflbonl a bookselfcr ; an adarriUC’-.' 
iiiroi wlibout an edveniter-'a deed wiilioula name.' After airihUpor- | 
iMHooa perturiilnn. oui ctrepa Doo Joan.-aod, doabUew. mueb lo ibr 
general dUeppointmral of tbe town, ea tnooceol of satire i* eny other Don 1 
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I (n the Span tab domiulona- If Von Jnaas'lbea. be not a miiro* what la tif 
I A more pcrplnlDg qoeeilen couid imh be pul to the rrtllcet squad. Of ^Jm 
lour hundred end odd atamna which the two Caoloa rouialii. not a llliie 
I epaJd, gvRi In the utmost Utlludc of lotcrpreuilon, be dlgniked by Ibe 
name of p*vlry. It balnoi wil enough lo be comic, ll Ims doI spirit enough 
to be lyrk ; nor U It didaclie of any Ibing bul roltcblef. Tbe vcrvUlcaiion 
and morallly art about upon k par; as far. therefore, as we are oiablrd I" 
give It any ebararter at all, we abould pronounce H aatarralhe ofdegradiog 
■debiurbery IndoBgrel rhyme. The aiyle w bich Ibe noble lord ba* ailuptad 
ta tedteuraiKi wearUome to a moat liisalfcrabic degree. Uou Joan tl no 
burlesque, nor mock heroic ; It conaUta of ibe common adventure of a cfhn- 
inon man. ill eoncelvod, tediously lold. and poorly iilostraird. Jn Ibe prc«- 
seqi (bU'h and heavy quarto, conlajnliig upwards of four buodml doggrel 
TiaiKaa, tfawe are not a dOMU places Ibat, even in ihe merrkst mood. rouM 
false s SOI Me. II is true that we may be vrav dcli doss, and as lllileable 

locomprsbcndlbawUefblsIordatJp.aalu.coiislrtrrhUpoctn.'' « 

We DOW arrive ktlwo Baihorlties to which, on this occAsioo, 
UDCoafnoa allentkm lidoe.' inacatych at iheir casti^atloiuTif Don 
Ju^Dsyere coasMe^ wortfif ofvery elaborate commeai-siid rc- 
ciamatloa on (be part of Lord 3yroo biiaseir. or ibeae, the flnt 
is ihat bmone Article In Ibe no oUkembe timous work, since de- 
funct, styled “Tbe British Beview." or, lo the phrase of Don 
Juan— * » ^ 

XTI ••MT ClAMVflOTBRB P tETIEW, TOE BBfTIsa. ' 
or a poem to llagUlout. that uo boobteikT has been vrilling le lakd upon 
bImaaJf the publlrallon, ihougb most of Ibemdiagraee tbemaelrM by telling 
ll, what rap the critic say? lilt pralae or reusore ougbl lo found iiaelf oo 
uamplM produced ftom tbe work itself. For praise, sa far as regards Ibe 
poetry, many paaaagee mlgbl be eiblblled; fur condeiniisifep, as far as 
regards the meralliy. all ; bul none for eilbrr [ftirpoee can be produced, . 
wlibool liinii to the ear of decency, and veuilontoibe bean that reels for 
dumallc or naiional bapptneaa. Tbit poem la sold In tbe tbops aa Hie work 
of Lord Byron; but tbe name of nelibar agibor nor book^lcr la on Ibe 
title-page: we are. iberrtore, at libcny toauppoae >1 not lo bo Lord Byfon's 
composliloa ; and Ibta accplirtam baaaomelblng lojusilfy it. In tbet'daunre 
which baa lately occarredof the naose of that noMcmao bating been-J»dr- 
rowed for a talif of disgusting borror, published ander ibe title of ‘TIM 
Vampire.' 

•• Bul Ibe atroDgeel argnoieUI against tbe aupposllioa ofhabrhietbe'pcr- 
fonnaiKool Lard Byron la tbia;— that It can hardly he powiblefdr aa,Euf> 

I lUh ooMemau. even lo bla mlrlb, lo Send forth to ttw public ibc direct and 
palpable falaebood contained In tbe amb and giPih atansiu of lb« PliM 
Caalo. 

• Par tar Mina pndUb readera sboald'grow ahllllsb, 

I 1 're bribed my grtndmoiber'i revleir-lbe British. ' 

‘I tani ll in a leiiar lo ibeadlior, 

Wbo thank'd me duty by return of pool— 

I 'ni for a baod'Otne article hla cradllor : 

Tel, If my gentle kuse be please to roast. 

And break a promitc after having made it ber. 

Denying tbe receipt v*hai ll roit, 

And smear blspage with galllosload of honey, ’ • 

1111 CIO say Is-lbal be had the mooey.’ 

Mo mladaManour-noi even ilitl of acodlng Into Ibe world obaqene and 
bloapbemona poetry, tbe prodort of studious lewdueaa and Mbouml lm> 
piety -appears lo ua lo so detesisbias ligbl as Ibe aceeplance of n pre.etn' 
by an editor of » Bcvlew. as Ibe condlllon of preUiog so aulbor ; aud. |«l 
lUp miserable man (for miserable bc1a.ps bavinga tool of which he cannot 
gel ridj, wbo bas given bIrIb to IbU p«aH>rDt poem, has ool wrepled (o lay ' 
Ibis to the charge of ‘TbeBrllUb Bcvlew;' and Ibai. nol by lusinaailori, 
bul bu acinally stated hlmaeir to bavS Mnl muiWy In a icKer to the Editor 
of Iblf Journal, w bo aeknow lodged Ibe receipt of Ibe Mm* by a lel|crln le- 
tuni. wlib Ibanka. Mo peer of tbe brtllsb realm can surely be capable of m 
calomnlous a falaebood. refuted, we irual, by Ihc very cbaracler and spirit 
of Ibejouruil dVfamcd. We are compelled, Ihercfore. lo conclude (Hat 
IbLi pucm roonut bo Lmd Byron a production ; and wc, of rvurae, expect 
that Lord Byron v\IU, Miball goiillrinanly baste, disclaim a worklibpulrtl 
to Him, conlaluliig a calumuy m nbotly Ibe product of maJIgnanl Imcu- 
Uon. 1 ■ 

••irmmebakly perMnailog ibo Cdllor of ibe Brli^ Bcvlew bas rrcelred 
mooey from Lord liyron, or from any other person, by way of briba to 
pratse bla romposliions. the fraud oilgbl be iracrd by'tbe prtNlurtloD of Ibe 
letier which tbe author alalea blaiwlf lo have received in reiorn. surely, 
Ibrn, If Iba aulbor of Ibis poVm boa auy such leilrr, be will produce il for 
tills purpose. Bul feat 11 abould be said Ibai we bate ool In pwltlvr Irrms 
denied Ibe charge, we do ullcrly deny Ibai there la one word of truita, or 
Ibe temblanceof Iruib. ai far aa regards this Beview, or iti bdlior, lo tbe 
ajserilooa made In the alaoxaa above referred to. We really feel a iwoae of 
j degradation, aa ibe Idea uf this odious Impulaliou pustes through our 
minds. 

“ We have hpard, that tbe aoibor of tbe poem ooder conetderkHdu d^ 
signed wbai ba baa said la Ibc Uih aUnsa aa a akcleb of bla onacbtrac* 

wr;- 

• Tet Joae waa an bonourabJe man : * 

Thai I musi uy. wbokuew Bln very well.' « 

HI 
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tf.Hbni, he If lbl» boftOorftWe iimd, we «hfH boI cell In t*ln for en act *1 j 
JMlcnai hl« hand*, in dedarln« tiMilbe dU not roeaD bU wonl to be.iafcwi. . 
wheo, for the «aU of a Jcfl (twr r«<»ec» will judje bow Or «wb a mode 
or JoMlnR I* def*H>INel, he »taied. with iba partlniUrtty which holona* to » 
fart, the fortwry ola-fsroandkaa Ocllon." [No. ariii. tUfl-f J 

TUc fort^oins vindication of llie.EUilor of the BrilUh Review > 
(Hr. Bobcria) callrtj forlb from 4#oril Byron that ‘‘LCTfiJi to 
thk EuiyoR ovMv Gba.\uMOTjieik's Reviaw.” wbicJi the readif i 
will find h» llw present volome (are p. »89. pWlV '''*« next to- \ 
licit attcniion to the (ullo^iiig pafaages from the redoubted organ j 
of Sorlbcfn Torylun— 

' ' XTII. DtaciwooD. 

•• tntberompoeliion of ihli wornboreli unqMealJonably a more tboroopb 
and inteiwa Inlualnn of fwla* and rlco- power and j>r(^lgact-‘ban In 
any po«n which had erec before been written In the Eopltah or; indeed, 
ta any other modem laugnaga. Had the wtehedneM been law lowUrtcaWy 
mingled wllb ihebeouly. tad Ihagrae*. tod ibeatrragtbofa roo« Intml- 
Igblc and iBComprebeojibta muic, oor taah woold ba»o bora «ty. Don 
duao If by far the (pool adrelraMcaperlnicoof lbcaUlureofcoae,alreugtta. 

, gaiety, and t^rionineM citnnl In tba whole body of Edgliib poetry : Ibe 
autbor hat deroted bif ppwen to the woral of pneposet and pawUwi ; and 
It tnerraaca bif golU aod oer torrow. tbai be ba> dcToicfi them eoilre. 

- »‘The moral ftrtin of the whole poem ia pitched ia tin lowest hey. Lore 
-bonour-pairlo:UiD— raligloo. are roenitoned only to be fcoffed at, as tf 
llwlr aoh) resUag-plaee were,’joc night .1* be, to the boaeiw of fool*. It 
appear*, III thori. at IftbU mhcrabic man, bariag ethamtcd crery tpertet 
of KnaoalgrallUcailon-bnrIag draload Iba ropof do even tolls btuereat 
dngf-wvre aefoUed to show u< that be U no longer a human being, area 
In bit fratilla: bnl a cool nncoocemod llaod, langbiog with a deieatabte 
gifv o*«r Ibe whole of ibe belter and worse etement* of which human life 
it comtio*rd- tret ling wMI-nlgh with equal derltlao Ibemuti pare eftlr* 
loea, aadlbe moft odloat of iket>dnid alike to ibe beouly of iheonc, aifll 
the deformity of the other -a oervbcerilefsdKpiteroflhal fraU but noble 
bamanliy, wUdae type was nercr nbiblird fa a shape of more deplorable 
difradeiloa than iu.bls own coaicfloptuoasly dltUncf deHnntloo of him* 
leir. Ta fooraa* lo bit asker. and w««p over fa tee ret agonlw. Ibe wildest 
and mat! rmteattc UantgretstuRsof bean aod mlnA U the part of a roo- 
arloot nnner, la whom sin bat uot become Ibe tele princlpta of lUe ami 
•Mian. Rat, to lay hart to the eyobf oMn-acHlor wooMs-all ibe-biddrn 
rtmraliloat of a wicked splrli^and lo do all iNlt wlthoot one tyraplora nf 
eontrlHoo, reioorw. oc betlialloo, with a rsltn. rarriesa rereclMitaees of 
eawtenledend taiUbcd dcpreiHy-ibit wat an Insail w bleb no manor g»* 
niut hadoverbefore dared to put upon lilacrealeror bit ipMtes. imploosty 
raUlag agslntlbU Cod-madly aod meenly disloysllo hltiorerclgn and bli 
CQoniry, -and brutally oolrsglng all Ibc best leHIng* of female honour, 
aflerilen. and ronlMsnc*.'>bow smull a part ofcbi*alr> U ibal wbkb re- 
maliH to Ibe doaceadaol of Ibe Ryroaa-a gloomy «t»r, aod a deadly 
weapon I 

*'TbosD whnarcaciiaalaicd (atwbo Isnoiri wllb the main lurldenUIn 
ihqpritan UfaofLord Ryran-and who hare not teen this prodiKtlon, will 
tcarcety bellere that aaligolly should bate carried blm so far, a« to make 
him eonunence b BHby sad laiploOa poem, with an elaborate talireoo t^ 
ebararter and-RMnnert of tiU n|f«>ir«m wbom,««en by bit own renfoi- 
Blon.be has been separated ooly lo runaequence of.Mt own rrael arid heort* 
lew mlsrondurt. It Is ta rain for lord Byrao to attempt Ifl any way to 
^0 tlfy bis own bcbatlnur lo that affair; and, now ibal be bat to openly 
and. Budacloatly lihlled enquiry and repromb, we do not ace any good 
reomif why hr tbould not be plainly MHd so by ihe general rolt* of blicoun- 
Iryraen. It would not he an e«cy -natter to persoade any ttan, wbo bat 
any hnofslrtlga of Ibe naloiu of Woman, that a female tueb ai Lord Ryron 
bu bimicir described bit wlfa to he, would rttbly. or h.-utily, or ilgblty, 
lepmls hertdl from the lore wllb_ w bich ibe bad onre been Inspired for 
such a man bt he h, or wot. Ui»d V art heaped Inibli upon Inmll, and 
acorn upon arom-bad he not forced tbe.lroa of bUcontempi iaio ber 
Ten aoul-lbera U no woman ordallcacy aod rtrtue,at be sdMr/led fody 
Byron 10 he. who woold not bare bopod all iblngt and tufrevd all tbtogs 
from one, ber Mreorwiratn mast bare been Inworea wllb ao many' cult- 
log elrmCnu of drltrlooe pride, and more deitrlous bumIUiy. To offend 
the lor? of meb a iroman « at wrong - brt I* mtSbi be forgtrrn ; to detert 
her ws* unmanly-hut be mtgbl hare retunwil, ai^ wiped (or erer {VAOt 
ber eym the l«rs of ber dewnloti ; bol to Injure, and to deterl, and tbeo tn 
lam barb and wonod ber widowed prlrary wllb waballowod stralin Of 
roM-btoeded imJckery- wai brutally, nenrlltbly. taesplably meas. For Im- 
poflilce there might be tome poavibUlty of pardoa.Vere ibey tuppoted to 
spring only from ibe rerkles* bnoyaary of young blood aod flwy jartoot; 
■ ^fortaipiclT fbere might at least Upliy, were It rblMe that tbr misery of 
Ibe laipKna M«l i*qlMned lu dtrbocM ;>bm for offences tneb at thtt, 
wbteb caouof pfnn^Tf — kom the laadneat of tuddeo Impulse, or the 
IwwlMcsudngonte* of doabt-bul nhlrh «peoh the wlllul and delermlDed 
s^w ofao tBrepeotiog. uoforkMed. MalUcig. ibrcautle. Joyoua sinner - there 
cao bs ncltbor pity oor pardon. Our knowledge iba| It it retotnuied by 
OM ol Ibe moat ytomrfai lotctlecU our Maod errr bat produced, lends lu- 


tetutly a ihoutand FoM lo Ibe binemesa of oer Indlgnatfon. Rrery high 
tboagbl llwt was erer hiudled ia oiir bnwttt by the ma«e of Byrun- crerr 
pure ?i»d lofty feeling tiiatcrer responded from wlihin at lo the tweep of 
bis majestic losplraltoot-erery remembered momrut of admiralloo and 
eotbutlosm, U up (a amit agalnti bliQ- We took back with a mUtore of 
wralb oad acorn to (be delight wllb wbirti wetiifrered ourwiTct to be filled 
by one wbovbll ibe while be wvk fumUhlog ut wiihdeUgbl. mutt, we rao- 
uol doubt It, bare been mocking at wllb a cruel mockery- Im rrpel ooty. 
'bceaute less prrulUr, than ibal wllb wbtrb be bat now itmed him from 
the lurktng-ptarcof blttcIBthaud polluted riUe, topour ibe pliiftil cbalke 
of hi- roDlomely on Ibe mrrcndrred drroileo of a rirglo bosom, and the beh 
bopet of Ibe moiber of bb child. It It Indeed a tad and an bumllleiioi 
thing lo know, that la Ibe same year there proceeded from the same pm 
two prMurtloiu. In all Ibtngt to dlffercat, at (be Fourtb Canto of T^Ude 
llirold and ibit lotitawme Don loan. 

" We bare menitoned ooe. eud. all will admit, the worst tmtaarc of the 
qirlrBlf ouiignlty wbtrb bat been mibodicd la to mupy pawages of Dm 
J uan : and we are quite sure, the lofiy-mluded and sirlnou* men whom 
Lord Byron bat debated btouelf by iosulUog. wlU riote the rolnise which 
mnialnt ibclr own Injuries, with no fmllnff* saro those of pity for Dloj 
Ibal b«t Infllrted them, and for Her wbo partakes ao largely ln‘tbc,tawc 
tnjarlcs."- [kng. IBIB.J 

The^BKlfkBKit HBOB kB ABTICLR IN BUCXVkOOD'sHkCAtlNE," 
«>wliicb Lord Byrun wruic on penuiag the abore-quuied paatij^ 
«nd which were prinled at Ihe lime, hut on cooskleralion nip- 
preaicd,— arc now. for the hrat time,- publithed in Ibc present vo- 
lume. See p. S8ii 

Ai a pleasingVelier. in ihe rhiiUt at ibrsc prose rriiidsms we 
present an extract from CoanoN Sinkb, a Poxa." imblUhetl in 
f840, by a gentteman. we are informed, of eminent respectability, 
the Rev. Mr. Terrot, of Cambridge. 

XVm. TBAtOT. 

“ Alat, (or Byrob !— Saflra't Mf mutt own 
' Hit-aqng hat aomrtblng of a lofty lone; 

But 'I ttan empty touad. If-ric* be low. 

Baleful and nwua, tl»e» Byroo't rerae It so. 

Not all his genlut urts blm from Ibe curse 
Of pluDgliig deeper iilU frtifn bad to worse ; 

Wllb fraulh; speed, be rnot Ihe rood lo rain. 

And damu bis name for errr by 'Don Joan.' 

He wants varleiy; art docs hit plan , 

Admit Ibeldeaofaalionesloaa; 

Uno rhararter alone rsu be affqrd 
' To Harold. Conrad, Lara, or my Lord : 

Each half a aisdmati mUcblerous aod aoor,. 

Sapranely wrrtcbed c«eb. aiHl each a Olaour. 
XoniciUmlgale my lord wllb prabet twort, 

.Some tkk Ibe sefy dual beoeeib bia fVel. 

Jenrey, with CbrUllaa charily to' nwvk, 
klisof Ibe hand Ibal tinole him oo Uk cbceA< 

Clff'wd'i retainers. Tory, Pititlo. Bat, 

All Joiif lo tooihe Ihe tdriy Ortoorrrt. 

I. Ioo,^admlfe-bnl not (bruugb ihirk and tbin, 

Bor tblob talni »urh a bard as ao'or bath bcrit.'' 

Let oa indulge our readers, beCure we relurn to ibe realms 
of proae, witli another wreath from the myrtles of PBrnassus,— 
I. e. with an extract from an ^'Expoitulatory RpitUe to Lord 

b)Toa’* — 

By CoUlo— sol' he whom Ibe Alfred made bmona; 

Bat Joortib, Of Di Mol. the broiber of Amos." * 

XJX. COTT^B. 

I* ft (Arrs a nun. bow falleo f siHl lo {lUl 
Who heart a dark preredrf|cy o'er all. 

Brjcrtcd by the land whlrti give him birth. 

And wandering now an onlrast o'er Ihe certb, 
fill every itrtaoes door eogrsven ‘ beoce f’ 

Whose very breath It ptmue and pbilleoce: 
Aaondismonber'd. and to aliens ibrowo, ' 

Corrupting other riimes- bat OrM bUowa 1 
One sorh lArre i(t .' w bum *im uotkora will rnrsc, 

Daating wllb giant stride froin bad lo worse, 

Seektog anllred to gain ibcsmtuartomUe, 

A patHirr for Ibe profllgalc and vile; 

Bit bred rich ftaughi | like tome bawar'i ily ilall ) 

Wllb larherwu* lays, lhal rt)me at evrty call. 

TArre it a reiKi. onrplng lonHy tway, 

Aiming atonqlo bvid a world at bay : 

Wfto, mean aa dartng, arrogihl ns vslri, 
Llkecbaffregardtoplnloa with dUdaln, 



' See <mf«. p. m. 
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liU lb« prl>lk-ge with blA were f<KinJ 

Tbe k ws lo >pura by ntikb aiJiiLInd are bound ; 

Aa (f tbe-am nhlrh dragi a dr>poldOHa 
) Haft pokied fa(i before a IT)roD * froka'^'* . 

Tbc“T?sUmooiM*’ bJiherio tiuMcd refer lo ibeeirfler— roo*tof 
IbeiD to tbe first two— Caotoe of Don Juan. We now paba (O' rd- 
lical oth>ervatiODrtui the Poem as a whoiet tome introduced in 
periodical storks of tbe time, olbera from separate-tracts. Let as 
begin wlib'the more measorcd language of Blackwood, in iti5— 
wbeo Lord Byron was no mure. 

XX. PLtCXWOOD,— llrmiR. 

“ We sball, like all otbera wbo aa^ toy Iblog about Lord 6>roo, beglo, 
fent apvlofie, Milb bli prrMoal cbarorlcr. TbU U ibe great obterl ot ' 
aiiack, tbe conaiant ibcuM* of open ^Iiupvratton lo one »et, and lh« Mta> . 
blbbod mark fur all Ibe petty bat dradty artillery of aiHiira, , brings, groeui, ' | 
lo soother. Two lylJcly differeol matlem, bueerec, arc eeocrslly. i«c i 
mi^ht »s> unlrarNliy, miied up here- tbe persooal rturactrr of Ibe mao, } 
a» pxo'rrd b) blit rourao of ll/«, and bh prrauoitlcfaarartrr as rrrcaled b>, or 1 
gucMtij frucu, bU hooks. Nulhtog rao he niurc unralr Ihati the at^e lo I 
KliU-tt Ibis mitiure la made uae of. Is Ibere a aoble acuUniml, a lofty 
ibinjgbl. a sublime ruoreptlen, lo the bookJ-*ab r yea,' is the auswer. 

* but M bat of that r It Is onl} iba rout Bjroo that apeaksl* laaklud.a j 
griK-roos action of Ibe moo mrailuned^ * tea, yea.* coQuneiils tbo vsge, ^ 

* but ooly remember ibe-airorllles ol Don Juaii ; depend un it. tblr, IfU be 

true, must hare been a mere freak of raprire. or perhaps a Mt of rile by« 
pocrlay.' Salrallou Is thus shut out at elibrr coirance : tbe poet damns tbe 
niaii. aiwl Ibe map Ibe poeU t 

'* Nobody nlil suspect ui of bring so aUurd. aa lo roppoac Itaai t| U pos- 
sible for people tndrant no liiferencea as lo Ibe eboracter of aoaulbor from 
hU book, or to sttiil entirety out of slew, la Judging of a book, that whlcb 
they msy happen to Inotp about tbe man wbo wrllea It. Tbv ran! of tbe i 
day >uppoH-s such ihlDfis to be practicable, hut they are not tlDlnhalwe ' 
complain of. and irom, Is ibe eitenrio which they are carried In the rose : 
of this parllratar ladltlduaL as compared wllb others: Ibe Impdilcncr 
nllb whirta things are at once aastiniod lo be (acts In regard lo kit prtrate 
lildory. ami Ibe ab'Ulule uofsimna of tierer argnlag frum k<r nrllings to ! 
kIm-M /ir es’»7, : 

‘'Tako tbe man. In Ibe Qrst place, as tiuromiccled, In ag» fer M we can i 
thus couolder blm, wllb bis works ;-and ask. wbal, after ell, are tbe bad I 
ibldgs we know of him? Wm be dUhonrsi or dUbooourable.f-bod be I 
crer done eny thing to forfkll, or eren endanger, bis rank as a Rrotleipsnf j 
MofI astumdiy no aurh amtaeiiona bam eter been foalnlalned against Lord 
Kyron. Ibe private noblemsq-abbongb tonwltalng of tbe soH may bate ^ 
been Inslouaitd against Ibe eolhor. ‘ But, be was surh e profligate In his 
morals tbul hU naow cannot bo inaiilloneri with any Iklag Kko lolersnro.' 
Was be m, ludaed } We sboaM like eitreoely to bare Ibe calecblslAg of 
ihetodltidual UMa wbe says so. Ituil he Indulged lo sensual vlteslosooN; 
eileol b cnrlala-and lo be regretleil and rtmdfisnrd, kot. was he worse, 
as lo sorb matters, than Ibe enormeoa majority of Ibooe wbojolo tn Ibe 
cry of horror upon (bts ocraslon? We most essuredly believe esacUy Ibe 
reverse : and we real our belief upon very plain lod lolrlllglble groonds. 
Ural, we Isold It Im^oaslblelbal Ibe nsilorlty el uisnklDd,or that arty thing 
beyond a very amatl miaortly. are or can beeniitled to talk of sfasoal pro- 
(llgary as haying fdriued a part of the life and rbarecter of the man nbo, 
dying al slx-ond-lblrty, bequeathed a mllection of works aurb as Byron's to 
the world. Svroodty, we bold It impossible ibst, laying tbe eiienl of hlv 
lalellerlual labours onl of lb« quesUoa. and looking only to Ibe nainre of 
tbe 1 met led wbkto geDenled, and ddtigbied tn genenllog. ouch beautiful 
and noble coacepllooe as are to be found In almosl all Lorii Byron's works 
--we bold It ImpoaalWe Ikal very msny men rsn be at once capable of rom- 
prebending ihcee concept iooa, aud entitled U> consider sepaual proIHgecy aa 
having foruMd ibe principal, or even a principal, Irall lo Lord Byron's' 
character. Thirdly, and lastly, we have never been able lo bear any one 
laci estabUsIsed, wblcb could prove Lord Byron lo deerrve any lOIng like tbe 
degree or e**n kind of odidm which has. In regard lo a.allcrv of Ibis claik, 
been Iwapcd upon bis name. We bare no Mery of bale unmanly aeduc* 
lion, or false and viiianous Intrigue, against blm-none wbainer. It seems 
to us qulle clear, Ibal, If be bad been at all wbat Is called In sorMf an no- I 
prludplrd aeosiullM. there must have been many surb storim-aalhentic 
and auihenllcaled. Bu( Ibere sre none surb— abaulotely none. Ills name 
Isai b^en ronphxl with Ibe names of ibrer, fuar, or more women of some 
rank; but wb.it kind of women?— every one of tbem, tg Ibe Urst plain, 
about as old as b'msolf lo years, and Ibervfore a great deal oMer lo eba- 
lorter-cvery oue of ilsrin. utterly battered In reputation long before bo 
tame tiHo roolact wlib llieai-licenUout, unprincipled, rbaraiierlrw wi» 
mm. Wbal father has rver rrproarlieil him w|ih tbe min of blidaiigiflrr? 
Wbal bnsbaisd baa denounced blui aa tbe destroys of Lts peorc? 

** l^l US not be ml taken. We are not defrmllug Ibe effenres of w iilcb . 
lord Byron anquesll'mubl) was gnilly : ncllbrr nre we nnding fault with ^ 
tbuae wbo. after luoklog isoneslly wit bln and around lhf*mtel«r«, rondeynn 
those offeiicei-Bn matter bow Seierrly. Bat we arc speaking of sorirly In 
pcucral, as It now etl'ls; and we say that ibtTc It vile liypr>rriiy tn Ibe - 


towr tfl wblcb Lord Byron Is lalked of lAerr. We isy'tbat. alibongb all 
dllkJicrs agalusi purity ofltreara miserable things and condcmnable things, 
tbe degrees of guUt aliacbed lo dlfreri-nl bftcbccs bf Ibis close ffe as wldrlg 
difrerriil as sre ibe drirtes of guilt between in osanlt and I murder and 
ws confow our br.lef, tbol no ma'n of Byron's sUllol) and ngsTould have 
run much risk lo gaining a very bsd name in society, bad a rmjrse of life 
similar (lo so far as w'c know' any Iblag of Ibat | lo Lord Byrun'i been lb# 
ouly thing cbargcabla rgaiost Him. 

" Tbe last poem be wrote * wav prodortd upon his blrlb>day. pot many 
weeks brfonbr died. WcconsUter It at one of Ibe BocM and most touch • 

Ing cfTnsloM of bli ncthle genia^. We tbiok be wbo reads It. aisd ran ever 
after ^ing bimself to regard rvi-o the worat lransgn»«tons llial have boro 
(barged ofatast Loed -Byron with any frellngv but Ibose of bumble sorrow 
end manly pity*, Is not deserving of lha nmnr of man. TbC dn-p aud pas- 
sionate struggles with Iba InferWr c'cmcnls of b'l nolure t sndours) wlikb 
II records-ibe loRy tblrsilng after purlty-ibe bcrolc dcvuitou of a soul 
balf weary of lllb. beraote unable iq bcd< vc in its ow n puwrrs lo lire up lo 
wbal it to inlettvcly fell lobe, and so reverentially hoijourwl as, thr right ^ * 
— Ibe wlsuk I Irture of tkts mighty spit It, aflen darknml, bpt ivcver «uuk: 
often erring, but ucker ceasing lo are and 10 worvhip iiieiM>nuly of virtue — 
tbe repcnunca of It, Ibe anguUb, tbe asplrailou. Hlmn-l sillk<d in desprhr— 
the v|boTe olibU Is soeb a wboie, tUit'w'c are sore no man ran read Ihrve 
solemn verses too often, sod we rernamrad tbini for reprlillou. a> tbe best 
sod most conclusive of ail possible answers, whenever tbe.iumie of Byrbii 
If Insulted b) those wbo permit (htmsefvci lo rorgcl oulblug, cllbrr in hU , 
life or bis wrliings, but Ibe good.'' - ' ' 

Ihe preseut Lunl Ailvoc-ale of ScolTgod ttiiu gnleldlly aU- 
moirialied the yet Ifeiug juUior of 1 >oq Jiuji, Ui tUe 73d Number 
of tbe Bdinburgly ueview. ' * 

XXI. lEFFBEt. 

" Lord Byron coapislas bitterly of Ibe delracfien by wblcb be be) been 
assallftl-ood Intlmalev Ibat bts work* bare been recriged bf the public 
with fkr levs ronJiailly and favour Iban be was rntllW to rsperi. We are 
cugvtrBlned to say that Ibis appears to ov a very esiranrdtnary itthiske. 

In Ibe wholccoum of our eipcvleuce, we cannot ytcollixl a vlngl' ainluir 
wbo baa lud to little reovoa lo comptilu of bU rreeptfoo— to wUusc gmius 
Ibe public bas bero to early and so ronstaolly just-lo wbose faults iIht 
have becaso loug sixi fo signally lodulgenl. Prom'ibc very first, be muit 
bavebecn aware that he offended Ibe pcloclplca aod shocked Use pn-juulcqs 
of the majority, by bis senikmenlf. os luocb as be deligblud them fry bis 
laicntf. I'ct Ibvve never 'was ao sullior so unhca-iully And warmly ap- 
planded, to gently admoukshed - to kindly eoircalcd lo ouk more hrcdfully 
to bts oplntoDS. Be took Ibe preUe, as usual, aod I'ejmed Ihe advlre. as 
Iw grew In fson and outborlLy. hr aggravated all bis olfetirev-cluiig more 
fondly lo all be had been rrprojcbed wltb-aiid ooly look leavoof Childo 
Usrold lo ally bimself lo Don Juan t That be bas sIikw been Talked of. In 
public and tn private, with lew'gBBlnglcd admiratluu-thAl nauic la 
now nteolloDcd at often for rcusuro u for prsbe-and Ibat tbe violuliou 
with wblcb bis countrymen ouce belied tbo greatest of our living ports, i« 
now alloyed by Ibe rcroilerllon of the Itndeury of bU wrtiiugs-'U maucr of 
notoriety to all tbe world : but lualicr of turprlte, we should tuugluc, to 
nobody but Lord Uyroo htnucif. . 

^‘Tbat the bate and Ibe bigoted-tbose wbotD be has darkened by bts 
glory, spued by his Uleot.or morllflod fry bis neglect- have laketi advao- 
lagc of tbe prevailing dlsalfeciloo, 10 vein ibeir pony malice In stUy aick-.. 
naOlea sod vulgar tcurrllUy, la nalural aod true. Bui Lord B^roii may 
^epeod upon U. Ibat tbe dUsoUsfacIloo Is not ronOiie^ lb tUrm, aud. Indeed, 
that tb^ would never baVo hod Ibe enuraga to osaall one on Immreturobly 
Ibeir teperlor. If be bod not al once madoblmsrlfvolnerable fry fits evrurv, 
and allootled bts oalural dofeoders by bit obsHuale odbereoro loibCm. N'c - 
are not bigou, nor rival pools. We have nol been detmrtors; und we tell 
' blm— far oiore In aorraw iWn In anger— that we vertly beflcve the great 
body ef tbe EogUsb nefloo— tbe rMIgbsCu, Ibe moral, and UwcandM psrl of 
il-coiwlder Ibe (endency of blswrlilaga jo be Unmoral and pcroltlooo— 
and loob upoo bis psrseveraure Ui iboi strale of comptwVlloii n lib/egret 
sodiTprcIwastoa, -We oorsatTes are nol oMily startlwJ, cllbrr by lev tty of - 
temper, or betdaest, er even raa^ntsa of remark ; we are, roorcover. mosk- 
sIlKvro admirers of Lord Byron's genlas, and have always Ml » pi Ide and 
lo Interwt lo bU fame; bsK we caonel dlocwl from tbe censurvto vvbicb 
we bare alluded ; and sbaU endeavour to ciplain, lo as few and m icaperaio- 
w orda aa poavl Mes (bd grounds upop. wblcb we rest our rwKurrcoca. 

“ He bas no prleslllkc cani or prieslUke rcvlllug to apiircbeird from bL. 

We do not cbarg^blm wllb bring MUmt a disciple or au apostle of Tatan; 
uor do we desrriba bit Ikoelry as a mere compound ef biaspbrm] and ob- 
icenlly. Oo the contrary, wc are Incllecd to bvllcwr tbtl be w hbes well to 
ibcfrappinMaef maDblod-'aud.are glad tv IrsU.'v, that bis poruw olrnuud 
with aenUmenls of greet dignity aud Ivudermea, as well aapMMgos of tiiU- 
olla fubUraily and beauty- But llicir gcucral toodcixy wc brMevc iii be In 
Ibe bkgbcM degree peroktous ; and wc cten I Wok ifral It h cbIcH) by nicans 
of llw tine and lofty irnitDcult they .contain, lltat they acquire Ibt lr most 
falal power of rorraplloo TbisOia) soanJalUrat.pcrlwps.likr a p.-vroJus . 
but we are mlsUkco If we sbsll uot make U lul(lltglb> nwuub In Ibt cud 

"Welblak there arc iudecrada aud ludclicackcs.seduflivrdeMTlpilaas 


See avfr. p. ftl. 



HHi 


WOUKS. 


■IH) promuff itpmeoWlOB*. »bkh *r^r*n»*l> reprrlwMlWa ; «od «lit> ■ 
•udaeteBi ifeciil«(i<HU, tAd ttrou«oa*ao 4 onc!wrtl*We.*M«!rtloa»,««|Ml^ 
UuleCtiHiM«. Bui If ihm Md »uwd itooe, »nd If ibe wbule bodj oftb 
worbt but b«Q iw«»* up of f*«»dr rlboMry ood nuby KepUcUm. lb* »U- 
cblef, we tblak, would bit« bfen muob Iom thoo U I*. Ho l< «ol mo™ 
•btrrao. prrhoyw. Ibon Drydca of Trior, ond olbcr clo»*tfol and pordoncd 
w filer* ; DOT U lb« WT P*wa«* W ibe bWon eteo ofVoo Jutu *d degrad- 
loX aaTom lone* * airalf wllbtadf BelUalo*. H U no dodbl a wrftcbed 
■potogy-for Ibe lodocendeaof a own of genlui. «l»a‘ Ipdeccurlw^fe 
bc«o fofglfeo 10 hb predbcwora : bo| ibe pretedeol of leotij inlgbl hare 
been followed; and lie olgbl ba^epaeaed bolb ihe IrtUpand ibe »oluj>- 
tuo«M<ai*'tbddaDgarou* wannlbof hi* fomanlic ilioallooi, ai»d Uir*an* 
dal of bb foid-bloodwl dlMipallen. li might i»i bate been ao m*i lo gi*i 
oter Ma dogmaUc arfp(lrbB-bU bird-bearted mailro. of BllMiUbropT- 
bb cotd-biwded aod eager aapoalilooa of lb* oon-eiUiciK* of »!««« end 
boflOBf. rr» IbU. boweaer. migbl baae been comparallaely barmbaa.if 
11 bad BOl bedu acwnpbhifd by ibal m bleb may look, at Or»i algbt, aa a pal- 
Itailon -Ibe rregoent pre»«otiI»col of the moat louching piclurea of Wuder- 
ocad, gaooreaity, aad falib. 

-The ebargeVe brlsg agalnat I*rd »y«>n lo ibofl b, Ibal bb wrltleig> 
bavaa tendeary U» daauoy belief Ip tbe reaHly af ilrino-and lo make all 
caiboibtm.aod eouataBcy of afTeriloo/WIcoloua: and that ibb U efTeeUd. 
o«i merely by .dlree* mailm* ai>d ciamplw, of an Impoalog or aediKlng 
hlod. bul by Ibe eonataol eiblblilon of the moai profllgale hoarilemOeal In 
Ihe peraooa of (boae who bad beea Iramlcotly repreaeiitod a* artnaiod by 
' tba pufeal lad morTeMltad emoilone— aodio the leaaonaof Ibatfcry toacher 
wbo bad been, bata aMMBcni beroff, M beauUfaUy palbellc Id tbee^rca- 
aioA of tba loflleoi cooeepllona. 

' ^ TM b tba ebargo irbleb wt brlni agiiiwt Lord Byroa. VTc aay 
under aotna /irange rolaapprehemloa aa lu lb* Inilb, and tbe doiy of pro- 
rlalmVog It, be baa eaertnl all Ihe power* of bia powerful mlodtocofliloc* 
hla reoden, boib dlrecily aod IndlrceUy. that all coiiobllog pbraulU, and 
dblnlrmtad tirtoci. aft mcra decBlU or Ulo»looi-hollow and dcepieabic 
iDOcberlaa far tbe moat part, aud, at he*!, but labortoBf folllea. Iw:>*a. pa- 
irtolUm, ralour, deroitoa. ronaiancy. ambUiuD~aU are to bo laughed at, 
dUbcUrted lo, and de*pbedl-asd nothing U rmUy gdod. ao far aa we can 
gatbai'. but a Mcrmiao of daDgera lo allr tbe blood, and of bauqiiela abd 
IntrlgDM to MMihe U agalnl If ibbdorrdag*tood done, with lueumplca, 
It would retoll, we bdlera, more (ban It would Muce :*'bul Ibe author of 
II baa Ih* gnltKhy gift of peroooailog all Ibeae aweef aqd lofty llliulona, and 
that with aucb gram and lorot and truth lo aafure, that ti 1* liopoiolble 
not to inppciT. (or tba lime, that be la among Ibr moat deroted of Ibrir 
TOtartm-llfl becaau off Ibe rharjcbr with aierk-aod, tbe owiuenl after 
be bae mar«d ai»d e»ahrd ua to ibn tcry bright of vor concoplloo, reuimm 
bU mpctary a( all iblofa aerluoaor aubama-and lela ti* down at once on 
•ume roorae >oM, bard-baarted MrcaflB, or tierce aud relaoUata paraoaallty 
-ai if oo purpoee lo »bow- 

' Wbot'ar waa edited, blmaeir wu noi'— 
or lo dmKHiatroUkprarliraUr aa tl were.'md by CTanyple. bow pewible It is 
IB hate all tne and noble MlDgi. or (belr appearanc*. for a moment, and 
yatreU^ no part Ida of raapeCt for them-or of hdlof In ibolr Intrlaak 
worth or permaorot reality.'' 

Tbtf next'Anllibr we luuK die. b ihe late loduatrioiu Dr. Johu 
U'aUiaa.wcil hooWn furhb Bk)i;rai)hkal Diciionorj'.*' hU '* Lite 
of ibc Right Huouiirible lllchard Brimley .sberidon,** etc.— alyled 
ijSnomiooiuly bjr Lord Byroo ** Old Grobitis." , ^ 
tXil. WATKI.1S. 

Of Ibis Odytacy of toimoraliiy. then ranooi beiwo oplnloo* ; for.Hd llw 
reilgWw* Aniinteola'or Ibt reader ba aa laa aa 'poaslbla, be mosl bt aboeb^ 
Bltbeb*rafkrcdlUatUloaapa*ia^lht(MM«B. Marrlagaleorcotiraerfprobdad, 
aud aUlbeUna of aorlil k/ear* letal Kpra drdaocaaa etolatloitaernalaral 
Ilhariy. ^rd Byroo la tba rcry Comas wf poeiry, who, by tbe bewtirblog 
airlocarof bt* numbers, ahn* to taro tba wbola meril world into a borthuf 
uousteri. It must, bowercr. bo,aUobad (bat Ui lhJ* laletiehaa DOl'bcted 
Ibe wily part of coocealing Ibe poisM andcr Ibe appearance of «lrtoa ; on 
Hw coelrary, be make* a frank amfewlon of bla principle*, aod gtorlea in. 
floe with the aoblB«blag ircMrlly ofa rampool aalyr wboackuowkdgaa do 
mlchut appcUle. The mUrbiaf of^ba work la randmid doably-aohy IH* 
allraciltc gaiety of tbe language, tbe luiurlencc of tbetaagory. and tbe 
DumoroiudigreashiaB ulib nfalcb Ihe story Is empotlUbed aodebsquarad; " 

Another great nioralUt- pracllcaHy, webelieye. d moat eminent 
'ooe-^i^ the neit on our catalogue; namely, the late ffer. Caleb 
Cotton, the author oI/'Lacoa; or, Many Thing* io few Words** 
l6r, 1* Lord Uyruii, suniewbere, was wicked enough to mlitiuotc 
it— ''Few Things in Many Words'') in hU “ Remarks on (be 
Tendencies u( Dsn Juao.*' published in I9S- 
XXIII. CQLTO:(. 

" am mlnas Imporas, minot ant Joceodas. adeslo ; 

All tulRUeinndaiur*Ua. mlnusVrMlr; 

Cl calpare (oam plgel el laudare CaiArrnani ; 

Maierlem, Dwmoo simli.- A|i*iio, mode*. ' 

“ Ur loss Impute, or lea* alirjrll*a slug. 

And Im* of wti, or M« of raurour brlig} , 


|lgrletealoref)rdbale,lttrte»o*loprai*r:- ^ , 

tba Ibemea Demon leitl.-a Cod the lays.' . , 

“ tord Byron inlgbl bare been pot only tb« bert, bnl tbe jrealest pfiti oC 
peal or prrwnt hmet. wlib the eieeptlonof.lbakapearialoiw'tbe btifbo*«i 
to be iba meal mbcMcroui and dangrruu* wtiboui any rtreptiuu. HU 
mme poosewe* Ibe praclae quantum of e«H lo efTect ibe girateat pemIMc 
qunniom of barm : bad tbe oibre or bad she Im, lo eliber ceSe abc woaM 
uoi be to d«oirofil»*; were her poison more dtlnlad; M would oot kill; 
were It more roiiconlraled. U would ntuaeai# and be rallied. Tb* la- 
purity of Boebastar la ido dlagustiug to do barm; Iba morality of tope li 
too oeotraltiMl to do good : but Ihe muse of Byroo baa alied ber puUe 
wiib Iba baud ofan adept ; It U prefrered In a goblei of cn*ts> sod of guU . 

U will pleate tbe palate, remala eo Ibe etomacb. and rlrmlalc ibrotfgh Ih* 
*dna. . There are person* who Ibliik Ibal tome of Ibc ohjecllontbl* part* 
of Don Jqan are mrlaiiDCd by other* Ibal are both beautiful and faulUew. 
Dal.alasl tbe poison la grueral.tbe enlldou parllcatar; tbe rtbaMry aod 
obirvnity wllfbe uudmlood by tbe many; the pmrandlly.snd tbe tuhll. 
mlty oulf by the few. We lUa lo an age when orator* are trying bow 
mocb IrtawB Ibcy may talk wlthoul Wrlirg bangri. poeU bow moeh noo- 
wnac ibey may write wlihoul being negtreled. aod flbcrllnm bow matt 
lIcentloBsmsa they meynmlurenpoB w Ubool being ciecraied and despised 
We roualder Don Juan (o.be a bold eipcrlBicol, made by • daring and da- 
trrrolned band, on Ibc moral pallroraof Ibe public, tl b mort roclanetMly 
10 reOeel that a mso of Imd Byron * alopendou* power* should lend hlm- 
»e(f to socb anworlby purposes as ibeaet led iberelo by Ibe grotelllng gn- 
tIBrailoDordJsUng tbe fool, or’enconraglog the knaTe*; of aupjwrtlog Um 
wrakrsi aophlsiry by .Ibc iiroagaal gentu* ; and Ibe darkral wlr*«doe« by 
lhc,brtghle»l wli. Ho Applies, alaa.t the beam* of bb rnlgbly mind', not to 
romforl, but lo renaare us. aod. like hero, gims os nothing but a lilUe 
harmony lo cobmie n* for Ibe roeflagrailoD be ha* rtuicd. I sball sum up 
tuy epUilon of Don loan in Ibe nerds of Sceftger.oo a poem of Cardio^i 
liemboi :-«*c p*eiB« rarma poaala a»l obiewmsi omw rlaymWaaa. BM 
rIrpaaD'somia'ii »Src«atulen*."' 

We nuw lulroiiuce the Poet's ever kiod aod grateful IrteoJ. 
Mr. Lclgb lluul, in hi* work cubtled “ Lord Byroo and some of 
hU ConlemiKJi arim.” contenting which conwlt ihuoiu Moor-, 
Bsq.. afmd The Tlrues— or ante, p. *0i. 

XXIV. Ilf.\T. 

«* speaking of Don Juan, I will Here mMeree.lbat Lord Byron bad ob pit u 
w Ub ragard to that poem. HU baro la t hb work was a plelaro b* tbs bwaer 
part of bl< own nature, when tba aolbor apatka In bis awn penen. be U 
cndearoBilBB to holly blmaeir iBloaaatbfacttoo'wlUi ibewBrar. aod ewi- 
leg the cniBgle* of Ibb '.koowlDg.' HU Jealousr of Wordawoeth aod aibrr* 
who were nbt town poet* waa not mort credUable lo him. Ho pretcBded 
lo Iblnk worae of them Iban be dW. He bad ibe modesty om day w bring 
me a aunsa, lBten>>cd lor Don Jaab. io nbkb be badsuerred at them ail. 
adding, ibaraobvdy bat myself iboogbt blgbiy oMbam. die faoclpd IsboaM 
pal up with tbli, for lb« sake of being mculloaed ia tba poem; aa abnr- 
dlly wbWdi'noIhlBg but bli own unity had anggeatiM. Ijold blm I •bawui 
Um iatrodorHoa of MCh a sUnu aa alfroai, and that bo had beiier 
not pot It lo. I am aorry I dW not let U go; for U woaW baft don* bm 
boDour with portBrlly. Ho waa ao Joalooa of being lodeblrd » aay om for 
a blot. Ibal be wu diacoocertad at tba fnentloa I made, la Ilia ' liberal, 
el WbUUBcrana'SpocliMni' (h* precunor of Beppo and Don Jbcb.* 

Another hiMorlctl eykience is that ofMr.— orCapltin-^ 

XXT. MEDWl^. 

People sreatwaf*»dTUinf me.” aaM.Byron ( at ha*. In October, tei I, 
•Mo write on epic. H you muM bare ao epic, ibere a 'Dob loan' fee yae. 

I rail Ibal aa epic : It U ao epic as osueb In tbe splrtl of our day as ibe IU*J 
WBS In that of Homer. Late, rcllfloa, and pallila.form ibeargumeoi.atMl 
ars a# mocb the aaoaa of quarrel* now as iBey weia then. There li no 
waM of Pillar* and Menalansn. nor oTcrlm. com. lalo lh« bargain, la 
Ibe eery llr*i canto you ha?e a Helen. Then, I ahall moke my hero a per* 
feet Achillea for flgbllng.-o man who can aauff a candle ihree auc(CMi»e. 
Ilmrs wHb a pWol-baU ; aod, depend npoe II, my moral w III Ipca good oor 
ooleren Dr. Jotanmn shuald be able lolinds flaw lo It. 1 will make blm 
neliberadandylotawB oora fox-buDleilo Ibeeoontry. Re shell gel Into 
all aorta of icrapaa, and ol Icnglh end bla career In rramw. Poor luan 
sball he gnliloilned In Ihe French BeaolalloD l Wbai do yon iblnh of any 
plol t It ihall bare iwaoly-four book* loo. the teglilmale number.- Epl- 
aode* It bea. and will bava. out of uumbar; and my ipirtls. good or bN. 
«o*l »erta.ror ilm machloary. Ifthal be trol an epic- If It be iwl alrlrtly 
atrordlDg to Arlwotlc.-l dimi know wbat an epic poem meaiw." 

Rciurolog to mere crllkism, we light iipoD ihc late iogcnioin 
bul«cceiilric aulboraf '‘Si»irit of the Age*'—, 

XXYJ. Hit. WIUUM UAZLirr. 

"Don loan bda. Indeed, greet power; bul lO power 4* owing lolbeLnra 
of tbe aerlou* wrltiog, aitd to tbe oddity of tbe conlr*»l briween ibot aod 
Itie'Daaby patvagea wUh 'wblcli il b lolurlardfd. From ibc snbllujc to ibt 
rldlroloui there f* but ai« atep. loo laugh and are iurprt»ed that any ww 
abonid lorn iwinil. and irarmile blmaalf : tbe drollery U lu lb* utter dl»- 
romlnuily of tdraa aod foellog*. He make* »lnoe mwic aa a foil to «l«r 
ikodyt>m la (for waotol an) othor] a TorMy of gcnias. A domlcaJ la- 
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loilnllou ti follow od b; tbe <ph*blD8 ol nda-wiier, bf (ratbr tfftitloiii of 
ordliWT bile, iricr Ibe l>gbinlng aod ibe barrkMte. we ere Inir^uced lo 
tbe iokr>aror Ibecetun.indUKrMilCQUorpaihhead b«klnf. To^totetua 
hero iTA^y pL><i .Serub in Ibe fme. rbU u ‘ tefy Mcrablc «od not 
lu he «v«'lurcd.' Ibc iiwbl« lord U aliitMi tbe ouly writer w bo bei proeli- 
tuteit bU lolenU lo fbU nay- He lullowt in ordirr*lv dr»e<rel«: lekve a 
pleakurc iu driArluit Ibe Ituitiea of Uayl; lit* band* lt««e nnMfbl, hkI 
rabe* our boitr* and uur ticik-l In goodiuau lo beaven. only 10 da«b them to 
tbe twrlli again, aud braak Ibeoi lu pUm Hie more efterlBallv Daui Ibc *rrj 
beigbl ibav luitc lalku. Dur «a\bu*lii«m for guilufor *lriuel« Ibusiuroed , 
loto a |ol by Ibo <mrj pcraou wbu bar kiixllMl II, bud wbo (ba> fatally 
qaeucliei the >tHiika of hoib. It U not 1 bat Lord Byrou U toujell<ne«*«r}ow 
and Mmeilmer trifllofr, aometlinea proUlgale aiul aomeiluie* moral. -bwt 
wbea he la oioat (mIuui and moat moral, be U only preparing lo mortify 
Ibc onauapiiling reader by puliJug a plllfut boai u|Mm blot. Thl> la a 
umM un iciwuitUble enon'ily. Don Jii^u hoabcei] eailad a T> biran shandy 
In rbyOM : It U rather a poem about Uaetr." 

We fmd DO ‘'Sir Coamo Gorilou" iit any baronrUs*! of this asot 
or even in any n»i of K. B.'a or K. H.'s: bal it alandy on Iho liUe- 
)>ageof a book puUfbbctI in fS9S, aoO- coiillctl *'Tbe Life aotl 
Ceniiu of Lord Byron.” Take, llien, 

XXVJI. SIB CO.^MO COlDOI. . 

** It Vanice, Lord Ityrdn plaoiwd that wblcb. bad be llvad lo covplele II, 
{Boat bate been couldered aa tbe oioit daring and tbe n>o*l wondcrlul of 
•H bD worka, Don Juan. Tbla work wu generai In Ita aallre, and warm 
•od glow lug In lu colouring : and tboogb It bad an obriuua and ImporUnl 
iDoraI,-ibe abaurdlly of glrlng tu a young mao a »e^ludetl and nauklab 
editcailon. In the hope lhal (bal would preacrvr him Ircim templatlona,— 

It eiriied a great dual of rUmuur,.e»pcrl«lly among ihoar upon wboiu.lu 
Itw eantHlob of U. tbe hand of Ibe poet had been faeaiy. Ibe boo waa iba 
tnoot alngular and the mo«t original poem Ibal bad perhaps cter apprared. 

It wai made up ol Ibe moat culling and aearchlng aallrvw. Billed with «IU- 
aarllona of the hura.in bearl, and dcllneuiluns of bumaii pnMloa and fmlily . 
wbirb were drawn bulb to aad wlib ibe Ufa. and lhere^•rv (brew all Ibmc 
wbodn-aifH eipiuure Into llw moat eerlooa alarm. TIh'it wm tuucbjuora 
both of palliln and of peraduallty lu ihU poem (ban in aby ol bta (ortnet 
onca, and upon this arroutil. Ibc outcry afiaiful II waa mo^e loud and gaue- 
ral. The stuff of ItumOrtallly waa. hdwerer. In Ibc pot-ni, and nol a few 
oflbo-e wbo were olfrndrd at lu oppearaiin! wilt proluiMy Hod (It Indeed 
(bey ahall lire aa Icng] tbilr only (UeiuorlaU in It. alter all wbi(b,good or 
bad, tbi-y bare done for ilMRixIfai abail he forgulleo. ' 

The “ W'nt" that fonowa la uot Bcnjamlo, llie FrraiUi'nt, buta. 
yoiioK Ameriria brother of the bruth, who tivicd Lord Byroo li\ 
Hal)', anno Doiiui)H829. 

XSVJIl. wwf. . / 

Re abosyad me two of ihe r.anint of Don Joan in manitwrlpl. They 
were wrlilan on large sbrela at paper, |«il logetber like a Kbnelbny s copy • 
book. Bctc and Ibere I oiv^mrd altcrailons of words, bul seldom of Hbolv 
llnaa; awl Ju«l *o. be lohi mr, II waa wrlilon down al ooce II was all gfn, 
hi* Mid: nteaning Ihircby ibat be drank bulbing but gin wbesi be wrote II. 
Tbe Cuktiolt was present and Mid. ’she wMied my lord would tease off 
wrillng Ibal ugly Don luin.' * I cannot gbe up my Dou laan,' be rrplled ■, 

' I do not know what I sBould do wllboul my Ddn Juan"* I 

From “Lord Byron's Wurkit, viewed in connexion with Cliii»- | 
tiaoily and the Obli|;.iiluue of Social Llfe,'‘*>-a •crinon prcachoU in ' 
Holland Cha]rcl, Kruniii^ton, by the Ber. John Slyltra, D. O.— 
and aold by Uic Doctor'a pew^opeuen, wr now tobnit a brief vx» 
trad. We believe Dr.Stylciha*he«n taniiliarlaed to every reader, 
by one of tbe Bev. SMnry Sinith'i atiiclr^ In the Edlnburi^h ' 
Review. , 

XXIT. STTLEV. 

*' Be tstured, my Brelbreo. il Is with sorrowhil reltniaoce I te«l myielf 
called upon ui denounce Ibe grcalest geolus of Ibe age aa Ibe gmtest eurmy. 
of kU specira. Tbe poem U one in wbirb Ibe aulbor bal pul forth sH Ibo 
energ] of hU wvoderful faculiletr nor baa hewrllim lu) Ibing more decl- 
alael) and irlumpbanlly eiprewlta of the. grealuma of bla goalua. II la at 
uncr Ibe glory and disgrace ol oor Hteraluic ; and will remsiQ lo all agea a 
perpelual monucDCOlof tbeeiallcd geolps and deprastO heart of Hie wr Her. 
II U dasuled lu th« Moral of purposes and puMlona; and flows un lu one 
eeotinunf sirwim of polluiloa. lu great design aeems to be. lo abama Ibe 
good out of ibeir yirtues, aud lo inspire tbe wkkod wttfa tbepridool depra* 
til). If, for a moiiK’Ul. tbe aulbor ap(ieara (o forget bimseir; and to sulTer 
bit niuaa lo breaUie Of puiUy and lendeinew)- If a lourb of buouiiUy, a 
falul g:«m of goodnm. awaken our sympaih}, b> Uras upon ua wtib a 
aniTr of cuulempi ; or f,iuglu «or ft iislblltty lo tcofn. Indeed. tbruugboAt, 
wedlscoscr lUcbearilesa <lespl>er ofbuiuan oaluie;-aden.iinrdlUed bdag. 
.wbo. luslag cxbansted every spetlcs of aeitajjol grtlUlca.Ioa. aud'dralnod 
Hie rup of itu to tu bUimat dregik, U raised tu «Ih>w tbki h« U no longer 
bmodn. even la hbfrallHn. bul a tool, uncuocerbed Ucud, UtaHng.'well*^ 
nigh with equal UerUiun. ibc luosl pore of tiruico and (Iw most (nUcius of 
vlc*>. ■leod alike lo Use beauly of ibc oita and the deroroilikof Ihr oibcr . 
yet pn.'ewtng a resHea* aptrlt of M)dunhtR.-deb<i>laR Ihe noMcr pari of 
null. Hut Iw uMy more auroiy being luto acilon bl» b«scr eppcittco aud 


ytffto iw To ueoMBpllsb tills, be b« lavMwd oil Ihe vU« of bty wit. sU 
IbC eflcbanimeoU of bl* geuMis. to everr |>H<: >he pert ts • Uberiioc ; and 
tba must unetcepliouablv psMages are mildewed wlllT fuipurliy- Tbe 
doven fool of tbe llbldlnoos satyr i> mooatroutly asaoeUicd wfih Ibc ait' 
ickwlogbrieolus.- 

* I 'd rather be Ihe wreicb Ibal arrawls 

UUIdirMDOBectiaqan ibewslUi 

* - Not Onlie a txMii.wol qollea brute* ■ 

Than I would boscly prosHluta 

• M) portm lo serre Ibe canse of vie*. 

To bulM some Jewel d edifleo 

So fair, so root.- framed with birb arf 

To piMse the eye sod soil HH* b«rt, 

Tbai bd w bo bat nol power to sbnu, 

Coma, looks, and reclablnueir undoot*.' 

O, my Rrethreot how IwUb Hiet ihe slyle of tbU dl cunfae could be less 
acruaatory and Kvere:** 

The “LcUrruf Cato lo Lur«J Byron,” do&i to be ipintnl. a(> 
Iraclcfl ct.ituiiicrable nolice ; and waa. wc know not wliciWr justly 
or unjustly, ascribed to tbe pen of the Bev. Ueorge Cn>ly,.'H. !>.. 
Rector of Romford, in Eaasx^aDlhur ui '* Paris tnlHU.” a puein 
—•‘Pride shall have a Fall, a Comedy.”— ‘•.Catallne. aTrasnly,” 
— “ Salalhlel, a Romance.”—" Life of George the Fo«rrti,”— 

•* Corament 90 the Apocalypse,” etc., etc., elc. 

XXX. CATO. 

** tVbsiCTtryoitr pilndpla.Mpageoraoy of yoorwrillngsbascentrUnled 
to Hw serorlty or the adoromont of virtue.’ Hava you Dot oCeoded ■isIimI 
demsn? Sod repodUInt shame? Hare you nol represauled alcDoW ciery 
MotDaii at a barlol? ^ow yo«r lame wllUland witb patetlly. U would be 
Idle lo sprculalg uinmi. It Is nol liitprolMble ibalsomiiblug llbe Use doubt 
wbkb CToksud Use mind of tbe *e»sk. wbelbar itwy sb«Hild pruiiuaurv itKlr . 
doctost'd lUiperur 0 lyraot or igod, will perplex tlteJodgiiMOl olsurt-eeuiug 
geoerdilun* as lu tbaeredll and cbaraclar of juur pueiry. Ifacy ntil hardly 
know IF the) shall deH) or daocralo a genl0» do najualle, degcadlog ilwrlf 
b) subjutU aud senllmeuu j^epiildvc. With an lusaue garUalliy. we are 
nixlerratulug our slatf|ra^^l.efs. and piarlog Iki-iiHous drUrlhsrs in 
tbclr rouiu Tlie S%t 3 p«Bri-k and MUions of bollecdays are supernided by 
Ibc B) runs and slTetlrys.lbe lluuU and Ifourcs of uur own ; bul lot u« hope 
tbal jbe garbage w bifh (be pre.ewt gesersHun hiiurlales upon, pooirrily 
•till iuu>oalc aud cast upon Ibc durtgbU. With such a irather «s you have 
sbuwo yuurteir, bow ts il prwsible for Ibe dlwipla ol your wbuul to be any 
Other iban uual vtcloos beings? He wbo brulallte* every tarliug ibst glia 
dignity to surial. every priiKlple tbal Imporie'eoalurt (0 duBusik >ipi -b« 
wbo represenU all ebasUiy as visionary , and all vlriu.* as vile, is not cfi' 
HHed lu be cousMived as a nsaa —be ts a f/ttng Dferurg w.iasrq','* 

The rmuing paragraphs are from • writer who afTisifs to his 
luctiliraiion the initials w.c. — , bill with whose full name mid 
aurnmne wc have, alter mueh diligeuce, failed tumakcocrsclvc 
ac()uainlcd. , 

XX.x). ANO.V 

“Ills to Dm Juan.tha'toatof Lnrd Byron's proflncliMs, Ibal be wimowe 
bU iniixiorUUty. II Is work wblrlreteelf by Us aUurenMkil ai^ 

dellgbi 1 by lu power of nllracHug sod detolnWig altenUan. II kaepe Ibo 
mind In pleasliig capilvlty ; Il U pertued wtib eagemr^a, and, in hopes of 
dew pleasure, I* pt*fu:*ed aguln. Tbe wlhi and doring srlHrs of ■ciiiintefil 
' wHh vfblA II abounds, tbe IrrrgoUr and ererntrir violence of wu wblcb 
persadea every eanlo. eiriie al onee ailonkbioenl aVtd rnihntiusm. )1w 
orlglMl Buitiour. Ibe peculiaitty olVipmsion, tbe loddeiiia, tbe rlreoiU' 
slanra. tbe surprises, tbejesli of arttou and of Ibougbl, (be shades of light 
aad darXneat an oiqabllety initrmloglod. Impart a pocwllariiy a( ebarKtor 
to Ibe wtsrk.'wblrtuptoBaa ll-ahovo all modern, above all onrteni fasic. 
ladeod, if we.eirtp( Use sUteeai aaltrea of Jnvetial, Ibere U aolblng lu an* 
ilgutiy to bluer or «a dKUtve, ar Iba sitit^ cantos %f Dsn Juao. Tho 
BomonMlIrtst exhibits a ntitore ofdtgoHy aad aversion, of haired and lo- 
Tccilve : tIA Kogttsh mxor displays a rooteofpt of Ibo varltHts rotations of 
aortrly, of Um bypocrtsta.tboiomulls, and Iba agilaiUsna of Hfe. JovrosI 
dlidslos lo wIeU Ibe IwWc weapon ol rldlrole— Byron deligbis lo qiii ae* 
rlowBOsa pith merriaeol, and (bongtali purely |«r«lar with seiillinMU of 
cusperaltoa and revenge. /ovcmI Is ytever patbetk-pyrtOi wBeo be 
arrlvK al Ihia spectaa d< cseellaoee. destroys lU rfiret by efTiistoas of rltll- 
nile or losonsIMUry. both pooU, however, nhibli ihe tame ebaliltl'.'ns of 
Moentineol agBibsl tba mberatte Tlctbos which they sarrillre I9 Ihrir fitry 
—IIm tome sroro for manhlnd''«iid tbeioBe vebeviionro In depirjliig ibHr 
crimat, passlona, tod Whoa, noth atiork eiMtog vilUnv, Wrlheal^eur' 
nipHbn and proAtgaey. and trample upon lha laepilwda ntid hat cvie aa of 
biflifite. Both are gravo. Intrepid, and ImptAcable. If vt any time they 
ItIox Ibo atrrnnrw of their iDaanor. lhay never lhrg«'l IbemveivM. They 
MOiMlnia nuile. ladeod. bat thatr ^lla Is more terrible lliao Ibelr frown : 
it is Mver neited bnt when ibrir ladlgnallM Is mingled with contempt. _ 
Don Juan will bo read as long asMttre, w|t. mirth, ami fttprripe evcetlenre 
tball ba ostermed among man : 11 will rMliono lo rariisln every afftcHiwi 
and caKHion of ibe mind, and every reader, when hr arrlva al Ha ronrlo* 
steo, wUI view It with an eye ofaorrow, such as Ibe iravallcr csvfv on dr* 
parting day.’ 


oo< 
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BYUON S WORKS. 


AaoUier (or Itie nmc) Ur. Anon.t lo a work, ta three Tolumca 
Kvu.. London, enUtled '’The Life. WrltingK, Opiaion*, ami 
i'liwu of LorU'Bywn," Ihu* obacr\ca— 

IKVfl a^0^. (SvcbudJ 

•* There aro fnt rraden, nate or female, jouna -W old, wbo do nol nj- 
tuembtf, or will bluib loartaow lodge Ibclr orqualotaiKO with, Mormoti* 
leTf Tal». la oQOMtl Ibe of lbetn,« rudic awalu and nymph, lo atinr 
aimplh Ur of liean, but prontptod b) Ibe lupnlae of naldrr, conunll eurih 
the MQirtAun a« poor Don Juan ahd Haidoe. IbefanR ofnaiureralbcr lliSu 
Ihe effrcl of bucniii deprotliy. Kor the Kcsea to Ibr TurKUb furnn. 
may Uud a p,*raifel In Ibat faxhiofublo work tbe ‘ Ltrtlom of Lady NaT) ' 
Worller Jlunlaifu.' In a bntidrnl bookaoriroTrfe.and In a tb«u>atid «olaiuts 
of novah anti ranami*«. the peculiar compaotoAa by day, and Ibe pillow 
uoorliilm by wlgbl, td iiaool td Ihe fair Mt. lor ibe Inirlsutw of the Lm> 
prL->i Calhartiio «l tusda, ot>« may ctMuull vary grk«c bUlorlaru utU df 
tiumbrr ; and Ibcre b uol onr, wbo baa Irnalcd ou Ibat kiib;«Tl, who baa 
pa«wHj mer m icmarkkhlv a trait lo ber rharadcr. Dni all at once tbc ar> 
cuniujau^f torreol af obl»^ny I* poured forib upon llK-deroted bead ofL^rd 
Dyroal WrII-lie de^pt-ed It, and Jiutly be oilgbl do ao : It wilt ne>rr 
Uriilalka kaf of bli laurel* Lrcry man wbo baa ooce-read Dou Juan, If 
hr Intfcuuoutly confr^ia the irutb, will feet tnuinrd to peruK U again and 
tgala.' If b]rao’» work* be proKrlbrd on the ocana of want of dereiiry. U 
w III br iKTcaMry to aw«< p oti oue half of Luiflisb lUeratore at un<r, aa Mn 
(srpsr^af<. Bui Byron w.n a pri«a;ribed poet with Uk puriiaulcal uiara* 

llsla, ar eKJmbcjj paod«i.0f 

A ttiiril “Ain».” luedaus io Ihe Aiitburuf “ Don Jul:n;^Don 
Juan iinmkakcU f heiiig a Key tu the Myatery ailem!ing that re> 
iiiarkabir puhlicaikm < with a ckacripiiTe View uf Uie rocm.'* 
XWin. A\0'l. nbirdj 

la Doa Juan.bblord^tp'a ipuae dlaplayaall hUrbantclerilllr bmller 
and Ulrmbhea-aoirlap lo ibe helgbl*. or entpinf to tbc leant 

(lepllw -.slanclog with au cyr of fiDlary at ibhii^ paal. at tblup* pre«nl, 
and al Iblnga lo rome. Tbe pocro ta toaorucled, like Ihr luiagr of br> 
borhudne/air adrvaei-of finr gtdd.altTer, and rlay. Tl aboandaln auMli'm 
tfaonirbt and low buDour. la dlgulttad fMlj^auJ aiallgnaol paaatou, Ln 
cletfool wit and oh>o>cte n«rdl. It allcraaMf pc^nls na with tbc gaiety 
of Ibe ball* room, and ibe gloom ofilw aranold— li-a<J>^ aoioog Ibe airy 
pleaaaiiirlea of (a hfanabtr aMeaib'agea, and au<l<leiily ronducUiig an lu 
baopia of .di’prated and dlagnailng at-bkoalliy. We bam ararccly tlnin lo t<e 
refretbri and aoothcil by ibe odourt of ftowera and burning liPrawina, the ■ 
pendvc illenrc ofaitll watm, and loc ronlcinpUilorr M bcauiihil K>mia. 
before we ara.IririlKal and borror-atriclicn by the Icrurtoui clamotira of 
iDiiuUluoua ctuwda, aud ttia apwolea of laiurcut bud rtplrlng ticlintr. 
Tbl< poem turna det'otnm into ja*(. and blda dcfl.inre lo ibe «alabli»b«il de- 
tcneirtofU'*- It wart with yfriue ai rroHlutHy aa with rke." 

Our iiul aiiihor is a furudonj/tmma ooc— ilio writer of a 
"LHicr lo Lord Uyrtd). by John Hull,*' IamhIud, Bro, 18JI. Tliit 
pmiJiictitMi much riCiltHl Lord Byrun't curiosiiy. In ohc Of his 
toUm (u Mr. Murray he asks. “\Mio the devil can luve dour 
lids (lUbohoally vtuli-wriUen letlcr?" and suli«e<|uriilly Ik* is 
fuuud reallug iiU auspkhou ^unroundediy, no doiibi,) on one uf lii$ 
iiwn miMl peraooal frieiuU. wt extract a few {ura- 

graph-s. 

xuiv, jon.-s MILL. 

*-$Lt(h lo Dou Juan: tl la lIu only Miksmo thing you base eser wriiieoi - 
and it will lire luuny years arKrall yuur ll.irolJabamicukcd ki be. In y^r j 
ow*ii words, I 

‘X arbool'dlrl'f tale^IlM wonder of ao boor.' I 

t rotMder l>oo luau aa out of all algbl Ibr bos* of your worha : lUa by far : 
the mod aplrltad, the u<wt alralgblfotward. Iba dmm inlereaitog, aad Ibe ' 
ino*l poellcal y aod Ytery Itody thlaka aa I do of it, allbougb .loey bare nut 
Ibe itrart la ray av. Old tll(l6rd'a brow rdaicd aa be ghMied orvr It; Mr. 
Crofcer cbucbJcd; hr. Wbitakrr amlrkad; Mr. Niluiau atgtwd; Cuferldfe i 
lOuk It lo bb bed with him.’ * i 

** I Ibiok tbe great ibarni of lia aiylr tf. Ibat It Is act miKb Hha tbe stflo ^ 
of aoy other par id la the world. II la oiler bumbug lo say, Ibal U ta bor- 
rdVted from IM atyla of the llalltn wmart of merry «ti«ra rroM r Ibell' 
mcrrloseoi l> tiolhlirg, berauac Ijiey ha«a nollilog but Ibclr mmlacnt: 
years la.erery lliiitg. bccauac li I* deitghlfaUy liUrrmInfltrd wflb. and coo- 
Iratled by, all aiauiivr of jwfou* Ihloga- Oiurder and lusi iiirludcO. II Is 
tUo mcro bumbog to accuK you of barfng plaglariaed it from Mr. Irrrc'a 
prelly and graceful little WbiaUcceana Tba mataure. lo bc^aare, U the . 
raiae , but ibrii the meaturc la a# old a* the bilia. bul lliaMilrli of the two 
pueta ta aa dilfcfml as an be. Nr. Frara writes etafeod). playfully,' vary 
Uke a geiideuiOH, a>Ml a acbolar. and a rwapertable luant atid hli poems 
twrer wtld, Bue ever will aril, tour iKw Juan, again, la wrllleo atroofly, 
laKirioual), Ocfi-cly. laugbingly,- criry body acua lo a ciwcuetil ibal nobody 
rould hare w rilirci it but a niau of lb« Brat order, bvtb In genius ood In 
dl'*ipatlon->4 real uiaatcr of all bb toota-a prafligale, ptrokioat, Irrcala* 
Ubkr, ilutmlug derll, aod acrvrdlugiy ibt Iran aella, and wlU sell, to the 
<'»d ofUnie, wbelbcr twrgoud frieud, Mr. John Har'ray, honour U wilh bis 
unpiliiMlur, or doth not w bonour II. 1 will mentloa a book, however, 
from which I do think you have ukeri a greet Aisny hlitlt; cay a gnnt 


many pretly full ikcfcbcai tor your Jium. It b one svbtch {w lih • few morel 
one never reea'iiieniloHOlf In reviews, beraase it la a book wrllfcn oiv the 
BOli-bDmbdgprlaHptr. It li-^oa know il eireedlogly well -II la no oibcr 
than 'Paublar,' a book which rooUloa aa murb good fan aa Cll Bias, or 
MuUere : aa much g<ktd luwtoiu dearrlpilaa aa tbe Oeiolao; as moeb laary 
aod Ipiaglaaltdn as all the raroedlea In the InglUh latkguage pal togclbW, 
antllcaa bumbug ttuo any one given rdmaore Ibal ba* beeo wrillao ilncc 
Dob pulioie— a book wblrb la lo be fnaud on tbe laWet of rouba. and lo Ibe 
doaka of dlrfoes. aad under tbe pillows of aplnatera-a book. In a «onl, 
w hich If read unlverully-1 wish I rould add— tn Ibe original. 

**Bul all this baa nuihiitg lo do wlib Ihe rkarmlng atyle of Don Juaa, 
wblrb If Vtuirrly and Inimitably your own -Ibe awed, llery, raphi, easy,-* 
bnutlfaUv eaay.-anlt-bumbug style of Don Juan. Ten aUnsaa of il are 
vorib all your Maufred—imd yd yottr Manlrtnl la a noble poem, too, IQ Us 
way. I bad really no Idea what a very devr.' fellow you were llll I nrad 
Don Juan. Iii my bumNe npinioa, Kicre H rtri lllltc tn tbe lUeraiiitr of 
Ibe preaenl day ibal vUII atand tbc KM af half a crotury, rirepi tbe Seotek 
Dovdaof sir Maher Srall, and Don JiMD. They w tU do ao because they ara 
wrilieti with perCecl IsUUif and nalitre-bcause ibclr malarlala are all 
drawn from life." 

Cooling Quee mure lo mi-n willi Mines, we prcaciil IhU cxtrBd 
from a Life of Byrrm. by Uuu wcll-knuwn aujh'jr uf “Tlie Annals 
uf liie I'lnsh,”' *‘Tb? Provost," '“The Ei}Uil,“ “.Sir Andrew 
Wylie," “Lawrie Todd,” and “The Member."' 

XXXV. GALT, ' 

*'f>lroDi ohiccliona have been made 'o lha mural leodcory of Don Juu; 
bul. Id Ihe opinion of many, tl Is Lord fty row's roaslerpicrc-, aod aodoubf 
cdly tl displays all tbe varieties of bi« powers, comhinrd niib a qualut play- 
fufnew 001 foiiiwl lo au equal ihfrrce in auy other of hU m urka. Tba a<.*rlqaa 
and pollKtlr porilana are csquUlldy bciullfiil: ibe doiarlptluot baw all 
Ibe dlallDCliHMa of lb« beat pklUfca In CblUe llaiold. and arc. moreover, 
gramlly drawn from nature ; while IhesatireU far Itw moat pan carlowdy 
avMKialed and aparklin'gly willy. Tbe (bsrarlpra are akekhtsd with aniaa. 
log nnfUN^v and freedotp -. and, though sotnnlowa grutrv]uc, are yal nat 
often avrrrhargfd, ft la profriMtily an c|>lc potou. but it may br more 
properly dc'crlbed aa a poetlrivl novel. Sor ran ft be wld lu lurutcaie auy 
porllrular moral, or lo do more (bda UDmanlfe Jtic <kxorum of awlety. 
bnld aod buoyaiu Ibroiigliout, Il crhlblisa free irrcverkhl knonkilgc of ibe 
world. Isugbing or mocking m the Ihcoghl tervea, hi tbe luual uucipccted 
anlllbCM-ti to tbe proprlrtle* of Ilmcy place, aud clrcuaialaoce. 

** The object of the poem la lo deartibi' tlw prirgrcss of a tiberllne through 
U'o; nol an onprluriplcd prodigal, whose profligaev. growing with hla 
growth and alretyglbeulDB With hia atreagib. paaaea from votaptuotta la- 
dulgence Into Ibe morbid acitauallly of tyatemallc dWtaurbery ; Jail a ywsog 
gr.iilemaD wbo, wblrlrd by Ibe vigour and vivacity of hU animal spirits 
Into a world of adventures. In wbicb Ms slats are ehlHly In facill for bla 
Jiotaona. seiUea al lata luto au bonvurabfa lawgiver, t moral .apeaker aa 
diturcT bilia, and pouilbly a aab^ril>cr io tbc Soriaty (or (be Ooppr ea slau 
of \ icc." 

iNrxt to .Mr. Call wc plxcc the amiable and liuuMne .Sir Ivamuel 
Rserlon BrydRcs. Baroucl, of Denton aud Lee I'rior), kciii. au- 
tlKir of •* Mary ClilforU," Iho ''tk-iMnra Ltt^ rdrls," (he *' Aiilobiu- 
. graphy of CUivcriDj.” etc., clc.> etc. ' 

XXXVI. BnyDiiR.4. 

. *'lf I roold nut bavo Ihc puetry of Lord Byron wl|houl Ibe coal of bla 
rouatervalllng objrcllooa, I woold atlil desire lo have II In spite of theprlre. 

1 am alrald Ibal II was lirtcrMrlned ao daepiy. Ibal the srparatluo was 
acarcHy puorlble. 1 do not think that more nwrliOrd ewergin would hava 
produced It. Ilablfii of modlBcailoo loud locauilon and U> llmidlly. Tbeec 
U a reapoBvIbiiity wbUb rnrbalnj vigour, aod ti(a heavy upon hope. Ao 
'bring loves liberty like tbc Muse : bul It may be uld. Ibal the oogitl not lo 
love flccNttoasBaas.' !>he must howncr. be Irfl to airntae Ibe oi>e nr tbe 
other al her pkrfl. DofonunaKlyr In Lon) Rymii'a caae, attc aoim'tltDca 
ytsMol tbc bounds; loa afltn, htmeter. Ibsu ta auppotavj. 

" Don Juvn If, no doubl, very tlceiUtoav In parts, wblib lendm Udan- 
gerooi to pralsH It very much ; and make* li improptr for tlmar wbo have 
not a cool aodcomci jDdgiDtni.abd caouoi arpiroie ibr ohjmionable parts 
from Ihe numcrooi beiiiithit pa«Mgc* Inicrmlvrd Bui nowhere is Ibe 
poet's mind more ciaailc, free, ■ndvlgoreoi. and bis know Wge of bumau 
uture more Mirpnalng. 

“it baa all sorts of fatilta, many ol whlib rannol be dr tended, and soma 
orwhlrbbredUgiiviiiig ; bul It baa, also, alroott every sort ufpuelK'al merit: 
Ibert trr In. It some of ihe Uoeta passage • w hirb Lmd ttyron ever w rule ; 
there ta amliliw knowfe'lgr of hunnn nature In II; tliere Ueiquislle hu- 
mour: Iherolf frrtvfotnr nn<l hoand. and vljoar ot nsyra*ln>. Imagrry.sca* 
limeni, and atyle, whlrh are admirable, ibere ta a vast fiultlli) of deep, 
atlenvlte. and original tbought. and, al tbe aaiur lime, Ibere )v Ibe prufu- 
alan of a prompt and ao*i rlrhly'.sturc'l metiKit-y Tbe mveniluii ta lively 
end puelical, tbc dnrrlpllMtv am l>rlj|leni and glowing, yel nut over- 
wrought, but fireb from inltire. and tal^bfut lo Iter rotuors ; aud the pre- 
vainit rharaher of itae w hole ( hating luo tiiany dark vpolv | not <hrptriiing, 
Ihuagh gloomy : nol mtaanihcoplr. ihtKigh biller, and nut rrpui-Le to Ibe 
vtalona of potilcal enlhuvbvm. (bough ItHiigiianl and rcacrKfut. I knowr out 
liow to wish he bad never wrhtht tbta poi-ni, In apllcof all III (bulta and In- 
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(cralofkd mUcblrfl There are ptm of II wbirb' ar« uooog tbt moal 
brlllUnl ^oof» of bli (rrniJ<; atHl, «bel U neti betln*. Iherv ara parU 
» hkb tbrun • blan of llgbl opon IIm knowMse of honien life." 

'Afkr dfpiefing the mode of life pursued by Lord Dyrun at 
Veoicc, in 1117-18, hit l>i«)grapher Ihiu noiicra Dua Jyan 

■t 

XXXTIl. MOORE. 

** It «w •! lbl< lime, u ibo fnitnree of ibe proyen^ lUrlf would bol too 
pUlah indlcale. tb«< Lord Birira rvun-lvcd aod wrote ( art of bU poem of 
I>OD }iMii;--end ne^er did pogn more fAlIbnill). aiHi tn maii> re*|>cclt la- 
Deolabif. rellrrteierTTariety of fbellou.oiKl ohim. an Ipawtonihat. like (be I 
rack of aoiumo. iwepl arrow Ibe aulbvc'a mtiid lu wriilus ilKih Nulblini 
lem. lodeed, (ban Ibai singular roiubiuailua of aiirilHUea. Mbirbeilricd 
awd were in foil arlitlly In hU mind nt tbU moment, could bate kavsteiileat, 
or been rapabla of. Um eienilloii of «orb a nork. Tbe cool abrendncM of 
afe. nilb Ibe rlracll) and glonlDR Irmperamrnl of joulh.-lbt nit of a > 
VolUIrt, wllb Ibe acntlbilily of a Rouwceo,- Ibe minute practical know- 
lodge of Ibe man of aorleiy, with IheabairacI aud wlf-cunlemplailve apirit 
of Ibe poet.-a sii^rcpIlbllllT a** Ibai Is grandeal and mort altecllng In 
human virtue, wlili a deep. wllberlnR nperh-nce of all Ibai I* moal fat^l lo 
tl,— (he two eiiremea (a abort, of man'i mhed and tncomUleot nalure. 
DOW rankly wnellliig of earth, now brealblog of beaien,— racb was iba | 
alraotie a««rtnhtafir ufcnnlrary elenienU. all meeUag logclbef In llie t-ime 
mtod. and all brouflU'lo bear, la turn, upon ibe Mine Uak, from nitirb 
alone coaki have apruofl Ihl* riirHordluary poem -the mo»l powerfol and. 
la many reaperta, painful display of the »er*aiUliy of genius ibai bai erer 
been left foe aurceedtng ages to wonder al and drplore. " 

ImmrdUlely on receiving the news uf Lord Byron’s death. Sir 
Wiiltef SciilL, as Is known to alU !n*nt to one of the Edinburgh 
newspapers a touching tribute to his memory. Perhaps a more 
fitting place might hau* t>eeu found In this collection fof parts of | 
the following extract but we cannot prevail on ourselves to | 
patent It here In a inuUIaied form. 

xwviii. soorr. , ' 

“ kmidal Ibe general calmaen of itae political atmnephere, we basedtecn 
atunoed, frooi anoibrr quarier, by one of iboae deuib ooM. wblri^ are 
pealNl al loirrval*. as from bo arrbangers irompet, to awaken muI of a 
whole people ai once, lord Byron, who has io long and ao amply Ulled ibe 
highest plan* in the pobllc eye. has shared Ibe kd of humanity. That 
mighty genius, wbicb Walked arDbogst men aasomelblng Miperior to ordi- 
nary mortalliy, and whose powers were beheld wHb wotider, and ouute- 
tblog approacblog to terror, as If we knew not w beiber they wrrC' of good 
or of evil. 1> laid as aoandly lo reu as the poor peaaoni whose lifeos went 
not beyond bis dally task. Tbe ruke of pul blame aod of mallgnenl cen- 
sure are al oocc slleored ; and we feel almost as if Ibe greal iemlnai? of 
beaten bad sudd> niy dlMpprared from the iky, al (be mumenl w b^u every 
(tlearope was levetird ler Iba euuiliiailun of ibe spols wbkb dimmed Its 
brigbuiew. It Is not now Ihe quetUen, w hai were Byron's faulls, wbat bis 
mUtakes; bol, bow Is tb« Mink which be bos left in I(rliUb lUeralure lo be 
filled upf Not, wo fear, in one generation, whkb, among many highly 
gifted penona, has produced none w bich spproarlwl Lord Syrno, In oaiai- 
vaUTT, tbe Urtl aitrlbute of genius. Only ihlfly-sU ycon oM-ao murb 
•Ireody dune for Immorlallly-ao murb lime retiiaiulng. os II Memed lo ua 
abort-aigbicd mortala, lo maintain aod to cuend bU fame, and lo alone for 
errors in condoci ond Icvlilea In corapoaliioa,— wbo will not grkve that 
aorb 0 race has Iwen iborteoad, Ibougb not always keeplsg Ibe straight \ 
path ; Hirb a Ugbl eitlngnhbed, Ihoogb sonietknea flaming to daaita and to ' 
bvwllder J One word on (hli ongraieful lubjocl. ere we quit ll forever, 

'* Tbe errors of Lord Byron arose neliher from depraTliy of heart.- for 
Nature had nol commuted Ibe aiwroaly of unillog to ao^b ctirturdinary 
talenla an Imperfict moral sense, — oor from feelings dead lo (be adrolrailoo 
of vlriQ^. No man bad ever a binder bear! for lynipalhy, or a more open 
band for ibe relief of dbirm; arnl no mind was eser more formed lor Ibe 
eMbusUailc admlrsilon of nuhle acUon*. provldiug bv was cooiinc^ ibai I 
Ihe actura bad prqcrcdcd od dUlolcrcsiod prlmiples. Rrisoaatraores from 1 
a tVleod, of wfaoae lalenllons and Mndnesa' be waa aersre, bad oflaD greal 
weight wllta him; bnt Ibera were few wbo would vrulure ou a Ikak so dif- 
flcnlt. Reproof be endurad with lin^llence, and reproach hardeawl him | 
Id his error ; ao that lia often reariuhle<l Ibe gatUuf war-steed, w ho roabea 
fnrwardoo tbe she! Jbal wounds bim. In Ibt- mosl palufulcrUlaof bis pii- i 
vale life, he erlnced IbU irrltabllUy and Inipeiienco of Centura In aycb a I- 
dfgrre. aa almost to rviraihie Ibe noble sicilm of ibe bull-Aghi. wbicb is ' 
more maddeoed by iboaquiba. daru.aod petty anuofanceeof the uowonby 
crowda beyond the lUU.thaii by Ibr lanrvofbls tiaMee.aAd.an to speak, Ms < 
more kgllUnale aniagonlal. In a word, murb of (bat la which hr errad 
waa Id bravado rad acorn of lila cc-haors. and waa done w lib Ibe OMIlvc of j 
Drydea’a deapet. ’ U> show bU trblirary power.* i 

“ Xa varions lo coutpuaillon as shakspMre bimaelf.l thU will be admIUed I 
by all wbo ere acquaioted wtib bis Don Josn'l, be baa embraced every I 


topic of hnnun lllh, aod aosiDded every string oo Ibe divine harp, from iti 
allghleal to lla most powrrfid aud bceii-ealouiuilDg loues. Tbm la srarra 
a passion or a sliuatloo which baa m aped bia pen .aud be might be drawn. 
Ilka Carricit, between Ibe weeptog and Ibe lougbiiig Muae, atlbougb his 
moat iKtwerfnl elforta We certainly been dcroted to Melpomene. (Ih ge- 
Dlps aeeraed aa praliOc at voriout. Tbe mdal prodigal use did not ekbsust 
his powera. oty, teemed ratlKT to Jnrreasc ibrlr vigour. Neilbar rhllde 
Uarold. nor any of Ibe most liwaulirul of Byron's earlier tales, cootalo more 
esqutalle morsels of poelry (baa «rrlo be found acailered Ihroagb the cantos 
of Hon iuao, amidsi veritcs which the author appears lo base thrown off 
with an effort as spoulanroui as lhal of a lire resigning Us leaves lo (bn 
wind. Bui lhal ooMeHree will never more bear fruit or MnssomI It baa 
been rut down Id Ita atienglb, aod the patl la aM (hkt remains lo ns of 
Byron. We can scarce reCooclieoarwIvM to Ibe idea - scarce think that Ibe 
suka la ilk-nt for cter, wbicb. burvilngso oflra ooour car. was ofirn beard 
wftb raplurooa admiration, aomel aes wlih rrgrri, Inil alwiiya wUb the 
dOatMil tntormi. 

* ill ibai 't brlgbl must fade. 

Tbe tfilgblesl mIII ibe lleclcal I* 

WUb a ftroug feeling of awful aarrow. we lake oflhe rabiect. Heath 
crerps upon our most verluua as isell ak upon our tnwi idle employmenl.s ; 
• ihI It Is a rcflerllon solmin and gratifying, (bat be found oor Byron lo no 
iDoincnlof tevily, but coelnbuilng bis fortune, and bsurdlog bit life, In 
bcbsir of a people only eodcared lo hUn by ibelr.ow glories, end aa 
IcUnw-crulorea suffering under ibe yoke of a beelheo oppre>«or. Te have 
falteo lo a rrowde for Freedom and nuraanliy. aa in olden times li would 
bate born an atonement, (or tbe bUckesI crlmw, may iu the present be al- 
lowed to etplaie grralcr folUet (ban evrn eiaggerallng calumny has propa- 
gated againal Ryreo.** 

lu a lillle Journal ccmduclcd bjf the great poet of Gennaoy, 
Gocihe, and eolitled “kunU und Althcrihtim,” 1. e. “Arl arid 
Antiquity.'* (Part 111. 1831)* there appeared a treqalallon iotri 
Germaa of part of the first canto of IMi Juan, with aume remarlts 
rm the poem,- by tbevcnenble Editor, of which wc next fubmit 
a i(»cciinen s— 

XXXIX. COETBE. 

*‘Dop Joan Is a l^orooghlf gmUl work-mlssolhraplcal lo the blitrrcsi 
savsgroe.>A. irndrr to Ibe most nquMIrdellracy of sweet fL‘ellngs;and bbrn 
we once nnder>tawd and appreriaie Ibe author, aod roakeup oor mlsda oot 
fratfiilly and valbly to‘ wish bint other tbao ho la, it Is tmpoaslMe not to 
eojoy what be rboosn to pour out before n with inch unboanded audartiy 
-wUb aucb olt«^k|U|Hnes«. Tbe terbnical eaer^ilion of Ibe verse la lu 
every respect ana^^^Hlo tbe Mrangc, wild slmpllrlly of the coocepil'm 
and plan ; (be poM no more tbloks of puliahing bis pbraao, than b« does 
of Batterlog bU klodj aod yat. when weevamlne lb* piece more narrowly , 
we feel that Cnglub poetry la la poiacsaion of whM Ibe Ceriuais ban never 
alialncd, aclawicall) rleganl rumlc style...,. 

*'ir l aro Mamed for reremBsrodlng ibla work for transUiUm-forlbrow. 
log oul bliila wbieb tDay terve to lotroduA su Immoral a performance 
among a qalel aod oocorniydeil nellen- 1 answer, Ibal I really do not per- 
Cv Ire any llkoiihood ot our vlrluv's susUlulog serious damage Id Ihta way ; 
Poets and Rpiuancen. hod os they insy be. have nol yet karned to be more 
perolclons (ban Ibe dally oewspapefs wbicb He on every table.'' ' 

After Scott and Goethe weeiKHild be aorry to (|uote Roybody but 
Lord Byron Mmacif. In Mr. Kmoedy'i account of hia ** Coover- 
MUons" with the noble poet at Cephilonia, a few wceki before 
ilia death, we find the kdlowiOB pdasa^,— with which ict these 
prolegomena conclude. * 

XL. BTROX iptt I tpud Xennedy |. 

•* I cannot.’* uid Lord Byron, "rooeelva wby paopla wtH alwayt mli up 
my own Chancier and opinlona with Ibow ol tbetmagia^y beluga wbkb, 
aa a poet, I have Use right and liberty lo draw." 

"They cerlalnly," latd I, **do nol spare yoor Lordihlp ta Ibat reaped ; 
aod in Chllda Uarold. lara, (be Giaour, aod Don Juan, they ara lira much 
dIspoMd to Ibiok ipat you paini, In many cnaiumea, yvranelf. and Ibai 
these i-btraciers ara ooly (ha vabicke for iba expetaaion of your own aapil-' 
meals aod foeiiop." 

" They do me great lajuttke,** ba replied, aod wbal wa< never belore 
donolo any poet. Even to Dqn Jaao I bare been equally nltundcrstood. 
I uka.a vicious and uoprlnctplad character, aod load btm Ibrobgb Iboae 
ranks of society, whom high exierasi aceomplls|iaMala cover aod cloak hi- 
lerOal and oecret vlraa,. and I palift tba natural efleclVof toMi ctsaracitfa ; 
and certainly ibry are not sq lilghly colograd u we Ond them In reaj llfb.** 

“Tbir may be (nse; bai (be quaatlon (a, wbal ore yoor motlva aod ob- 
Jeri lor palnling oolblog b« aceoaa ot vlee and tolly f— '‘To remov* tbe 
aloak. wblrb (b« mannert aod taaslma of aortetr,'* mU bis lordsblp, 
"(brow over ibetr sacral itoa, and ibow tbem to iba world aa they really 



. ’ POSTSCRIPT. 

we h«(l intended to stop with the ebove— but after it was loo I was soUeltcd to a sportive efftislon by the learned Pr. William 
late to deraoge the order of oor earlier Icslimoolefj our altentioo | lla^lno, of Trinity Colltfe, Dublin, whicfi apirars to us not un- 
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woriby of being transferred to thbOllapodrida. Everroaeought i 
to bare, bat every one ha* oot, heart Wordsworth s Yarrow j 

1 Unviaited; 
1 parody. 

; ** ibcf cfcire we ata^U place the ori^nal aloilgnde of the 

YABROW CyVlSlTED ismi. 



DON JUAN UPREAD <lgfP). 

< Prom Cull* me bod wen 

. Tbr maty ronb uurareil d ; - 

Uod iroit Ibe baiikl «f C]yt)«, sod Tay^ , 

And wilb (be Tmwd pa^ inTcii'di 
And whnn we rauw to Clovenlord, 

Then «ald ojj *• ttintoint Harrow," 

** Wb-Mt er wf 1) litrn aside, . 

Aim) see Ibe Drse* 'i arrow.*;. 

1 


67 Corinib caaiie we bad rend 
• Tbe aatailiig -*>lcge unratetl'd, •* 
Had awallun'd Lara and tbe Olaotir, 
And Hllh CbUde Harold (retell d ; 
Aod so we follow’d cbitcn.foot. 

And faUbfally ‘u any. . 

Cotll be etted, ** Come lum ulde, 

^ And read of Don Cleteoai.** 

**).et idrrem Folk, ^ro< Selkirk Town, 
Who bare beA bojiGg, »eUlD(r. 

Co back to Yarrow, *t b Ibelr own; 

Cacb Malden lo ber DnelllHg! 

On y*rrow‘a banka let beroQ4 fredi 

Hares cOQClk,and rabbll* burrow 1 
Bgi we Mix dimnwardf Willi (be Tweed, 
Nor tun Saldq to (arrow. 

• / 


“ Lei Whlgglsti folk, free HoIIiukI noue, 

Who bate been lying, prating. 

Read Don Cioieanl, H b Ibelr owu; *' * 

A child of their crvaiiog 1 
Do |eab profane Ibcy lure to feed, . 

And ibere Ibcy ate-and many 1 , 

bul «t>. wbo l>BkL»ot with the crew,' 

Regard not Doo lilutaiuil. 

f here 'a cab Water, Lwikr ^aughl^ 
boib tying right belorviMi 
And D^borough. where wlib cblmlog Tweed 
The t.Ui{wbUe* stng In rJionis ; 

There 'a pleoMiil TIrloi bole, a land 
Made bllUia wllb plough and barrow : 

Why ibruH away a iH-edlul day 
To go In M-an h of 1 arrow ^ 


< 

"Vbere 'acodwltt'a dkugbter, sbelley'a wife, 

A-nrtilng froriuJ Moriea; 

There '■ llaillK. who, with Onnl aod Keata, 

Braya (onb in CorkDcy cbtM-a*: 

There 'a pkwaaiii Tbomaa Moore, a lad • 

Wbo sltiga of Row and Fanny ; 

Why tbiew away Ibose wlia aOgay 
To lake np boii biotauul.’ 

•• Wbat '» Yarrow buf a »l»er bare, ' » ' 

, Thai giidn ibeilarh biMa onderf 

There are a ihouMnd turb elaen bere , 

' Aa wonby of yoor woodar.” • *. . 

*■ ' ^sirauge word* they aceud of aligbi and arom : 

, My true*to«e aigb'd loi'aorratlr : 

And look d me In the face, to tbiok - > 

1 Ibua could apeak of Yarrow- 1 


* vt hat 'a Juan but a ahanioleM iale._ 

That bursb alt rule* aaunderf 
There area IlMUMUd such elaewbero 
Aa worthy of your wonder.** ' , 

^Strange words ibey seem d of alight and sconri - -* 

UU lortbblp look d not caaoy ; 

And look a ptnrb id auulf, (d think 
1 fluoled DooGlotkonil 

"Obi green.** said 1, ’* arc Harrow'* Holma, 
And awuetb Yarrow flowing] 

Fair liangi (ba apple Irae lb« roet, 

BgI we will trare II growing. 

O'er billy palb, and open SIralb, 

We 'U wauder Scotland Iborougb '. 

Dili, Iboogh M> near, wa wUl not tur^^ 
Into iba'Dal* or Yarrow. 



' ** Ol'^cb," .laid I,"ore Juan’s rhymes, 

And wsan Its terse U lluwlogt 
Fair crop* of htaapbemj It buor*. 

Rut wc will iMte ibeu growing; 

Id I'lndar's strain. Ill prcM* of raioo. 

And TiMiiy suotber Zany, ■* 

a* grosa wc read, *e where *B (bo Bsed, 

To Wide ibrougb boo dotunl 7 

" Let beeiea and bomtsbred kineiMriake ^ 
The aweeb of Bum-mill meadow-; 
Tbeawan on sl^l SI. Mary'a Lake 
Float doable, swan and abadow t 
Wc will uvt tea ibeo; wlU oot ge; 

To-day, nor yet lo-roorrow; ^ 
Eiiougirft in eur beartt we know 
There 'f aucb • place aa Y arrow. 

! 


" Lot Colbam’stown.bred ratUesoUIT 
' Tbe aweeta of Lady Morgan ; 

Let Maluftu (0 sBorout tbeRMS 
Attune bU barrel organ 1 
W't will otrt rood tbriD, wUI not boar 
Tbe person or ibe granny ; 

AoU, 1 daro any, as bad a* Ibey, 

Or worse, ta Doh ClotennI. . 

" Be Tirrow SirMm unseen, uokoown I 
U uuit. or ne tbkll rue It : 

We bate a tUlon of our owa; 

Abl wby ibonld we ando 1(7 - 
T^e iroaiurcd drettua of llmee long pest, 
Wd Tl keeptbem, wtoeeiBC Merrew 1 
For When we<re lberc,-alltaougb~l b fair, 
T will beWnotbee Yarruw 1 

\ , 


** Be Joan tbeo unaeeo, odknowit f 
It muai, or we shall hie It: 

We nay bare tirtue of our own ; 

• Abl-wby ab<*Hld wo undo itf , 

Tbo treasured fallb of day* loug p«*(, . 

■ We still would prise o'er eoy; 

And grletc to bear ibe rlkak) Jeer 
Of scamps like Don Glutanhl. 

" jf Oare with frealog years sbould come, 
, .Andwaoderingaeeinbuirolly,- 

Shook) We be loib loaflr frum bOBW, . 

And yet be meiaocboly: 

SbuMid life be dull, and aplrlla low ; ** 

'T will Motbe u» laour sorrow, . 

That rerib baa aoowibiug yet lo tbow,' 

1 The buti'uy Halms of Yarrow 1** 

Y 


- ^Wtie^ Whigs wllb frcctlng raletbaH come, 

And piety wTm fol1| ; * 

YVbeo Cam aod tab, curb’d by nrcmgliam, 

Sbalt wander molaitcboly; . * 

When Cobheii, WovlCTi Watson, Moot, 

And slUbe swlnhb" many, «- ' • 

Sball mugb-ibod rkJe oer Chorefa and Stale; 

Tbeo bey ^ (or bon CloTkauL** 


*' Then hey [ (or DM) GIoraiiDi !*'— What Tory ^iU not pro- i pare* U with ihe lime orthe torlhcomloK of this, (he first complete 
DMiDoe Dr. Ifagilb'a l«fl octatc a Vopbetic one, when be goid* I and uamutiUled, edition of '* Don Juan ? ”^E.) 

Januarj W, 4t33- 


"Di^izetTf 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR OF «MY GRANDMOTHER’S REVIEW.”' 

(S«e ‘‘TetUmonlM of Aulliors,*' No. XVI. anlt, p. ««l.] 



Ut deai Roierts. j 

At a believer in the cburcb of England^lo say nettling | 
of the State— 1 bavc been an occasional reader and great ^ 
admirer of. though not a subscriber to, your Review, which j 
b rather ei|)eiuive. But I do not know that any part of | 
ns eonteiils ever gave me much surprise tilt the eleventh ar- 
lictc of your twenty-seventh number made its appearance. 
You have there most vigorously refuted a calumnious accu- 
sation of bribery and corruption, the credence of which in 
the public mind might not only have damaged your repiiU- 
tIoQ as a clergyman' and an editor, but. what would have 
been still worse, have injured the circulation of your jour- 
nal : wbirb, 1 regret to hear, is not so eitensive as tha " pu- 
rity ” (as you well observe)" of Us. etc. etc." and ibe present 
taste for propriety, would, induce us to eipect. The charge 
iUelfisofa solemn nature, and. although in verse, is couched 
In terms of such circunistanllal gravity. a.s to indut'e a belief 
little short of that generally accorded to the tbirivTrninc ar- 
ticles, to which you so frapkly subscribed on taking your 
degrees. It is a charge the most revolting to the heart of 
man. from its frequent occurrence ; to liie mind of a statesman, 
from Us occasional truth ; and to the soul of an editor, from 
its moral im(>os$ibiliiy. You are charged then in the last 
lino of one octave stanza, and the whole eight lines of the 
next. viz. 209th and itotb ofthe first canto of that "|>estilcnt 
poem," 1)011 Juan, with receiving, and still more foolishly 
acknow ledging the receipt of, certain monies, to eulogise the 
unknow n author, who by this account must he known to yoi!. 
If to nobody else. An Impeachment of this nature, so se- 
riously made, there Is but one way of refuting ; and it Is my 
firm persuasion, that w hether you did or did not (and / be- 
lieve tiiai you did not) receive Ibe said moiiics. of which 
I wish that he had specified the sum, you are quite right in 
dcujing all know ledge of the transaction. If charges of this 
nefarious dcscripliou are to go forth, sanctiigied by all the 
solemnity of circumstance, and guaranteed by the veracity 
of verse (as CouiiR'Ilor Phillips v would say), what is to 
become of readers hitherto implicitly confident in the not 
less voracious prose of our critical journals? what is to be- 
come of the reviews? And. if the reviews fail, what is to 
become of the editors? It Is common cause, and you have 
done well to sound the alarm. I myself, in my humble 
sphere, will be one of your echoes. In the words of the 
iragedian Liston, **1 love a row," and you seem justly de- 
termined to make one. 

It Is barely possible, certainly Impiiobable, that the writer 
might have been in jest; but this only aggravates bis crime. 
A joke, the proverb says, "breaks, no bones;'* but it may 
break a bookseller, or it may be the cause of bones being 
broken. The jest is but a bad one at the best for the author, 
and might bavc been a still worse one for you, jf yo.ur 
copious contradiction did not certify to all whom it may 
concern your own indignant innocence, and the immaculate 
purity of the British Review. 1 do not doubt your word. 


my dear Roberts, yet I cannot help wt«hing that, in a case 
of such vital Importance, it had assumed the more sub>tan-' 
tial shape of an alTKlavit sworn before the L^rd Mayor At- 
kins. who readily receives any depodtion; and doiibiless 
would have brought U In some way as evidence of tlte de- 
signs of the Reformers to set fire to London, at the same 
time that be himself meditates the same good office tow ards 
the river Thame*. 

I am sure, my dear Roberts, (hat you will take these oh-, 
scrvalions of mine in good part; tliey are written in a spirit 
of friendship not less pure than your ow n editorial inlegrily. 

I have always admired you; and, not knowing any shape 
which friendship and admiration can assume more agreeable 
and useful than that of good advice. I shall rontlnue iny lu- 
cubrations, mixed wHIi here and there a monitory bint as to 
what I conceive to be the line you should pursue, in ca.se you 
should ever again be assailed wll h bribes, or accused of tak- 
ing them. By the way, you don't say much about the poem, 
except that it is "flagitious." This Is a pity— you should 
have rut It up; beeause, to say the Irutli, in nut doing so, 
you somew hat assist any notions which the malignant might 
eutcrlaln on the score of the anonymous asseveration whici 
has made you so angry. 

You say no bookseller " w»* witling to take upon himself 
the publication, though most of them di.>^race themselves by 
selling it." >'ow, iny dear friend, though we all know that 
those fellows will do any thing for money, methiiiks Ifie dis- 
grace is more with the purchasers: and some such, doubtless, 
there arej for there etn be no very eitensive selling (as you 
will perceive by (hat of the British Review) wiUioul huving. 
You then add, "What can the critic say?" I am sure 1 
don't know; at present he says very little, and that not much 
to the purpose. Then comes, " for praise, as far as regards 
the poelri,', many passages might lie exbihUed : fur condem* 
nation, as far as regards the morality, ail.*' Now, my <lear 
good Mr. Roberts. I feel for you. and for your reputation : 
roy heart bleeds for both; and I da a.sk you, whether or 
not such language does not come positively under the de- 
scription of ** the puff collusive.'* for which sec Sheridan's 
farce of "The Critic." (by the way.^a little more facetious 
than your own farce under the same title,) towards the close 
of scene second, act the first. 

The poem is, U seems, sold as the work of Lord Byron ; 
but you feel yourself "at liberty lo suppose it not Lord B.'s 
compo«Ui 0 D." M'hy did yon ever suppose that it was? I 
j approve of your indignation— 1 applaud it— 1 feel as angry 
as you can ; but perhaps your virtuous wrath carries you a 
little too far, when you say that "no misdemeanour, not 
I even that of sendlug into the world obscene and blasphemous 
poetry, the product of studious Iewdnes.s and laboured itn- 
I piety, appears lo you in so detestable a light as the acceptance 
I ofa present by the editbrof a review, as the condition of prais- 
I ing an author." Tbe devil It does n't!— Think a Illtle. 

I This is being critical overmuch. In point of Gentile bene> 
I vulciiee or Christian charity, it were surely less criminal lo 


' ( *' Boloona, Auc. iX iSt9- I wnd )<ki • t^lltr lo RoberU, tlgned * wort- 
ley Ciultefinick.' ttblch you may publUb lo nb«t form )oo pleiw. lo 
anawer lo hli ariick. I baVe hail iDany proob of meu i atMurdlly, but hr 
beat! all In lolly. Wby. Ibc moU la Kbotp'k Akilblog bai tumbled iolo Iba 
eery trap;''-Z<»rd Byron la Mr. Jfnrray.] 

* [ Mr. Robortt la ool, U lord Byroo teemt lo ban «iip(>oaed, a rlrrgy- 


man. but a barrlaler at l*w. lo ITW. be nlablUhed ■ paper called "TIjo 
L ooker-on,” nlilrh baa aince been admllted Inio Ibe rollecHou of Brltlili 
C(»a\ui*i and be It knunn. In bla prolcMloa, foV a Ircatite uu tbe Law of 
FrauiiBleni Bankruptcy.- E. ] 

) I Cbarlw riillUpa.UarrUter.waf io iboieclaytci.'>ebralnI for uUra-trWi 
etoqnence. Seeitw Edbiborgb Review, No. Itil.-S.J 
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BYRON’S WORKS. 


praUe for a bribe, than to abase a fellowHrrealurc for no- 
thing; and as lo the as^rllon of the conriparalivc Innocence 
ofbUspbemT andobscenUy, confronted inilh ancdiior’s “ac- 
ceptance of a present," I shall merely obsene, that as an 
Editor you say very well, but, as a Christian dis Ine, I would 
not recommend you to transpose Ibis sentence Into a sermon. 

And yet you say, “the miserable roan (for miserable he 
is, as having a soul of which be cannot get rid)’’ — But here 
I roust pause again, and enquire what Is the meanlivg of this . 
parenthesis? We have beard of people of “ htiie soul,” or 
of “DO soul at all," but never till now of ’‘the misery of hav- 
ing a sou! of which we cannot gel rid a misery under 
which you arc possibly no great sufferer, having got rid ap- 
parently of some of the Intellectual part of your own when 
you penned this pretty piece of eloquence. 

But toconllnue. You call upon Lord Byron, always sup- 
posing him «of the author, lo disclaim “with all gentle- 
manly haste," etc. etc. I am told that Lord B. U In a fo- 
reign country, some thousand miles off it may be ; so that tt 
win be difDcull for him lo hairy lo your wishes. In the 
mean lime, perhaps you yourself have set an eiample of more 
baste than gcnlilUy ; hut “ the more baste Ibe worse speed." 

Let us now look at the charge Itself, my dear Roberts, 
which appears to me to be in some degree not quite eapli- 
clilj worded : ^ 

“ I bribed ny Icricw, Iht arUbb." . 

I recollect bearing, soon after the pobliration, this subject 
discussed at the tea-table of Mr. Soibeby the poet, who ex- 
pressed himself, 1 remember, a good deal aurprised that you 
bad never ret iewed his epic poem of “ Soul," nor any of his 
sit tragedies ; of wbi' b, In one instance, the bad taste of the 
pit, and, In all Ibe rest, the barbarous repugnance of the 
prlncifial actors, prevented the performance. Mrs. and ibe 
Misses S. being In a corner of the zoom, perusing the proof 
sheets of Mr. S>.'s poems in Italy, 'Or on Italy, as he says. 
(1 wish, by the by, Mrs. $. would make the tea a lilUe 
stronger.) the male part of the coru'ersaxiona were at liberty 
to make a few observations bn the poem and passage in 
question ; and there was a difference of opinion. Some | 
thought the allusion was to the “ Oi iiish Critic ; " ' others, 
that by the eipression. “ My Grandmother's Review," it was 
Inlimaied that “my grandmother" was not the reader of the 
review, but actually the writer; thereby liislnaallng. my 
dear Roberts, that you were an old woman; because, as 
people often say, “Jeffrey’s Review," ", Gifford's Review," 
In lieu of Edinburgh and Quarterly ; so “ my Grandmolber's 
Review" and Roberts's might be also synonymous. Now, 
whatever colour this insinuation might derive from the cir* 
eumstaiice of your wearing a gown, as well as from your 
time of life, your general style, and various passaged of 
your writings,— I will lake u)K)n myself to exculpate you 
from all suspicion of the kind, and assert, w ithout calling 
Mrs. Roberts tn testimony, that if ever you should be cboecn 
Pope, you will pass through all the previous ceremonies 
with as much credit as any pontiff since the parturition of 
Joan, Ills very unfair lo judgeof sex from writings, parti- 
cularly from those oftbe British Re\icw. Wc are all liable 
to be deed ve<l ; and It is an indisputable fact, that many of the 
best articles in your journal, which were attributed to a ve- 
teran female, were actually written by you yourself; and yet 
to this day there arc people wbocuuld noer Qnd out the dif- 
ference. But let us return to the more Immediate question. 


I agree with you. that It Is Impossible Lord Byron should be 
the author, not only because, as a British peer and a British 
poet, it would be impracticable for him to have recourse to 
such facetious Action, but for some other reasons which you 
have omitted to slate. In ibe 6rst place, his Lordship has 
no grandmother. Now, ibe author— and we may believe 
him hi this— doth expressly stale that the “British" is his 
“Grandmother's Review ; " and if, as 1 think I have distinctly 
proved, this was not a mere Agurativc allusion to your sup- 
posed intellccUial age and sex. my dear friend, it follows, 
whether you be she or no, that there Is such an elderly Jady 
still extant. And 1 can the more readily credit this, having 
a sexagenary aunt of my own, who perused you constaully, 
till unfortunately falling asleep over the leading article of 
your last number, ber spectacles fell off and were broken 
against tbe fender, after a faithful service of fifteen years, 
and she has never been able to fa ber eyes since; so that I 
have been forced to read you aloud to her; and this is in 
fact the way in which 1 became acquainted with the mbject 
of my present letter, and thus delermloed to become your 
public correspondent. 

In the next place. Lord B.’s destiny seems In some sort 
like that of Uercules of old. who became tbe author of all 
unappropriated prodigies. Lord B. has been supposed tbe 
author of tbe “Vampire," of a “Pilgrimage to JeruMlem," 
“To the Dead Sea," of “Death upon the Pale Horse," of 
odes to “ LavalcUc." to “ Saint lIcleQa." lo tbe “ Land of 
tbe GanJ." and to a sucking child. Now^ be tamed out to 
have written none of these things. Besides, you say. be 
knows In what a spirit of, etc. you criticise Are you sure 
be knows all this? that be has read you like my poor dear 
aonl? They tell me be Is a queer sort ofa man; and I would 
not be too sure, if I were you. either of what he has read or 
of what be has written. I thought bU style had been tbe 
serious and terrible. As to his sending you money, this is 
tbe first time that ever I heard of his paying bis reviewers In 
that coin; 1 Ibougbt It was ralber^n their oten, to Judge 
from some of bis earlier productions. Besides, though be 
may not be profuse in his expcndilurc, I should conjecture 
that his reviewer's bill is not so long as his tailor’s. 

Shall I give you what I think a prudent opinion? I don't 
mean to insinuate. God forbid! but If, by any accident, there 
should have been such a correspondence between you and 
the unknow D author, whoever be may^ be, send him back bis 
money : 1 dare say be will be very glad to have it again ; it 
can’t be much, considering the value of the article and the 
circulation of the Journal ; and you are too modest to rale 
your praise beyond Its real worth.— Don't be angry, — 1 know 
you won’t,— at this appraisement of your powers of eulogy ; 
for on tbe other band, my dear friend, depend upon it y uur 
abuse is worth, not Us own weight,— that's a feather, —but 
your weight In gold. So don't spare It : if be has bargained 
for that, give U handsomely, and depend upon your doing 
him a friendly office. 

But 1 only speak in case of possibllRy ; for, as I said before, 
1 cannot believe, in tbe first instance, that you would receive 
a bribe to praise any person whatever; and still less can I 
beHeve. that your praise could ever produce such an offer. 
You are a good creature, my dear Roberts, and a clever 
fellow ; else I could almost suspect that you had fallen into 
Ibe very trap set for you in verse by this anonymous wag. 
nbo will certainly be but loo happy to see you saving him 
tbe trouble of making you ridiculous. The fact U. that ibe 


* [**wa«ilMr It be tbe BrliMi Crtilr, or the Briitoli Bertew. •atinil 

wWet tbe neble lord preten wo griTo ■ cliargi>, or nith«r w remlouc ao 
McautlvB, we ere ei e kwe te dewnuUM. The Utter bee iboo^fat ft worth 


Ita m bite. In a poMlc pepw, te OMlie • (eriotu replj. Ai we are ool oo ar- 
rlouly laclloed, we ihaU leave oer there ef ibU eccantlOA lo lit 
»riL CrtUe-l 



DON 

•oleniDlty of year elerenth article doe« make you look a Illtle 
more absurd than you ever yet looked, in all probability, 
and at tbe same time, does no good ; for ir any body bellev> 
ed before In the octave stantas. tbey will believe slUl, and 
you will find It no less dllTicuU th prove your negative, than 
the learned Partridge found it to demonstrate bis not being 
dead, to the satisfaction of the readers of almabaca. 

What the motives of tbU writer may have been for (as 
you magoiOcentiy translate bis quizzing you} “staling, wUb 
the parlirulariiy which belongs to fact, tbe forgery of a 
groundless fiction," (do. pray, my dear R.. talk a little less 
“in King Cambyses’ vein,") 1 cannot pretend to say; per^ 
baps (0 laugb at you, but that is no reason for your benevo- 
lently making ail tbe world laugh also. I approve of your 
being angry ; I tell you I am angry too ; but you sbonid not 
have shown it $0 outrageously. Your solemn “f/* somebody 
personating the Editor of the, etc. etc. has received from 
Lord B. or from any other person," reminds roc of Charley 
lucledon's usual exordium when people came into tbe tavern 
lo bear him sing without paying tbelr share of tbe reckoning 
— “if a maun, or ony maun.^or ony other maun," etc. etc.; 
you have both tbt; same redundant eloquence. But why 
should you think any body would personate you? Nobody 
would dream of such a prank who ever read your compo- 
sitions, and perhaps not many who have beard your coover- 
Mlion. But I have been Inoculated with a little of your 
prolixity. Tbe fact is, my dear Roberts, that somebody bag 
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I tried to make a fool of you. and wbat he did not succeed In 
I dobg, you have done for him and for yourself, 
j With regard to tbe poem itself, or the author^ whom 1 
I cannot find out, (can you?) I have nolbing to say; my 
business is with you. I am sure that you w ill. upon second 
.! thoughts, be Teally obliged to me for tbe intention of this 
' letter, however far short my expressions may have fallen of 
tbe sincere good will, admiration, and thorough esteem, 

• with which I am ever, my dear Roberts, 

I Most truly yours. 

WoETLEY ClUTTCBBCCK. 

S«;l. <|I9. 

L,t\t* pidUnftM. 

! P.5. My letter Is too long to revise, and the post is going. 

I 1 forget whether or not 1 asked you the meaning of your 
last words, “the forgery of a groundless fletion." Now, as 
' all forgery is fiction, and all fiction a kind of forgery, is not 
this tautologicat? Tbe sentence would have ended more 
I strongly with “forgery ;" ooly it bath an awful Bank of 
England sound, and would have ended like an Indictment, 
besides sparing you several words, and conferring some 
meaning upon the remainder. But this Is mere verbal cri- 
ticism. Goodbye— once more, yours truly, W. C. 

P.S. Sd.~ Is it true that tbe Saints make up the loss of 
the Review?— It is very handsome in them to at so great 
an expense. Ttoice more, yours, W. C. 


SOJIE OBSERVATIONS UPON AN AjmCLE IN BLACKWOOD'S MAGAZINE, 
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aareBoa. March IS, 1130 . 

“The life of a writer" ba.« been said, by Pope, I believe, 
lo be “o warfare upon earth “ As far as ray own expe- 
rjence has gone, I have nothing to say against the proposition ; 
and, like tbe rest, having once plunged Into ibis state of hos- 
tility, must, however reluctantly, carry it on. An article 
has appeared lu a periodical work, enlilled “Remarks on 
Don Juan," which has-been so full of ibis spi/it, on the part 
of the writer, as lo require some observations on mine. 

In the first place, I am not aware by wbal right (be writer 
assumes ibis work, which b anonymous, to he my produc- 
tion. He will answer, that there is internal evidence : that 
Js to say, that there arc passages which appear to be written 
in my name, or hi my manner. But might nut this have 
been done on purpose by another? lie will say, why not 
then deny it? To this I could answer, that of all the things 
attributed to me within the last five years, —Pilgrimages to 


Jerusalem, Deaths upon Pale Horses, Odes to the Land of 
the Gaul, Adieus to England, Songs to Madame Lavalette," 
Odes to St. Helena, Vampires, and what uot,— of which, 
God knows, I never composed nor read a syllable beyond 
tbelr titles in advertisements,—! never thought it worth 
while to disavow any, except one which came linked wUb 
an account of ray *' residence in the Isle of MUyIcne," where 
I never resided, and appeared to be carrying the amusement 
of those persons, who think my name can be of any use to 
them, a lilllc too far. 

1 should hardly, therefore. If I did not take the trouble lo 
disavow these things published in my name, and yet not 
mine, go out of my way to deny an anonymous work; which 
might appear an act of supererogation. With regard lo 
Don Juan, I neilher deny nor admit It lo be mine — every 
body may form their own opinion ; but, if there be any w bo 
now, or in the progress of that poem. If it Is lo be continued, 
feel or should feel themselves so aggrieved as lo require a 
more explicit answer, privately and personally, they shall 
bare It. 

I have never sbrunk from the re^nslbility of what 1 
have written, and have more than once incurred obloquy by 
neglecting to disavow wbat was attributed to my pen with- 
out fouiidaiioD. 

Tbe greater part, however, of (be “Remarks on Don 
Juan" cootaio but little on tbe work itself, which receives 
an cilraordlitary portion of praise as a composition. With 
tbe exception of some quotations, and a few incidental re- 
marks. tbe rest of tbe article is neither more nor less than a 
personal attack upon the imputed author. It is not tbe first 
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in the Mint pabllcation : for I rerolloct to hare read, some t 
time a|xo, similar remarks upon “ Beppo ** (said to have been 
wriilrn by aei*K'bra(ed norlhem preacher); in rthlch iLe 
conclusion drawn was. tbat "Childe Harold. Byron, and the 
Count in Beppo. were one and the same person;*’ thereby 
making me turn out to be. as Mrs.Malaprop 'sayi, ‘"likeCer^ 
berut, thret gentlevifn at onre." That article was signed ^ 
“Presbyter AjiRlicanus;*’ which, I presurtie, being inter- ■ 
preted, means Scotch Presbyterian. * 1 must here observe, 
— and it is at once ludicrous and vexatious to be eom|)cllcd 
so rrequenlly to repeal the same thing,— that my case, as an 
author, is peculiarly bard, in being cverla.silngly taken, or 
mistaken, for my ow n protagonist. It is unju>l and parilcu- 
Ur. I ncycr heard that tny friend Moore was set down for 
a flre-won>blp{»er on account of his Guebre; that Scull was 
idcntiried with Roderick Dhii, or w ilh Balfour of Burley ; or 
that, noiwiihsiandiugall the magicians in ThaJaba,any body 
basovor token Mr. Southey for a conjuror; whereas 1 have 
baij some difBcully In extricating me even from Manfred, 
who, AS ^Ir. Southey slily ohsencs in one of his articles in 
the Quarterly, “met the deulon the Jungfrau, and bullied 
him > and I answer Mr. Southey, w ho has apparently, in 
his poetical life, not been hi successful against the great 
enemy, that, in this. Manfred exactly followed the sacred 
precept, — ‘*Resi^l the devil, and be will flee from you." — 

1 shall have more to say on the subject of this persnrv— not 
the devil, but his most humbte servau Mr. Soulbcy— before 
I conclinie; but. for the present, I must return to ’.he article 
in (he Kdintiurgh Magaxinc. 

In Uh' course of this article, amidst soma extraordinary 
observations, there occur the following words:— “It ap- 
pears, in short, as if this miserable man, having 'ihausiod 
every epecies of sensual grsUncation. — having draiiu-d the 
cup of sin even to Its hiiierest dregs, were resolved to show 
us that he is no longer a human iK^ing even in his frailties, 

— but a cool, unconcerned fiend, iaugtdng wUh.a detestable 
glee over the whole of the better and wor:o eiemenls of 
which human life is composed,** In another place there 
appears, “the lurking-place oniig8e:fi>.tia:)d polluted exile.*' 
—••By my troth, thciic he hitter wordsl"— With regard to 
the first sentence. 1 shall content myself wHh observing, 
that it a|i(H’ari (u have been composed for Sardanapalu.s, 
Tiberius, the Regent Duke of Orleans, or l.ouis XV.; and 
that 1 have copied it w ith as much indifTerence as I would 
a passage from Suetonius, or from any of the |Hiva(e me- 
moirs of the regency, conceiving it to be amply refuted by 
the terms in w hich It Is expressed, and to be utterly Inap- 
plicable toany prlvaieindlvidual. Onthewords, "lurking- 
place." anti “seltisb and polluted exile," 1 have something 
more to .say.— How far the capital city of a government, 
which survived (he vicissitudes of thirteen hundred years, 
and might still have existed but for the treachery of Biiona* 
parte, and the Iniquity of bis Ituitalors,— a city, which was 
Utc cut(>orlum of Kurope when Luiidon and Kdinburgb 
were dens of barbarians,— may be termed a “larking- 
place,** 1 leave to those who have seen pr heard of Venice 
to decide. How far my exile may bare been “polluted," 

U Is not for me to say, because tfae word is a wide one. and, 
^Uh some of Us branches, may chance to overshadow the 


actions of most men; buUbat Ubas been “sW/lsh'M deny. 
If, to tbc extent of my means and my power, and my Infor- 
mallon oftbeir calamities, to have assisted many miserable 
beings, reduced by the decay of the place of their birth, and 
their consequent loss of substance- -if to have never rejected 
an applicttlan which appeared founded on truth— if to 
have expended in this manner sums far out of proportion 
to my fortune, there and elsew here, he M'in<>h. then hare I 
been selGsb. To .have done such things I do not deem 
much; but it Is bard Indeed to be compelled to recapitulate 
them in my ow n defence, by such acrusatlons as that before 
me. like a panel before a jury railing testimonies to bis 
character, or a soldier recording his services to obtain his 
discharge. Iftbe person who has made the ebatge of “seb 
fishuess" wishes to inhum himself further on the subject, 
he may acquire, not w hat he would wl.sh to find, but what 
will silence and shame him, by applying to the Consul-Ge- 
neral of our nation, resident in the place, wbo will be tn 
tbe case either to confirm or deny w bat 1 bave asserted. < 

I neitber make, nor have ever made, prclciislons to sane* 
Uty of dcmeanoiiT, nor regularity of conduct; but my means 
have been expended priiiripally on my own gralitiraUon. 
-ueilher uuw nor beretufore, neither in Eogtand nor out of 
it; and it wonts but a word from me, if 1 thought that 
word decent or necYXsary. to caH forth the most willing 
witnes.^cs, and at once wUoe>scsand proofs, in Plngland 
itself, to show that (here arc those who have derived not 
Uic mere temporary relief of a wretched boon, but tbe 
means whirb led them to immediate happiness and ultimate 
liidepeudciMC, by my want of that very " selfttlmese,” as 
grossly as falsely :iow imputed to my conduct. 

Had ] been a sellisb man— had 1 been a grasping man— 
bad 1 been, in (he worldly sense of the word, even a pru- 
dent man,— I should not be where I now ani; I should not 
liave taken the step which wasllic first that led to the events 
which bave sunk and swoliia gulf between me and mine; 
but in this respect the truth will one day be made known : 
ill the mean time, as Durandearte says, in the Cave ofMon- 
(e»inos,.*'l’aliciico, and shulTle the cards.** 

1 bitterly feel the ostcnialkHi of (his statement, the first 
of the kind I bave ever made: I feel the degradation of 
being com;iellcd to make it; but I also feel its truth, and I 
trust to feel it on my dealii-bed, should it be my lot to die 
there. 1 am not les.s sen.»iblc of the egotism of all this; but, 
alas! who bave maile me thus egotistical in my own de- 
fence, if not they, wbo by ijerverscly persisting In referting 
fiction to truth, and tracing poetry to life, and regarding 
characters of irnaginaiiun as creatures of exUiem'C, have 
made me personally res|ionsibic for almost every pdetical 
delloeation which fancy, and a particular bias of thought, 
may bave tended to produce? 

Tbe writer continues: — “Those who are acquainted, oi 
tcAu is not? with the main incidents of the prhate life of 
Lord B.." etc. Assuredly, whoever may be acquainted with 
ilu'se “main inridciils," the w liter oftbe "Remarks on Don 
Juan" is nut, or be wonid use a very dirfercnl language. 
Tbat which 1 helicve he alludes to as a "main liiridenl,'* 
happened in be a very subordinate one. and tlie natural and 
almo.«^l InevilaBle consequence of events and circumstances 
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ioDg prior to the period at which It occuired . U is the last 
dropwbicbmikcstfaccupruD over, and minewas already full. 
— But, to return to tbts man's charge : be accuses Lord 
of “an elaborate satire on the character arrd manners of his 
wife.’' From what pans of Don Juan tbc writer has in> 
ferred Ibis he himself host knows. As far as 1 recollect of 
the female cliaracters Iti that production, there Is but uhe 
who is depicted in ridiculous colours, or that could be lr>- 
tcrpccled as a satire upon any body. But here my poetical 
. Sins arc again visited upon me. supposing that tbe yK>em be 
mine. If I depict a corsair, a misanthrope, a libertine, a 
chief of Insurgents, or an iiiQdcl, he is. R*t down to the au- 
thor; and if, in a poem by no means ascertained to be my 
proiluclion, there ap))carsa disagreeable, rasuislicat, and 
by no means respectable female pedant, it is set down for 
my w ife. Is ihcre any resemldancc? If ibcre be. it Ls in 
those who make it : 1 can see none. In my writings 1 have 
rarely described any ciuracier under a liailiuus name : 
Ihosi^ of whom 1 have spoken have liad their own— in marry 
cases a stronger satire in itself than any which could be 
appended to it. But of real circumstanc(‘.s I have availed 
myself plcmifuHV. both in the serious and the ludicrous— 
they are to poetry what landscapes are to the painler; but 
nry figures are nut portraits. It may even have baptrened, 
that I have seized ou some events that have occurred uoder 
niy own observaliou, or In iny own familr, as I would 
paint a view frurp my grounds, did it harmonise with my 
picture; but I never would introduce the likenesses of its 
living ineinbers, unless Ibcir features could be iirade as fa- 
vourable to themselves as to the cffi'ct ; which. In the above 
in.siance, would be eitremcly dilBcult. 

My learned brother proceeds to observe, that “it is in 
vain for Lord B. to alteiii|il in any way to justify bis own 
behaviour in that affair ; and now that Ire has so openly and 
auducioui/p invited cmiuiry and reproach, wc do not see 
any good reason w hy he should not be plainly told so by the 
voire of his countrymen.” How far the ‘'■openness” of an 
anonymous poem, and the “audacity “ofan imaginary cha- 
racter. w hich the writer supposes to be meant for Lady B., 
may be deemed to nrcrit this furmidahlc denuncisliuo from 
their “mo>l sweet voices,*’ 1 neither know nor care; but 
when he tells me that I cannot “in any way justify my 
own behaviour In that affair,'* I acquiesce.. because im man 
can ’‘justify" liimsclf until he knows of what be is ac- 
cused; and 1 have never bad— and, God knows, my whole 
desire has ever been to obtain It— any specilic charge, in a 
tangible shape, submitted to me by the adversary, nor by 
others, unless the atrocities of public rumour and the mys- 
terious silence of the lady's legal advisers may be deemed 
tuch. But is not the writer content with wbat has been 
already said and done? Has not ”lhe general voice of bis 
countrymen” long ago pronounced upon (be subject— sen- 
tence without trial, and condcinuulioir without a charge? 
Have 1 not been exiled b; o.straci>in, except that the shells 
which proscribed me were anonymous? Is the writer igno- 
rant of the public opinion and (be public conduct upon that 
occasion? If be N, 1 am not : tbc public will forget both, 
long before I shall cease to remember either. 

The man wba Is exiled by a fiction has tbe consolation of 
thinking that he is a martyr; he is upheld by hope and tbe 
dignity of his cause, real or imaginary : he who withdraws 
from the pressure of debt may indulge in the thought that 
time and prudence will retrieve his drcunisiances : lie who 
is condemned by the law, has a term to his bauishmenl, or 
a dream of Us abbreviation; or. It may be. tbc knowledge 
or the belief of some Injustice of tbe law. or of Us adminis- 
tration Ln bis own particular; but be who is outlawed by 
general opinion, without the intervention of hostile polilici. 
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illegal Judgment, or embarrassed circumstances, whether he 
be Innorent or guilty, must undergo all the bUlerness of 
exile, without hope, without pride, without alleviatluo. 
This rase was mine. l’(>on what grounds the public found- 
ed their opinion, 1 am not aware; but It was general, and 
It was deci>ivc. Of me or of mine they knew liiile, except 
(bat I bad w riilrn w bat Ls called poetry^ w as a nobleman, 
bad married, became a father, atnl was involved in dilTb- 
lenccs with my wife and her rrl.itives, no one knew why, 
berause tbc persons complaining refused to stale their 
grievances. The fashionable world was divided Into ytar- 
lies, mine consisting of a very small minority : the reason- 
able world was naturally on (he stronger sides whk'h liap- 
pened to be (he lady's, as w as most proper and [Ktlitc. 1 be 
press was adive and scurrilous; and such was the rage of 
tlie day. that the unfortunate puhliraliori of two copies of 
verses, rather comidimentary than otherwise to the subjects 
of boil), was tortured Into a species uferime, or coiistructiv e 
pcily (reason. 1 wasaccu.vcd of every monstrous vice by 
public rumour and private rangour: iny name, which had 
been a knightly or a nolle one since nty fathers t)H|>ed to 
conquer the kingdom for William the Norman, vvas tainted. 
1-fell that, if what was whispered, and muttered, and mur- 
DiQrcd, was true, 1 wa.n unGl for England; if false, Eng- 
la'nd'wasuulU for me. 1 wUhilrew : buubis w as not enough. 
In ollicT countries, in Switzerland, Id the shadow of the 
Alps, and by the blue depth of tbe lakes, I was pursued and 
breathed upon by the same blight. I crossed the uouiiUiins, 
but It was the same; sol wenia little farther, and settled 
myself by the waves of the Adriatic, like the stag al bay, 
who betakes him to the waters. ■ .* 

If 1 may judge by llic statemtiUs of the few frieiKls who 
gathered round me, the outcry of the period to w hich 1 al- 
lude was beyond all pa'cedent, all parallel, even In those 
cases where {volilical moUvi’s have sharpened slander and 
doubled enmity. I was advised, not to go to the theatres, 
lest 1 should be hissed, nor to my duly in parliament, lest 1 
should be insulted by the way; even on tbe day of my de- 
parture. my most Intimate friend told me afterwards, that 
be was under apprehensions of violence from tbe people 
w ho might be assembled at the door of the carriage. How- 
ever, 1 was nut deterred by these coun.scis from seeing 
Keau In his best characters, nor from voting according to 
my prinripies; aud with regard to the third and last appre- 
hensions of my friends. I could net share in them, not being 
made acqaatnicd with their extent till some time alter 1 
bad crossed the Channel. Even If 1 bad been so, 1 am not 
of a nature to be much affected by men's anger, (bough I 
may feel hurl by their aversion. Against all Individual 
outrage, I could protect or redress myself; aud against that 
of a crowd, 1 should probably have been enabled to defend 
myself, with the assistance of olhers, as has been done on 
similar occasions. 

I retired fioro (be country, perceiving that I was tbe ob- 
ject of general obloquy; 1 did not indeed imagine, like 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau, that all mankind was to a con- 
spiracy against me, though I bad perhaps as gooil grounds 
for such a cbitncra as ever be bad : but 1 pervehed (bat J 
had io a great extent become personally obooxious in. Eng- 
land, perhaps through my ow n fault, but tbe fact was lodis- 
pulable; the public In general would hardly have been so 
much excited against a more popular character, without at 
least an accusation or a charge of some kind aciaally ex- 
pressed or substantiated, fur 1 can hardly conceive that the 
common and everyday occurrence of a separation between 
man and wife could iu itself produce so great a fcrmeul. I 
shall say nothing of the usual complaints of "being pre- 
judged," “condenmed unheard, ” “unfairness, ""partlallly,'' 
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and «o forth, the usual chauges rung by parties who have 
bad, or arc to have, a trial; but I was a iitlle surprised to 
And my.soIf condcinued wUhout bcing favoured w ilh the act 
of accusation, and to perceive in the absence of ibis porien- 
tons charge or charges, whatever It or they were to be, that 
every possible or iuipossiblo crime was rumoured to supply 
Its place, and taken for granted. This could only occur in 
the case of a person very much disliked, and 1 knew no re- 
medy, having already used to their citcol whatever little 
powers I might possess of pleasing in society. I hadno|Mirty 
in rashluft, though I was afterwards told that there was one 
— but it was not of my formation, nor did I then know of 
its oilstenee — none in literature; and in jiolitics I bad voted 
with the Whig.s, with precisely that importance which a 
Whig vote possesses in these Tory days, and with such per- 
sonal acquaintance with the leaders in both bouses as the 
society in which 1 lived sanctioned, but without claim or 
expectation of any thing like friendship from any one, ex- 
cept a few young men of my own age and staudiog, and a 
few othera more advanced In life, which last It had been 
my fortune to serve In circumstances of dilljcuUy. This 
was. in fact, to stand atone : and 1 recolle<4, some time 
after, Madame de Sta^l said to me in SwiUcrIand, “You 
should not have warred w ith the world— It will not do— it 
is too strong always for any Individual : I myself odcc tried 
it in early life, but it will not do.” I perfectly acquiesce 
in tbe truth of this remark ; but the world bad done me the 
honour to begin the w ar ; and, assuredly, if peace is ojily to 
be obtained by courting and paying tribute to it, ] am not 
qualiOed to obtain its countenance. 1 thought, in tbe 
words of Campbell, 

^TIkh wed thcf l<) in nlled lot: 

Aod If tbe world b«lb loted ibae 
111 abwriMe may be borne." 

I recolleet, however, that, having beeo much burl by 
Bomilly's conduct, (be, having a general retainer for me, 
had acted as adviser to the adversary, alleging. On being 
reminded of bis retainer, that he had forgotten it, as bb 
clerk bad so many,) I observed that some of those who were 
now MSerly laying the axe to my roof-tree, might see their 
own shaken, and feel a portion of what they bad inflicted. 
— litt fell, and crushed him. 

1 have beard of, and believe, that there are human beings 
so constituted as to be insensible lo injuries; but 1 believe 
■that the best mode to avoid taking vengeance is lo gel out 
of ibe way of temptation. 1 hope that I may never have 
the Opportunity, for I am not quite sure that I could resist 
it, having derived from my mother somelhiug of the “per- 
fervidum ingenium Scotorum." I have not sought, and 
sball nol seek 11, and perhaps It may never come in my f »atb. 
t do not in this allude (o the party, who might be right or 
wrong; but to many who made ber cause the. pretext of 
their own bitterness. She, Indeed, must have long avenged 
me In ber own feellugs; for whatever her reasons may have 
been (and she never adduced them to me at least), she pro- 
bably ncilber contemplated nor conceived to what she be- 
came tbe means of conducting tbe father of ber child, and 
tbe husband of ber choice. . 

So much for “the general voice of his countrymen I 
w ill now speak of some in particular. 

In tbe beginniitg of the year an article appeared in 
the Quarterly Review, written, I believe, by Waller Scott 
doing great honour to him, and no disgrace to me, though 
both poetically and personally more than sufBcienlly fa- 


I vourable*Co the work and the author of whom it treated. 

It was w rillcn at a time when a selfish man would not, and 
! a timid one dared not. have said a word in favour of cHher; 

It was w rkicn by one to whom temporary public opinion 
: bad elevated me to the rank of a rival—a proud distinction, 
and unmerited; but wbicb has not prcveniod me from feel- 
ing as a friend, nor bim from more than corresponding to 
Ibat sentiment. The article in question was wriilen ij|K)D 
tbe Third Canto of Cbilde fiarold ; and alter many observao 
tions, which it would as ill become me lo repeal as to forget, 
concluded with “a bopMbai I might yet return to EoglaniL** 
Ilow this expression was received in Engl.ind itself 1 am not 
acquainted, but It gave great offence at Rome to the re- 
spectable ten or twenty thousand English travellers then and 
there assembled. 1 did not visit Rome till some time after, 

I so that 1 bad no opportunity of knowing the fact ; but I was 
I informed, longaflerwards. that the greatest indignation bad 
been manifested in the enlightened Aoglo<ircleofthat year, 
which happened to comprise within it— amidst a considera- 
ble leaven of Wefbeck Street and Devonshire Place, broken 
loose upon their travels— several really well-born and well- 
bred families, wbo did not tbe less participate In the reeling 
of tbe hour. “ HViy should be return lo England was 
tbe general exclamation— 1 answer why? It is a question 
I have occasionally asked myself, and I never yet could give 
it a satisfactory reply. 1 had then no thoughts of returning, 
and if I have any now, they are of busiaess, and not of 
pleasure. Amidst the lies that have decn da>hed to pieces, 
there are links yet entire, though tbe chain UsclFbe brokeu. 
There are duties, and coonectiuus, which may one day re- 
quire my presence— and 1 am a father. 1 have still some 
frieiidswbom I wish to meet agaiu.aud it may bo, aueuemy. 
These things, and those minuter details of business, which 
Ume accumulates during abseace. In every man's affairs and 
property, may, and probably v.lli, recall me lo England; 
but 1 shall return with the same reelings with which 1 left It. 
in respect to itself, though altered with regard to individuals, 
as I have been more or less Informed of ibeir conduct sim-e 
my departure; for it was only a considerable time afler it 
that I was made acquainted with the real faelsaiidfull extent 
uf some of tbelr proceedings and language. My friends, like 
other friends, from conciliatory motives, withheld from me 
much that they could, and some things which they should 
have unfolded; however, that which is deferred is not lost 
-but it has been no fault of mine that tt has been deferred 
at all. 

1 have alluded to what Is said to have passed at Rome, 
merely lo'sbow that the sentiment which 1 have described 
was uol confined to the English in England, and as forming 
part of my answer to the reproach cast upon wbal has been 
called my “selfish cille," and my “voluntary exile.” “Vo- 
luntary” U has been; for wbo would dwell among a people 
entertaining strong hostility agslmst bimT How far it has 
been “ selfish ** has beeo already explained. 

I 1 have now arrived at a passage describing me as having 
I vented my “spleen against the lofty-minded and virtuous 
I men,” men “ whose virtues few iudeed can equal ; meaniog, 
1 humbly presume, tbe notorious triumvirate known by tbe 
name of “Lake Poets” in their aggregate cattacUy, and by 
Soulbey, Wordsworth, and Col.-rldge, when taken singly. 
1 wbb to say a word or two upon Ibe virtues of one of those 
persons, public and private, for reasons which will soon 
appear. 

When I led England in April, 1816, ill in mind, in body, 
and in circumstanees, I took up my residence at Coligny. 
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bj the lake of Genera. The sole conpanloii of my journey 
was a young pbystciau. • who had to make his way In the 
world, and having seen very little of tl. was naturally and 
laudably desirous of seeing more sorieiy than suited my 
present habits or my past experience. 1 therefore present- 
ed him to those geoilemen of Geneva for whom 1 bad letters 
of Introduction; and having thus seen him in a situation to 
make hU own way. retired for my own part entirely from 
.sodety, with the exception of one English family, living at 
. about a quarter ofa mile's distance from Dlodali, and with 
the further excentlon of some occasional iutcrcourse ^Uh 
Coppet. at tbo wTst^f .Madame de Slaei. ^he English fa- 
mily to which I allude consi>ted of two ladies, a gentleman 
and his son. a boy ofa year old.* 

One of thae lofty-~minded and I’lrfuous men." in the 
words of the Edinburgh Magaiiuc, made, I undei^and, 
about this time, or soon after, a lour in Switzerland. On 
bis return to England be circulated— and for any thing 1 
know, invented— a report, that the gentleman to whom 1 
have alluded and myself were living in promiscuous inter- 
course with two sisters, “having formed a league of incest" 
(1 quote the words as they were slated to me), and indulged 
hloiself in the natural eommenls upon such a conjunetton. 
which are said to have been repeated pqbliely, with great 
complacency, by another of that poetical fraternity, of 
wbom 1 shall say only, that even bad the story been true, 
ke should not have repealed It, as far as it regarded myself, 
except In sorrow. The tale itself requires but a word in 
answer— the ladies were not sisters, nor in any degree con- 
nected, except by the second marriage of Ibeir respective 
parents, a widower with a widow, both being the offspring 
of former marriages; neither of them were. In 1810, nine- 
teen years old. “ Promiscuous intercourse " could hardly 
have dlsgu^led (be gredt patron of panlisocracy, (docs Mr. 
Southey mnember such a scheme?) but there was none. 

flow far Ihls man, who. as author of Wat Tyler, has 
been proclaimed by the Lord Cluncellor guilty ofa Ireasou- 
able aiid blasphemous libel, and denounced in the House of 
Coinmons, by the upright and able member for Norwich, 
as a “ rancorous renegado," be fit for sitting as a judge 
upon others, let others judge. He has said that for this ex- 
pression “be brands William Smith On the forehead as a 
calumniator," and that “the mark will outlast his epi- 
taph.”^ How long William Smith's epitaph will last, and 
in what words It will be written. 1 know not; but William 
Smith s words form the epitaph Itseif of Robert Southey. 
He has written Wat Tyler, and taken the office of poet 
laureate— he has. in the Life of Henry Kirke White, deno- 
minated reviewing ’* the ungentle craft," and has become a 
reviewer— be was one of the projectors of a scheme, called 
“ pantisocracy," for baying all things, including women, in 
conimoo, {query, common women?) and be sets. up as a 
inorah>(— he denounced the battle of Oleiibeim. and be 
praised the battle of Waterloo— be loved Mary. Wollstoocrafl, 
and be tried to blast the character of ber daughter (one of 
the young females meniioned)— he wrote treason, and serves 
the king— be was the bull of the Auti-Jacobln, and he ts 
the prop of the Quarterly Review; licking the bands that 
smote him, eating the bread of his enemies, and internally 
writhing beneath bis ow n contempt,- be would fain conceal, 
under anonymous bluster, and a vain endeavour to obtain 
the esteem of others, after having for ever lost his own, bis 
leprotM sense of bis own degradation. What is there In 
such a man to “envy?" Who ever envied tbo envious? 


Is It his btrlh, bis name, his fame, or hU vtrtaes. that 1 am 
to “ envy ? " 1 was born of tbe aristocracy, w bich he abhor- 
red; and am sprung, by ny mother, from the kings who 
preceded those whom be has birv'd bimstdf to sing. It can- 
not. then, be his birth. As a poet, I have, for the past eight 
years, bad nothing to apprehend from a competition; ami 
for the future, *‘(bat life to come in every poet's creed," it 
is open to all. 1 will only remind klr. Soulbey, in the words 
ofa critic, who, if still living, would have annihilated Sou- 
they's literary existence now and hereafter, as the swum 
foe of chaiiaians and impostors, from Maepberson down- 
wards, that “ those dreams w ere Settle's once and Ogilby 's 
aiKl, for my own part, I assure him. that whenever be and 
his sect arc remembered. I sliall be proud to be “forgot." 
That be is not content w ilh his success as a port may reason- 
ably be tvelieved— he bas been the uinc-pln of review s ; tbe 
Edinburgh knocked him down, ami the Quarterly act him 
up : tbe governtnent found him useful in the periodical line, 
and made a point of recommending his works to purchasers, 
so that be ls occasionally bought, ( 1 mean his books, as 
well as the author,) and may be found on the same shelf, 
if nut upon tbe table, of most of the gentlemen employed iu 
the different offices. W'ilb regard to bis private virtues, 1 
know nothing— of bis principles, I have Itcard enough. As 
far as having been, to tbe best of my power, benevolent to 
others, 1 do not fear the coin|>arison ; and for the errors of 
the passions, was Mr. Southey a/umi/a so lraiM|uU and stain- 
less? Did be never covet bis neighbour's wife? Did bo 
never calumniate his neighbour's wife's daughter, the off- 
spring of ber be coveted? So much for the apostle of pan- 
tisocracy. 

Of tbe “lofly-roindod, virtuous" Wordsworth, eoc 
anecdote will suffice to .speak bis sincerity. In a conver- 
sation with Mr. upon poe(ry, he concluded with, “After 

all, I would not give five shillings for ail that Southey 
has ever wrilico," Perhaps Ibis calculation might rather 
show his esteem for five shillings than his low estimate of 
Dr. .Southey ; but considering that when be was in bis need, 
and Southey bad a shilling, Wordsworth is said to have bad 
generally sixpence out of it, it has an awkward sound in the 
way of valuation. This anecdote was told me by persons 
who. if quoted by name, would prove that Us geiiealugy is 
poetical as well as true. I can givemy anlborliy for this; 
and am ready to adduce' It also for Mr. Southey's circula- 
tion of tbe falsehood before mentioned. 

Of Coleridge. I shall say notbing— icAy. be may divine. < 

1 have said more of these people than 1 intended in this 
place, being somewhat stirred by tbe remarks which induced 
me to commence upon tbe topic. I see nothing in these 
men as poets, or as individuals— little in their talent<, and 
less in their ebaraeters. to prevent honest men from express- 
ing for them considerable contempt, in prose or rhyme, as 
it may happen. Mr. Soulbey bas the Quarterly for his 
Geld of rejoinder, and Mr. Wordsworth bis postscripts to 
“ Lyrical Rallads," where (be twogreat instances of the .sub- 
lime are taken from himself and Milton. "Over her own 
sweet voice tbe stockdove broods ; " that is to say. sbe bas 
the pleasure of listening to herself. In common with Mr. 
Wordsworth u|>on most ofhis public appcaraiiets. “What 
divinity doth hedge" these persons, that we should respect 
(hem? Is it Apollo? Are they not of those who called 
Drydon's Ode “a drunken song?" who have discovered 
that Gray’s Elegy is full of faults, (see Coleridge's Life, voi.i. 
note, for Wordsworth's kindness in pointing Ibis out fo him,} 
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tod have published what is allowed to be the verr wont 
prose ibai ever w as wrIUcn, to prove that Pope was no poet, 
and that William Wordsworth Is? 

In other points, are they resperlable. or respectwl? Is It 
on the open avowal of apostasy, on the patronage of govern- 
ment, that their claim is founded? Who is there who 
esteems those parricides of their own principles? Tlioyare. 
in fact, well aware that the reward of their change has been 
any thing but honour. The limes have preserved a res[»erl 
for pollHral mnsisiency, and, even though changeable, ho- 
nour the uu( tiaiiBcd. Look at Moore : it will be long ere 
8o(ithe\ tiicels with surh a triumph in I^ondon as Moore 
met w lib ill Dublin, even If the government subscribe for It. 
and set llir rnonej down to secret service. It was not less 
to the man tinii to the poet, to the (cmi>ted but unshaken 
patriot, lotlie not opulent but incorruptible rcllow-cilizen. 
llial the warm-hearted Irish paid the proudest of tributes. 
Mr. SouUtey may applaud bimseirio the world, but be has 
his own heartiest contempt; and the fury with which he 
foams against alt who stand in the phalanx which he forsook, 
Is. as William Smith described it. "the rancour of the re- 
oegido." the bad language of the prostitute who stands at 
the corner of the street, and showers her slang upon all 
except those who may have bestowed upon her ber 'MlUle 
sbilUiiK-" 

Hence bis quarterly overflowings, political and literary, ■ 
in wliat lie lw> himself termed ••the ungentle craft.” and 
his especial wrath against Mr. I.clgh Hunt, notwithstanding 
llial Hunt has done more for Wordsworth's reputation, as 
a |MU‘l ( such as it is }. than ail the Lakers could in their In- 
ten tiange of scif-praiscs for the last iwcnty-Qre years. 

\ ml here I w ish to say a few w ords on the present slate of 
English |>oetry. Th.it this Is the age of the decline of Kng- 
lisli poetry will be dnuhii'd by few who have calmly consi- 
dered the suiqcel. That there arc men of genius among the 
prcM'iit poets makes little against the fact, because it has 
been well said, that *'netl to him who forms the taste ol 
his country, Uie greatest genius Is he w ho corrupts it.” N'o 
one has ncr denied genius to Marino.' who corrupted not 
merely the taste of Italy, but that of all Euro|»e for nearly 
a century. The great cause of the present deplorable slate 
of Lngtl^kh poetry is to be attributed to that al»urd and 
systematic depre<-laUoii of l*u|>e. In whirh. for the last few 
years, there b.is been a kind of e|ddemic«l coneurrenre. 
Men of the most oppmite opinions have united upon this 
topic. Warton and Ctiurchni began it, having borrowed 
the hint probably fhnn the heroes of the Dunciid, and 
their ownlnieinal conviction that tlieir pro|ter reputation 
can bo as nothing till the most |terfect and harmonious of 
poeis—he who, having no fauit. has bad nEA.M)5 made 
his reproach ~ was reduced to what they conceived to 
be bis level; but even fhet/ dared not degrade him below 
UrydcD. Gotdsniitb. and Rogers, and Campbell, bis most 
successful dlKipies; and lliyley, who, however feeble, 
has leA one poem "that will not be willingly let die” ((be 
Triumphs of Temper), kept up the reputation of Ibil pure 
and perfixl style ; and Crabhe, the first of living poets, has 
almost rquiffied the master. Then came Darw in. who was 
put down by a single poem in the Aulijacoblo; * and tbc 


* (TaaoQ mu ■kDoct lb* oalj ItalUa po«t ot tb« en la «blr1i b« Son- 
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Cruscans. fFom Merry to Jerhinghtm, who were •hnibllated 
( if Nothing can be said to be atiDiblhited ) by GUTord, the 
last of the wholesome satirists. ... 

At the same tfme Hr. Southey was favoorlng the public 
with Wat Tyler and Joan of Arc. to the great glory of the 
Drama and Epos. I beg pardon, Wat Tyler, with Peter 
Bell, was still In MS4 and It was not till after Mr. Southey 
bad received his Malmsey butt, and Mr. Wordsworth t l>e- 
came qualified to gauge It. that the great revolutionary tra-» 
gedy rame before the public and the Court of Chancery. 
.Wordsworth was (teddling his lyrical balUds, and brooding 
a preface. (0 be succeeded In due cotIHe by a postscript; 
both couched In such prose as must give peculiar delight to 
those who have read the prefaces of Pope and Dryden; 
scarcely less celebrated for the beauty of their prose, than 
for the charms of their verse. W'ordsworib Is the reverse 
of Moliere's gentleman who had been ** talking prose all hla 
life, wMhoul knowing It ; ” for he thinks that he has been 
all his life writing both prose and verse, and nciiber oTw-hal 
be conceives to be such can be properly said 10 be cither 
one or tbc other. Mr. Coleridge, the future |>oct and 
seer of the Morning Post, (an honour also riaimed by >fr. 
Fitzgerald, of the “ Rejected Addresses," * ) who ulllmatelT 
prophesied the downfall of Buonaparte, to which he himself 
mainly contributed, by giving him the nickname of “the 
Corsican," wasthen employed In predicating the daiunalioo 
of .Mr. Put, and the desolation of England, in the two very 
best copies of verses he ever wrote : to wit, the inrurnal 
eclogue of “ Fire. Faniiue, and Slaughter,” and the " Ole 
to the departing Year.” 

These three per»unagcs, Southey, Wordsworth, and Cole- 
ridge, had all of them a very natural antipathy to Pope; 
aiKl I respect them fur it. as the only original fireling or 
principle which they have contrived to preserve. But they 
have been joined in it by those who have Joined them in 
nothing else : by the Edinburgh Reviewers, by the whole 
belcrogcueous mass of living English ports, excepting 
Crabbe. Rogers, (•ilTurd, and Campbell, who. both by 
precept and practice, have proved their aiiberence ; and by 
me, who have sliamefuliy deviated in praclire. but have 
ever loved and honoured Pope's poetry wlih my whole soul, 
and hope to do so till my dying day. 1 would rather see all 
I have ever wriUen liuing the same truuk, In which 1 
actually read the eleventh book of a modern epic poem < at 
Malta, in tSlt, ( I opened It lu take out a change after the 
paroxysm of a tertian, in the absi*nce of my servwnl, aod 
found it lined with the name of the maker, Eyre, Cockspur 
Street, and with the r|Hc [toeiry alluded to,) than sacrifice 
what I firmly believe in os the Christianity of English |N>elry, 
the poetry of Po;>e. 

But the Edinburgh Reyiewers, and the Lakers, and Hunt 
aod bis school, aod every body else with their Khool, and 
dilellaiUl lecturers at Institutions, and elderly gentlemen 
who translate bikI imitate, and young ladies who listen and 
repeal, baronets wIto draw indllTcfent frontispieces for bad 
poets, and noblemen who Jet them dine with them in the 
country, the small bOfiy of the wits and the great body of 
the blues, have Utterly united in a depreciation, of which 
their faibers would have been as much ashamed as their 
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children will be. In the t^n Mme, vhal have ^e got 
instead? The I^ke school, which begun with an epic poem, 
•'written Infix weeks "(so Joan of Arc procUlrood hersclfj, 
and liiiisbcd with a halfad ron^posed in twenty >earsv as 
“Peter Bell's" creator lakes care to inform the few who 
will enquire. What bare we got instead? A deluge of 
, flimsy and unintelligible romances.' imitated from iHult and 
myself, who have both made lift best of oor J>ail materials 
and erroneous fj stem. Wbat have w e got instead ? Madoc. 
•'whieli is neither an epic nor any thing else; Tbalaba, Kc> 
hama. Geblr, and such gibberish, written In all metres and 
in no lariguage. Huot, who had powers to have made “tlio 
Story of Rimini" as perfect as a fable of Uryden. has 
thought flt to sacriOre his genius and his taste to some uuin- i 
telllgibic notions of Wordsworth, whleb I defy him to ei- 

plain. Moore has But why continue?— Alt wuh the . 

exception of Crabbe. Rogers, and Campbell, who may be , 
considered as having taken tbeir slitioo. will, by tbc bless* | 
ing of (iod, survive tbeir own reputation, without attaining | 
any very extraordinary period of longevity. Of course 
there must be a'silll further exception in favour of those 
who, having never obtained any reputation at all,- unless It 
be among prqtincial literati, and their own families, have 
Done to lose ; and of Moore, who, aS the Burns of Ireland, 
possesses a fame which cannot be tost. 

The greater part of the poets mentioned, however, have 
been able 'to gather together a few followers. A paper of 
the Couivoisseur soys, that “it is observed by Lite French, 
that a cat, a priest, and an old woman, are suflQdent to 
constitute a religious sect in England.^ The same number 
of animals, with -some difference In kind, w ill sufflee fur a 
poetical one. If wc take Sir George Beaumont histead of 
the priest, and Mr. Wordsworth Jor the old woman, w'e shall 
nearly complete the quota required ; but 1 fear that Mr. 
Southey wilt but indifferently represent the cat. having 
shown himself but loo distinctly to.be of a species to which 
that noble creature is peculiarly Jtostilc. 

Nevertheless, 1 will not go so far as Wordsworth in his 
postscript, w ho pretends that no great poet ever bad imme- 
diate .fame; which being interpreted, means that William 
Wordsw orlb is mil quite so much read by bis coleiuporaries 
aa might be deslcable. This assertion U as false as H is fool- 
ish. Homer's glory depended upon his present popularity : 
be recited.— and, without the strongest impression of the 
moment, who would bare ^oUen the ^liad by heart, ond 
given U to tradition? Ennius, Tprence, Plautus. Lucretius, 
Horace, Virgil, .^^bylus. Sophocles,^ Euripides, Sappho, 
Anacreon, Theocritus, all the great poets of antiquity, were 
the delight of tbeir cotemporaries. Tbovery cxL^ienceoTs 
poet, previous to the Invention of printing, depended upon 
bis present popularity; and hpv often has it impaired his 
future fame? Hardly ever. History Informs us. that the 
best have come down to us.. The. reason Is evident: the 
most popular found the greatest number .of transcribers for 
tbeir MSS.;. and that the taste of tbeir cotemporarics was 
corrupt ran hardly be avduched by the moderns, tlie migh- 
tiest of wbom have but barely approached them. Dante. 
Petrarch, Ariosto, and Tasso, were all the darlings of the 
colemporary reader. Dante’s Poem was celebrated long 
before his death ; and, not long tiler it. States negoiialed for | 
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his ashes, and disputed Ibr the sites of the composition, of the 
DIvlua Commcdla. Petrarch was rrow ped in the Capitol. 
Ariosto was porTnltled to pass tree by the public robber w ho 
had read llte Orlando Furhvso. 1 would not recommend Mr. 
Wordsworth to try the same experiment with his Smugglers. 

I Tasso, notwithstanding thecrilicismsofUieCrascanti, would 
have been crpwned in the Capitol, tuii for bis death. 

It is easy to prove the immediate popularity of the chief 
poets of the only modern nation in Europe that has a poe- 
tlnariauguage. the Italian. In our own, Shabipearc. Spen- 
ser, Jonson, Waller, Dryden, Congreve, Pope. Young. 
Shenstone, Thomson, Johnson, Goldsmith, Gray, were all 
as popular in tbeir lives as since. Gray's Elegy pleased 
instamly, and eternally. His Odes did not. nor yet do they, 
please like bis Elegy. Mlllon's politlrs kept hitu down. 
But the Epigram of Dryden,' and the very sjle of his work, 
in propoilion to the jess reading time of its piibliralion, 
prove him to have been bemoured by his cotemporaries. 1 
will venture to assert, that (he sale of tbe-Paradise Lost was 
greater lu the first four years after its puhlJealiun, than that 
of “The Excursion" in the same number, with the dtlTerence 
of nearly a century and a half between them of time, and 
of tboDsands in (ioinl of general, readers. Notwithstanding 
Mr. W'ordsworth's having pressed Milton Into his service as 
one of those not presently popular, to brourbisown purpose 
of proving' (bat our grandchildren will read Aim (the said 

■ William Wordsworth), I would recommend bim to begin 
first with our grandmotliers.' But he necd not.be alarmed ; 
be niay yet liv% to sec all tlie envies pass t'lray,' as Darwin 
and Sev^ard.knd lIoo1c,and Hole, > and Hoy le a luh*a passed 
away ; but their declension '^ill not be his asceniJob } be is 
eascDtlally a-bad writer, and all the failures of others can 
never strengthen him. lie may bare a sect, but Be. will 
'never have a public; and' bis “ audience" will always be 
v/ftc," without being "/tt /' — except for Bedlam. 

It may be asked, why. hAvldg ibiropfniuu of tbc present 
stale 6f {K>c(ry in EngtanJ, and having bad U tong, as my 
friends and others wcU knew— possessing, or hav ing possess- 
ed too. as a writer, the ear of the public for the lime being 
— 1 have not adopted a- difTcrent plan in ray own cbmpu- 
sUlons. and endeavoured to correct rather Uidn encourage 
the taste of the day. To this I would answer, that it is 
easier to perceive the wrong than to pursuc'the right, and 
that I have never contemplated tho imspcct “offlliing 
( with Peter BeJl,< see its Preface) permanenity a station in 
the literature of the epuntry." Tbo»e who kuow me best, 
know this, and (jut I luve been considerably astemished at 
the temporary success of my works, having flaliered no 
person and no party, and expressed opinions which arc not 
those of tbc^general reader. Gould 1 have aiiticipatLd the 
degree of ausniion wbigh has been accorded me. assuredly 
I would have studied more to deserve iU Bui 1 hove 
lived in far countries abroad, or io tba agitating world at 
hoiqe, which was nos faYourable le study or rcnecliou; so 

■ that almost ail 1 have written has bee^Mre passion,— pas- 
sion. it is true, of different kinds, bcirapift passion; for 
inmc (ifilbenolan Irishlrmtoya^ri^B^ndi/T’erencewas 
a kind of passion, the resuii of experleoce, and not ifae^ phi- 
losophy of nature. Writing grows a babil, Hke a w oman’s 
gallantry : there are women who have had no intrigue, bat 
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few wbobave had bui one only ; so iber« are mHHoni of men —because his verslQcatlon Is iterfect. i| U assumed that It ^ 
who have never written a book, but few who have written I his otily perfection ; because hi^ truths are so clear, it Is as- 
only one. And thus, having written once, 1 wrote on; cn- ' serted that lie has no tnvrnUon^ and berause he is always 
rouraged no douU by the success of the moment, yet by no !. Inteliigible. it is taken for granterl that he has no genius, 
means an(lcit«t1ng Its duration, and I will .venture to uy, I W« are sneerlrtgly told that be is the "Poet of Reason," as 
scarcely even wUbUig 11. Rut then I did other things if this was ia>reasoD for hU being no |)oet. Taking passage 
besides wrllo, which by no means contributed either to im> . (br (laasage, t will undertake to cite more lines teeming with 
prove my writings or toy prosperity. i imo^rtnation from Pope than from any ftoo living.pocts, be 

I hare thus expressed puldirly upon the poetry of the day | they who they may. To take an instance at random from a 
the ayiintor) I have long entertained and expressed of it to all , species of composition not very favourable to imagination— 
who have aiiked it, and to some who would ralber not have Satire : set down the cbaracier of Sporus,* with ail the 
heard it : as I told Moore not very long ago, "we arc all j wonderful play (^iahcy wbicb is scaitcced over it. and 
w rong CK'cpi Rogers. Crabb<>, and Campbell.” * Wiib<pU • place by its side an equal iiQtiibcr of verses, from any two 
being ■old in years, famuld in days, and do not feel ibeado' i eibiing poets, of the same power and the same variety — 
qualespirit within me toattenipt a work which should show \ when: will you flmi them? 

what I think right in poetry, and must content myself i 1 merely meiUiun one instance of many, in raply to the 
with having denounced what is wrong. There are. i trust, | injnstice done to the memory of him who harmonised our 
younger spirits rising Up in England, who, escaping the ; poetical language. Tbe attorneys' clerks, and other self> 
•eoiitaglon w iilch has swept away poetry from oor literature, educated genii, found it easier to distort themselves to the 
will recall it to their country, such as it once was and may new modeia. thau to toil after tbe symmetry of him who had 
slili be. cnrhaiKed their fathers. They weire besides smiuen by btfliig 

In the mean lime, the best sign of amendment will be told that the new school were to revive the language of 
repentance, and new and frequent editions of Pope and Qtieen Elizabeth, the true English; as every body in the 
Dryden. relgo'of Queen Anne wrote no better than French, by a 

There w ill be found as comfortable mela{ibrsics, and ten species of liiorvy treason, 
times more poetry, in tbe "Essay on Man," than in the Blank verse,- wbicb, unless in the drama, no one except 
"Excursion ” If you search for passion, where is it to be -| Milton ever wrote who could rhyme, btcame the order of 
foQvhl stronger than in the epistle from Eloisa to Abelard, or ^ the day,— or else such rhyme os looked slill blanker than the 
in Palamon and Arctic? Du you wish for invention, linagi* | verse witbcuit it. ' 1 am await that Johnson has said, after 
nalioii, sublimity, clurartcr? seek them in the Rape of the j sonve hesitation, that he could not "prevail u^Kin himself to 
lock, itio Fables of Dry den, tlic Ode on Stint C'ecilla’s Day. ' wish that MliUiii bad boen a rhymer.” Tbe opinions of that 
and Absalom and Acbilophel you will discover iu these truly great man, whom it is also the pre^u^iit fashion to 
(wo poets only, all for which you^must ransack innumerable decry, will ever be received by roe with lhat deference 
metres, and (lod only kivows bow many torfrera of ibe day. ' , which time will restore to him from all ; tml, w itb all bu- 
without finding a tittle of the same qualities. — ia Hh the ad* ^ miluy, 1 am not persuaded that the ParadlM Lost would not 
dition. Ibo, of wH. of which the iaUcr have ndne. 1 Ivave have been morefrobty conveyed to posterity, not (MU-baps in 
nut, however, forgotten Thomas Brow n tbe Younger, nor heroic couplets, aiihougb even' Meycemid sustain ibe subject 
the Fudge Family,* nor Wbisllerrafr ; hut lhat is not wit— If well balanced, but in the stanza of Spenser or oTTasoo. or 
It is humour, . 1 will say nothing of the harmony of Pope in the lerza riuia of Dante, which tbe powers of Mdlon 
andDryden in comparison, fortheitf is not a living poet (ex- could etLsily have grafted on ourdanguage, Ttie Svasonaor 
cept Rogers, GUTord. Campbell, and CrahbeO> who ran write Thomson would have been better 'in rhyme, although still 
an tMfroic couplet. Tbe fact Is. that tbe exquisite beauty of inferior to his Castle of Indolence ; and Mr. ^tbey's Joan 
their veraiGtailon has withdrtwn the pubite attention from of Arc no worse, although it might have takeu apsix months 
their other excellences, as the vulgar eye will rest more instead of weeks iu the composition. 1 recommend aho to 
upon the splendour of the uniform than the quality of the the lovers of lyrics the perusal the present laureate's Odes 
troops. It is this very harmony, particularly In Po|)c. by the sido oTDryden*s on Saint Cecilia, bat iclhim be sure 
which has raised the-vulgar and atrocious cant against him V to read fint those of Mr. Southey. . 



' [ "IceclaiDly YBDlorod tOfUirtr nwm tlirJt>d);aMnt«rmy nabl«,(riend, ' Ttt oil i>e'rr tMU.**, and bnair n«'er ; 

aolMlobisaitHDptetoifrpreeliUilHipcreltarwalXoribaiMVnfililcbbP So Mcn-brid opauteli dfill) ddl^ibt 

bitnaeir »o graodl; irod, Iban la ib« lomwatiaiKT wKIcb 1 tbowgiai bim m niaoibiinc oiib« Raaic tbo da^a oot Mle. 

gHiit;. io coudvaininf all lbo*e wbo «UmI op fgr pafikniar ‘Kb6ol«' wT Ktartall araitca bli euipOiHta beirar, 

|Ki«(ry, •»d|cl,*t tbe tww itioe, malnuiofDff to ewludn • (beorr'oMba iaaballoD kiraam* rao <UmpUo| Ml (be nay. 

«rt Mnuetf. ii«fi mUo, iioWcm. be aliea<lc4 U> «m>er Uw frtwntU »r do- . Wboiber la Oorld tmixMoK be epMXa. 

irteaormy tftac^ fronblot wlU appear by (boMlowlag wbolcMte report And, aa Ibe praDiptn- kroatbea, tbe p«ppoia<|ouk«; 

efoiy oplotoa la ' DatsclMilS’tiuuKtiu:'— *a<ieof my fiotlooadin'ereMrrttni Or at tbe oar ol Cre, lamtllar toad, 

Iboio ofni} conkoipororlai, U, Ibal Ibe preerot isiwia btghogeof EogJUb lUirfrotb, bair irnowt.iplt* blmaeir abroad, 

poetry. There are nare poet* tiot-Olaaatl tbaoeiar lb«r« wen, aod pn^ “■ In ppOA. or poliika. or tilca, or )i«a. 

porUooaUy lew poetry. TblaUirrif I baremalDtalfled for aonw yam, but, •» Or aplut. or unut, or rbyiuet, or btaaptieiDlea, 

atreaqa to aay.'ll raerUtb oo< otlb fatoof fri'in my IvelUreti of the ibfil Uta nil alVaee-aa*, botwreo U«t ai>d 

Ereo Moors etubra bifbeod.and (irmly beUerea Uut It U ibd grand age »f bowTilsU, nbw low. now l(Ol^ler«p, now afiaa. - 

Erlllib poaay."»-lloaar. J i Aiwl be hlm*etr ooe tUr atillibt^. 

* ( In isrZ, Mr. Hoore pnbtbbrd *Tb« Two-peDoy Foal-baprby Tbont.'^ Ampbibtooa ibiag' Itaat art1iteeitb<T port. 

Irowa Iba loooecr ;** aiid In Fudge I'dOilly in larli." J ■ *- Tba trlQluR ar tfaa cemip;>4 baert, 

» [-■ LH „«ru; liwpbte a.Wb«17lh.Ulil»,0t.U,, ' Fo, « llH. UJ»1. 0.1k™- U Uw tor,. 

S,or.Mh.t Okra kbit. cunt of ak'.mtUI. Wo» Wf. kof oow knui i lord. 

S«llrcorwii.,.t»lc,o»bOrb»lrelf " , Er.i lro.[d.Mbo. Ibo B.bbfo. 

Kbo brook! tboUrrIlTOpoOb kbrolf • ' A rb«ob'i an . ro(«(l. til lb, rod : 

r. Kllamonaplbubogollbiuikdolop, bml, Ib.l rbork. loo, portt lb .1 oooe kill Inul, 

Ttaa pilntibl chUif or dirt, tb.l IlLoh. BOd ,lnp ; kU.lbblOB.(ioop,.odpr)dolb.lHik»tbrddk.'‘ 

Vfboa buiiEbe klRTBodlboflir BOQoiB. - ■ ■ . . Frol.fptdi. 
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To Ibe beav3D->born genii and Iniptred )Oung icrlvencn 
of the <tay much of this will appear paradox : ll will appear 
ao even to the higher order of our critics; but it was a 
trtifsm twenty years ago, and II will be a re»arknowledgcd 
truib in ten more. . In the mean titne. I will conclude with 
two quotations, )>oib Intended for some of my old classical 
friends who have still enough of Cambridge about them to 
think thenweives honoured by having bad John Drydeiras a 
predeeossor In ibclr college, and to recollect (hat Ibeir 
earliest English poetical pleasures were drawn from the 
"llctle'nlghUngalc” of Twickenham. Tbfc first Is from the 
notes to the Poem of the •' Friends. ’*• 

"It is only within the last twenty or thirty years Ibil 
those notable discoveries in crlllclsm have been nude which 
hav e taught our recent versiOers to undervalue this energetic, 
melodious, and moral poet. The conscquent’cs of this w ant 
of due esteem for a writer whom the good sense of our pre- 
decessors bad raised to his proper station have been ncme- 
wofs and decradinc ENut'GU. This Is- not Che place to 
enter into the subject, even as far as it affects nur poetical 
numbers alone, and there is matter of more irniKirtancc 
that requires present rcIlctUon.” 

The second is from the volume of a young person learn- 
ing to write poetry, and beginoing by leaching the art. 
Hear him : * *• 

V Bui yc wm find 

To ihmita ys knrif ooi of- wtn* cloivl; w«d 
To muMy Uwi llcttd »ut «i| 1 b Mreicbed rule 
And «om|»M tile ; 10 lh«t ye Uugltl « trboul V 
0( do/o id rneolk. fn/oy, and ehif, aed gr, 

Till, like Ibe rrrlalo uooda of Jarab's wU, 

Thttr ftrtnlall<t4. Cary va* lAc foil ; V 
A Ibouvaad bandlcrjOaiDcD wore Iba mull 
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' orpoeey. Ill*rat(d. Im|h)aa race, 

Tbal bUHtbenied ilie bri|ibt lyrtol to hU fac* 

I And did not kbonr U; no. Ilwy MenI about ' 

I I(ut<llng a poor rfrrrrpil alandarduul 

I Mart d nilb no*l nunry motlM, end In lirgi 

Tbe utncorojir Onlirtu r 

^ A liule before, the manner of Pojie Is termed. 

““A fclrni, • 

NoriUMri by and harbirlAm, 

Made great Apollo blu>b fur IbU his laod." * 

I thought "foppery," was a consequence of re/Tnemefti , 

, but n'imporrc. 

' The above will suflloe to show ihe notions entertained by 
the new iverformers on the English lyre of him who made it 
most tuneable, and ibc great Improvements of their own 
I “varlazloni.” 

j The writer of this Is a tadpole of the Lakes, a young dis- 
j ciple of the six or seven now sichools, in which he has learnt 
! to write such lines and such sentiments as the above. He 
j MV. cosy « as the task " of Imitating Po|>c. or It may he of 
I etiualling him. I firesume. I recommend him to try before 
j be Is so positive on the subject, and then compare what he 
I will have then written, and wbai he has note w ritten, w ith 
I tho humblest and earliest compositions of Pope, produced 
In years still more youthful than those of Blr. Keats w hen 
j he Invented his new “Essay on t'.riticism," entitled “Sleep 
and Poetry'* (an ominous title), from whence the above 
canons are taken Pope’s was written at nineteen, and 
publlsficd at twenly-twb. 

Such arc .the triumphs of the new schools, and such ibctr 
scholars. The disciples of Pope were Johii.soi). rioJdfmilh, 
Rogers, .Campbell, Crabbe, GltTurd, Mattliias,* Hatley, and 


* ( Wrlllco by Lord Bfron'rrsrly rrlFOd, IIk Rrr. FriiKls liod^n ] ' 
« t h> « nHnu.<(Tlpt Doi« oo tbU p«fM«v of Uw pampWfl. dilcd .^ot. i2. 

4021, Lord Byroa f«y«,— *' Mr. loaM'dkdAl Room sbont « yvsr iKer IM* 
wu itrUlcfl, of b dcfllne produrad by bti batlnn burn » UoOd-ytWkl wn 
mdlng lb« uriit ie on lil* ' CndymloD ’ In Ibe Qunrierly aetkiV. J ht«e 
rood ibe anli-lF before lod nofu ; abd allboufib'it b bivter, | do not think 
llwt a oiau should pt>rnil( blrOM>irio b« killed by It. But a yoaiiK ffluo 
IIMie dreamt ntul Ite miiH IneriUbly rarounlcr la thaaoortc of a life am- 
bUioiuofpobUe nollre. My ladlRiiaiion at Mr. KmU't depreci itlon of Ptipc 
bu hardly prrrailiH me to do juMlrolo bit own geulut, wbkh. mitgre all 
tlw fanluilc fnppcrlet of fab *iy le, wal ODdoubledly of great pr<m>l»e. Illi 
froarornl of ' d)|K*rlun ' aevtOk acloally la>plred by Ibe TUa«u. and U u 
«tib(lt)M at Alatliylui. lie U a lota la our fl.cratura ; aod Ibe more to. u be 
liimeeirt before hit dealt), It tnld lo lue» been piTtuaded that ha bad not 
taken ttw rtxbi line, and wu ra-formiuf bit *1) la upon Iba moK claatlcal 
modelt of Ibe lauflutitc. J 
S Jt ttu At lean a prannar “ Wbool." 

A So tpell by Jbe aotlior. 

* Aa a balance to ibeae Mtir*, and lo Ibe mte and Mollroeol of Iba new 
fcboel, I will-put down a patMgc or two from repa'i tarMetl pgpmt, 
lakeo at nudom : — 

Cn«y her own tnthet tball feai, 

An<l rvrtecuUoa mourn ber brokea wbeat, ' ^ 

< There rociioii r^r. Rebdiluu blteberchatn, 

And gaipicjg Furlui iblnt for blood la «alB.“ 

** Ahl wbal trail blt|tlot<y rai^lnf dyea, 
nil purple rratl.and Karlct<im«d eyes; 

Tba rfrld green bU tbialiigjdumw uAfold. 

Ula painted wtugr, and breaM ibalftauae wIlbgoM.'' 
e xtooDd broken rolumnt ciaaping try twined; 

O'er beapi of ruta atalk'd Uie ateiely bindt 
Tbe fei olwrrne la gtping lumhtrellrta. 

And UTtge bowUnsi ail tbeMcred qulr«.’' 

** Hall, hardt Irlumpbanll boro in happlerdsya; " 

• lumMnial helrtof uoheml pralwil 

Wboae banourt with lurreAieoragiftfrnw. 

Aa (tmiiw rob down, eolarglnga* Ibtf flow;. 

Ralloatunharn yoor mlyilily namri vhall tonnti, 

Aod borldt appUiidIhakrmiti not yel hr found ( . 

Oh I may tome tperk of jour celcttlel Urr, 

T lie laift. Iba meapiwi of your lont Inndre, 


- ^ fTbalon weak wiagt, from farporvueayour lUgbiti 
Clowr while be reads, but ireniblet aa ha wrllCkt, 

Tuiooib Vila will a trfencr Kllla known, 

Toadwire npaiior tt-tue. and doobt Iticlr ottiv I" 

” Ampblon lliure the loud rrealln^ lyre ^ 

sirlkat. aoij bWtuM a ludden TJhIks as|ltr«l 
Clibwron serhues ontner to tihcDli, _ 

And half Ihr incuiDUlD roll* Inlo a WAtL** 

'* .Vo Zviubla'i rackt, Ibe bctotcnct work nf froti, 

1 Rl*e while In air, and trlllfer o'er Ibe cua*t , 

I'aie sunt, unfclt, at distance mil away, - 
Aad on Ibe Impattlraice Ibe Hgblnlngs play-, 

Clcrusl lauwiibc growing maM tapply, 

TUI tbe bright mounialnt prup the Innioibeol tky , 

As Allst aid, each boary pile .Appears, ^ 

file galbef’d wialer ofa ibogsand yeara.” 

** Tbui, w hen we slew tome well- propocilcn'd dome, 
f Tbe world-f Just wonder, 'tnd etrii itaine.O Routef 

Nu ilnRleparU aaeqnvlly turprlwf. ^ 

All comes unlled lo Ibe adalrtng cyca : 

^No ibomlrou* belgbt, or bro^dOi, or lengib ^q>petr f 
The wboi« at oucCft bkild and regular." 

A tbousand iluilltr pasages crowd bpaii ifln. all composed by Cape briore 
bis fv«'«ad-la-eiil>r(A jaar ; and yet ft U ronl«tuk>l that he is oo poet. »nd 
Sinara told to In ctirb liuc\as I beg Ibpmrtrr lo compere with Ibeae vjuM- 
/ml sW-xM of Iba ‘‘ no poet. " MusV we repeat tha<|uo«ilou af Jobn»nn.“ 1/ 
r-tpt Is Bof o poet. m>Sert t* perfry fa *e /baud*" Ereu In drtertptht 
po^y. Ihe foa-rtt departiueni ol tbe art, be will be found, one llVr oumW 
nation, lo turpaa, auy Using writer. 

S [tbomas lemrs Maftbln*, Gvq • <b« well-known author of tbe Pursuits 
ofXttarature, Imperial Eplslle to kirn long, etc. In l|M,^r M. odllcd an 
nlttion of Gray'"# Workt. wMrb the UnUertli) of Cambr^<lge pub:V>liedal It# 
owneiprnse. Lord.Byroo did mK admire Ihb mirrable purl llwtmbsr 
-eorb criik-bfuas the foUonlng:— s-^fler we base paid our pr«BMf bninage 
lolbc bardt of Grrece and of ancient laliom. we arc lay lied lo nxiteiDplato 
the liicrapy aad poelkil dVgolly of modern |Uly. If tbe Innuemt) of ikilr 
pcnHia>(on and of Ihtir etnmple' should presaH,-a Mroiig and ttudy light 
may be rc umined aod dllfuMd amongtl us. a light wb cb may oner agelu 
ceitdml Ibe powert of our rUlng pools front tsitt ttkirSinp wardA, from 
erode, rapid, and oBeoiYecledprodiirf'anr, from an userisrroing preaump- 
■ tleu^Iod (ruoi Uie delQifsa concTlt of a pra-^abUtbed reputatlop, to iba 
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the author of the Paradise Cuqaettos ; > lo « bom may be { 
added Riebards, licber. Wraiigham, Bland. Hodgson. 
Merhale. and others iRdio have out had their full fame, be* 
cause *' the race Is nolelwajs to the swift, nor the bailie to 
the strong.” and because there It A fortune In fame as In all ; 
other things. Now. of off the new schools— I say off, (or, | 
“lllie Legion, ilicy are mauy**^has there ajfi'earod, a i 
single Scholar who bos not inade bis master ashanied of him? . 
uoIrsA ii bo .<H)ibeby. wlui bat imitated every body, and oe- { 
casioiially sur|>assed bit models. Scott found pccuJIar (a- i 
tour and Imitation among ibe hir set : there was Miss 
llolford.’ and Miss Milford,* and Miss Francis; * but. with 
the greater respect be it spoken, none of his imitators did 
much honour to the original, except lloga. the FUrirk 
shepherd, until the appearance of "The Bridal of Trler- 
mtln.” and *' llaruM the T)aun(le««. ' w l>i< h in the opinion 
of some equalled if not surpas»ed him ; and lo! after three 
or four years they turned out to be the blaster's own com- 
posHlont. Have Southey, or Coleridge, or t'other fellow, | 
made a follower of reuown? Wilson never did well lilt be , 
sei up for himself in the ** City of the Plague,” lias Moore, 
or any other living writer of reputation, bad a tolerable 
Itnhaiur, or ralher disciple? Now, it Is remarkable, that 
•tmosl ell the followers of Pope, whom 1 have nainr^d, have 
produced t>eauliriil and standard works; and |l waft not the 
number of bis imitators who finally hurt his fame, but the 
despair of imilaiioo, and the ta*e of not Imitating him suf* 
ficlently. This, and the same reason which induced ihc 
AihenUn burgh(>r to vofte for the banishment of Aristides, 
"because be was tired of always hearing him called the 
Just," bav e produced the temporary exile of Pope from -the 
Stale of Lilcrature. Rut the term of bb ostracism will eX' 
pire, and ibe' sooner the belter, not for him. but for those 
who banished him. and for the coming generation, wtio 

"Win to Dod tbclr ralbrn wero bU foet.’* 

I wilt now return to. ibe writer of the article which has 
drawn forth these r^arks> whom I honestly lake to be John 
Wilson, a man dCgreat jHiwers anddfaulremonts. well 
dtnown to Ihc pobl^as the author ^ the "City of the 
Plague,” " Isle of Palms,'* and other productions. I take 
the liberty of naming him, by the same species of courtesy 
which has Induced him to designate me as llte author of 
Don Juan. Upon the score of the Lake Poets, be may 


laboQr of Uioacbl, to polloQl sod repotted revUiuo o< wbot Ib'r; wrllo. to a 
i^rreoct ronbcixuvl'ct tnd tor in vnUuhleneO public, tnd lo Itw Died uo> 
brodlng pr>QrlplnoM4-cnim«iccoiupokiilou."-rr(/oM it Cr«v-] i 

* I Dr. rbomt* Btomii. proimor o( loorti pbllocopb; Ib the lnlienltT.or 
BdiabeiRh. who <Mw1 lo ta.0 ) 

> \ Author •( " Walltn. or the Flgbl of FtlXtrX,*' Momarot ot XbJoq,'* 

and otbor pworm. ] ' ' ^ 

> I MUt Marr RuMi Wnrwd. aotinr of * chrlaUaBa, of Ibe Wald of Ibe 
•mHi S<8«.'' " Wafllnsioii Ttall ’* “ Our Tlll*gc."ftc. «ic. ] 

S I XIm Eliu Praacl* publubcd, IB ISIS, ‘*Sb ift Hilbert da Waterier, or. 
Ue Bridal e«e."] 

s I, “Obi I ba«& bad Ibe moat ernuiing Irlfrr from nofg, the Etlrkb 
■dnttfcl and »brpbrrd. Ue waoUmr to rrcooimeBd btin to Murrai ; and,. 
epeaXUiS'of bU preaani boah«rUcr, « boae * bUla ' are netor ‘ llliod ‘ be adda. 


perhaps a>call lo mind Chat I merely expreu on opfnloo 
long ago entertained and specified In a.letter.Co Mr. James 
Ilogg,s which be said James Hogg, somewhal contrary to 
Ibe law of pens, showed loMr. John Wilson, Ip the year 1 fit g, 
as be bimseir liifunaed me In bis answer, telling me by way 

of apology , that " he'd be d d if be could bclp ft; '' tod 

I am not conscious of any thing like-" envy" or *♦ exacerba- 
tion ** at Ibis moment which Induces me to think belter or 
worse of Routbey. Wordsworth, and Coleridge as poets 
than I do now. aUbuugb I do know one or two things. more 
which have added to my contempt for them as individuals. 
And, in return for Mr. Wilson's Invective. «'l shall content 
myself with asking one question ; Did be never compose, 
rcrllc, or sing any- parody or fiarodies upon the Psalms ( of 
what nature this deponent saiib not ), in certain JOvtat meet- 
ings of the youth ot Fdinhurghtr It Is not that I think 
any great harm if lie did; because U seems Ip me that all 
depends upon the intention of such a parody. If It be meant 
to throw ridicule on the sacred original, it is a sin ; If It be 
intended lo burlesque the profane sobjeri. or to Inculcate a 
moral truth. It is none. If it were, the rVibeKrosr’s Treod. 
the many (toliliral parodies of various parts of Ibe Scriptures 
and liturgy, parilnilariy a celebrated on* of tbe Lord's 
Draycr. and the bcautifnl moral (utrable In favour of tolera- 
tion by Franklin, which has uften been taken for a real ex- 
tract from ttcnesis, would all be sms of a damning nature. 
But 1 wbh to know If Sir. Wilson ever has done Ibis, and 
if he hut, why he should be so very angry w lib similar fioo- 
Uons of Don Juan T— Did no "parody profane” appear In 
any of ib^ earlier numbers of Blackwood's Magaxlnef 
I w III now conclude ibis long answ cr to a abort article, re- 
penting «*T having Mid so much in my own deffoee. and so 
little on the "crying, left-hand fallings off and national 
defections ” of Use poetry of tbe present day. Having said 
this, I can hardly be expected lo defend Don Juan, or any 
Ollier •* thing'* poetry, and shall not make tbe attempt. 
And although 1 do not think iliat Mr. John Wilson has in 
this tostance treated me with candour or conaideratlon. 1 
trust that the lone I have used in speaking uf him personally 
will prove that I liear him as iUile malice as 1 really believe 
at the boffom of hit heart be bears towards me ; but the 
duties of an editor, like those of a tax-gatherer, are para- 
mount and peremptory. I have done. 

BYRON.. 


eertti, 'Cod 4-o tilm.and lb«m both.' I laaglin}. Bait to ncnbl 
you lM, St Uw H8T ta »bkb ihU eimailua U tpiroduced. ' The aald H««r 
li • alranSe belB|, bul of |rwt. IhMab uucoalb. ponara. I iblnb very 
lil;blj 4t bim tf a port ; but be, aitd bait of Ibe Seoieh aaj Labe ir«abo- 
deufa. are »pollt by Ihtag In lUllr rirctn aod paUy aoriritoa.*-'#. L-tUri.] 

* [ Tba reaiJrf m Ilf Bml. oa rSferenre lo ibe .VMtre* of lard By rea ■ LIIV 
1 VoL IV. p SnOh that bU tordsbtk wai aol Iota mlatoken to ollrlbuilai 
tiio ‘'WcniirSt oa Doa Jotp * In Ibo Edtabarpa Mo|tttoe lo rtofMlor 
WllMit, than In toppoalnf Dr. Chaimrra l» bare brro ihc ** frcabylcf Xogll- 
raaaa" nbnrrlilrUedbU**Bcppo'* In tbe aamcioarnal.— 1. 1 
’ [TbcaiVu'Inn beralaloaouicdoiv foruMion ralutuniN m bleb bad boca 
ilrrulatod by (tM fa(UrelpreX»,8ltmilme «beu Mr. Wilaun Matarauaidatt 
for ibo Cbabr of pwaltbUpMupUf la ibe Calforatij of Cdluburgb.-.E. | 
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Thb volumes before us are by the author of Lyrical 
Ballads, a collection which has not unde$er>*^adly met 
with a considerable share of public applause. The 
characteristics of Mr. W.’sniusc are simple and flow- 
ing, Utough occasionally inharmonious verse; .strong, 
and sometimes irresistible, appeals to the feelings, 
with tinexceptionable sentiments. Tlwugh the pre- 
sent work may not equal his former efforts, many of 
•the poems possess a native elegance, natural and un- 
'aflected, totally devoid of the tinsel embellishments 
and abstract hyperboles of several coleniporary son- 
neteers. The last sonnet in the first volume, p. 153, 
is perhaps the best, without any novelty in the senti- 
ments, which we hopeare common toevery Briton at 
the present crisis; the force and expression is that of 
n genuine poet, feeling as he writes : — 

"Aiiothpr fpar! another ilcatlly Wowl . i ’ ’ * 
Another luifihty onin*ro on'rUirowa! 

And wcare kit. orphan lie ItA, alone— 

Tlic last tliat dares to stntf willi the foe. 

’T la well '.—from ihU day forwird we shall know 
That in oursdvn oar safc-ly must be Mjuglit, 

That by our own right bauds it mi»l be wrought; 

That we imisl stand unpn>t>'d. or he laM low. 

O dastard! whutn auclrforelxste doth nni cheer ! 

We shall rault,R they who rule the land 
Be men who hold its many tdcttlnga dear, 

Wise, uprighl, valiant, not a venal hmJ, 

W'ho are Ip Judge of danger w idcli they fear, 

And boDoor which they do not nndentand.*' 

The song at the Feast of Brwighara Castle, the Se- 
ven Sisters, the aflliclion of Margaret of — 

possess alL the beauties, and few of the defects, of 
this writer : the following lines from the last are in 
his first style t — , 

<'Ah I lilUe doth the young one dream, 

• ' When full of play and childish cares. 

What |)ower b^ih e'en his wUUcil scream, 

• ileard by lib mother unawarea: . ' 

lie knows it nut. he camiol gtteas i . 

Years to a mother brlugdlslren, ' . 

But do not make her love tbo leas.” * 

The pieces least worthy of the author are those en- 


• Thb first attempt qI lx»rd. Byron at reviewing b rennrkabte 
only as ^wing how plausibly be caukl assume .the esUbllstied 

lone and phraseology of these minor Jadgment-seab of criticism. 
If Hr. Wordsworth ever ebapeed to cksthb eye oref thb article, 


[ titled “Moods ofmy own Mind.” We certainly wish 
these “ Moods” had been less frequent, or not per- 
mitted to occupy a place near works which only make 
their deformity more obvious. When Mr. W. censes 
. to please, it is by “abandoning” his mind to the 
• most common-place ideas, at (he same Time clothing 
them in language not simple, but puerile. What will 
any reader or auditor, out of the nursery, say to siidi 
. namby-pamby as “Lines written at the Foolof Bro- 
ther's Bridge ?” V . 

“ The C(K:k b enmin#, . ' 

- The slfijam is llowing, ' 

' The small bird* iwUler, • ' 

The lake doth Rliller. 

The grei Ji field slee]« lo the ido : * x * 

The oldrsl awl yoiingesl, 

Amat work with ibe sfroogcot; 

... Thecalltearofira/lng,*’ - 

Their heubnevrrTjiWng. * 

Tfiore are'funy feeding like one. 

Like an army defr.iled, - 

Tlie snow baili ^Ireakd* 

And now dolh (are 111, v " 

Oq the top of the bare lilll.** .. 

“ The plough-boy is whooping anon, anon,” etc. etc. 
is in the same exquisite measure. This appears to us 
j neither more nor less than an imitation of such min- 
f strelsy as soothed our cries in tJie cradle, with the 
I shrill ditty of 

i **Hey dbJdle, (Rddle, 

- Thecal and the fiddle: 

I .The cuw Jump'd over Iho moon. • < 

i The blHe dug laugit'd (O trr nich apart, 

i And the di*h ran away with the ipoon." 

On the whole, however, w ith the exception of the 
above, and other innocen't odes of the same cast, we 
think these Volumes display a genius worthy of higher 
^ pursuits, and regret -that Mr. W. confines his muse to 
■ such trifling subjects. We trust his motto will be in 
future, “ Paulo majora canamus,” Many, with infe- 
rior abilities, have acquired a loftier seat on Parnas- 
sus, merely by attempting strains in w hich Mr. Words- 
worth is more qualified to excel. ^ 


how HtU«, could .he have cxp^led that umkr ibal dull prosaic 
iht<>k litrked ooe who, lii H^e sliort fcara from ihencr, would' rival 
evt'o Mm to poKry!— Uooai. ‘ 
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REVIEW 0^ CELL’S GEOGRAPHY OF Il’HACA, 


AND ITINERARY OF GREECE. 


(Frooi Hie ‘‘Moutliljr Rcrfew'* fgr Augiui, 4811.) 


That laudable curiosity concerning the remains of 
classical antiquity, which has of late years increased 
among our countrymen, is in no traveller or author 
more conspicuous than in Mr. Cell, \\h.atcver dif- 
ference of opinion may yet e^kt with regard toOie 
success of the .several disputants in the famous T^an 
controversy, ' or, indee<l, relating to the present au- 
thor’s merits as an in.«pcr.lor of the Troad, it must uni- 
versally be acknowl«lged that any work, wjiich more 
forcibly impresses on omr imaginations t)ie scenes of 
lieroic action, and the subjects of immortal song, pos- 
sesses claims on the attention of every scholar. 

Of the two works which now demand our report, 
we conceive the former to be by far the most interest- 
ing to the reader, as the latter is indisputably th; 
niosl serviceable to the traveller. Excepting, indbed^ 
the running commentary whid) it contains on a num- 
l)Cr of extracts from Pausanias and Strabo, it is, ds 
the title imports, a mere itinerary of Greece, or rather 
of Argolis only, in its present fircumstances. This 
being the case, surely it would hoAc answered every 
purpose of utility much better by being printed as a 
pocket road-book of that part of the Morea; for a 
quarto is a very unmanageable travelling companion. 
The maps* and drawings, we shall betold, would not 
pennit such an arrangement: but as to the drawings, 
they are not in genera) to be admired as specimens of 
Ibeart; and several of them, as we have been assured 
by eye-witnesses of the scenes whidv they describe, 
do not compensate for their mediocrity in point of 
execution, by auy extraordinary fidelity of representa- 
tion. Others, indeed, arc more faithful, according to 
our informants. The true reason, however, for this 
costly mode of publication is in course to be found in 
aildiire of gratifying the public passion for large mar- 
gins, and all the luxury Of typography; and vfc have 
before e.xpre.sscd our dissatisfaction With Mr. GeH’s 
aristocralical mode of communkaling a species of 
knowledge, which ought to be accessible to a much 
greater portion of classical students than can at pre- 
sent acquire it by his means but, aS such expostu- 
lations are generally unless, we sltall be thankful for 
what we can obtain, and that in the manner in wiiich 
Mr. Cell has clioscn to present it, 

The formerof these volumes, we have observed, is 


the most attractive in the closet. It ComprdieDds a 
very full survey of the far-famed island which the hero 
of the Odyssey has immortalized; for we really are 
inclined lo thiiA that the author has establish^ the 
identity of the modern Thtaki wiili the Hhnra of 
Homer. At all events, if it be an illusion, it is a very 
agreeable deception, and is effected by an ingenious 
interpretation of the passages in Homer that are sup- 
posed to be descriptive of the scenes whtclt our tra- 
veller has visited. We shall extract some of these 
adaptations of the ancient picture to the modern scene, 
marking Ute points of resemblance which appear to 
be strained and forced, as well as those which are 
more cy.sy aud natural : but w e must first insert some 
preliminary matter from tlie opening chapter. Tt>c 
following passage conveys a sort of general sketch of 
the. book, which may give our readers a tolerably 
adequTUe notion of its contents , 
r 

“Tlic present work may adduce, bv a simple and 
correct survey of iIk’ island, coincidences m its geo- 
graphy, in its natural productions, and moral stale, 
before unnoticed. Some will be directly pointed out; 
the fancy or ingenuity of the reader may be employed 
IB tracing others; the mind familiar with the imagery 
of the Odyssey will recognise w ith satisfaction the 
scenes themselves; and this volume is offered to the 
public, not entirely without hopes of vindicating the 
poem of Homer front the scepticism of those critics 
wlio imagine that the Odyssey is a mere poetical com- 
. position, unsupported by history, and unconnected 
w ith the localities of any particular situation. 

“Some have asserted that, in the comparison of 
places liow existing w ith the descriptions of Homer, 
we ought not to expect coincidence in minute details; 
yet it seems only by these that the kingdom of Ulys- 
ses, or any other, can be identined^as, if such an idea 
•be admitted, every small and rocky island in the Io- 
nian .Sea, containing a good port, might, with equal 
plausibility, assume the appellation of Ithaca. 

“'The Venetian geographers have in a groat degree 
contributed to raise liiose doubts which have existed 
on tlie identity of the modern with the ancient Ithaca, 
by giving, in their charts, the iiarneofValdiCoihpore 
to the island. That name is, however, totally un- 


> vve luTC it Irani ihc hest aiiltiorlijr lUat Ike venerable iMder 
of ibe Arui*lloimTic sect, Jacob Bryjot, wreral years befun^ bis 
draih. cxpresM.'u regret for hU nns^raietul aUfiupl to Uoviryjr M>uie 
pf Ihc nunl pIca^iD;; a»sncialloQ» uf uor roullilul sloiUrs. (.Hic uf 
III* la>i ui4ics VAt—** Ti'ojaqut nunc Harci,” etc. 


« Or, raiher, tiapr for wC have only one in the volume, and 
Jhal b U8 l<»o smail 4 scale to give mure llian a gcoeraJ idea of tbu 
relabvc poMtiou uf pUect. Tli«‘ eiciiie about a large map not 
fi'IJIng well b Iritliog ; s<.-e. tor iostaoce, Xbebulliof'aowfl map of 
lUwcs. . . 
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kopwn in the coontry, where t))e isle is inrariabty 
calM Itliaca by the upper rat^s, and Tbedki by tlie 
vulgar. The Venetians have equally corrupted the 
nUme of almost every pbce in Greece^ yet,, ns tbe na> 
fives of Epactos or ^aupactos never heard of Lepanlo, 
those of Zacynthos of /.ante, or the Athenians of Set> 

' tines, it would be as unfair to rob Ithaca of its nUme, 
on such authority, as it would be toassert tliat no sucli 
island existed, because no tolerable representation of 
its form can be found in the Venetian surveys^ 

'fhe rare medals of the Island, of which three are 
represented in the title-page, might be adduced as a 
proof thot the name of Uliaca was not lost during the 
reigns of the Roman emperors; They have the head 
of Ulysses, recognised by the pileum, or pointed cap, 
while the reverse of one presents the figure of a cock, 
the einbleii] of his vigilance, with the fegend iaakqn. 
A few of these medals are preserved in tlie cabinets 
of the curious, and one also, with the cock, found in 
the island, is in the possession of Signor Zavo^ of 
Bathi.»^hc uppermost coin is in the collection of 
Dr. Hunter j the second Is copied from Newmaovond 
the third is Use property of R. P. Knight, Esq. 

** Several inscriptions, which will be hereafter pro- 
duced^ will lend to the conlirn>ation of the idea tliat 
Ithaca was inhahiu^ about tlic time when the Romans 
were masters of Greeci^; yet there is eVery reason to 
believe that few , if any, of the present proprietors of 
''the soil are descended from ancestors who had long 
resided successively in the island. Even those w!ur 
lived, at the time of Ulysses, in Ithaca, seem to have 
been on the point of emigrating to Argos, and no 
chief remain^, after the second in descent from tliat 
hero, worthy of being recorded in history. It appears 
that the isle has been twice colonised from Ccphalonia 
in modern times, and I was informed that a grant had 
been made by the Venetians, entitling each settler in 
Itbaca to as mud) land as his circumstances would 
enable him to cultivate.!’ , 

Mr. Gel] then* proceeds to invalidate the authority 
of previous writers on the siilyect of Ithaca. Sir 
George Wheeler and M..ie Clievaiiec fall under his 
severe animadversion; and, indeed, according to his 
aceount, neither of these gentlemen had visited the' 
island, and tlie description of the latter is absolutely 
too absurd for refutation." In anotlier pla<^e, lie 
speaks ot M. le C. disgracing a work of such merit 
by the iotrodaclioo of such fabrjeations; ” again. Of 
tbe inaccuracy of tlie author’s maps; and, Igstly, of 
his inserting an island at tlie southern entry of the 
Channel between Cephaloiiia and Ithaca, w hich has no 
existence. This observation very nearly approached 
to the use of that monosyllable which Gibbon, * wRh- 
out expressing it, so adroitly applied to some asser- ’ 
tion of his antagonist, Mr. Davies. In truth, our'tra* 


veJIer’s words are rather bftter ttiwords his broUmr 
tourist ; but we must condude that tbeir justice war- 
rants their severity. 

In the second chapter, the author describes his land- 
ing in Ithaca, and arrival at the rock Korax arfd the 
fountain Arethusa, as he designates it with sufficient 
positiveness. — ^This rock, now known the name of 
Korax, or Kttraka J^etra, he contends to be the same 
with that whidi Homer mentions as contiguous to the 
habitation of Eunixus, the faithful swfndierd of Ulys- 
ses.— We shall take the. liberty of adding to our ex- 
tracts from Mr. Cell some of the passages in Homer 
to w hich he refers only, conceiving this to be Uiefaircst 
method of exhibiting the strength or the weakness of 
his arguments “ Ulysses,” he observes, “erfme to 
the extremity of the isle to visit Eumacus, and that 
extremity was tlie. most southern; for Teleniachius, 
coming from Pylo's, touched at the first south-eastern 
part of Ithaca Vvith the same intention." 

Ksn T'^rt i*( />' V/^V* 

Ay^'.y «iT* iT^aTr/n, aVusr* 

• Etf0' i(/0ev fuii 0'3\77^'ii 0uu9 , 

R* n/f'jv iuiv ff.rv • 

. ^ p. 

Aurotf <r:'4>r;tv iOiuntt 

• ftvj a »c)<v eT5V>ai ««i «sivtsc; irutficvf' 

Avtfit ‘ft w , 

X T. X 0^' 

Tticse citations, we think, appear to justify the 
author in his attempt to identify the situation ^ Iris 
rock and fountain with the place of those tnentioned 
by Homer. But let us now follow him in the closer 
description of the st^ne. — ^After some account of the 
subjects in tlie plate affixed, Mr. Cell remarks ; “,It 
is impossible to visit this sequestered spot w iiliout 
being struck with the recollection of the fount of 
Arethusa and tlie rock Korax, whidi Uie poet men<* 
tioiis in tlie same line, adding, that there the swine 
ate thesuret* acorns, and drank the black;w^ter." 

AnffS T6V y» jwCTffl ir*{<,u<vw* «i dV vi,UTVr*< c * ' * 

Itmfl ixt rt A/sticivr^ , * * 

haOcvnt f3u)v^<n> finuoftm, nai ufjii I v 

UtvowM* 6t^79t'r N. * 

“ Having passed some time at the fountain, taken 
a drawing, and made'* the necessary obsesvaHons oo 
fhe situation of U>c place, we proceeded to an exami- 
oatioft of the predpice, climbing over the^ terraces 
abovn the source, among shady fig-trees, w hich, how- 
ever, did nat prevent us from feeling (he powerful 
effects of the midday sun. After adiort but fatiguing 
ascent, we arrived at the rock, which extends in a 
vast perpendicular semicircle, beautifully fringed with 
trees, facing to the soutl^enst. Under the crag we 
found two c(!lvcs of inconsidcrable*evtent, the entrance 
of one of which, not difficult of access, is seen in the 


'Seebto viodiuUooortbcISlhaad ISih chaptenotlbc/l<rni(^ To avoid timiiar cai»e of mlalake, /uivAiuts'»hoQld-ool be ren- 
ndr^I.etCM deredaiMr<mbu(Sr''a/Aoi. a»BaniC*lt4»gliwDiC 

• aairw.- Ooea Mr. Cell (raculate lh>m ihe Uitin? 
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view of the fount. .They are still the resort of sheep 
and floats, and in one of Uiem are small natural re- 
ceptacles for the water, cbvered by a stalagmitic in- 
crustation. 

“ I'bcsc caves, being at the extremity Of the cur>c 
formed by ll»e precipice, open toward tlie south, and i 
present us with another aceompanin>ent of the fount ' 
of Arethusa mentioned by the poet, who informs us ' 
that theswlneherd EumiEus lefthis guests in the house, 
whilst he, putting on a thick garment, went to sleep 
near the herd, under tlte hollow' of the rock, which 
sl'.eltered him Ironi the northern blast, ^'ow we 
know that the herd fed near the fount ; for Minerva 
tells Ulysses that he is to go lirst to Euinacus, whom 
he should fmd witli the swine, near the rock Korax 
and tile fount of AreUiusa. As the swine then fed at 
the fountain, soil is necessary that a cavein should be 
found in Us vicinity; and this seems to coincide, in 
distance and situation, with that of the poem. Wear 
the fount also was tli^ fold or stathmos of Eumseus ; 
for the goddess informs Ulysses tliat he should find 
his faithful servant at or about the founts 
“Now XUe hero meets the swineherd close to the 
fold, w bicii was consequently »^ry near that source. 
At tlie lop of the rock, and just above the spot w here 
the waterfall shoots down the precipice, is at this day 
a stagni or pastoral dw elling, which the herdsmen of 
Ithaca still inhabit, on account of the water necessary 
for their cattle. One of these people walked on the 
verge of tiie precipice at the time of our visit to the 
place, and seemed so anxiou.'J to know how we had 
been conveyed to the spot, tlwt his enquiries teminded 
us of*a question probably rtot uncommon in llie days 
of Homer, wlm more than once represents the Itha- 
ccnces dem.lnding of strangers what ship had brought 
theih td the island, it being evident they could not 
come on foot, lie told us that there w.is, on the 
summit w liere lie stood, a sipSll cistern of w ater, and 
a kalybea, or shepherd's hut. There are also vesligos 
of aneicnl habitations, and the place is uow called 
AiJiarathin. 

'•Convenience, as well as safety, seems to have 
pointed out the lofty sitoatiqn of Amarathia«$ aht 
place for the residence of the herdsmen of Ihisparl of 
the island^from the earliest ages. A small source td 
water isa treasure in these cliinates; and if the inha- 
bitants of Ithaca now sclcct 'a rugged apd elevated 
spot, to. secure them from the robbers of the Ec)iliia- 
des, it is to be recollected that the Tapluan pirates 
were not less formidable, even In the days of Ulysses, 
and tliat a residence in a solitary part of the island, 
far from the fortress, and close to a celebrated foun- 
tain, must at all times have been dangerous, ^v ithoul 
some such security as the rocks of Korax. Indeed, 
there can be no doubt Uiat the house 6f Eumaeus was 
on tlie tqp of the precipice; for Ulysses, in order to 
evince the truth ofhis story to the swineherd, desires 
to be thrown from the summit, ifhis narration does 
• not prove correct. 

, “Near the bottom of the precipice is a curious 
natural gallery, about seven feet high, which is ex- 


pressed in the plate. It may be fairly presumed, froDi 
tlie very remarkable coincideoce between this plaoe 
and the Homeric account, that this was the scene de- 
signated by the poet as the lotiDtaiii of AreUiusa, and 
the residence of Eunuaus; and, perhaps, it would be 
impossible to find another spot which bears, at this 
day, so strong' a resemblance to a poetic descriplioa 
composed at a period so very remote. There is no 
other fountain'in this part of the island, nor any rock 
w hich bears the slightest resemblance td the Korax of 
Homer. 

“ The stathmos oflhe good Eumaeus appears to have 
been little different , either in use or cunslrucUon, from 
the stagni and kalybea of the present day. 'Hie poet 
expressly mentions that other herdsmen drove their 
flo^s itrtd tlie city at sunset,— a custom which still 
prevails throughout Greece during the winter, and 
that was the season in which Ulysses visited Eu- 
mxus. Yet Homer accounts for this deviation from 
die prevailing custom, by observing that he had re- 
tired from the city to avoid the suitors of. Penelope, 
iiiese trilling occurrencesafford a strong presumption 
that the Ithaca ofllomer was somelhuig more than 
tlie creature of liis ow n fancy, as some have supposed 
it; for though the grand outline of a fable may be 
, cosily imagined, yet the consistent adaptaUon of ini- 
mite Incidents to a lung and elaborate falseliood is a 
task of the most arduous and complicated nature.*' 

After tills long exlracl, by whidi we have endea- 
voured to do justice to Mr. GeM's argimicnl, we can- 
not allow room for any farther quotations of sudi 
extent; and we must offer a brief and Inipcrfecl 
analysis of the remainder of the w ork. 

In the third chapter, the traveller arrives at the ca- 
pital, and in the fourth, lie de.sci jbes it in an agree- 
able manner. ^Ve select his account of Uie mode of 
celebrating a Diristiao festival in the Greek church : — 

“ We were present at the celebration of the feast 
of the Ascension, when tlie cilin;ns appeared in their 
gayest dresses, and sa|uled each other in the streets 
wirti demoiislrations of pleasure. As we- sate at 
breakfast in tlie house of Signor Zavo, we v' ere sud- 
denly roused by the dUcharge of a gun, succeeded by 
a tremendous crash of pottery, whjcb fell on the tiles, 
steps, and pavenieats,^in every direction. Tlie bells 
of the numerous churches coniiuenced a most discor- 
dant Jingle; colours were hoisted on every mast in 
Uie |>prl, and a general shout of joy announced some 
great event. ..Our host informed us that the least of 
the Ascension was annually coouneuioratcd in this 
manner at Bathi, the populace exclaiming kvitth o 
x.ntfTH, 0 ac5i, Christ is risen, the trqe God." 

In another passage, he continues this account as 
follows : — “In the evening of the festival, the inlia- 
bitants danced before their houses, and at one we saw 
the figure wthich Is said to liavc been first used by the 
youtlis and virgins of Delos, at the happy return of 
Theseus from the expedition of the Cretan Labyrinth, 
j. It has now lost much of that intricacy which was sup- 
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posed to ayude to ttie windings of the liabilation of \ 
tlie Minotaur,*’ etf. etc. This i$ raiUrr too much * 
lor even -the inflexible gravity of our censorial mus- 
t'ks. ^Vilen the author lalks, with ail the reafity (if 
we may use tlie expression) of a Leinpriere, on the 
stories of tlic fabulous ages, we cannot refrain from 
indulging a momoiUary smile; nor ean we seriously 
accompany him iatiie learned arcliitectural detail by 
which l»c endeavours to give us, from the Odyssey, 
the ground-plot of the house of Ulysses,— of which 
he actually offers a plan in draw ing ! showing how 
the description of the house of Ulysses in Uie Odyssey 
n)ay be supposed to correspond with lire foundations 
yet visible on the hill of Ailo!”— O Foote! Fuole! 
why are you lost to such inviting subjects for your 
ludicrous pencil! — In his account of this cciehrated 
mansion, Mr. Gel! sayt/bne side of the court seems 
to tiave been occupied by the Thalainos, or sleeping 
apartments of the men, etc.*, and, in coniirmation of 
this hy|>othesis, lie refers to tbe lOtii Odyssey, linc!M0. 
On examining his reference, we read, 

i>{ 9m*ai,u<iV r‘ livx(, xxr Yvvt$* 

where Ulysses .records an invitation which he re*, 
ceived from Circe to take a part of her bed. flow 
tius illustrates* the above conjecture, we arc at a loss 
to divine : but we suppose that .some nuinerlcol error 
lias occurred in llui reference, as we liave detected a 
trilling mistake or two of ihes.imc nature. 

Mr. G. lalwurs hard to identify the cave of Dexia, 
near Ibthi '(the capital of the island), w ith the grotto 
of the Nymphs de.scril>cd in the 13th Odyssey. IVc 
are disposed t<> grant that he has succeeded : but wc 
cannot here enter into the proofs by which he sup* 
ports his opinion ; and wc c^n only extract one of the 
concluding sentences of the diaptcr, which appears 
to us candid and judicious : — 

“ Whatever opinion may be formed as to the iden- 
tity of the cave of Ucxia with the grotto of the Nymphs, 
it is lair to state, that Strabo positively asserts that 
no such cave as that described by Homer existed in his 
time; and that geographer draught it better to assign 
a physical change, rather tlian ignorance in Homer, 
to account for a difference which lie imagined to exist 
between the Itliaca of his time and that of the poet. 
But Strabps w ho was an uncoiiimonly acciirate obser- 
ver with respect to countries surveyed by himself, ap- 
pears to have been wretchedly misled by his infor- 
mers on many occasions. 

** That Strabo had never visited this country is evi- 
dent, not only from bis inaccurate account of it, but 
from his citation of Apollodorus and Sccpsius, whose 
relations arc in direct opposition to each other on the 
subject of Ithaca, as w ill be demonstrated on a future 
opportunity.” 

iVe must, however, observe that dcinopstration ” 
is a strong term. — In bis description of the Leucadian 
Promontory' (of w hich we have a pleasing represenln- 
f ion in the plate), the author remarks tliat U is **ce- 
I brated for the leap of Sappho, and the death of Ar- 
temisia.” From Uiis variety in the expression, a. 


reader would hardly conceive that both the ladies 
perished in Ute same manner : in fact, the sentence is 
as {iroper as it would be to talk of the decapitation of 
Russell, and tlie dcatli oi Sidney. The view from this 
promontory includes the island of Corfu; and the 
name suggests to Mr. Geli the following note, which, 
though father irrelevant, is of a curious nature, and 
we therefore conclude our citations by transcribing 
it:— ^ 

“It has been generally supposed that Corfu, or Cor- 
cyra, was the Plia’ada of Homer; hut Sir Uenry'En- . 
glHield thinks the position of that island inconsistent 
with the voyage of I’lyssrs as described in the Odys- 
sey, That gentleman has also observed a numlier of 
sucli remarkable coincidences between the courts of 
Alcinous and Solomon, that they may be thought cu- 
rious and interesting. Homer was familiar w ith tiie 
names of Tyre, Sidon, and Egypt; and, as he lived 
about the tipie of Solomon, it would not have been 
extraordinary if lie had introduced some account of 
the magniiicence of that' prince into his poem. As 
Solomon was famous for wisdom, so the name of Ab 
ciiious'sigmiiesstrength of knowledge; as the gardens 
of Solomon were celebrated, scare those of Alcinous 
(OJ. 7, 112.),* as the kingdom of Solomon was distin- 
guished by tw elve tribes under twelve princes(l Kings, 
ch. 4.), so that of Alcinous (Od. 8, 390.) was ruled by 
an equal, number; as the throne of Solomon was sup- 
ported by Ifons of gold. (I Rings, cli. 10.), so that of 
Alcinous was placed on dogs of silver andgold(Od. 7, 
91.) ; as the fleets of Solomon were famous, so Xvere 
those of Alcinous. It is perhaps w orthy of remark, . 
that Neptune sale on the mountains of the Solymi, 
as he returned from ^Ethiopia to iCgx, while he 
raised the tenrpe.st which threw Ulysses on the coast 
of Phseacia : and that the Solymi of Pamphylia are 
very considerably distant from the route. — The sas- 
picioiis diaractor, also, which Natisicaa attributes to 
her countryman agrees precisely with that wtiich tlie 
Greeks and Uomaiis gave of the Jews.” 

Tlie seventl) chapter contains a description of the 
Monastery of Kathara, and several adjacent places. 
The eighth, among other curiosities, fixes on an Ima- 
ginary site for the Farm of Laertes : but this is the. 
agony of conjecture indeed! — and the ninth cliapler 
mentions another Monastery,, and a rock still called 
the school of Homer. Some sepulchral inscriptions 
of a very simple nature are included. — The tenth and 
last chapter brings us round to the Port of Schcenus, 
near Bathr; after we have completed, sci^niingly in a 
very minute and accurate manner, the tour'of the 
island. 

VVe can certainly recommend a perusal of this 
volume to every lover of classical scene and story, 
if. we may indulge tlio pleasing belief that Homer 
sang of a real kingdom, and lliat Ulysses governed it, 
though we discern in^^ny feeble links in Mr. Gell's 
chain of evidence, we are on the wlrale induced to 
fancy that this is the Ithaca of-tUe bard and of tbo 
nionarcli. At all events, Mr. Gcll has enabled every 
tf4 
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future traveller to form a clearer judgn>ent on the to Kabrata, to Schcenocborio, and by tl;e mills of 
qtieslfon than l)c could have established without such Peali, while every .one is in t^omcjdegree acquainted 
a “ Vade-mecum to Ithaca,” or a “Have with you, to i with the names of Stymphalus, .^emea, Mycenae, 
the House of Ulysses,” as the present. Withllofner j l.yrccia, Lerna, aod Tegea?^ 
in his pocket, and Gell on his sumpter-horse or mule, I 

the Odyssean tourist may now inake a very classical j Although this may be very Jrue inasmueh as it re- 
and delightful excursion : and we doubt not tlial the | I'ltcs to llie reiuler, yet to the tcaveller we must 
advantages accruing to the ItliacenSes^ from the in* ^ observe, in opposition to Mr. Gcil,.that nothing can 
creased number of travellers who w ill visit ^lem in i l>e less useful than the designation of his route ac- 
consequence of Mr. Gell’s aci'ount of their coiHilry, cosdijig to llie ancient names. We might as w ell, 
will induce them to confer on that gentleman any j and with as much chance of arriving at the place of 
heraldic, honours winch they may have to bestow, j our dcstinaiiop, talk to a Uoiuislow po 2 >i-boy about 
should he ever look in upon tljcmagiiin . — Baron Datiti making paste to as apply to our Turkish 

woqld be.a prclly title i guide h» modern Greece for a direction toStymphalus, 

^cnu•a, jMycen®, etc. etc. This is neither more nor 
^HocUhiitvtelU.etmfiynommfntw’Alridar^Virtli classical af.ectatioil; and it renders Mr. 

For oorselves, we confess that all our old Grecian miicli more confined use than it w ould 

feelings would l)c alive on approaching the fountain otherwise liave been : but wc have some other and 
of 5lelainudros, where, as the tradition runs, oros the oiore important remarks to make on his general di- 
pricsts relate, Homer was restored to sight. ^ rections to Grecian tourists; and we beg leave to 
Wenow come to the “Grecian PaUorson,” or assureourreadersthalUiejaredcrivedfromtravel- 
“ Cary,” which Mr. Gell has begun to publish; and ) lately visited Greece. In the first 

' realty he has carried the epic riilcof coitccaling the Mr; Gel! is absolutely incautious enough to 

person of the author to as great a length as either ol reconimend an interference on the part of English 
Uie’abovc-menlioficd heroes of itinerary writ. We travellers with the .Minister at the Porte, in Ixdmit of 
hear nothing of his *■ hair-breadth ’scapes” by .sea or ' *1^® Greeks. “The folly of siicli neglect ^page JG, 
land ; ami we do not even know, for the greater part preface) in many Instanees, w liere the emancipation 
ofhisjourneythroughArgolis,whetherhcrfclateswhat of a district might often be obUtiiied by the present 
hclias secnor whal he has'lieard. From-other parts' of **f a snulf-box or a watch, at Constantinople, and 
the book, we find the fortuer tdbc the case: butlliougli "■ilAoiil thesmailest damjer of txrUhig the jeahusy of 
there have been tourists and “ strangers” in other sueft « court ns lfinlo/‘2u» Arr;, w ilMK*acknow leilged 
countries, who \xiw^ kindly permitted their i-Caders "O arc no longer able to rectify the error." 

to learn rather too much of their sweet selves, yet it "'O have every reason to believe, on the contrary, 
is possible to carry delicacy, or cautious .silence, or ® dozen travellers, taking this 

whatever it may be called, -to the contrary extreme, advice, might bring us into a war. “Never interfere 
think that Mr. Gell has fallen into tiiis error, so ^ any thing of the kind,” Is a imich sounder and 
opposite to that of his iimneroiis brethren. It is of- '»ore political suggestion to all English travellers in 
fensive, indeed, to be told w hat a man has eaten for Greece. 

dinner, or how pathetic he was on certain occasions; ^1^ GcH apologises for-^he introduction of “ his 
but we like to know that there is a being yet living panoramic designs,” as he calls them, on the score of 
who describes, the scenes to which he introduces us; grc.il dilliculty of giving any tolerable Ith'a of the 
and that it is not a iqere translation from Strabo or face'of a country iii writing, and llie case with which 
Pausanias which we arc reading, or a coimnentarv o!i oe'C.urale know ledge ot it may |je acquired by 

those authors. 'Hiis reflection leads us to the con- panoramic designs. We are informed that 

* eluding remark in Mr. Gell's preface (by much the the ewewith many of these designs. The 

most interesting part of his book) to liis’ltinerary of "'ap we have already cen- 

Greece, in whidi he thus expresses himself:— ■ - *>i*rrd; and wfe have hinted that some of.the drawings 

are-not remarkable (or correct resemblance of their 
“The confusion of the modern with the ancient originals. Hie two neairr views of tiH* Gate of the 
u, nines of places, in this volume, is absolutely un- Lions al.>r>cenai are indeed good likenesses of their 
avoidable ; they are, however, incntiuned 'In such a -snlijccl, and the fitst of them isunusually well exccut- 
manner, that the reader will sood be acf^usldmod to ed; but the general view of Mycenae Is not more than 
the indiscriminate use of thenx. The nec«:.ssily of tolerable, in any respect : and the prosjK‘c.t of Larissa, 
applying the ancient appellations to Uu; ditferent etc. is barely equal to the former. The view /Vows 
w routes, will be evident from the total ignorance of this last place in also indifferent; and we are posi- 
the puWic on the subject of the modidn names, w liich. lively assured that there are no windofvs at Natiplia 
liav'ing never appeared in print, arc only know n ter which look likea Ik>x of dominos,— the idea suggested 
the few individuals wIk> have Visited the country. by MV. Gell’s plate. M e must not, however, lie too 
“ ^Vhat could appear less intelligible to the reader,, severe on these picturesque bagatelles, .which, probq* 
or less useful to Uu traveller, than a route from bly, were very hasty skctclies; and the circumstances 
Chione and Zarrocca to Kutchukmadi, from thence of wxatlier, etc. may have occasioned some diRerebce 
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In th* appearanoe of the same olqects to diffetenl 
speclolora. We shall therefore return to Mr. Cell’s 
preface; endeavouring to set him right in his direc- 
tions to travellers, .where we think thal he is erro- 
neous, and adding what oppears to Iwve been omilled. 
In his Orst sentence, he makes an assertion whlbh is 
bv no means correct. .He says, II e are at present 
as ignorant of Greece, as of the interior of Africa.” 
Surely not quite so Ignorant ; of several of onr Cre- 
ci.nn Mungo I’arks have travelled in vain, and some 
very sompnous works have been published to no 
purpase? As we proceed, we find the aulhorobserv- 
ing that “ Atliens isnoie the most polished city of 
Greece,” when we believe it to be the nwst barbarous, 
even to a proverb— 

Q w,9uti 

T< v«<»'a^cvj TW.3*i' . . 

is a couplet of reproach noir applied to this onec 
famous city whose Inliahitants seem little worthy, 
of the inipiiing call which was. addressed to them 
wiUuit^hcsc. twenty years, by the celebrated Riga:— 

Arvrc. ojlbi /. r. ). 

lannina, ,the capital of Epirus, atid the seat of Ali 
Poch:^*s government, w in truth deserving of the ho- 
nours which Mr. Cell has improperly lK*slowed on 
jdegraded Alliens. As to tl>e correciness.of the re- 
mark concerning the fashion of wearing the hair' 
cropped in Mdiostia, as Mr. Cell informs us, our au- 
thoritiescannot depose: but why w ill he use the clas- 
sical term of Eleuthero-Laebnes, wlien that people are 
80 Htud^better known by Iheir modem name of IMai- 
notes ? > *V^he ro.urt of th£ Pat:ha of Tripolizza is 
said to realise the splendid visions of the Arabian 
Kights.'’ This is true nUU) regard to the court : hut 
surety Tthe travelleroughi to haw added that the city 
and palace are jno%mii> 6 rable, am! form ;m extraor- 
dinary contrast to the splendour of the court.— Mr. 
Cell mentions gold mines in Greece ; jie should have 
specified their situation, as it ceitainSy is not uni-' 
versally knowing ^AVhen, also, he remarks that ** tlie 
first article of necessity in 6 feere is a lirman, or or- 
der from. the Sultan, permitting the traveller to pass 
unmolested,*’ w^ are much misinformed if hebe right. 
On the contrary, we believe this to he almost the 
only part of the Turkish dominions in wjiich n lir- 
man is not necfssary; sinedhe passport of tlie ParhJ 
is absolute within his territoi^ (amirding to .Mr. 
0 .*a own admission), arid much more etTectual than 
a lirman. — “ Money,” he remarks, “is easily pro- 
cured at Salonica, or Patrass, where the KngJrs'h 
have Consuls.” It is much better proeurerf, we un- 
derstaiid, from^ the Turkish governors, who never 
ctiai^e discotlnt.- The Consuls for the English are 
not of the most magnanimous order of Greeks, and 


far from being so liberal, generally speaking; al- 
though there are, in course, some exceptions, and 
Strune of Patr«xss has been more honourably men- 
tioned. — After having obsen*ed that “horses seem 
the best mqtle of cooveyance in Greece,!* Mr. Cell 
procmls : Some travellers would prefer an English 

saddle ; but a saddle of this sort is always objected .to 
by tlie owner of the horse, ond not irilftoufrmson,” 
etc. This, we learn, is f:ir from Ireing the case ; and, 
•indeed, for a very simple reason, an Engli.slr kiddie 
must seem to be preferable to one of the countin', be- 
cause it is much lighter. ^Vhen, too, Mr. Gell calls 
the po.^filiott “Menzilgi,**- he mistakes him for his 
lurltcrs ; ^emc^ees are pdstilions; MenziUjis are post- 
masters. — Our traveller w’os fortunate in his 'furks, 
who are liired to walk by the side of the baggage- 
horses. They “ arc certain,’* he soys, “of perform- 
ing their engagement witliout grumbling.” Wp ap- 
prehend tl\at this is by no means certain : — but Mr. 
Cell Is perfectly right in preferring a l urk to a Greek 
for this purposeyand in his general recomincndation 
to tak<^ Q Janissary on the tour : who, we may add, 
siiould l)e suffered to act as he pleases, ^ince notliing 
is to be done by gentle means, or even by offers ol 
inuDcy, at the places of accommodation. A courier, 
to be sent on before to the place at which the tra- 
veller intends to sleep, is indispensable to ccniforl: 
but no Tourist .sliould be misled by the author's advice 
to suffer the Greeks to gratify their curiosity, in per- 
mitting them to remain for some time about hiiri on 
his arrival an inn. They should be-renK)ved as 
soon as possibjc; for, as to tlie remark that “no 
stranger would think of intruding when a room is 
pre occupied,*' our informants were not so well con- 
vinced of that fact. 

Though we have made the al^y etcentions to the 
accuracy of M^Gcll's infoi^^BM, we affe most 
ready to do justice’ to the general^ilily of his direc- 
tions, and con certainly concede the praise w'hich l>c 
is desirous of obtaining,— namely, “of having faci- 
litated The researches bf future travellers, by affording 
thal local information which it w.;is before impossible 
U) obtain.” This, book, indeed, is absolutely neces- 
sary to any person who wishes to wplore tlie Morca 
advantageously; and wc hope thal Mr. Cell will con- 
tiiiue bis Itinerary over that and over every other 
part of Greece. He allows Hmt bis volume t* is only 
. calculated to become a l>ook of'relerence, and uot of 
geficral entertainment :”but we do not see any reason 
against the compatibility of b9lh obji*cts in a survey 
of the most celebrated country, of the ancient world. 
To that country, we trust, tlie aUcnliOn not only of 
our travellers, but of our l^islators, will Iwrealter 
l>e directed. The greatest c:iution will, indeed,, be. 
required, a.s we have promised, in toucliing on so., 
iicate'a snbjcct a^ the amelioration of the possessioos 
of an ally ; but tlie held for the exercise of political 


• We write tbeec lines frorntbe ivri/ation of die trsrellers to whom we have alluded { tMit we eaouot vooeb fi>r il»e rorrecinew 

of the Romaic. 
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Sagacity is wide and invtt n? in this portion of the 
globe; and Mr. Cell, and all other writers who in- 
terest us, however remotely, in its extraordinary 
eopaMhtiex, desen'e well of the Brilisl) empire. >Ve 
shall conclude by extract from the authdr’s work : 
whidj, even if it fails of exciting that general in- 
terest which we hope most earnestly it may attract j 
towards its important subject, cannot, as he justly 
observes, “ be entirely uninteresting to the s»‘holar;” 
since U is a work ‘‘whidi gives him a faithful de- 
scription of the remains of cities, the very existence 
of which was doubtful,* as they perished before the 
ara of authentic history.” The subjoined quota- 
tion is a good specimen of the author’s minuteness 
of research as a topographer; and we trust that the 
credit which must accrue to him from the present | 
performance will ensure the completion of his Itine- I 
rarj' 

*‘The inaccuracies of the maps of Anacharsis are 
in many respects very glaring. The situation of Plilius 
is marked by Strabo as surrounded by llie territories 
of Sicyon, Argos, Cleona*, and Stymplialus.' Mr: 
Hawkins observed, that Phlius, the ruins of wliidi 
still exist near Agios Giorgios, lies in a direct tine 
betw'een Cleonxand Stymphalus, and another- from 
Sicyon to Argos; so that Strabo was correct in say- 
ing that it lay between Uiose four towns; vet we see . 
J^liJius, in the rnnp of Argolis by M. Rarbicr du Bo- 
cage, placed, ten miles to the north of Stymphalus, 
contradicting both history and fact. H'Anviile is 
gjiilty of the same error. • ^ . 

M. du Bocage places a town named Phlius, and 
hy him Pbiliontc, on the point. of land which forms 
the port of Drepano : there are not at present any 
ruins tliere. The ihops of D'AnviUe are generally 
more correct than any others where ancient geo- 
graphy is concernt J. A mistake occurs on the suh- 
jeef of Tiryns, and a place named by him Vathia, but 
f of which nothing can be understood. It is possible 
that Vathi, or the profound vSlley, may be a name 
sometimes used for the valley of Barbitsa, and that 
• the place named by d'Anville Clau'stra may' be tlie 


j outlet of that valley called KJeisoiira, which has a 
corresponding signification 
• **Thc city of Tiryns is also pilaced in two differcnl 
I positions, once by its Greek name, and again as Ti- 
! rvnthns. The mistake between the islands of Sphae> 

' ria and Calaitra has been noticed in page 135. The 
Pontinus, which D’Anville represents as a river, and 
the KraSinus are equally iH placed in Ins map. There 
was a place called Creopolis, somewhere toward Cy- 
nouria; b’Jl its situation is not easily fixed. The ports 
called Buceplialium and Pira'iis seem to have been 
notWng more than little bays in the country between 
Corinth aiid Epidaurus. The town called Athena?, in 
Cynouria, by Pausanias, is called Anthena by Thury- 
dido, book 5, 41. 

**In general, the map of D'AnvHlc will be found 
more accurate than those which have been published 
since his time; indeed the mistakes of that geographer 
are in gcnerol such as could not be avoided w Itbout 
visitipg the country. Two errors of D’Anville mav 
be mentioned, lest the opportunity of publishing the 
itinerary of .Arcadia should never occur. .The first 
is. tliat the rivers Malgins and Mylaon, near jHcthy- 
drium, are represented as running toward the south, 
whereas U>ey flow nortJiwards to the Lndon; and the 
^econd is, that the Aroanius, which falls into tl)e Ery- 
manthus at Psojdiis, is represented ns flow ing from 
the lake of Pheneos ; a mistake which arises from the 
ignorance of theancients themselves w ho have w ritten 
on the subject. The fact is ibal the Ladon receives 
tlie w'aters of the lakes of Orchomeuos and Plienos ; 
but tl)c Aroanius rises at a spot not two liours dis- 
tant from Psophis.” 

In furtlierance of our principal obj^t in this cri- 
tique, we have only to add a wish that some of our 
Grecian tourists, among tlie fresh articles of infor- 
mation concerning Greece which they have lately im- 
ported, would turn their minds to the language of 
the country. So. strikiogly simftar to the ancient 
Greek is the modern Romaic as a written language, 
and so dissimilar lu sound, that even a fiew general 
rules concerning pronunciatioB would be of most ex- 
tensive use. ' . \ ■ 
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DEBATE ON THE FRAME-WORK BILL. IN 1 
THE HOUSE OF LORDS. 

J^BSCART 27. 1S12. 

Ths order of the day for the second Teading of 
tlusbill being read, LORD BYRON rose, and (for the 
first time) addressed their lordships, as follows 
My I.ORDS, — The sulrfect now submitted to your 
lordships for the first time, though new to the House, 


is by no means new to the country. 1 believe it bad 
occupied the serious thoughts of all descriptions of 
persons, long before its introduction to the notice of 
that legislature, wliose interference afone could be of 
real service. As a person in some degree connected 
with tlie spffering county, though a stranger not only 
to this House in general, but to almost every indivi- 
dual whose attention 1 presume to solicit, 1 must 
claim Some portion of your lordships’ indulgence 
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wbilit I offer a, few .observations bn a question in 
which I confess myself deeply interested. . 

To enter into any details of the riots would be su- 
perfluous: the House is already aware that every out- 
rage short of actual bloodshed Iras been perpetrated, 
and that the proprietors of the frames obnoxious to 
the rioters, and all persons supposed to be connected 
witl) them, have been liable to insult and violence. 
During the short time 1 recently passed in Netting- ] 
hamshire, not twelve liours elapsed without, some j 
fresh act of violence; and on the day I left tbc county, j 
I was informed lliat forty frames had been broken j 
the preceding evening, as usual, without resistance i 
and without detection. I 

Such was then the state of that county, and such I 
have reason to believe it tq be at this moment. But 
whilst these outra^'es must be admitted to'exist to an 
alarming extent, il cannot be denied that they have * 
arisen from circumstances of themiost unparalleled , 
distress. The perseverance of these miserable men 
in their proceedings, tends to prove that nothing but 
absolute want could liave^riven a large, and onoe 
hone.st and industrious, body of the (H^ople, into the 
conmiission of e^^esses so iiazar^uus to themselves, 
their families, and the cArimninity. At the time to 
which 1 allqde, tjie town and county were burtliened 
with large )}etachnients of the military; the police 
w as in motion, the magistral ; yet ail the 

movements, cklf and Hu to— jiottiing. 

Not a single i^^8^l;ceblkv^m^ of tlfc Apprehension 
of any real delih^ept' ^rt^lv taken in the fact, 
against whom there^eusted l?0il evidence suflicient 
for conviction. But ■thfr''poKcc, bowever useless, 
were by no means idle: delinquents 

had l)eeQ detected ^inAcTion, on the 
clearest^cyidcncp, of the capital crime of poverty; 
men vkhh had Itcno nefariously guilty of law tully be- 
getting several childrbii. whom, thanks to tlie times ! 
they werd unable to maintain. Considerable injury 
hasr been done to thb proprietors of the improved 
frames. Hiese machhies were to them an advantage, 
inasmuch as they superseded' the necessity of em- 
ploying a number qf workmen, who were left in con- 
sequence to starve. By the adoption of one species , 
of frame ia particular, one man performed the work 
of many, and the superfluous labourers w'ere thrown 
^but of employment. Yet it is to be observed, that 
the work thus executed was inferior in quality; not 
marketable at home, and merely hurried over with a 
vi£w to exportation. It was called, in the cant of U)e 
trade, by the name of “spider- work.” The rejected 
workmen, in the blindness of their* ignorance, in- 
stead of rejoicing at tliese improvements in arts so 
beneficial to mankind, conceived themsel.ves to besa*. 
crified to improvements in meciranism. In the fool- 
ishness of their hearts they inugined, that the main- 
tenance and well-doing of the industrious poor were 
objects of greater consequence than the enrichment 
, of a few individuals by any Improvement . in the im- 
plements of trade, which threw the workmen out of 
employment, and rendered the labourer unworthy of 


his hire. And it 49ustbe confessed, that although 
the adoption of the enlarged machinery in that state 
of our commerce which the country once boasted, 
might have been beneficial to the master w ithout being 
detrimental to the servant; yet, in the present situa- 
tion of our manufactures, rotting in warehouses, 
without a prospect of exportation, with the demand 
for work and workmen equally diminished, frames of 
this description iend materially to aggravate tlie dis- 
tress and discontent of the disappointed sufferers. 
But the Teal cause of these distresses and consequent 
disturbances lies deeper. When we are told that 
these men are leagued together, not only for the dc- 
stnu!tion <Sf their own comfort, but of their verv 
means of subsistence, can we forget that it is the 
bitter policy, the destnictivc warfare of thfe last 
eighteen years, whWh has deiiroycd tlreir comfort, 
your ijomfort, all men’s comfort? llKit policy which, 
originating with .“great lUtesnieA now no more,” 
has survived the dead to become a curse on the living, 
unto the third and fourth generation! These men 
never destroyed their looms till they were become 
useless, worse than useless; till tbey^were become 
actual impediments to tircir exertions in obtaining 
their dail^ bread. Can you, thea, wonder that, in 
times like these, when bankruptcy, cohvidted fraud. 
Slid imputed felony^ are found in a station not fsr be- 
neath that of your lordships, the lowest, tho;ug.h once 
most useful portion of the people, should for^^t their 
duty in tlieir distresses, and iieconle only'less guilty 
tiiau one of their repYesentatTves ? But while the 
exalted offendercan find means to baffle the law, new 
capital purfishmetits inust*be devised, new snares of 
death must be spreaddbrthe Vreldicdmeclianic,.who 
is famished into guilt. These men were willing to 
dig, but the spade was in other liands : lliey wicre not 
ashamed to beg, but there was none to relieve them : 
their ow n meaus of subsistence were cut off, all oilier 
employments pre-occupied, ami their exfPsSes, how- 
ever to be deplored and :condcnuied, can hardly be 
subject of surprise. 

It has been stated, that the persons in the tempo- 
rary possession of frames connive at their destruc- 
tion : if this be proved uponinquiry, it were necessary 
that such-mat^ial accessories to the crime should be 
principaU in the punishment. But I did hope, that 
any ipeasure proposed by his Majesty's government, 
for your lordships’ decision, would have had concilia- 
tion for its Basis; of, If that w ere hopeless, that some 
previous inquiry, some dehberalion would have been 
deemed requisite; not that we should havebeen called 
at^nce, without examination, and without cause, to 
pass sent^oes by wholesale, and sign death-w arrants 
blindfold. But admitting that tliese men had no cause 
of complaint; that the grievances of them and their 
empfo'yers were alike groundless; that they deserved 
the worst; what inefficiency, what Imbecility has been 
evinced in tlie method chosen to reduce them ! Why 
were the military called out to be made a mockery of, 
if they were to be called out at all ? As far as the 
difference of seasons would peridit, they have merely 
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parodied the summer campaign of Miyor Sturgeon; 
and, indeed, the whole proceedings, civil andiniliiary, 
seemed on the model' of those of the Mayitr and Cor- 
poration of Garralt. Such marchings onli coirnter- 
inarchines! from Noltinchain to BullwHl, from JJull- 
vcll to Banford. from Banford to Mansfit'ldl and 
Avhefi at iengti/the detachments arrivc<l at their des- 
tinations, in all “the pride, pomp, and circiimstanre 
of glorious war,*' they came just in-lime to witness 
the misdupf which had l>een done, and ascertain the 
escape of the perpetrators: to collect the “spo/m 
op»m«“in the fragments of broken frames, and rrtuni 
to their quarters amidst tl»e derision of old women, 
and the hooUugs of children. though, in a 

free oountiw, it were to be » ished that our military 
sliould never be too formidable, at least to ourselves, 
I cannot s«e the |M)Ucv of placing them in situations 
where they c.m only be made ridiculous. As the 
sword is the worst argument that can l>e used, so 
should it be the last,- In this instance it has been the 
first; but providentially as yet only in the scabbard. 
The present measure w ill, indeed, pluck it fruni the 
sheath ; yet hjtl proper meetings been held in the ear- 
lier stdges of these riots, had the gricN-anees of these 
meji and their masters (for they also had tlielr griev- 
ances! been fairly weighed and justly examined, I do 
think'lhat means , might have been devised to restore 
these workmen to their avocations, and tranquillity 
to the county. At present the county suflers from 
the doulde iulUction of an idle military and a starving 
population. In what slate of apathy have we been 
plunged so long, that nb«v for the first time the House 
has been' officialfy apprised of these disturbances? 
All this has been transacting w'ithin a hundred and 
thirty miles of London, and y'ct we, “good easy men, 
havc/leemfd full sure our greatness was a-ripening,” 
and have sat dow n to enjoy our foreign triumphs in 
the mids^ of domestic calamity. But all the cities 
you have taken, ail tlie armies which have retreated 
befnre your' leaders, are J)A paltry subjects of selC- 
congratulotion, ilyour land divides against itself, and 
X our dragoons and your executioners must be let loose 
against your fellow -citizens. — You call these men a 
mob, di'sperate, dangerous, and ignorant; and seeiu 
to think that the only way to quiet the “ fre/fua mul- 
fonim rcfpilum” is fo lop off a few of Its superduous 
lieads. But even a mob may he better retliiced to 
reasoaby a mixture of conciliation and firmness, than 
by additional irritation and redoubled penalties. - Axe 
weawarc of our obligations to a mob? It is the mob 
that labour in your fields, am),servem your houses, 
— that man your navy, and recruit your army, — that 
have (tabled you to defy all the world and can also 
defy you when, neglect and calamity have driven them 
to despair. You may call the people a inobp but do 
not forget, that a iiK>b too often speaks the sentiments 
of the people. And Iutc I nmst remark, with w hat 
alacrity you are accustomed to lly to the succour of 
your distressed allies, leaving the distressed of your 
own country to the care of Providence, or-^the parish. 
When the Portuguese suffered under the retreat of 


’ the French, every arm was streidied out, every band 
w as opened, from the rich, man's lareess to the wi- 
dow's n>ite^ all wias bestowgd to enable them to re- 
build their villages and replenish«thcir granaries. . 
And at this moment, when thousands of misguided 
but most imfnrtunatc fellow countrymen are strug- 
glUUl with the exlreme.s of hardshi|fS and hunger, as 
your charity liegan abroad il'should pmlat home. A 
much less sum. g tithe of the iKHiiitr bestowed on 
Portugal, even if those men (which I cannot admit 
[ without ioquiry)rould not have l>een restored to their 
enqiloymcnis, would h.ave romlere<l unncitessary the 
tender me^cie^v Of the layonel and Hie gibbet. But 
doubtless our friends have too many foreign claims 
to admit a prosper^ of domestic relief, though never 
did suoli Objects demand it. I have traversed the seat 
of war in the Peninsula, 1 have liecn in some of the 
most oppressed ppjvinces of Turkey, hut never under 
the most des|>otiomf infidel governments did 1 beliald 
such squalid wretchedness as I have seen since my 
return, in the very heart of a Christian country. And 
what are your remedies ?y After months ofinaction, 
and months of actitm worse than inactivity,' at length 
conies forth tho grand specific, . the never-fatiing 
nostrum ^f all state-ph^sJIrians, froiq t^ days of 
Draco .tp the present Uiiiq. 
and shaking (h^eadover the 
usual course and hlecdmge-tbe 

watef of your Jfjjitf feltoi, and 

military, these convulstdjnjljtei^^^ |^rfiiinat4 id d«ath»- 
the sure consummatiM^f^Kj^sicH jjl pbr 

lilical Sangrados. the palpable 

ticc, and the o^'nn bill, are^re 

not capital your statutes? 
Is there not blow esough upon yoi^ penal d0de, that 
more must be pourq^&tHi 

testify against ypuJVIlbw fail 1 

into effect? Can you 

their own prison ? Will you erect a gilibei In every 
field, and hang up men like scare-crow^?or w ilKoii 
proceed (as you must, to bring this measure into 
effect) by decimation ? plaoe the country under mar- 
tial law.’ depopulate and lay waste. all rounri you? 
and restore Sherw ood Forest as an acceptable gift to 
Hiecrqwn, in its former condition ol a royal cliase 
and an asylum for outlaw s ? Are these tJic remedies . 
for a starving and desperate populace? Will the fa-, 
mislied .w retch who has braved your bayonets he ai>- 
pallcd by your gibbets? W hen death is a relief, and 
the only relief it appears that you will alTord him, 
wiirhe be dragooned inlo tranquillity ? Will that 
which could not he effected by your grenadiers, be ac- 
complished.^y your executioners? If you proceed by 
tlie forms of Jaw', where is your evidence? Those 
who haverefnsed to impeadi their accomplices, when 
transportation only was the punishment*, will hardly 
be tempted, to witness against them wlien death is the 
penalty. With nfl due deference to the'iioble lords 
opposite, I th!n|^ a liltfe investigation, some previous- 
-inquiry, would induce even them to change their pur- 
pose. That most' favourite state measure, so marveh 
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loutly eIBcacious in many and ivc«ntinstd^bes,> tem- 
porizing, buld not be without its advaninges in this. 
When^a proposal is made to emancipate or relieve, 
you hesitate, you deliberate for years, you temporize 
apd tamper with the minds of men; but a death- 
bill must be passed off-hand, without a thodght of 
the consequences. Sure I am, from< w hat 1 have 
heard, and from what I Itave seen, that to pass the 
bill under all live existing circumstances, without iiH 
qurry, without deliberation, would only be to add in- 
justice to irritation, and barbarity to neglect. The 
framers of siiclia bill must l>e^cqntent lb inherit the 
honours of that Attienian lawgiver, w liose edicts were 
said to be W ritten not in ink but in blood. But sup- 
pose it passed ; sup|>ose onc' of the.se men, ns I have 
seen lliein,— meagre with famine, sullen withdes|iair, 
careless of a life whicli your lordships are^eriiaps 
about to value at something less than the price of a 
stocking-fraine—snppose this man surrounded by the 
diildren for whom he is unable to procure bread at 
the hazard of his existence, about to be torn fur ever 
from a family which he lately supported m peaceful 
industry, and which it is not )iis fault that he can no 
longer so support-^siippose this man^ (and there are 
ten thousand .such from whomyoumay select your vic- 
tims), dragged into court, to be tried for this new of- 
fence by this new law; still, there are two things 
wanting to convict and condemn him; and these are, 
in my opinion, twelve butchers for a Jury, and a Jef- 
feries fora Judge! ^ 


DEBATE ON THE EARL OF DONOUOnMOR^'S 
lIOriON FOR A COMMITTEE ON THE ROMAN 
CATHOLIC CLAIMS. 

APBIL 21, 1812. 

My Lords, — T he question before the House has 
been so frequently, fully, and. ably discussed,, and ne- 
ver |>erhaps more ably than on this night, thai it would 
be dilficuit to adduce new arguments fur or against it. 
Bat with each discussion^ diflicuities have been re- 
moved, ot’iections have l>een cnavasseif and refuted, 
ami some ok the former opponeiHs of Catholic eman- 
cipation have at I engtlr conceded to the exf»edlencv 
of relieving the petitioners. In conceding thus much, 
however, a new objection is started; it is not the 
time, soy they, or it is arv improper time, or there is 
time enough yet. In some degree I concur wiili 
'those who Say it- is not the lime 'exactly; that time is 
passed; belter had it been for ti>e counliT, that ibe 
Catholics [K)s.sessrd at this moment their proportion 
of our privileges, that their nobles l»eUI their due 
weiglit in our councils, than that we should be as- 
sembled to discuss their claims. ' It had indeed been 
better • • . 

t, ■ Nou tali 

Ciigcrc cundtiutn cum muriM l It nUs. 

Tbeenemy is w ithout, and distress wiriiin. It is too 
late to cavil on doqtrinal points, when we must untie 
in defence of things more important than the mere 


ceremonies of religion. It is Indeed iingular, that 
j wc are called together to deliberate, notmn the God 
j we adore, for^in thafrwe are agreed; not- abqpt the 
. king we obex, for to him we are loyal; but how^ far a 
I'dUlerence in the ceremonials of worship, Itow far be- 
I lievin^, noi too little, but too much {the worst that 
; can be imputed to the Catholics), how far loo much 
devotion to their God, may incapacitate our fellow- 
subjects from elfeclually serving their king. 

Much has Ix’en said, w ilhin and without doors, of 
Church and State, and although tlwse venerable words 
have been too often prostituted to the most despicable 
of party purposes, we cannot hear them too^oilenr 
all, I presume, are the advocates of Church and State^ 

; tlw pjurdi.of Cbrj8t,»nd the State oLGreat Britain; 
but not a state of exclusion and despotism, i>ot an 
intolerant clmrcJi, nor‘a church militant, which 
renders itself liabid tolhcyery objection urged against 
the Rtuiiish communion, and in a greater'degree, for 
the Catholic merely Withholds its'spiritual benedic- 
tion (and even that is doubtful); but our church, or 
rather our churchmen, not onlyiroTuse to the Catholic 
their spiritual grace, but dll temporal bJessinp.s w hat- 
soever. R was an observation bfthe ^reat Lord Pe- 
terborough, made w ilhin these walls, ow, within the 
w aHs wbf re tlie Lords then assembled, that Ire was 
for a “ parliamentary king and a parliamentary con- 
stitution, but not a parliamentary god and d .parHa- 
mentary religion.” 'The^'intcrval of a centu^.lias 
not veakened the force of the remark. It U Indoed 
Uime that wc slidtild leave off these petty caWlson 
frivolous points^ these Lilliputian sophistries, whe- 
ther o«r“cggs are Ifest broken at the broad or nar- 
row end,” -• ^ • 

' Tire opponents of^he Catholics may be frvided 
into two classes; those who assert th^t.tlre C.')Uioltcs 
have too much already, and those who allege that*ti«e 
low er order.*, at least, have nothing inor^ fo )*equire. 
^Ve are told by the former, that ilie never 

will be contented; by the latter, tliK^lhyy gre •al- 
ready too happy.*. Tfle last paradox i$ snfTuierttly . 
reluted by the present, as by all paei petitions;* it 
might as well be said, that- the negrocidid dbt desire 
to be emancipated; but this is an ui^foriunafe com- 
parison, for you havb already dulivcred|tlicm out of 
,the hotise of bondage, without any^jieti^ion on tlieir 
part, but many frftm their task-ma^li^'s contrary 
effect; and for imself, whejj 1 consider this, I pity 
tile Catholic ireasaiMry for not hd^mg lire good lor- 
liiire to ire born * Hut tl)^ 4!)atholifS aVe con- 

tented. or at least ought to be, as we are told ; 1 sliall 
Hierrlbrc proewd to tow'b on a ^'w of those circum- 
stances wlhcli .so tmiiRcllousIy contribute 'to their 
exceeding contentment. The;^ dre pot allowed the 
free exercise ol their'religlon in^tbe ^regular army; 
the Catholic solrficr cannot absc^it 1>iin.velf from the 
service of the Protestant clergvnian. and, unless ho 
is quartered in Ireland, or in Spain, wlnrccan he 
find eligible opportnuities of attending hjs own ? 
The permission of Catholic chaplains to the Irish 
militia regiments w as conceded as a special favour, 
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jind not till after years of remonstrance^ although an | 
act, passed in 1793, csl4bMshcd it as a Bit | 

are t^CMholics properly protected iT)^reland? Can , 
the Church purchase a rood of land \> hereon io erect ' 
a dia*pcl? No : all the places of worship are built^if | 
leases of trust or sqffcrance fron\ the ^aityf easily ^ 
broken and olten betfayed. Ihc mooient any hrre- i 
g(^ar wish, any casual caprice of the benevoienllaud' 
lord meets with op|K)sition, the doors are barred 
against the congregatioD. This has happened con- 
tinually; but in no instance more glaringly than at 
the town of New town-Barry, in the county of VVex- j 
ford.'^The Catholics, enjoying no r gular chapel, as j 
a ti?mpoevy expedient, hir^ two barns, which, being ' 
thrown into one, served for. public worship. At 
thrs time, there was quartered opposite to the spot 
an ofJIcer* whose mind appears to have been deeply 
imbued vviih those -prejudices ,w liuh the Protestant 
pelitiuHS, how cm the table, prove to have been for- 
tunately eradicated from the more rational portion 
of the pt>opie; and w hen the Catholics were assembled 
on the sabbath as li^ial, in peace and goodwill to- 
wards men, for tlie w orship of their God and yours, 
they found the chapel-dour dosed, and w ere told, that 
if they did not immediately retire (and they were 
told Uiis hy a yeoman oflicer and a magistrdte), thc 
riot act should be*read, aiui the assembly dispersed 
at the point of the bayonet! This was coiHjibined 
of to the -middleman of ^mcrnmdit, the Secretary 
at th^Castle in fSOO, and llie answer was (in lieu of 
redress), that he would cause a letter to be written 
to the cqjouel, to prevent, If possible, the recurrence 
of similar disturbances, lipoh this faot, no very 
great^rcss need ^ laid ; but it tends to prove, tltul 
w-{iile^U^ Catholic church has ^ot pow er to purchase i 
foe i(s1oltj|pdls to stand upon, the laws for its j 
prolecJion are of no avail. In the mean time, the ‘ 
Catbohedk^ a^'the mercy of every *^i>clling petty i 
ofllcer/vjjl^may ch^ play his fantastic tricks I 
befbi^igfai^j^Ten,” to insult lyis God, aud injure his j 

. fdlow^etKqfes. . ^ / I 

kvery sclioo^boy, any foot-boy (such have held > 
commisstdns 'B.our feervici‘), any fool-boy who can i 
exchange his s^tlder-linot for an e|aulet, may per* 
form all Dii^nd more against fhe Catholic, by virtue { 
of that v«r]| authority* delegated to him by his sove- [ 
reign) for ^he ji^ess purpose of defending his fel- 
low-subjects tatli^Jast. drop of his blood, without 
discriminalioa or Ihstinctipn between Catliolic and 
Proicstimt. ^ 

Have the Irish Catholics the full bcnelH of trial by 
jury? They l»ave not; they never oian have, until 
they are Dcrmittcd' to share 1|ie privilege of serving 
Gts &luTif^ ;pid gudel-shcriffs. Of this 'a striking I 
example occurred ^ the last Ehniskillen assizes. A { 
yeoman was arraigned for the murder of a Catholic ; 
-named Maevournggh; Uirce Tt6|>eclable uncontra- j 
dieted witnesses deposed tliat they saw tlie prisoner . 
load, take aim, lire at, and kill the said Maevournagh. 
Thiii was properly commented on by the Judge; but, ^ 
to the astonisiuuent of the bar, ai^ indignation of ] 


« 

the coortt tl>6 Protestant jury acquitted the accused. 
SoghHing was the partiality, tliat Mr. Justice Os- 
borne felt it his duty to bind over tlie acquitted, but 
not absolved assassin, in large recognizances; thua 
for a time, taking away his license to kill Catho- 
lics. 

Are the very laws passed in their favour observed ? 
They are rendered' nugatory, ia trivial as in serious 
cases. By a late act. Catholic chaplains are permitted 
in jails, but in Fermanagh county the grand jury 
lately persisted in presenting a suspended clergyman 
for the office; ther^b]^ evading the statute, notwith- 
standing the most pressing remonstrances of a most 
respectable magistrate, nomed Fletcher, *to the con- 
trary. Such is law, sucli is Justice, for the happy, 
free, contented Catholic! 

It has l>cen .'tsked in another place, why do not the 
rich Catholics endow foundations for tiio education 
of tlie priestl)qod? ^Vhy do you not permit them to 
do so?'*A\1iy are sncli bequests subject to the inter- 
ference — the vexatious, arbitrary, peculating inter- 
ference of the Orange commissioners for charitable 
donations? 

As to Maynooth College, in no-instance, except at 
Uie time of its foundation, when a noble lord (Cam- 
den), .at the head of the Irish administration, did ap- 
pear to interest himself in its advancement ; and dur- 
ing the government of a noble duke (Bedford), who, 
like his ancestors, has ever been the friend of freedom 
and mankii\d, and who has not so far adopted the 
'^elfish policy of the day as to exclude the Catholics 
from the number of his fellow-creatures; with these 
exceptions, in no instance has that institution been 
projicrly encouraged. Ihcre was indeed a time w hen 
the.Cathulic clergy were conciliated, while (he Union 
was pending, that union which could not be carried 
without them, while their assistance was requisite in 
procuring addresses from the Catholic counties; then 
they were cajoled and raressed, feared and nattered, 
and given tq^ understand that ‘Mhe Union would do 
every thing;/” but, the moment it was passed, they 
were driven back will; coutempt into tbeir former ob- 
scurity. . , ' 

In "the conduct pursued toxvards Maynooth Col- 
lege, every thing is done to irritate and perplex — 
every thing is done to efface tl)e slightest impression 
of gratitude 'from the Catholic Jnind; the very h.iy 
nude upon the lawn, the fat .and tallow of the beef 
and mdtton allowed, must be paid for and accounted 
upon oath. It is true, this economy in miniature 
cannot be sufUcieotly commended, particularly at a 
time when only llie insect defaulters of the Treasury, 
your Hunts and your Chinnervs, when only those 
“gilded bugs” can escape tJie microscopic eye of mi- 
nisters. But wb«i you come forward, session after 
session, as your paltry pittaiit^e is w rung from you 
with wrangling and reluctance, to boast of your li- 
berality, well might the Catholic exclaim, iu the words 
of Prior,— • - 

Tu Jolio I owe some okii^atioo, 

BuIJiihu ooliickily thlaks' fit 
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To publUb fi to all ibe oation, 

So Joba and I are more than <(nll. 

Some persons have compared the Catholics to the 
beg^r in Gi) Alas. NYho nvule them beggars ? Who 
are enriclird with 4he spoils of their ancestors ? And 
cannot youTriievc thebc^ir, w hen your fathers have 
made hyn such? If you are disposed to relieve him 
at all, cannot you do it without flinging your far* 
thuigs ki liis face? As a contrast, however, to this 
beggarly benevolence, let us look at the Protestant 
cliarter-schools; to them you have, lately granted 
41,<MK)/, ; thus ore they supported, and how are they 
lecruited? 51ontesquieu observes, on the English 
conslHution, that the model may be found in Tacitus, 
where the historian describes the policy of the Ger- 
mans. and adds, this beautiful system was taken 
frpm live w ouds so. in sf>eaking of the charter-schools, 
• tBinyVeoltfcrved, tliatthisbeautiful system was taken 
from Uie gypsies. These schools are rccniitcd in the 
same manner as the Janizaries at the time of their 
enroljneiit under Amurath, and the gypsies of the 
present day, with stolen children, with children de- 
coyed, and kidnap{>ed from their Catholic connexion^ 
by their rich and powerful Protestant neigtii>our.s : 
this is notorious, and one instance may suffice to 
show in what maimer. The sister of a Mr. Carthy (a 
Catholic gentleman of very considerable property) 
died.leavingtwogirls, whowere immediately marked 
out as proselytes, and conveyed to the charter-school 
of Cpolgreny. Their uncle, on being apprised of the 
fact, which took place during his absence, applied for 
the eestitution of his nieces, offering to settle an in- 
dependence on these his relations; his request was 
refused, and, not till after five years' struggle and 
the Interference of very high authority, could this 
CaUiolic gentleman obtain back bis nearest-of kindred 
from a cliarity' charter-school. In this manner are 
proselytes obtained, and mingled with the offspring 
of- such Protestants as may avail themselves of the 
insUtutjph. And Iww are they taught? A cate- 
chism. Is put into thdir hands consisting of, I believe, 
forlfWIvc pages, in which are three questions rela- 
tive to the Protestant religion: one of these queries 
is, ** W'here was the Protestant religion before Lu- 
ther?” Answer, ” In the Gospel.” The remaining 
fotty-four pages and a half regard the damnable ido- 
latry bf Papists! 

Allow me to ask our spiritual pastors and masters, 
is this training up a child in the way which .he should 
go? IS tins the religioo of the gospel before the time 
of Luther? that religion which preaclies “ Peace ofi 
earth, and glory to God ?” Is It bringing up infants 
to be men or devils ? Better w ould it be to send them 
anywhere than teach them such doctrines; better 
send Uiem to those islands in the Soutli Seas, where 
they might more humanely learn to* become, canni- 
bals; it would be less diisgusting' that they were 
brought up. to devour the dead, Uian persecute the 
living. Schools, do you call them? call them rather 
dunghills, where the Viper of intolerance deposits her 
young, that, when their teeth are cut and their poison 


. is mature, they may issue forth, filthy and venomous, 
to sting the Catholic. But are these the doctrines 
of the Church of England, of of churchmen? No; 
the most enlightened churchmen are of a diifcrent opi- 
nion. What says Paley? “ I perceive no reason why 
men of different religious jiersunsions should hot sit 
upon the same bencli. deliberate in the .same council, 
or fight in the same ranks, as well as men of various 
religious opinions, upon any controverted topic of na- 
tural history, philosophy, or ethics.” It ip.iy !>e an- 
swered that Paley was not strictly orthodox; I know 
nothing of his orthodoxy, hut who w ill deny that he 
was an ornament to thechurdi, to human nature^to 
diristianity? 

I shall not dwell upon the grievanreof tithes, so 
severely felt by the peasantry; but it nwiy lie proper 
to observe, that there is an addition to tlie burthen, 
a per centage to the gatherer, wboSe interest it thus 
becomes to rate them as highly as possible; and we 
know that in many large livings in Irelpnd, the only 
resident rrota.stnnts are tlie tithe-proctor and his f:i- 
mily. 

Among many causes of irritation, too numerous 
for recapitulation,' there ip one in Uie militia not to 
hep«Tssed over, I mean the existence of Orange lodges 
amongst the privates : can the ofllcers deny this? 
And if such lodges do exist, do they, can (hey tend 
to promote harmony amongst the men, who are thus 
individuaily separated- in society, although mingled 
in the ranks? And is tins general system of perse- 
cution to be pennitted, or is it tQ be believed that 
with such a system the Catholics can or ought to be 
contejited? If they are, they belle human nature; 
they are tlien, indeed, unworthy to be any thing but 
the slaves you iiave made them. The facts stated are 
from most respectable authority, or I should'not have 
dared in this place, or any place, to hazard this 
avov^al. If exaggerated,. there are plenty, as willing 
as 1 beJicve them to he unable, to disprove them. 
Shoold it be objected that I never was in Ireland, I 
beg leave to observe, that it is ns easy to know some- 
thing of Irehlnd without having lieen there, ns it 
appears with some to have been horn, bred, and 
clierished there, and yet remain ignorant of its best 
interests. 

Buttliere are, who assert that tiie Catholics have 
already been too much indulged *. see (cry they) what 
has been /done : we have given them one entire col- 
lege, we allow them food'and raiment, the full en- 
joyment of the elements, and leave to fight for us as 
long as they have limbs and lives to offer; and yet 
they are never to be satisfied? Generous and just 
declaimers! To this, and to this only, amount tlie 
whole of your .arguments, when stripl of their so- 
phistry. These personages remind me of the story 
of a certain ^rummer, w|>o Wing called upon in the 
course of duty to administer punishment to a friend 
tied to the halberts, was requested taflog high; be 
did->to flog low, lie did-^to flog in the middle, he 
did—high, low; dowm the and up again; but 

all in vaui ; the patient conCu<^ his complaints with 
^ M5 
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the most provoking pertinacity, until the drummer, 
exhausted and angry, flung down his scourge, ex- 
claiming, “the devil burn you; there’s no pleasing 
you, flog where one will!" Thus it is; you have 
hogged the Catholic high, low, here, there, and every j 
where, and then you wonder he is not pleased. It 
is true, that time, experience, and that weariness 
which attends even the exercise of barbarity, have 
taught you to flog a little more gently, but still you 
continue to lay on the lash, and will so continue, till 
perltaps the rod may be w rested from your hands, and 
applied to the backs of yourselves and your posterity. 

It was said by somebody in a former debate (I for- 
get by w horn, and am not very anxious to remember), 
if the Catholics ar&emancipatcd, why not the Jews? 
If this sentiment was dictated by compassion for the 
Jews, it might deserve attention, but as a sneer 
against the Catholic, what is it but the language of 
Shylock transferred from his daughter’s marriage to 
Catliolic emancipation? — 

W'CHild any of Uie tribe ot Darralbai 

Sliouid have M, ralber Uua a cliri*Uanr 

1 presume a Catholic is a Christian, ^ven in the 
opinion of him whose taste only can be. called in 
question for his preference of the Jews. 

It is a remark often quoted of Dr. Johnson (whom 
I take to be almost as good authority as the gentle 
apostle of intolerance, Dr. Duigenan), tliat he who 
could entertain serious apprehensions of danger to 
the Church in these times, would have '* cried lire in 
the dduge." Tliisia more than a metaphor, for a 
remnant of these antedeluvians appear actually to 
have come down to us^ with fire in their mouths and 
water in their brains, to disturb and perplex man- 
kind with their wlumsical outcries. And as It is an 
Infallible symptom of that distressing malady with 
which I Conceive them to be aflliclcd (so any doctor ! 
will inform your lordships), for the Ufihappy invalids ‘ 
to perceive a flame perpetually flashing before their 
eyes, particularly wlicn their eyes are shut (as those 
of the persons to whom I allude have been), it is im- 
possible to convince these poor creatures," that the 
lire against which they ore. perpetually warning us 
and themselves, is nothing but tm i.juis faUtns of their 
own drivelling imaginations. What rhubarb, seiina, 
or “ wbal purgative drug, can scour that fancy 
thence?”— It is impossible: they* are given over, 
theirs is the true 

Caput Inuuabilc Iribus AoUcyris. 

These arc your true Protestants. Like Bayle, who 
protested against all sects wliatsocver, so do they 
protest against Catholic petition.s, Protestant pHi- 
tioos, ail redress, all that .reason, humanity, policy, 
justice, and common sense can urge a|ainst the de- 
lusions of their absurd delirium. These are the 
persons who reverse the fahlc of the mountain that 
brought fortl) a mou.se; they are the mice who con- 
ceive themselves in labour with mountains. 

To return to the Catholics : suppose the Irish were 


I actually contented under their disabiKties, suppose 
I them capable of such a btiU as not to desire deli- 
verance, ought we not to wish it for ourselves? 
Have we nothing to grfin by their emandpation ? 
\Miat resources have been wasfed, what talents 
have been lost, by llie selfish systan of exclusion ! 
You already know the value of Irish aidrat this 
moment the defenoo of England is intrusted to the 
Irish militia; at tbit inoment, while the starving 
people of England are rising in the fierceness of des- 
pair, the Irish are faithful to their trust. But till 
c(|ual energy is imparted throughout by the extension 
of freedom, you cannot enjoy the full benefit of the 
strength which you .are glad to interpose between 
you and destruction. Ireland has dune much, but 
will do mure. At this moment, the only triu'inph 
obtained through long years of continental disaster 
has been achieved hy an Irisli general; it is true he 
is not a Catholic; had he been so, we should have 
been deprived of his exertions; but 1 presume no one 
w ill assert that his ndigion would have impaired his 
talents, or diininishetl his patriotism, though in that 
case he must liavc compiered in the ranks, for he 
never could have commanded an army. 

But w hile he is fighting the battles of the Catholics 
abroad, his noble brother has this night advocated 
their c^iuse, with an eloquence which I shall not de- 
predate by the Imuihlc tribute of my panegyric; 
whilst a third of his kindred, as unlike as uneijtiaJ, 
has l>ecn combating against his Catholic brethren in 
Dublin, with circular letters, edicts, prcK'inmations, 
arrests, and dispersions— all the vc.xatious impic- 
inents of petty warfare tliat could be wielded by tbe 
mercenary guerrillas of government, clad in Uie rusty 
armour of their obsolete statutes. Your lordships 
will, doubtless, divide new honours between the sa- 
viour of Portugal, and the disperser of delegates. U 
is singular, indeed, to observe the difference between 
our foreign and domestic policy; If Catholic 3pain, 
faithful Portugal, or Uie no less CathdHc anttfahliful 
king of the one Sicily (of which, by the by, you fwne 
lately deprived Itim), stand in need of succour, aw ay 
goes a fleet and an army, an ambassador and n sub- 
sidy, sometimes to fight pretty hardly, generally to 
negotiate very badly, and always to pay very deaejy 
for our Popish allies. But let four millions of fellow- 
suhj>cl$ pray for relief, w ho fight and pay and labour 
in your ^half, they tnu.st be treated as aliens, and 
although their “ father’s liouse has many maixsions,” 
there is no resting-place for them. ' Allow nu: to ask, 
are you not figluing for the emancipation of Ferdi- 
nand the Seventh, who certainly is a fnol, and consc> 
I quentiv, it all pi'ol>ability, a bigot? and have you 
moic regard for a foreign sovereign than your own 
fellaw -subjects,^ who are not ftols, for they know 
)our Inlerest belter than you know your own ; who 
are not bigots, for they return you gooij for evil; 

I but who are in worse durance than the prison of an 
usui'per, inasmuch as the fetUrs of the mind are 
more galling than ihcse.of the body? 

Upon tbe consequences of your not acceding to tbe 
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claims of the petitioners, I shall not expatiate ; you 
know them, you will feel them, and your children’s 
children when you are passed away. Adieu to tliat 
Union so called, as ** Liirusn non lufeudo," a Union 
from never uniting, whirh, in its first operation, pre 
a death-blow to the independence ol Ireland, and in 
its last may be the cause of her eternal separation 
from this country. If it mutt be called a Union, it 
is the union of the shark with bis prey : the spoiler 
swallows up his victim, and thus they liecome one 
and indivisible. Thus has Great Britain swallowed 
ly) the parliament, the constitution, the independence 
pf Ireland, and refuses to disgorge even a single pri- 
vilege, although for the relief of her swollen and dis- 
tempered body politic. 

And now, my lords, before I sit down, will his 
maje.sty’8 ministers permit me to say a few words, 
not on their merits, for that would be superfluous, 
butch ^le degree of e.stimation in wjiidi they are 
held^%ie people of these realms. The esteem in 
w^JFtliey are held has been boasted of in a trium- 
pflnt tone on a late ocu||pn within these walls, and 
a comparison instiyU^inetweeD their conduct aud 
that of noble lords on this side of the House. 

What portion of popularity may have fallen to the 
sl^re of my noble friends (if such 1 may presume to 
call them), I sl^II not pretend to ascertain; but that 
of his majesty’s ministers it were vain to deny. It is, 
to be sure, a little like the wind, — no one knows 
“whence it cometh or whither it goetU,” but they 
feel it, they enjoy it, they boast of it. Indeed, mo- 
H" dost and unostentatious as they are, to what part of 
even the most remote, can they flee to 
Tfvofd fbo triumph which pursues them? If they 
* ^ungeinto the oddland counties, there will they be 
'^'^eeted by the mnnufheturers with spurned petitions 
their hands, and those halters round tlieir necks 
^ jf recently voted fta their ^ehalf, imploring blessings on 
the heads of those who so simply, yet ingeniously, 
4 contrived lo remove them from their-iniserics in this 
>io a better world. If they journey on to Scotland, 
fronxGiasgow to Johnny Groat’s, every where will 
tliey receive similar marks of approbation. If they 
take a trip from Portpatrick to Donaghadee, there 
will they rush at once into the embraces of four 
Catholic millions, to whom their v*ote of this night is 
about to endear them for ever. - When they return to 
the metropolis, if they can pass under. Temple Bar 
without unpleasant sensations at the sigh.t of the 
greedy niclies over that ominous gateway, they cannot 
escape the acclamations of the livery, and tlie more 
tremulous, but not less sincere applause, the l>iessingSy 
“not loud but deep,** of bankrupt incrcliants and 
doubting stock holders. If they look to the army, 
what wreaths, not of laurel, hut of iiight-.shade, are 
preparing for the heroes of Walcherenf It is true, 
there are few living de|ionents left to testify lo their 
merits on that occasion ; but “ a cloud of witnesses’* 
are gone above from that gallant army which they so 
generously and piously dispatched, to recruit the 
“ noble army of martyrs.” 


Wliat if, in tlie course of this triumpluil carcer(iD 
whicii they will gatltei: as many pebbles as Caligula’s 
iirmy did on a similar triumph, the prototype of their 
own), they do not perceive any of those memoriais 
wliich a grateful people erect in honour of their bene- 
factors; what although not even a sign-post will con- 
descend to depose tiie Saracen's head in favour of the 
likeness of the conquerors of Walcheren; they will 
not want a picture who can always havea caricature 
or regret tlie omission of a statue who w ill so often 
see themselves exalted in effigy. Bui their popubrily 
is not limited to the narrow bounds of an island; 
there are otlier countries w here their measures, and, 
above all, their conduct to the Catholics, must render 
tiiem pre-eminently popular. If they are beloved 
lierc, in France they must be adored. There is no 
measure more repugnant lo the designs and feelings 
nf Bonaparte than Cotliolic emancipation ; no line of 
conduct more propitious to his projects, tlian that 
which has l>een pursued, is pursuing, and, I fear, will 
be pursued, towards Ireland. \Vhat is England 
without Ireland, and what is Ireland w itliout tlie Ca- 
tholics? It is on the basis of your tyranny Najioleon 
Iwpps to build his ow n. So grateful must oppression 
of the Catholiexs be to his mind, that doubtless (as lie 
has lately permitted some renewal of intercourse) the 
next cartel will convey to this country cargoes of 
Sevres china and blue ribands (things in great re- 
quest, and of equal value at this moment), blue ri- 
bands of the legion of honour for Dr. Duigenan and 
his ministerial disciples. SUcli is that well-earned 
popularity, the result of those extraordinary expedi- 
tions, so expensive to ourselves, and so useless to our 
allies; of those singular inquiries, so exculpatory to 
the accused, and so dissatisfactory to the people; of 
those pnradmicai victories, so honourable, as we are 
told, to tiic Briti.*ih name, and so destructive to the 
liest interests of the British nation : above all, sucii 
is the rew ard of a conduct pursued by ministers to- 
wards the Catiiolics. 

I have to apologize to the House, who will, 1 trust, 
pardon one, not often in the habit of intruding upon 
their indulgence, for so long attempting to engage 
their attention. My most decided opinion is as my 
vote w ill be, iu favour of tlie motion. 

DEBATE O.N MAJOR CARTWRIGHTS PETITION 
JC?(e 1, 1813. 

LORD BYRON rose and said : 

My Lords, — The petition which I now hold for 
the purpose of presenting to the House, is one w hi^ 

I humbly roaceive requires the particular attention of 
your lordships, inasmuch as, though signed but by a 
single individual, it contains statements whicii (if not 
disproved) demand most serious investigation. The 
grievance of which the petitioner complains is nei- 
ther selfish nor imaginary. It is not his own only, 
for it has been and is still fell by numbers. No one 
without these walls, nor indeed within, but may to- 
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morroyt^ be made liable to the same insult and ob- 
struction, in the discharge of an imperious^ duty for 
the restoration of the trueconslit 4 tion of these realms 
by' petitioning for reform in parliament. Ttie peti- 
tioner, my lords, is a man whose long life has been 
spent in one unceasing stniggle for tUe liberty of the 
subject, <igainst that undue influence which has in- 
creased, is increasing, and ought to be diminished; 
and, whatever difference of opinion may exist as to 
^ his political tenets, few will be found to question the 
integrity of his intention. Even now, oppressed with 
years, and not exempt from the infirmities attendant 
on his age, but still unimpaired in talent, and un- 
sliaken in spirit—** frangat., «o» flectes ” — he has 
received many o wound in the combat against cor- 
ruption; and the new grievance^ the fresh insult o( 
which he complains, may inflict anoUier scar, but no 
dislionour. The petition is signed by John Cart- 
wright ; and it was in bdialf of the people and parlia- 
ment, in the lawful pursuit of that reform in the re- 
presentation, which is the best service to be rendered 
both to parliament and people, that be encountered 
the wanton outrage whiclt fortns the subject matter^ 
of his petition to your lordships. It is couclied in 
firm, yet respectful language— in the language of a 
man, pot regardless of what is due to himself, but, at 
the same time, 1 trust, equally mindful of the defer- 
ence to be paid to this House. Ihe petitioner states, 
amongst other matter of equal, if not greater ini- 
poftanoe,.to all who are British in tlieir feelings, as 
well as blood and birth, that on the 21st January, 
1813, at Huddersfield, himself and six other peri»ons, 
who, on hearing of his arrival, had waited on him 
merely as a . testimony of respect, w ere seized by a 
military and civil force, and kept in close custody for 
several hours, subjected to gross and abusive ins^^ 
nuntions from tiie mmmanding-officcr, relative to the 
character of the petitioner; that he the petitioner 
was finally carried l>ffore a magistrate; and not re- 
leased till an examination of papers proved that there 
.was not only no just, but not even statutable charge 
against him; and that notwitlistanding die promise 
and order from the presiding magistrates of a copy 
of the warrant against your petitioner, it was after- 
wards withheld on diyers pretexts, and has never 
until this hour been granted. Tt^e names and condi- 


tion of the parties wiJtbe found in the petition^ To 
the oihdr topics touched upon in tbe petition. 1 shill 
not now advert, from a wish not to encroach upon 
the time of the ^ouse ; *but I do most sincerely c^l 
the attention of your lordships to. its general contents 
>it is in the cause of tbe parliameut and people tbat 
the rights of this venerable freeman have been vio- 
lated, and it is. In my opinion, the highest mark of 
respect that could bf paid to the House, tliat to your 
justice, rather than by appeal to any inferior court, 
be now commits himself. Whatever may be the (ate 
of his remonstrance, it is some satisfaction to mp, 
though mixed with regret fur the occasion, tliat I 
have this opportunity of publicly stating the obstruc- 
tion to which the subject is liable, in the prosecution 
of the most lawful and imperious of his duties, tbe 
obtaining by petition reform in parliament. I have 
shortly stated his complaint; the pgtitioner bas more 
fully expressed it. Your lordships wjlL I’bo^ 
adopt some measure fully to protect and redni|i|ijm : 
and not him alone, but the xvhole body of thef||^e, 
insulted and aggrieved in^j^ person by tbe inll^- 
sition of an abused civil, an9Kii|^ ful military fol^ce, 
between them and their right of petition to their own 
rqircsentatives. * 

Uis lordship then presented tbe petition from 
Cartw right, which was read, complaining of the oii^ 
cumstances at Huddersfield, and of interruptions 
given to the right of petitioning, in several places in 
the northern parts of tbe kingdom, and whicli his 
lordship moved should be laid on tbe table. ^ t 
f^veral lords having S{)oken on tlw ques^foi^ 
LORD BYRON replied, tl^at he had, to 
of duty, presented this petition W .l||V. 
consideration. The noble earl haA-cor^nded 4bat it 
was not a petition, but a speech ;;)nd tbot, ^sit eonj 
tained no prayer, it ilKNild not be received. \Vl ~ 
was the necessity of a prayer? k'tliht wprd w^re 
be used in its. proper sense, their lor^Jsliips couj^ 4 iot 
expect that any man should pray to otbeps* *JUbi ludi: 
only to s^y, that the petition, tliongh in some.(>artb 
expressed strongly, perhaps^ did not contain im- 
proper mode of address, but was couohed in respect- 
ful language towards tlieir lordships; he slioujd there- 
fore trust their lordships would allow Uie petition 
to be received. 


A FRAGMENT.; 


Junt 17 . ( 810 . 

In tlie year 17 — , having for some lime determined 
on a journey through countries not hitherto much 


frequented by travellers, I set out, accompanied by a 
friend whom I shall designate by the name ofAugus- 
tus Darvell. He was a few years my elder, and a 


• Dining I wwkof raid al iHodall, in the iiainmer ofiSlS, the 
partf having amuied ibentaeivoo with reading German (;husi alu^ 
riot, they agreed atlaat lo write aomeihlng in imitaUon ol Uk'id. 
“Yun aoJ Lurd Byron lo XIrx Slrclley. * will pnblbli otin 

togclber.'’ He then hTgan bis tale of Ihe Vampire; and, having 
ilie whole arramed in his head, repeated to them a sketch of ihe 


story one eveulop but. from the narrative being in proee, made 
i but liltic progress in flIUog up hisoatlioc. Tbe most memorable 
restill, indeed, of ihrlr fttory-lclUngcunipact, was Mn. Shelkra 
[ wild aud jiowcrful roroauce of Pratikensieio.— Mooii. 

» “ I liegan It,” wyi Lofd Byron, “ in an oW acooutu-book of Him 

I MUbanke's, which 1 kept because R coDtakki the wurd ' bouaehold.' 
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man of con^ideraWo forluno and ancient family — 
adrintt^ea whici! an ciitensive capority prevented 
him alike R’om underveluin^c or overrating. Some 
peculiar circumstances In his private history had 
rendered him to mean object of attention, of interest, 
and even of regard, which neither the reserve of his 
manners, nor occasional indications of an inquietude 
at times nearly approaching to alienation of mind, 
could extinguish. 

I was yet young in life, whidi I had begun terly; 
but iny intimacy wirli him was of a recent date: We 
had b^n Hhcated at thCsame scboolsand imivlrsity, 
but his pr^ress through these had preceded mine, 
and be Ita(Ki^n deeply initiated into what is called 
the'.wnHH, white I was yet iii my novidiate. tVhile 
thas'^np gbd, I had 'heard tnucli both ot hid past and 
pdooent to; and, alt)K>ugh in tln*se acconnts there 
wero m»tn'^and irreconcilable contradictions, f could 
still gather from the whole Ke was a boing of no 
common order, and onrwhpj idfetever pains he*migbt 
take to avoid reftifrk, woMli^tilliM: fcma/kable. 1 
had dhUNatrdihis a<^i>iiimnto'!(^)in^)entjy, and en> 
deav^uted tooj^tain Kr».fr||j|^Juj;^ hot this last^p> 
yvfid fa i Bl ^m aUainjdi^ t yfintever afl'cetions iie 
iHKm hare ptttesscd 

CCUnguiUied, Ihd otbcri to fliat bis 

feelti^ wen! acute, I had sufDeiest t>i)|Bnunitie6 of 
olillyrving; for» although he could ^btaol> he cop Id : 
qot altogether di^niso them : btiH^iebgd a power of 
giving to one passion the appcaraudS^aoollier, in 
such a maiinel' it was diHiciilt (Vi^^line the na- 
ture of wfaat watWorking witliin bioffi^^t^ex- 
prrssions of hU features would vanhoo rapidl)|i, tlf(igh 
slightly, that it was uselaai'jo tlieir 

marces. it was evident that heSgS prey to some 
wriless disquiet; but wlietbk^ ambi- 

tfeu.f^vo;^jefnoysd> pll of these, 

of merely Frgw) a nvoeldd kffnp^rihnentiikin to disease, 

I (;6ulcf Odt dideVAer ; there were circumstances alleged 
wfhc>i [oight-have justified the application to each of 
tUkse ^uses; but, as^'bave before stfid, these were so 
contradictory and cTintrodicted, that none could be 
fixed upon with accuracy. Where tiiere is mystery, 
it IS genVrally sup|)qsed tliat there must also te’evii; 

I know' not how this, may be, but in him tliere cer- 
taiply wgs the one, though 1 couM not ascertain the 
extent of the other — and felt loth, as far as regarded 
himself, to believe in its existence. ' My advances 
were reived with sufficient coldness; but I* was 
young, ynd not easily discouraged, and M length Stic- 
ceeded in obtaining, to a certain degree, Utat com- 
mon-place intercourse and moderate conMcnce of 
common and every-day- concerns, created and ce- 
mented by similarity of pursuit and frequency of meet- 
ing. which is called intiniary, or friendship, accord- 
ing to the ideas of him wIk> uses Ibose words to 
express them. 

Darvell had already' travelled extensively, and to 


him 1 had applied for information with regard to the 
conduct of my intended jotirney. It was iiiy secret 
wish thatfie might be prevailed on to accompany me : 
it was also a probable hope, founded upon the sha- 
dowy restlessness which I had observed in him, and 
to which the animation which lie appeared to feel on^ 
such subjects, and his apparent indi^erenre to all by 
w hich he. was more immediately surrounded, gave 
fresh strength. Ibis wi)»h I first hinted, oiid tiiai 
expressed: his answer, though I had partly expertif' 
it, gave me all the pleasure of surprise— lie consented;- 
and, after the requisite arrangements, weconiinenced 
our voyages. After journeying through various coun- 
tries of the MUth of Kuh>pe, our attention was turned 
towards Uie East, according to our original destina- 
tion; and it was'in my progress through those 
gions tliat the incident occurred upon whicli will 
turn wiial I may have to relate. 

The constitution of Darvell, wliich must, from his 
appearance, have been in early life more than usually 
robust, hud been for some time gradually giving way, 
without the intervention of any apparent disease: he 
bad neither cough nor hectic, yet he became daily 
more enfeebled : his habits were temperate, and he 
neither declinml nor complained of fatigue; yet he was 
evidently wasting away: he became more and more 
silent and sleepless, and at length so seriously al- 
tered, that iny alarm grew- proportiouatc to what I 
conceived to be his danger. 

We had determined, on our arrival at Sfnyma, on 
an excursion to the ruins of and Sardis, from 

which I endeavoured to dissuade him, in his pre^nt 
wnue of indisposition — but in vain.: theiig appeared to 
be an oppression on his mind, and a solemnity in his 
manner, which’ill corresponded with liis e^igerness 
to proceed on what 1 regarded as a mere parly of plea- 
sure, little suited to a valetudinarian; out 1 opposed 
lifin no longer — and in a fc]|idays we set off together, 
accompanied only by a serrugee and a single janizary. 

We had passed half-way towards tiie remains of 
Ephesus, leaving beliind us the more fertile environs 
of Smyrna, and were entering upon that wild and te- 
nantless track through the marshes and defiles w hidi 
lead to the few huts yet lingering over the broken 
columns of Diana— the rootless walls of expelled 
Christianity, a/id the still more recent but complete 
^csolation of abandoned mosques — when tlie sudden 
ami rapid illness of my companion obliged us to Mt 
at a Turkisli cemetery, Uie tucbaiied tombstones of 
which were the sole indication that human life had 
ever been a sqjoufner in this wilderness. The only 
caravunsera we had seen was left some hours beliind 
us; not a vestige of a town, or even cottage, w^s 
within sight or hope, and this city of the dead ' ap- 
peared to be the sole refuge for my unfortunate friend, 
who seemed on liie verge of becoming tlie last of its 
inhabitants. 

In this situation, I looked round for a place where 


wrtlieD by her twice an tbe inside U^nk page of llie covert; being tite only two rciwiw 1 have in Ibe world in her writing, rxcepi her 
name to tbc Deed u( Sq>ar*Uoo.*' 
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he might most conreDietitiy repose ; — contrary to the 
usual aspect of Mahometan burial groutids, the rv' 
presses were in this few in number, and these thinly 
scattered over its extent : the tombstones were mostly 
fallen, and worn with age: upon one of tlte most con- 
siderable of these, and beneath one of tlie most spread- 
ing trees, Darvell supported himself, in a half-re- 
clining posture, with great difllcuUy. He asked for 
water. 1 had some doubts of our being able to iiml 
any, and prepared to go in search of it with hesitat- 
ing despondency — but he desired me to remain : and 
turning to Suleiman, our janizary, who stood by us 
smoking with great tranquillity, he said, *’Suleinian, 
verhnna su” (i. e. bring soinb water), and w'ent on 
describing the spot where it was to be found with 
great minuteness, at a small well for camels, a few 
hundred yards to the rigtit : the janizary obeyed. I 
said to Darvell: *MIow did you know this?’*— He 
replied, From our situation; you must perceive 
that this place was once inhabited, and could not 
have been so wKJiout springs : 1 have also beenbere 
before.” 

“ You have been here before)— How came you 
neter to mention this to me? and what could you be 
doing in a place where no one would remain a mo- 
ment longer than they could help it?” 

To this question I received no answer. In the 
meantime, Suleiman returned with the water, leav- 
ing the surrugee and the horses at the fountain. The 
quenching of histhirst had the appearance of reviving 
him fora moment; and 1 conceived hopes of his being 
able to proceed, or at least to return, and I urged 
the attempt He was silent— and appeared to W 
collecting bis spirits for an effort to speak, lie 
began. 

This is the end of my journey, and of my life— I 
came here to die : hut 1 have a reque:>t to niahe, a 
command — for such my'^last words must be.-?Ynu 
will observe it?" 

**Most certainly'; but have better hopes.*’ 

**1 have no hopes, nor wishes, but Ibis— conceal 
my death from every human being.” 

' hope there will be no occasion; that you will 
recover, and—” 

” Peace ! it must be so: promise this.” 

“I do.” 

“Swear it by all that” He here dictated au 

oath of great solemnity. ^ 

“There is no occasion «for this— I will observe 

your request and to doubt me is ” 

“ It cannot be hel{>ed, — you piusl swear.” 

I look the oath : it appeared to relieve him. He re- 
nwved a seal-ring from his linger, on which were 
some Arabic characters, ond presented it to me. He 
proceeded — 

“ On the ninth day of the month, at noon precisely 
(what month you please, but this must be the day). 


you must fling this ring into tlie salt springs which 
run into the Bay of Eleusis; theday^diter. at the same 
hour, vou must repair to the ruins of the te'nt(de of 
Ceres, and wait one hour.” 

“Why?" 

“ You will sec." 

“Tlie ninth day of the month, you say?” 

“The ninth." 

As I observed that the present was the ninth of the 
month, his countenance clianged. and he paused. Aa 
lie sale, evidently becoming more feeble, a stork, with 
a .Mi^e in her be.ik, perciicd u|K)n a tombstone near 
us; and, without devouring her prey, appeared to be 
fiteadfastly regarding us. I know not*what Impelled 
me to driie i^away. but tlie attempt was iisSlessvshe 
made a ftys circles in the air, and returned «actly lo 
the same s^mt. Dartell pointed to it, ^ smilM : 
he spoke — 1 know not wliethcr to himself or tome- 
hut the words were only, 'T is wclH " 

“ What is well ? What do you mean ? ” 

“No matter : yqu idlUt bury me here this evening, 
and exactly wfw Yha( Urd^is now pereWd. You 
know the rest oT^iy Iniwctfpdy?*’ 

He then prnceede(J^^i](^f s^)en('dixeqtfgAB as 
to the-inanircr iu whitl^in^tlf atti migtit be liest (Son- 
cealed> finished, he' exclaimed, 

“ You pcr4|h'e tliat bird.’’’ 

“ Ortainiy.”^ 

“ And the spr|ifnt writhing in her beak 
“ Doubt le^^l^re is nothing uncom^n in it : It 
is her iwti^.pRr. Itut it is odd she d(^| not de- 

Sliced In a ghastly manner, and said faintly, 
“ It is odt As he spoke, the stork flew 

away. My eyf^|Jfbllowed it for a moment; it could 
hardly be* lonj|^,lhau* tqn might be counted. I felt 
Darveira wcighg^as iuercasp upon mv shoul- 
der, and turning to h>qk il|i«Jniis that 

he was dead! **•> 

1 was shocked w ith the sudden., certainty wlilbh 
could not be mistaken— his coiifileoance in a few mi- 
nutes became nearly black. 1 sifould have attributed 
.so rapid a change to poison, had I not liq^n aware 
that lie had noopportunily of receiving it un|^roe^ed. 
The day was declining, the body was rapidly Altering, 
and nothing remained hut to fulfil bis request. With 
Uie aid of Suleiman's ataghan and my own sabre, we 
scooped a shallow grave upon the spot w hidi Darrell 
had indicated : the earth easily gave w'avt having al- 
ready received some Mahometan tenant. We dug as 
dei'piy as tlie time permitted us, and throwing the 
dry eartJ^npon all that remained of tlie singular being 
so latdy de|>arted, we cut a few sods of greener turf 
from the less withered soil around u$, and laid them 
upon his sepQlcfire. 

Between astanishment and grief, 1 was tearleu. 
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LETTER TO JOHN MURRAY, ESQ. 

ox THE REV. W. L. BOWLESS STRICTURES ON THE LIFE AND W’BITINGS OF POPS. 


I *U play at Btitlt « Uh ihe lan and ntoon. 

Qlti San^, 

Mrmttbcr'aaBld. ilr.andihe hai raihrr rorgoUeo hcmirtn upanklncto 
my lHd)r. that ranna nerl Md« la be coutradlckUl ai I ben oactMid)' Hbr* U. . 
Utbey could bolp thcm»cll»|. 

TulttofnjfUniUeTil.OtUMortaUlf. 


lareiiM, jr«j-e*a, ici. 3S also of his gentlemanly mannersand agreeablecori’ 
DEAR SIB, versaiion. I speak of the'»e/io/e, and not of parti- 

In the different pamphlets which you have luftJ the *^tilars ; for whether he did or did not use the precise 
goodness to send me, on lJ»e Pope and Bowles con- ^’ords priilted in the pamphlet, 1 cannot say, nor 
trovers)’, 1 perceive that my name is occasionally i couldhe wiihacciiracy. 01 the loneofseriousncss,” 
introduced by both parties. Mr. Bowles refers more ^ certainly recollect nothing : on the conlriiry.^ I 
llifln onct; to what lie is pleased to consider “ a re- < tliought Mr. Bowles rather disposed to treat the 
markable circumstance.’’ not onlt- in his letter to Mr. »ubjpct lightly ; for he said ( 1 have no objection to 
Campbell, biitiiihisreplytotheQuarlcrly. ThcQuar- be coiilradicled if incorrect) that some of his good- 
terly also, am! Mr. Gilchrist, have conferred on me the natwed friends had come to him and cxdainaed, “ E;h ! 
dangeroushonourofa quotation: and Mr.Bowlesin- Bowleslhow came you to make the Woods of Ma- 
diroetty makes a kind of apj)eai to me personally, by dcira, ’ etc., etc., and that he had been at some pains 
sa\ ing, *’ Lord Bvron, if he remem^erj the circum- pulling down of the poem to convince them that 
stance, will tribiess” — (iritiiess iM italics, an he had never ma(fe ** lhe■^Vt)ods” do any thing of the 
ominous duiracier for a testimony at present). kind. He was right, and /«’ns irroiig.-and have been 

I shall not avail myself of a non mi reconio, even still up to this acknowledgment ; for 1 ought 

after so long a residence in Italy; — 1 do remember .to have looked twice before I wrote that which in- 
the circumstance"— and have no reluctance to relate volvcd an inaccuracy capable of giving pain, fhe fact 
it (since called upon so to do) as cor^pctly as the that although I had certainly before read “ the 

distance of time and the impression, of intervening Spirit of Discovery,” I took the quotation from the 
events will permit me. In the year 1812, more than Review, But the mistake was mine, and not the 
three years after the publication of “ English Bards "i>'ch quoted the passiige correctly enou^, 

and Scotch Reviewers," l1tad the lioiiqur of meeting I believe. I blundered— God knows how — into at- 
Mr. Rowles in the house Of our venerable Iwst of Iribuling the tremors of the lovers to the “ Woods 
“ Human Lfl'e, etc.” the last Argonaut of classic of Madeira," by which they were surrounded. And 
English poetry, ajid Ihc^’estor of our inferior race I hereby do fully and freely dr*clare and asseverate, 
of living.pbets, Mr,. Bowles calls this soon after" the V\ oods did not tremble to a kijs, aod that 
the publi^tion ; but to me three years appear a con- the lovers did. I quote from memory'— 
sid^rable &egiM:nt of rtie iuimortality of a modern »a 

poem. I regcillecl nothing of “ the rest of Uie com- B'oie U'** R'trnin^ iiienoc, eic.^. etc. 
pany going into another room"— n6r, tlmugh I w ell . Tln y'ubi; Jufcra) treiul.litLevi ii*a» inhe power, etc. * 
reraemlier the topography of oar host’s elegant and And if I had been awpre that this declaration w ould 
classicaliy-funiished mansion, could I swear to the have been in the smallest degree satisfactory to Mr. 
very room wlnu-e the conversahon occurred, though Bowles, 1 should not have waited nine years to make 
tlie ** taking r/oicH the poem” seems to lix it In the it, notwithstanding liiat English Bards and Scotch 
library. Had it been ** taken up,*’ it would probably Reviewers” had been suppressed some time previously 
have been in the draw ing-room. I presume also that to my meeting him at Mr. Rogers's. Our worthy 
tiie reihai^kaUc circumstance” took place aper host might indeed have told him as mucti, as it was 
dinner, as 1 conceive that neither Mr. Bowdes's po- at his representation that I suppressed it. A uew 
liteness nor appetite would have allowed him to edition of that lampoon was preparing for the press, 
detain ^Mhe rrst of the company ” standing round when Rogers represented tome, that ” 1 wasnoto 
their chairs in the “‘oUier room, while we were DQijuainjtcd w ith many of. the parsons nicr.tioned In. 
discussing the Woods of Madeira," instead ofeir- it, aiui >^iih some on terms of ihtiinacy;” and that 
culating its vintage. Of Mr. Bowles's good-hu- he knew one family in particular to wlipm its sup- 
luonr” I have B full and not uhgrateful recollection ; pressiob would give pleasure.” I did not hesitate 


Digitized by Google 


990 


BYRON’S WORKS. 


one moment; it wa&cancelled instantly; and it is no | 
fault of mine that it has ever been republished. When 
1 left Ei^land, in April, tSlC, with no ver>- violent 
intentions of troubling that country again, and amidst 
scenes of various kinds to disiracfiiiy attention — • 
almost luy last act, I believe, was to sign a power of 
attorney, to yourself, to prevent or suppress any 
attempts (of which several had been made in Ireland) 
at a republication. It is proper that I should state, 
that the persons with whom I was subsecpiently ac- 
quainted, whose names had occurred in that publi- 
cation, were made my ac(iuainlances at their own 
desire, or llirough tlie unsought intervention of 
others ; I never, to the best of my knowledge, sought 
a personal introduction to any. Some of them to 
this day I know only by correspondence ; anji w flh 
one of those it was l>egun by mysi’lf, in consequence, 
however, of a polite verbal communication from a 
third i^soir. 

I have dwelt for an instant on these circumstances, 
because it has sometimes been made a subji>ct of 
bitter reproacli to me, to have endeavoured to suppress 
lliat satire. I never shrunk, as those who know me 
know, from any personal consequences which could 
be attached to Us publication. Of its subscf{uciit sup- 
pression, *^s I possessed the copyright, I was the 
best judge and the sole master, tlie circumstances 
whidi occasioned the suppression I have now stated ; 
of the motives, each must judge, according to his 
candour or malignity. Mr. Bowles does me tlie ho- 
nour to talk of,“ noble mind,” and “ generous mag- 
nanimity and all this hecH'iiKse “ the circumstance 
w’Ould.havc been explalnetl had not the book been 
suppressed.” 1 sec no ‘ ‘ nobihtV of mind ” in an act 
of simple justice; and I hate the word “ mogpinni- 
initj/.” be(»use I have somelinics seen it applied to 
llje grossest of impostors by Ibe greatest of fools ; 
but I would have ” explained tlie circumstance,*' 
notwithstanding “ Ihe .suppression of the book,” if 
Mr. Bowles had expressed any desire that I should. 
As the “ gallant Galbraith” says to ” Bailie Jarvie,” 

” VTell, the devil take the mistake and all that oc- 
casioned it.” I ha.ve had as great and greater mistakes 
made about me personally and poetically, once a 
month for these last ten years, and never cared ^rery 
much idwat correcting one or the other, at Ipas^’ after 
the first efgbtiSDd'ferty hours lutd gone over them. 

I must now, however, say a word or two about 
Popo, of whom jpu have my opinion more at large in 
the unpublished letter a>» or /o .(for I -forget which) 
the editdr of “ Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine;” 
and here 1 doubt that Mr. Bowles will not approve of 
my sentiments. , 

Although I regret haTtng published “English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers,” the part which I regret the 
least is that which regards Mr. Bowles with rcfc.* j 
rence to Pope. Whilst I was writing thatpublication, 
in 1807 and 1808, fir. HoUiouse was desirous that I 
should express our mutual opinion of Pope, and of 
Mr. Bowles’s edition of his works. As I had com- 
pleted my outline, and felt lazy, 1 requested that he 


would do so. He did it. His fourteen lime on 
Bowles’s Pope are in the first edition of “ English 
Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” and art quite as severe 
and much more po^ical than my own in the second. 
On reprinting tlie work, as 1 put my name to it, I 
omilt^ Mr. ilobhouse’s lines, and replaced tliem 
with my own, by vihich the work gained less Uian 
Mr. Bowles. I have stated this in Um* preface to the 
second edition. It is many years since I have read 
that poem; hut the Quarterly Review, Mr. Octavius 
Gilchrist, and Mr. Bowles himself, have been so 
obliging as to refresh my memory, and that of tiM 
pul)lic. I am grieved to say, that In reading over 
tliose lines, I repent of Uieir having so far fallen short 
of what I meant to express u|>on tlie sul>jec^t of 
Bowles’s edition of Pope’s Works. Mr. Bowles says 
that “ Lord Bvron Icnoirs he does not deserve this 
character.” I know no such thine. I have met Mr. 
Bowfes oecasionally, in the best society in London; 
he appeared to me an amiable, well-informed, and 
extremely al)le man. I desire nothing better than to 
dine in company with such a inannereA man every 
day in the week : but of “ his cliaracter” I know 
nothing personally; lean only speak I6his manners, 
and these liave my warmest approbation; But I never 
judge from manners, for I once Iwd my pocket ppdied 
by the civUest gentleman I ever met with ; and One 
of the mildest person.s 1 ever saw was AB Pacha; Of 
Mr. Bowles’s “ r/mmrter” I will \ioi do htift the 
Hijusfice to judge from the edition of Pope, if he pre- 
pared it heedlessly; nor the justice, shotild it be 
otherwise, because I would neither become a Hfprary 
exer^itioher, nor a personal one. Mr. Bowles the 
individual, and Mr, Bowles the editor, appear the two 
most op|H)site things imaginable; 

. “AoO he 

I won’t say “ vile,” beca«>se it is harsh ; nor “ mis- 
taken,” because it has two syllables loo many ; but 
every one must fill up tlie blank as^he pleases. 

What I saw of Mr. Bowles, incrcas^ niy sirrprise 
and regret Htat he slloiild -tNer Ivave lent iiU talents 
to such a task. If he had been a fool, there wouW 
have teen some excuse for him; if. he had bo^ a 
needy or a bad man, hiS -cohdiict v^^puld lrave Ijwii 
Intelligible; but he is the opposijte of all these; and 
feeling as 1 do of Pope, to me the whoTc thing is 
unaccountable. However. I must call things by then* 
right names. I cannot call Itis edition of Pope a 
.« candid ” work ; and I st,ill thiijk tfiat there is an 
affectation of that quality, not only in those volumes, 
but in the pamphlets latelv publishe.d. 

) *■ 

•‘ Why Uedolh deny hhpriwenr. 

Mr. Bowles says, that he “has seen passages in W» 
’ letters to Martha Blount, which were never published 
by me, and I hope neter irill be by otlicrs, which are 
so^ross as to itnply the grossest licentiousness,” I» 
this fair play ? It may or it may not he that such 
passages exist; and that Pope, who was hot a nroiik, 
although a Catholic, ihay have oocasionaliy sinned in 
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word and in deed with woman in bis youth; but is 
this a sufficient ground for sucli a sweeping deimncia> 
tion? Where is (he unmarried Kiiglisiiman of a cer- 
tain rank of- ljfa« ylio (provided he luis not taken 
orders) has not ton'e()roacl) hknself between the ages 
of.sixteeoa'nd tliirty with far more licentiousness than 
has ever yet been traced to Pope? Pope lived in the 
public eye from his youth upwards; he had ail llie 
dunces of his pwn time for his enemies, and, I am 
sorry to say, some, v^ho have not the a|)ology of dul- 
ness for detraction, since his death ; and yet to what 
do all their acciimulatrd hints and charges amount? — 
to an equivocal /iatsou with Martha Blount, which 
might arise as much from his inlirmitics as from his 
pasbions ; *to a hopeless flirtation with Lady klary 
\V. Montagu; to a story of Cibber's*; and to two or 
three coarse passages in his w orks. IV7io could come 
forth clearer from au imidious inquest on a life of 
fifty-six years? W’hy are we to be officiously re- 
minded of sucJi pasages in his letters, provided that 
they exist? Is Mr. Bowles aware towliut such rum- 
maging among 'betters'* and "stories" might lend? 
1 have myself seen a collectidh of letters of another 
eminent, nay, pre-eminent, deceased poet, so abomi- 
nably gross, and elaborately, coarse, lluit I do not be- 
lieve that they could be paralleled in our language. 
Wliat is more strange, is, that some of these are 
couched as postscripts to his serious and sentimental 
letters, to w hich are tacked either a piece of prose, 
or some verses, of the most hyperbolical indecency, 
lie himself says, that if "obscenity (using a much 
coarser word) be the sin against the Holy Ghost, he 
most certainly cannot be saved." These letters are in 
existence, and have been seen by many besides myself ; 
but would his etfitor have been "camfirf." in even al- 
luding to them? Nothing would have even provoked 
me, an indifferent spectator, to allude to them, but 
this further attempt at the (lepr<‘ciation of Pope. 

What should we say to an editor of Addison, who 
eit^d the following passage from Walpole's letters to 
George Montagu? "Dr. Young has published a new 
bool^ etc. Mr. Addison sent for the young Karl of 
Warwick, ns he wasdying, to sltow* him in what peace 
a Christian could die; unluckily he died of brandy: 
nothing makes a Christion die in pe^ice like being 
maudlin ! but don't say this in Gath, w here you ore." 
Suppose the editor introduced it -with this preface : 
" One circumstance is mentioned by Horace Walpole, 
which, if true; w as indeed payitious. Walpole in- 
forms Montagu that Addison sent for the young 
KnrI of Warwick, when dying, to show him in what 
peace o Christian could die; but unluckily he died 
drunk, etc., etc." Now although there might occur 
on the subsequent, or on the tame page, a faint show 
of disbelief, seasoned with the expression of "tlie 
same candour " (tire same exactly throughout the 
book), I should say that this editor was either foolish 
or false to his trust ; such a-story ought not to have 
been adinitteef, except for one brief mark of crushing 
indjgnatioD, unless it were completely proved- Why 
the words “ if true ? ” that " if" is not a peace-maker. 


Why talk of "CHbber's testimony" to his licentious- 
ness? to what does this amount? that Pope, when 
very young, was o>|ce decoyed by sonie nobleman and 
the player toa Irousc of carnal recreation. Mr. Bowies 
w-Qs not always a clergyman ; and wiien he was a 
; very young man, w as he never seduced into as mucli? 
If I w ere in tlie humour for story-teilingKond relating 
little anecdotes, 1 could tell a much better story of 
Mr. Bowles than Cibber’s, upon much belter au- 
thority, viz. that of Mr. Bowles himself. It was 
not related by him in my presence, but in that of a 
third person, whom Mr. Bowles names oftr^ner than 
once in the course of his replies. <'This gentleman 
related it to me as a humorous and w itty anecdote; 
and so it was, w hatever its other characteristics might' 
be. But should I, from a youthful frolic, brand Mr. 
Bowles with a "libertine sort of Jove," or with "li-^ 
ceiitiousness ? " is he the less now a pious or a good 
man for not having always been a priest? No such 
tl)ing; 1 am willing to believe him a good man, al- 
most as good a mon as Pope, but nqt better. 

The truth is, that In Uiese days tbegMnd"pr(m«ib 
mobile" of England is eaui; cant poHtical, cant po&^ 
tical, cantY'cligious, canf moral;' but always cant, mul- 
tiplied through all the varieties of life. It is the fa- 
shion, and w hile it lasts will be too powerfuEfor tiiose 
who can only exist by taking the tone of thi time. I 
say caul, because it is a thing of words, without the 
smallest influence upon human actions; the English 
being ho wiser, no better, and much poorer, and 
more divided amongst themselves, as well as far less 
moral, than they were before the prfevalence of this 
verbal decorum. This hysterical horror of poor 
Pope’s not very wcir ascertained and never fully 
proved amours (for even CiiU)er owns that he pre- 
vented the somewhat perilous adventure in which 
Po|>e was embarking), sounds very virtuous in a con- 
troversial pamphlet; hut all men of the world who 
know what life is, or at least what it wros to them in 
their youth, must laugh at surh a ludicrous founda- 
tion of the charge of a "libertine sort of love;” 
while the more serious will look upon those who 
bring forward such^charges upon an insulated fact, 
as fanatics or hypocrites, perhaps both. The two 
are sometimes compounded in. a happy mixture. 

, Mr. Octavius pilchtist speaks rather irreverently 
of' a "second tumbler oChot while wine negus." 
Wliat does be mean ? Is there any harm in negus? 
or is it the worse for beiqg hot ? or does Mr. Bowles 
drink negus? I had a belter opinion of him. I hoped 
that whatever wine he drank was neat; or at least 
that, like tl»c ordinary in Jonathan Wild, "he pre- 
ferred puucA, the rather as th^re was nothing against 
it in sculpture.*’ I should be sorry to believe that 
Mr. Bowles was fond of negus ; it Is such a “candid" 
liquor, so like a wasliy-wiSliy compromise between 
the paspion*for wine and tb<s propriety of water. 
But different writers have divers tastes. Judge 
Dlackstone composed his "Commentaries” (be was 
a poet too in bis youth)* " ith a bottle of port before 
him. Addison's conversq|ta^^a8 not good for much 
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uH he had taken a aimilar dose. Perhaps the pre- 
scription of these two great men was not Inferior to 
the very different one of a soi-diso»»l poet of this day, 
who, after wandering amongst the hills, returns, 
goes to bed, and dictates his verses, being fed by a by- 
stander with bread and butler during the operation. 

I DOW come to Mr. Bowles’s “ invariable principles 
of poetry.** These Mr. Bo^vles and sojne of his cor- 
respondents pronounce “unanswerable;” and they 
arc ** unanswered,” at least by Cimpbeff, who seems 
to have been astounded by the title. 1 l»e sultan of 
the time bemgt^oSered to ally himself to a king of 
France, becaos*'^ he hated tl>e word league ; ” w hich 
proves that the Padishan understood French. Mr. 
Campbell has no need of luy alliance, nor shall I pre- 
sume to offer it; but Ido hale that word “r»ira- 
ria6/e.” What is there of human, be it poetry, phi- 
losophy, wit, wisdom, science, power, glory, mind, 
matter, life, or death, which is >‘incarin6fe?” Of 
course I put things divine out of the question. Of 
ail arrogant baptisms of a book,, this title to a pam- 
phlet appears the most complacently conceited. It 
is Mr. Cvnpbeirs'part to answer the contents of this 
performance, and especially to vindicate his own 
“ship;” whicli Mr. Bowles most triumphantly pro- 
claims to have struck to hi^ very first fire. 

Quoib he, there wm a 

Now iel me ga, Ihou griy-hair'd looo. 

Or mjr »uir •ball make ihec »Up.” 

It is no affair of mine, but having once begun (cer- 
tainly not by my own wish, but called upon by the 
frequent recurrence to my name In tl>e panaphlets), I 
am like an Irishman irr a row,” auy body's cus- 
tomer.” I shall therefore say a word-or t\vo on the 
“ship.’*^ 

Mr. Bowies asserts that Campbell's “ship of the 
line” derives all its poetry, not from “orf,” hut from 
“nafwie.” “Take away the waves, tlvc winds, the 
sun, etc., etc. one w ill become a stripe of blue bunt- 
ing, and Uie other a piece of coarse canvas on tliree 
tall poles.” Very true; take away the “waves,” the 
“winds,” and there will be no ship at all, not only 
for poetical, but for any otlier purpose ; and take 
away “the sun,” and- we must read Mr. Bowles’s 
pamphlet by candle-light. Bui tlie<‘ poetry” of the 
“ship” docs iiol depend on “live waves,” etc.; on 
the contrary, the “ship of the line” confers its own 
poetry upon the waters, and heightens theirs. I do 
not deny, that the “waves and winds,” and above all 
“the sun,” arc highly poetical ; we know it to our 
cost, by the many descriptiohs of them in verse; but 
if the waves bore only the foam upon their bosom.*?, 
if the winds walled only the sea-weed to the sliore, if 
the sun shone neither upon pyramids, nor fleets, nor 
fortresses, would its beams be equally poetical.’ I 
think not rtheportry Isat least Reciprocal. J ake aw ay 
“the ship of the line” “ swinging round” the “ealm 
water,” and the calm water boconies a somewhat 
monotonous thing to J|ok at, particularly if not 
transparently clear ; the Uiousands w ho pass 
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by without looking on it at all. What was it at- 
tracted the thousands to the launch? they might have 
si*en the poetical calm water” at Wapping, or in 
tlie “ I.ondou Dock,*' or in the I*aiklinglon Canal, or 
in a horse-pond, or in a slop-hasfh, or in any other 
vase. They might have lieard Uie poetical winds 
howling through the chinks of a pig-stye, or the 
garret-window; they might have seen the sun shining 
on a footman's livery, or on a brass warming-pan; 
but could the “calm water,” or the “wind,” or the 
“sun,” make all, or any of these “poetical.’** I 
think not. Mr. Bowles admits “the ship” to be 
poetical, but only from those accessaries : now* if 
they confer poetry so as to make one thing poetical, 
they would mal^e other things poetical; the more so, 
as Mr. Bowles calls a “ship of the line” without 
them, that is to say, its “ masts and sails and 
streamers,” “blue hunting,” and “coarse canvas,** 
and “tall poles.” So they are; and porcelain is clay, 
and man is dust, and flesh is grd^s, and yet the two 
latter at least are the subjects of much poesy. 

Did Mr. Bowles ever gaze upon the sea? 1 pre- 
sume. tiiat he has, at least upon a sea-piece. Did any 
painicr ever paint the sea only, w ithout the addition 
of a ship, boat, wreck, or some such adjunct? Is 
the sea ilsClf a more attractive, a more moral, a more 
poetical object, w ith or without a vessel breaking its 
vast but fatiguing monotony ? Is a storm more }H>e- 
tical without a ship? or, in the poem of the Sliip- 
wreck, is it the storm or the ship which most inte- 
rests? both iiiur/i, undoubtedly; but without the 
vessel, what should we care for the temjicst? It 
would sink into mere descriptive poetry, which in 
itsdf was^never c.sleemed a high or<ler of that art. 

1 look upon myself as entitled to talk of naval mat- 
ters, at least to poets — with the exception of Walter 
Scott, Moore, and Southey, jicrhaps (who have been 
voyagers}, 1 have sirom more miles tlian all the rest 
I of them togethor now living ever sailed, and have 
j live<l for months and months on ship-board; and 
I during the wfiole period of my life abroad, have 
scarcely ever pas.sed a month out of sight of the 
ocean : besides being brought up from two years till 
ten on the brink of it. I recollect, w hen anchored 
; off Cape Sigxum, in 1810, in an English frigate, a 
I violent squall coming on at sunset, so violent as to 
' make us imagine that the ship would part cable, or 
drive from her anchorage. Mr.llobhousc and myself, 
and some officers, had been up the Dardanelles to 
I Abydos, and were just returned ill lime. The aspect 
of a storm in the Archipelago is as poetical as need 
be, the sen being particularly short, dashing, and 
dangerous, and the na^gation intricate and bri ken 
by the isles and currents. Cape SigaHiin, tlie tumuli 
j of the I'road, I.emnos,' Tenedos, all added to the as- 
sociations of the *liine. But what seemed the most 
“poflictt/” of ajl, at the moment, were the numbers 
(aUont two hundred) of Creek ami 'Turkish craft, 
which were obliged to “cut and run” before ll« 
w iud, from their unsafe anchorage, some for Ten^os, 
some for other isles^ some for the main, and some it 



LETTER ON DOWLES’S STRICTURES ON POPE. 


923 


might be for eternity. The sight of these Ihtle scud* 
ding vessels, darting over the foam in the twilight, 
now appearing ond now disappearing between tlie 
waves in the cloud of night, with their peculiarly 
trhife sails -(the Levant sails not being of ^'coarse 
caiioos^*' but of white cotton), skimming along as 
quickly, but less safely tlian the sea-mews which 
hover^ over them; their evident distress, U)eir re- 
duction to fluttering specks in the distance, their 
crowded succession, ~their Ith/eiiexs, as contending 
with the giant element, which made our stout forty- 
four’s teak timbers (she was built In India) creak 
again; their aspect and their motion, all struck me 
as something i^ar more poetical than the mere 
broad, brawjing, shipless sea, and the sullen winds, 
could possibly have been without them. 

The Kuxine is a noble sea to look upon, and the 
poK of Constantinople the most beautiful of harbours, 
and yet I cannot but Uiink that the twenty sail of the 
line, soma of one hundred aiid forty guns, rendered it 
more by day in the sun, and by night 

perl^i^ still more, for Uifr Turks illumiiiule their 
vessels of war in a inaiim the most picturesque, 
and ye^' alb this is arfi/Scia/. As for the EuxinC, 1 
stood u|M)n the Symplegades— 1 stood by the brok^ 
altar still exposed to the winds u|>on one of them — 1 
felt all the ''poetry” of tlie situation, as I repeated 
the first lines of Medea ; but would not that '^poetry ” 
have been lieighteued by the Argo? It was so even 
by the appearance of any merchant vessel arriving 
ffqm Odessa. But Mr. Bowles says, '' why bring 
your ship off the stocks ? ” for no reason that I know, 
e^ept that sliips are built to be launched. The wa- 
ter, etc., undoubtedly hbightbas the poetical asso; 
ciations, but it does not moAe them; and tlie ship 
amply repays the obligation; they aid each othef ; the 
water is more poetical with the ship^theship less 
so without the xyater. But even a ship, laid up in 
dock, is a grand and a poetical sight. Even an old 
boat, keel upwards, wrecked upon the l>^rren sand, 
is a **poeticul” object (and Wuidsworth, who made 
a po^n about a washing-tub and a blind boy, may | 
tell you so as well as I); whilst a lung extent of sand 
and unbrokL'inwalor, yitliotit the boat, would be as 
like dull prose as any pamphlet lately published. 

■\Yhat makes the jK>eiry in ihe image of the mar- 
ble u nite of Tadmor,"' or Grainger's Ode to StU* 
tude,” so much admired by Jolm^n? Isil the "mar- 
ble,” or the iror/e,” the artificial or the oalnral ob- 
ject? The " waste” is like all other iras/M; but the 
" marble*' of Palmyra makes the poetry ojf the pas- 
sage as of the place. 

The0^utiful but barren Hymettus, the whole coast 
of Attica,' her hills and mountains, Penlclicus, An- 
chesmus, Philopappus,>etc., etc., are in themselves 
poetical, and would be so if the name of Athens, of 
Athenians, and her very ruins, were sw'cptfrom the 
earth. But am 1 to be told that the " nature” of At- 
tica would be murc'poetlcal without the art” of the 
Acropolis ? of the Temple of Theseui ? and of the still 
all Greek and glorious mahtjments of her exquisitely 


artifidal genius ? Ask the traveller what strikes him 
as most poetical, the Parthenon, or the rock on which 
it stands? The columns of Cape Cdlonna, or the 
Cape itself? The rocks af the foot of it, or the re- 
collection that Falconer's s/iipwas bulged upon them? 
There are a thousand rocks and capes, far more pic- 
turesque than those of the AcropoHs and Cape Suni- 
um in themselves; what are they toa thousand scenes 
in the wilder parts of Greece, of Asia Minor, Switser- 
land, or even of Cintra in Portugal, or to mai^ scenes 
of Italy, and the Sierras of Spain? But it is the 
"orl,” the columns, the temples, tearr^ed vessel, 
whici) give them their antique and4i^ modern poe- 
try, and not the spots Uiemselves. Without them, 
the spofs of earth wouj^ be unnoticed add unknown ; 
buried, like Bab 3 ioD and Nineveh^ in indistinct con- 
fusion, without dbetry, at without existence : but to 
whatever spot of earth these 'ruins were transported, 
if they were capable of transportnUon, like the obe- 
lisk, ond the sphinx, and the Ueronon’s head, Uure 
they would still exist in tlie perfection of^eirbeauty 
and in tlie prioe of their poetry, l.opposed, and will 
ever, oppose, th^ robbery 'of niina from Athens, to 
instruct the'EngUsli in sculpture; but why did I so? 
The rvms are as poetical in Piccadilly were 
in the Parthenon ; but the Parthenon an^ts rock are 
less so without them. Such is the poetry at tut. 

Mr. Bowies contends again that thg pyran^ Of 
Egypt arc poetical, because of the association tylth 
boundles8-des€rt8,”’aad that a " pyramid of the same 
dtmeD8ions”'would net be suMipie in " Lincoln's inn 
Fields : ” not so poetical certainiy ; but take 9 way thp 
" pyramids,” and wlial is Uie "deserl ?” Take away 
Stone-henge from Salisbury Plain, and it is nqlbiog 
more than Hounslow Heatli, or any other uninclosed - 
down. It appears to me that St. Peter’s, the Coli- 
seum, tlie Pantheon, the Palatine, the Apollo, the . 
Laocoon, the Vem^.di Mediris,-tbe Hercules, the 
dying Gladiator, the Moses of Micliael Angelo, and all 
the higiter works of Canova (I have already spoken 
of (hose of ancient Gro^, still extant in that coun- 
try, or transported to England), are ns poetical as 
Moift Blanc or Mount ^tna, perhaps sini mart tso, 
as tliey ^re direct manifestations of mind, and 
siipposf poetry In their very conception; aodsliave, 
moreover, as being such, a something of actual life, 
whidi cannot belong .to any pkrt of inanimate nature, 
unless'we adopt the system of Spinosa, that the world 
is the deity. Tliate can be nothing more poetical in 
its aspect than the city of Venice; does lliis-depcnd 
upon the sea, or the canals ? — ^ 

“ The dirt and ica-wced wbetice proud Veuice row?” 

Is it thecanal which runs between the palace and thepri- 
son, or the " Bridge of Sighs” whicli connects them, 
that renders it poetical ? Is it the “ Canal Grande, ’ OT 
the Rialto which arches it, the duirches whicli lower 
over it, the palaces which line, and llie gondolas which 
glide over Uie waters, that render tliis city morepoett- 
cal than Rome itself? Mr. Bowles will say, iierliaps. 
that the Rialto is butmarble, tlie palaces and churebts 
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only stone^ and the gondolas a coarse’* black cloth, 
Uirown over some planks of carved wood, with a 
shining bit of fantastically-formed iron at the prow, 
**wi(Aou(” the water. And I tell him that without 
these the water would be nothing but a clay-coloured 
ditdi; and whoever says the contrary, deserves to be 
at the bottom of that where Pope's heroes are em- 
bracfil by the mud-nymphs. There would be nothing 
to make the canal of V'enice more poetical th.in that 
of Paddington, were it not for the artificial adjuncts 
above mentioned, although it is a perfectly natural 
canal, formed by the sea, and the innumerable islands 
wliicli constituwl^ site of this extraordinary city. 

The very Cloaes of Tar((uin at Home are as poeti> 
cal as Ridimond Iliil; many will think more so. 
Take away Rome, and leave the Tiber and the seven 
hills, in the nature of Evander's time; let Mr. Bowles, 
or Mr. Wordsworth, or Mr. Southey, or any of the j 
otlier naturals,” make a poem upon them, and then ; 
see which is most poetical ; their production, or the 
commonest guide-l>ook whieb tells you the road from 
St. Peter's to the Coliseum, and intorms you what 
you will see by tl»e way. ’ 'The ground interests in ! 
Virgil, because it will be Rome, and not because tt is 
Evander's ifral domain. | 

Mr. Bowies then proceeds to press Homer into his ^ 
service, in answer to a remark of Mr. Campbell's, ; 
that^* Homec was a great dcscriber of works of art.” ^ 
Mr. Bowles contends that all his great power, even ' 
in this, depends upon their connexion w ith nature. ; 
The “ shield of Achilles derives its poetical interest 
from the, subjects described on it.” And from what | 
does the vpno* of Achilles derive its interest ? and the 
helmet and the mail worh^by Patrodus, and ll>e ce- 
lestial armour, and the very bra;«cn greaves of the 
well-booled fifeeks ? . (sit solely from the legs, and 
the back, and the breast, and the human Ixjdy, wltidi 
they inclose ? In tt)at case, it w<|uid have been more ' 
poetical to have made them fight naked ; and Gulley and 
Grcgson,as being nearer to a state of nature, are more | 
poetical, boxir^ in a pair of dpw ers, than Hector and ' 
Achilles in radiant armour, and with heroic weapons. I 

Instead of the clash of helmets, and Uie rushirfg of I 
chariots, and the whizzing of spears, and the glancing 
of swtrds, and the cleaving of shields, and the pier- 
cing of breast plates, why not represent the Greeks 
and Trojans like two savage triltes, tuccring and tear- ' 
ing, and kicking, and kiting, and gnashing, fo<tming, 
grinniog^nd gouging, in all the |K>etry of martial na- 
ture, unencumbered with <gross, prosaic, artificial 
arms, an equal mperfluity to the natural warrior and ,■ 
his natural poet? Is there any thing tinpoptical in 
Ulysses striking the horses of Riicsus with hi$ 6oir 
(having fo^otten his thong), or would Mr. Bowles 
have had him kick (hem with his foot, or smack them ^ 
liis hand, as bring more unsophisticated ? 

10 Gray’s Elegy, is* there an image more striking 
than his “shapeless sculpture?” Of sculpture in ge- 
neral, it may be observed, that it is more poetical than 
nature itself, inasmuch as it re]>resents and bodies 
forth that ideal beauty and sublimity which is never 


to be found in actual nature. This at least is the ge- 
neral o])inion; but, always excepting the Venus di 
Medicis, I differ from that opinion, at least as far as 
regards female beauty; for the head of Lady Charie- 
monl (when I first saw her, nine years ego) seemed 
to possess all tliat sculpture could require for its ideal. 
1 recollect seeing something of the same kind in the 
head of an Albanian girl, who was actually employed 
in mending a road in the. mountains, and in some 
Greek and one or two Italian faces. But of sublimity, 
1 have never seen any thing in human nature at all to 
approaiHi the expression of sculpture, either in the 
Apollo, the Moses, or other of Uie sterner works of 
ancient or modern art. 

Lit us examine a little further this “babble of 
green fields,” and of bare nature in general, a^ supe- 
rior to artificial imagery, for the poetical purposes of 
the fine arts. In landscape painting. thegreat*ar- 
tist does not give you a literal copy of a country, but 
he invents and composes one. Mature, infier actual 
as|>ect, does not lurnishhim with suchexisling'seenes 
as be requites. Even qhere he presents )ou jwith 
some famous city, or celebrated scene from mountain 
or other nature, it must be taken from some (fartiru- 
IdV point of view, and with such light, and shade, 
and distance, etc., as serve not only to heighten its 
beauties, but to shadow its deformities. The poetry 
of nature alone, e.racihj as she appears, is not suffi- 
cient to bear him out. The very sky of his painting 
is not the porfratf of the sky of nature; it is a com- 
position of different sities, observed at dilferent times, 
and not the whole copied from any pariicular day. 
And why? Because Nature is not lavish of her 
beauties; they are widely scattered, and oeqasion. illy 
displayed, to be selected with care, and gathered witli 
difllculty. 

Of sculpture I have just spoken. It is the great 
scope of tlie sculptor to heighten oaturc into heroic 
beauty, i. e. in plain English, to surpass his model. 
H’hen Canova forms a statue, he takes a limb frum 
one, a hand from angther, a feature from a third, and 
a shape, it may be, from*a fourth^^irolKibly at the 
same time improving upon all, as tlie Greek ol old did 
in embodying his Venus. ^ * 

Ask a portrait painter to describe his agonies in 
accommodatiug the faces w ith whirh Nature and his 
fiitfers have crowded his painting room to the princi- 
ples of his art; withdlie exception of perhaps ten faces 
in ns many millions, there is not ouc which he c.ao 
venture to give without shading much and adding 
more. Nature, exactly, simply, barely nature, will 
make no great artist oi any kind, and least of all a 
|>oet — the UK>st artificial, perhaps, of all artists in his 
very; essence. With regard to natural imngery, llic 
poets arc obliged to take some of their best illustra- 
tions from art. You say that ■“ a fountain is as clear 
or clearer than tjlass,'* to express its beauty — 

'*0 (uQl BIJiMlusic. f})le(ulidior vitro f 

In tbe speecli of Mark Antony, the body of Cssar is 
displayed, but so also ie his numfle .* 
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'<Yoo all do know lhi» mantle, etc. 

Look! hi Ihb place rao Ca»iu$' dnjqo' tbruu^h.” 

If the poet had said that Cassius had run his^sf tliroush 
the rent of the manlier 4 would liave had more ol 
Mr. Bowles's ‘'nature” to help U; but the artiliclal 
dagger is more poetical than any natural hand with- 
out it. In the SuWin>« of sacred poetry* “Who is 
this that coifteth from Edom? with dxjed garments 
from BorraU?” AVould “the comer” be poetical 
without his “ ’V/mmcMls ” which strike and 
startle the s(>ectator» and identify the approaching 
object. 

The mother of Slsera is represented listening for 
the “ xrheels of his cJwriot." Solonjoir, in his Sung, 
compare.s the nose ofliis beloved to a** lower,” wbicli 
to us appears an eastern exaggeration. If he had said 
that her stature w ai Tike that ol a tow er,” it would 
have been as poetical as if he had compared her to a 
tree. ^ 

“ The virtuous MarcU (oui^^s above bor »cs,” 

is an instance of an Artificial linage !• express a moral 
superiority. But Solomon^ it is prebablo, did not 
coiitpare bis belovetfTs nose to tower” on account 
of its h ngth.lKitof r^l^puitrtrv : and, making ailow- 
ance for eastern hy'jiWbrikavnI Uie.dif^lly of lind- 
ing a disoreet-iwtfgb^QWffmnl ^ ^ dfenture, it is 
perlihps as good * other. 

Art is not ibfoliMH for poetical pur}>oses. 
tVhat makes a more noble oli- • 

Ject of view thaA the imhia | Their 

arms, their dressy theif t>l»hinr‘ij^Wlilii'‘iii ( mil 
artificial symmetry 

A (ligblandef's plaid. turban, and a 

Are ipoi'e'pC^tiCSil ^n thejatioed or 
untattoc4'vM0^ of a >ew. S.'indwicli savage, al- 
thoii^lt^ trore'describyd'by >Villiam Wordsworth , 
himself iiketlie*‘ idiot itHns glory.” •- 

1 haye seen as inany m'ountuins as most men, and' 
more nccte (lion the generality of landsmen; and to 
my injnd, a large convoy,, with a few sail of the line 
to conduct tliem, is^s noble and as poetical a prospect 
as all that inanimate nature can produce. 1 prefer 
the “mast of some great -admiral,” with all its 
tackle, to the Scotch Ur or the Alpine tannen;. and 
think that more poetry lias been made out of it. In 
what does flic infinite superiority of “Falconer’s 
Shipwre<!k ” (?ver al( other shipwrecks- consist? In 
his admirable* application of lire tenns of his art; in a 
poet-sailor’s description of a sailor’s fate. Tlmsc 
very terms, by his apjilicntion, make tlie stnmgth and 
reality <ff his poem. Why? because he ■#ns'a*poel, 
and in the hands of a poet «rf will not he found less 
ornamental than nature. It is.precisely. in general 
nature, and in stepping out of his element, tliat Fal- 
coner fails; where he digresshs to speak of ancient 
Greece, and “ >u*’b branches of learning.-^ 

In Dyer’s Grongar Hill, upon which his fame rests, 
Ae very appearance of Nature herself is moralised 
into an artificial image : 


“ Tliuft I* Natijte'i vesture wroufiht, 

Til iiiMi'iKH iiur watiiprlnc lboii||ht; 

Thu* »tie di'tsses giera and gay. 

To ilhiH f>c oijj cari'i away." 

And here also we have the telescope, the mis-use 
of which, from Milton, has rendered Mr. Bowles so 
triumphant over Mr. Campbell : 

“So vrr niU'Rhe ihe fnlurc** face, 

EyciJ iliroiiKli iiijpe’B di’liiiJiuK g/flia.** 

And here a word, en passant, to Mr. Campbell : 

“A* ynn snnunil*. M>ft and fair, 

Glad m colunr* of Ihtf >i r, 

WMih n> ihi»c who journey nr-ar, 

Dafr>‘[i, Iniiwik^ml rmi^h at-|M*ar. 
sun wo irrtd ibr? tamo co.ir»e way— 

Tbe present *a Mill a cloudy day." 

Is not this the original of the far-famed 

“ ’T is disiance kiKh enclianlRieiil to llio view, 

And rubri the mounUin in iU azure luie ? " 

To return once more to the' sea. I.el any one look 
on ihe long wall of Malamocco, which curbs the 
Adriatic, and pronounce bet^eep tiie sea and its 
ma.ster,. Surely that Roman w'orkfl mean Aommi 
iiyconceptfon and^lerfo^mance), wltich says to llte 
ocean, “thus far shall thou come, and no further,” 
and is obeyed, is nof less sublime and poetical than 
the angry waves which vainly break beneath it. 

Mr. Bow les makes the clhef part of a ship’s’ poesy 
depend on the “ wind : ” then why is a ship under 
.sail more poetical than a hog in a high wind.’ The 
liog^is all nature, the ship is all art, “coarse canvas,” 
“ blue bunting,” and “ tall poles;” Imth are violently 
acted upon by the w ind, tossed here aiuj^iere, to and 
fro; and yet nothing but excess of hunger could make 
me look upon the pig as the more poetical of tbe tw o, 
and then only in shape of a griskin; 

Will tlr. Bowles tell us that the poetry of an aque- 
duct ednsists in the v'oter which it convoys? Let 
him look on that of Justinian, on tlvose *of Rome, 
Constantinople. Lisbon, and Elvas, or even at the 
remains of that in Attica. 

We are asked, “ wliat makes the venerable towers 
of Westminter Abbey more poetical, as objects, than 
tlie tower for the manufactory of patent shot, sur- 
rounded by the same scenery?” I will answer— the 
arrhilecture. Turn W'estiignster Abbey, or Saint- 
Paul's, into a powdpr magazine, their poetry, as ob- 
jects, remains tjie same; the Parthenon was actually 
converted into one by iIk: Turks, during Morosini's 
Venetian siege, and part of it destroyed in conse- 
quence. Cromweirs dragoons stalled their steeds in 
Worceslep cathedral; was it less poetical, as an ob- 
ject. than before? Ask a foreigner on his approach 
to London, *what strikes him as the most poetical 
of the towers before him; he will point out St. Paul's 
! and Westminster Abbey, witjiout, perhaps, knowing 
the names or associations of either, and pass over 
the “ tower for patent shot,” not that, for any thing 
be knows to the contrary, it might not be the niatiso- 
leum of a monarch, or a Waterloo column, or a Tra- 
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falgar monumeDt, but because its architecture is ob- 
Tiously ioferior. 

To the question, “ whether U»e description of a 
game of cards be as poetical, Stipposing the execution 
of the artists equal, as a description of a walk in a 
forest?” it may be answered, that the materials are 
certaiuly*not equal; but that “the nrtisf.” who luis 
rendered the “game of cards poetical,” is Oy fir the 
greater of the two. But ail this “ ordering” of poets 
is purely arbitrary on llie part of Mr. Bowles. There 
may or may not l>e, in fact, different “orders” of 
poetry, but the poet is always ranked according to 
his execution, and not according to hi$ branch of the 
art. *•. 

Tragedy is one of the highest pre.sunied orders. 
Hughes has written a tragedy, dud a very successful 
one ; Fenton another ; and Pope none. Did any man, 
however, — will even Mr. Bowles himself rank Hughes 
and Fenton as poets above Pope ? AVaseven Addison 
(the author of Cato), or Rowe (one of ll»c higher 
order of dramatists, as far as success goes), or Young, 
or even Otway and Southerne, ever raised for a mo- 
ment to the same rank with Pope rn the estimation 
of the reader or'lhe critic, before Ids deatlv or since ? 
If Mr. Bowles w'ill contend for* classincaliohs of 
this kind, let him recollect that descriptive poetry 
has been ranked ns among the lowest branches of Hie 
art, and description as a mere ornament, but which 
should never form ‘Uhe subject” of a poem. Tl»e 
Italians, with the most poetical |.<mguage, and the 
most fastidious taste in Kurope, po.ssess now five 
preaf poets, they say, Dante, Petrarch, Ariosto, Tasso, 
and lastly Alfleri; * and whom do they esteem one of 
the highest i,pf these,, jmd some of them tlie very 
highest? Pelrarcli, llie sonHcfecr : it is true that 
someth his Canzoni are not less esteemed, but not 
more; who ever dreams of his Latin Africa? 

Were Petrarch to be ranked accordlm# to the 
“order” of his compositions, where w'ouhl the best of 
sonnets pface him ? with Dante and the others ? >'o : 
but, as I have before said, the poet who erreutrs best 
is the highest, whatever his department, and will ever 
be so rated in the world's esteem. 

Had Gray w ritten nothing but his Klfgy,Jiigli as he 
stands, I am not sure that he would not stand higher; 
it is the corner-stone of his glory; without it, Ivis 


odes would be insufficient for his fame. Tlie depra* 
ci.ntion of Pope is partly founded upon a false idea of 
the dignity of bis order -of poetry, to which he hat 
partly contributed by the id^enuoos boast, 

Ttiat not in tancj> nqpC^Tic waniW’d long. 

But floop'd 10 IruUi, and moranst^ tgi soog.*' 

He should have written “rose to^truth.” In my 
mind the highest of all poetfy is ethioal poetry, as 
the highest of all earthly objects must be moral 
truth. Religion docs not make a part of my 
subject; it is something bev(5^d Im'man pkvwers, 
and has failctl in all hum.an bands except 5lillon’8 
and Dante’s, and even Dante's [lOwers are involved 
in bis deliiieatiou of human pasjgons, though in su- 
pernatural circumstances. ^Vhal made Socrates the 
■ gre.itesl of men? His moral truth — his ethics. 

' AVliat proved Jesos Christ the Sou of God hardly less 
. than his miracles? His moral* prtHepts. And if 
I ethics have made a philosopher the first of men, and 
; have not been disdained as an adjunct to his |o^l 
! bv the Deity himself, are we to be told that eUiic.vl 
jKietry, or didactic poi’try, or liy whatever name you 
I term it, whose object is to make men heller and 

• wiser. Is not the rerij‘fn^i artlrr x)f poetry; and are 
we to be told this too by oiw!^f the priesthood i II 
requires more mind, nicqjp wikdom,.<moi^ 

than all the ^orasls'’ tlvot tyet vvere w alked - for 
their “di'si'rlpliofi,*’ and all the epics th^l ever were 
-I foumU^i ii|Km rn-lds of battlL^ Goorgici ar« in- 
disputably, and, I bdiere, even A.<^er 

poem than ibe .Ljieid. , 'Virgil knew' this; bedid sot 
j order Ihein to be burnt. 

j **ltw|mi|>eritiid7oria,inkltKll<maii.'‘ ^ 

I It is the fashion tlie-c^ to lay great 

* what they rail “ invigmaitOii;” and j^ven^ 

' twoeouimonest of Qualities; 

liMle whi>kev in his head^ w iil 
luor&than would furnish hrlU a modern poi^.’’ If 
*Lucretius had- not been spoiled by the . Lpjeurean * 
sy^leln♦ we sliouM liave h,id a far superior poem to 
any pow ip exi.stence. As mere poetry, it is Uie first 
, of Latin poems. \Viuit Him l^is ruined itf His 
ethics. Pope has not this defect; lus moral is as 
pure as his poetry i.s gloi ious. 

In speaking of artificial objects, I have omitted to 


• of these there i« one ranktnl with the olheni for hM So^srrs. i 

anil /iru fur ctimiKMilimit wli.vb beluiu to no ti .til. Where 
liDanli'? IU» (KH-iii tft nut ail rpicj then utisils (t? He hmitctf | 
calls It a ‘'ilirlnu cimiedy i *' and wliy? Tlii* It more Uiaii all Ills 
thottsaml com menu tors bare beeu able to explain. Ariosto's {s 
DOt so epic ; and il |K>e(s arc to be clatsnt according to the 
ffemu of tiic.r poetry, where is ho to be (daced? Of ilieac fire. 
Tai'o and Alfiurf «>aly come within Arisluilc's arrangement, ami 
Mr. Bowrlc»'s clOM-txKik. But tiie whd? positiuD Is faJse. P<h’Is 
ore classed by the power of their perbirniance, and not according 
to its rank (ii a gradus. In the Contrary cate,. the forgotten epic 
poets of all countries would raok above Petrarch, Panic. Ariu>to, 
Burns, Gray, Pryden, and UielHgfiejt names of various countries. ; 
Mr. Bowles's UUe of '‘^i»e(zrfaf>/rpdQciplesofpoetry,“b.periia;i«, j 
lb« most arroBaut ever prc6xed to a volume. So far are the priiH | 
cipfeiof poetry frum-b^ng invariable,'’ that they never were | 


nor ever will be aetllcd. These ^ principles ** dfean nothing more 
rtVao the predilections of a particular site; and overy>gc has its 
own. and a differenl from its predecessor. It is non ilumcr, aud 
now Virgil: once Drydeo, and linco Waller Scott; now G.<rtiellle, 
and now Racine; tww Crvbilloo. now VoUoIre. Thellomeiista 
aud vrrgflUibiu Frarvee dls|Mjied for half a critliirr.* Nut fifty 
years ago tlie Italians ueglcctcd Dante— Bcttim-lli reproved Monti 
for reading 'Mhal Barbarian;*' at (>rew*Dt lh<-y adore him. Sink* 
s]NMrc and Milton have had Ihclr rise, and they will have their de- 
cline. Already they have morr than once fluctuated, as must be 
the case with all the dratnaiials aud poets of « liviug_ language. 
This doCs uuL depend npaur llieir merits, but upon llie orjioary 
vicitflindcs of human opiniou*. Scbicgcl arid Madame de SiaOl 
have endeavoured also to reduce poetry to firo sys^ms, clisMcal 
and AmtanUc. Tbe effect U only begtnnioB. 
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touch upon one which I will now mention. Cannon 
may be presumed to be as highly poetical as art can 
make her objects, Mr. Bowles will, perhaps, tell me 
that this is because they resemble that grand natural 
article of sound in heaven, and simile upon earth — 
thunder. 1 shall be told triurn^dKintly, that Milton 
made sad vork with lits artillery, when he armed his 
devils titercwithal. lie did so; and this artificial ob- 
ject must have had much of the sublime to attract his 
attention fur such a conllict. lie has made an nb- , 
surd use of it; but the absurdity consists not in ' 
using cauiion against the angels of God, but any mn- 
tcrinf weapon. The thunder of the clouds would 
have been as ridiculous and vain in the hands of the 
de\ils, as the “villanous saltpetre : ” the angels were 
as impervious to the one as tiie other. The ihun- , 
derbolLs became sublime in the hands of the Al- i 
miglity, not as such, but hecausa he deigns to use | 
them as a means of repelling the rebel spirits; but ' 
no one can attribute their defeat to this grand piece ‘ 
of natural electricity: the Almighty willed, and they j 
fell; his word would have been enough ; and Miltmi l 
is as absurd (and, in fact, blasphhtu^us) in putting ' 
material l^htnings into the hands of the G^lhead, ' 
as in giving Iiim hands at all. 

TIm? artillery of the denK)ns was hut the first step ' 
of his mistake, the thunder the ne.tt, and It .is a step 
lower. It would have been fit for Jove, but«hot for 
Jcdxovah. The siibject altogether was essentially un- 
poetieai ; be has made more of it than another could, 
but it Is beyond him and all men. 

In a portion of his reply, Mr. Bowles asserts that < 
Pope “envied Phillips” because he quizzed his pas- ; 
torais in (he Guardian, in that most admirable model ; 
of Irony, his paper on the subject. If there was any 
thing enviable about IMdllips, it could bardly be his 
pastorals. They were despicable, Po{xfi*xpresse<i ! 
his contempt. If Mr. Fitzgerald published a^olume i 
of soup^l^i or a “Spirit of Discovery,” or a “Mis- ! 
sionary.'^and Mr. Bowles wTOte ;io any periodii^l 
journal an ironical paper upon' them, would thLs be I 


> 1 will submit tu Ur. Uuwlci’s own Juilgmcnl a pasuftc frnm : 
aooihrr ixM'm u( Cowper’s, lo beoomparedwiih Ibeume writer's ' 
Sylrao Saotpler. In the lines to Mary, 

** fhr <»)(«• tblnine slora, 

F«r nr tails rtsllw asrstwrors, 

Non ruft dbuwa), and tblks no iMrs, 

, Hi Mtrr." 

cooUin a rimple. household^ ** tnrfoor,** artificial, and ordinary 
image. 1 refer Mr. Buwtes to liic aUaz i, and ask if these three 
Uoes abcHil are tioCwdrili all the Ixiaaied twaddling 

ab III trees, so Uitmiphiiilly re-quufeJ? ainl yet in fad what do 
they eonfry ? A homely cutlecilun of images an<l ideas bwiciaietl 
whii the darning of stMkmga. and ihe hcniiiung of »h;ri*, and ihc 
nemling of brecches;Jml will any one deny lliat lligy are cniineiil- 
ly poetical and pailirtic as addressed by (>>w|nt to Ids iiiir»e? 
Tlir trash of trees rrttilm?« me of a saying of Sh- rltlait's. Smkmi .ifrer 
the “Itcjeclal Address ■■aceiU'. in ISI2, I met Sheridan. In Ute 
eoiir«enlriuin>-r, he Mid, '‘LnrdByion. dkl yunknnw (tiat ainnngid 
Uie wnler« of aildrcv.Ti was VVhi. bread hiniM’lf?*' t#n*«rrad by , 
an en«imry of »h,il sort of an "addrew he had made. “Of iliut," 
replad slirrblaij, “1 remi'tiibcr lillle, except llial ihcre «« a 
{tAornfx in it." v\ |4i(rmr1! Well, bow did he describe il?'*' 
"Lik6apfmitfrer," inswered Slierklao j it wa* green, andyclldw. 


“ envy ? ’• The authooc of the “-Reject Addresses ’* 
have ridiculct! the sixteen or twenty “first living 
poel.s” of the day; but do they “envy” them? ‘^En- 
vy” writhe.s. it (lortT laugh. The autliorsof the “l\e- 
j(»ted Addresses” may despise some, hut they can 
hardly “envy” any of the persons whom iliey have 
parodied; and Pope eould have no more envietl Phil- 
lips titan he did Wcisted. or Theobald, or SmwHey, or 
any other given hero of the Dimciad. He could not 
have envied him, even had he himself not been the 
greatest poet of his .age. Did Mr. Ings “enry” Mr. 
Pliilli|>s, w hen he asked him, “ how rame your Pyc* 
rhtjs to drive oxen, and say, I am (jooded on by love?” 
This question silenceil poor Phillips; but it no more ^ 
proceeded from “envy” than did Pope's ridioHe. 
Did he envy Swift? Did he env^ Rolingbroke? Did 
he envy Gay llie unparalleled success of his “Beggar'.s 
Opera? We may be answered that these were his 
friends — true: but does frWidship prevent enry? 
Study the first woman you meet wiUi, or the first 
scribbler, let Mr. Bowles bimsolf (wliom I acquit 
fully of such an odious quality) study someofhis own 
poetical Climates: the most envious man I ever heand 
of is^ poet, mid a high one; Ivcsidef, it is ah unI- 
rersat passion. Guld^iitith envied not only the pup- 
pets for their dtKicing, and broke his shins in tfie at- 
tempt at rivalry^ but w as seriously angry b^lKtse two 
pretty women received more attentipn (1^ he^did. 
This is envy : but uheredoes Pope show a sign of tive 
passioif In that case, pryden euwed the hero of his 
M^^'M^knoe. hir. Bowles compares, when and 
«beM‘he can, Pope frith C6wpeix(the sameifiGowper 
wllom, in his edition of Pope, he laughs at forhis 
attachpient to an old woman, Mrs. Unwin: seard^ 
and you will find it; I remember the passage,. Uiough 
not ibapage); in particular, he're-quotes Cowper's 
Dutch delineation of a wood, drawn up like aseedS- 
inan’s catalogue,' with an affected imitation of Mil* 
ton's style, as burlesque' as the “Splendid ShilUbg.” 
These two writers (for Cowper is.no poet) come into 
comparison in one great work — th$ transli^t^ of Ho- 


aiid rril, aiid-blnc : he did tret let us off fur a tingle fcallirr." Amt 
JiMtiich as this poultcrrr'saecount of a plurnli.bOiuper'sstick* 
■Vicker'i di iaH ol a wood, with all tU petljr ninutic of Ibis, that, 
and Die otliei^ 

One mor^ poeiical loslance of ibe power of art*, and eren its 
aojjrr Iw ill/ over nature, in poeqy. and I have done s— ihe bust of 
AnIiHou*! Is there any thing in iwlarc like (Ids iiiJi-bIc. excep(< 
log the Venus? Can there be more porit y gaUiere>l into existence 
th jii In lb*l Wonderful creation of perf'-ct brauty ? Hut the poetry 
of this blut is lo no respect derirrJ frotn nature, iiur from any 
assiH'i.«lion of moral exaitnlnns; for what is there in romiiion 
wilt) moral aalure and the male minion of Adrian? The viry 
csrciitiun is nol HofMinl, but rwprr-naiiiral, or- rather $upfr- 
ailifirial, for nainr*' h.is never done *u rutich. 

Awry. then, wlili tin* cant altoul lulure aid “ invariable prin- 
ciples of pvgiry!*' A great artUt wilt make a block of stone as 
iiibIJme as a nmimlain. am) a goml poet can indme a |ia«-k of earJi 
with more {Hieti y iliaa iiihablU the {urcjtlsuf'.vmrnca. Jl is tlio 
business and U*e pnKrfof a port lo g»v«* lliC lie lo the provi-rh, 
aivi sometimes lo “ tn>ike « ri/ke« purte utH of ft toiv's enr;" 
atnl, lo conclude wi^JI .moiberbodiely proverb, “agood workmaB 
will nut bud fault with his tpols/' 
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H’rr. Now, with the grepl, and manifest, and 
manifold, end leprovod, and acknowledged, and un- 
controvorted fatills of Pope’s translation, and all the 
scholarship, and pains, and time, atid trouble, and 
bl.iJik verse of the other, %% ho ran ever read Cowper ? 
and who will ever lay down Pope, unless for tite ori- 
ginal? Pope’s w as “ not Homer, it was Spondaniis;" 
but Cowper’s is not Homer, either; it is not even 
Cowper. As a child I lirsl read Pope's Homer with 
a rapture w hich no subsequent w ork could ever af- 
ford; and children are not the worst jud:;es of their 
own language. As a boy 1 read Homer in the ori- 
ginal, as we harf all dene, some of us by force, and 
a few by favour; under which de.scri(>iion I come is 
nothing to the purpose, it is enough that 1 read him. 
As a man I have tried to read Cowper's version, and 
I found it impossible. Uas any human reader ever, 
succeeded? 

And now that we hove heard the Catholic re- 
proached w-itli envy, duplicity, licentiousness, avarice 
— what was the Calvinist? He utlempled the most 
' atrocious-of crimes in the Christian code, vi 3 . sur- 
cjde — and why? Because he was to be^samined 
whether he was fit for an ofllce which >e^is to 
wish to have made a sinecure.'^ His connexion with 
Mr.s., Unwin was pure enough, lor the old lady was 
devout, a.vd he was deranged ; but wKy Uien is the in- 
firm and tbeii elderly Pope to be reproved for Ids 
connexion wiili Martha Blount? Cowper^was the 
aliiHmer of Mrs. fhrogmoi ton; but Pope's ubarilics 
were his ow*n, and they' were noble and extensive, tar 
beyoitdlris fortune’s w arrant. Pope was the toforant 
yetsteady adherent of the most bigoted pf sects; ifod 
.Cowper the most bigoted and despondent M'Ctary 
that ever anticipated damnation to himself wr oihecs. 
Is this iiarsh? 1 know it is, and 1 do not ossurt it* 
as my opinion of Cdwper personaily, but to sAont 
what be said, with just as great an apj)oarance 
of thith and candour, as all the odiuin whi^ lias 
been accumulated upon Pope in similar speculations. 
Cowper w as a good man, and lived at a fortunate time 
for his works. ^ 

Mr. Bowles, apparently not relying entirely upon 
his own argument.s, has, in person or hy proxy, 
brought forward tlie names of Southey and Moore.- 
Mr. Southey “agrees entirely w'ilb Mr. Bfewles in his 
foraWab/r|lrmQi(des of poetry.” Tlic lcastthat Mr. 
Bowles can ifo hi. return Is to approve ihc“iuva- 
riable principles of Mr. Southey.” I should have 
thought that the word intariabte'* might have 
stuck in Southey’s throat, like Macbeth's “Ameni” 

I am sure it did in mine, and I am not the least con- 
sistent of the tw o, at least as a voter. Moore (el fu, 
lintif !) also approves, and a Mr. J. ^ott. There is 
a letter also of two lines from a gentleman in aste- 
risks, who, it seem;!, is a poet of “the hi^iest rank” 
— ih^Jj^^iot oly friend Sir Waftbr, surely. 

won't be.* 

**YdaliaveUf^*lUifl in the hud, aud***. [ Pope, I pmome] 
remain^ jour*, iffeciloahelj." 

, . (Five .itUritki.) 


WORKS. . 

And in asterisks Icthim remain. Whoever this per- 
son may be, he deserves, for sucli o judgment of Mi- 
das. that “the nail” which Mr. Bowles has hit “ m 
the luad ” should be driven through his own ears ; 1 
am sure that they are long enough. •* . * 

The attempt of the poetical |jopiiIace of the pre- 
sent day to obtain .an ostracism against Pope, is as 
easily accounted for as the Atheni.Tn shell against 
Aristides; they are tired of hearing him always called 
“the Just.” They are akso fighting for life; for if 
he maintains his station, tiin will reach their own 
by falling. They have rai.sed a mosque by the side of 
a Giecran temple of the purest arctiiteclurc; and, 
more barbarous than tin* barbarians from whose 
practice I have Iwrrowed the figure, they are not c- n- 
tenled with their ow n^rotesque edifice, unless they 
destroy the prior and purely beautiful fabric which 
preceded, a«id which shames them and llieirs for ever 
and ever.. I shall be told ^lat amongst those I hate 
been (or, it may be still, avi) ronspicuous—lnie, and 
I am ashamed of it. 1 /luiTbeen among.st tliebuild- 
.ers of this Babel, attended by a confusion of tongues, 
but'weiCr ain()ng»t the emious destroyers Of Hie clas- 
sic temple of our predecessor. I liave loved and ho- 
noured the fame and name of that illustri^s and un- 
rivalleil man, far more than my own paltry renown, 
and the traHiy jingle of the crow d of schools'' and 
upstarts, who pretend to rival, or even surpass him. 
Sooner than a single leaf should Be torn from his 
laurel, it were better that nil wbtcli these men, and 
that I, as one of tlieir set, have ever written, should 

yUnc trmik*. clothe 9i>ice, or fliittcHng In a row 

Bcfrluci! the rail* of Bnllani or Soho!” 

.Tlicrc an^ose who w ill believe this, and those who 
will not. You, Sir, know how far 1 am sincere, and 
whether i^y opinion, not only in the short work in- 
tendt'd/or puidi^itipii, and hi private letters which 
ran never be piihli.dic(f, l^as or bas not been llie same. 

1 fook upon this as.jl>e declliiing 9 ge of English 
poetry; no regard for others, no selfish feeing, can 
prevent me from seeing tins, and exprcs.sing the truth. 
'I hore can lie no worse sign for the taste of tiie times 
than the depreciation of Pope. It would be better 
to receive for proof Mr. Gobbet t's rough but strong 
attack upon Shakspeare and Millilh, than to allow 
this smooth and “candid” undermining of the repu- 
tation of tiie most perfect of our pdets and the purest 
of our moralists. Of Ids pow er in the pussions. in 
descripti.on«in the jnock-licroic, I leave* others to de- 
scant. 1 take him on hH strong ground, as an ethirai 
poet : in the former none excel ; in the mock-heroic 
and the ethical none equal liim ; and, in my mind, the 
latter is the higlie.stof all poetry, because it does tlmt 
ia verse, which the greatest of men^ have wished to 
accomplish in prose. If the essence of poetry must 
be a lie, throw it to the dogs, or banish it from your 
republic, fts Plato would have done. He who can 
reconcile poetry with truth and wisdom, is t)|e only 
true “poet” in its real sense; “ the »na*er,” tlie crea- 
tor ” — why must this mean the “liar,” the “feigner,” 
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the ^Male-teller?” A man may make oml create | 
better tilings than these. 

I shall not presume to say that Pope is as higli a 
poet as Shakspeare and Milton, though his enemy, 
Warton, places him immediately under them.' I j 
would no more say this than I would assert in the ! 
mosque (once Saint Sophia's), that Socrates was a | 
greater man than Mahomet. But if I say that he is I 
very near them, it is no more than has been asserted 
of Burns, who is supposed j 

"To riral all but ShakHpcare’>iunie below." | 

I say nothing against this opinion. But of what 
“ order,” according to the poetical aristocracy, are 
Burns's poems ? There are his opus magnum. Tam 
O'Shanler,” a tolej the “Cotter’s Saturday Night,” 
a descriptive sketch ; some others in the same style; 
the rest are songs. So much for the rank of his pro- 
diic(joii.« : the rank of Burns is the very first of his art. 
Of Pope I have expressed my opinion elsew here, ns 
also of the eil'ect wiiich the present attempts at poetry 
have had upon our literature. If any great national 
or natural convulsion could or should overwhelm 
your country in such sort as to sweep Great Britain 
from the kingdoms of the earth, and leave only that, 
after all, the most living of human things, a dead 
language, to be studied and read, and imitated by the 
wise of future and far generations upon foreiim 
shores ; if your literature should become tlie learning 
of mankind, divested of party cabals, tepiporary 
fashions, and national pride and prejudice; an Eng- 
lishman, anxious that the posterity of strangers 
should know that there had been such a tiling as a 
British Epic and Tragedy, might wish for the pre- 
servation of Shakspeare and Milton; but the surviv- 
ing world would snatch Pope from the wreck, and 
let the rest sink with the pedple. He is the moral 
poet of all civiiizotion, and, as such, let us hope that 
be will one day be the national poet of mankind. He 
is the only poet that never shocks; the only poet 
whose faultlessuess has been made his reproach. 
Cast your eye over his pro<luctions; consider their 
extent, and contemplate their variety : — pastoral, 
passion, mock-hcroic, ’translation, satire, ethics, — 
all excellent, and often {lerfecU If his great charm be 
hisnie/ody. how comes it that foreigners adore hini 
even in their diluted translation? But I have made 
this letter too long. Give my compliments to Mr. 
Bowles. 

Tour’s ever, very truly, 
BYRON. 


To J. Uun ay, Esq. 

Post Scriptum. — Long as this letter has grow n. I 
find it necessary to append a postscript, — if possible, 
a short one. Mr. Bowles denies that he has accused 
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Pope of “a sordid money-getting passion;” but he 
adds, “ if I had overdone so, 1 should be glad to find 
any testimony that might show me he was not so.” 
This testimony he may find, to his heart’s content, 
in Spence and elsewhere. First, there is Martha 
Blount, who, Mr. Bowles charitably says, “probably 
thought he did not save enough for her as legatee.” 
Whatever she thought upon this point, her words arc 
in Pope’s favour. Then, there is Alderman Barber; 
sec Speooe'e Anecilotcs. There is Pope’s cold answ er 
to Ualifat, when he proposed a pension ; his behaviour 
to Graggs and to Addison upon like occasions; and 
his own two lines — 

tliank» to Ilomrr. since 1 live and Itirive, 
lud.'blcU to no prioce or peer alive—" 

written when princes would have been proud to pen- 
sion, and peers to promote liim, and when tiie w hole 
army of dunces were in array against him, and would 
have been but too happy to deprive him of this boast 
of independence. But there is something a little 
more serious in Mr. Bowles’s declaration, that he 
u'ou/d have spoken” of his “ noble generosity to 
the outcast, Richard .Savage,” and other instances of 
a. compassionate and generous |)cart, “ had they oc- 
curred lo his reeoUection tchen he wrote.** What ! is 
it come to this? Does Mr. Bowles sit down to write 
a minute and laboured lifeand edilionof a great poet? 
Does he anatomize his diaracter, moral and poetical? 
Does he present us w ith his faults aud with his foi- 
bles? Dqps he sneer at his feelings, and doubt of his 
sincerity ? Does he unfold his vanity and duplicity? 
and then omit the good qualities which migiit, in part, 
have “covered this multitude of sins?” and then 
plead that “ they did not occur to his recoUection?'* 
Is this the frame of mind and of memory with whidi 
the illustrious dead are to be approached? If Mr. 
Bowies, who must have had access to all the means 
of refreshing his memory, did notrecolle^llhesefacls, 
he is unfit for his task ; but if he did recollect, and 
omit them, 1 know not what he is fit for, but 1 know 
what would be fit for him. Is the plea of “ not recol- 
lecting'’ such prominent facts to be admitted ? Mr. 
Bowles has beenal a public school, and, as I have been 
publicly educated also, I can sympathise with his predi- 
lection. AVhen we were in the third form even, had wc 
pleaded on the Monday moruing, ilial we had not 
brought up the Saturday's exercise, because “ we had 
forgotten it,” w hat would have been the reply ? And 
is an excuse, w hich would not be pardoned toa school- 
boy, to pass current in a matter which so nearly 
concerns the fame of tiie first poet of his age, if not 
of his country? If Mr. Bowles so readily forgets the 
virtues of others, why complain so grievously that 
others have a belter memory for his own faults? 
They are but the faults of an author; w hile Ihevirlues 


' If the (iplnioas cilni bf Mr. Bowles, of Or. Julmsi *' ogninst ' 
Foite.arcloliclakeaasdccMrcauiliorilir. they will aLsti Imlil good j 
agiltislGray, UUton, .swift, Ihoiiisou. and Prydent in that cau: I 
what becomes of Gray’s poetical, and Hilton's moral citaracter? 


MCll ot Mlllou’. jioWrcof clur3clcr. or, iiMccd. ot i:nglM poolry 
in .cui-r.lJ lor Jolnnnn .IrliJ. lu.ny u Icit troiii every l.iiirel. 
Sim Joliiixm’. l! the liiiBl cr.lic.l vvuikt JUnI, auU can never 1» 
i caJ widiunt luilruclion anil ilcllglil, 
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lie omitted from his catalogue are essential to the 
justice due to a man. 

Mr. Bowles appears, indeed^ to he susceptible beyond 
the privilege of authorship. 'Hiere is a plaintive 
dedication to Mr. Gifford, in which he is made re- 
sponsible for all tlie articles of the Quarterly. Mr. 
Soutliey, it seems, the most able and eloquent 
writer in llwt Review,” approves of Mr. Bowle.s’s 
publication. Now, It seems tome the more impartial, 
that, notwithstanding tiiat the great writer of tlie 
Quarterly entertains opinions opposite to the able ^ 
article ou Spence, nevertheless that essay was per- \ 
initted to appear. Is a review to be devoted to the ! 
opinions of any one man ? Must it not vary ac- i 
cording to circumstances, and according to the sub- 
jects to be criticised? I fear that writers must take 
the sweets and bitters of the public journals as they 
oecur, and an author of so long a standing as Mr. 
Bowles might have become accustomed to such in- 
cidents; he might be angr>% but not astonished. I 
have l)ccn revicweil in the Quarterly almost as often as 
lUr. Rowles, and have had as pleasant things said, 
and some as uitpfeasiiut^ as could well be pronounced. 
In the review of “ The Fall of Jerusalem,*' it is 
stated tliat I havedevpted “ my powers, etc, to the | 
w orst partsol Manicheism,” which, being interpreted, 
means that I worship tlie devil. Now I have ncitlier 
'Written a reply, nor complained to Gifford. 1 be- 
lieve that I observed in a letter to yon, that I thought 

that the critic might have praised Milmnn witliout 
Bnding it necessary to abuse me;” but dic^I not add 
at the same time, or soon after (a.propos, of the note 
in the book of Travels), that 1 would not, if it were 
even in iny power, have a single line cancelled on 


my account in tliat nor in any other publication?— 
Of course, I resene to myself the privilege of re- 
sponse when necessary. Blr. Bowles seems in a 
whimsical slate about the author of the article on 
Spence. You know very well that I am not in your 
I conUdonce, nor in that of the conductor of the 
I journal. Tlie moment I saw that article, I was mo- 
j rally certain that I knew the author by his style.** 
You will tell me that I do not Anoir him ; that is all 
as it should be; keep the secret, so sliall 1, though no 
one hasevor intrusted it to me. He is not the person 
whom Mr. Bowles denounces. Mr. Bowlcs’sextreme 
sensibility reminds me of a circamstance which oc- 
curred on board of a frigate in which I was a pas- 
senger and guest of the captain's for a considerable 
time. 'Jhe surgeon on board, a very gentlemanly 
young man, and remarkably able in bis profession, 
w'ore a u'ig. Upon this ornament he was extremely 
tenacious. As naval jests are sometimes a little 
rough, his brother-ofTicers made occasional allusions 
to this delicate appendage to the doctor's person. 
One day a young lieutenant, in the course of a face- 
tious discussion, said, Suppose now, doctor, 1 
should lake off your hu/.’* “ Sir,” replied the doctor, 
1 shall talk no longer with you; you grow irur- 
rifoMx.** He would not even admit so near an ap- 
proach as to the hat whicli protected it. In like 
manner, if an\ body approaches Mr. Bowles's laurels, 

‘ even in his outside capacity of an editor, ** they grow 
: seiirritoMS.” You say that you are about to prepare 
I an edition of Pope; you cannot do better for your 
I own credit as a piihlislipr, nor for the redemption of 
I Pope from Mr. Bowles, and of the public taste from 
I rapid degeneracy. 


A SECOND LETTER TO JOHN MURRAY, ESQ. 

O-N THE REV. W. L. BOWI.ES'S STRICTCRES ON THE IJFE AND WRITINGS OF POPE. 


anrano, Marek 35, 1831. 

DE.4R SIB, 

In the further “ Observations” of Mr. Bowles, in 
rejoinder to the charges brought against his edition 
of Pope, it is to be rcgrelled that he has lOvSt his 
leni|>er. AVliatcver the language of his antagonists 
may liave been, I fear tlwt his replies have afforded 
more pleasure to them than to the public. Tliat Mr. 
Bowles should notbepleased is natural, whether right 
or wrong; but a tempcr.ate defence would have 
answered his purpose in the former case— and, in Uie 
latter, no defence, however violent, can tend to any 
thing but his discomfiture. I have re.id over this 
third pamphlet, winch you have been so obliging as 
to send me, and shall venture a few observations, in 
addition to those upon the previous controversy. 


! Mr. Bowles sets out with repealing his “ confirmed 
ronriefiofi,” that what he said of the moral part 
of Pope's character was, generally speaking, true; 
and that the principles of pofficnl criticism which he 
has laid down are invariable and invulnerable,'* etc. ; 
and that lie is tlie more persuaded of this by the 
“ exaggerations of his opponents.” Tliis is all very 
well, and highly natural and sincere. Nobody ever 
expected that either Mr. Bowles, or any other author, 
would be convinced of iuiman fallibility in their own 
persons. But it is nothing to the purpose— for it is 
not what Mr. Bowles thinks, but what is to be 
thought of Pope, that is Uie question. It is what he 
has asserted or insinuated against a name whicli is 
the patrimony of posterity, that is to be tried; and 
Mr. Bowles, as a party, can be no judge. The more 
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he is persuaded^ the better for himself, if it give him 
any pleasure ; but he can only persuade others by the 
proofs brought out in his defeiiee. 

After these prefatory remarks of “ conviction,” etc., 
Mr. Bowles proceeds to Mr. (iilchrist; whom he 
cltarges w iih “ slang ” and ** slander,” besides a small 
subsidiary indictment of abuse, ignorance, malice,” 
and so forth. Mr. Gilchrist has, indeed, shown 
some anger; but it is an honest indignation, which 
rises up in defence of the illustrious dead. It is a ge- 
nerous rage which interposes between our ashes and 
their disturbers. There appears also to have been 
some slight personal provocation. Mr. Oilclirist, 
with a chivalrous disdain of the fury of an incensed 
poet, put his name to a letter avowing the production 
of a former essay in defence of Pope, and consc(|uently 
of an attack upon Mr. Bowdes. Mr. Bowles appears 
to be angry w ith Mr. Gilchrist for four reasons : — 
firstly, because he wrote an article in “The London 
Magazine;” secondly, because he afterwards avowed 
it; thirdly, bee.ause he was the author of a still more 
extended article in **The Quarterly Review and, 
fourthly, because he was not the author of the said 
Quarterly article, and had the audacity to disown it 
— for no earthly reason but because lie had not 
written It. 

Mr. Bowles declares, that “ lie will not enter into 
a particular examination of tlic pamphlet,” which by 
a misjiomer is called “Gilchrist’s Answ er to Bow les,” 
when it should have been called “Gilchrist's Abuse 
of Bowles.” On this error in the baptism of Mr. Gil- 
christ’s pamphlet, it may he observed, thaa an answer 
may be abusive and yet no less an answer, though 
indisputably a temperate one might be the better of 
the two: but ifu6use is to cancel all pretensions to 
reply, what becomes of Mr. Bowles's answer to 
Gilchrist ? 

Mr. Bowles continues: — “But as Mr. Gilchrist 
derides my peculiar seHsUiveness to ertfictsm, before 
I show how destitute of truth is this rqiresentatioH, 1 
will here explicitly declare the only grounds, ”etc. etc. 
— Mr. Bowles's sensibility in denying his “ sensitive- 
ness to criticism” proves, perhaps, too much. But 
if he has been so charged, and truiy^wbat then ? 
There is no moral turpitude in such acuteness of feel- 
ing ; it has been, and may be, combined with many 
good and great qualities. Is Mr. Bowles a poet, or 
is he not ? If he be, he must, from his very essence, 
be sensitive to criticism; and even if be be not, he 
need not be ashamed of the common repugnance to 
being attacked. All that is to be wished is, tliat be 
had considered how disagreeable a thing i( is, before 
he assailed the greatest moral poet of any age, or in 
any language. 

Pope himself “ sleeps well,” — nothing can touch 
bim further; but those who love the honour of their 
country, the perfection of her literature, the glory of 
her langu^e>>are not to be expected to permit an 
atom of his dust to be stirred in his tomb, or a leaf 
to be stripped from the laurel which grows over it. 

Mr. Bowlee assigns several reasons wliy and w hen 
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“an author is justined in appealing to every 
and^oNourab/e mind in Uie kingdom.” ll'Mr. DowU*.** 
limits the perusal of his defence (o the “ upright and 
honourable” only, I greatly fear tiiat it will not he 
e.\lensi\ely circulated. I should rather hope tli:il 
some of the downright and dishonest w ill read and he 
converted, or convicted. But the whole of his reason- 
ing is here superfiuous— “an nnlhor isjustifird in op- 
peulifuj,*' etc., when and why he pleases. Let him 
make out a tolerable case, and few of his readers w ill 
quarrel with his motives. 

Mr. Bow les “ will now plainly set before the lite- 
rary {mbiic ail the circumstances which have led to 
his name and Mr, Gllchii.ft's being brought toge- 
ther,” etc. Courtesy re<]uires, in speaking of otiicrs 
and ourselves, that we should place the name of the 
former lirsl — and not“>’(/oet Rex mens.” Mr. Bow les 
slioiild have written “ Mr. Gilchrist's name and his.” 
This point he wishes “particularly to address to 
those must respcctahle charavlers w ho have tl»c direc- 
tion and management of the periodical critical press.” 
riiat the press may be, in some instances, conducted 
by respectable characters is probable enough; hut if 
they are so, there is no occasion to tell them of it ; 
and if they are not, it is a base adulation. In either 
case, it looks like a kind of flattery, by wliich those 
gentry are not very likely to lie soflem'd : siuce jt 
would be difficult to find two passages in fifteen pages 
more at variance, than Mr. Bowles’s prose at the l>e- 
ginning of this pamphlet, and his verse at the end of 
it. In page 4 he .s|»eaks of “tliose most respectable 
characters w )jo have the direction, etc., of tl>e perio- 
dical press,” and in page 10, w e find — 

** Ve dark inquitiloft. a mouk-like baml, 

Who o’er wHue slirlnklnx viciim-aiilhor stand, 

A solemn, secvei, and rlndicUrr hrood, 

Oaly lerrilic in your cowl and hood.” 

And so on— to “bloody law” and “red scourges,” 
with other similar phrases, whidi may not be alto- 
gether agreeable to the above-mentioned “most re- 
spectable cJiaracters.” Mr. Bowles goes on, “ I con- 
cluded my observations on the last Pamphleteer with 
feeling not unkind towards Mr. Gilchrist, or” (it 
should be worj “ to the author of the review of Spence, 
be he who he might.”— “1 was in hopes, as I hate 
ahvays been ready to admit any errors I might have 
been led into, or prejudice I might have entertained, 
that even 3fr. Gilchrist might be disposed to a more 
amica6ie mode of discussing what 1 had advanced in 
regard to Pope^ioral character.” As Major Stur- 
geon observes, “ There never was a set of more «mi- 
cabis officers — with the exception of a boxing-bout 
between Captain Shears and the Colonel.” 

A page and a half— nay only a page before — Mr. 
Bowles re-affirms his conviction, that “ wluat he has 
said of Pope’s moral character is {tjenerally speakimj) 
true, and that bis “ poetical principles are iuvariahle- 
and invulnerable.'^ He has al.so published three pam- 
phlets,— ay, four of the same tenour,— and yet, w ith 
this declaration and these declamations staring rjim> 
and hisadversories in the face, he speaks of his “ccadi- 
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nrss- to admit errors or to abandon prejudices!!!” I 
His use of the word “ nmicaWe” reminds me of the 
Irish Institution (whicli I have somewhere heard or 
rend of) called the Friendly Society,” where the 
president always carried pistols in bis pocket, so tltat 
when one amicable gentleman knocked down another, 
the difference might be adjusted on the spot, at li>c 
liarmonious distance of twelve pares. 

But Mr. Bowles “ has since read a publication by 
him (Mr. Gilchrist), containing such vulgar slander, 
affecting private life and character,” etc. etc.; and 
•ilr. Gilchrist Ims also had tlic advantage of read- 
ing a publication by Mr. Bowles suflirienlly imbued 
with personaiitv; for one of the first and principal to- 
pics of reproacii is that he is a grocer, that he lias a 
“ pipe in his mouth, ledger-book, green canisters, 
dingy shop-boy, half a Iwigshcad of brown trea- 
cle,” etc. Nay, llie same delicate raillery is upon the 
very lillc-page. When controversy has once com- 
menced upon tills footing, as Dr. Johnson said to 
Dr. Percy, “Sir, there is an end of politeness — we 
are to he ns rude as we please — Sir, you said that I 
was shorUsighled.'* As a roan’s profession is gene- 
rally no more in his own power than his jierson — 
boUi liaving been made out for him — it is hard that 
lie should he reproached w ith either, and still more 
that an honest calling should be made a reproach. If 
there is any thing more honourable to Mr. Gilchrist 
than another, it is, that being engaged in commerce 
he hashad Uie taste, and found the leisure, to becomeso 
able a proficient in the higher literature of hisown and 
othejr countries. Mr» Bowics,.who will be|>roud toown 
Glover, Chatterton, Burns, and BloomUcld for his 
peers, should hardly have quarrelled w ith Mr. Gilchrist 
forhiseritic. Mr.Gilchrisrs station, however, which 
might conduct him to the higliest civic honours, and to 
boundless wealth, has nothing to require apology; but 
even if it had, such a reproacii was not very gracious 
on the part of a clergyman, nor graceful on that of a 
gentleman. The allusion to “G/iHslian criticism” is 
not particularly happy, especially wliere Mr. Gilclirist 
is accused of having “set (/♦< first example of this 
mode ill Europe.'* What criticism may liave 
been, we know' but little; the names of /oilus and 
Aristarchus survive; and the works of Aristotle, 
l.onginus, and QuinUlian: but of “ Cliristinn criti- 
cism” we have already bad some specimens in the 
works of Philelphtis, Poggius, Sealiger, Milton, Sal- 
masius, tlie Cruscanti (versus Tasso), the French Aca- 
demy (against the Cid), and the antagonists of Vol- 
taire and' Pope— to say nothing of some articles in 
most of the review s, since tlieir earliest institution in 
the person of their respectable and still prolific pa- 
rent “ The Montlily.” Why, then, is Mr. Gilchrist 
to be singled out “ as having set the first example ?” 
A. sole page of Milton or Saimasius contains more 
alM||>-'rank, rancorous, wdeaveued abuse — than all 
tha%n be raked forth from the w hole works of many 
recent critics. There are some, indeed, who still 
keep up the good old custom, but fewer Eiiglisli than 
foreign. It is a pity that Mr. Bowles cannot witness 


I some of the Italian controversies, or become the sub- 
ject of one. He would then look upon Mr. Gilchrist 
I as a panegyrist. 

In the long sentence quoted from the article in 
“ The London Magazine,” there is one coarse image, 
tlie justice of whose application I shall not pretend to 
determine The pruriency with which his nose 
is laid to the ground ” is an expression wiiich, whe- 
ther founded or not, might have been omitted. But 
the “ anatomical minuteness ” appears to me justified 
even by Mr. Bowles's own subsequent quotation. To 
the point: — “Jl/niip facts tend to prove the peculiar 
susceptibility of his passions; nor can we implicitly 
believe that the connexion between him and Slnrtha 
Blount was of a nature so pure and innocent as his 
panegyrist Buffliend would have us believe,” etc. — 
“ At NO time could she have regarded Pope personally 
w ith attachment,” etc. — “ But the most extraordinary 
ciretiiiislance in regard to his connexion with female 
society, was the strange mixture of indecent and even 
profane levity which his conduct and language often 
exhibited. The cause of this particularity may be 
sought, perhaps, in his consciousness of physical de- 
fect, w liieh made him affect a diaracter uncongenial, 
and a language opposite to the truth.”— If this is not 
“minute moral anatomy,” I should be glad to know 
w hat is ! It is dissection in all its brant^es. 1 shall, 
howevej*, hazard a remark ortwo upon this quotation. 

To me it appears of no very great consequence 
w hether Martha Blount was or w’as not Pope's mis- 
tress, though I could have wislied him a better. She 
appears to hare been a cold-hearted, interested, igno- 
rant, disagreeable woman, upon wlioni the tenderness 
of Pope’s heart in the desolation of his latter days was 
castaway, not knowing whither to turn, as he drew 
towards his premature old age, childless and lonely, 
—like the needle whidi, approaching within a certain 
distance of the pole, becomes helpless and useless, 
and, ceasing to tremble, rosts. She seems to have 
been so totally unworthy of tenderness, that it is an 
additional proof of the kindness of Pope's heart to 
have been able to love such a being. But we must 
love something. I agree w itii Mr. B. that she “ could 
at no time have regarded Pope personally with attacli- 
ment,” because she was incap|ble of attachment; but 
1 deny that Pope could not be regarded with personal 
attachment by a worthier woman. It is not pro- 
bable, ndecd, that a woman would have fallen in love 
with him as he walked along the Mall, or in a box at 
the opera, nor from a, balcony, nor in a ball-room; 
but in society he seems to liave been as amiable as 
unassumiiig, and, with the greatest disadvantages of 
figure. Ills head and face were remarkably haiid^me, 
especially his eyes. He was adored by bis friends — 
friends of the most opposite dispositions, ages, and 
talents — by the old and wayward Wycliericy, by the 
cynical Swift, the rough Allerbury, the gentle Spence, 
the stern attorney-bishopWarburton, the virtuous Ber- 
keley, and the “ cankered Boiingbroke.” Bolingbroke 
wept over him like a child; and Spence's description of 
his lostmoinents isat leastas edifying as the more osten- 
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tatious account of the deathbed of Addison. The sol- 
dier Peterborough and the ^et Gay, the ^fcitty Con- 
greve and the laughing Rowe, the eccentric Cromwell 
and the steady Bathurst, were all his intimates. The 
man who could conciliate so many men of the most 
opposite deforiptioih, not one of whom but was a re- 
inurkaWe or a character, might well have 

pretended to all the attachment which a reasonable 
mon w oukl desire of an amiable woman. 

Pbpe, in fbct,‘i^boraver he got it, appears to have 
underttood well. Bolingbroke, “ a judge of 

the sQ^jeetvV says Warton, thought his ^^Epistle on 
of Women ” his masterpiece.** And 
even wflh respect to the grosser passion, which takes 
occasionally the name of romanfir accordingly as 
ti^ degree of sentiment elevates it above the delini- 
tion of love by Buffon, it may be reorarked, that it 
does not always depend upon personal appearance, 
even in a woman. Madame Cottin was a plain wo- 
man, and inigitf iftve been virtuous, it may be pre- 
sufM, without mticli interruption. Virtuous she 
w as,' |iid the consequences of this inveterate virtue 
were that two different admirers (one an elderly 
gentlei.nan) killed themselves in despair (see Lady 
Worg'an^s France’*). 1 would not, however, re- 
comhlAid this rigour to ptaii) women in general, in the 
hope of during the glory of two suicides apiece. 1 
believe that there are me^vyho, in thq course of their 
observations on life, n^av not lu\1) ^rceived that 
it is not the great^t^C^e- beauty who forms the 
longest 

But, tells us that the 

^Ia^echo^t,(^(|b)i^l^p^m ^ecisely Pope.’s fi- 
gure) w as for a great 

man, but 'La Valli^re, 

the passioB n^-’ Louis X0:vhmf an^nsightly defect. 
The of Philip II. of 

SpavA, the minion of Henry Ilf. of 

France,. Bad oSi of them lost an eye; and tlie fa- 
mous Latin epigram was <written upon them, which 
has, 1 believe, been either translated or imitated by 
Goldsmith : ^ ^ 

‘‘Liimlne Aeon dextro, capta •»! LfoniHa ainMiw, 

Et |m4]s Mt furiiM vinrere iitpn|ue Deo* t 
Blaiide pner, lumen quod baben concede eororf, c 
Sic lu CXCU9 Amor, tic erlt HU Veniu.'* 

Wilkes, with his ugliness, used to sby that*‘he 
was but a quarter of an hourbdiind the handsoihcst 
man in England;’* and this vaunt of his^is said not 
to have bwn disproved by circumstances. Swift, 
when neither young, nor handsome, nor rich, nor 
even amiable, inspired the two most extraordinary 
passions upon record, Vanessa’s and Stella’s. 

**Vaoea»a. axed icerce a score, 

Sighs fur a gown of forty-four.” 

He requited them bitterly ; for he seems to have broken 
the haart of tlic one, and worn out that of the other; 
and be had his reward, for he died a solitary idiot in 
tlie hands of servants. 

For my own part, 1 am of the opinion of Pausa- 


nias, that success in Iotc depends upon Fortune. 

They particularly ftoounce Cdi^tial Venus, into 
whose temple, etc. etc. etc. 1 remember, too, to 
have seen a building in iEgina in which there is a 
statue of Fortune, liolding a horn of Amalthea; and 
near her there is a w inged Love. The meaning of 
this is, that the sirccess of men in love affairs de- 
pends more on the assistance of Fortune than the 
charms of beauty. 1 am persuaded, too, with Pindar 
(to w hose opinion I submit in other particulars), that 
Fortune is one of the Fates, and that in a certain 
respect she is more powerfiil than her sisters.” — See 
Pausanias, Achaics, book vii. chap. 3C, p. .246, Tay- 
lor’s Translation.” 

Grimm has a remark of the same kind on the dif- 
ferent destinies of the younger Crebillon and Rous- 
seau. The /ocmer writes a licentious novel, and a 
young EngRsh girl of some fortune and family (a 
Miss Strafford) runs away, and crosses the sea to 
marr)' him ; whild Rousseau, the most tender and 
passionate of lovers, is obliged to espouse bis cJtam- 
bermaid. If 1 recollect riglitiy, this remark was also 
repeated in the Edinburgh Review of Grimm’s cor- 
respondence, seven or eight years ago. 

In regard *‘lo the strange mixture of indecent, 
and sometimes profaae levity, which his conduct and 
language open exhibited,” and which so much shocks 
Mr. Bowles, I object to the indefinite word ^*open ;’* 
aud in e.xtenuation pf the occasional occurrence of 
siidi language it is to be recollected, that it was less 
the tone of Pope, than the tone of the fiine. With 
the exception of the correspondence of Pope and his 
friends, not many private letters of the period have 
come down to us; but those, such as they are^a few 
scattered semps from Farquhar and otliers^are more 
indecent and coarse than any thing in Pope’s letters. 
The comedies of Congreve, Vanbrugh, Farquhar, 
Cibber, etc., which naturally attempted to represent 
the mdtnprs and conversation of private life, are de- 
cisive upon this point ; as are a)so some of Steele’s 
papers, and even Addison's. We all know what the '■ 
conversation of Sir R. Walpole, for seventeen years 
the pnine minister of the country, was at his own 
table, and his excuse for his licentious language, viz. 

that every body understood f/mf, but few could talk 
rationally upon less common topics.” The refine- 
ment of latter days, — which is perhaps the conse- 
quence of vice, which wishes to mask and soften it- 
self, as much as of virtuous civilisation, — had not yet 
made suflicierH progress. Even Johnson, in his 

London,” has two or three passages wind) cannot 
be read aloud, and Addison’s ” Drummer ” some in- 
delicate allusions. 

The expression of ^Ir. Bowles, **his consciousness 
of physical defect,” is not very clear. It may mean 
deformity or debility. If it alludes to Pope’s defor- 
mity, it has been attempted to be shown that this was' 
DO insuperable objection to his being beloved. If it g 
alludes to debility, as a consequence of Pope's pecu- ' 
liar conformation, I l>elicve that it is a physical and 
known fact that hump-backed persons are of strong 
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and vigorous passions. Several years ago, at Mr. 
Angelo's fencing rooms, when 1 was a papil of him 
and of Mr. Jackson, who bad the use of his rooms in 
Albany on the alternate days, 1 rei^ollect a gejitleinan 
named B — II-— gh — t, remarkable for h|s strength, and 
the fineness of his figure. Ur skiit was not infe- 
rior, for he could stand up to the great Captain Bar- 
clay himself, with the muffles on, — a task neither 
easy nor agreeable to a pugilistic aspirant. As the 
bystanders were one day admiring his athletic pro- 
portions, he remarked to us, that be had five brothers 
as tall and strong as himself, and that their father 
and mother were both crooked, and of very small <t«- 
.^I think he said, neither, of them five feet high. 
It would not be diflioiit to adduce similar instances; 
but I abstain, because the subject is hardly refined 
enough for this immaculate period, this moral millen- 
nium of expurgated editions in books, manners, and 
royal trials of divorce. 

This laudable delicacy — this crying-out elegance of 
the day — reminds me of a little circumstance which 
occurred wlwn I was about eighteen years of age. 
There was then (and there may be still) a famous 
Frendi “entremetteuse,” who assisted young gentle- 
men in their youthful pastimes. We had been ac- 
quainted for some time, when something occurred in 
her line of business more than ordinary, and the 
refusal was offered to me (and doubtless to many 
others), probably because I was in cash at the mo- 
ment, having taken up a decent sum from the Jews, 
and not having spent much above half of it. The 
adventure on the tapis, it seems, required some cau- 
tion and circumspection. Whether my venerable 
friend doubted my politeness I cannot tell, but she 
sent me a letter coudied in sucii English as a short 
residence of sixteen years in Enf^and had enabled 
l>er to acquire. After several precepts and instruc- 
tions, the letter closed. But there was a postscript. 
It contains! these words : — “ Remember, MifOr, tliat 
dWteari ensure everi succes.** The delicacy of the 
day is exactly, In all its circumstances, like that of 
this respectable foreigner. “It ensures every rwe- 
and is not a whit more moral than, and not half 
so honourable as, the coarser candour of our less po- 
lished ancestors. 

To return to Mr. Bowles. “If what is here ex- 
tracted can excite in the mind (I will not say of any 
‘ layman,* of any ‘ Christian,* but) of any kusuui 
being** etc. etc. Is not Mr. Gildirist a. “human 
being?** Mr. Bowles asks “ whether in offri^ufmg 
an article,** etc, etc. “to the critic, he had onj/ reason 
for distinguishing him with that courtesy,*’ etc. etc. 
But Mr. Bowles was wrong in “attributing the ar- 
ticle*’ to Mr. Gildirist at all; and would not have 
been right in calling him a dunce and a grocer, if he 
had written it. 

Mr. Bowles is here “ peremptorily called upon to 
speak of a circumstance which gives him the greatest 
pain,— the mention of a letter he received from the 
editor of ‘The Loudon Magazine.*" Mr. Bowies seems , 
to have embroiled himself on all sides, whether by 


editing, or replying, or attributing, or quoting, — it 
has been an aw'kwait) afl^ir for him. 

Poor Scott is now no more. In the exercise of his 
vocation, he contrived at last to make himself the 
subject of a coroner's inquest. But he died like a 
brave man, and he lived an able one. I knew him 
personally, though sliglitly. Although several years 
my senior, we had Ix^it schoolfellows together at the 
“ grammar-schule” (or as the Aberdonians pronounce 
it, **sgueeV') of New Aberdeen. Ue did not beltave 
to me quite handsomely in his capacity of editor a 
few years ago, Imt he was under no obligation to be- 
have otherwise. The moment was too tempting for 
many friends and for all enemies. At a time w hen 
all my relations (save one) fell from me like leaves 
from the tree in autumn w inds, and my few friends 
became still fewer,— w hen the w hole periodical press 
(1 mean the daily and weekly, uof Hie HUi ary press) 
w as let loose against me in every sliape of reproach, 
with the two strange exceptions (^onf their usual op- 
position) of “The Courier” and “The Examiner,**— 
the paper of which Scott had the direction was nci- 
tlier the last nor the least vituperative. Two years 
agol met him at \ eiiic4*, w hen lie w as bowed ih-griefs 
by the loss of his son. and hod know n, by experience, 
the bitterness of domestic privation. Me was'tben 
earnest with me to return to England; and on uiy 
telling him. w ith a smile, tliat he was once of a dif- 
ferent opinion, he replied to me, * that he and others 
had been greatly misled; and that some pains, and 
rather extraordinary means, hod been taken to excite 
them. Scott is no more, hut there areliiore than one 
living who w ere pre.sent at this dlalt^e. Re was a 
man of very considerable talents, and of great ac- 
quirements. He had made lus way, as q Hlerary 
character, with high access, and in' a few years. 
Poor fellow! 1 recollect his joy at some appoint- 
ment wliidi he liad obtained, or was fo obtain, 
through Sir James Macklntosli, and which prevented 
Uie further extension (unless by a rapid nin to Rome) 
of his travels in Italy. I little thought to what it 
would conduct him. Peace be with him !— and may 
all such other faults as are inevitable to humanity he 
as readily forgiven him, as the little injury which he 
bad done to oue who respected his taleuU, and re- 
grets his loss. 

I pass over Mr. Bow les’s page of explanation, upon 
Uie correspondence between him and Mr. S — , It 
is of little importance in regard to Pope, and con- 
tains merely a re-contradiction of a contradiction of 
Mr. Gilchrist’s. We now come to a point where 
BIr. Gilchrist has, certainly, rather exaggerated mat- 
ters; and, of course, Mr. Bowles makes the most of 
it. Capital letters, like Kean’s name, “ large upon 
the bills,’* are made use of six or seven times to ex- 
press his sense of the outrage. The charge is, in- 
deed, very boldly made; but, like “Ranold of tlie 
Mist's** practical joke of putting tbe bread and elieese 
into a dead man’s mouth, U,as Uiigald Dalgetty says, 
“somewhat too wild and salvage, besides wasting 
the good victuali." 


SECOND LETTER ON BOWLES'S STRICTURES ON PGPE. Q55 


Mr. Gilchrist charges Mr. Bowies xrith ** surest* 
ing’*that Pope “ atlcmpled ” to commit “a rape” 
upon Lady M. Wortley Montague. There are two 
reasons why this could not be true. The flrst is, 
that like chaste Letitia's prevention of the intended 
ravishment by Firfblood (in Jonathan Wild), it might 
have been impeded by a timely compliance, 'fhe 
second is, that however this might be,- Pope was pro- 
bably the less robust of the two ; and ( if the Lines on 
Sappho were really intended for this lady) the as- 
serted consequence of her acquiescence in his wishes 
would have been a sufHcient punishment. The pas- 
sage whicli Mr. Bowies quotes, however, insinuates 
notliing of the kind : it merely charges her with en- 
couragement, and him with wishing to profit by it, — 
a slight attempt at seduction, and no more. The 
phrase is, “a step beyond decorum.” Any physical 
violence is so abhorrent to human nature, that it 
recoils in cold blood from the very idea. But, the 
seduction of a woman's mind as weH as person is not, 
perhaps, the least heinous sin of the two in morality. 
Dr. Jolmson commends a gentleman wlio, having 
seduced a girt who said, ^^1 am afraid we have done 
wrong,” replied, “Yes, we Anre dd» wrong, — for 
I would not pervert her mind also.-* ’^^theno would 
not “kill Desdemona's soul.” Alr."^ Bowles excul- 
pates himself from Mr. Gilchrist’s charge ; but it is 
by substituting another charge against Pope. “A 
step bryoud decorum,” has a soft sound, but what 
docs it express? In all these cases, “ cc n’est que le 
premier pas qui coiUe.” Has not tl»c Scripture jjomc- 
thing upon “the lusting after a woman” being no 
less criminal than the crime? V A step beyond de- 
corum,” in short, any step beyond the instep, is a 
step from a precipice to the lady wlio permits it. 
For the gentleman who makes it, it is also rather 
hazardous if he does not succeed, and still more so 
if lie does.’ 

Mr. Bowles appeals to the “Christian reader!” 
upon this “ 6’ilrAris/ifln criticism. 1$ not this play 
upon sucli words “a step beyond decorum” in a 
clergyman I but 1 admit tlie temptation of a pun to be 
irresistible. » 

But “ a hasty pamphlet was published, in which 
some personalities respecting Mr. Gilchrist were suf- 
fered to appear.” If .Mr. Bowles will write “ hasty 


pamphlets,” why Is he so surprise on receiving short 
answers? The grand grievance to which he perpe- 
tually returns is a charge of “AppocAoiidriactim.” 
asserted or insinuated in tlie Quarterly. I cannot 
conceive a man in perfect health being much affected 
a charge, l^ause his complexion and conduct 
must amply refute it. But were it true, to what does 
it amount ? — to an impeachment of a liver complaint. 
“ 1 w ill tell it to the world,” exclaimed tlie learned 
Snielfungus.—“ You had better,” said I, “tell it to 
yobr physician.” There is nothing riishonourable>in 
such a disorder, which is more peculiarly the mal^y 
of students. It bat been the complaint of the good, 
and the wise, and tlie witty, and even of the gay. 
Regnard, the author of tbe best Frencli comedy after 
Moiiere, was atrabilious; and Moliere himself, satur- 
uine. Dr. Johnson, Gray, and Burns, were all more 
or less affected by it occasionally. It was the prelude 
to the more aw ful malady of (k>Hins, Cowper, Swift, 
and Sqiart ; but it by no means follows that a partial 
affliction of this disorder is to terminate like theirs. 
But even were it so, — 

“Nor best, norwltnr, «ro exempt from thee; 

Folly —tpllj’e only free.” _^yiysogs. 

If this be the criterion of exemption^R Bowles’s 
last two pamphlets form a better certific-ate of sanity 
than a physician's. Mendchlson and Bayle were at 
times so overcome with this depression, as to be 
obliged to recur to seeing “puppet-shows, and count- 
ing tiles upon the opposite houses,” to divert them- 
selves. Dr. Johnson at times “would liave given a 
limb to recover his spirits.” Mr. Bowies who is 
(strapge to say) fond of quoting Tope, may perhaps 
answer,— 

“Go on. obliging civatitret, let me tee 

All which Uisgraced my betters met io roe.!' 

But the cliarge. such as it is, neither disjtraces them 
nor him. It is easily disproved if false; and even if 
proved true, has nothing in it to make a man so very 
indignant. Mr. Bowles himself appears to be a little 
ashamed of his “ hasty pamphlet; for he attempts to 
excuse it by the “great provocation;” that is to .say, 
by Mr. Bow les's supposing that Mr. Gik'brist was the 
writer of the article in the Quarterly, which he was 
not. ' 


• 1 think that I couhl show, irnncesiary, that Lady Mary Worlley 
UoQlagiie was also greatly to blame in that «iiiarrel, not For haring 
rrp-clfd, hill for ha>Ing encouraged him i but I would raiher de- 
cline tbe task— ilwugh she should have reuienibered her own line. 
*• lie romes loo ««ir, that comes to be denied. 1 admire her to 
much-her beauty, her t.ilciits-thal I should do UiU rduciaiitly. 
1, bctidet, am to attached to the very name of Jlfni'y. that, u 
Johnaon once Mid. “if you- called « dog Harvey, 1 slwuld lore 
him I " 80,1/ you were to call a remalc of the Mme fpeclea “JJary,*’ 
I should love il betier Uian oUien ; biped or quadruped) of the 
Mme sex with a dirTerenl appelliUon. She was an extraordinary 
woman i the could translate Epictetus, and yet write a tong 
worthy of Aritlippiit. The Unet, 

** Awf when the long hotinar IbepaMtr ere (Met, 

And Wf BtMt, tiUh ckuaptlgne and « chteten, at latt, 

■ay every tOad pUiMire Uni awOMnt endear I 


Ba banish'd afar both diacreiioo and feer I 
Forgctilof or scorning tbe airs of tbe crowd, 
lie may ocesc to be tofinal, ud I to be proud, 

TUI,'' tU. etc. 

There, Ur. Bowies’— what say you to such a ttipper with tuch a 
womau? and her own description loo? U not her “ ehompaigue 
and chicken ** worth a forest or two? it it not poeiry? It ap- 
pears to me that Uhs stanza cootaiiM Uio “ pwie *’ the whole 
philosophy ot Bpicurni i— 1 mean the pi aelical philosophy of his 
school, not the precepU of the master, forlhave been loo lung at 
the university not to know that the pbilosoi»her was himself a mo- 
derate man. But, after all, would nut s<ime of lu have been as 
great fools as Pope? For my part. I wonder that, with life qaick 
(eeUngs. her coquetry, and his disa|ipoliMmeat, he did no more, 
—instead of wriUiig some lines, wtucb arc to be evi ytfm n rJ if 
fnlse. and regreti^ if trae. 
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** But, in extemniClon, not'only the great provoca* ] 
tion should be remembered, but it ought to b^ said, I 
that orders were sent to tlie London booksellers, tjiat \ 
the most direct personal passages should be omiffed | 
e>i(irWy,’*etc. This is what the proverb coJIs^* break- 
ing a head and giving a plaster;” but, in this Instance, 
the plaster was not spread in time, and Mr. Gilchrist I 
does not seem at present disposed to regard Mr. | 
Bowles's courtesies like the rust of the spear of i 
AchNles, which bad such skill in surgery.” I 

But ”Mr. Gilchrist has no rhjht to object, as the j 
rtsder will see.” 1 am a reader, a ”gentle reader,” i 
and 1 see nothing of the kind. Were 1 in Mr. Gil- | 
Christ's place, I sirould object exceedingly to being I 
abused; iirstly, for what 1 did write, and, secondly, i 
for what I did no( write; merely because it is Mr. | 
Bowles’s will and pleasure to be as angry with me for ' 
having written in the I/)ndoii klagazine, as for not 
having written in the Quarterly Review. 

” Mr. Gilchrist lias had nni|)Je revenge; for be has, 
in his answer, said so and so,” etc. etc. There is no 
great revenge in all this; and I presume that nobody 
either seeks or wishes it. V\liat revenge.^ Mr. 
Bowles calls names, and he is answered. But Mr. 
Gilchrist and'the Quarterly Reviewer are not poets, [ 
nor pretenders to imetry; therefore they can have no | 
envy nor malice against Mr. Bowies : they have no 
acquaintance with Mr. Bowles, and can havp no 
personal pique; they do not cross his path of life^ nor 
he theirs. There is no political feud between them. 
AYhat, then, can be Hie motives of their disousston of 
liisteerts as an editor? — vcneralion for the genius 
of Pope, Tove for his memory, and regard for the 
classic glory of their oountry. Why would Mr. 
Bowles edit? Had he limited his honest endeavours 
to poetry, very little would have been said upon the 
subject, and noUiiiig at'all by bis present antagonist. 

Mr. Bow'l^s calls Hie pamphlet a mud-cart,” and 
the writer a ** scavenger. ” Afterwards he asks, 

“ Shall he Ring Hirt and receive lose-irafer.’” This 
metaphor, by the way, is taken from Marmontel's 
Memoirs, who lamenting to Champfort the shedding 
of blood during the French revolution, was answered, 

** Bo you think tliat reiolutions are to lie made with 
rose-icfl/er.^*’ 

For iny own part, I presume that ” rose-water ” 
would be infinitely ipore graceful in the hands of 
Mr. Bowles than the substance wbicii he has substi- 
tuted for that delicate liquid. It would also more 
confound his adversary, supposing him a “scavenger.” 

1 remember, (and do you remember, reader, that it 
was in my earliest youth, “ ConsulePlanco,*')— on the 
morning of the great baUle (the second J — between 
Gulley and Cregsou,-r who was matched 

against Horton for tlie second figiit, on the same me- 
morable day; awaking me (a lodger at the inn in the 
next room) by a loud remonstrance to llic waiter 
against the abomination of his towels, which had been 
laid in lavender. Gribb was a coal-heaver— and was 
much more discomlited by this odoriferous effemi- 
nacy of fine linen, tlian by his adversary Horton, 


whom he “ fiaislied m style,” though w’ith some re- 
luctance; for I recollect tliat he said, “he disliked 
Imrting him, he looked so pretty.” — Horton being a 
very fine fresh-coloured young man. 

To return to “rose-water” — that is, to gentle 
means of rebuke. Does Mr. Bow les know liow jto 
revenge himself upon a hackney-coachman wbeti he 
has overcharged hil fare? In ease he should not. I 
will tel) him. It is of little use to call him “ a rascal, 
a scoundrel, a thief, an impostor, a blackguard, a vil- 
lain. a ragamufTin, a — what you please;” nil that he 
is used to — it is hi.s mother-tongue, and probably his 
mother’s. But look him steadily and quietly in the 
face, and say — Upon my word, I think you are the 
ugliest fellow I ever saw in niy life,” and he will 
instantly roll forth the brazeji thunders of the cha- 
rioteer Salihouciis as follows : — “7/oug/j/.' w hat Hie 

h — llarej/cm? Foil n gf»<lenia« / Why V* 

Ilyich easier it is to promise— and therefore to vin<K- 
cate— (for passion .punishes , him who feels it more 
than those whom tlie passionate would excruciate) — 
by a few quiet words the aggressor, tlian b.rrctoriiiig 
violently.’ 'fh^ “coals of fire” of tlieScripture arc 
beaefits butjftcv ire not tlie less “coals of fire*' 

I pass oycha page of quotation and reprobation — 
“Sin up to injT s«ig” — “Oh let niy^ little hark” — 
“ Arcades ambo’*^“ AVriler in the Quarterly Review 
and himself” — “In-door avocations, indeed” — 
“Kings of Brentford”— “One nosegay” — “Perennial 
nosegay” — “Oh Juvenes,” — and the like. 

Page 12 produces “more reasons,”— (the task 
ought not to have lieen difficult, for as yet there were 
none) — “to show why Mr. Bowles attributed the 
critique in tlie Quarterly to 0<!tavius Gilchrist.” All 
these “ reasons ” consist of surmise* of Mr. Bowles, 
upon the presumed eliarocler of his opi>onent. “lie 
did^iot suppose there could exist a man in the king- 
dom so impudent, etc. etc., except Octavius GilHirist.” 
— “He did not think there w as a man in the kingdom 
who would preleiid i{^noraMrf, etc. etc., except Oc- 
tavius Gilchrist.”— “ He did not conceive that one 
man in the kingdom would utter such stupid lltp- 
|>anrv, etc. etc., except Octavius Gltchrist.” — “He 
did not think there was one man in the k>»gdoin 
who, etc. etc., could so, utterly show liis iguorance, 
rumAhied with conceit, etc., ns Octavius Glichrist.” 
>-r“He did not believe there was a man in the kingdom 
so perfect in Mr. Gilchrist's ‘old limes,’” etc. etc. — 
“He did not think the mean mind ofany one in theking- 
dom,” etc. pnd so on; always beginning with “any 
one in the kingdom,” and ending with “Ojctavius 
Gilclirist,” like the vord in a catch. I am not “in 
the kingdom,” and have not been much in the king- 
dom since I was one. and twenty (about five years in 
the whole, siftcc I was of age), and have no desire to 
be in the kingdom again, whilst I bre.alhc, nor to 
sleep Uiere afterwards; and I regret nothing more 
than ht'iving ever been “in the kingdom” at all. But 
though no lunger a man “in the kingdom,” let me 
ho|>e when I tfave ceased to exist, it may be said, as 
was answered by the master of Clanronald's bench- 
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man, the day after the battle of Sherlff-Muir, when 
he was found watchin;; his chiefs body. He was 
asked, “ who that was?” he rej)lied— ** it was a man 
yesterday.” And in lliis capacity, **in or out of the 
kingdom,” I must own that I participate in many of 
the objections urged by Mr. Gilchrist. I participate 
in his love of Pope, and in his not understanding, and 
occasionally finding fault with, the last editor of our 
last truly great poet. 

One of the reproaclies against Mr. Gilchrist is, that 
he is (it is sneeringly said) an F. S. A. If it will give 
Mr. Bowles any pleasure, 1 am not an F. S. A. but 
a Fellow of the Royal Society at his service, iu case 
there should be any thing in that association also 
which may point a paragraph. 

“There are some other reasons,” but “ the author 
is now not unknown.” Mr. Bowles has so totally 
exhausted himself upon Octavjus Gilchrist, that he 
has not a Word left for the real quarlercr of ills edi- 
tion, although now’ “ di'terre,” 

The following page refers to a mysterious charge 
of “ duplicity, in regard to the publication of Pope’s 
letters.” Till this charge is made in proper form, we 
have nothing to do with it; Mr. Gilchrist hiut^ it— 
Mr. Bowles denies it; there it rests lor the present. 
Mr. Bowles professes his dislike to “ Pope's duplicity, 
not to Pope”— a distinction apparently without a dif- 
ference. However, I believe that 1 understand him. 
We have a great dislike to Mr. Bowles's edition of 
Pope, but not to Mr. Bowles. >'everthele.ss, he 
takes up the subject as warmly as if it was personal. 
With regard to the fact of “Pope’s duplicity,” it re- 
mains to be proved— like Mr. Bowles's benevolence 
towards his memory. 

In page 14, we have a large assertion, tiiat *‘the 
* Eloisa ' alone is suiBcient to convict him of gross 
licentUmsness.” Thus, out it comes at last. Mr. 
Bowles does accuse Pope of “gross licentiousness,” 
and grounds the charge upon a poem. The ticen- 
tiousness is a “graift peut-dtre,” according to the 
turn of the times being. The grossness 1 deny. On 
the contrary, 1 do believe that such a subject never 
was, nor ever could be, treated by any poet with so 
much delicacy, mingled with, at the same time, such 
true and intense passion. Is the Atys” oi Catullus 
Ikenfious f No, nor even gross ; and yet Catullus is 
often a coarse writer. The subject fs nearly tbe 
same, except that Atys was tbe suicide of his man- 
hood, and Abelard the victim. 

The licentiousness” of the story was not Pope's, 
—it was a fact. All that it had of gross, he has soft- 
ened; — all that it had of indelicate, he has puriGed; 
—all that it bad of passionate, be has beautilied;— all 
that it had of holy, he has hallowed. . Mr. Campbell 
has admirably marked this in a few words (I quote 
from memory), in drawing the distinction between 
Pope andBryden, and pointing out w here Dryden was 
wanting. “ I fear,” says he, that fiad the subject 
of * Eloisa* tilten into his (Dryden's) hands, that he 
would have '^tven us but a coarse draft of her pas- 
sion.” Nevef was l!ie delicacy of Popi‘ so much 


shown as in this poem. With the fads and the let- 
ters of Kloisa” he has done w hat no other mind hut 
that of tlie best and purest of poets could l»nve ac- 
complished with such inaterials. Ovid, Sappho (in 
the Ode called hers) — all that we have of ancient, all 
that we have of modern poetry, sinks into nothing 
compared with him in this production. 

Let us hear no more of this trash about “ licen- 
tiousness.” Is not “Anacreon” taught in our 
schools? — translated, praised, and edited ? Are not 
his Odes the amatory praises of a boy ? Is not Sap- 
pho’s Ode on a gfrl? Is hot this sublime and (ac- 
cording to I^ngimis) fierce love for one of her own 
sex ? And is not Phillips's translation of it in the 
mouths of all your women ? And are the English 
schools or the English women tlie more corrupt for 
aU this? When you have thrown the ancients into 
the fire, it will he lime H) denounce the moderns. 
“Licentiousness!”— there is more real mischief and 
sapping licentiousness in a single French prose novel, 
in a Moravian hymn, or a German comedy, than in 
all tlie actual poetry tliat ever was penned, or poured 
forth, since the rhapsodies of Orpbeuk. Tbe senti- 
mental anatomy of Rousseau and Madame de Stoel 
are far more formidable than any quantity of verse. 
They are so, because they sap the principles, by rea- 
soning upon the pensions, whereas poetry is in itself 
passion, and does not systematise. It assails, but 
does not argue ^ U may be wrong, but it does not as- 
sume pretensions to Optimism. 

Mr. Bowles now has th6 goodness pdint out 
the differenee betw^een a fradiirer and him who sin- 
cerely stales what he sincerely believes.” He might 
have spared himself the trouble. Tlie one is a liar, 
who lies knowingly ; the other (I speak of a scandal- 
monger of course) lies, charitably believing that he 
speaks truth, and very’ sorry to find himself in false- 
hood;— because he 

‘‘Would rather Uial the dean ihould die. 

Than bit prediction prove a lie." 

After a definition of a “ traduccr,” which was 
quite superfluous (though it is agreeable to learn that 
Mr. Bowies so well understands the ciiaracter), w e 
are assured, that “he feels equally indilTercnt, Mr. 
Gilchrist, for what your malice can invent, or your 
impudence utter.” This is indubitable; for it rests 
not only on Mr. Bowles's assurance, but on tliat of 
Sir Fretful Plagiary, and nearly in the same words 
— “and I shall treat it with exactly the same calm 
indifference and philosophical contempt, and so your 
servant.” 

“One tiling has given Mr. Bowles concern.” It 
is “ a possage which might seem to reflect on the pa- 
tronage a young man has received !” Might seem M 
The passage alluded to expresses, that if Mr. GHdirist 
be the reviewer of “a certain |K)ct of nature,” his 
praise and bl.'une are equally cnnleinplible. — Mr. 
Bowles, who lias a peculiarly ambiguous .style, where 
it suits him, coines off with n “ not to the port, but 
the critic,” etc. In mv iHimble opinion, the passag<i 
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referred to both. Had Mr. Bowles really meant 
fairly, he would have s^td so from tlie first — be would 
have been eagerly transparent.— “ A certain poet of 
uature"* is not the style of commendation. It is tiK 
rcry prologue to the most scandalous paragraphs of 
the newspapers, when 

WjllloR to wound, aod yet afraid lo strike." 

“A certain high personage,” — “a certain peeress,” 
—“a certain illustrious foreigner,”— what do these 
words ever precede, but defamation? Had he felt a 
spark of kindling kindness for John Clare, he would 
have named him. There is a sneer in the sentence as 
it stands. How a favourable review of a deserving 
poet can rather injure than promote his cause” is 
difficult to comprehend. The article denounced is 
able and amiable, and it ha» “served” the poet, as 
far as poetry can be served by Judicious and honest 
criticism. 

With the two next paragraphs of Mr. Bowles's 
pnmplilet it is pleasing to concur. His mention of 
“ Pennie,” and his former patronage of Shoel,” do 
him honour. I am not of those who may deny Mr. 
Bowles to be a benevolent man. 1 nwrely assert, 
that he is not a candid editor. 

Mr. Bowles has been a writer occasionally up- 
wards of thirty years,” and never wrote one word 
in reply in his life to criticisms, merely as criti- 
cisms.” This. is Mr. Lofty in Goldsmith’s Good-na- 
tured Man; “ and I vow by all that’s honourable, my 
resentment has never done the men, as mere men, 
any manner of harm,— that Is, as mere men.” 

“ The letter to the editor of the nev^spaper” is 
owned ; but ** it was not on account of the criticism. 
It was because the criticism tiame down in a frank 
directed to Mrs. Bowles!! !”‘-^tlie italics and three 
notes of admiration appended to Mrs. Bowles are co- 
pied verbatim from the quotation), and Mr. Bowles 
was not displeased with the criticism, but with the 
frank and the address. I agree with Mr. Bowles that 
the intention was to annoy him ; but I f^ar that this 
was answered by his notice of the reception of the 
criticism. An anonymous letter-writer has but one 
means of knowing the effect of his attack. In this 
lie has the superiority over the vi|>er;.he knows that 
his poison has taken effect, when he hears the victim 
cry ; — the adder is deaf. The best reply to an ano- 
nymous inthnatioD is to take no notice directly nor 
indirectly. I wish Mr. Bowles could see only one or 
two of the thousand which I have received in the 
course of a literary life, which, though begun early, 
has not yet extended to a third part of his existence 
as an author. I speak of literary life only. Were 1 
to add personal I might double the amount of aiu>- 
nyiwotts letters. If he could but see the violence, 
the threats, the absurdity of the whole thing, he would 
laugh, and so should I, aod thus be both gainers. 

To keep up the farce,— within the last month of 
this present writing(182l), Ihavehad my life threat- 
ened in the same way which menaced Mr. Bowles’s 
fame,— excepting that the anonymous denunciation 


was addressed to the Cardinal Le^U of Romagna^ 
instead of to Mrs. Bowles. The Cardinal is, I believe, 
the elder Indy of the two. 1 append the menace in all 
its barbaric but literal Italian, that Mr. Bowles may 
be convinced; and as this is the only promise to 
pay,” which the Italians ever keep, so my person has 
been at least as much exposed to a shot in tlie 
gloaming,” from “John Healherblutter” (see Wa- 
verley), as ever Mr. Bowles’s glory was from an edi- 
tor. I am, nevertheless, on horseback and lonely for 
some hours (one of them twilight) in the forest daily; 
and this, because it was my “custom in the after- 
noon,” and that I believe if the tyrant cannot escape 
amidst his guards (should it be so written), so 
humbler individual would find precautions useless. 

Mr. Bowles has here the humility to say, that “ he 
must succumb; for with Lord Byron turned against 
him, he has no chancy,” — a declaration of self-denial 
not much in unison with his “promise,” five lines 
afterwards, that “ for every twenty-four lines quoted 
by Mr. Gilchrist, or his friend, to greet him with as 
many from the ^Gilchristiad’;” but so much the 
better. Mr. Bowles has no reason to “ sudeumb” but 
to Mr. Bowles. As a poet, the author of “ The Mis- 
sionary” may compete with the foremost of his co- 
temporaries. Let it be recollected, that all my pre- 
vious opinions of Mr. Bowles's poetry were trriHrii 
long before tlie publication of his last and best poem ; 
and that a poet’s last poem should be his best, is bis 
highest praise. But, however, he may duty and ho- 
nourably rank with his living rivals. There never 
was so complete a proof of the superiority of Pope, as 
in the lines with which Mr. Bowles closes bis “to be 
concluded in our next.** 

Mr. Bowles is avowedly the champion and the poet 
of nature. Art and the arts are dragged, some be- 
fore, and others behind his chariot. Pope, w*here 
he deals w ith passion, and with the nature of the na- 
turals of the day, is allowed even by themselves to be 
sublime^, but they complain tlftt too soon — 

“ lie stoop'd lo truth and moralised bis song.** 

and there even they allow him to be unrivalled. He 
has succeeded, and even surpassed them, when be 
chose, in their own pretended province. I.et us see 
wirat their Coryphoeus effects in Pope’s. But it is too 
pitiable, it is too melancholy, to see^lr. Bowles 
“sitmhig” not “up” but “down” as a poet to his 
lowest depth as an editor. By the way, Mr. Bowles 
is always quoting Pope. I grant that there is no 
poet — not Shakspeare himself— who can be so often 
quoted, with reference to life; — but his editor is so 
like the devil quoting Scripture, that 1 could wish 
Mr. Bowles in his proper place, quoting in the pulpit. 

And now for his lines. But it is painful— painful 
— tQ see such a suicide, though at the shrine of Pope. 

I can’t copy them all;— ^ ‘ . 

"Shall the rank. loathMine mlMretotonhe sgi 

Sil, Uk« I nigbumare griODing o’er a page 

" Wboee piebald character lO aptly ndt 

The two exirrmet of BaDiam and of Brute, 
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Compound gro(e«]ue of niUeimeM and »hovr. 

The chaUertn^magpie. and the croaking crow." 

Whose heart contends with ihy Sataraiao bead, 

A root ol hemlock. iimI a tump of lead. 

Gilcbtisl. proceed,” etc., etc. 

”And thus stand forth, spUe of Ihy vcoom’d toim, 

>4, To glte thee bUe for bite, or laah thee limping home." 

With regard to the last line, the only one upon which 
I shall venture, for fear of infection, I would advise 
Mr. Gilchrist to keep out of the way of such reci- 
procal morsure — unless he has more faith in the 
“ Ormskirk medeclne '* than most people, or may 
wish to anticipate the 4 >ensioii of the recent German 
professor (I forget his name, but it is advertised and 
full of consonants), who presented his memoir of an 
infallible remedy for the hydrophobia to the German 
Diet last month, coupled w ith the philanthropic con- 
dition of a large annuity, provided that bis cure 
cured. Let him begin witli the editor of Pope, and 
double his demand. 

Your’s ever, 

Bybo>. „ 


To John Murray, Etq. 


P. S. Amongst the above-mentioned lines there 
occurs the following, applied to Pope — 


Tlifl a«a«io’« vengpince and (he cowanTi lie.*' 

And Mr. Bowles persists that he is a 'well-wisher to 
Popell! He has, then, edited an ** assassin*’ and a 
“coward” wittingly, as well as lovingly. In ray 
former letter I have remarked upon the editor’s for- 
getfulness of Pope’s benevolence. But where he 
mentions his faults it is “ witli sorrow ” — his tears 
drop, but they do not blot them out. The “record- 
ing angel” differs from the recording clergyman. 
A fulsome editor is pardonable though tiresome, like 
a panegyrical son whosepious sincerity would demi- 
deify his father. But a detracting editor is a par- 
ricide. He sins against the nature of his office, and 
connexion— be murders the life to come of his victim. 
If his author is not worthy to be mentioned, do not 
edit at an : If he be, edit honestly, and even flatter- 
ingly. The reader will forgive' the w'eakness in fa- 
vour of mortality, and correct your adulation witli 
a smile. But to sit down “mingere in patrios ci- 
neres,” as Mr. Bowles has done, merits a reprobation 
so strong, that I am as incapable of expressing as of 
ceasing to fee! it. 


FCBTHER ADDENDA. 


It is worthy of remark that, after all this outcry 
about “ill-door nature” and “artificial images,” 
Pope was the principal inventor of that boast of the 
English, Modern Gardening, He divides this honour 
with Milton. Hear Warton It hence appears, 
that this enchanting art of modern gardening, in 
which this kingdom claims a preference over every 
nation in Europe, chiefly owes its orfortn and its im- 
provements to two great poets, Milton and Pope.** 
Walpole (no friend to Pope) asserts that Pope form- 


ed Kent's taste, and that Kent was the artist to whom 
the English are chiefly indebted for diffusing “ a 
taste in laying out grounds.” The design of the 
Prince of W^ales’s garden was copied from Pope*s at 
Twickenham. Warton applauds “his singular effort 
of art and taste, In impressing so much variety and 
scenery on a spot of five acres.” Pope was the first 
who ridiemed the “ formol, French, Dutch, false and 
unnatural taste in gardening,” both in prose and 
verse. (See, for the former, “ The Guardian.” ) 

“ Pope lias given not only some of our first but best 
rules and observations on Architecture and Garden- 
ing," (See Warton’# Essay, vol. il. p. 237, etc., etc.) 

Now, is it not a shame, after this, to hear our 
leakers in “Kendal Green,” aud ourBucolical Cock- 
neys, crying out (the latter in a wilderness of bricks 
and mortar) about “Natifrej” and Pope’s “artificial 
in-door habits?” Pope had seen all of nature that 
England alone can supply. He was bred in Windsor 
Forest, and amidst the beautiful scenery of Eton ; he 
lived familiarly and frequently at the country seats of 
Bathurst, Cobbam, Burlington, Peterborough, Digby, 
and Bolingbroke; amongst whose seats was to be 
numbered Slotce. He made his own Uttle “ fiv e acres ” 
a model to princes, aud to the first of our artists who 
imitated nature. Warton thinks *‘tbat the most 
engaging of Kent’s works was also planned on tiie 
^odcl of Pope’s— at least in the opening and retiring 
shades of Venus’s Vale.” 

It is tnie Uiat Pope was infirm and deformed; but 
he could walk, and be could ride (be rode to Oxford 
from London at a stretch), and lie was famous for an 
exquisite eye< On a tree at Lord Bathurst’s is carved 
Here Pope sang,”— he composed beneath it. Bo- 
lingbroke, in oue of his letters, represents them both 
writing in the hay-field. No poet ever admired Na- 
ture more, or used her better, than Pope has done, 
as I will undertake to prove from his works, prose 
and verse, if not anticipated In so easy and agreeable 
a labour. 1 remember a passage in W^alpole, some- 
where, of a gentleman who wished to give directions 
aboutsonic willows to a man who had long served 
Pope in his grounds: “ 1 understand, sir,” he re- 
plied : “ you would have them hang down, sir, some- 
uliat poetical." Now, if nothing existed but this 
little anecdote, it would suffice to prove Pope’s taste 
for Nature, and the. impression which he had mode 
on a common-miiHld mao. But 1 have already 
quoted Warton and Walpole (6ot A his enemies), and, 
were it necessary, I could amply quote Pope himself 
for such tributes to Nature as no poet of the present 
days has even approached. 

Hla various excellence is really wonderful : archi- 
tecture, painting, gardetting, all are alike subject to 
his genius. Be it remembered, that English garden- 
ing is the purposed perfectioniog of niggard Nature, 
and that without it ^gbnd is but a bedge-and-ditch, 
double-post-and-rail^Uounslow Heath and Clapham 
Common sort of since the principal forests 

have been felled. ^^S^in general, far from a pic- 
turesque country. Tb^casc is different witli Scot- 



mo 


BYUON’S WORKS. 


Iand» Wales, and Ireland; and I except also the lake I 
counties and Derbyshire, together with Eton, Wind- 
sor, and my own dear Harrow on the Hill, and some 
spots near the coast. In the present rank fertility 
of “great poets of the age,” and “schools of poetry” 
—a word which, like “schools of eloquence” and of 
“philosophy,” is never introduced till the decay of 
the art has increased with the number of its profes- 
sors— in the present day, then, there have sprung up 
two sorts of Naturals;— the Lakers, who whine 
about Nature because they live In Cumberland; and 
their under-sfct (which some one has maliciously 
called the “Cockney School”) who are enlhusiaslical 
for the country because tliey live in London. It is 
to be observed, that the rustical founders are rather 
anxious to disclaim any connexion with their metro- 
politan followers, whom- they ungraciously review, 
and call cockneys; atheists, foolish fellows, bad 
writers, and other hard names not less ungrateful 
than unjust. I can understand the pretensions of the 
aquaticgcntlemenof Windermere to w hat Mr.Braham 
terms “enlusumusy” for lakes, and mountains, and 
daffodils, and buttercups ; but I should he glad to be 
apprised of the foundation of the London propensities 
of their imitative brethren to the same “high argu- 
ment.” Southey, Wordsworth, and Coleridge have 
rambled over half Europe, and seen Nature in most 
of her varieties (although I think that they have oc-" 
casionally not used her very well); but what on earth 
— of earth, and sea, and Nature— have the others 
seen ? Not a half, nor a tenth part so much as Pope. 
AVbile they sneer at his Windsor Forest, have tlicy 
ever seen any thing of Windsor except its brick ? 

The most rural of these gentlemen is my friend 
Leigh Hunt, wlm lives at Hampstead. I believe that 
1 need not disclaim any persona) or poetical hostility 
ugainst that gentleman. A more amiable man in so- 
ciety 1 know not; nor (when he will allow his sense 
to prevail over his sectarian principles) a better 
writer. When he was writing his “Rimini,” I was 
not the last to discover its beoutics, long before it 
was published. Even then I remonstrated against 
Us vulgarisms ; which are the more extraordinary, 
because the author is any thing but a vulgar man. 
IMr. Hunt’s answer was, that he wrote them upon 
principle; they made pari of his “sys/cm ?/ /” I 
then said no more. When a man talks of his system, 
it is like a woman’s talking of her cirtuc. ] let them 
talk on. Whether there arc writers who could have 
written “Rimini” as it might have been written, I 
know' not; but Mr. Hunt is, probably, the only poet 
who could have had the heart to spoil his own Capo 

4 Opera. ^ 

With the rest of his young people I have no ac- 
laintanre, except througli some things of theirs 
(which have been sent out without my desire), and I 
* confess that till 1 had read them 1 was not aw'orc of 
tiK full extent of human absurdity. Like Garrick’s 
“ Ode to Shakspeare,” they “ defy eriticism.** These 
are of the personages w ho decry Pope. One of them, 
a Mr. John Kctcti, \m written some lines against 


him, of which it were better to be the subject than 
the author. Mr. Hunt redeems bunself by occasional 
beauties; but the rest of these poor creatures seem 
so far gone that 1 would not “march through Co- 
ventry with them, that’s Hat ! ” were 1 ki Mr. Hunt’s 
place. To be sure, he has “led his ragamufGnf 
where they will be well peppered;” but a system- 
maker must receive all sorts of proselytes. When 
they have really seen life — when they have felt it — 
when they have travelled beyond the far distant 
boundaries of the wilds of Middlesex— when they 
have overpassed the Alps of Higltgate, and traced to 
its sources the Nile of the New River— then, and not 
till then, can it properly be permitted to them to 
despise Pope; who had, if not in Bales, been near it, 
when he described* so beautifully the “arti/irial” 
works of the Benefactor of Nature and mankind, the 
“Man of Ross” whose picture, still suspended in 
the parlour of the inn, 1 have so often contemplated 
with reverence for his memory, and admiration of 
the poet, without whom even his ow n stilt existing 
good works could hardly have preserved bis honest 
renown. 

1 would also observe to my friend Hunt, that I 
shall be very glad to see him at Ravenna, not only 
for my sincere pleasure in his conipany, and the ad- 
vantage which a thousand miles or so of travel might 
produce to a “natural” poet, but also to point out 
one or two little things in “Rimini,” which Ire pro- 
bably would not have placed in bis opening to that 
poem, if he had ever soon Ravenna ; — unless, indeed, 
it made “part of his system!! ” I must also crave 
his indulgence for having spoken of his disciples — by 
no means an agreeable or self-sought subject. If 
they had said nothing of Pope, they might have re- 
mained “alone with their glory,” for aught 1 should 
have said or thought about them or their nonsense. 
But if they interfere witli the “ little Nightingale” of 
Twickenham, they may find others w bo will bear it — I 
won’t. Neither time, nor distance, nor grief, nor age, 
can ever diminish my veneration for him, who is the 
great nroral poet of all times, of ail climes, of all feel- 
ings, and of all stages of existence. The delight of 
my b(^hood, the study of my manhood, perhaps (if 
allowed to me to attain it) he may be the consolation 
of my age. His poetry is the Book of Life. W ith- 
out Canting, and yet without neglecting religion, he 
has assembled all that a good and great man can 
gatlier together of moral w isdom clothed in consum- 
mate beauty. Sir William Temple observes, “that 
of all the numbers of mankind that live within the 
compass of a thousand years, for one man that is born 
capable of making a great poet, there may be a thou- 
sand born capable of making as great generals and 
ministers of slate as any in story.” Here is a states- 
man’s opinion of poetry : it is honourable to him and 
to the art. Such a “ poet of a thousand years ” was 
Pope. A thousand years will roll away before such 
another can be hop^ for in our literature. But I 
can van! them — he himself is a literature. 

One word upon his so brutally abused translation 



SECOND LETTER ON BOWLES’S STRICTURES ON POPE, 


94 ! 


of Homer. ** Dr. Ctnrke, whose critical exactness is 
welj known, has not fterii able to point out above 
three or four mistakes in the sense timough the w hole 
Iliad. The real faults of^he translation are of a dif> 
rent kind.’* So says Warton, himself a scholar. It 
appears by this, then, that he avoided the chief fault 
of a translator. As to its other faults, they consist 
In his having made a beautiful English poem of a 
sublime Greek one. It will always hold. Cowper 
and all the rest of the blank preteuders may do their 
best and their worst : they will never wrench Pope 
from the-handsof a single reader of sense and feeling. 

The grand distinction ot the under fonns of the 
new school of poets is their vuUjarUy. By this I do 
not mean that they are coarse but “ slinbby-genteel,” 
as it is termed. A man may be course, and yet 
not rii^f^ar, and the reverse. Burns is often coarse, 
L»it never ruf^dl-. Chatterton is never vulgar, nor 
Wordsworth, nor the higher of thC Lake school, 
though they treajkof low life in all its branches. It 
is in their /ixery fHat the new under school are most 
vulgar, and they may be known by this at once, as 
what wc called at Harrow “ a Sunday blood ’’.might 
be easily distinguished fromagentleman, although his 
clothes might be the better cut, aud his tx)ots the 
best blackened, of the two^probably because he 
niada the one, or cleaned the othv, w ith his own 
hands. 

In the . present case, I speak of writing, not of 
per.^oiw. ‘0^..^fe4laUer, I know nothing; of the 
fornv'r, 1 judge as it is found. Of my friend Hunt, 
1 hiuoalf^y soid, tlnd^he is any thing but vulgar 
in his mRimer9^;'oHd of his disciples, therefore, I will 
not judge "of their mpnncrs from their verses. They 
HKiy be honourable and (jentlemnnhj men, for what I 
know ; but the latter quality is studiously e.xcluded 
from their publications. They remind me of Mr. 
Smith and tUe. Miss Broughtons at the Hampstead 
Assembly, in ** Evelina.” In these things ^in private 
life, at least), I pretend tA^me small experience; be- 
cause, in the course of my youth, 1 have seen a little 
of all sorts of society, from the Christian prince and 
the Mussulman sultan and pacha, and the higher 
ranks of their countries, down to (lie Lon(^ boxer, 
the flash and the su e//,” the Spanish raMlwer, the 
.wandering Turkish dervise, the Scotclt nighlander, 


and the Albanian robber ;->to say nothing of the cu- 
rious varietie.8 of Italian social life. Far be it from 
me to presume that there ever was, or can be, such a 
thing as an ortstocrary of poets ; but there is a nobi- 
lity of thought and of style, open to all stations, and 
derived partly from talent, and partly from educa- 
tion, which is to be found in Shakspeare, and Pope, 
and Bums, no less than in Dante and Allleri, but 
which is nowhere to be perceived in the mock birds 
and bards of Mr. Hunt’s little chorus. If 1 were asked 
to deGne what this gentlemanliness is, I should say 
that it is only to be defined by examplei— of those 
who have it, and those who have it not. In life, I 
shobld say that mok military men have it, and few 
naval;-— that several men of rank have it, and few 
lawyers ;~that it is more frequent among authors 
than divines (when they are not i^ants); that /Isncing- 
masters have more of it.tban dancing-masters, and 
siugers than players ; and that (if it be notan Irishism to 
say so) it is far more gene^lly diffused among women 
than amongmen. In poetry,as well as writing in ge- 
neral, it will never make entirely apoetora poem; 
neither poetnor poem will ever be good for any thing 
without it. It is thesah of society, ahd the seasoning 
of composition. Vulgarity is far worse than down- 
right blackgvardism ; for the latter comprehends Wit, 
humour, and strong sense at times; while the former 
is a sad abortive attempt at all things, signifying 
nothing.” It does not depend upon low themes, or 
even low language, for Fielding revels in both; — 
but is he ever ru/par? No. You see the man of edu- 
cation, the gentleman, and the scholar, sporting with 
his subject, — its master, not rts slave. Your vulgar 
writer is always most vulgar, tlie higher his subject; 
as the man w ho showed the menagerie at Pidcock’s 
was wont to soy -‘‘This, gentlemen, is the eagle of 
th^suM, from Archangel, in Russia; the otterer it is, 
the igherer he flies.” But to the proofs. It is a 
thing to be felt more than explained. Let any man 
take up a volume of Mr. Hunt’s subordinate writers, 
read (if possible) a couple of pages, and pronounce for 
biinself, if they contain not the kind of writing which 
may be likened to “shabby-genteel” in actual life. 
M hen he has done this, let him take up Pope; — and 
when he has laid him down, . take up the cockney again 
—if he can. 
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Anibraclan Gulf, slantas n ntlen in passing 
Ihe, iQ. Keth-ciiuus im ititi past and pre- 
M-iit stale Ilf, i09. 4b. u. 

America, 143. 884. 

* AmiU8 esi I’Amour sans ailrs.'il. 
Amulets, Ihe belief in, uiu>cr»jl in Uie 

East, iS6. 

Anacreuo.hls'Ot^ V/iev Arecif^‘iran.v 
laled, L Ills c&9' 

Irsnslateri. ft. bee aisu, 756. 

Ancestry. 784^ 

*Aud wilt Ihuii weep when 1 am gone.' 23. 
’ And Ihou arldead, as young and fair,’ <77. 

‘ and thou wert sad !' 31L • 

Andrews, Di»hup, a punster, 491. 

, Miles Peter. esi| , his |krologucs, 

6M. Some account of, ibln. 

'Anent.' B2Z. 

Atigelo, Michael. hU bunh In Ihe church of 
siuiia Crucc. IM. Ills Siaiiic of Mum-s, 
402. Ills Last Jodgnienl. ib. Ills copy 
of Dante. 4b. Treaimentof, by Julius II., 
402. Neglect of, by Leo A., ib. ArseC' 
dole of. 770. 

Anger. 247. aS. 7QQ. 

Angling. 'Ihe crudest and stupidest rd 
s(Hjrts, 849. 

Anne. Lines to. IL >tL 
Anmiilanti, allegH longevity of, 719. 
Anviey’sitalh Guido, 875. 

Aliteros, 319. 

Anihotiy.TIT, his recipe for hot blood. 689. 
Anligonus, anecdnlr of. 770. 

Antinou*. Iiii. . His IhtoIc de.iih, M. 
Antony, his persmt described, 311 4b. The 
slave nf Inve, 746. T74. 

A[iennliies. Ilie, 144. ib. IL 
Apollu, m3 . 744. 

* Belridere. <50. 

A|>pearance!i, ‘ the Juiot oo which good so* 
clely tiinges,' 847. 

Ap|ieBlr,ZI& 

Ap|>liiive, pofMiIar, 738. 

Archimedes. SSL 

Ardennes, forest of, 449. 

Argus. Ulysses's Hog, 730. 

Arcyru-Cavtru, 938. 

AriosiD. hh b<tst. l3T. 489. Conlrmlnl with 
Tjss<>.‘ 40I. liirpersoD respecieilby the 
public robiwr, 897. 

Aristippus, 798. 

Arlstuphanes, quoted, Z2S* 

ArUtolle. 891. SHU 
Arilhnielic, |tucls of, 877. 

*ActnascdduB,' TowtiscDcrs, 1^ 

Army, 799. 

Army tailor, 810 

Arnaouis, or Albanose, 440. Their resem- 
blance lo the highlanders of Scotland, ib. 
Arquk, described, ISL IMs 
Art of llappfnra, Horace's, 843. 

Ascerwlon, feast of the, huw it Is celebrated 
in Greece, SQL 
Asphaltrs. the lake of, 490. 

'A spirit pass'd Iwfore me,* 988. 

' As o'er Lne cold setmichrsi stone.* 24. 

‘ AiaUulis.' account of Mrs. Mauley's. <tt. 
Aihanasian creed, 77.7. 

* Alhcista FnhniDSlo,' Ihe old reUgfom pisy 

Ilf, 880. The origin of Don Juan,' 88f. 
lU exteruive popularity, ib. Analysis uf, 
ib. Scene from, 4b. 

Athencus, 723. 

Athenians, xxix. Marriages of the, xxxv. 


Athens, ixviil. Apo*trqi»he to, 97. Itdlic* 
tioni on the paU anu |ire*rm cuudiimn 
of. ib. IL 142. Its »liuali<>n ami climate, 
ib. ■ On llie pliiudir oi Ihe wurks of art 
at. Hffl. 110, 

Aihos, Muuul, lAL Pn^ecl fur hewing it 
into a stahie of AleXiimlcr, g3fi, 

•Attic Bi-r,' 8Ii 
Allicuv. -203. 

Alilla.hu lijranguetn hla army pretiuiis 
tu the iuiUe uf Uukms. 2ti3. 

Augury, 742. 

Aiigii>^ta.kianzastu, EpMleto. ih. 

AMg•^ttlle. SL. his conlessiuiis, £2L 8fyL 
Aijgiivim Ctenar, hit character, 267. 

• All :d Ung ’■me* HS* 

Aurora Hi>rcj|is. *78. Detcripllon of, iL. 

II. ‘DonJiiau'a venirieiJ, 784. 

Authors, at 367. 789. 

Aiiiumn, an Eiiglidi, described, 8*7. 
Avartec. ‘SKo«>aoldgi*uilewiaijiv vicr.‘704. 

Panegyric on. 854. 

Ave .Maria ! 758. 

AveiiUcuro. llio Roman csniial of lielvetia, 
424. 

*.twjy, away, ye notes of woe,’ <7C. 
‘Away, ye gay Undscapes, ye gardens of 
ruaes! 27. 

B. 

Ralief. lower of, TCP. 

Babylon, niiat uf, Zfifo 2fil • 

Bacchus. 723, 876. 

Hack-wouUim>a, Kentiiekian, 7S& 

Bacon. Friar, lits brazrn hcati. ?04. The 
dhco>errr uf gunpowder, 793. 

— . Ijird, l-rftayoo Eni|Mre,ZfiJL Inac- 
ciiraciei>UiliisApophlli^ait,2iiL baying 
of, 851 . 

Baillie, Juanna, Her ‘ Family Legend,' lit, 
— — , Hr. Uaitlicw, his vi'Uio ly>nJ By- 
i-on, fiS3. Krmarluble fur plainuew uf 

*pi’«*eli. 818. 

Baigouiiic, brig of. 8t8. 

Bjii'hte, Mjper'Ulion of the. 874 . u. 
Barluroksa. Fmleric, Ills siiliruiwion h> 
Pufie AiexaiMler the Third. U2. 133. 
Barings, the, AM. 

Barnave. Pierre-Joseph, 884. 

Barometer, marine, lU great value, 753. 
Barra laria, aceuiiiii of tiie boccaiiecr esta- 
blishment at, 263. 

Barruw, Dr. Isaac. bU Sermnui. 799. 

John, esq., his ‘Peter the Great,’ 
' 878. Ills ‘Eventful History of llie Mu- 
tiny St Ihe Nore,' fi8l. uis lesHmony to 
the arcuraey of Loni Byron's descri,>iinii 
of a shipwreck, 71Q, Ills account of ihe 
eyiuonit-ler, TSL And of the marine 
Itarumeter, ib. 

BadifiilncM, 233- 

Baiili, Lord Byron’s A Iheoian servant, 418. 

' Balh Guide,' Amtry s, 875. 

Bathurst. Karl, hia speech on Ihe Irratmenl 
ofNaisdeon at St- Helena, 6.31. 

Battle. Ufl. aSi iSL l&L Tjfi, lat 
Baxter, Richard, his ‘ shore.‘ Mc.. 497, 
Some aceoiini of. 4b. q. 

Bayard, the i:hevaiier, 580. 

Bayes, Mr., his expnlieitt. laB. 

Beitrice. of Dinle. 536. 

Beall le, Dr., his rrflrciions on dreams, 7 At. 
Bcauliaraais, Eogene, hU leailmony to iho 
correctness of Lord Byron's delineation 
of Nspoleno Buonaparte, 881. 

Beaumunl. Sir George, 417. 8^7. 

Beauty, BL 22Q, jQL I2Z, ^ fiftL 784. 
840 aet. 

Becher, Hcv. Jcdui, awwCT to bis complaint 
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thifoDC ofLordBrroo'tilfveHpltorai was 
rather loo vrannly drawn. iS. 

(JrcMi«d to, uii }ii< advidna Lord Byrun 
to uiix m<ire « till KMilnty, iiL Sonie ac- 
couoi of, 2L 

Deckel, Tliomail, )iii tomb in Canlcrbury 
ciMiedrai 821. 

Beckbrd, Wifliam. riq., bis residence at 
Cintra. de'crilted. KZ.. CharaclcC of his 
* Vailu-k.' ib. n. Soiue account of, ifr. a. 

* Bed of W are.' 771- 

‘BcKgar’s Opera,* Cay's, ila eril (eodency 
denied, 187. 

Bchnieii, Jacob. liU rcverici, T7X. Some 
acciniiit of. 773 n. 

BeHaantis. *a hero, cumiueror, aod cuck- 
old," 7 id. 

Dclstiatur. vision of. 221,754. 

— . Lines to. 5'24. 

Denbotv, W'iilisni, 585. 

Beuder, obstinacy of Charles X II. orsweden 
at. 80iL 

B«-Bsnni, Coimtesf, the heroine of ‘ La Rlon- 
dioa III notidolrtli,’ IriO. 

. VlU .r. *00. 

* Beppu, a Veijcthti Story,' 5.58. 

Bvraaini, ihe l'rincc«is of Wales's couiL-r 

aiwl chainhrrlaiii, 7fW. 

B< rkriey, Bi'hup iit C^yoc, his sre]dicism 
cunremtn? the rvhlenceof inaib-r, 8M 
Berni, llte father oflheBoiiiK} style of v^tit* 
inff. US. 

BernU. Abl*^ de, Fre«]erlck the Second's 
verse tin 42I . * 

Biifaniy, 8D:L * 

Bieniry, fiZL 

Bile, rnrrgeiic. descrilted. 7>>7. — 

Birr1<, bi'iif! that U»e smiU of the dead in* 
habit the hirms ol, 8*5. 

Diren. Julin Lru«*s 1 , Duke of Condand, 8ta. 
Black Friar ul .New»ie.nl Alibcy, |I7I, 
llIackbtMirur. Archbf')iu{>. account of, 
Blausett JuM-(di,the prieiical roltbler. some 
account of, fil u. 11U eiutaph, 173. Ills 
|M«lhn>riOiu wtiiinKs. :t04. • 

Black wikhI’s Maaaxinr, Ms Heniarksoii Don 
Juao.SiJ. ‘Some Olntervaiiuus UjiOu il< 
Kemaris on Don Jnaii.' 8SI. 

Blair, Dr., his Sermons, 587. 723. 

Blake, the MiitKiable Uituor, 109. 

Bland, Rev. Ro>»rrt. Us ’ Cuilevtions from 
lhcCreckAi)lhuh>Ayi'70. Sumeaccuuul 
of. I*, uu 

Blank-verse, rtcellrnce of i hrme over, lu 
En^sh poetry, 181. 702. 

BlasiiTirniy, and hlasplwuiefs, 773. 848. 
‘Bialant Brast.' KJL 

BJJxh. captain, hb ' Narrative of the Uiitlny 
of the BiNiuiy.' fi&S. 

Bhiod, 'only serves to wash anibiliun's 
hands,' >ii. 

Bluomfleld. Robert, Ids * Farmrr'.i Boy,’ 
tt. Some accunulof, 89 n^ an* n. 

, NaUiaiuel, ^ tfTiL Account 

of, ib. 11 . 

Bluuiii. UarUia. m B2. 

Blue, InstrMnivvt for measuHoR the hiteo- 
•ity of, 753. 

Devils, ftlfi. 

*Blne.Slockin<.' 243. 

* ~ Club.’ orifin of. 4IS. 

* Buiks. Thk ; a Littran Eclogue,’ 448. 

* .‘iabn. 751.753. 887. 

BoabdtI. 888. 

* BoalMratn,’ Lord Byron's favourite doE, 

*|RSC8IPTI08 unhls iiKMMJinnjt.' 7*. 
BoocaecHj. ireatiaicut of hb ashea, 139. De- 
feitecof. Ita. 

B«oUa.aLHi. 

Bulleau. hiadruredaUuQ ofTasao, 138. 488. 
Bolero. 858. 

Buleyn, Anne, her remark on the scaffold, 
2SS. 

Bolinsbroke. Lord, him Mallet to traduce 
Pope, ^ See also, 988. 

BoUvar, Siinon. 658. 

* Boone (inline,’ 85S. 

DomiHarJ, Pran^ob de, account ot, 844. 
Booby, Lwly. 767. 

Boon, DanidU i^lkeotackiaa back*woods' 
man, ZM. 

'Bores. 8*8. 

*Born in a garrcl, Id a kitchen bndnWf. 
Boacan, Alaiugavi , 691. 

Boaphorns, 1^,788,718. 

Bourbon, Duke of. Conatable of Prance, 
809. 877. 880,581. 

Bonta rimtsT TlTS. 

Bowles, Rt'V. W'iHiam Lbie, 'The maudlin 


prince of mournful Mmnrtecrs,* 61 . flis 
'Spirit of niscovery.’ ib. Lines on ins 
' oilitiou Ilf Pope,' Si u. lib strictures ou 
Pop.r, liia. aib 
‘ Brandy for hiTocs I’ 6G5. 

BraM. Cnriniluau. 778, 

Brave. jdi’Uire of (lie truly, 8M. 

Dread Iriiit, 661. 

Brrniij_m. 

Brt-Mstcr. Sir DaviiL bis ‘ N.itnral Masic.’ 
S7Q. His'LifrurBewmii. "781. 811. 'ills 
dcscripilon of BlshoD Berkeley's iheury, 
S^o. 

Briarciis. 776. 

‘ BainKur Aavnos; a Turkish Tjlr.‘230. 
Bridge ul Siulis, 132. UL 
' Bnx of buiKoiuiic, 816 . 

' Br ^ht b«' the |>kicv of thy suiil I * 2L 
Brii^litori, Pa>ili<iii at. 857 . 

Brixiiuldc WarTiltf. 681 . 

• nrili>li Crit*c.’ 881. 890. 

•Briiish Review.* Its abuse of • Don Jinn.' 
881- • My (iraml-ini>tli'*r's Re\i< w." 7(I5. 
Li.rd Dymii s* L‘'Uer lu the t-Uiilnruf. B8o. 
Brocken. sinwintiHnn of the. .>70. 

Brmue woifiif Rome tli'ichbcd, 115. 166. 
Bit>iii;liam. Ilcury. r;s(. ( ufiCi vt .mb Lord 
Bruiigluiii ,111(1 Vuiii , (8 bi. ib. tL 
Briiwti. Ur. Tlioiuuk. Ilia 'Parjdmeof (k)- 
utur tes.* POO. 

Browuc, Sir Thotiur, Ins eni'oriilum ou 
•b C|i, 713. 

BriicT. AbvHsiiiiati, his ilescripUou of a sl- 

iliuuiii, 2(8. 

Bniniiiiel, Willlatn, esip, 3fi<*.. 
lliuimviek, Duke of, Ins dcalli at Qiialrc- 
bras. 119. 

Bruliis, liiL 14L 637. 
Bryanl,Jacoli.Mliihre>i--lr«CC ofTrny,7*8. 
BryilsC'. Sir EgiTlon, on die charactri’ au<i 
I'oeiicjl Ceumsut Dyroii, 88u. Criu-aji 
notes by, porous. 

Rueenl'iur. i 5*. 

DtML.’ClifEusUcc. Ids ‘ leap iiiLi the Th.imes' 

Bull-fi(;ht, dcscri|>iiun of a. 9*- Ift- ib. n, 
IMiniiapartc. Jaeopj, his ‘Sacco di Roma,' 
399. 

— — — , NitpoJeoii, 151 iL ’The Tripto- 
leniiis ul the Briliah fanner.' tiXn. llts 
i-xclamatiuu uu ibc Ium ol hu old guard. 
M2Q. 82UL 

Ills riuracirr, 121. 681. 

‘ OUI to," 964. 

*Lnss on hi«rsca|ie from Elba.* 325. 

See also, LSf i/** B77. 

Burden. 639. ■ 

Burgage trourm aud tithes, 'discord's 
lorCTcs,' 875. 

BurfiHs, Sir James Bland, bis' Richard the 
First ‘ sold lu line tninlu, 903. 896. 
Ruraoyne, Gr-iierai, 681 . 

Rutkc, Edmund, 8L 
Burlesque, 7*0. 

fiunury.Ur.,hischaracicr ofJcwbh music, 
980, 981. 

Burns. Hutiert, what would he have hern, 
if • patrician ? 48 n. see also, 737. 999. 
Busliy, Thomas, Mils. Docl., parody ol hb 
numulugoe on iheopeniug of Dcury La^ 
Thrairr, 480. 

Butler, Dr., * Liars on hit being appointed 
head*nasler at Harrow,' it. Portrait of, 

12, i6. 

‘ By Ihe rivers of Babylon 986. 

Byng. Admiral, hb cuurPmanial. 88 Q, 
Bvnun, several early members u( the fa- 
mily alluded to, ii. L 5 n. 

— . ancient descent uf the family of, H. 
Dymn, Sir Nicholas, hb character by Lord 
Clarendon, *. 

— — , Sir Jidin. created {16*3 1 . Baron By- 
ron of Rochdale. M>nic account of, iii. 

- — — , Admir4| Julin ( the erdndfdllirr of 
the fioet ], <{1. Mis proverbial ill-luck at 
sea. 310. ilb shipwreck, anil sufferings, 
7tS. 5ly grand-dad'iNarrative.'iO. Ei- 
Iract fi-oni, 16. ( 1 . 

— — , William, fiflh Lord {erand-uucle of 
Ihe poet\ lii. His trial Tor killing Mr. 
Chawortb in a dud, Id. Ills cluraclcr. 
iU. Si. 

— — ■ . John {father of llie poet), hlsclopiv 
’ uent with Lady Carmarthen. Hi. 32: Hb 
marriage with MUs Catherine Gurdon. 
iii. Ilut(b‘aih. al Vatcncleom'S, iv. His 
character, iU. SL 

— — — , Mrs, (mother of Mie port % ill. Her 
pt-cuuiary cabtiraviuu-nis lielurc and 


after Ihe death of Captain Byroo, ir. 
Separates from tier hu>Laud. iv. ifrr 
character. Iv. Il< r capiu'inus cxccnm^s 
of fumiin AH diul of auger. 5C8 s.'ib her 
humble furniture, v. C-'tiMills a fur- 
uine-b’llcr. ix. Lord Byron » letters to, 
3;J8. See aivo, 8*. 

, llonunratiJe Augusta ( sister of llie 
|)uet '. Sev^ Leigh. Monuurabtc Augii-ta. 

BVHOS {GtOMOX-GORUnV-UTBOS «. sixth 
Lord, his pi^iigree. u 
47 m Born Jati. 92, ill Holies Street, Lon- 
—dim, iv. 

179u — 1791. Taken b> l:H muthcr (o Aber- 
dc(.*n, iv. Thcin.ii!ormati mu! liisliHtt 
a source of p,dii.md uncaslucHS lu him, 
L vi >■ Hejlli of lil» f.illuT, Iv. 

179 J. s«‘id toa day-HrlRwl at AlMTrIrrn. ir. 
1796—1797. Bemovecliritotlinll xhlaitdv, 
iv. ihs ho)lM)'Nl.L V. VI. iv. Ills early 
luve of i.i'miiLim Hccncr* , V. ij. tS7. 

. At^ariMiir'iil for .Mary liutf, vi. 

171RL 8ucc«‘e>is (u III'' Idle, Iv. ttemovrd 
lu .NwvhUmiI, V Arriv.il tlii-re, vii. 
Placed umlcr die cjrc of .m eiiiplnc 
al V(itUiii;lMiii fur the cure uf lus lauic- 
ii(‘Hs, viit. 

1799. First symptom uf a b-nd.''(icy to- 
war>b ihyuing, vdi. Reiiiovi-d [u. 
I.oiidori, .ind put uodvr (be care of 
Dr. Rjilhv. viii. B' CimiC' (he pupd 
of Mr. Glriiidc. at Du.wicli. viii. 

1800— 18 '1. II H • first d4,)i lulo j*ortry,' 
Ix! IIihI>u)i*Ii luveku'IUHCOu-iii. Mar- 
gircl I'aricr. ii. Is m*iu In liarruw. 
ix. Notices of liirK'liooi dll', X. liis 
school Iri<iiddij, IS. sii xii. liisiimile 
ul life as a Hclioulboy, iii. I kb early 
allacliinciil tu Ui'vsCtiduurth, xL liu 
rxii-iidvr rcatiin,;. xt. 

18U.5. Uemovol tu Cambriilge. xii. 

|8U6 Aug — .Nuv., urt'iMres a coliecUoa 
of hi* tioriiiH lor the press, siii. 

1807. PubUslics ' lluiira of Idlcm-ss/ xiii. 
Lril.>pir ou ' i lours ofliJIeiiCHs,* xoi. *8. 

1808. Etli'Cl prtHiuced ou his tiiiuri b) llie 
cruuitic iiii ' Ilnurs id Ltieiio'i,' io Ihe 
Edinlmrgh Rrvk-w, x>v Takes up lib 
riSiiieiiet'al Ncw.Htiad,xiv. Formstbe 
dcsigu uf visiting Imha, xiv. Prc]ians 
‘ Etigiidi Barib and Sculch Rev lewcrs.’ 
r>*t die pn*s!i. xiv. 

1809. ihscuiuiiig ufagr, XT. Takeshis 
seat lu the Ituose uf Lords tv. hcti out 
uu hb Iravds, xv. Vbits LisbuD, Se- 
ville. CaJix. Leaves Gibraltar, ivl. 
Arrive»iiiHaIta. ivdi. .saibfruni Mat 
la tu Prevesa. xvid. Ilalu al Ziua, ix. 
Arrives at Triuieeii, ixi. Is iti(ri<duc- 
ed lu All Pacua, xxii. Begins * Cliiide 
Harold’ at Inauniiia, in Alltauia, 81. 
Nearly lost in a Tiirki-'h nhip uf war. 
XXT. Vrttcefdi tliruush :Vcaruaiila 
and .Ltulia towards the Morea. iiti. 
Reaches UiMolunghi. sivii. Vbitsl'a- 
lra«. Vesiiiza, Mount I'anussu-, Del- 
Vfii,Lepauto,Thcbt». ULHiutUibJ'roa. 
xxvili. Arrives, uu Chi biuias-day, at 
Alberu, xxviU. 

1810. S|»emU Icii weeks; in visiting Ihe 
inummu'nts of Adieu* ; makea eicur- 
sioiiA to smcral p irti uf Attica, itx.— 
xixiv. The Maid of Athens, xxiii. 
Leaves Athens (or Suiyriia, xxxiv. VM 
MU ruins u( Ephesus, xxxvj. Concludes, 
at Smyrna, the sccuml canto ul ‘ Childe 
Harold,' xxxvi. April, leaves Smyrna 
fur UMiAUiidiio.de. ixxvii. . VisiU the 
Troad, xxxvii. Swims fruiii Sesim tO 
AbyckH, xxxviii. UJT,atTi'ives«lCun* 
AlatiihH>(ile, III. June, ex{Ktiiljoik' 
Ihruiigli the Hosphurus tu Ihe Black 
Sea, xliv. July, visits Cuiindi. ilv. 

Aug.— Sept. , makes a lour of the Murta, 
xiv. Reinrus to Aihcns, ib. 

4811. WriU** 'Hints fmen Horace.' aud 
* Curw* of Minerva.' 189. 2UtL Reiuftw 
(oEiigland. xiv. Meath ul ids mother, 
xiv. Ungin ulhb acqualitUnce niib 
Mr. Jfoun*. xtv. 

1812. Feb. makes his Qi'si soeccli in 
the llousem Lords, xlviii. iiitf. Fvb- 
99. publishes liic tirsi aud sccund 
cauluH of ‘Childe llarvild.’ Xlviii. 8L 
Writes the .AddrcMi for the ot«uing 
llrury Lane theatre. 179. 

I8IS. April, briiigt out anoiiymoiidy 
•The walu/911. May-pnblidtestlie 
'Ltaour,' 21*. 0c\'., publidia lha 
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* BrTdo of Ai>ydoc,' iCTO. JIm Ont ii>> 
tervW wlih Miu Milbankf. liiL U an 
Quiicce«(ul suilur Tur ihf liaivl of, IHi. 

IIU. Jan., iHiblivliea ll>«* *0>mir,’ SJi. 
April wnW * Oiir (in die Fall uT.Nauo 
iciii) Bunnapart'*.' Hi. Cutncs to Ilie 
rosolatioo. not only of wrlUnit ou inure, 
bill of MipprcHinA all lu<l ever 
wnllen, 2^ May. wriica *l.-ira.' f^. 
■akea a aecond pni{HiMl b>r Ibe tuml 
of Mica MUbauke. and l« acerptrd, liv. 
Dec.,wrilea * Hebrew ll«liHlie»,' :2%Q. 

Ills. Jan. ^ inarrtea Mias Milliaiik^, |iv. 
May, hecomc« a member uf Ihe mb- 
cotnmiUecof Drury Lane Uiealre, ||r. 
PreMiircu((iecuni4ryi'niiMirramnctila. 
Iv. July, wrUriUie^Stegi'ofOirinUi.' 
gM. Heut.. wriln Pariuna,' i’lii. 

1819. Jan. Lady Byrun adopU die retolu- 
lk>n of •rparatiii^ from Inin. Ir. U&5. 
Marcb. wrlic« ' Fare Uiee writ,* and ‘ A 
AkHrh,' SI2L April, leavea Kiielaoil, 
Ivlb. III! routo— BrU'Mli, Waterloo, 
elc., Ivlil. Takes up hi* abode at ihe 
Campaxiie Diudall. i-*7- FmJalies, 
Jiiiiu 37. Ibe (liinl cauto of ‘CfnlUe 
Hambr"l*ill. Writes Juxk;^* Tbc 
Prisoner of Chillun,’ SI 4. x^les. in 
July. ‘Moo'idyoii Ihe Death of She- 
ridan.' SIS I Ihe ' Dream,' .lib ; ' Dark- 
Dc«,' ‘EpUlleto «iiau>na,'~Cfnircbjirs 
Grave.* Proineilu-ui.’ 'Gould I re- 
mouut.' ‘Sonnei to Lake Leman,' and 
part of ' Manfred.' S2V. 3.1 i. August, 

' au unnicceMful ucAoUatiuo fur a 
domniic rcrunelllailtMi, IxU. ik'pl.. 
make* a tour of Ihr Bernese AI|m. ixii. 
Oct., proceed* to Italy. Ixil. .Nov., 
lake* np hi* residence at Venice. I&ii. 

1817. Feb..li»idie> •llaufrwL* 333. April, 
visUa Ferrara, and writiw ‘Lament of 
Tasso,' S'io. Makes A short viMl (o 
Rome, and writes (here a new Ibird act 
b» 'Manfred,' St7. July, wriiei, at 
>eaice, the fourth canto of 'Chlide 
Harold.' 151. Oct., writes ‘Beppo,* 

1818 . The Fornarina. HarAarilta GoKni. 
ixfv. July, writrs ‘Ude uo Venice, 
378. Kiiv., lluUhes * Mateppa/ 370. 
and first canto of ‘ Don Juau. i>y). 

1819. Jau.. finidir* second canto of ‘ Don 
Juau.* ZUJ. April. beginiiiuA of In* 
aci|tiainiancc with GomjtcssGuiccioU. 
Ixiv. June, wrjies * Siaiuas lu die Fu,' 
41L Aug., vsnlcs ‘ IxfTer to Ihe Uilnr 
of my Grandmothers neview.' nk'i. 
Der.. coiiipicles Ihe thini and fourtli 
canto* of * IKm Juau. 728. 73'j. Re- 
move* to lUveuna. Ixv. 

<130. Jan., dmnatiratcd wlib Cutmless 
Gnlccioli, Ixiv. Frii.. trsnsiales first 
canto of iho ' Morxaoie UaAgiorr.' Sito. 
March, tioislies • Prophecy of Danir,' 

2 S 1 Translates' Frauccscaofltimiin.' 
itkL And write* ' ttbservalioua upon 
an Article In Blackwood's Maxaiute,' 
£il . April— July, writes ‘ Marmo F«- 
iSro,' Ats. Oc.— .Nov., wnles fi;Ui 
Canto of ' lk>n Juan,' 7.it. 

fSil. May. fimdiea 'Sardaaaiviloa.* 303. 
July, 'The Two Fuscari. MO. Srpl., 
'Cain,' SM. Oct., writes 'A'riiun of 
JudciucDt.' 4^ ajul ' Heaven and 
Flarth, a Uysfe^,' 490. Acoiuvcs to 
Pi«a. Ixix. 

4883. Jau^^nUbes* iVerncr.'filS. July, 
writes sftlh, seventh, and elAhlb cantos 
of‘I>on Jn.iu.-77S. Finishes ihc ‘ l>e- 
«*7l*^* Transformed,' Si>7. llis habils 
of hfc while at Pisa, Ixix. etc. ^ciil., 
remove* to Genoa, ixxvi. Hls coali- 
Uun With Hunt in the ' Liberal.' Ixxii. 
Ixsvil. 

1833. Jan., write* ' Age of Qntozc.' 6.vt. 
Feb., writes the ‘Ixtand/ and auine 
more canicw of 'Ikm Jiun.' 6'ii. 
April, lurni hi* view* toward* Greece, 
tovii. Msy. make* preparalhiu* for 
w departure, lixvUi. July <1. sails 
for Greece, ami reaches the i*fi^ «f 
Gepbabmia. about the middle uf AU> 
g’isl, liivid. Make* oflers of pecu- 
ujary aisutjnce. Ixxylli. HI* leiler to 
(neGrcrkgovemiiieni,lxxls. iltacuii* 
verwU^ on religion wUb Dr. Rcouc- 
rty, Ixxlx. 

18m. Jan. 5.. arrives at Mistolonghl. 
lAUv. Wrilea ‘ Lines un coinpleii^ 


niy tldrlr«sixlh year.* 617, Proceed- 
ing* at uWikmxliI. Ixxivi. loirnded 
alUck upon Lepsoio, Iivxvi. I* made 
commAnder-ln-ciueruf Uie expedimm. 
IxxxvH. Rnpture with ihn SuUote*, 
Ixxivili. The rxpediboa suipcoded, 
ixtxix. 

Ills lad Hines*, Ixxilx. 
fli* Death. April UL xd, 
lii^fiiurral. xeii. Ih. 

Inscriiiliuii on hh coffin, xeii. 

Sketclie* of character. xUii. 

Ills frirnilly dispodlion, xItI|. 

Ill* gfiiiiisaml creative power*, UU. 
Hi* chanty, Ixiv. xcviit. 704. cce. 
JlUhiirnanltv. fxxxv. cvhi. 

Anecdote* of him. xciv. 

Hi* laienl as a coun dian. 

B.>ok* be had read before he was ten 
yran obi, 3U. 

RnyminR account of his history, from 
Ulackwiiod, 463. 

Byron, Laily, il, ibs*. ||er acconnlo^ 
the sc|>araUon, fi’i.v. Sm also, 72H. 
'Lines un h'arinxibit slie was III,' 341. 
'LiJixs un rradiog m the uews|tatier*. 
dial die hail been palroncss of a cha- 
nty ball,' 43 ii, 

. Honourable Augusti Ada. lUL iaL 

C. 

Cadlx, described, M. iiAI. IlML 

— . The Girl* of, 21, 

Ca»Sdr. Aunitu*. his character. 367. 

, Julius, hi* character. <13. tb. 167. 
S70. 7-i3. lita laurel wreath, 148. 57iL 
The tiiHor of love.’ GilX. T.’g. 

'CiiN. d Mystery/ Ixix. 1£L Wamlrringi 

of. 6tS. 

Ca>m Gorree, 8t0. 

Caledonian met-llus. ' Addresa Inleudrd to 
be recited al,' 5'23 
Calentiirr, 834.' De*cribed. »73. 
i;allgiila, 2VJ. Ill* with. 7<6. 

Calm at Sea, 2JLi, 121, 

'CaLiisa sNU Oii.A, death of, 22,^ 

Calpr . <00 

Cambrkbee L'nlTersIly. 71, 73. 

Gainflla. 853. 

Cafoueiu, some aerosint of, & a,. ' blanzas 
lu a lady, with the puents of,* fb. 
Gamiugne-IHodaii, _ 

Campbdl, Thomas, esq., hls ' Pleasinrs of 
Hinn',' 69. ib., II. ID* Gertriide of 
Wyoming. 3ol. Oooteil. y.iL Opinion 
rcspsciing tits poetry. »98. Iiiadverlen- 
des. hi his' Lives uf the Poel*.' 774 . fiec 
al*o, urj. Critical notes by, pOMim. 
•Can tiraiide.' 6.'i7. 
t'.ami.T, liattle of. <31. 

Ciuiiiuit, Rii(hl uuu. cieorge, I2i ili<opi' 
iilon of Uie 'Bride of Aby*fo«,' 2it o- 
111* Ittscriplion for Mrs. Urnwnri|ig Ibe 
' FrrnUcide,' i:o. Ilis defence of {mblic 
s^uAl* and uinversilies 688. His efaa- 
rarlrr, 65 j. 77, ~. 

Canovt, 1£L 

‘ Links on his Imst of Helen, 533 ■ 

Cant, ‘ Uie crying dn of Ilie times, "75. 
Cantcniir, Dcmetrin*. hi* ‘ilbiory of Ibe 
oituman Kniubv. 76!). 

Cauterimry calliedrai, Hit. 

Capo d Istrias. Count, 861. 

Capo di Bove. I4t. <■ 

Caravafu^. K46. 

Carlionari, Ixv. 659. 

Care, 8(8. 

Carlisle (Frederick Howard ). fihh FjH of, 
Lord Byrou's guardian, x. Byron's dl*. 
like lu. <4. tUs aHeged ■rglect of l<is 
ward, <6. II Q. lycdieation of' Hours of 
Idlruesa' t.i, !■ Cliaracierufbtipuems, 
si Lord Byrun's Lines upon, (.7. ib. u. 
M, 18 . 

— " ■ ■— (Isabella By run )r Countess of, x. 

< IL 

Cjrl.t Dolce. 846. 

'Caiou«iK. Liut-s to/ Z. 
t'.arullnr. Gu' cn of England, 760. 

Carnage, 7'j.i. xoo. 

Carnival, 3 o. 18. n. 

Cat r, Sir John, la lu 12 iu 'ifi lU 
CarlwrighL Major, ui 1. 

Cary, Hev. Henry Franrls, hi* translation 
of Pinle. 3itfL 398. 410. 

Caryafori ( Jidin Jmhua Pruby', lint Earl 
of, bia * Poem* and Trsg|ilB*»' Joy. 

Cash, potency of. 83i 


Catimir, Jidm, Ring of Polan'J, 371 
Cistaiia, xiTli. 
liasialiao dews, siL <l^ 

Caslcluju. Uarquisd*, hi* ‘ llkluirc de la 
.Noiivelle Huwe. 773. 

C.«*tlereagh. Vi^ouut, (HolHTt Mewsri. ' 
Naruiii* of Loud*Mideri7 }, 6TJ. 6S0. 763. 
814. lUsi, 

'EflGtiN* on.* 677 'EPITSPU on,' f8. 

C i*in. village of, ^ ili 
Cj|.ilani, MadJiiierSL 
Ca lunne 1 1. of Ktiula, 781. 610. lb. n. 618. 
Caih.iy, JilL 

Caiiiuii'. Ins oharacliT. 7W5 
Cato, leiidib.s wife to llortenvin*, HL 
Csiiillus, Ins * Ad Li-slilnh' translaUMl, 5^ 
HI* ‘ Luecte. Veneres Cupidiae«pip * 
trainl 3. ‘ 1 hr* scholar w( love,' 7J0. 
'Cavalier KTvcnle.' iJe«crilK'd, 811. 
r.ecilM -Uetrila, luinhof, 444. 

OJHiii, Bcnveimlo. 5 hi. 

Cervantes, HIL Cliaracter of Iflt * Duit 

OutnAe.' mt. ih. II. 

Change. 850. 

Uiaulrvy, PraiiCi*. e**p, ft. A , 705. 
Chailemonl, Lady. 

, Mr*,. 5121. 

' CnsRiTT BsLL, Uncs on readins tlal Lady 
Byron wa* patron<'*s r>f a,' 4H9. 

Charles the Fifih, iSI n.HjiL Ruherlsun's, 
qiiutnl, 580. Nb. 

Charles .Ml. ufhweden, 3:o. IlisubsUnacy 
al Heitder, H0i. 

Charinltr, Princess of Wale*, Lines to, Ufi. 

bri.Ntx8 on her deaUi,' 15L <8. 
elute, the English, K«7. 

Cttaleaubrland, Viscount, 961. 

Chathiui. liral Eirl uf. S5:i. 

Cli.iworth, Mary Anne (afterward* Mrs. 
Uiiiien'. trf>rd Byron's early atuchmeiu 
In, U U, II IG 

'Fatc)ix.NTwrillenslM>rtly anerberiuai* 
rUge,' UL 

'.Ntxnsak Io. Oh! had my fate! U, 
‘FanEwstx I0)'I5, 

'SrsNxss to. uti the antbor's leaving 
England,' Zfi. 

Cheo|>«, Kir(g, hi* pyramid, IjjiL 
Chrtlerfield, Earl uf, hi* s|ieedi on tbo 
i»Uy-buu«e bill, <97. ilu rciuark on 
liuuUng, yr<5. 

‘(hiiLbB lUaoLO’d PtLuiniacE,* liL 
•Cldldisli Hccollecliuus,' iU 
‘ (;hiidren, i-'h;. 731. 

. uiily, 685. 

' Crux and murk U ihe nightly hUat/ 10. 
ChUhm. Soniu'tijn. 314. 

‘CniLUIN, PBIkUNEB OP, 345. 

Chlinari, *44. 

Chimai-fot Mountain*, <o3. 

Clifois, war of. 157. 

(Jiivairy. kL *41. 

Chi bi, ' Pure creed of, made Moctlon of 
all 111.' 8.;^. ib. n. 

Cliri»tabri, 3^5. 3C«. 

<;hrfailauiiy, 880. 

Churclim, 7i o. 

' CntncRiLL’a Gnsvic,' 339. 

Ciccr^ a piiii<>tcr, 491. 

Cld, 631. C.‘i7. 

Ckl Hamel Bencngvli, UL 

cliitra, 86 n. (kHivenliun uf, 87 n. 88. 

Circassian*. 777^ 

Cities, oierlhrow of great, 7i*8. 
tdvllixjliun, 798. "J'.i. 

Clare >. J.dui FiTxgibboo), Earl of, 22 n. Z3. 
48. iu4l. 18. m 
‘ I.INU on,' IjL 41. 

‘.STSNSSS lo/ ^ 

Ciarenifoii, LunI, hi* character of Sir M* 
choia* II) run, 4 n. 

Clamis, 12IL 

Clarke. Dr. Edward Daniel, M, 1B2. Z2£- 
7:.i n. 

Clarke, IIew*on. ILJi. IL Ili 48, n. IS. 
(.iasMCs, loo oarlv slitdy of <41. 

Claudian, hU ‘Old Man uf Verona,* 618. 
Cleumoe ami PausanU*, story o4, 342, 
Ciroiiatra. r65. 

Clergy, 851. 

Ciitunmus. Ihe river, I to 
— — , Trmplr 01744®- 18- 11* . 

Clootr, Jean Bauthie (Aiudiiirsia), 684. 
Clyieniuesira, 8U. 

IfoUbelt, \yiliani, £8,' HI. 

‘ EpicrsI on hi* digging up Tom Paine % 
bones,' Iu6. 

Cadtleols, 122, 

Cockary Schuul of porlry. B40. 

tIU 
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coKoUe, «Do«trophiMd, 745. 

Colchtf, 73S. 

ColfriJge, Samoel Tifiur, cm., hli Deriri 
Walk. Sil. 

HU * Blokraphia Llteraiia, GT9. nr. 
lilt ^ ChnaUM.' 2^ 300. 

HU ‘ Wandeiifig* of Cain,* *4>. 
lJU alietch or Don JuaD*4 suppoaed cha- 
racter, 

See also, eo. it. iLffiB. ML 70S. 
ColUenm, ibe. ^ UK, lift a, BSI. eee n. 
Collejte etiuealToD, ~a9Vaolagea u( a, 688. 
ibiOi 

* couKOi ci4«iR4TiON,ihousbUaQ^eated 

by,' S}. 

Cologne, am. 

Colomia. Cape, ml. <M. {4. il 
C olumbia, <43. 

Columbun. 8M. WW. 

Comboldo, ur Tnrkich rotary, 2S&. 25L 
' Comedy, the day of, (tune by, 848. 

* Common Lot,' anawer to a b^tifnl poem, 

entiUed, ^ 

Commoauealih, S79. 440. 

Condorcer, MarquU de, 68L 
ConirreTe rockeu, ^2. 

* (knouBST,' the^ a fragment, 677. 
Contdence, S m.sm. 6<a. 60i. 
ConsUnltm^lr, xl. tOT. Ul. a. 

— ■- . {Uare>oiafket at, deacribed, 

755. 

CoQferMUnnltt*. ai2L 

Cooke, Georjte Frederick, eaq., 68. 

Cookery, aclciice of, mu. 

Copyrigbt, a«jraa paid to Lord Byron for, 
Sfin. SiL. 

Coqtictir, SgS, fiSL 
^ray, 414. 

*CunnDe,'qunted, 70t. 

'CoaiKTH. Sitci or,* 787. 

Conmhian brjw, 771. 

' Conwilan.* the, SO. tO. il 
C naarLUN heart which wu broken, ' Linea 
on,* <78. 

Corowall, Barry ( Bryan Walter Proctor), 
8i9. 

'Coaaaii, the; a Tale, * tv. 144. 

*Cortpjo,' S64. 6W7- 
Cotiln, Madame. SM. 
t^tlle, Joae}>b,83. Ilia 'Alfted,* and 'Fall 
of Columbia, *02 a. Hla ' Bxpoatulatory 
Rpjaiie to LonI Byma,* IM- 

* Could I remount ihe rirer of my yeara,* 

850. 

* Could lore tir erer,* 488. 

Cuumourfd. All SSa, 

epaotry and town, dUcrepanciea between, 
878. 

CouraRf, fli, 757. 

Cowley, Abrabifn. hU imitation of Ctan- 
dlan a 'Old uaoof Veriiua.*63S. 
Ooicomb. y.y. 

Coxe, ArcMucon, hh ‘Llle of tlarlbo- 
rouih,* ZIL liU ‘Life of Sir Robert 
Walpde,' ISL 

Crabbe. Rer. Gcorie, ' Nature's aiemcat 
painter, yet the brat,* UL ‘ The Hmt In 
^nt of power and genloa,* V>. il ‘The 
firatof llvina poeta, 898. 

‘ Craning,’ 855. 

Craataw. Rtdiard. 75a. Cowley'altneaon. 
ib. 

Crtbb, Tom, the pugillat, Toa. am. 

Croker. Crolton, esq., hU ' Fairy Lcgendi,' 
871 □. 

, Bight Hon. John Wllaoo, hU • Boa> 

well qitolcd, lit Z&2. 7SL 
Croly, RcT. iJf. George, Hla * Letter 
of (Uto to Lord Byron,* 883. . 
Cromwell, the * xi^rat of uaurpera, 142. 

Ilia ‘ deatiny.' ib. n. I5« n. 

Crowe, Rcr. William, bia atriciuret on 
* EtiglUh Barda,* tS IL 
Cnucin achool uf poetry, the, annihilated 
by Gifford, ttfiiL 

Cnmberland, Duke of, Ibe hero of Col- 
luden, 681 . 

Ciiniberiand, Rklianf, eaq.. Q2. tua. 
Curran, Right I Inn. John Phiipot. 848. 
Cofrie. Dr., hk ' Life of Burue,' Z3Z. 
'Cl'888 op HiNcara,* 2 Qg. 

Ciirtia, Srr William, flSL, QL 
Cnrter, Marou. 588. 8I(>. 

Cyanomcier. deacriM, 753. 

Crcladew. 719. 748. , 

CTDfem Iree. >18. 

Cyrui, 888. 


Dallas, Robert Cbarlea, xr. 

Dallawar, Rev. Jamea. Iiia * Conslanlinopk, 
quoteil, 2t8. 

Dalryinpie. Sfe Hew, 8L 
‘ UaniTiS,' a character. HL 
Damaa, Count de, 787. 

' Damme,' the Rrih<h, 827. fitt. 

Dance, Pyrrhic. 750. 758. 

* Dance of Death.' Holbeiu'a. Ml, Hollar's, 

gfil n. 

Dancing, UA. Ut. 8SL IIS. M4. 

Dandles, dynasty of the, 566. 

Damiulo. Henry, ‘ the nclogenariaa chief,* 
<51. Account of. 486. 

'Dandy.* described, 366. 

Dante, nia banbhment Ind poverty, 410< 
ib. n. Ills tomb at Ravenna, 404. ZAil 
H ls Infelicllous marriage, £2& His Bea* 
tnee, Imitation of, ZS2. His'half- 
way bouse* of tHb, £12, HiapopuUriiy, 
897 See also, UfL IAS. U2i m 5tff. 
598 n. 986. 

* PKOPDtCt OP. AQSi SSL 
Danion. 681. 

‘DsiaxEiU*.* 528. fb. 

Dani. M-, hir^rtnre of VenetUn society 
and manners, 485. 

Darwell, story uf, UtO. 

ILiiwin. Erasmus. Ins ' p<im(»ous chime, is. 
His ‘ Otitaiilc Oanlen, i6.il Ptiiduun 
by a poi-in iu Ihc Aiiii'Jacnbii), ItfiA. 
Dale*, *a sort of post-temae, where the 
Falra ChaDge h4)rscs,' 8H5 
Dark], King, Ills lurp, 281. Ills hymna 
rliaracterlsed, 2ftl IL See alvit, fi&9. 
Davy, .sir Humphry, 417. IliaNfeiy iamp, 
693. 

Dead, features of llic, 2t8. Belief lhal the 
Mrtil* of, iohabit the forrha of birds. 243. 
D<‘adsea, ISO. 

* Desi object of defeated c.ire.' 171. 

Death, 122^1*8. 147.^. Sifl 878 891 n. 

laa. m* lis, -si. zaa^ yei, tan. sit. 

Shun* the wretched, T(H. Advaitiages of 
an eariy.liL 815. 'The auveretgii's so- 
vereign,* fiU, ‘ A reformer,* 46. 'Dou- 
uest (if all duns, £28. ' A giant gour- 
mand, 16. 

‘Di-aih aiKl Ihe I.ady, 7S8. 

* Death ofCaliiur aiiu Orla, ift,. 

Itee, the, AA, 

De Foix, Gaston, hU Inmhat Ravenna, 7S1. 

222 IL Account of, 567. 

*DeroBar.n TianspOBaMt a Drama,' 
IxxlT. QfiZ, 

Dofonnliy, an looeunve to disUnciion. 
571 a. 

D'Horbulot. 713. 

Dckker. Thomas, hts ' WTondcr of a King- 
dom, quoteal. 54 u. 

Delawarr (George-Joba West], fifth Earl, 
56 0. 

* Villas lo, A. 

*LiiiBs to.' 45. 

Delphi, loiinlain of, xxril. K. 

Deluge, 498. g&L 

Demetrius Potlorceles, deaerthed, 57t. 
l>eo1um. hls 'Cooper's Hill,'B22. 

Denriian, Sir Thnmia, lafierwanls Lord 
Cliief Justice }, Id* tranalai Ion of the Greek 
song on Hirmodiua and Arixtogeiton, 
•112^ 

Dennis, John, Ihe critic, lAL II a tract 
against uperaa. t6. o. 

L>C I’anw, M« wriUnga CharaL'lerfsed, Hi, 
De OiUncey, Ur., bin ' CmifesBiona of an 
Upium EaliT, 742. 

De RHz. CanliMil. hh acemmi of a idiip- 
wreck In Ibe (hilf of Lyons, 7t0. 

Dervish Tahii i. Lord Ryrou'a Uilhful Ama- 
out gnliie, liL 222 0. 

Desalx. General. SSL 

Lk^>a4r, liA, 22B. ^ 707. 

Dcs^ioihm, 763. 

Destiny, 142. 

Ue Tull, Baroo, bia 'HUlory uf Ibe Turkt.* 
724* 

' Dxtil‘ 6 Datva ; an unfioiibod Rbapaody,* 
521. 

Devullon. -AM. 759. 776. 

Dlbdin, Thomas, sucoeaa of hla ' Mother 
Goose,' 8A. 

■ Uicilonaaire de Trdvoux,' its defialUoo of 
an Boic. TOA p. 

* DifSdie eat proprie,* etc. of Horace, tfl»- 

poios on Ihe meaning of, <92. 


Dinner, a man's bappfneaa dependewl oo. 

IMnner-bell, * Ibe locahi of Ibe aoul,' ZS. 
Diogenes. 8M. 877. 

Dinoysms at COririih, 766. 

Dlro‘, fountain of, 4f'J. 

DisctmienU, progress of popular, 717. 

‘ Dladar Aga. 112, 

□'Israeli, i. eaq. hU ' Quairda of Aulbore. 
lAL 891. 

Dedication of' obsenrattons npon an Ar- 
McIq in Blackwood*! Magazine,' to, KL. 
Dtaaimulaliun, 8AS. 

Drvis. Lmu TO, OL 
Djrnd. sport of tlte, xixvi. 

D'Ohsson, aceoracy of hla tIelioeaHoDa of 
the Tnrlush character, 416. 

Dolce, Carlo. gkS. 

D0He»Tic PiEna. a0& 

IHm. Brig of, 846. 

* Dox Juan,' txxir. 678. 

Preface, filfl, 

Testimoiiica of autliora. 870. 

Cbttrr to the Rditor of ' My Gran4dBo- 
tlier’a Revlrw,' lUA, 

*Ob«ervatlons U|k>ii an Article In Black- 
wood's Magazmi',' 8i(t- 
DedicaliuQ of 'Observationa* lo 1. D*ls- 
raelt. eaq. «H. 

Fragment on the back uf the MS. of Canto 
1., 678. 

Drtliealion of ‘ Don Jnan * to Robert Sou- 
Uicy, esq., 878. 

Prefjcf to Ckniua VI., TIL, Till., 772. 
Goethe's charaeler of, B&L Origin of the 
character, 46. Wiien lir>^i lutrodnced 
npon the slags, 46. Sketch of lib ati(K 
posr(i character by Mr. Oderldgn 58*. 
Don Qidinlr, ' a tun true llle, 840. Ddigbt 
of reading, In Ihe original, 838. 
Doomwiay-lxiok, 8<7. 

Donjlheii* of Milyleiie, Hi, 

Dorset I Tliomat Sarkvllle), Earl of, * eiiled 
the drama forth,' lA q. 

(Charles SaekviUe), Earl of, hb ch.v 

racter, UL 

(George John Frederick), CrnirUi 

Duke of. to, IL 
*LnES toTiA. 

Dover 'dear,' 821. 

DracbenfeK 472. 82IL 

• Dra|>ery Misaes.' 877. 

Drswcaiuir. 122, 

DREan.' Tlie, SW. 

— , Account of a resnt^Uo ooe, 

24i 

Dresmi, 02S, 713. 780. AeltedlOns or, 
7i5 u. 

Urunimimd, Sir William, 122, 8*5. Hh 
' AOadrniiral Qm^liom ' qwrrted, f 48 Ui 
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Knowlkw, Richard, hia THatory of the 
Turks,’ ilL I£L 

Koutuu«ow, General (afterwards Prince of 
Smo.cusko), 7H9. 


Laehlii-y*gair, 97 . 6 CZ. 
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II., 8H. 
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Law, wilUam, author of the Serious Call, 
773. 

Lawrence, Sir Thomas, 703. 
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— — of the Arabs. 2JiL lu 
Lightniug, super»ii:ioQs respecting, 4S7. 
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Italian nun,' L 

on a clta iige of masters at a great school. L.. 
on a distant view of the village and school 
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the velvet batiU v^liicli bound her 
tresses. 58. 

to the ttev. J, T. Bccher. on his advismg 
ihe .iiitbur to mix moie with wKicty, 4t). 
Edward >oel Long, caq., n. 
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Longinus, 8hL 
Longmans, Mes-rs. 700. 413. 

Lorraine, Claude, 846. 
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lifi. 

Luther, Martin, 781. 

Lnizen, fiS3. 

Ltixemlionrg, Marshal, 8S&. 
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Msllft, David, 62. Hired to traduce Pope, 
69 a. 

Malta, Tvi. 404. 
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Maii-sel. Dr., Bishop of Rrislol, 23. 

Mansion House, the, 893. 
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Mark AiHoloetle, cRect of grief oo. 8ta. 
359. D. 

Marine baMmeter, 252. 

Marinel,£66< 

Marino, a corrupter of the latte of Europe;, 
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462. 
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Malriuiony, RSS. 837. 
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Inraltd. qimlcU. &3t- 

Maurice. Rer. Tituma<, hh * Richmond 
Hill.' 62. ACCOUOt Oi. 

‘Mti>rPk.'3Ii2. * 
Mi*«lirl«NauH)leiim of ihe, lii 
MedUerraiiran. A noUe intijecl for a 
poem, 

Mcdttlo, Mr., 8gi. 

MeKa«pelion, rootutlerr ot, 112. 

Ueiutou, (iriieni, gQQ. 

Mriilenr, ii9u 
Meljncttiutif JKW. 

Melodjr, 722. snw.irruw’a polar, 802. 
Udiun Hovbra)'. head«)uarter»of (be Eng* 
iiab cbaae, aa?. 

Memnun, ilalue of, »U5. 

Mrmorr, iiiL 
Mcnileif. Mount, I OH. 

Mi'phi<(ot)helr«, 8 k:;. H*0. 

Merd, fAtunl, his epiiaiA, 109. 

Mehrale. J. cm*. !UL> u. liU Ronce> 
vaHf«,‘ SRS. 

MtrU|»l<y>Ir«, H3H. 

Melrlla. CeciMa, tomb of. U4. 

Mritiodisiii, cause of Uic pru<reu of. ('^T. 
UichHii, Sixnura, (be IrausUlor of Shaks* 
pear^, too. 

' lluhlie Ag(‘* of man, describe*!, a^t. 
Illlliaiike, Miw latlcrwanls Lady Byron\ 
See Rynm. 

Miltiun. Rev. Henry Hart, his ‘llisloryof 
Uic J< ws, jHt. aai. 2£a. jJSJ: His * Fall 
of Jonisalrin,' ai-J. Ilis character of 

* Heaven and Earih.' .V)i Cnlical itulcs 
hy, piuaifn. 

Milo, 

Mlltiades. 109 ii ?S7. 

MiltoD. hin infelidtiHis tnarriage, 7-2ft. Hi* 

* Life,' l>y J| ihittoll, 738. Hec also, OH). Bb7. 
Miiiulaiir. (able of (he, 7±i. 

Mirabraii, C8(- 

Miser, (i93. || ippv life nt the, 831. 853. 
Mlaaoiuughl, siviL— ixikvL 
MHImiI, il|«t, »iO0. 

— — . WiltUin, esq., his abase of Plu- 
tarch's * Lives,' Great merit of his 
llPtory of Greece,' H5S. 

Milylrne, Ule of, S2L 

Mob. lilL 

• Mohllity.' defined, 877. fft. n. 

* Mocha's Wry, from AraUa pure,* 73L 
Uodesiy itso«ii ivw,»ril. 860. 

Money, power of, £U< Pkaslire of hoarU- 
ing. SSi. 

— ■ — . lore of, * the only pleasure that re- 
quites.' lU'J. 

Monkir and Mckir, M3. 

Monks, UL 

Mcnmouih, ('leoVry of, his Chronicle, afia. 
Monotly on ihe Dealli of Sheridan, 5(9. 
Monsoon, 7tH». 

Montaianc, Ins motto, 81UL 
Mont Bljiic.ta* o- (U- 
Monisgue, l,ady Mary Worlley, fifiS. 7S0. 
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enliUrd * the Cmtimon Lot.' 2^ Hi* 
' Wan^lererof SwiUertand, 

Monthly Review, its critique on ' Hours q 1 
MIenns/ 12. 

Mimimorenei, l<aval, Duke de, 660. 66o n. 
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count of Marino Fallerofalittiid flipiMut, 
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Morat, Held of, 114. 121 
More, liamtah, Iter *C(clct>s,* 615. 

Moreau, General, QLL 


Morgan. Lady, her work upon Italy, 
*MOB«ia8Ti UiCOiuuK, ut Puid,' Uan.sla> 
tkm of eauto Ihe first, 5P0. 

Moreti, 752. 

Morocco, 740 . 

Morusinl, Venetian poet, IMn, 

Morveo, a moiiniaiii in Abenlceushirc, IL 
Moscow, conllagratlon of, IH. 

Noses, Michael Angeio’s statue of, 402. 

Sonnet on, 1(22 it. Sec also, SOH. 

HusMqi. acliir.H 

Mutrayp, ^ nis description of the Grand 
Signiur's paUce, 7H2. 

Mouniains, (25. CC7. 

Mozart, 837. 872 IL. 

Muezzin, IM. 104 II. 221 IL 
Muleteer, 2^ 

Murat, Ills ‘soow-wbl'e plume.* 

and dcaih, -32D 

Murray, John, e«i., lines to, ‘To Hook the 
reader,' loa. 

‘ iX.sTLB from, to Dr. Polidorl.* 404. 

* M V DCS H Hr. Murray, yu«i ‘te lu a daiiin'd 
hmry,' 40.3. 

*STN4Hs8, Tunson, Liutol of the limes,' 

lOfi. 

‘Ll8kS to,' 11>2. 

*LfcTTzas U). on Bowlea’a Strlclunw on 
Pope,' 919. 9311. 

Sums |ukl hy him to Lord Byron, for Cte 
pynghl, 5fliL 

Murray. John, yun., esq., 4'it. 

Music, 2^ 22SI See aUo, SZi 0. 
Muisulwoilien, 367. 

' Mi st tkui' go, my gloriuut chief,' 3>7. 
Miutrrs, Mrs., see i.hawi>rlh. 

‘ Ml MOST is on the shore,' 351. 

'My GraniJntoUMr's Review, ihe BritUh’ 
70.3. ibL tyUL * Lettvi lo the EUilur uf, 

‘Ml si.sTBR : my sweet sister,' SOO. 

' M* 8UUL is dan.' 2>2. 

‘ .Mysteries and moralitica,’ 122 IL. 


Nabuchndonn<mr, 760. 

Nadir Shah. H09. 

.Naldi, -siuger. 

.Napier, (ojlunei, hbi deteclloo of an error 
in 'Chitdc liirold,’87. 

.Na|ioleoti. See Buouaparte. 

— — ‘ FZBKW ILL,' HZ. 

, Duke of Reichstadt, fill il 

‘ Na^tnieofi the First, 8Z2 (L 
Nap<di di Rixuania, Jae. 

National debt. 800. 

Native laiHl, sensation on leaving, IQIL 
Nature, IflL t’Ji. <27. 766. U2. no 3. 

, ' — , * PasTfa of, li 

• Nay, AHii.e not at my mllea brow,' 22. 
'Nenuy knife-grinder, 

Negu*, StiL 

Ncipprn|^<U)oat, jfifi. 661. 

NelwMi, Lord, 682. 

Neroexis, itomao, <47. 169. 

Ncmi,12i. 

Nero, 7.3H. 

, the roQful, il 

NerviL 793 

Ne»«u^ rube of, friO. ano. 

Newfuundlaml dog, ‘IssoiPTiOS on Uie 
nMNiumcnl of a, 21. 
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' Elcgy uti,' 2JL 
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Ney, Marshal, H06. 

Nicopulis, rums uf, 1U2 0. 

Night, 100. 147. 
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•At. it* tuveul solitude. 111. 
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N.te, 633. 
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v^oble, life of a young, described, gt2. 
Nudler, 12. 
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Norton, lion. Mrs. 63 u, 

NovelUes, 'please less than ihey impress,' 
108. 
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KriTtra for. Wfi. 

Plagbrutn, iiL jQL m. 70t 
Plato, Idilltieion thcliunhufThemUloclei, 
mio. Ilisdeacriplkm (^ItoCralra. .^7^ 
Ilia nyelem of love, tlL I4L Ilia Dhi- 
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